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This book is a work of fiction. The work offers a new look at some societal norms and prejudices that then builds a counter-cultural view with what a future could look like if some of those norms were altered. The society in these pages is built on a different set of rules, laws, taboos, and cultural mores than what we see in our world today. 

The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

The author used some information gained while studying college-level cultural anthropology to delve into a pursuit that he chooses to call ‘cultural engineering.’ He also researched heavily into the Gnostic Christians, the Celtic Druids and other ancient mysteries and beliefs as he built this work. 

While there are hetero and homosexual encounters herein, they are alluded to and not specific. Homosexuality, while present and approved of, is not the dominant focus of the work, nor is this intended to be a ‘gay’ or ‘LGBT’ work. 

It would be interesting to hear what a cultural anthropologist would think about this community that has been built!  
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From the Author

[image: ]


I composed this single volume from the text of the first two novels of the “Jamari and the Manhood Rites Trilogy”. It’s been several years since this work was initially released and I’ve decided to go through it one more time before adding it to a different publishing outlet. 

It was released as a separately edited version from the original trilogy for several reasons. First, Book One, Jamari and the Manhood Rites, was missing elements that would make it a modern novel on its own. In short, it was world-building and character development absent a structured plot with exposition, rising action, climax, falling action, resolution. The combined novel has these elements. 

Second, the books contained explicit sexual scenes which many users identified as “too intense” for a modern novel. I wanted to broaden my audience, so this release has darkened the lights or closed the door when sexual situations are developing. If you want to read a moderately more sexually intense version, read the original, separate, novels. If you want the deep, down intensity of sexual relationships in a culture where such relationships are part and parcel of life itself, read the separate novels “Eros Times” and “Night Studies.”



Tribal Timeline

1963 THE FOUNDER IS BORN

1993 The Founder loses his business and home

2012 The Founder proposes townships idea to a legislator

2019 The tribe gets the land

2020 Dam Construction

2021 The Tribal Casino begins operations

2021 The First Grand Council of the newly formed Elk Creek Tribe

2022 The tribe begins acquiring surrounding lands, the first of which are in Scott’s Valley followed by other properties at Curtis Creek

2023 The Founder has a son

2039 The Founder records training films for future generations

2040 Earthquakes north of Portland and in San Francisco trigger the final throes of The Fall (a cataclysmic failure of western U. S. social order)

2040 London, Oregon is the first village to take on the title of ‘A Justin Knight Community’ embracing the culture and law of the tribe

2041 Northern California splits off from the state to form the State of Jefferson

2041 Curtin becomes a Tribal property when there are no longer any people surviving there

2042 The First Elk Creek War

2042 Yoncalla is the second Justin Knight Community

2042 Southern Oregon splits off from the state to form the State of Lincoln

2072 The Founder dies

2085 The Second Elk Creek War

2115 Jamari begins the Manhood Rites
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Prologue
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Autumn 2117: Trial by Tribe

As sunset approached the hilly lands, a group of hunters from the Milltown Hill branch of the Elk Creek Tribe paused at a small pass, taking in the smell of an open meadow, an anomaly among the deeply forested hills. A remnant from a long-ago forest fire, the meadow pass was an inviting openness from the dark glade they had been traveling. It had been a long climb up from the Elk Creek valley, now far behind them. The group was approaching the north-eastern edge of lands the Elk Creek Tribe claimed. 

From here on out, they were to patrol for incursions into their lands. This pass marked the eastern boundary of the original grant the tribe had from the state and federal authorities.  Further on they were going to be entering land that had been granted at a later time, through a different court, after those lands had been abandoned. They hadn’t been abandoned purposefully, given that they had been owned by private timber companies at the time of The Fall. 

The history of the Great Cascadia Eruption was taught in all their village schools. It had been a period of social, economic, and geographic upheaval when the land itself seemed to reject all life with earthquake after earthquake for three months of hellish onslaught. Now, 77 years later, the vast tracts of wilderness were returning to their natural rhythms after three-quarters of a century with no harvesting by the eager timber companies.

The original owners simply did not exist any longer.  They had resided in the big cities, where the best business contacts were, and it was the cities that fared the worst in the cataclysm. When no one laid claim to the land after twenty-five years, the tribe had gone to the courts and made a case for ownership and won. There was no opposition. They used the land now much as their ancestors had long before the white man came to the shores of their continent. 

