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It should be said outright that the markings of days in this book begins at a time many days after the disaster which demanded it be written at all. The days before this log began were filled with the sorrow, melancholy, and raw survival you can imagine would exist when all is lost. But for purposes of posterity, it must be said that an unknown number of days have passed since the event itself and the first volume of this tome. The event, The Cataclysm, I will discuss in due time as best I am able. Of course, another reason not to previously write was that I had no spirit or inclination to do so, having lost all that there was, or so it then seemed. But no matter how tenuous the grip of these rebellious claws, I hold fast to life and write for you now. The first of this new history is recorded. By chance, as it were, this duty arrives now at the hands of one who wasn't meant to write, insomuch as his birthright; yet finds himself doing so now. You will, perhaps, forgive the lack of artistic prowess with which the words tumble onto the pages. I have hopes that if this is the only book for the moment, the consequential measures of comparison will prove merciful. Of note, too, is that this is merely a record. I have no personal objective beyond sharing with the future the things of the past. By this I hope to preserve and protect a future world; one that would do well to remember such things.
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DAY ONE 

The world has begun again, or rather has just ended like the crushing of a flower. But it has reseeded itself upon the ground. Here, in the soil, it fights on. Knowledge remains in the minds of those who remain to tell of it. That is, knowledge of those things which make a modern man or woman happy; electricity, water treatment, carpentry, and transportation of goods. These are things which are remembered. Though, admittedly, they are not a primary occupation to us who remember them. As such, it is perhaps not true knowledge so much as it is memories of true knowledge. A new world has begun indeed. It is one in which the things of the past have become nothing more than a footnote; something to talk about over a cup of rabbit stew, boiled carrots, or some other treat which can only be properly appreciated after the bitter end of an age. Things of the past, of course, are not such footnotes that we will forget them entirely. But with present circumstances considered, we have the opportunity to start anew. And in this newness, I believe we have all begun to see the fading of our past as a dream from which we've now awoken. Or perhaps that is only I; and that only as a means to cope with the darkness of so much loss. This is the place in which we have found ourselves, alive in only the basest of ways, but pushing ever onward. 

It is a cloudy night during which no structure stands to aid us. Which is, admittedly, a state we remaining men and women find ourselves in more often than not. There are no heavy coats or developed shelter. We have only memories, good and bad. And of that we have very little, in total, because only eight of us remain. Four men. Four women. At the very least, we will remember to boil water and cook meat if we happen to collect either. We possess nothing with which to hunt and thus far have only rainwater to drink. We have learned how inept we are at trapping. And fire is another matter altogether, an achievement we have yet to conquer. Thus, on this cloudy night, with what has become a customary and usual rain, we are quite cold.

Much more should be said about a cataclysm capable of erasing all structures and humans from a planet. For the sake of history, the attempt should be made to describe how thorough the disaster was to have left only eight alive, and nothing, and no one more. For eight to have survived at all is something of a miracle. It would seem that billions of others were lost in swift order in a fraction of a moment. To satisfy the description of this event we could conjure in our minds a device with indescribable power. What more can we do? If it was such a device, in the way that we all think of devices, the eight of us know not. If it was another cause, we know not. In truth, the only thing known at all is that eight remain. No structures remain. No books or blueprints appear to have been saved. No tools survived. No cities. No carriages. No pipelines or ships. All, as it pertains to manmade things, is gone. That this is so (that all manmade things are no more) is known innately within each of us to a degree leaving no doubt, though it is yet a mystery to be solved.

The largest survivor, nature itself, has thrived without cruel mankind amassed to hew it down. And as far as history books proceed, my meager words will have to suffice to describe an event far beyond the ability of us, the survivors, to understand; much less describe to you in full feeling. It is you, the lucky future generation, for which this is being written. But of note is that this text, as far as you the reader are concerned, is the first text ever to be written in this new world. It should be easy to find on a shelf we've yet to build. It will be placed there next to a bowl, I imagine, or perhaps a vase if we are able to construct those items once more. We do remember them. And I believe that memory is enough to build them once more someday near. After all, it is in the lack of these items that their luxury is highlighted boldly.

