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‘-I will show you something different from either 

Your shadow at morning striding behind you 

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you; 

I will show you fear in a handful of dust.’ 

 

- T.S. Eliot 

  



 

 

‘Welcome good people to “Faith and Sandman: Wanderers 

of the Wasteland”, and to the folks who have been tunin’ in 

since the beginning, I thank you all deeply.  

That last tune was called ‘Lullaby’ written by a great 

man by the name of Billy Joel, and some of you may have 

guessed my reasons for playing it… That’s right, this is the 

one-hundredth broadcast since that faithful day when God 

gave Sandman and his trusty guitar a sign. Join me now on 

my solemn pilgrimage to find my voice, people of the 

wastes.’ 

  



 

 

And so it was that God came to the Lonesome Sandman and 

said unto him: “I am Alpha and Omega, the beginning and the 

end. I will give unto him that is athirst of the fountain of the 

water of life, freely.” 

[Revelation 21:6] 

 

‘Those were the days when neighbors helped their fellow 

man in ol’ East Texas. Dust Bandits were few- ‘cause the 

heartstrings of our good people hadn’t begun playing in 

unison with Satan’s dark harp. Almost everyone you passed 

would be lookin’ to trade, swap stories or just have a little 

chit-chat about bygone times... The world had crumbled to 

dust and decay, but the real rapture came months after that. 

 I’d like to say that the civilization 'o Man went down 

kickin', but I’d be lying if I did. Most just stayed all cooped 

up in their homes when the Dust Bandits started runnin' this 

joint, not bothering to help out ol' Sandman when guns were 

drawn and shots were fired– but that, boys and girls, is a 

story for a 'nother time.  

So anyway, the Wasteland took my wife and home, 

and my child who was never born. I know deep down that 



 

 

I was kept alive for a reason, and that the Wasteland was no 

place for a young'un. But before some of you jump to 

conclusions… Y'see, my wife: Lillian- well, ‘Lil’ was already 

five months in when those bombs came down, and when 

we finally got out from those cramped vaults there was 

scarce enough food to feed one man. I only ate what scraps 

were left over. I did all that I could, though I refused to 

believe that it was all I was capable of at the time. When they 

passed all I had was painful memories, two wedding rings, 

the clothes on my back and my Grandpappy’s old acoustic 

to piece it all together.  

‘Radioactive sandstorms were less predictable way-

back-then, and unless you were hidin’ a radiation suit down 

your sock then you were about as dead as can be. Even I: 

with my trench coat on and a thick bandana coverin’ my 

mouth had the angel of death snappin’ at my heels, an’ –hell, 

I knew it, too. Couldn’t take shelter ‘cause I couldn’t see a 

damn thing, so I just kept on walkin’. I thought a lot about 

Lil, cryin' out when the baby grew still in her belly, too damn 

tired to carry on. 



 

 

‘That was until – sure ‘nuff: a little angel by the name 

o’ Faith got her daddy to dust me down and take me in for 

a while. At first, she thought I was some kind of monster 

‘cause I was just so covered in sand! But that didn’t stop her 

from trying to drag me by the hand to her house.  

‘I found a Sandman!’ she shouts to her pa as if 

battered Texans were a rare thing ‘round those parts. My 

guitar was overflowin’ with the stuff too, and to this very 

day, I still hear some old grains rollin’ around in there. Ever 

since I took the title and left my old name behind. Buried it 

deep. Down with the rubble and bones. 

‘Anyway, so Faith – yeah, she was a brown-eyed 

young lady with a heart o’ gold. Even though it was dark 

times, she remained innocent… a true child of God. She sat 

me down on the porch and fetched me some of her 

peppered rat stew, then her daddy went to go get me some 

medicine ‘cause I didn’t feel so pretty.’ 

  



 

 

Faith questioned the Lonesome Sandman upon the destination 

of his wayward pilgrimage and spoke thusly with the wisdom 

o’ God: ‘A man who wanders from the way of understanding 

Will rest in the assembly of the dead.’  

[Proverbs 21:16] 

 

‘We got to talking. It was only when she told me that I 

realized I had made it to New Orleans. Noah - from my 

hometown of Dallas said that I should go there to compete 

in a music competition taking place just south of Faith’s 

house, right down the Mississippi river from Scarsdale into 

the quieter parts o’ Louisiana. The winner got a VR Memory 

Viewer – it was new technology, outside of my 

comprehension, but I just wanted to see Lil again. Home 

too, before the war. I had strayed from the righteous path, 

but Faith saved me from myself. She was only ten, and yet -

dare I say: she was smarter than some o’ the wisest women 

I ever met. A warm hello to you Faith, if you’re still out there 

– working miracles and building smiles from the ground up, 

I don’t doubt. 



