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        To my family for love, support, and encouragement, which may come to an end if any of you read this book.
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      The book you hold in your hands is what Haunted Whispers should have been from the beginning. Unfortunately, that wasn’t possible when this collection of short stories came into existence back in 2012.

      

      At the time, I was young and had a few stories published. I had a few others sitting on my hard drive that were unpublished, probably for good reason. I decided it was time to put a book out, but the thought of writing a novel-length work seemed like a daunting task for which I wasn’t quite ready. A short story collection seemed more reasonable. So, I took the stories I had already written and wrote a few more to make the book a bit thicker and set about learning how to self-publish a book since I didn’t have the confidence in myself to believe a publisher would give it the time of day.

      

      At the time, there was another author I had as a friend on Facebook who had self-published his own book. I decided to approach him and ask him how he went about it. By this time, Amazon’s Createspace had been around for about twelve years, but I’d never heard of it. It seemed like an author’s dream. No upfront costs. They just took a percentage of every book sold. With Createspace, I could make a print book and do an ebook with KDP. The only cost involved was the cover since a member of a writing group I was involved in a few years before was doing some work as an editor for a publisher, so he was kind of enough to help me with editing the book. Within a few months, the book was published and ready for sale.

      

      The problem? Almost nobody bought it. A few of my co-workers purchased some copies directly from me. A couple of family members as well. Other than that, I don’t recall the book getting a single sale.

      

      This was my fault. While I was spending time learning how to self-publish a book, it never even occurred to me to learn how to market it. I had no idea how to promote myself or my work.

      

      So, the book remained for sale, even though no one was buying it, and I busied myself writing a novel. This time, I was determined to get it published by an actual publisher. I had become disillusioned with self-publishing and I wasn’t even close to ready to trying it again.

      

      In 2014, I completed a novel called Flushed which is and probably will always be my one published work outside the horror genre. Horror is my passion but that book needed to be written. It was a form of therapy to help me through some tough times I’d been having. My first thought was to send it to an agent and hope for the best. But, another writer friend had put out a few books with a small publisher who was just starting out. At this point, they had been around for about two years. I asked my friend about her experiences with the publisher and she had nothing but nice things to say about her experience, so I sent them my manuscript. At that time, the publisher was known as Creativia but they have since rebranded as Next Chapter Publications, a much better name in my humble opinion.

      

      Now, usually, when you send a manuscript to a publisher, a typical wait time for a response is anywhere from six months to a year. So imagine my surprise when I heard back within a week. They had a few questions for me about why I wanted to publish with them rather than self-publish, to which I responded by telling them about my lack of knowledge with regards to marketing and promotion. They told me they could help me with this and sent me a contract, which I read and signed. They worked quickly and the book was out within a few months.

      

      I got to work on my next book, a horror novel originally called Burnt Ashes (yes, I know what horrible title it is), which is now Ashes to Ashes. The publisher of my first book picked this one up as well.

      

      Within a few months of that one coming out, I was contacted by the publisher. They noticed I had self-published a collection of short stories and wanted to know if they could put it out under their banner. I was more than happy to oblige. The book got a complete overhaul. The publisher and I re-edited the book, they slapped a new cover on it, and I had now had three books published with them. Life seemed good.

      

      But it wasn’t. Not entirely. Haunted Whispers weighed on me for years afterward. There were some good stories in it. Stories I was proud to have written and readers seemed to enjoy. There were others, well…let’s just say I wasn’t as proud of those. Two of the stories, Home for the Holidays and Consumed, were written for specific anthologies and both were rejected. I was too naïve to realize that perhaps there were good reasons why they were turned down. Also, I was always bothered by the violence in Home for the Holidays. The story was written for an anthology of extreme horror. Now, I do enjoy reading some authors who write some pretty extreme stuff, but it was never something I enjoyed writing. I’ve written three extreme horror stories, one of which was published. But looking back, I’m embarrassed by all of them. Another story, The Lost, was weak. It was a good idea when I wrote, but the execution of it was lacking. It was a story written specifically for the collection and looking back on it, I should have scrapped it. A Tad Bit Ghostly is a story I enjoyed writing and some readers have said it’s their favorite in the book. But it didn’t fit the tone. The book was filled with haunting stories, most of which did not have a happy ending, and there’s this screwball comedy at the end.

