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Dedication

The original version of this book was released shortly after the horrific tragedy at Sandy Hook Elementary School in Connecticut. Twenty children and six adults were killed during a school shooting. I would like to dedicate this book in memory of those who passed away as a result, children and teachers alike. I would also like to dedicate this book to those heroes that sought to protect the lives of the children at the school that day. First there is the Principal, Dawn Hochsprung, who took extra measures to strengthen the security of the school. When the gunman broke into the school, Dawn, Natalie Hammond (Vice Principal), and Mary Sherlach (School Psychologist) were the ones who went to see what was going on. Only Hammond returned. Teacher, Victoria Soto, moved the children in her classroom away from the door, and while she was able to save the lives of several children, she lost her life when the gunman attacked. Teachers such as Janet Vollmer, Kristen Roig, among others led their children to safety trying to keep them calm. May these names go down in history as being true heroes!  
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​​​Preface: Earth’s End Chronicles


[image: ]




Dear Reader:

This is the first book in the Earth’s End Chronicles. There have been many predictions of when the world is going to end, including the date of this release, December 21st, 2012. End of the world predictions go a long way back in time and have grasped the attention of people for centuries. So far this book and all the other end of the world predictions have one thing in common. They are all works of fiction. Remember that while predictions of the end of the world can be interesting or entertaining, we should live our lives not worrying, but rather work to preserving the Earth so it doesn’t end.  

Prologue: “God’s Will”

“Geoff, what has gotten into you?” Eliza shouted, her heart racing as the man who was once her best friend pursued her with a knife.

“I do what I must,” Geoff replied, his tone cold and resolute.

Eliza wanted to scream, but she knew no one would hear her; her parents were out for the evening, and the nearest neighbors lived a quarter of a mile away.

She stood at one end of the large glass table, while Geoff loomed menacingly at the other. Closer to the kitchen door, he was ready to block her escape if she attempted to flee that way. Her voice trembled as she asked, “Have you completely lost your mind?” This is insane!”

“I do the will of God. Ask no more questions,” he said, his usually gentle blue eyes now cold and devoid of emotion, as if no soul resided within.

His emotionless glare ignited a flame of fear within Eliza. She noticed other unsettling changes in Geoff; he usually kept himself well-groomed, but tonight his dirty blonde hair was disheveled, and his t-shirt and jeans appeared as if he’d pulled them from a laundry hamper. What was all this talk about God? Geoff had never been particularly religious; she was the one who attended church every Sunday.

“It’s not ‘God’s will’ to murder me! One of the commandments states, ‘Thou shalt not kill.’”

Geoff remained unfazed. I met God face-to-face. Who are you to question His will?”

“You’re crazy! Nobody speaks to God face-to-face. Are you on drugs?” Yet, as the words left her mouth, she knew they weren’t entirely true. Something evil was unfolding in this town; there had been two recent murders, and she feared she was about to become the third victim.

Geoff offered no response, staring at her unblinking. Then, without warning, he seized the end of the table and violently flipped it over, the deafening sound of shattering glass echoing through the room.

Desperate for a weapon to defend herself, Eliza scanned the room. The closest object within reach was her parents’ antique vase, resting on a windowsill. It was a silver vase, about a foot tall, likely worth thousands of dollars. She convinced herself her parents would forgive her for destroying it if it meant saving her own life.

With determination, she seized the vase and swung it with all her strength at Geoff’s head as he charged toward her with the knife. However, Geoff’s reflexes were lightning-fast; he raised his arm in defense, knocking the vase from her grip. It shattered into a worthless heap on the floor.

During the scuffle, Geoff lost his hold on the knife, and it clattered to the ground. Eliza dove for it, adrenaline coursing through her veins. She seized the knife and plunged it into Geoff’s leg. He howled in pain, grabbing her by the hair. In one swift motion, he yanked the knife from his leg and drove it into Eliza’s throat.

Strangely, she felt no pain. Her final thought was of her parents and the horror they would feel upon discovering their only daughter lifeless in a pool of blood on the kitchen floor. She closed her eyes, and darkness enveloped her.

Chapter 1: Dr. Loran

“So, how is it affecting you?”

