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The Hopi Indians think of themselves as the record keepers and the keepers of wisdom for the world. Their global prophecies have proven to be true. 

An ancient Hopi Indian prophecy states: "When the Blue Star Kachina makes its appearance in the heavens, the Fifth World will emerge". The Blue Kachinas are aliens. 

“The Hopi believe that we have suffered three previous world cataclysms. The First World was destroyed by fire—a comet, asteroid strike, or a number of volcanic eruptions. The Second World was destroyed by ice—a great Ice Age. As recorded by many cultures around the globe, a tremendous deluge destroyed the Third World. These three global destructions were not the result of merely random earth changes or astrophysical phenomena but of humankind’s disregard both for Mother Earth and for the spiritual dictates of the Creator. In other words, cataclysmic events in the natural world are causally connected to collective transgressions, or negative human actions. Living on their three primary mesas, the Hopi continue to perform a series of annual sacred rituals within their ceremonial cycle in order to keep not just themselves but rather the whole world in balance.

As time goes by, this task is increasingly difficult because our contemporary lifestyle, with its technological gadgetry and unseemly allurements, continues to erode traditional ways of life and ancestral Hopi values. Fewer and fewer young Hopis are learning their indigenous language, customs, and ceremonies. More youth are leaving Hopi-land to seek employment in urban areas. Those that do stay on the reservation are confronted with intra-tribal squabbles and, much worse, with high rates of alcoholism and increasingly available lethal street drugs. The dire signs of a Native American version of the “End Times” are everywhere.  

Many Hopi spiritual elders (singular, kikmongwi) claim that we are living in the final days of the Fourth World. For more than 60 years, different Hopis have predicted various Earth changes that signal the conclusion of the current age and the onset of the Fifth World. In 1970, Dan Katchongva, Sun Clan leader from the village of Hotevilla, who died at age 112, spoke about deteriorating conditions of our time:

“We have teachings and prophecies informing us that we must be alert for the signs and omens which will come about to give us courage and strength to stand on our beliefs. Blood will flow. Our hair and our clothing will be scattered upon the earth. Nature will speak to us with its mighty breath of wind. There will be earthquakes and floods causing great disasters, changes in the seasons and in the weather, disappearance of wildlife, and famine in different forms. There will be gradual corruption and confusion among the leaders and the people all over the world, and wars will come about like powerful winds. All of this has been planned from the beginning of creation.”

Some other predictions made public by various Hopi elders in the 20 th century include the possibility of the Fourth World’s demise. These involve an increasingly erratic climate and a few specific signals or signs of social and political imbalance. The prophesized Earth changes include earthquakes, tsunamis, hurricanes, tornadoes, record flooding, wildfires, droughts, and famines.

We must remember that Hopi prophecies are not contemporary readings of world events, but statements made centuries or perhaps millennia ago. These disturbing commentaries on our current state of global affairs were simply relayed through the generations to the present via the Hopi oral tradition, with very few alterations made in the process.”

by permission of:

2 NOVEMBER, 2014 - 12:44 GARYDAVID

Hopi Prophecy and the End of the Fourth World - Part 1
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Prologue
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The world had gone dark. No grid. Nothing. She held the tiny glimmer within her cupped hands. She was the last keeper of the light. 

Sandal’s hair was gray now and hung in tangles down her back. Her bronzed skin was lined, her hazel eyes not as clear as they once were. In her youth she’d played under the stars, the moon rising to cast shadows across the pearlescent landscape. Lanterns had glowed here and there with oil to keep them going. People had shared what they had, sitting around campfires talking and laughing. Children had played in the dirt. But even back then the power lines had lain in tangled heaps upon the ground, any wooden telephone poles long since burned up as firewood. It was the cold that troubled them most. The cold that required cutting down trees. The trees were too important for cleaning the polluted air and providing food to be used in this way. Dried dung was used instead, but there was only so much. The cattle, sheep and pigs had died out a long time ago. Chickens had flown the coops and been rounded up and eaten. No one thought to keep them to use for eggs. 