      

      So, what was I going to do with this book in which I had no faith and could no longer claim I was proud of? I planned to pull the book from the publisher, give it a new title and cover, and pull the four previously mentioned stories and replace them with better ones written since the original publication of the book. I was going to self-publish it (yes, even though I had sworn off self-publishing for good. Trust me, I wasn’t happy about it). While discussing the idea of pulling the book and me getting the publishing rights back with Next Chapter, they said they were open to the idea of me swapping out some of the stories, adding this introduction, and adding in story notes at the end of the book. The compromise was, the cover would remain (which I’m okay with, I do love the cover), as would the original title. I could live with that, especially if it meant not having to venture into the scary world of self-publishing again. I’ve done it twice and fell flat on my face both times.

      

      So, dear reader, here is the new version of this book. My preferred version. I think it’s a stronger book having made some changes to it and I hope you think so too.

      

      
        
        --Joseph Mulak

        Spring 2021

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            IN THE HANDS OF AN ANGRY GOD

          

        

      

    

    
      There are just a few of us left now. As far as I know, anyway. We’re so far away from civilization there could be millions of survivors still out there, but I doubt it. Things were bad when I left the city. I can’t imagine they got any better.

      There used to be eighteen of us. Just a collection of people who managed to stumble on the same remote cabin over the last few months. Seven of us have managed to stay alive up until now.

      Bryce is still with us. Dammit. That self-absorbed pretty boy never ceases to aggravate me. Even now I can’t look at him without feeling like I’m going to throw up. But he hasn’t killed himself yet. I guess that’s something I can say for him. I thought he would have now that he doesn’t have his looks to get by anymore.

      Even the women in our group, the ones that fawned over Bryce’s handsome face and toned body, deny it now. They want to be seen as strong, independent, feminist women. In reality, they’re the exact opposite of what they pretend to be.

      Cass is the worst of them. If she could talk, nothing intelligent would come out of her mouth and I’m sure she’d use the word “like” more often than is necessary for every sentence. I’ve never been so grateful for the silence. I mean, she still draws her eyebrows on. Who’s she trying to impress? Not Bryce. Not anymore.

      Roxanne is the one person I can stand these days. Curtis used to be okay, but he’s become paranoid since Brad committed suicide. I can’t say I blame him. No one ever came out and said it, but I’m pretty sure they were a couple. Or at least sleeping together. I don’t know that for sure, but the way they acted around each other, they just seemed close.

      But Roxanne, now there’s a woman with a good head on her shoulders. She can keep calm in any situation, and she didn’t show the least bit of interest in the pretty boy. Maybe that’s why I like her so much. In a platonic way, mind you.

      The cabin is large enough for all of us. It was cramped at first, but since the herd’s been thinned out a bit, it’s a lot better. There are three bedrooms. I share a room with Curtis. Roxanne and Cass have a room together, as do Camille and Autumn. Bryce is on the couch. Before, when we more than doubled our current population, people were sleeping in chairs, on the floor, wherever we could find the space. I wouldn’t say I’m happy about the eleven people who killed themselves, but it is nice to sleep in a bed.

      Curtis and I are in the living room. I have no idea where the others are. Maybe out for a walk in the woods. Maybe hunting for food. Maybe in another room in the house. Maybe dead. Who knows? I haven’t seen any of them all day.

      I’m reading. The cabin came stocked with lots of reading material, otherwise, I would have gone nuts a long time ago and checked out like the others. Curtis is sitting in the chair across from me. When I look up, he’s writing on his notepad. It’s the little things I miss. Like the sound of a pencil scratching on the paper. You don’t notice these things until they’re gone. He tears out the sheet and hands it to me.

      “Do you think this will ever end?” it asks me.

      I shrug. No sense in writing something I can convey with a gesture. Paper is running low and I have no idea if we’ll be getting more any time soon. I’m thinking at some point we’ll have to find a way into town to get some supplies. Assuming there are any left. After a year, who knows how much has already been looted.

      I hand the sheet back to Curtis and he starts writing something else on it before giving it back. “I miss Brad.”

      I write, “I know.” And give it back.

      “I miss the others too.”

      I nod. I get the impression Curtis is like me in that he has very little respect for those who are left. He spends a lot of time with Roxanne, but he tends to avoid the rest of them as I do.

      He doesn’t write anything else, so I assume the conversation is over and go back to my book. The pickings are slim these days. I’ve already burned through the thrillers and mysteries and I’m reading the classics now. War and Peace. I figured it should last a while but I’m not enjoying it. It’s dry and long-winded, but it’s a time killer.

