
    
      Chapter 1: Trent
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent ran his hand through his long, brown hair. “I just think that it will work out,” he said. “One way or another, it has to. These…Zealots are loud but will they really ‘take over?’”
    

    
      
    

    
      Gail shook her head, unconvinced of Trent’s optimism. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “It just keeps getting worse. History is filled with religious movements upsetting the apple cart and overthrowing governments. Every time, thousands of people die. Sometimes millions.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      “It’s been thousands of years since something like that happened,” Trent reasoned. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Gail countered with a frustrated tone. “No, it hasn’t, Trent. It hasn’t been long at all. Would you like examples?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent sighed, removing a hand from the steering wheel, touching it to his glasses and forehead, silently signaling his stress, before apologizing. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m sorry, Gail. I forget how much you know about all of this. I’m just so focused on our corner of the world that I forget how wide your lens is sometimes. I see what you see. I’m just trying REALLY hard to focus on the positive. Especially given the fact that we’re going to be parents. I want a better world for our child.” 
    

    
      
    

    
      “I understand that but you can’t just pull the wool over your eyes. Things don’t get better because you want them to,” Gail said.
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent took his eyes off the road and looked at Gail in silence, somewhat hurt by her words. He knew that she was right. It was the bitter truth. But he couldn’t accept it. “That’s just not how I think,” Trent thought to himself. “I CAN’T think that way.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Gail pushed back some of her dreadlocks and broke the silence. “Let’s talk about something else. Tell me about your new partner.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent happily shifted gears. “Dean. He’s…Quiet. We thought that we might have to drag him to this thing but he insisted that he will show against his own will and better judgment. He isn’t very social. This is supposed to be a team building kind of thing. A weekend getaway outside of work. We protect each other’s lives out there, so we might as well share a bit of ourselves.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Gail cut through with a poignant question. “And you’re sure that he can do that for you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I’m sure,” Trent replied. “He might not say much, but he can handle himself. I don’t really know his ‘background’ so to speak, but I get the idea that he’s seen some things. You can tell.”
    

    
      
    

    
      “Is he married? Any kids?” Gail asked.
    

    
      
    

    
      “No, that much I do know. He’s an honest guy, I just wouldn’t expect him to be much ‘fun.’ But it will be fine,” Trent assured. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent pulled his El Camino into a gas station and parked it. It was his pride and joy. Black with a white racing stripe down the center of the hood. It was a 1970 but still ran great. He adjusted his glasses and grabbed his wallet from the center console. “Be right back,” he said to Gail, who had her eyes on a vagrant sitting on the curb between them and the convenience store. He wore a ragged denim vest, ripped jeans and old work boots that looked like they hadn’t been tied in ages. “Good luck,” Gail quipped, nodding in his direction.
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent stepped out of the car and began to walk toward the building with his head down, signaling that he didn’t want to be bothered. 
    

    
      
    

    
      As Trent passed by, the vagrant asked “Have you seen the signs?” Trent kept his head down as he walked past the dirty man sitting on the curb. He couldn’t help but notice the symbol tattooed on the seemingly homeless person’s otherwise bald scalp before Trent made his way to the building and entered through the glass door. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Once inside, Trent stopped to get his bearings and took a look around. To his right and behind the counter stood a male gas station attendant in a brown, full body mechanic’s uniform, listening to an old fashioned radio. Trent couldn’t quite make out what he was listening to but it sounded like some type of news broadcast. Trent looked to his left, saw the coolers and moved in that direction. As Trent moved closer to the coolers, their humming filled his ears.
    

    
      
    

    
      “This is an emergency broadcast. A shelter in place order has been issued by the President of the United States. Lock your doors and remain inside. Repeat, this is an emergency broadcast…” The gas station attendant quickly turned off the radio before Trent would hear the message emerging from its speakers. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Unaware of the transmission, Trent approached the counter and put down the six-pack of Shemp’s that he had removed from the cooler. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The gas station attendant stared at Trent in silence with no emotion on his face. Trent looked ahead and then up and to his left at the security camera covering the checkout before returning his glance to the strange, creepy cashier. He could see himself on the security monitor behind the counter. He was wearing a blue flannel shirt, black jeans and brown boots. Trent hadn’t noticed the upside down cross tattoo on the cashier’s face until now. Suddenly, the attendant smiled. Trent stared back in confusion. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “How much?” Trent asked.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Have you seen the signs?” the Clerk asked, ignoring Trent’s question about his bill. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “What signs?” Trent inquired.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Nevermind. That will be $17.65, sir,” the Clerk declared. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent reached for his wallet and handed the cashier the money. “Thanks,” Trent said in a confused voice, grabbing his Shemp’s and heading for the door.
    

