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Chapter 1 – New World Order
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The wind caught her hair and tried to bring her back from the edge, but she had already leapt off the cliff, thrusting all cares into the hands of nature. She closed her eyes and smiled, enjoying the rush as she heard a cry of unbridled joy from her brother. She glanced back at him as their descent increased in velocity and he smiled back at her with a full set of teeth. 

She turned her gaze back to the front of her just as they landed on the tarp of one of the “houses” below. She slid down the “roof” and in a couple seconds she was airborne once more, but it lasted only a moment this time. Like a rollercoaster, the big drop was over. Now it was all about the ride.

She bounced in the air from one tarp to the next while she cheered, her long braid occasionally whipping her in the face. Her brother, Milo, giggled whenever it did, and for the life of her she couldn’t understand why he was focused so much on what was happening to her rather than the awesomeness around them. He should be enjoying the ride. It took five hours to climb to the top of the hill after all. 

“Watch this!” Emma shouted as she waited for the next lift. As the surface came out from under her, she grabbed her legs and pulled her knees in close to her chest. She tried to somersault in mid-air but she didn’t have the velocity, and she ended up sprawling on her side instead. Grasping at the tarp for security, she ended up slowing down too much, so that at the next gap, instead of continuing to slide down to the next roof, she ended up falling on her side in the dirt. 

The wind was knocked out of her as she gasped and a couple of goats scurried away as they bleated. She coughed as a cloud of dust caught in her lungs and she heard a couple snickers from the people around her.

“We placed bets on when you’d fall,” Old man Winnie replied. He grabbed her by the arm and helped her to her feet as she wiped away at the dust on her tongue with her dirt covered hands. It just made things worse, and Winnie began laughing. 

“If I didn’t know any better, I would think you didn’t have any parents to teach you proper.”

“You won’t tell them, will you?” she asked while sticking out her tongue. It was more of a copper brown than a fleshy pink and red. 

Winnie winced as he chuckled to himself. “Of course not, child. You provide us a great deal of entertainment. Speaking of which...where is your brother?”

“Getting to the end again,” she grunted, clenching her fists.

“You know you’d get there too if you weren’t trying to do stunts all the time.”

“But if I do them and make it to the end, then I’ve won. He’ll have to start doing it too and I would have already beaten the learning curve.”

“That’s one way of looking at it,” he said, “but shouldn’t you actually see the end first?”

“I’ve seen it,” she replied, taking her shirt and wiping her tongue on it. It helped...a little.

“Yes, but not from the tarps’ point of view. What am I saying? Tarps’ point of view. Seriously, child, you two need a new game. Someday you’re going to end up crashing down in the middle of a home and then you’ll be in big trouble.”

“They hold,” she said. “Besides, most people are out by the time we’re coming. Everyone’s trying to earn a living.”

“Aren’t we all?” he said, looking up at the hot sun. 

“Giving out stories today?”

“It’s ‘telling’ stories. And yes, I am. I do have to make a living after all.”

“But I don’t pay you anything,” she said, feeling bad instantly.

“No, no, for you I give them away because it’s important to educate our children on history. What many don’t understand is that people don’t change. Often not on an individual level, and almost never on a large scale. Once you understand this, and learn what mistakes you made in the past, you can change your fate. Though you may never be recognized for your accomplishments and successes, you will at least live a happy life.”

“Are you happy?” she asked. Although she didn’t fully understand his long winded speech, she was cognizant enough to realize that not all treasure shined when presented. 

“I am,” he said. “And part of the reason is because I’ve found what makes me happy. It doesn’t have to be work if you enjoy what you do.”

“I enjoy sliding down roofs,” she said. 

Winnie guffawed and put his hands to his protruding belly. “Well, you’ll have to find a career that pays you to do so.”

“I might be able to bring a broom with me next time,” she smiled. “I could clean them off.”

“You already do,” he laughed. “If only you could see your back.”