 

 

‘She knew that I had lost my purpose and that I was 

a broken man. I’m not the kind to talk about the terrible 

things that happened to me to get me there, especially to 

children. I gotta admit, though, this is a new world. Children 

can no longer be shielded from the cruelty and sins of Man, 

and so they changed. She knew this, and after she pried the 

information from my dusty heart; she told me about her 

radio show.  

‘Faith’s dad was - and is still, maybe - a very smart 

man. He set up a tiny radio transmitter made outta old wood 

and scraps, with what looked like enough solar panels to 

power a small house, so no charging required. It even had a 

microphone built in, and buttons for switchin’ between 

picking up or broadcasting on FM radio frequencies. Every 

week on Tuesday they’d sit on the porch and do a short 

show - a short proclamation of morality and hope to remind 

people that this wasn’t the end. 

As I remember, Faith’s momma was sick. I only saw 

her once, but she was a lovely woman who stared death in 

the face and smiled a most beautiful smile. I do hope you 

overcame that fever, ma’am. So, turns out: Faith’s daddy had 



 

 

a runnin’ vehicle, and was loath to mention it until Faith let 

it slip. I don’t blame ‘em, ‘cause better men than me would 

have killed for a means of transport. 

‘We took the only roads which weren’t destroyed or 

blocked in, following the lead of his hand-drawn map of 

‘Old New Orleans’ as he called it. The journey was mutually 

beneficial in that sense, ‘cause he hadn’t drawn anything 

outside of a two-mile radius of his home. We ticked off and 

searched every drugstore and hospital we passed on the way, 

lookin’ for antibiotics - medicine for his wife’s fever. We 

didn’t find anything.   

 I got dropped off about a mile north o’ where this 

competition was meant to be. It was safer that way, ‘cause 

Faith’s daddy needed to get home before sundown. Me? I 

don’t really care about walkin’ down empty streets in the 

dark. The life of a wanderer is one of unchangeable chaos. 

I always said that if you try to change or avoid what’s 

comin’ for you down the road: you ain’t no Wanderer – 

you’re just someone tryin’a get somewhere, even if you 

don’t know where that ‘somewhere’ is. By my own words, 



 

 

I suppose… what happened that day proved that there will 

be a destination for these tired old bones.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

* 

  



 

 

And so, Sandman told the nameless stranger: “If you abide in 

my word, you are truly my friend, and you will know the truth, 

and the truth will set you free.” 

 [John 8:31-32] 

 

‘Night’s cold kiss was crawlin’ up my back, and I was late. 

Something didn’t feel quite right. I was only a few streets 

away but I couldn’t hear any music- hell, I couldn’t hear 

nothin' at all. I was about ready to give up the search when 

I saw a shadow slither into a back alley – dead ahead.  

 ‘Ol' Sandman had nothing to lose, but boy was I 

worried. As curious as I was back in those days, everything 

that I saw which seemed outta place was a sign from God 

in my mind. I can’t deny or admit that it wasn’t, neither; 

‘cause it was one hell of a coincidence that I saw that poor 

shadow. And it’s lucky that I did.  

'I laughed to myself when I got up close. This little 

thing wasn’t a threat to nobody, just a wandering stranger – 

like me. I crouched down and said hello in the kindest voice 

that I could muster up – I didn’t wanna seem too desperate. 



 

 

It went without saying that I had found a friend when she 

sniffed my hand and rested her tired head on my shoulder. 

It was if she was sayin': 

“Where you been all this time? I’ve needed you.” 

And I just said: “I’m sorry, ol' girl. I’m here now.” 

I cracked a smile for the first time in what seemed 

like forever. Opened up a bottle of Jack that I'd been saving 

for something special, wrapped her up in a warm blanket 

and rustled her up some tinned steak. That dog saved my 

life in so many ways. Most've y'all know about the shootings 

of 75... that 'competition' was nothing but a damn trap made 

up by dust bandits hangin' around Louisiana at the time... if 

I hadn’t found that dog... 

'I named her Faith, and she’s been by my side ever 

since. She’s here now, chewin' on my bootlaces- keeping me 

alive. I suppose the trick to staying alive here in the 

Wasteland isn’t by surrounding yourself with supplies and 

ammunition, cutting yourself off from people in need. It’s 

findin' something to care about, keeping it close to your 

heart – and living in the moment, 'cause things can always 

get much worse. But I bet you already knew that. Thanks 



 

 

again for tunin' in to Faith and Sandman: Wanderers of the 

Wasteland for this one-hundredth episode. I have been 

Sandman. Goodnight.' 
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