The incursions they were the most concerned about in these days would be from the Wildlings: those who had not been able or willing to form or join any of the local tribes or communities after the chaotic world events of The Fall. Civilized society in the northwestern United States was now only a far memory. The Wildlings were known to be a disparate lot, breaking into small sub-gangs for pillage or forage, reforming into large militias if they could find a common goal for conquest. 

Another goal of this patrol, and every patrol sent out by the various bands of the Elk Creek Tribe, was to scout for any hint of organized aggression with the goal to avoid any repeats of the first two Elk Creek Wars. 

This scouting and hunting party would only work to locate and then retreat from any of these incursions. If they did find the Wildlings (also referred to as Outsiders when they began to homestead in one place in somewhat organized groups) or others in these areas, two hunters would take word back to the tribe while the others would continue to monitor the incursion.

Of the five men, Lynn seemed to desperately need the break. He was suffering from the rigors of a new assignment. He had been exiled to the hunting crews after being discovered in a compromising act in one of the boy’s dorms. He had told the others he didn’t think it would be so bad; after all, everyone in the tribe had been taught archery and hunting since the day they had moved from the nurseries into the boys’ dorms. It just had never been his strong point. He had excelled in the performing arts, always finding a part in the festival plays that the tribe celebrated throughout the year. He was fit (it wasn’t possible to not be fit as a member of the Elk Creek Tribe); he just wasn’t used to the endurance required for hunting and scouting patrols.

Lynn had been hiking with his fellow hunters since early-morning. Of the other four, there was only one that Lynn had spent time with in the past. Jamari had been newly selected to take on the challenges of the Manhood Rites and had spent the first month of his training and education in the same hall as Lynn. After that month, Lynn had moved on to other assignments. 

They were all clad in homespun breechclouts with leggings (worn against the brambles and nettles, as opposed to any coolness that might show in these early days of autumn). They all stopped and dropped their packs, settling bows and quivers to the ground and were setting up for a dry camp when Lon, the squad leader, asked Lynn to gather some dry wood for the fire. When Lynn turned to that task, Jamari looked the leader in the eye as he drew one special arrow from his own quiver and handed it over.

They shared a look of deep regret and understanding between them as Lon nocked that arrow in his bow. “Lynn,” Jamari called loudly.

Lynn turned from where he had stepped up the trail. He looked at them in answer to the call, wondering about the bow aimed straight on at him.

“You’ve been judged,” Jamari said. 

Lynn had one quick moment of understanding before he recognized that the bow was now discharged, empty, still held in Lon’s upheld arms. He didn’t even feel the arrow that flew into his heart. For the shortest moment, he felt the sting as if a large bee had stung and bit him at the same time. He looked down to see the fletched end of an arrow standing out from his chest. He stared at it in amazement for a moment, tried to turn around, then sank to his knees, a thin but insistent spout of blood issuing from his nose and mouth. He held that position for a moment, then leaned over to lay on his side. His legs thrashed when he settled, struggling for a comfortable position amidst a short patch of fern, then he was still.

Lynn’s hunting mates gathered around him as his eyes were fading, laying their hands on him. 

“Lynn,” Lon said, kneeling next to him, “you committed a crime against another human being, one so appalling that the tribe has determined you to be soulless. As you pass on, we give you this opportunity: if you do have a soul, bring the knowledge with you to the next cycle that you cannot harm a child as you have and survive. As your executioners, we pray with you in the hopes that there could be some semblance of a soul left to redeem in these last seconds.”  

Lynn’s eyes were blank now, and the leader shut them from the world that had rejected him. They laid their hands on him, calling on the spirits to reclaim a damaged soul, asking for a better cycle of life on the next round.

The tribe had been created in a world of cultural chaos long before The Fall. Originally only those who could be genetically confirmed as Native Americans were invited. The goal was to get state and federal recognition as a tribe and thereby gain the autonomous rule they needed to build their planned culture. Now the Elk Creek Tribe was a sovereign nation and built the law of their land. As a separate nation, it negotiated treaties with the United States and other state and local governments and set its own laws. The price for violating Tribal Law could be immense, as Lynn had discovered this day.