“Why? What’s there?” she asked, and that only made Winnie laugh harder. 

“Tell us a story!” they heard from behind them as five children came from around the corner. With how narrow the pathways between the houses were, they took up all of the space on the road, blocking anyone that needed to pass. The kids didn’t care. If there was one moment in the day that they could look forward to, it was this one—the one moment an adult showed them some attention. 

“Let’s not block the roads,” Winnie said as he ushered them under the tarp that he called his roof. Each house was one room with only three walls, and each wall was a tarp nailed down into the coarse, rocky and infertile soil. Part of it was to force community, as all of humanity needed each other these days. The other was for the inspections, of which much of humanity agreed that they could do without. 

The children sat on his pots and pans, flipped over to provide them seats. His bed was cluttered with half-destroyed books, firewood, fabrics he had procured through bartering, and a small stash of berries, which was as rare as gold. Winnie cleared his throat as he threw an extra blanket over his bed, watching in disdain as a quarter bucket’s worth of sand slid onto the dirt floor. Without constant care, it was possible to be overrun by the fine granules. 

“Alright, settle,” he said, waving his hands in the air as they jumped up and down on the pots. In the distance, a goat bleated, and Emma could hear a couple of adults talking excitedly, as if they had made a precious find. She fought the urge to investigate. 

“Should I wait for Milo?” Winnie asked her.

She snapped out of her thoughts. “No, he’s late all the time. That’s what he gets for winning.”

Winnie shook his head. “Okay, well, I’ll start with a part you’ve all heard before.”

“Why?” one of the five whined. Emma found herself frowning at the bare-chested boy with the oversized shorts. They were getting stories for free. Didn’t they understand the importance of earning a wage? It didn’t matter that she had just learned about making a living herself, they should be more sympathetic. 

“Because having a parchment to write on is rare these days, and so to ensure that you remember these stories, they must be engrained within you. If I had my way, you brain would be littered with them like the sand at our feet.”

The children glanced down and a couple of them started counting but gave up shortly after. 

“Sand gets in places I don’t want it,” another boy said and they all began giggling. 

“He means his butt!” one said and Emma sighed in exasperation. 

“My point, children,” Winnie said patiently, “is that we don’t have a way for you to recall these stories later. You must rely on your memory. Tell me, how many of you know how to read?” Emma raised her hand to Winnie’s surprise. “You do?”

“Mama and Papa teaches me,” she said proudly. “I don’t know much...but enough.”

“Do they have writing materials?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “We usually use the trees.”

“The trees?” he said in awe. “What trees?”

“The ones in the forest.”

“Dear child, where do you live?”

“Ten miles from here,” she said casually. 

Winnie blinked as he turned his attention solely on her. Though the other children called for him to start the story, he ignored them as if they weren’t there. “You walk ten miles, every day, just to slide down the houses?”

“We start early,” she said. “We have to leave when Mama and Papa are sleeping and then we have to climb the mountain. They don’t like it when we leave, but they gave up after a while. Papa said it’s good for us since we’ll have to learn about the world someday.”

“And...you don’t encounter any trouble on the way?”

“Sometimes,” she said. “There are patrols on the road. I know that they would hurt me if they caught me, but we’re careful. That’s why we leave early too, so that the patrolmen are sleepy.”

“My goodness, you...I...I had no idea. I would love to learn more about where you live.”

The children hushed and listened in close. The conversation had seemed boring at first, but since Emma was able to capture the express attention of their storyteller, they realized that maybe there was some merit to her tales. The silence made Emma uncomfortable, however, as she fidgeted on her pot and glanced at them nervously. The words of her Papa came to her memory: “Tell no one of where we live or who we are.”

She swallowed hard as they waited for her to continue, but she kept her lips sealed. 

“What are you afraid to tell me?” Winnie asked. “You know you can trust me.”

“I know,” she said. “But I’m not supposed to tell. I’ve said too much.”