Typical counselor question, David thought. Everyone had been affected by the three murders. The first murder occurred on April 24th, about a month ago, when Jennifer Alden was found strangled to death in her apartment. The murderer? Jack Dixer was a champion football player and class president.

Soon after Jennifer’s body was discovered, they located Jack, who had hanged himself from a tree in the local park using the same rope that had been used to murder Jennifer. Shockwaves rippled through the community, as Jack was known for being a cool-tempered, good student who had always been upbeat and happy. Coming from a well-to-do family, no one could have imagined Jack as a murderer.

The connection between Jack and Jennifer was unclear. According to fellow students, they barely knew each other, and there was confusion over how Jack even knew Jennifer's address. The local police were unable to find any leads.

Rumors circulated that Jack had secretly stalked Jennifer before killing her, supposedly harboring a crush that she had rejected. David dismissed these rumors as mere fabrications, reasoning that people were just looking for excuses to explain the murder.

Almost two weeks later, another bizarre murder took place. Michael Johnson, a quiet student, broke into his father’s gun cabinet, walked two miles to Trudy Calihan’s house, and gunned her down. The next-door neighbor heard both a shot and a scream, and the police arrived quickly on the scene. Michael confessed to the crime and was arrested at home. He claimed that he had spoken with God, who had instructed him to do what he did. Immediately after his mug shot was taken, a mysterious sudden death overtook him. No further information was provided.

A few days ago, the murder of Eliza Grant by her best friend, Geoff Zimmerman, occurred. They found her dead in her parents’ kitchen, in a pool of her own blood. The police later discovered Geoff in a nearby wooded area, slashed to death with his knife. The evidence suggested it was a suicide. Some people couldn’t picture Geoff committing such an act, but others speculated that guilt may have overwhelmed him once he came to his senses. The police had no leads on any of the murders, and there seemed to be no pattern at all, aside from the fact that all the victims were female and all the murderers were male. Some theorized that someone was using hypnosis or some form of brainwashing on the male students. Yet the idea that three students could be brainwashed to the extent of committing murder seemed virtually impossible.

Carthage, New York, is a reasonably small town in the northern part of the state. It has maintained a consistently low crime rate until now. Immediately, parents began searching for scapegoats, blaming rock music and violent TV shows. Most professionals, including the sheriff, detective, and the new school counselor, doubted any connection between rock music, television, and the murders.

Some people pointed fingers at a local punk band called Jaguar Sunday, claiming they were the culprits. They played at several village dances, and some parents believed their influence contributed to the murders. While Jaguar Sunday’s lyrics might have seemed violent at first glance, David thought these parents were merely seeking someone to blame.

“David?”

David snapped out of his daze and looked up at the counselor. The room felt overly silent as he searched for an answer. The only sounds he could hear were the clock ticking, the filter in the counselor’s aquarium, and the occasional footsteps in the hall.

“It’s scary —and tragic.” I hope they catch whoever is responsible for it. David always felt a little awkward expressing his feelings to any adult, especially over such a delicate situation.

The counselor was a middle-aged man with eyes that were perpetually unreadable as if he could hide his emotions better than the most skilled psychologists. If one were to see him for the first time, they might peg him as a computer nerd, with his overly thick-rimmed glasses and evenly parted dark hair. He usually wore a sweater that was kept perfectly neat and was never seen with a wrinkle or a stain on his clothing.

The counselor, whose name was Peter Loran, nodded as he said, “I see.” He stared at David with a thoughtful expression. David twitched slightly under Dr. Loran's gaze; he hated being scrutinized, feeling as if the doctor were analyzing his every move. At last, Dr. Loran spoke: “So, you want to be a detective?”

Oh no, David thought; here comes the lecture on not getting involved with the investigation. He decided to be honest. “Yeah, I do.” He had been to the police station a few times, offering any help he could provide, but they told him the investigation was too dangerous.

“Good... good. There needs to be more of that around here, with how things are going,” Dr. Loran said, his tone laced with sarcasm. “Yet, I’m sure you know what’s best and to leave this to the professionals.”

David felt a twinge of irritation; he was concerned and wanted to help, but it seemed no one wanted his assistance. He was trying to piece everything together in his mind to no avail. “Yeah, I’ll stay out of it,” David lied.