There is, of course, more to say on the matter. But as I suppose you’ll come to realize, this will need to be situated first in our minds before being documented fully. As yet, there is no permanent proof that it is we, only eight, that remain. However, the peculiar events which seem to have led to our survival leave little doubt. It must be us and us alone. We haven’t a reason to suspect otherwise. As for how we came to this place, with its rain and tall forests, there is even less explanation available.

There is an accountant in the group. There is also a mother who is now childless, but professes to be well-versed in the occupation of seamstress. There is a gardener. There is a young man who has never before held a profession at all but has experienced much on the dime of his now-vanished father. A mystery woman there is also, in that we do not know what she does. You see, she hasn’t spoken. There is also a bartender, and a doctor of a sort we have yet to discover. To finish the list of survivors, there is a man of mystery who speaks very little but writes quite a lot, and in that way speaks much. I'm sure you are in some way familiar with this last man, having already read some of what he has written. These are the eight from the end of things (which instead for us, and perhaps you, is rather just the beginning). This is your beginning. It is one we shall strive to build for you upon a foundation of stone. 

Having so scribed all of these things, I should inform you that it is with quite a lot of effort that it is done at all. With no artificial tools of any kind, I write with chalk, for now. I have found myself a small cave that I am sure the others have not yet seen. It would seem a heavy matter to spend such a vast time at this effort were it not for lack of anything else remaining with which to entertain myself. In that regard, we've nothing but time to fill. I wish to bring this cave to the attention of the others for the purpose of shelter, but it is quite small – small enough to use the light of day through its entrance. I have not yet shared it in favor of my secret work which you now read. In due time, Futurians, it will be transported to paper – if only we are able to make some. Book-binding will be no less a feat. For now, the print will remain small and the writings as lengthy only as the walls.

DAY TWO

We've discovered the names between ourselves, which, in retrospect, should have been the first endeavor we undertook. A laugh was shared at the blunder, which was something of a marvel because laughter was eerie and strange. It was as if we had only just learned to laugh again. None of us are to be blamed, of course. The circumstances warrant peculiar thinking. Even so, I shall list the names in a similar order as yesterday’s introduction for reasons of convenience in calling them to mind. The accountant is called Lisbet. The mother, who we've come to learn is quite skilled in needlecraft, though still lacking the equipment with which to make use of it, is called Heidi. The gardener is called Kristiane. The young man (the son of the wealthy) is called Balduino. His many tales of stocks and the exchanges of high prices have already caused the others to endure a treacherous load of jargon. For that, the rest of us have already learned to subtly turn conversation away from such things in order to save ourselves the burden. But on with it before I am accused of the same. The woman whose occupation we do not know is called Yasmin, of whom we have learned little else thus far. In fact, this is only assumed to be a name, for she wrote this in the dirt. The bartender is Sesto and the doctor, Qiu. That leaves only the one who writes the words, whom you may call Oliver. Thusly named we are as follows: Accountant - Lisbet, Seamstress - Heidi, Gardner - Kristiane, Formerly Rich Boy - Balduino, Mystery Woman - Yasmin, Bartender - Sesto, Doctor - Qiu, Writer - Oliver. 

This leaves only the matter of what this book of history will describe – as so far we have done little else but talk amongst each other and recount our histories one with another. That is, all but Yasmin, who has remained silent. 

DAY THREE

It is through the minimal exploration we've undertaken thus far that we have discovered the condition of our new homestead. The trees are tall and various, which is a thing we are delighted to learn because of our need for shelter. We have used the bark of one of them to weave together a small rope. With this, we were able to attach naturally-sharpened rocks onto handle-like branches that had fallen from the boughs above. It is with much pride that we eventually wielded two makeshift axes constructed only of stones and branches. 

For our longer term efforts, Kristiane is anxious to start a garden. She has yet to find suitable land for such an undertaking. There is also now the matter of seeds with which to plant and sow our survival. She does not seem worrisome in this due to our vivacious surroundings.