“There is nothing to hide,” he said, waving his arms behind him to showcase his home. “With Thorn as our supreme ruler, he has demanded transparency. In exchange, we are able to live somewhat comfortably. There is no reason to hide unless your parents have a reason. Should I look into it, child?”

“No,” she said, rubbing her hands together. “I don’t think so.”

“Then tell me who they are, why they want to remain a secret, and why they don’t have to live here like the rest of us.”

Emma kept silent, and she was about to explain her hesitation when a voice interrupted her.

“Thorn let us live there as long as we don’t cause a fuss,” she heard Milo say from behind her. She was about to retort when he held up his hand, telling her to be quiet. “And they want to remain a secret because if anyone finds out who they are, they might want them to fight again.”

“Why? Who are your parents?”

“Kyran and Chloe,” Milo said proudly. “They used to be Sages.”
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Chapter 2 – Myths
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“The Sages are gone,” Winnie said, unafraid to destroy the imagination of a child. “There aren’t even Solons now.”

“Kyran and Chloe died,” one of the children sang in a mocking tone. “My parents told me so. They died with all the other Sages.”

“No, they didn’t,” Milo said adamantly. “They’re—”

Emma covered his mouth with her hand. He frowned at her with rage in his eyes but she shook her head, letting him know that it wasn’t wise to proceed down this path. 

“I never thought of you two as liars,” Winnie said, studying them carefully. 

“Sorry,” Emma said. “We just want to stand out.”

“You already do,” he said with a warm smile. “Your house races are more than enough to get you attention. Do you need some food?”

“No, thank you,” Milo said, gently grabbing Emma’s hand and removing it from his face. “We’re not hungry.”

“Okay, children. Well, would you like to hear the story now?”

“I think we should get going,” Emma said.

“But I want to hear,” Milo retorted. She scrunched up her face and scowled at him but he ignored it. “I didn’t climb back up the mountain for nothing. He claimed a seat on an empty pot and looked up at Winnie eagerly. 

“Okay,” she said quietly, giving Winnie her attention. He didn’t start at first, continuing to look at the twins before him. It wasn’t impossible, he supposed—that they could be the children of Sages. Kyran and Chloe being alive though? No, that was ridiculous. Thorn has been thorough in his cleansing and there were great rewards for discovering survivors. To find a living, breathing Sage these days? It was a direct trip to the castle and a job within its walls, serving the King himself. 

“You know what?” Winnie said suddenly, blinking rapidly. “I think that I’ll have to forego the story today. I’m not feeling well.”

“It’s all your fault,” one of the children said to Milo. “All that mess about Sages.”

It was true, but Winnie didn’t want the twins to get any unnecessary attention. “No, no,” he lied. “I wasn’t feeling well before we sat down, but I didn’t want to disappoint. I think the sun is getting to me. We’ll resume tomorrow at the appointed time.”

The children mumbled as they helped Winnie put back the pots and pans in their proper place. As they departed and ran off to their respective homes, Winnie coughed loudly, causing the twins to turn back around. 

“Children,” he said, “I don’t know if what was said is true or not. But if it is, you can’t mention it ever again. I know you trust me, and I don’t want to do anything to cause you harm, but that doesn’t mean I wouldn’t. What I want, and I what I’m required to do are two different notions. I trust that you won’t mention the Sages in my presence again.”

“We won’t,” Emma promised. 

“More than that,” Winnie sighed. “I don’t want you coming to my tent again. I’m sorry, but I can’t take the risk.”

“But we promised!” Milo whined. “We won’t bring it up.”

“But I can’t shut my brain off,” he said. “Whenever you come to story time, I’ll be thinking about it, analyzing it, wondering. I know myself enough to realize that there will be a day in which I will ask questions, and you may not be able to refrain. I’m not going to put you in that position. What’s best is that we part ways forever.”

“We’ll see you in our house races,” Emma replied but Winnie shook his head.