He had always been interested in solving mysteries. Scooby-Doo had been his favorite cartoon growing up, and any mystery show on TV captivated his attention. Solving riddles and puzzles was his specialty.

“Okay, now that we have that settled, I believe it’s time to discuss your friend Sarah. I’ve received complaints from your mother...”

David knew the counselor would bring this up at some point, so he was prepared. “Listen, I’m not going to stop being friends with her!”

“But she’s the type of girl who will bring you down. You’re a good kid, David, and good kids need good friends.”

David was annoyed. He had been best friends with Sarah since childhood. She had changed, but David saw nothing wrong with her. She wore black clothing, dyed her hair black, and occasionally applied black lipstick, but she was still his friend. Living in a relatively religious town made it challenging; it felt like everyone was watching everyone else instead of minding their own business. “I don’t know why you people have to always judge others... you don’t know her like I do!”

Dr. Loran inhaled sharply. “I know her better than you think... and she may be a little paranoid, as you’ve said yourself. That’s the last thing you need right now with everything going on. You’ve mentioned before that her conspiracy theories are getting on your nerves. I think it would be best if you step back and take a break.”

David wished he hadn’t shouted that in anger. He always ended up telling the wrong people the wrong things, making it impossible to retract his words.

He recalled the incident when Sarah had mentioned ancient aliens and their potential influence on the world. She loved discussing UFOs and secret societies. That day, frustrated with her, he repeated her words to the counselor. Sarah had been upset that he stormed off and shared the incident with Dr. Loran. Now, it was being used against him.

“Yeah, I don’t agree with her on some things, especially regarding conspiracy theories and religion, but we usually get along well aside from that.”

“I can’t tell you what to do, David. I think it would be best. I’ll let you decide, though.” Knowing Dr. Loran, this wouldn’t be the last time he would bring up the issue with Sarah; he had a tendency to revisit the same subjects repeatedly.

David glanced at the clock and was relieved that this session was almost over. He hated being told what to do and had no intention of ending his friendship with Sarah. To him, she was the sister he no longer had.

He recalled the night his sister died. At age thirteen, doctors found a tumor forming on her brain. They attempted to remove it, but the surgeon was under the influence of alcohol and slipped, causing fatal damage during the operation. From that day forth, David harbored a deep hatred for doctors. He was fourteen at the time. Even his parents tried to reassure him that it was a mistake, but David could read the anger in their eyes. They couldn’t hide their own disgust toward that particular doctor from him.

From that day on, David conducted his own research into natural healing, a pursuit that Sarah shared with him. It never ceased to amaze them how dangerous mainstream medicine could be when improperly used.

This tragedy also instilled an unhealthy fear of death in David. He hoped to overcome this phobia one day. Sometimes, he felt afraid to ride in a vehicle because an accident could happen at any moment. He dreaded visiting the doctor because they might find something wrong with him, leading to suffering and death. These thoughts occasionally spiraled into panic attacks.



Chapter 2: Girls, Bullies, and the Number 13

David quickly found Sarah in the hall. Sarah was a girl with sad blue eyes, yet they always shined with a glimmer of hope. She dressed exclusively in black, with long, dyed black hair. The color only emphasized the beauty in her face, yet most people didn’t see this. They couldn’t get past her dark dress style and lack of socializing with others. Many titles were pinned to her, such as “gothic witch,” “Hell’s maiden,” and even “Satan’s bride.”

Sarah had begun her “dress in all black” style five years before. Even though the insulting comments hurt her, she refused to change. This wasn’t the only thing that set her apart from others. She was a practicing Wiccan in a school whose population was generally Christian, further distancing her from her peers. She was often ridiculed for her beliefs and treated as an outcast by students, parents, and teachers alike. 

She boldly wore her necklace with a Pentacle, which she claimed represented the elements of Air, Fire, Water, Earth, and, most importantly, Spirit. The other necklace she wore was the “Triple Moon,” symbolizing the Triple Goddess. She always explained the Triple Goddess as being three aspects of the Goddess. There was the Maiden, which represented youth and purity. Then there was the Mother, which represented fertility and growth. Finally, the Crone aspect of the Goddess which reflected wisdom, old age, and even death. David didn’t share the same beliefs as Sarah and never took the time to understand her on a deeper level.  