Greed was the driving force for what happened. Money had taken the place of any decency or caring. But now oil had run out, corporations failing one by one. Rusted hulks of abandoned cars along roadways had all but disappeared under a heavy layer of slimy green. Cities lay derelict, with vines growing into the cracked and broken windows of high rises; monster storms and earthquakes had toppled many of them. Millions of people had died from starvation or one of the many diseases brought by unclean drinking water and pollution. Radiation sickness was a part of it. Tribal instincts had taken over, the smarter ones prevailing in a world gone mad. 

Being smart was not what kept Sandal going. It was more devotional than anything else. The one thing she managed to hang onto from childhood had become the only thing that kept her going. She knew if anyone found out her secret she would be dead in a pool of her own blood, her ability to forge something new, gone forever. And so she stayed out of sight, searching for the answer to what her final mission might be. No one had told her how to do this. The future of the planet had literally been placed in her hands. What she cradled close to her body was magic. And magic didn’t exist. 
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Then

In the beginning there were dogs—lots of them. They ran free in the streets, they were taken away to guard those who needed to be guarded, and they were faithful companions to those who loved them.  But once protein sources dried up and grocery stores had all been looted, most of them became food. Only a few remained. Although it took longer due to their elusive ability, cats suffered the same fate.

“Look up there!” Twelve-year-old Liam pointed toward the sky where streaks of silver skimmed downward. A moment later a sonic boom thundered, and a few seconds after that smoke and fire lifted into the musty air. A dog howled in the distance.

“What is it?” Sandal asked, her eyes wide.

Liam grabbed one of her braids, yanking painfully. “It’s what Mama’s been telling us about, silly. Missiles.”

“Missiles. But I thought there was no more fuel for missiles.”

“Someone has enough, just not us. War,” Liam chanted, “what is it good for—absolutely nothing.” He let out a bellow of laughter and took off. 

When Liam ran, Sandal followed, wishing her legs were stronger and able to get to camp first. It was always Liam who got to tell. 

“We saw it,” Betony answered, worry creasing her forehead. “With no electricity we have no news of what’s happening. You kids stay close, you hear?”

“What about picking fruit?” 

Her mother ran nervous fingers through her tangled brown hair. “No further than the woods over there,” she said, pointing to the almond and peach trees that had turned brown from lack of irrigation. “Take Pookie with you. We’ll move on tomorrow.”

“Yes, Mama.”

Their lives had become nomadic since the floods and the loss of electricity. The rivers and seas had risen as the ice caps melted, taking entire towns away, their house one of them. For Sandal and Liam it had been a lark at first, living in tents along with several other families who had kids. Their mother’s cheerfulness in the face of things had buoyed them. But many months had gone by, and what had begun as a lark had turned into hard work. Clean water, or even any water at all, was scarce and had to be purified. Iodine was hard to find. Three group members had died just this past week. Sandal’s father had officiated at the burial ceremonies, everyone pitching in to place the rocks that formed the burial cairns. It was a sad day.

None of this had happened quickly. When the seas rose it was blamed on the natural course of weather, not on the humans who were responsible for the rising temperature. Governments ignored the signs, choosing instead to drill for oil in places where earthquakes were prevalent. Aquifers had been diverted in the process, leaving entire communities without water. Environmental safety measures were rolled back in the scrabble for money. When the grid went down everything came to a halt. The entire world was faced with finding a solution. There wasn’t one. ‘If only’ had been a common refrain back then, one that had died on lips as the world went dark. 

“Come pack up, Sandal!” her mother called. Sandal turned from the tiny worm she’d found crawling up from the earth. She placed it in the insect bag before hurrying to help with the dismantling of the tents and packing all the belongings into duffel bags. Her attention went to the globe sitting beside her sleeping bag, a spherical object that should have held fake snow and a little winter scene. She’d found it abandoned on the beach when they still lived in a house. When she placed it inside her backpack she made sure to surround it with clothes to keep it from breaking. It was the one thing she had to remind her of a life she missed every moment of every day. 

Once her pack was ready she tethered the goats together, picking up a stick to drive them forward. “We should teach Pookie to herd,” she said, turning to her brother.

“He’s not a sheepdog—he’s a good-for-nothing mutt.”