“I can’t acknowledge your existence,” he said. “It’s too dangerous.”

Milo grabbed Emma’s arm and pulled at it, indicating that they should head home. Winnie’s head was down, looking at his lap while Emma kept her eyes fixed upon him, waiting for his eyes to meet hers. When he refused to, she shook her head and followed behind Milo, navigating around the tents in order to reach the mountain’s edge. 

“Why did you say that?!” Emma shouted, pushing her brother’s back. He stumbled forward and then tried to backhand her, but she ducked under his arm and uppercut him in the stomach. He clutched his abdomen and fell onto his butt as she clenched her fists and stood before him in a stance of dominance. “You’re not the only one that’s been training with Papa,” she huffed. 

Milo glanced up at her with one eye and then chuckled under his breath. “You’re already breathing heavily. That’s sad.”

“I’m not going to let you hit me anymore.”

“I did it to make you stronger, stupid!” he shouted. “Not because I enjoy it.”

“You sure didn’t make that distinction clear.”

“Now you sound like Mama,” Milo muttered.

“Why did you tell him?” Emma said, her eyes beginning to water. “I loved his stories.”

“Those stories were for children anyways,” Milo muttered, slowly climbing to his feet. His clothes were covered in the golden sand. It stuck to his skin from where he had been sweating.

“We are children,” she said. 

“We’re teenagers,” he said. “Almost fifteen. It’s time we start thinking about the future and less about the past. Yeah, we only had each other, but we’re all we need. There’s no point trying to connect with others. As long as our parents are enemies of the world, we’re not going anywhere. All we have to look forward to is dying on the battlefield.”

“It’s not true,” she said. “That’s not my future. I’m going to have a life.”

“What?” he scoffed as he ran his fingers through his hair. “Find love? Get married? Have some kids and live in the house after Mama and Papa are gone?”

“It can happen.”

“You’re going to be disappointed.”

“Our parents are married,” she said.

“That’s different. It was before all of this. You keep trying to convince yourself that it’s going to happen. It’s not. You should be just as strong as I am, but you keep being distracted.”

“You’re not so strong,” she said, clenching her fists again. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” he said, giving her a wink. “Want to know what Father taught me last week?”

“Why are you calling him Father now?” she winced.

“It’s time to grow up,” he said, staring directly into her eyes. “And you want to know what my initiation was?”

“What?” she whispered.

“He told me about their powers. I know what they can do.”

“What is it?” she asked. She had to know.

“I’m not going to tell you,” he said, backing away from her face. 

“You don’t know,” she said, narrowing her eyes at him.

“Sure,’ he said, shrugging his shoulders. “If that’s what you want to believe.”

She studied him meticulously but she couldn’t tell if he was lying or not. He probably was. Why would her parents teach him the secret of their art and not her? Milo was constantly trying to puff himself up in order to compensate for his inadequacies.

“We should head home,” he said, gazing momentarily up at the sun. “We have a long journey ahead of us. I’ll forgive you for hitting me.”

“I’ll forgive you for missing,” she said flatly. 

He glared at her for a second, and then he took off running, heading for the trail down the mountain that would inevitably lead back to the forest’s edge. She followed behind reluctantly, looking back at the makeshift city she often referred to as her second home. She would miss the friendly people and the smooth tents. The laughter of children and the stories. 

If Milo knew what she was thinking, he would say that they would be back tomorrow or in a couple days. 

But she knew that wasn’t true. 

***

[image: ]


THEY WERE WAITING FOR their children, as they did each day. And like each day, neither of them said a word as Milo and Emma walked past the watchful and inquisitive eyes of their parents. They walked into the cabin with the shaky roof and the rotting wood, and sat at the table, pushing in their chairs to get as close as possible to the cooled off bread, pitcher of water, and occasionally, a small woodland creature, skinned, smoked and seared over a fire. They ate in silence as darkness crept upon their backs in the distance, but Emma wasn’t enjoying the quiet today.