We have succeeded at last in making a fire through much effort. The matter of it taking us until such a late day would be somewhat amusing except to anyone who has attempted to make fire with only twigs; especially due to the persistent onslaught of rain. But fire we have and spirits are high for the moment. We have used our new axes to chop branches and create a sort of lean-to against a large boulder. 

At long last, Balduino has reappeared from his walk, having found an apple tree some distance away. The fruit was not ripe, but the report was welcome to Kristiane, who has designs at once to collect seed from the tree. It is a promise only for a distant future, she explained, as it will take some time for such a seed or cutting to mature. The others returned from their walk with nothing more. That is, all have returned but Yasmin. The dusk approaches in swift shades of gray. Together, seven of us wonder what has become of her as we tend the fire and listen to nature croak and cackle.

[image: image]

DAY FOUR

Yasmin returned during the night. We awoke to her sleeping there outside the lean-to near the embers. With a fresh memory of the arduous nature of making fire, we quickly restored our heat source to its previous glory. Yasmin awoke and allowed for the doctor to ask questions of her. Qiu is oft concerned for the woman's state of mind. All of us now are vital, being the last of all who are alive. 

I have made a paper of sorts. Really it is a thin bit of wood on which I burn letters with charcoal on a heated stick. For that reason, I am now able to share knowledge of the cave and have also transferred my chalk writings to this new medium. 

Sesto has found fresh water in the form of a roaring river. It was an announcement which aroused a cheer among the group. We hope for decent fishing there and have discussed now the moving of our small settlement to a location nearer this aquatic harvest. We count ourselves blessed now in two regards. One, that we have survived at all. And two, that wild animals do not appear to have been affected during The Cataclysm. As such, food and the various ecosystems which maintain the livelihood of the forest remain. We have only to tap into this natural resource, which now lives in abundance in this new wild.

My hand now tires and cramps from poking at the fire and the script for such long hours. And so I shall keep this as short as I can. Lisbet, Sesto, and Heidi have made their way to a location they've called the New River Camp. Having described to us the best way to arrive there ourselves, the remainder of us have the chore of moving the fire from one spot to another. It presently occurred to me –  which I vocalized to the group –  that if a rain comes, it will destroy our fire. Provisions for this will have to be considered at the new camp. Yasmin and Qiu being detached from service, due to the one being counseled and the other being a counselor, left only Balduino, Kristiane, and myself to handle the logistical challenge of the transportation of the hot coals.

DAY FIVE

I have decided to begin the adventure of creating a map of our area. It will be quite an intense chore, as you can imagine, with a wood-burning pen. Nevertheless, even after a meager time as five days, we have traveled enough distance to bring about the idea. Though we have found very little, the map will provide a structure on which to display future findings. And indeed, it may serve to be an official record of sorts, being the only map to exist. We were reluctant to leave the cave behind, but of course realized its value was only shelter; and not enough for us all at that. It sheltered from rain but did not provide drink, which the river will do aplenty. My last trip to the cave was to consult one last time the chalk I'd scrawled upon the walls. I've long since transferred its text to the bark panels, having little else to do outside of survival itself. So a map and a book I will make. These, I have decided, will be my major contributions to this new world. And others, besides, have discussed their own contributions.

Lisbet has broached the subject of currency. She admits it to be a concept for only you, the Futurians, to deal in. Yet the subject remains one of interest in light of her previous occupation as an accountant. Balduino, of course, leaned in with great interest toward this subject but had little to aid the concept forward; himself being anchored solidly in things which are now gone. Heidi spoke of what could be done for clothing when the chance arrives for us to produce materials for this undertaking. Kristiane, who I find to be quite charming, has outlined much about the way of crops and how they must be cared for. I count it a great deal lucky for us to have such a woman among us. Qiu has designated himself the useful doctor, versed in medicine and psychology. Of both skills, we have already become suspicious in quick glances around at each other whilst Qiu looks another way. But having little else to compare against, the doctor he has become. I wonder again if Yasmin has uttered a word at all since the beginning. Regardless, she spoke nothing in this session which brings me to the mention of Sesto. He has proven to be quite handy in all things involving the outdoors. It was today he mentioned a manner of moving fire from one place to another which would have simplified our previous day's journey; that involving very many smaller fires along the way. We laugh now at how simple it would have been had the matter been discussed while Sesto was present at the original camp. Of course he had gone on, as you remember, to establish New River Camp ahead of time, where we now sit.
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DAY SIX