She frowned at her brother. “Pookie’s a good dog and he loves us,” she said, reaching down to pat the black and white mongrel. 

She glanced at Lars, their father, remembering the day they left the only home she’d known. The first floor was already flooded when she climbed the stairs, following him to the attic. He opened a chest and pulled out military fatigues she’d never seen. Two pistols lay beneath the clothes, along with several boxes of shells. He loaded everything into his large backpack. “Why do you need those?” she remembered asking him.

“Because this is war, Sandal. I fought in two of them and I know the signs when I see them.”

At the time Sandal had no idea what he was talking about. But once he was dressed in military garb and leading his family and their neighbors into the forest, she saw him differently. He’d become something more than her father. 

Her mother’s reaction to this change had been a heavy sigh and a resigned expression. So much had happened since then. 

*
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AS DUSK FELL, THE CITY in the valley came into view, oil lanterns winking on and off enticingly. They’d been walking for over four hours. “Why can’t we go to the city, Mama?” Sandal whined. “They have light and food, running water, and...”

Betony shook her head. “They might have a few generators—but the gas will run out soon. Your father has already scouted. There are riots going on down there. The cities are filled with disease because of rats and trash. We’re better off finding our own way.” She glanced around at the group. “You must accept life as it is, Sandal. There’s no more school, no more sports, no more playing in the street. Our life has been set out for us now. We’ve reverted back to the hunter-gatherer lifestyle—you read all about that in school, didn’t you? If we can keep our wits about us we’ll survive this. Eventually life will return to normal.” 

Sandal wanted to ask about the stripped carcasses of animals she’d seen, the lack of fruit and nuts and berries on the trees, and the scarcity of water, but she kept her mouth shut. The garden her mother had tended back when they lived in a house had been harvested before they left, the herbs dried and ground and placed in bags to bring along. Betony had planned ahead. 

“Come along now, daughter,” her father called sternly. “We must find a good place to set up camp before it grows completely dark. And call that damn dog before he does something stupid.”

They set up the tents on a hillside next to a small wood. A stream ran by and they collected the water, filtering it as best they could. In the distance the city lay like a mirage that they could never reach. Sandal made sure Pookie didn’t run off after some scent, her father’s reprimand ringing in her ears. 

The next morning they were off again, Lars in the lead. His camouflage made him difficult to see at times as he moved through the shadows of the forest. 

Sandal ran to catch up. “Where are we going, Papa?”

His grim face turned towards hers. “There’s a thousand acres of wilderness up ahead with a clean water source. I’m hoping there’s still some game.” He glanced down at her. “Go help your mother now.”

Sandal hurried back to where her mother struggled with her pack. She looked tired. “Can I take one?”

“No, sweet one. This is too heavy for you. But if Liam wants to help I’d be grateful.”

They walked all day, stopping in early evening next to a wall of rock where a spring bubbled. As they set up the tents Lars sent Sandal and Liam off to search for bird nests. “It’s spring. There should be eggs in the nests. You know how to spot ‘em.”

“But if we eat them there won’t be birds.”

Lars frowned. “We need protein. The birds will lay more. Go now before it gets dark. And if you hear anything, run back as fast as you can.”

Both Liam and Sandal was expert at this, had been climbing trees since the beginning. They laughed as they searched, playing a game of hide and seek. Birds twittered in the treetops, settling down for the night. It was easy pickings. They carried the eggs back to camp in a plastic bag. 

On the second day Lars killed a deer with his pistol. He was a very good shot, had been a marksman in the military. He and two other men skinned it and cut it up. It lasted for five days. On the sixth day Lars addressed the group. “We’ve had good luck here. Shall we stay another week or move on?”

The consensus was to stay. It was the wrong decision.

It was deep in the night when the raiders came. Swift and silent they entered the camp and took everything they could find. When Pookie set up a frenzied barking, the group woke and fought back. Lars used his pistol, but he only managed to put one man down. The raiders killed two of their men and one woman. The thieves slipped out as quietly as they arrived.

Sandal and Liam had watched the entire thing, both of them cowering inside the tent. Dawn broke on a sad scene. The sun was high by the time the graves were dug, everyone subdued after the long night and the deaths of close friends.  