      I can feel Curtis’ eyes on me, and when I look up he’s staring at me, pleading. I don’t know what to do. He’s upset, I can see that. He’s alone and depressed and I have no way of comforting him. We’re screwed. That’s all there is to it.

      But he won’t stop looking at me and it’s distracting. I have no idea what the hell he wants from me. Hell, I could use some comforting myself. Curtis isn’t the only one who has lost people. I had a family once. Back before all this started. I had a wife and an unborn child.

      Now they’re gone and here I am with a bunch of strangers, most of whom I don’t even like. Funny how things work out.

      Camille and Autumn walk into the room, startling me. I don’t hear their footsteps approaching. Of course I don’t. I haven’t heard anything in over a year. They’re both crying and I know before they can show us. I know we lost someone else.

      The girls lead us outside to the back of the cabin where Roxanne had found a shotgun and killed herself.

      Dammit. I was hoping it was Bryce.

      But I can’t say I’m surprised. I can’t blame her. I think about doing the same thing every minute of every day. I don’t know what keeps me from going through with it.

      I motion for the girls to go back into the house. Curtis and I grab shovels and start digging a hole. I can tell he doesn’t want to. He’s upset and shaking from holding back tears, but I don’t want to do this alone. I’m holding back tears too, but I hide it better.

      It’s a difficult task. Not just the actual labor. But burying a body--a human being--never gets easier. I’m sure that someday I’ll be doing this for Curtis. And then I will cry.

      We finish packing the dirt. I lean on my shovel and wipe the sweat from my forehead. I want to say something. Words of encouragement or my favorite memory of Roxanne. Something. But I can’t. I can only think what I want to say. Writing it wouldn’t have the same effect as if I’d said it out loud.

      I go back into the house, but Curtis stays behind, staring at the spot where we buried our friend. I leave him to his grief.

      The girls are in the living room, seated where Curtis and I had been earlier, both still crying.

      Autumn takes out her notepad. Hers has a lot more blank pages than mine. She’s not much of a talker.

      “Why is He doing this to us?” she writes, and I shrug. I ask myself that same question every waking moment and I have yet to come up with an answer. I don’t even have so much as a theory.

      I wait for a follow-up question, but there isn’t one. We already know who is doing this. We just don’t know why.

      I find an empty chair and sit. We all just stare at each other, trying to make sense of what our lives have become, why we choose to keep going on. But it’s a useless endeavor.

      We stay there until the sun goes down. Curtis hasn’t returned and there’s still no sign of Bryce. I think about going outside to look for Curtis but I’m afraid of what I might find. Maybe Roxanne’s death was too much for him. The straw that broke the camel’s back, so to speak. I can’t take too much heartache in one day. If Curtis is dead, he can wait until morning.

      I don’t care where Bryce is. I don’t want to see him, and I hope he’s either dead or run away in search of something better. Maybe that makes me a bad person, but I don’t care anymore. Think of me what you will. I am who I am.

      I start to feel tired and leave the room. I go to my bed and lie down since there’s nothing else to do. I spend a lot of my time sleeping. Or, at least, lying in bed trying to sleep. With everything going on, it’s hard. I toss and turn, unable to get comfortable.

      Tonight is no different. I keep seeing Roxanne’s lifeless eye staring at me. Just the one since half her face was missing from the scatter of the pellets. I can’t get the image out of my head. I see it every time I close my eyes, so I keep them opened and I stare at the wall, hoping sleep will find me.

      I feel someone in the room with me. I assume it’s Curtis coming back, but when I prop myself up on my elbow to look, it’s Autumn. She stands in the doorway for a few moments, as if trying to decide on something.

      She walks over, slowly, and sits down on my bed, stroking my back.

      I’m uncomfortable, but I can’t say anything.

      She kisses my neck several times and I remember the first time I made love to Amber after the world was taken over by the silence. It wasn’t the same not even close. I couldn’t hear the sound of our bodies slamming together, her moans, her calling out my name.

      It seemed empty.

      I never touched her again after that.

      When I found her dead in our basement, hanging from the ceiling, I thought it was my fault. I still do.

      I can feel Autumn’s touch as she places her hands under my shirt but can’t hear the smack of her lips as she lifts it and kisses my chest.

      Maybe that’s why I put my hands on her shoulders and push her away.

      Or maybe it’s because I still have the image of Roxanne stuck in my head and it dampens the mood.

      Or even because I know she’s looking for comfort and would seek it with any available man and I just happen to be there. But I know she would rather Bryce as he used to be, but she can’t have that now. Not ever again.