Kristiane has instructed us in the basic gathering of plants with which we can sustain ourselves for quite some time. Here along the river, we have no shortage of them, and even some berries besides. The unfortunate matter is that the land near the river is of no use for Kristiane's garden plans.  The stones have made a plan of destroying any clear patch amidst the trees. For this we have spent the day walking in many directions in hopes of finding a fertile plain nearby. Sesto spoke of making a canoe from a log. He has never made one, but wonders at how complex it would be to undertake. With this, we would make quick work in traveling downstream and perhaps cover more territory. The idea weighed, we have set it aside for the time being to build a sustainable home camp.

It has emerged in no official capacity that Sesto is the leader by natural means. He is not the tallest, but his voice is strong and confident. Additionally, he has demonstrated clever ideas and maintains a composure which yields calm to those around him. All seem comfortable acquiescing in terms of this role. That is, all but Balduino, who exhibits the desire, in such a way as transparent as often youth will make it, to be considered an equal. As it is with Qiu's claims of being a doctor, many of us share a common glance in regards to the matter of Balduino being just a boy in want of acknowledgement.

DAY EIGHT

As days go, the last was not a productive one. It seems the collaborative efforts of nature and circumstance have conspired to make waste of our spirits. The river swelled in the night and made shambles of our make-shift hut. The fire was out again and we’d spent a good many hours, in cold and rain, wanting for a simple cover to thwart the tumult. Dark approached as the last bit of another temporary roof was put into place. Together we huddled for warmth in the oppressive shadows. And each of us, I imagine, retreated into our own unpleasantness. The next day of the series of gloom, today, has largely been spent in brooding and making light plans for a better way.

DAY NINE

With great effort (much of which was spent silently within ourselves in order to maintain our emotional stability) we constructed a much more rigid sort of hut at a safe distance from the river. Our axes have broken many times in the lashings and have shattered their rock blades. We’ve turned to Heidi for a more effective way of securing the sharp rocks to the sturdy sticks we’ve chosen as ax handles. At least twice, the handles themselves splintered apart, releasing Heidi’s strong braided work into the dust. A great appreciation for smithed metal has sprouted amongst all of us who chop and saw with the rock tools. However, the distraction of these projects is a welcome medicine to contend with the long hours of pondering deeper questions. Chiefly these questions, the ones of concern, return to the matter of the event and what actually occurred. None of us are certain, though Heidi has suggested wild theories involving beings of another place, and Lisbet has mused of great and terrible science. Balduino is relatively calm in the midst of this, being happy enough to have survived. His boyish gratefulness is endearing, especially in contrast with the bleakness expressed by the rest. Of course, Sesto, as the voice of reason and all practicality, has suggested we focus only on matters within our control for the moment. For this, we are silently grateful, even if our mouths and minds belied our gratitude. We have settled into a pleasant council of sorts in which Sesto resides as chief, deciding matters after hearing the input of each of us. It is a natural born leadership he possesses. Though before having only been a bartender, we suspect there is more to his history.

A note should be made that much of my personal opinion will indubitably linger in this text. I am unable to write in a manner which becomes that of a traditional book of history. But of course, that is of little importance to you, Futurians. There is a pleasantness in the fact that this way of personal writing may yet become the new traditional way. Still, I shall strive to reduce opinion and the meandering of thought in favor of fact as the time progresses. Strange, it is, that I currently address those who do not yet exist. Still, I wish so much for you to benefit.