“Come hear your father speak the last words,” Betony said, pulling Sandal and Liam out of the tent.

“Did they take the food?”

“Yes, Liam. They took everything we had, including our goats.”

Liam let out a joyful whoop. “We’ll have to go to town to get supplies!” he chirped. 

The smack resounded in the chill morning air. Sandal hid behind her mother, watching her father’s face go red with anger. “You will not make light of what happened here!” Lars hissed. “Three of our close friends are dead, Liam, people we’ve traveled with for months.”

Liam’s hand went to his cheek where a red blotch had appeared, his eyes filling with tears. “I’m sorry, Papa.”

“You need to grow up. This is not some fun adventure. This is survival. And if we’re to live through this we must band together and take care of one another. I’ll need to travel to town in a few days to replenish our supplies. I’ll take you with me when I go. It’s time you see the reality of this world we’re living in.”

Liam tried to hide the smile that spread across his face, his eyes downcast. “Yes, Papa.” 

They broke camp in early afternoon, gathering together the few things remaining after the raid. Sandal was happy to note that her pack was still there, her globe still wrapped in a sweater. 

It was another two full days of walking before Lars called a halt. He pointed into the distance where a line of smoke darkened the sky. “There’s a town down there. I’m taking Liam this time. Hopefully we can find some canned goods and maybe some rice and beans. Most of these places have already been looted, but I’m always hopeful.” He turned to his son. “Ready?”

Liam tried to hide his excitement but failed miserably as a huge smile appeared on his face. “Yes, Papa.”

Lars’s mouth thinned. “You won’t be smiling for long.”

Liam grinned at Sandal before he followed Lars across the field toward town.

It was many hours before Lars and Liam returned. The group had set up camp and Betony had gone to search for berries when the two finally appeared in the distance. Liam’s face was drawn, his eyes red from crying. Lars emptied his pack of the canned beans, corn and stew he’d found and went off to clean the rifle he now had. 

“What happened?” Sandal asked Liam once they were alone.

“Papa killed a man with his knife and took his rifle,” he whispered. “People were dead in the street. Dogs were eating the bodies. I threw up.”

“What did Papa say?”

“Nothing. He was too busy trying to keep out of sight. I heard a bunch of gunfire and the stores all had broken windows.” He looked up, his gaze bleak. “Packs of dogs are roaming around looking for food. They aren’t like Pookie. They scared me. And when we were leaving I saw one get shot. People eat the dogs.”

Sandal felt sick to her stomach as she pictured the scene he painted. She glanced at Pookie who stared at her out of his limpid eyes. “Glad you didn’t take him with you.”

Liam wrapped his arms around his middle. “I don’t want to go back, but Papa says I need to toughen up.”

Sandal grabbed her brother’s arm. “Listen,” she hissed, pointing toward the tent. Their parents were arguing. They moved closer to hear.

“Sandal’s too young for that, Lars! She’s just a little girl.”

“These kids need to see what’s going on down there, Betony. We’re living in hell right now. There was blood running down the middle of the street and feral dogs were lapping it up.”

“It’s too dangerous!”

There was a moment of silence before Lars said, “It won’t happen for a while. We have supplies to last for a few weeks now. But the next time I have to go, those kids are going with me.” 

Betony let out a sob. “I hate this life. I’ve tried to stay positive, but things are getting worse. Where are the good people, Lars? Why is it always gangs and thugs in the cities?”

Lars let out a heavy sigh. “The gangs have guns. Without weapons any good people, as you called them, are powerless. They stay out of sight and away from the cities, just as we’ve been doing. I plan to steal more weapons and hand them around. We can’t let raiders come again and take everything we have.”

“How much longer until the government gets the grid back up?”

“From what I’ve heard the government doesn’t exist anymore. The White House has been ransacked. The president and his wife and a few other higher-ups were taken out on Air Force One back at the beginning of this mess. No one’s seen or heard from them since. This is our reality now. Surviving is what we need to deal with.”

“I’ve never heard Mama cry,” Sandal whispered. 

“Neither have I. If I run away will you come with me?”

