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  Once Upon A Time




  




   




  “Once upon a time, not that long ago, there was a city called Vancouver, in a province called British Columbia, in a country called Canada. This city had millions of people in it and huge buildings. The buildings were so tall the sunlight never reached the ground, everything was in shadow all day and all night.”




  I paused to gaze at my audience. Their mouths hung open and their eyes were round with disbelief.




  My audience was three small children, one little boy, and two little girls, not one over the age of six. They started to push each other as they sat under an old blanket in front of the fire.




  The others had finished their evening chores and settled in front of the fire as well. I hoped by the telling of stories and the singing of songs that some of the old information would be preserved for future generations.




  “Jenna, go on,” said one of the little girls as she shoved the little boy who was trying to get her attention by pulling her blonde braid.




  “Yea Jenna, go on. By the way, what’s a million?” asked my husband Grant in his deep bass voice.




  I glanced at him and gave him a smile. He had a way of always making me feel good. I continued my story.




  “Do you see the rocks on the hill, and the gravel we climbed to look for the salmon?” I asked the children.




  The children nodded at me and smiled. I had their attention again. “Well, there are probably a million rocks there.  Do you see the large skeletons of the old redwoods and cedars?” They nodded. “Well, these buildings were even higher than some of them.”




  I heard the crackle and pop of the dead wood in our fire and smelled the dust and dirt a short distance from the cave we used as a shelter.




  I swallowed, but my mouth was so dry that my tongue stuck to the roof of it. I licked my cracked lips anyway to give them a little moisture, but I was left with the metallic taste of blood.




  I watched Grant give some water to one of the children and the other two asked for some, too. I looked at him and handed him my ration. He nodded and smiled at me as he gave them a few swallows each. It wasn’t much, but it would have to do.
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