The halls were full of students getting things for their next class and talking at their lockers. David could sense the sadness that hung in the air. He hoped the murders would end. There had been times between classes when a few people would break down and weep because they were close friends with a victim, a murderer, or, in some cases, both.  

“So, how was your visit with the ‘shrink’?” Sarah asked, not hiding her distaste for the counselor.

David shrugged. “It was okay... I guess.”

“What did he have to say this time?” Same Sarah; always straightforward and to the point.  

In all honesty, David did not want to answer this question, so he tried to give a vague answer. “Not much. Just talked about the murders,” he said, as he shrugged his shoulders, trying to pass it off as if it was no big deal.

“David, I know when you’re hiding something. Just come out and say it,” she stated, but with a smirk as if to say, “Ha-ha, nothing gets by me.”

David hesitated for a minute and cast his eyes to the ground. He knew there was no getting past her; she knew him too well.  

At last, he responded, “He thinks I should stay away from you.”

“And... what do you think?”

“I think he is full of crap!” The smile on Sarah’s face put him at ease. The two of them spent the next few minutes telling jokes about Dr. Loran.  

It was then that David noticed a bruise on Sarah’s jawbone. To see Sarah with a bruise of some sort was not unusual. However, getting an honest answer about how she received such bruises was like trying to melt steel with a whisper. She would always tell a story about how it was some accident or how she tripped, but David knew she wasn’t that clumsy. He never liked her dad from the moment he met him. Something just didn’t set right. Sarah’s mother seemed as harmless as a dove, and David believed she would never harm Sarah.

He didn’t see her parents very often, but Sarah rarely got to see his mother since she was not allowed in their home. His mother was troubled by Sarah practicing Wicca and thought she would bring demons in with her if allowed in the house. David stood by Sarah, though, not because he had a crush on her, but because he knew her for who she was: a caring person who hurt inside. David couldn’t understand how people could altogether reject others based on faith, especially Christians like himself, who should show compassion rather than rejection.  

He knew deep down that Sarah’s father abused her. He once anonymously notified Child Protective Services after Sarah came to school with a black eye and a welt on her cheekbone. Yet, they couldn’t prove where the black eye came from, and David guessed that Sarah had been forced to lie. He decided he would not bring it up today because he knew it would only upset Sarah more.

David’s attention was instantly distracted away from Sarah. Lauren walked by, a girl David had a crush on for years. Her hazel eyes met his. She walked past him, and her light brown hair seemed to fall perfectly, reaching slightly past her shoulders.

David held his breath, wishing he could muster up the courage to talk with her. As she reached her locker, another male student met her there. They gave each other a quick kiss, and David could feel the jealousy well up inside. He knew the guy she dated, Mr. Jock himself. Evan spiked his short brown hair with gel. He always walked the halls like he expected everyone to bow down to worship him. David sometimes wished Evan would be choked by one of the turtleneck sweaters he always wore. He was a football and basketball player. His father was a physician, and his mother was a surgeon, so David knew that he didn’t have a chance with Lauren with Evan in the picture.

“Do you want me to grab some paper towels to wipe your drool off the floor?” David snapped back to reality, and it took him a minute to register what Sarah had just said. “You’re pathetic to continue to chase after that girl. You’d be lucky if her brain is bigger than a pea. She is so snotty that I feel like wiping her with a giant tissue.”

“Hey! Go easy on her.”

“I am.” Sarah had that defiant look in her eyes. David decided not to press the issue and changed the subject.

“Oh, and Dr. Loran told me that I can’t help with the investigation.”  

“That’s dumb. You probably could do better than our clueless police force. You’re not going to listen to Dr. “Know-it-all” Loran, are you?”

“Of course not. You know me better than that.”

“Yes, I do, and I’ll help as much as I can.”

“What do you think you could help with? I mean, you research conspiracy theories and alternative viewpoints of history. How could that possibly help?”

Sarah looked offended. “You don’t think there’s some kind of conspiracy here?”

David wasn’t keen on conspiracy theories. They were theories, and that was it. In fact, there wasn’t enough evidence in David’s mind that the Illuminati still existed or that the Fraternity known as the Skull and Bones was trying to control the government. Sarah needed to stop reading that crap as far as he was concerned. “Conspiracy is never the logical place to start an investigation of this sort.”