––––––––
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DAY 10

Today we found ourselves with few chores left to occupy us. The needed things were quickly accomplished, leaving us to sit around the fire and discuss deeper matters. Even the ever-practical Sesto became temporarily consumed by grandiose topics, which we all discussed, in our part, to pass the time. Of note was the subject of political process and how it should be accomplished here in this devastated new world. We decided upon a system of voting for the time being which operates thusly: an anonymous mark will be made in the dirt, yea or nay, for a matter being brought up for questioning. As there are eight, an even number, we have not at length discussed the occasion of an equal vote betwixt two sides of a matter. In summary order, the agreement was made that upon reaching such a situation, we would propose, each of us, a decision or method and vote upon it. In this way, we afforded ourselves additional time to ponder the matter of our new structure of systems appropriately.

For less immediate and practical matters, we also pondered aloud theories of how things could have occurred to bring us forward into this place alone, the eight of us. In all this, Yasmin  did not speak or make any sign. She appeared rather content to shift her gaze from one person to the next as the conversation spilled forth.

Being situated as we are, the theories of the incident (which we now commonly call The Cataclysm) split firmly upon two major opinions. The one leans upon the premise that some fatal experiment due, no doubt, to a struggle of rich men meaning to plateau each other, has failed in great and terrible ways, resulting in the present dystopia. Lisbet spoke a great deal about the corruption of power and the pursuit of money which inevitably leads to such a pursuit at all. Balduino, also, had much to say in this regard. He confessed that often rich men climb far above their ability to accomplish the very means upon which they stood to get there, crushing themselves thoroughly in the process. 

The other opinion for the cause of our current disposition is that of spirituality and things beyond our ability to fathom. In this, we discovered much of each other. Kristiane readily accepts the existence of a higher power in a manner which leads the others to wonder at her certainty. She describes the event as punishment for evil deeds much in the way the world was in Noah’s time. Of note, she proclaimed triumphantly, there were eight remaining for the ark’s expedition as well. This fact is one that dwells on me not as something to be considered verifiable. Yet it does, to my mind, seem to warrant the curiosity due it. Heidi and Lisbet appeared to share an equally strong distaste for Kristiane’s certainty, suggesting coincidence in all areas, while Qiu applauded their distaste with much gusto. Balduino participated with Yasmin in silence and Sesto, too, sat pensively without making his full opinion known. As a matter of detail, I, Oliver, noticed at this point a flicker in Sesto’s eye which expressed reticence to approach, or perhaps great knowledge of, the topic of spirituality. I have made note, separately, to inquire further of him, perhaps when we are alone. 

For my part, I explained to the others the great lengths I had undertaken to train myself for objectivity in such matters. In so doing, I presented forth a position not of one or the other idea, but of fluid balance between the two. It was not an evidence-based ordeal, I explained, because that would assume we had the ability to straight away measure and observe the things of the spiritual realm; which by simple definition are beyond us in a certain manner. Yet also, I continued, must we strive not to ignore the things which we can, and indeed have, measured and observed. Disappointingly, my position, as well thought out as I considered it, was treated as nothing more than an excuse to avoid choosing sides. At this, I began defending my opinion further, to much ordeal. The telltale signs of a train so hasty that it bends the rail to breaking would aptly describe the mood toward which the group began to turn.

But much sooner than we’d hoped, as the conversation had become quite lively, the discourse was besmirched by another wave of rain. If I had such a mind to believe as strongly as Kristiane, I would have marked the event as divine intervention. For the moment, we scurried to our shelter and awaited the rise of a new sun. 

It is while I summarize the events of the day, before I sleep, that I wonder if I shall ever see a train again. The thought occurred in the form of a metaphor, but has now wielded a powerful nostalgic wing to envelop me. I wonder at the dreams I will soon have in which such things still exist. Even now, as I close the day’s log, the distant chug of a locomotive, with its triumphant horn, carries me peacefully away.

DAY 11

Futurians, you may have wondered at the volume of wood burning I must have endured to carry the record so far without severe injury to my joints. To explain, I must detail the methods shared by Yasmin, who has silently demonstrated a method of making paper to which I hadn’t yet been privy. The process takes several days (perhaps more than a week and certainly so as I learned) and we have succeeded in making much paper for the furtherance of this record. I have since returned to the beginning to rework it in its entirety upon our new product, such as it is, paper. It is primitive, yes. But it is not so primitive as scrawling with hot embers upon a slab of larger wood or making awkward strokes with chalk upon the wall of a cave.