Sandal stared at her brother. “We wouldn’t survive without Papa.” 
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Now

Sandal stumbled up the hill, trying not to look back. The city had been toppled, the famous bridge gone. She knew because she’d watched the lovely suspension cables give way, the entire structure slowly coming apart before disappearing under the murky water of the bay. The creak and groans, the tearing away of the heavy steel girders had been magnified by the utter silence of the city. The view had changed to a muzzy green brown now—no more gleaming white buildings, no more wavelets sparkling in the sun or pristine sails bent to the wind. 

The globe she held cupped in her hands turned hot and seared her skin. She resisted the urge to drop it, grimacing as the pain receded. She looked down at the opalescent glowing ball of energy and the burns on her wrists. She thought back to the years of carrying it in her pack, the one constant in a life of change. It hadn’t glowed back then. She’d thought of it simply as an empty snow globe. But now—now it sent its rays into a dark world. Many years had gone by since the moment it turned into a glimmering sphere. The reasons had yet to be revealed. But she knew the sphere was the key to the future. It had to be enough for now.  

It was dusk when she first noticed the fires. Flames licked upward, black smoke following like an evil afterthought. They came from the storage tanks filled with toxic chemicals used to keep the weeds at bay—just another nail in the coffin of the planet. Companies and the populace had known for a long time how dangerous they were, but instead of banning them, they were kept on the market. There was money to be made. 

Sandal let out a sigh as she watched the blue blaze lift into the already polluted air. It happened often now—the containers bursting open from built-up pressure—the fires and explosions that came soon after. Years ago her father had talked about the nuclear power plants, explained what would happen if they were to blow. “They’re okay now, but if the coolant runs out they could melt down. And then we’d have widespread radiation.” 

Sandal was suddenly exhausted, her belly roiling with hunger. So far food had presented itself when she needed it, as though some entity were following her and making sure to keep her going.  Carrying the sphere was tiring work, the muscles in her arms often going into spasm from holding it. Her hips and knees ached from the constant walking. And keeping free of wandering bands of thieves, murderers, and rapists was another burden. Would she die trying to complete the task? What task? The question arose as it always did. No one had explained what she was doing or why. Perhaps this was simply some fantasy she’d made up to keep herself alive. Her mind clouded as thoughts of the past sprang up to plague her. She was too tired to resist. 
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Then

Almost two years had gone by since the raiders had taken the goats, two years in which Lars had kept them constantly on the move. Disease was spreading and medicines were hard to find. With the recent drought clean water was harder to find. They’d met up with other groups in the same situation, exchanging information and news. Some were drug addicts who looked like stick figures, others were religious fanatics who carried placards and babbled about the end of days. If they had any to spare, Lars exchanged food for drugs, saying it was his way of helping. But he also used them and shared with the other men of the group, getting high and useless for hours, and sometimes days at a time. One of them was made from fermented feces and urine, a practice that Lars began to encourage within the group, collecting his and others waste, covering it and letting the sun do the rest. It was a disgusting and smelly process. Betony argued with him late at night, her angry whispering keeping Sandal awake. “You have to stop this, Lars. It’s making you and the other men crazy. If you want to be the leader you have to take the high road.”

Lars let out a low chuckle. “High road? Good one, Betony. Yeah, I’m high, but I was high in Afghanistan too.  It didn’t keep me from killing the enemy.”

“But this stuff—it isn’t like weed.”

Lars scoffed. “I have to take what I can get. It’s is easy to make and does the job.”

There was only one group they came into contact with who made the cut to join theirs, the dark-haired, tattooed leader high on morning glory seeds when they ran into them. He was also ex-military, a toughness about him that made him seem useful. 

“Why don’t you travel with us?” Lars had asked after an exchange of drugs and fifteen minutes of conversation. 

“We like to keep our group small,” he told Lars. “It’s easier to get away when the raiders come. Have you heard of that new group who calls themselves the Reds?”

Lars shook his head.


“They’re bloodthirsty. Steer clear.”

Lars scoffed. “I’ve kept us out of harm’s way for over two years now. I’ll 



manage.” 