“But some murders take a conspiracy to some degree.” Sarah shot back. 

“Yes, but you tend to look at larger conspiracies like it’s some secret society or something of that nature.”

“You have to admit; these murders are... um... rather bizarre!” 

“True, but that doesn’t mean there is a conspiracy... but I’ll get off your case and let you do your research.” He knew there was no winning an argument with her. 

“Thank you,” Sarah said with a smile. “As long as we can combine research.”

“Sure, anything helps, I suppose.” David sounded doubtful.

Just then, a student named Luke Dilton and some of his buddies walked up. Even though Luke was only eighteen, he was a youth pastor at a local church. He always carried a Bible with him, along with a stone face. His attempts at being hip and trying to fit in seemed rather “fake” next to his fire and brimstone attitude. He looked at Sarah and said, “Hey, witch, will you be having some snake stew tonight?”

Sarah was quick; “I’d rather save them so they can bite you. I want to see if your holy flesh can handle it.”

“At least when I die, I’ll be in a better place...unlike you!” Luke taunted.

“Unlike me? I’d rather not enter Heaven if people like you reside there!”

“Ha, you’ll be burning as the maggots eat through your body for eternity.”

“That’s why I don’t follow your god. He is cruel. The words of Thomas Paine, ‘belief of a cruel god makes a cruel man.’”

David decided to step in. “Come on, Sarah, don’t go too far.” 

“Yeah, Sarah, why don’t you listen to David?” Luke and his buds walked away. David looked at Sarah and was taken aback by her glare.

“What did I do?” David retorted.

“Isn’t it obvious, or are you too stupid to realize it?” With that, Sarah turned around and stormed off.

“Well, it looks like I’m alone on the investigation,” David said, but Sarah was already too far away to hear him. He just wanted the arguing to stop. Luke was the one attacking her, not him. She shouldn’t be mad just because he warned her not to go too far. David felt Luke was a poor excuse for a Christian with his bullying tactics. Perhaps if he actually read the Bible he carried around, he would realize that loving others and doing good were at the top of the list of things Jesus taught.  

* * *
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David was sitting in physics class, not paying attention to anything the teacher said. It was easy to drown out Mr. Jenkins’s monotone voice. In fact, it wasn’t unusual for some students to fall asleep in this class. One of them was Jake. David would get amusement out of watching Jake’s head tilt down and suddenly jerk up to wake up from sleep, only to repeat the process. David was thinking about the murders and trying to see a pattern. He wrote down all the dates that the murders occurred and just stared at them blankly.

“David, who invented the electroscope?” 

David snapped out of his daze at the sound of his teacher calling his name. He hesitated, trying to recall what exactly the question was. Once he did that, he recalled the answer, “Michael Faraday.”

“Correct,” Mr. Jenkins said and continued his lecture. David sighed in relief as he could return his focus to the dates he was gazing at.  

As he looked at the murder dates, he saw a pattern: April 24th, May 7th, and May 20th. Then it occurred to him—

All the murders took place exactly thirteen days apart.

The session ended, and David walked out and down the hall. An adult he didn’t recognize was approaching. There was something strange about this person; it seemed he was trying to look away. David decided to shrug it off as nothing, but he thought he caught an unnatural yellow in the man’s eyes as they passed each other.



Chapter 3: Imaginations from the Other Side

The final school bell rang, and David knew he had to go to the police station. If his theory was correct, it had been nine days since the last murder, leaving four days until the next one.

He hoped to find Sarah so he wouldn’t feel awkward about going. However, she was nowhere to be seen. She was probably still fuming over him for whatever reason—women are a strange species. The police station was a bit of a walk from the school. The May rain felt nice, accompanied by a light mist in the air.

When he arrived, he asked the clerk if he could speak to an officer, and she requested that he have a seat. At that point, he wished he had brought a book or something to pass the time. He hated waiting with nothing to do. He counted the tiles on the chess-like floor to keep his mind occupied. After nearly half an hour, Police Officer Cook strolled out and beckoned David into his office with an annoyed look.