Here is how the paper was made: 

Firstly, Yasmin pointed me toward a specific tree, the outer bark of which was rough and rigid to the touch. Here, she borrowed my ax and chopped a small and careful line into the wood at knee-height from the ground. Seeing my confusion, no doubt, she pointed at my wood burning log, on which I had before written, and then to the tree again. Then she reached with her hand into the cut of the tree and peeled the bark upward with a gentle tug. Surprised at how easily the bark peeled, I watched her do this several times, after which she had made a suitable pile of curled bark. Some pieces were longer than our arms, some smaller. I understood now that she meant to make paper. But knowing nothing of the process, I continued to watch in silence, only now and then nodding to signify understanding at each step along the way. She carried the pile to a large concavity in a boulder near the river and set it in the midst of it. Near enough to the river as the project was, she carefully hauled water, using the half shell of a hollowed out stump round, and doused the bark. She made many trips and also spent time clogging up leaks of the water, before at last the bark was submerged and soaking. Deducing at least one step of the plan, I realized she meant to soak the bark so as to create the main bulk of the paper product. The rest of the process being still a mystery, she conveyed using hand signs that I must now wait. I told her I would do so gratefully and thanked her profusely. 

It is something of significance for me to know that my writing is valued enough to warrant the assistance; not for the reason that it is I who writes, but because it means another recognizes the importance of the record itself. I seek nothing but an improved life for Futurians beyond me who will benefit from knowing what measures brought them about. And even in this concentrated and intentional effort, I am not so perfect and humble. Yet perhaps the effort to become more perfect and more humble is all that I am currently capable of.

As I close this record for the day, I am comforted by the call of many birds among the trees. They sing to us a song we cannot play upon instruments we cannot craft. They are instruments we could not have crafted before The Cataclysm. In all of our scientific advancement, we have not made so beautiful a thing as what already exists around us.

DAY 12

Yasmin made a bowl today of baked clay. She has demonstrated a great deal of knowledge in crafts that would have, in the midst of society’s peak, been considered primitive. Now, of course, they are recognized as an indispensable utility, brought now to this shattered world. I am every day impressed further by this woman.

Sesto and Qiu returned in the afternoon, having well-mapped nearly a three mile perimeter around us. Burning their findings into a large, flattened wood panel has created for us an atlas of sorts, which we consult often. To the east lies the tail of a great ridge, which leads further eastward to a mountain. The ridge is found by first passing through trees of many varieties. Thick forest in this direction yields to sharp black rocks at the base of the ridge. To the west lies the scent of an ocean, though scouting parties have not yet set eyes upon one. There is something peculiar about the air around such a large body of water, though, and they report having experienced just such a thing. To the south is the river, running east to west, which when followed upstream arrives at a lovely pool with a large waterfall. Being approximately a mile away, Sesto and Qiu plan to hike to the peak of this waterfall next. They will need supplies and a day or two camped away from us to achieve this goal as the terrain surrounding the water is steep and stony.  It is thought they will need to travel several kilometers around behind. Lastly, to the north is found more dense forestation, speckled by open glades and rolling hills. It was from the north that the two scouts returned today, boasting the finding of a great many large mushrooms. Placing them into a pouch of leaves, held fast by a length of Heidi’s hastily built rope twine, allowed them to collect very many of these. Kristiane made her cautions known to all on certain characteristics of the different varieties. She explained which to eat and which to discard. With this knowledge, we are all more equipped to collect only those things edible and free of undesirable effects.

DAY 13

I must confess that I had very little to record today. The chores being what they are, we have gone about them as routine. My hand aches from the long process of burning with the wood pen. Today, I work to gather more firewood and then rest.