They dug a shallow trench next to a large boulder, rolled him into it, and covered him with rocks, and then the rocks with mosses and grasses.

Jamari, the youngest of the remaining four, seemed especially pained, but with studied stoicism, he offered an earnest prayer to the tribe’s patron saint before turning away from the hidden grave. This was, after all, his very first assignment after becoming a citizen, and he couldn’t shirk from the responsibility. He had been the one who discovered Lynn in his perfidy, and it troubled him. 

Lynn, a companion through his first month of manhood, though several years older, had felt betrayed when Jamari told him he had to report what he’d seen and stopped Lynn from doing. Lynn had acted as if their comradeship deserved more than what Jamari had given. Most of all, he was troubled by the fact that Lynn had believed he was getting a new pass at life with his assignment to the hunting party.

It was supposed to be a blessing that Lynn had not known of the fate the tribe had decreed for him until those last moments, but Jamari wondered if sparing him from those fears was the right thing to do given the impact he had inflicted on his victim when he had sexually abused him. 

The boy would now be different from others in his hearth and he would be watched closely by the monitors and proctors, with only carefully observed closeness with same-age companions. The tribe could not take the chance that the boy would abuse others as he had been abused himself. Still, Jamari had the original question: What was a little fear for a few hours compared to the price that boy would endure for the rest of his life?

These thoughts were troubling to a young man of the tribe. Jamari wondered what he himself was becoming that he could even think of inflicting punishment on one such as Lynn. The loss of life, in and of itself, even absent any suffering, was a very large price. He was glad it was the council that had decreed this end after the courts had made their ruling. Glad that he did not have the decision on his conscience. 

As the party turned away, Jamari regretted that it was his quiver that was light by one arrow. As the accusing tribe member, it had fallen to him to deliver the final sentence. Carrying that silver-tipped arrow on an oaken shaft had been burden enough. He was glad that the shot had been true; that it had been quick. He shuddered with relief yet again that there had been evidence to support his claim after he had made the accusation. The tribunal of judges had been quick to point out that tribal law dictated that anyone accusing another falsely would receive the same punishment that would have been imposed on an offender had the crime been real. He was a little ashamed that he had actually considered not following through with the accusation when he faced that realization. Of course, there had been no real choice. If there was one thing the tribe was most opposed to, it was forcing another into sexual interaction. Forcing it onto a child was even worse.

The group continued through the pass, descending down to a spring that was bubbling up to drain into a ferny dale below. There they settled in for the fireless camp. No member of a tribal hunting party would ever set a fire, no matter how small, in the dry days of autumn, not until the rains had dampened the chance of conflagration.

The tribe, though they valued the skills Lynn had brought as a troubadour acting out parts from the tribal tales and plays, would not grieve to hear of his passing. 

For this group there would be greater grief. Grief of the soul, as they pondered the part they had been forced to play in Lynn’s final drama. They comforted themselves as best they could on this night, knowing that they would need to bring in some meat from the hunt tomorrow in spite of an inauspicious beginning.
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Chapter One
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2115— about 75 Years after The Fall of 2040

Jamari awoke and decided that he was going through with it this time. This was going to be the final morning of his childhood. He pulled his bedmate, Ryan, closer, waking him in the process. He had made up his mind that he would start the process to become to be a man today. But he worried about what he would have to leave behind as he began that journey, about whether he knew his own mind well enough to face the obstacles ahead. No one was ever told what the rites of manhood entailed. Despite the uncertainty, though, he was determined.

His Hearth Leader, Jahangir, had told the seven boys remaining in his hearth the night before this would be the last time until the spring when the tribe would be taking candidates into the Young Men’s Halls. There were five other Boy’s Hearths in Milltown Hall, but Jahangir’s Hearth was the one that had been established earliest and therefore had the oldest of the boys. His hearth now the fewest since many had already moved into the manhood challenges. 

The other Hearth nearest to his own age was Robert’s Hearth, berthed across the hall from Jahangir’s Hearth and dining at the table right next to them. All the other Hearths had many more boys as residents since most weren’t old enough to be considering the Manhood Rites yet. For Jamari, who was old enough, the available hearths would be closed after this day. There were many things he didn’t know about this new step in his life. To help get through the tremors of the unknown he thought of the things he did know.