Officer Cook was a pompous young officer, and David was immediately disappointed that he had to talk with him of all people. He was incredibly demeaning toward high school students. His stone-brown eyes made one feel as if they had a gun pointed at them. On top of that, he was one of the most physically fit officers on the police force. “So, what brings you here?”

“I just thought maybe....”

“First, your name, kid,” Cook interrupted.

“Sorry... David.”

“So, what brings you here, David? My secretary said you think you might have a lead on the student murder case.” Cook did not attempt to hide his sarcasm.

David was unsure whether he wanted to tell Cook, knowing the officer would ridicule him. However, he was already there, so there was no point in holding back. “Well, I noticed that all the murders took place thirteen days apart.”

“And...?” Cook responded, his eyes drilling holes into David’s brain.

“You don’t think that means anything?” David suddenly felt foolish for even bringing this up.

“Look, kid, I’m not here to waste my time on some teenager’s stupidstitious beliefs. I’m here to find criminals and put them in jail using hard evidence. Now, unless you have a real lead, don’t bother me again.” With that, Cook mentally shoved him out of his office.

David felt discouraged and angry. The outside mist no longer felt good as he made his way home. He didn’t understand why Cook wouldn’t listen to him and then acted like a jerk on top of it. He always thought it was better to hear someone out rather than dismiss something that could be important. Then again, Sarah often accused him of not listening when she wanted to discuss her conspiracy theories. It wasn’t easy having different opinions from his best friend, but things were as they were.

* * *
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When Sarah arrived home, she went to her bedroom and broke down in tears. How could my best friend not defend me against the school’s biggest jerk? She felt a potent mix of anger and sadness. It would have been better if he hadn’t stepped in at all, but no, he had to make it seem like she was the one going too far!

Her bedroom was her refuge. When she was home, she often stayed there to avoid her dad’s drunken tantrums. She decorated her walls with posters of fairies and owls and had an altar on the east side of the room, adorned with candles placed throughout.

Since childhood, she had been aware of her fascinating gift, something she kept to herself. Sarah could meditate and enter an altered state of consciousness, allowing her to access another world. She wasn’t sure if it was a parallel world, but it was a place where she found peace. She decided to do this now and put in a CD with a Shamanistic drumbeat. The rhythm helped induce a relaxed state of mind, easing her entry into this other realm.

Within ten minutes, she found herself in the other world. The beauty always put her at ease. She usually found herself in a wooded area with tall pine trees and vibrant green grass. The sun shone brightly in the evening sky. Unlike in the real world, animals were not afraid of her here. A squirrel scurried up to her, and she bent down to pet it. After a few minutes, she began to walk, and a little owl flew down to greet her. Its yellow eyes pierced her soul. Then it turned its brown and white speckled body and flew off, flapping its wings a few times, pulling in briefly, and repeating the process of bounding flight. Sarah had studied Shamanism and knew it was common for a shaman to have an animal spirit guide during a spiritual journey.

She followed the owl until she reached the edge of the forest and came upon a familiar grove. When she visited this place, she often learned valuable information. In fact, a year ago, it had been revealed to her that if she walked her usual path to school, which led through the woods, a rapist would attack her. Sure enough, a strange man had been discovered in that part of the woods stalking younger females. His records revealed that he had previously spent five years in prison for sexual assault on a minor. Fortunately, he hadn’t attacked anyone that day, but Sarah, who always walked alone, would have been a likely target.

She trusted the information given to her in the grove. The path in the forest led directly to the center, surrounded by olive trees. Their twisted appearance gave them an ancient feel, and the green leaves emitted a silver glare—an unusual sight compared to the trees she was familiar with in the real world.

The little owl swooped into the grove before her and then flew out of sight. When Sarah entered the opening, instead of the owl, she saw a woman.

The woman stood nearly six feet tall. Although she appeared young, her eyes shone with eternal wisdom. She wore a white toga and a blue tunic, giving her a mystical, authoritative quality. Her breasts, forearms, and biceps were covered with steel. A golden battle helmet with a red plume in the center adorned her head.

Sarah bent down on one knee to honor the Goddess Minerva. Minerva approached and placed her hand on Sarah’s shoulder. Within her mind, Sarah could hear the voice of the Goddess. “My dear child, an evil plot is unfolding that might bring the world into chaos and darkness. Great turmoil has arisen in the spiritual world, which may soon shift into the physical.”