      Whatever the reason, I stop her. She looks at me for a long moment, confused, trying to figure out if I’m serious.

      Even I’m surprised. I’d be lying if I said I never looked at her with lust, sneaking quick glances at her thin body when I thought she wasn’t looking. Staring at her ass when she wore short shorts and the tight shirts that hugged her body and showed off her perfect breasts. I’d fantasized about this moment more often than I care to admit, but I just can’t go through with it. I know it wouldn’t be right.

      She leaves the room and I’m left to wonder if it happened or if I’d imagined the whole thing.

      In the morning, when I see her, neither of us can look the other in the eye. I’m searching through the cupboards looking for something to eat. It’s been a few days since I’ve had anything. I’ll have to go hunting later since we’re out of canned provisions. I don’t think we’re too far away from the nearest town. Maybe I can go for a walk later and find a store that hasn’t been picked clean.

      Autumn comes up behind me and sticks a note in my face.

      “Did Curtis come back last night?”

      I shake my head and write my own note. “If he did, he got up before me. He wasn’t in his bed when I woke up.”

      She looks worried. She likes Curtis. We all do. There’s a childlike innocence we found refreshing. I’m worried too.

      “I’m sure he’s fine,” I write. “I’ll go look for him in a bit.”

      She gives me a solemn nod and I can tell she’s not comforted, but there’s not much more I can do for her.

      Bryce walks into the kitchen and I lose my appetite. That face. It makes me want to throw up every time I see it.

      Autumn leaves as soon as he walks in and I see the hurt in his eyes. He knows it’s because of him, but he has no control over it. I won’t go so far as to say it’s not his fault. It is. It was his own stupidity.

      It was a few months back. There were more of us then. Fourteen, I think. One of our ranks was a fanatical religious woman. Nancy. An older lady. She was a little weird, but nice. The others made fun of her because she spent most of her time reading the Bible. Notes were passed between us, making fun of her and inquiring how she could still believe in God after what had happened. I tried not to make fun of her. I didn’t see anything wrong with having faith in something that gives you hope. She wasn’t hurting anybody by reading the Bible and praying. She was just trying to find some peace among the chaos, like the rest of us.

      We were sitting in the cabin’s living room. All of us. Passing notes back and forth, offering ideas as to what was going on. Nancy had dared to offer her opinion.

      “God is punishing the world,” she wrote. “Just as he had in the days of Noah.” The note was passed around. Most people glanced at it, realized it was just more of her religious gibberish, and passed it along to the next person without giving it another thought.

      Until the note reached Bryce.

      He read it, the disdain showing on his face. He didn’t pass the note. Instead, he stood up and walked out of the room, returning with a sheet of paper and a black marker. On it, he had written “FUCK GOD” and slammed the paper on the coffee table for everyone to see.

      That’s when Nancy ran out of the room.

      We all assumed she was hurt by what Bryce did and needed a few moments to regain her composure, so we didn’t think anything of it. I can’t speak for anyone else, but I thought that Bryce had crossed a line and what he did was unnecessary and cruel. But he didn’t deserve what he got.

      What none of us had suspected was that Nancy had gone to the kitchen. Because of the silence, none of us could hear what she was doing.

      She returned with a large knife and before any of us could react, she pounced on Bryce, slashing at him in anger. No thought behind it, just slashing blindly, hoping to hit something.

      She got his face several times. He put his hands up to protect himself and got his arm sliced up pretty good.

      It was the first time I’d seen someone in pain, screaming and begging for help without a sound. It was a surreal moment.

      We rushed to his aid. If I’m being honest, I did it because I knew I would be judged afterward if I didn’t at least pretend to help. We managed to pull her off, but not before the damage had been done. Bryce’s face had been cut up beyond recognition.

      Camille was a nurse. She grabbed the first aid kit and patched him up as best she could, but without the benefit of a hospital and the proper equipment, she was limited in what she could do.

      Nancy continued to fight us, still trying to go after Bryce, which left us with the unpleasant task of figuring out what to do with her.

      In the end, there was one option. We couldn’t trust her. Kicking her out wasn’t even viable since we had no idea if she might try to come back, this time wanting to kill more than just Bryce.

      No. Death was the only way to ensure the safety of everyone else in the cabin. We hung her outside, behind the house. None of us knew how to tie a proper noose, so we stood there watching her struggle as she choked to death. It took a lot longer than I expected and I took no pleasure in watching her die. Hell, I wish she had finished the job on Bryce at least. But instead of killing him, she left him disfigured, the scars making his face look like ground beef. A fate worse than death, for Bryce and for us since we’re the ones who have to look at him.