Later that same day Lars led the group to a forested area close to a highway. He posted guards because of the proximity to the city, the men taking turns as the night hours passed by. In the last month Lars had found two more assault rifles and had given shooting lessons to his son and the other men. He was planning a trip to the city where he hoped to find supplies. They were running low on everything and winter was coming. They would need preserved food and blankets. “Are you ready?” he asked Sandal and Liam.

Sandal pouted. “I don’t want to go!”

“You’ll do what you’re told, Sandal. Look at your brother there—he’s not complaining.”

Sandal glanced at Liam. His face was the color of ash, his eyes huge with fear.   

Her mother appeared and grabbed hold of her husband’s arm. “Don’t do this, Lars. What if something happens to them? You’d never forgive yourself. You’re not thinking straight.”

He shook her free. “The world they’re inheriting requires a toughness they don’t have. They have to be taught now or they’ll never make it.”

“You’re as bad as you were after the war,” Betony hissed. “These drugs—they’re not good for you!”

“I’m perfectly fine.” He glanced at Liam. “A lot of the gangs are made up of kids younger than Sandal. They’ve become animals. Lord of the Flies is a walk in the park compared to what I’ve seen these past months.”

“Those kids live on their own.  They have no one to protect them. Our children are...”

Lars shook his head, his eyes narrowing. “It’s my duty as a father. Don’t interfere.” He grabbed Sandal’s hand and jerked her up from where she crouched in the dirt. “Time to go,” he told the two of them before striding away.

Sandal glanced at Liam, but her brother’s focus was on his feet as he followed their father. It took an hour before they reached the edge of the forest, a field of weeds and several burned out houses between them and the outskirts of town. They could hear the screams already, the pop of gunfire. Sandal stopped in her tracks, her heart in her throat. She glanced at Liam, trying to get his attention. If they left now...but when she grabbed hold of her brother’s shirtsleeve he pulled away, his eyes dark. He refused to look at her. 

“We’re almost there,” Lars whispered, glancing back. “Try and be as inconspicuous as you can.” He handed Liam a pistol. “Use this if you need to, but remember how few bullets we have left. I’m hoping to find some ammunition.”

Fifty feet ahead a derailed train lay on its side, weeds growing over the wheels. “I’d like to have one of those,” Lars mumbled as they skirted by. He stopped and turned. “I’m leaving you two on your own now. It’s relatively safe here,” he continued, looking around. “Search for food, clothing, blankets, pots and pans. Use your brains and keep out of sight.”

“Where are you going?” Liam asked querulously.

“That’s none of your concern, young man. You’re both smart, so I expect when I come back you’ll have something to show me. Don’t let fear get the best of you.” 

“Should we wait for you here?” Sandal asked. 

Lars nodded. ”This is our rendezvous spot. Are you clear on your orders?”

“Yes,” Sandal answered, glancing at her brother. The pistol hung from Liam’s hand like a dead snake.

“Good then. I’ll see you in a couple of hours.”

Sandal watched her father disappear toward the noise, her body trembling. “What should we do?” she whispered. “I thought Papa would watch out for us. I want to go back.”

“He said we have to find stuff. I guess we’d better try. I don’t want to be whipped again.”

Sandal still remembered his screams, the welts and cuts left on his legs from her father’s studded belt. “I’m scared.”

“So am I. I’ll lead the way. Just be quiet, and if I say run, go as fast as you can.”

They crept along the derailed train until they came to one car that hadn’t been upended. “I’ll check inside,” her brother said. 

Sandal followed closely behind him, not wanting to be left alone. But all they discovered was dust and the green vines that had worked through the cracks to slither along the floor. 

Liam climbed down from the car and ran toward a crumbling metal building. He worked his way along the outside, Sandal on his heels. A shout brought their attention to the rail car behind them. Several children had spotted them and were heading their way at a run. “Go, Sandal!” Liam yelled, pushing her away from the approaching mob. 

She ran, stumbling across broken glass and metal siding that left cuts on her legs. Behind her she heard the gun go off and after that her brother screaming and the thwack of something heavy. When the screams died away her terror took over. She ran like the devil was chasing her and didn’t stop until she came to a small thicket of woods running along the train tracks. Her breathing finally came back to normal, but all she could hear was her brother’s screams, and the deathly silence that followed. 