Sarah then responded mentally, “Is there anything I can do, my Lady?”

“Yes. Know that the events occurring in your area are just the beginning of this great turmoil entering your realm. Keep your friendship with David strong; it will be necessary for the future. Forces are working to break apart your friendship. As strange as it may seem, your bond may prevent things from going too far. Go now, show the world your light and love, and be an example. You may not see me, but I will be at your side, giving you guidance and wisdom.”

With that, the Goddess disappeared, leaving Sarah alone. It was always an honor to speak with Minerva. In Roman mythology, she was known as the Goddess of wisdom, defensive war, and weaving, among other things. She was also the Goddess Sarah felt closest to, equivalent to the Greek Athena.

As Sarah walked back out of the grove and into the forest, something caught her attention. She noticed a clump of grass and a few brown blades within it. Typically, this would not have drawn her attention, but she had never seen decay of any sort in this realm. She knew what Minerva had spoken to her was true, but seeing this proof struck her heart sharply.

Not long after, the Shamanistic drumbeat ended, and she was able to return to the present. Sarah sat in bed, contemplating what she had just heard. The words “Your friendship may prevent things from going too far” echoed in her mind. Her pulse raced at the thought that the deities depended on her to do the right thing. Yes, she was angry with David, but that would pass. However, she was concerned that Minerva could see the bigger picture and that a significant challenge lay ahead for her and David’s friendship.

There was no way she could tell David about this. She couldn’t even share her spiritual journeys, as he would likely dismiss them as dreams. Maybe one day, he would be more open-minded, and she could explain it to him, but for now, she would remain silent. She stared at the phone in her bedroom, hoping David would call and that everything would be fine.

* * *
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After David went home and ate dinner, he contemplated whether to call Sarah. He knew she was angry, and he didn’t want to spark an argument. Finally, he gave in and called her. She seemed glad to hear from him, but David apologized “for earlier,” even though he wasn’t exactly sure what he was apologizing for. It seemed to work; Sarah remained pleasant.

He told her about the murders occurring thirteen days apart and how the cops wouldn’t listen to him.

“Of course, the cops wouldn’t listen to an eighteen-year-old boy, especially if you talked to ‘Cocky’ Cook. He’s got his head so far up his you-know-what that his stomach acids are constantly burning away at whatever brain cells he has left,” Sarah replied with sarcasm.

“Yeah, that’s for sure,” David chuckled. “He shouldn’t even be a cop with his attitude.”

“Heck, with his attitude, he should be in a Nazi concentration camp. Maybe that would knock him off his horse of arrogance.”

“Doesn’t your father know him?” David recalled seeing her father and Officer Cook chatting over coffee at a local restaurant.

At this, Sarah fell silent for a moment. When she spoke again, she changed the subject. “Hmm, it is interesting that the murders were thirteen days apart.”

“Yeah. Do you think it means something?”

“Not sure, but thirteen is an interesting number.”

“Why? Because it symbolizes bad luck?”

“No, it has a deeper meaning than that.”

“How so?”

“I don’t know everything about it. Many people recognize it as the day the Knights Templar were rounded up and arrested. Some trace it back further and relate it to the Last Supper.”

“The Last Supper... as in Jesus and his apostles?”

“No. The last supper we had together. We had thirteen candles lit, remember?”

“Huh?” David was confused.

“Of course, I’m referring to Jesus and his apostles, silly. There were thirteen people there. Some believe Judas was the last to arrive; therefore, thirteen symbolizes rebellion. I also think that thirteen is a number used by secret societies, but I’d have to research that more.”

David didn’t respond to that. He knew Sarah was genuine in her beliefs, but it still irritated him. He couldn’t fathom the idea that secret societies pulled the strings of government and were working to control the population.

Sarah interrupted his thoughts. “I will look into this more and see what I can come up with. It’s hard to draw conclusions since there have only been three murders. I’ll also see if there is any significance to the dates of the murders.”

“Sounds good to me,” David said. “I’ll continue to investigate what I can find out myself.” With that, they ended the call.

David had many questions swirling in his mind. Why would ordinary students be interested in the number thirteen? What other bizarre things would he uncover?
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