Usually, she welcomed it. After a long day of storytelling, roof slides, play fighting and a host of other shenanigans, some peace with her family was an enjoyable dessert to the day’s meal. But not now. Now she was restless, and she could tell that her brother noticed. He glared at her hard, sticking his face out towards her but she pretended not to notice. She sought out who would best answer her questions. 

Her eyes fell upon her father. He had been lanky for as long as she remembered, but he lacked the nourishment of his younger years. He was practically bone, right down to his fingers, and his body hugging black coat didn’t help in making him look healthy. The collar was usually popped around his ears, and his eyes were beady and listless. He didn’t say much. What trinkets of wisdom she could recall from him were long faded into the recesses of her memory. He didn’t talk much lately. 

She turned to her beautiful mother and the blonde and silver hair that came down to the base of her shoulders. Though she too had lost weight, her jovial spirit kept her eyes light and her cheekbones high. She smiled often, even when there wasn’t a reason, and Emma wondered on numerous occasions if she was an angel. Her mother would surely answer her questions, but Emma wasn’t sure if she would have the answers. 

And she needed her answers harsh today. Cold, and objective. She needed to know the truth, and her mother had a soft soul, choosing to keep the worst of a subject hidden in her bosom under lock and key. Emma had no interest in that game today.

She turned to her father. “Will we ever leave this place?”

He didn’t answer at first, ripping his slice of bread in two and shoving half into his mouth. He chewed silently as his mind raced. She could see his eyes darting from side to side.

“Emma,” her mother began. “We’ve talked about this before.”

“And I didn’t get a proper answer.”

“Watch how you talk to your mother,” her father warned. His voice said it without malice or intent to harm. He said it factually.  

“I mean no disrespect,” Emma replied, clearing her throat. “But Milo and I are getting older, and naturally, we have questions.”

“Questions?” her mother asked, glancing at the thin man on the other side of the table. 

Her father sighed. “I knew this day would come.”

“Are you SAGES?!” Milo exclaimed, leaning forward in anticipation. 

“Where did you hear a thing like that?” his father replied. 

“And what if we are?” their mother said. 

“Chloe, please,” their father muttered.

“Kyran,” she said flatly. “How long do you want to keep up this charade?”

“So you are Sages?!” Milo shouted.

“Shush!” Chloe said, scowling at him. “And sit down. You still haven’t bathed yet. You’re getting sand on the table.”

“Sorry,” he muttered, sitting far back in his seat and slinking down.

“You don’t even know the meaning of the word,” Kyran muttered, taking another bite of bread, and then cleaning his palate with a swig of water from a clay, deformed cup. 

“Then tell us,” Emma said. “We...we have a right to know.”

“A right?” Kyran asked, raising an eyebrow at her. 

“We’re in this together,” Emma said. “All we have is each other. I understand why you didn’t want to tell us before. We were children. But we won’t tell anyone now.”

“It’s not that simple,” he sighed. “Sometimes, keeping a secret isn’t about what you want. There are ways human beings can extract information out of another.”

“Ways we won’t discuss,” Chloe said, glaring at her husband. 

“No,” he said. “We won’t.”

“Then what can you tell us?” Emma pleaded. “I need to know why we’re stuck here when so many others are in the cities, playing and laughing. Having fun.”

“It’s an illusion,” Chloe said, sounding all the more disconcerting that the words were coming from her mom. “They aren’t happy. They do their best to keep up the charade because that is what the King wants. You weren’t born yet when the fear campaign was underway. He demanded full obedience and happiness to follow. It wasn’t enough to just follow orders. You had to like it. Anyone that didn’t had their mouths carved to look like smiles and their hands—”

“Ways we won’t discuss?” Kyran said loudly. Chloe stopped talking. 

“The King is bad,” Emma said, looking back and forth between each parent. “I know, but I’ve never seen it firsthand. It’s all stories. I want a reason to keep believing in...in this,” she said, gesturing around her to signify the cabin. “I can deal with what we have, but I need to know why.”