      If he hadn’t decided to be a jerk, he’d still have his looks and his pick of the women who are left. Poetic justice if you ask me. He insulted what she loves most, God, so she took away what he loves most, his looks.

      So, Bryce hands me a note. “I found Curtis.”

      As difficult as it is, I look at his face, searching for some sign that it was good news. He shook his head.

      Dammit. Another body to bury.

      Five of us left now.

      I scrawl a quick note and hand it to him. “Don’t tell the girls about this.” He nods and I run out the door to bury the body before anyone else can find it.

      I realize how dumb this is before I even get there. There’s no way I can bury Curtis that quick. Even with the two of us, it took over an hour to get Roxanne into the ground. By myself, it would take even longer.

      I decide to drag Curtis into the woods and hide the body until everyone is asleep and I have more time.

      I’m not going to tell you how he did it. It’s too gruesome. It was almost as if he felt he needed to punish himself for something he had done and so made his own death as painful as possible.

      I hide the body and hope no one asks me if I’ve seen Curtis. I don’t want to lie but I’m doing my best to keep people alive.

      I’m just not doing a very good job of it.

      There’s a river near the house where I clean up. My shirt is full of blood, so I take it off and leave it with Curtis’ body. I managed to keep my pants clean, which is good. I can get away with going around with no shirt on. It would be embarrassing to have to explain why I’m walking around with no pants.

      I go back to the house but I don’t see anyone at first. It seems like everyone needs to be alone to mourn. I can’t blame them. We all liked Roxanne. She had an upbeat personality that you couldn’t help but like. It was going to take some time for all of us to recover.

      I sit down on the couch in the living room. I don’t bother trying to read. I know I won’t be able to concentrate on a book right now. Instead, I just sit, trying to clear my mind of all the shit that’s happened in the last little while, and find some peace.

      Of course, this doesn’t happen. Trying to force it all out of my head just brings it back up and makes me think of it even more. God, too much has happened in such a short time. Less than a year and a half ago I was married, expecting my first child, had a great career. Now, look at the way things are. The five of us could be the last people on Earth for all I know.

      Autumn was the last person to arrive and she’s been here for at least eight months.

      I think.

      It’s hard to keep track of time these days, but I’m pretty sure it’s been eight or nine months.

      I don’t know if that means anything, but the last time I was anywhere near civilization, it didn’t look too hopeful.

      When things went quiet, people panicked. Most of us thought we had gone deaf. It was like God had pointed a remote control at the world and hit the mute button.

      It wasn’t until we realized that everyone else was going through the same thing that we figured out we had it wrong. We didn’t go deaf. Everything else went quiet. We had no idea why. In just one minute everything was fine. The next, no birds chirping, no scraping of shoes on the sidewalk, no wind rustling through the leaves, no dogs barking. Nothing.

      So yeah, people panicked. But we got back into the groove. It was weird, but you know, if we, as a society, can band together, we can stick it out. After all, we still had electricity, running water. Even our cell phones still worked. We could text to communicate. We even had internet still, so email and instant messaging were great ways to keep communication alive too. We were set.

      And it worked out great. That is until the cell phones and the internet stopped working. That’s when all hell broke loose. No one could stand to live in a world without electronic communication.

      People turned feral, attacking others for no reason. People either committed suicide or were killed by some raving lunatic.

      It was weird that electronics were holding the fabric of society together. I mean, I always knew cell phones and social media were important to people, but this important? Not even I would have guessed it.

      Amber and I hid in our home for as long as we could, but our supplies were low and I was going to have to go out in search of more soon. She begged me not to. She said she didn’t know what she would do if anything happened to me.

      I tried to be the voice of reason and told her that we would both die, not to mention our unborn child, if I didn’t go. She gave up trying to convince me.

      The next day I left. I was only gone a few hours. I had managed to grab a few things. A couple of days’ worth of food, nothing much. Turns out it was all for nothing. When I got back, that’s when I found her hanging in the basement. She had left a note saying she didn’t want to raise our child in this world after what it had become.

      After that, I didn’t see the point in sticking around.

      That’s when I left and stumbled upon the cabin. There were already nine people there. Somehow we all happened to stumble upon it in the middle of nowhere. The rule of the house is that no one is turned away. Anyone who needs help, food, or shelter gets it. That’s how we ended up with eighteen people under the roof at one time.