    
      
    

    
      Trent walked past the vagrant who looked like he hadn’t moved and sat back down in his El Camino. “That was weird,” he said to Gail. “Let’s get to the cabin.” Trent turned the key in the El Camino’s ignition and the engine roared to life. 
    

    
      
    

    
      
    

    
      Chapter 2: Dean
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean stared out the window of his old red pick up truck while driving. One of the tail lights was busted out years ago but he hadn’t bothered to fix it. He took in the barren, grass covered landscape while his Kyuss album spun inside the CD Player. It was that time of year. Everything was already dead and brown, but winter hadn’t yet arrived. He always wore his tan, waxed trucker jacket this time of year. Dean ejected the CD and switched to the FM Radio to check in. 
      He was technically off duty but he never really “tuned out.” Dean was the type of Detective who obsessed, stretched and constantly built his base of knowledge. The rise of a new ‘religious’ movement had piqued Dean’s interest on both a personal and professional level and he had taken an interest in it. 
      He listened intently as he caught the tail end of the interview. 
    

    
      
    

    
      “But don’t you think this is going a little too far? Members of the “Yellow” movement have set fires to homes, murdered elected officials, stolen government property…You are breaking the law, are you not? Many of your members have been arrested,” the host asked.
    

    
      
    

    
      “Laws passed and enforced by the corrupt do not pertain to us. A new order is coming. We are purifying society and to do that, the relics of the old world must be cleansed and replaced. We are clearing the board to usher in something new. Something that we have complete and utter faith in,” the anonymous believer declared.
    

    
      
    

    
      The radio host quickly questioned the response. “But what is it that you have faith in?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean looked into his rear view mirror, awaiting the answer. His blue eyes and blonde hair looked back at him. No one else was on the road. 
    

    
      
    

    
      After a dramatic pause, the guest replied with a single word..
    

    
      
    

    
      “Yellow.”
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean pulled into the last gas station before he would reach the cabin where he was meeting his co-workers in law enforcement. Dean wasn’t particularly interested in the get together but he was attending out of respect for his partner who was a decent man, something that had become a rare commodity. He pulled his truck to the side, stepped out and began to walk toward the convenience store. On his way in, Dean passed by a calm yet obviously crazed person sitting on the curb who asked, “Have you seen the signs?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean didn’t make eye contact. He simply grabbed the gas station door handle and said “Yeah, I have,” before entering. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean ignored the cashier and went to the cooler, before grabbing a six-pack of Shemp’s and approaching the counter. Dean stopped a few feet from the checkout and analyzed the man at the register, who was listening to a radio. He appeared to be listening to the news which was reporting on the latest spree of crimes, unrest and civil disobedience. Dean was used to being out in the thick of it, but his Captain had ordered he and Trent to take a weekend off. 
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean interrupted the cashier and said “That cult sure is attracting a lot of followers,” purposely testing the waters. 
    

    
      
    

    
      The gas station attendant slowly turned his head toward Dean and said “It’s not a cult, it’s a movement.” His eyes appeared dull, like the soul behind the person was missing. “We’re making things right in this world. All will be revealed soon. Do you believe, brother?”
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean looked the gas station attendant in the eye and said “No, I don’t. How much do I owe you?”
    

    
      
    

    
      “I grieve for your soul. It’s $17.65, sir,” the Clerk said. The “Sir,” was exaggerated and passive aggressive.
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean handed the cashier money, picked up his six-pack, paused and looked the cashier in the eyes before stating “Thank you for your time.” He turned and exited the building while the cashier stared at the door that Dean had just walked out of.
    

    
      
    

    
      Dean stepped back into his truck and sat in contemplation for a moment. He looked at the tattooed man on the curb, to the building and then back out at dead foliage surrounding them virtually everywhere that he looked. There was something in the air. It felt like everything was decaying. Dean put his truck in gear and turned back onto the road to the cabin. 
    

