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    Dedicated to my family. To my readers, enjoy the ride.
Dear Reader, I hope you enjoy reading Prophecy as much as I enjoyed writing it! If you loved this book, please consider leaving a good review on the website. Your kind words might be the reason that someone else decides to read my books, and for that, I thank you in advance. :)
 
N. K. Aning
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PROLOGUE

[image: ]


A FEW MINUTES AFTER event....

Screams, a lot of them. That was the first thing he heard when he opened his eyes. He tried to get his bearings. Shards of glass lay strewn all over him. He was cramped between the driver’s seat and the steering wheel. A single phrase run through his mind. Where the hell am I? He felt  pain flare in his ribs as he tried to get up. He could hear screams from outside or was it inside the car? He tried to remember how he got there, but his memory was too hazy. From the way he was positioned, he surmised the bus was lying on its side. Outside, he could hear the honking of vehicles. What was happening? He dragged himself outside through the front, taking care not to scrape himself on the shards. His white sleeves were stained with blood. He felt a metallic taste in his mouth and spat out blood. His legs wobbled and he crashed to the ground. The stench of diesel and blood was heavy in the air. He dragged himself to the car and peered in, hoping to see the survivors. A trickle of blood ran down his cheek and dripped into his shirt. A faint throb began in his head. He felt dizzy. He closed his eyes, shutting out the honking and screams. He peered into the vehicle and his stomach heaved when he spied the body of a woman with a broken neck. Bodies were cramped together, some smothered under the weight of metal. 

He vomited onto the street. A scream ripped through the atmosphere, startling him. He surveyed his surroundings for the first time. What he saw took his breath away.

All around him was carnage. Smoke was billowing from some cars. People were screaming. He scanned around and gazed in horror at the chaos before him. Everywhere, vehicles had crashed into each other. Bodies were trapped under cars. People dragging their torn legs behind them on the road.

“Help!” A woman’s voice rang out. It was emanating from the ford he had just climbed out. He shot his gaze around, nobody was paying attention. Everyone was nursing his or her own wound. He tottered to the side of the car and saw a middle aged woman sliding her way out of the side window. He helped her down. Pains flared over his ribs from exerting himself. 

“What is going on here?” He asked the woman. 

She grabbed his arm and said, “The driver –”

She paused as a burst of coughing overtook her. He waited patiently. A distant siren could be heard. “The driver vanished,” she said, wide-eyed.

“What!” he asked, obviously startled by the revelation. She began to slump sideways. “Ma’am, what do you– ”

She had lost consciousness. She was obviously hurt badly. People don’t just vanish. He repositioned her, making sure she was in a comfortable position. At least no pain for her now. He wondered where the ambulance was. He saw people pairing and helping each other out. He saw something else on their face... fear.

Someone retched on his left, drawing his attention. A man with bloodshot eyes stared at him, snot dripping down his nose. The man wiped his nose with his left hands and smeared it on his jeans. 

“What the hell was that light?” he asked as blood spilled from his mouth. He swatted it with his palm. “ Bloody flies!”

“What are you talking about?” he asked the man as he tried to probe his own memory but came up blank. Why couldn’t he remember anything? The man shot him a puzzled look and shook his head.

“You mean you didn’t see the – ”

A siren cuts him off as they both turned to watch an ambulance making its way around the wreckage. Three attendants got out and started attending to victims. A sizable crowd had gathered around. He overheard snippets of conversation as he made his way towards the ambulance. People were scrambling towards the ambulance for aid. There was fear written across every face.

“This is the end of the world!” Someone shouted. 

“Bright lights,” someone whispered.

He shook his head. He patted his pocket and felt a lump there. He fished a black wallet out and gazed at the driver’s license inside. A John Hayford was written beneath the photo. He spied the picture of a young lady in the wallet. It reminded him of someone, but he could not place her. She was way too young to be his wife. Did he have a daughter? He could not remember. He must have hit his head pretty bad to have forgotten everything. He remembered visiting his old man, beyond that he couldn’t remember anything. 

John approached one of the attendants, a young teen, probably, fresh out of college. He was putting a band aid on someone’s head. 

“Can I get a painkiller for my head?” John asked, as he cradled his head to make a point. 

The attendant stared at him and shook his head. “Sorry sir, we only have band aids. We’re out of pain killers.”

John gazed round and shook his head. His head throbbed with every word he spoke. “What happened here?”

“What do you mean what happened here?” the attendant asked, avoiding John’s gaze. 

John pointed towards the carnage. The attendant frowned at him, obviously at a loss. John sighed. “I think the accident affected my head. I can’t remember anything.”

The attendant gave him a knowing look. Lightning streaked across the skies as the attendant prepared to speak when someone screamed. A slight drizzle began. “Sorry I’ve got to go,” he said as he ran out to help. 

He gazed at the dark skies. He felt there was something he needed to do but could not remember. He recalled what the woman said about people vanishing. He winced as a sharp pain flared in his temple. He touched his nose and stared at the blood on his fingers. He heard hysterical laughter and craned his neck. The deranged man was having a field day. John felt his front pocket vibrating. He stared at the caller ID. The hair on his nape stood straight.

Christine. He cupped his palm over the phone and stared at the name. His face lit up as recognition flashed through his mind. My daughter! John could not believe he had forgotten today was her graduation day. Another sharp pain tore through his head, forcing him on his knees. The phone fell from his grasp to the ground. The rain was unrelenting in its deluge. John held his head in his palms as the pain became unbearable. Memories of what happened began to flash in his vision. He keeled over and retched. He snatched the phone and pressed the answer button.

“Dad, what is happening?” John heard the scared voice of his daughter on the line. He tried to answer, but felt his vision dimming. He fell to the ground. He heard the patter of running feet coming towards him. He was losing consciousness. He could still hear the voice of Christine crying out from the phone. In the moment before he lost consciousness, he remembered everything.
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