DAY 14

We have learned more of Qiu today. His previous verbosely expressed jargon of medical subjects was all very grandiose and scientific, but had made very little sense to us – whom he considers untrained. Yet the medicinal plants offered by Kristiane for my aching hands have been of great use, which he spoke nothing of. Using his same lengthy words, he has shrugged off the efficacy of such things as primitive and useless. As basic students of human behavior, especially as we have been in this new and confined world, very well honing the skill as it pertains to this small group, we know that this is merely a wounded pride which speaks. He had not thought of the solution, so it must be of little use. He has also disregarded the importance of my writing, which has of course left my opinion biased in this regard. And here it is that we find just such an example of the manner of thing I wish to avoid in this record. Is it of importance to you, Futurians? Perhaps it will be when you are here. Perhaps.

DAY 15-17

Sesto has suggested a lengthy rest from our chores. We have worked much in this half month and  for long hours each day. I, at the wood burning. Yasmin, the making of a very special pot which is larger and stronger than the others. Balduino, in collecting such a store of wood as we shall lack not for many days. Of this I was impressed especially, as my preconceptions of the rich had supposed no manual labor could befall their hands. The lad has proven me happily wrong. Lisbet and Heidi have become fast friends. Heidi has taken to teaching Lisbet the ways of weaving and sewing, such as it is with our small array of wooden tools and plant fiber. Kristiane has found useful seeds of wheat and wild garlic, which she has promised to sow into a larger crop in time. Her garden has come along nicely, though it is a lengthy walk away from our camp and consists, as of yet, of only just cultivated rows. She holds out, she explained, for the proper seeds to plant in the appropriate season.

For the next two days, there will be no writing.  I will, by Sesto’s welcome suggestion, rest my weary hands and partake of whatever festivities we are able to muster up; given such a small selection of useful devices for entertainment.
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DAY 18

Having waited patiently for many days, Yasmin, with a smile that brings joy to the group, has  made announcement, such as it is with her hands, that the bark has soaked long enough. Having been consumed by the chores of the previous week, and also by many discussions on the production of a calendar with which to mark our days, I had nearly forgotten the bark altogether. Nevertheless, Yasmin led the way happily to the boulder, carrying with her a rather large quantity of white ash, carefully selected from certain parts of our fire pit. Into her new pot, she transferred the bark and mixed in a decent measure of the ash. Understanding that there must be some measure of quality in her mind of the mixture, I watched carefully to deduce what measure that might be. Unfortunately, it all seemed to be much by feel and experience, of which I have none in making paper; an issue which must be corrected.

Back at the fire, Yasmin completed her mixture of ash and softened bark. Then she went about making a separate fire pit, beside which she stacked a great deal of wood. With carefully arranged rocks, she made a sort of roofless igloo upon which she set her bowl with its contents to boil. The doorway of the igloo shape served as an opening through which to provide new wood for burning. With a laugh, Yasmin made a sign to indicate there would be further waiting and resumed stoking the fire.

The morning sun shone through the trees upon our camp. An air of happiness actually seemed to float tanbigly in the woods. As much as none would admit it aloud, the adjustment to this new way of living had been swifter than we imagined it could be. It is simply the way of things now. While the things of the past (such as locomotives, which you, Futurians, may never in the same way witness) still hide in our memory, they fade quickly with each passing day. The previous days of relaxation were much welcomed. The group made no secret of our gratitude for this idea, as suggested by Sesto. It did much to aid in our recovery from anguish unspeakable; to which I will shortly again refer.

With my mind returning to the paper project, it is with great wonder that I imagine documents of old being prepared. The effort required to prepare even a small quantity of paper would ensure that that which was written upon it must have been appropriately scrutinized. A product of such lengthy preparation, I imagine, could not have been wasted on anything frivolous. 

With this and other subjects becoming discussion throughout the day, the group carries out what has become our assigned tasks. Balduino gathers more firewood, despite the immediate need for it. Lisbet gathers water in the eclectic containers of wood, stone, and hardened clay which we’ve amassed. Heidi repairs axes, hammers, and other tools with her growing assortment of instruments. Kristiane has continued to nurture a large plot perhaps two kilometers from the river. In it she has at last planted the various seeds we’ve thus far collected. Having no knowledge of which crops to plant, or which would even survive the given climate, the group has happily allowed her the task. Sesto and the doctor have resumed forays in all directions to see what can be found around us. With a great portion explored nearby, they have begun to extend their treks. They disappear each morning and return in the evening, sometimes, or several days later as they attempt to cover as much ground as possible. And I, Oliver, have been made busy with tending to the fire, writing, and assisting in whatever way the need arises.