      I see something moving off to the side. When I turn my head, I see Bryce entering the room. He’s pale. He looks like he’s about to throw up. Tears are welling up in his eyes.

      My first thought is another suicide and I know my heart can’t take yet another. I just finished burying Curtis, I don’t want to have to bury someone else so soon.

      But then I notice the knife in his hand, fresh blood still dripping from the blade.

      What did you do? I mouth the words slowly so he won’t misunderstand. What the hell did you do?

      He stares at me for a few seconds and I think he’s formulating a response. But before I get one, he drops the knife and bolts for the door. Every instinct tells me to go after him and beat him until my knuckles bleed, but the knife and the blood worry me and I have to see what happened.

      I check the bedrooms. Mine is empty, of course. I shared it with Curtis and he’s gone now. When I check the next room, I find them. Camille, Cass, and Autumn. All dead, their throats slit. The kills are fresh. A few spurts of blood spew from Autumn’s neck before stopping.

      I can’t believe it. As much as I hate Bryce, as selfish as he is, I never thought him capable of something like this. I’m sure the girls didn’t see it coming either. Or heard it.

      I drop to my knees, tears pouring from my eyes. I may not have liked them, but never would I have wished anything like this on any of them. But in a way, I envied them and the others that have gone before me. Their suffering is at an end while mine continues. I don’t have the guts to end it like so many before me.

      Maybe that’s what Bryce was trying to do. End their suffering.

      I think about going after him, but I have no idea which way he went. I have no wish to stumble around hoping to find him.

      Instead, I stand up and go back to the living room. Back to the couch.

      I don’t know what to do. I am alone for the first time in over a year and I have no idea what to do or where to go.

      Why? Why is this happening? I think. It’s almost a prayer but not quite. I was never a spiritual person.

      “You did this to yourselves.”

      It’s a voice. An honest-to-god voice. I hear it. It’s not my imagination.

      I look around, trying to see whoever is speaking. But I’m alone.

      I try to call out, hoping that the silence is gone, but nothing comes out. I try again but get the same result.

      “Don’t bother. The silence has not been lifted. You can hear me because I am the cause of it and thus I am outside of it.”

      Who are you? I figure if it heard my thoughts the first time, it could do it again. God?

      “Some call me that, but I have many names.”

      Why are you doing this?

      “As I said, this is your own doing. I didn’t destroy you. You destroyed yourselves, as I knew you would.”

      But why? Why did you create the silence?

      “What other choice did I have? Would anyone want to see their creation spew hatred from their mouths at every turn? You were not meant for this. I created you to be kind and loving toward one another. But you rejected that and you used words to hurt one another, to lie, to harm reputations, to bully, to cause others to take their own lives out of shame or because they could not take it anymore. I’ve watched this go on for centuries and I could bear it no more.”

      Oh my god, I’m going crazy. My mind has snapped, and I think God is talking to me.

      “I had hoped that without communication, you would see the error of your ways, but in my heart, I knew it wouldn’t change anything. I am sad to say I was right.”

      So what now?

      “What now? Nothing. You will do whatever it is you decided to do. The human race will die out and there will be nothing left. As for me, I will go on existing as I always have.”

      You’re not going to create a new race?

      “No. I have learned my lesson. I cannot create a race with freewill and expect them to love one another. It’s not possible. And to create a race of mindless robots would be meaningless. Once all humanity is dead, your race will become extinct.”

      Am I the last?

      “There are still many left, spread out across the Earth. I have been watching them as I have watched you. They’re no better off. They will be dead soon as well.”

      I’m not convinced that extinction is inevitable. What if people have children? And those children learn to survive as well? We could start over.”

      Maybe we will survive. Maybe we’ll surprise you.

      “I doubt that. I have been here since before the dawn of time. I created your race and have been watching it ever since. Nothing you do surprises me. You are predictable. You have a tendency toward violence that angers me, and I will ensure your destruction. There is nothing to be done about it. I should have seen this coming sooner.”

      I stand up. I’m not about to give up just because God tells me there’s no hope. I know there are still people left. I just need to find them.

      I start to search the cabin for supplies. There’s nothing left for me at the cabin now. I need to move on.

      When I find other survivors, we will work to rebuild our race and the humans will have dominion over the Earth once again.

      Even though we are in the hands of an angry god, we will survive in defiance of the loving father who turned his back on us.
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