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This book is dedicated to my father – the man who ensured that I would have a chance to explore the world, who showed me the wonders of the big screen, and who made sure that I could have access to anything and everything that might possibly fuel my creative wonders. I would never have come this far in my career without him.

And, too, this book is dedicated to all those who have family members with Alzheimer’s – the pain might never get better, but you are not alone. Stay strong and know that, even in their most lost moments, their love for you remains. 
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Forward – A Look In To The Three Tales
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Every kid loves dinosaurs. I’m no exception. When I was a kid my dad bought me a fantastic illustrated book about prehistorical ages. There was some thing about that book that drew me in. It was like I had opened up a portal to another world. The pictures were fascinating to me. The idea behind it was incredible. I literally consumed that book over the years and like every kid I loved drawing those scenes.

I drew and I drew and eventually, since I had already started gaining an interest in comics, I began an ambitious project. I must have been twelve at the time. I wanted to make my own comic books inspired by that fantastic book. 

These short stories are based on the trilogy that I created with pens and some watercoloring back then. They are the updated versions of stories that I have spent my entire life wanting to share with the world. I have been told that, since I was a kid, I was always seen with a pen in my hand. I was drawing all the time. 

It was true. But it wasn't just art. It was facts, worlds, and other such creations. My dad had lots of books at home, and he always provided me with things I could explore and experiment with, colors, brushes, pencils. And every sunday he took me to the movies. I lived in a small town where there was one old fashion cinema, doing matinee on Sundays.

It was small, and it often only had one or two movies in at a time. But there was some thing about getting to go and visually see new worlds on the big screen that captivated me.

We used to travel a lot and my favorite thing was visiting museum, history & art, old churches, castles and nature. Pop culture wasn't missing at home. I was more up to date but my dad introduced me to classic movies and books, authors from Twain, Verne, Salgari to Hemingway just to name a few.

His library had every thing, thousands of titles. Often I would read the books before watching the movies since if I needed some thing I knew I would find it on the bookshelves. 

My fantasies were always galopping at full speed. There was nothing that I couldn't do, nowhere that I couldn't go. With art, I was able to truly create the worlds that I had wanted to experience – and even better, I could share those worlds, those ideas, my visions, with other people.

And today I make my living as storyboard artist, basically by drawing for movies. It looks like those Sunday matinees had a bigger influence on me than we would have expected, right? I don't know if my father thought that this is where I would end up in life, creating worlds for other people, but I know that he's one of the biggest reasons that I was able to pursue this career. He never stopped encouraging me to explore new worlds.

The cavemen trilogy, like I used to call it, was my dad's favorite. He was impressed on how I could have planned it, writing the stories, drawing and finishing every thing, even going to far as binding it into a book. For a kid prior the internet era, it wasn't a simple task. 

I put so much heart in to that comic, and it showed. And the same amount of heart has been put in to this book here. 

If you're wondering about what happened to that comic, well, my dad never got rid of it. 

He kept it in his studio for years. Last summer my dad passed after a long sickness. Alzheimer's. That was a hard time for us. To those who don't know, Alzheimer's is similiar to dimensia, in that it affects the memory of a person. During the early stages of my father's illness, he would spend hours looking at the books that I had made him over the years.

As he became more lost in it, that slowly stopped. But it never faded from his life. His studio was a collection of both our worlds; like the stories of the cavemen, like the paintings on the cave walls, there was some thing within his studio that would forever withstand the test of time.

Though he couldn't remember who had made them or what they meant, just like we will never know the full stories behind the cave paintings, they still remained. 

When he passed away, I went through a few binders of things from his studio that my mum had collected for me.

And there it was, my old comic book. 

I had completely forgotten a lot of it.

All my life, I have had the illustrated book that he gave me in my library. I'm passing it on to my son. Hopefully, it will bring him the same joy that it brought me. And hopefully, this book will bring you a similar joy and sense of love, hope, and accomplishment.

These stories are a reflection of man kind, of how we have both changed and stayed the same over the years, and how humans have always been humans. How our humanity, flawed but lovely, will always stay the same. From the hunting group that refused to leave their meat behind to the shaman who simply wanted power, these displays of humanity are simply put – unending. 

Let them guide you, the way that they guided me.
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Fire – Chapter One

It Comes From Above
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The valley stretches out for an eternity, wrapping around the base of the tallest mountain. The air, even in the middle of summer, is cold enough that it makes their hands shake once night falls. Most animals have moved away and the tribes living in the valley are struggling about food. There are two separate clans. One lives by the caves at the bottom of the mountain and the other is gathered around a bend of a small river. There are some woods in between the two, a thick stretch of pine trees that cuts through the otherwise nearly barren land. 

The tribe close to the water has built shelter with wood and skins of the animals. There is life every where. The two tribes together have scavenged every thing around and they obviously not in good terms with each other. The lack of food has made tensions between the two tribes kick up that much higher. 

The tribe by the caves are the newest to the area. They live within pre existing stone hollows, some of which stretch so deeply in to the mountain that it resembles the curving tunnels of ants. The inside of the cave walls have been covered in rudimentary pictures, put up there with the dye of inedible fruits and berries.

The tribe’s journey to the mountains is mapped out on the walls of the cave, along with their prey and the great bear that took down their leader before they made it down in to the heart of this valley. There’s a softness to the home, even though there is nothing soft about those who live there. The tribe members are a mixed, mottled crew. 

The elders live in the furthest parts of the caves, and the warriors and hunters live near the front of it. The children, though few of them have remained through the journey here, have taken up shelter at the middle, firmly between the other two groups. The insides are filled up with bear skins and wolf pelts, with soft bedding for them to try and lay on, to keep warm in.

Sometimes, at night, it’s enough. But other times, it’s not. 

The warmth that is generated by people living in close quarters does nothing, for example, to help fight off the cold that strikes the land any time that a storm blows in.

Right now, the weather outside is absolutely raging; the rain comes down in a heavy sheet that turns every thing in to shades of gray. Late afternoon light mingles in with the darkness of the weather, casting a sickly hue over the land. It’s been raining for almost a solid day, since the very early hours of the morning.

Now, the floor of the valley is starting to pool with rain water. It sits in heavy puddles all over the ground, spread out around the trees and forming miniature lakes in the pitted natural hollows of the ground. The river itself has risen up, water hitting the sides of the banks, and the current switched up to some thing that’s almost rapid.

If one would fall in to the river during a storm, then they would surely be swept away entirely, pulled down beneath the tides, pushed beneath the water. They would drown, for the men of these lands have never learned to swim, even in slow going currents. To be picked up by some thing like this, by the rapids, it would be a death sentence.

This is just one of the many reasons that the tribe members stay in the cave during bouts of bad weather like this. The rain is a danger, for sure, and so is the cold. Many succumbed to the cold and bad weather on their journey out to these caves.
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