The evening brings a change in the production process. Yasmin has carefully washed and smashed the bark pulp into fine bits. I assisted in the effort and very quickly discovered that it took much more effort to pulverize the bark than I would have previously surmised. With this step complete, she returned the bark to its pot for further boiling. Into the mixture she added a sort of white powder, with which I am unfamiliar. I could not understand the signs she made but understood that I would be shown at a different time how to acquire the unknown powder. With much less water in the mixture, I began to see a texture emerge like oatmeal in the pulped bark. It was then that Yasmin required my assistance in moving and placing a large flat stone above the fire where before her pot had been sitting. She drained much water from the mixture and placed large globs of the bark product onto the flat stone. With a rounded stick, she carefully flattened the pulp into a very large rectangle that matched the dimensions of the rock below it. At length, satisfied by the dimensions and thickness, she thanked me in her way and signed the sign I’ve come to learn means waiting. 

DAY 19

The paper is ready. To my surprise, the larger bowl which Yasmin made held much more of the paper paste than I had guessed would be available. Three large sheets now sit before me, nearly a foot across in each direction apiece. I designed to spend the entirety of the day re-working the pile of large wood burnings into a new sort of tome which would now be stacked upon itself gently; very much like a book despite its lack of binding. My task before me, I set about to cease the record for the current day in order to build a more robust and complete collection. I must confess at this point that I’d had no thought at all of the ink with which I would write. This brought much delight into the eyes of Yasmin who laughed aloud at the misfortune of my intellectual misstep. She then produced a thing unfamiliar to me, looking much like a rotten apple, yet more firm. She produced another, much softer. Peeling one of these open, she showed me that it was, in fact, the outer fruit of a walnut, which I had never before seen. It was once more made quite evident that our modern way of thinking – that is, of packaged goods where the toil has already been completed many days before we see such end products – should be amended, given our current plight. Nevertheless, at producing the walnuts, I remained confused for the moment. Yasmin, through many signs, showed me that the walnut husks were to be crushed and boiled much in the same way as the paper was made. Careful deliveries of heat when needed, and filtration where possible, were also required. Delighted that such a thing was possible, this walnut ink, I remained marginally dismayed that a further process lay before me which prevented the furtherance of my work. Ever-delightfully deceitful, though, Yasmin then presented a bowl containing ink, which she had secretly prepared and hidden just for this occasion. With a joy in my belly pushing out great laughter, I again made generous applause toward Yasmin, who, feeling the spirit of the moment, took a deep bow.

DAY 22

Two days were required to transfer the record to the new paper. While this occurred, Yasmin went about preparing a large supply of paper and more ink. The others carried out tasks as usual in the passing days. At supper, we had now all gathered and discussion turned once more to the main topic which seemed to own priority in our hearts: what had happened to the world?

As has become the norm, Qiu, Heidi, and Lisbet proposed primarily a scientific anomaly, much like the one they say created the world to begin with. Not being of this line of thought, I have found Kristiane’s explanation of things more logical. For her, it is indeed beyond our ability to measure and directly observe; that is, in the manner of general science. Yet for her, the cause is someone not something. The topic easily turns toward God. It seems quite evident that one group opposes His rule strongly, believing He is not there at all. Another, though much smaller of a group, proclaims He is. As by my count, it leaves three of the general persuasion that God does not exist, and three that He does. Yasmin speaks not on the matter, of course. And I remain unconvinced of either road – the position that once was referred to as agnostic. Though, such terms are not used in this particular group; as all jargon of philosophy, theology, science, medicine and the like have been reduced to their essence, needing nothing further than common language to express for the time being. That is, some believe in God. Others do not. And as necessary tasks go, we are complete for the moment. So settled as we are, we have begun today the arduous and enlightening task of exploring


DAY 23



DAY 25


DAY 29
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