“Can’t you trust us?” Chloe asked.

“I do,” Emma said. “But it’s not enough. I need you...I need you to trust me too.”

“Fine,” Kyran said, causing Chloe to look up at him in surprise. “We can discuss a few things.”

“Yes!” Milo said, clenching his fists tight when the cabin door suddenly burst open. Chloe and Kyran jumped to their feet and turned to meet the intruder when the culprit threw up his hands in surrender. 

“It’s just me,” he said. “I have some urgent news.”

“Uncle Gideon!” Milo shouted, running to the man and throwing his arms around his waist. Emma was excited to see him, but it was his face that she was more concerned about. 

It looked like he hadn’t slept in days, and his eyes were full of concern.
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“Please sit down,” Chloe said as she stood up from the table and offered Gideon her seat. Kyran shook his head in refusal and stood up quickly, placing his hands on Chloe’s shoulders and pushing her back into the seat. He waved a hand toward his own at the head of the table. Gideon chuckled and took the chair. Milo began shadow boxing with his uncle as Emma poured him a cup of water in a slightly stained cup. He took the cup as soon as it was offered and devoured it in one long gulp, his adam’s apple moving up and down with each swallow. 

“What brings you here?” Kyran asked, leaning up against the wall. He crossed his arms as he narrowed his eyes at his children. Emma and Milo got the message. They took their seats and waited patiently. Though Emma wanted to continue the conversation on their parents’ past, it would have to wait for another time. The last time they had seen their uncle was over a year ago, and it had been a short visit at that. What was he doing in all that time away?

“I’m back from seeing the world,” Gideon sighed, water trickling down from the corner of his lips. “That’s why I’m here.”

“Impossible,” Kyran said as Chloe’s eyes lit up in excitement. 

“Is it?” Chloe asked her husband. “You know Gideon doesn’t stop moving.”

“Something I should consider more these days,” he sighed, closing his eyes to rest them. “The atmosphere changes...it certainly hasn’t been kind to our bodies.”

“Tell me about it,” Chloe whistled. “My arms aren’t as big as they used to be.”

“Not necessarily a bad thing,” Kyran muttered. 

“Did you really see the whole world?” Milo asked. Emma had never seen him so excited. His smile was so big and his eyes were so wide she feared they would pop out of his head. 

“I believe so,” he said after clearing his throat. “Well, all except the most dangerous spots. I’m not as good at stealth as your father here.”

All sets of eyes turned to Kyran. 

Kyran sighed and chuckled under his breath as Gideon frowned at him. “You haven’t told them? Heavens, Kyran, how long are you going to keep up this charade? Until your deathbed?”

“If I could only be so lucky,” he said. 

“We were actually getting ready to tell them before you walked in,” Chloe explained. “They’ve had lots of questions.”

“Well, don’t let me stop you,” Gideon said, eyeing the meat on the table. Chloe nodded and he began picking the flesh off the bones and throwing it into his mouth. 

“If you’re so casual about your travels,” Kyran said. “Then I assume all is well.”

“Sort of,” Gideon said between chews.

“Sort of?”

“Thorn is still King,” Chloe mumbled. “Nothing is okay as long as that man is still on the throne.”

“He is,” Gideon said as Emma refilled his cup. “But there are worse things. At least he’s not trying to destroy the world.”

“Yet,” Kyran said.

“Call me an optimist, but I believe he’s learned his lesson with the whole ether thing. I think he wants absolute power, but he also wants to co-exist with the survivors of this world. We were nearly wiped out, and it’s a miracle that we were able to find enough food to get by.”

“It’s a lot easier to manage when the population is down to about ten percent of what it was.”

“It’s gotten a little higher since people can procreate, but I see what you mean. Listen, Thorn’s not stupid. That’s been proven. He’s not going to start killing people for no reason. He needs us.”
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