It was close to dark when she finally ventured out of her hiding place. She followed the tracks back, hoping to find her brother. But when she stumbled over him she wished she’d stayed hidden. She barely recognized the pulp of his  body, the caved in skull. He’d been stripped naked, a bloody hole between his legs. Before she could stop herself a keening scream emerged from her mouth. A second later she was bent over in the dirt, her body convulsing as she vomited until there was nothing left to come up. 

Sandal could barely walk. She was sick with horror, reliving the scene over and over in her mind. Her legs led her back to her hiding place in the woods where she curled into a fetal position. She shut her eyes tight against the image of what was left of Liam, a high-pitched scream erupting from her mouth every few minutes. She didn’t care if they found her. She wanted to die. At some point she fell into an exhausted asleep. 

“Sandal!” her father’s voice broke through her horrible nightmare, her eyes opening.

“Papa, Liam’s...”

Lars took hold of her arm and hauled her to standing. “I know all about Liam. It’s time to get back to camp.”

Sandal followed her father away from the city, her mind cloudy and uncertain. “Aren’t we going to bury him?” she finally managed to whisper.

“Your brother’s death is from his own stupidity. And I can’t chance digging a grave down there.” He turned his dark eyes on her. “I see that out of the two of you, you’re the smarter one.”

“He saved me,” she whispered. “He told me to run.”

“You shouldn’t have been out in the open. I told you that. That’s why I gave Liam a gun. Why didn’t he use it?” He shook his head and strode ahead of her.

She ran to catch up. “He didn’t know, Papa. They just appeared out of nowhere. He did shoot. I heard the gun go off.”

“He obviously didn’t hit anyone. Do you know why they cut off his genitals?”

She shook her head, trying not to see the blood.

“It’s a trophy to show off how many kills you’ve made.”

Sandal gagged. “How can they be like this? They were my age.”

“They’ve turned feral. Do you understand that word? It means wild, untamed.”

“But wolves don’t do that.”

“Wolves kill to eat, Sandal. These children killed Liam because he happened to be in their territory. This is what I brought you down here to learn. I’m sorry about your brother’s death, but maybe this incident will help you realize how brutal things are now. The world is a war zone.”

Sandal didn’t remember much of the trip back to camp, her mind shutting down as she tried not to relive the sight of Liam. 

Her mother’s screams rent the air, her fists pounding against Lars chest. He pulled her hands away and held onto her forearms. “There is nothing to be done, Betony. He was weak and he’s gone.” 

“He wasn’t weak!” Sandal screamed out. “He was trying to save me!”

Betony wrenched free of Lars and pulled Sandal close, her expression one of hatred. “I never want to see you again,” she hissed. “If you’re not gone by morning, I’ll go, and I’ll take Sandal with me.”

“You can’t be serious, woman. I’ve kept our group safe for over two years.”

“You just let our son die. I know several of the other men who will agree with me. They were shocked at what you forced our children to do. Becoming a monster is not the way to survive, Lars.”

It was late in the night when Sandal needed to relieve herself that she heard a noise in the woods behind the tent. When she went to investigate she saw her father sitting with his hands around his knees. The moonlight lit up his ravaged face for a moment, showing the lines of grief and the tears on his cheeks. 

In the morning Lars called a meeting. He glanced around the circle of people. “Let’s take a vote on whether I stay or go. How many want me to stay?”  Not one person raised their hand. Without a word he went into the tent, emerging a few minutes later with a backpack, a rifle slung over his shoulder and a pistol on his belt. “I doubt I’ll see any of you again,” he said, facing them. He ran a hand across his short-cropped brown hair. “I hope you know what you’re doing. Without me you’ll be dead before the month is out.” He scanned the faces and then turned away, disappearing into the shadows. 

*
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SANDAL DIDN’T REMEMBER much about the next few days. Somehow they passed by. Pookie stayed close to her, his warmth a comfort. Her mother cried herself to sleep every night. Three days went by before the camp decided it was time to move on. No one spoke of her father as they packed up. One of the men helped Betony, his kind gaze reminding Sandal of the way her father had looked at her mother before...before he’d decided to do drugs everyday. 
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