He knew this was his time. In fact, he had passed up the opportunity to declare himself, again, six months ago, as he waited for his good friend, and this night’s bunkmate, Ryan, to be ready for that big step as well. He had first thought of declaring three years before when his then close friend, Shane had been the first from their hearth to take that bold step. 

He knew some of what he had to accomplish. He must face the court in an emancipation challenge. In that court he must convince a judge, or maybe several judges, of his maturity, of his ability to reason and respond as a responsible adult. He knew that the tribe had set up this challenge as a result of the chaos that resulted when the old pre-Fall civilization had simply pronounced people to be adults at certain ages.  

He knew from his studies that, throughout the last couple of centuries, each separate state had stipulated a calendar age at which a boy was considered a man and a girl was considered a woman. They weren’t even consistent with that either. Some states and territories had designated that girls became women at fourteen or fifteen years and the boys not until they were seventeen or eighteen. Some states had recognized children to become adults at sixteen, others at seventeen, and even others at eighteen. And even then, they weren’t really considered adult enough to participate in all adult pursuits until they were twenty-one. Out in the world of today, even absent most contact, there was still this confusing morass of near-religious fervor over when a young person became an adult.

That confusion had all too often resulted in someone being held responsible for an adult’s decisions when he, or she, was no more adult than a ten-year-old, and others denied the right to participate when they were clearly ready to do so. He had learned a lot of reasons why the tribe had left those ways behind, but he was sure that he had more to learn as he worked to prove his status. 

Here, in the State of Lincoln, adulthood status was set to sixteen, but with the understanding that the various courts would be expected to consider the attributes of any youth who brought a request to them for emancipation before even that age. He knew in fact, that no matter what age they are, the youth of the tribe, which was both a part of and separate from the state, must face the court to defend their status. The other side of that was that: even if someone reached sixteen years here in the tribe, they weren’t allowed to simply become a ‘man’ until they had completed the challenge of the Rites, regardless of how old they were.

One thing he didn't know that grated on his nerves more than any other was what, exactly, happens to someone who doesn’t meet the standards to pass the Rites?

Another? What were the requirements?  Physical tests? Written tests? Making a speech?  What would he be facing today?

Jamari pondered all of this as he waited for others to wake. The room, a short distance down the hall from the entryway of one of the tribe’s underground fortifications, was still dark, with only a faint light coming from the open door to the Younglings’ dorm. Jamari nestled against Ryan’s warm body, awaiting the wakeup call. As he did, Ryan came fully awake and pulled Jamari’s arms more firmly around him, inviting him to be closer. 

Jamari heard others awakening, as they rustled around in the blankets, waiting for the wakeup call. 

Here, in Jahangir’s Hearth, in Milltown Hall, at the hillside stronghold of the community of Milltown Hill, milieu of the Elk Creek Tribe, in the State of Lincoln (formed when southwestern Oregon separated from the rest of the state), Jamari held his friend, enjoying what could be their last closeness. This would be Jamari’s final day as a boy, and tonight he would sleep in one of the Young Men’s halls.

When the monitors came through the dorms for the wake-up call, the youths climbed out of the blankets, donning towels and carrying loose cotton pants and sweaters for the trip to the showers. 

As they washed off the night’s sweat, the boisterous banter of the hearthmates echoed off of the walls. Jamari remained silent, as he watched the others in their play, especially Ryan. He noted Ryan’s dark brown, almost-black hair, his deep brown eyes which held the slight epicanthic fold very common in tribal members. Ryan’s lithe body was tanned in addition to some natural hue gained from a slightly Asiatic background that had mixed with the Native American roots of the Founders. 

Jamari wondered how much he would miss Ryan when they went their separate ways today. Then he noted Ryan’s brow was raised in a silent question. Jamari shrugged his shoulders, gave Ryan one last careful study, and then he headed off to the sink and mirror. 

There he saw himself: a blue-eyed blond staring out from the mirror. He had long hair, not yet tied into the daily queue, and a short, button nose with a roundish face that somehow suggested a spray of freckles that never actually showed. 

He was unusual in the tribe, with blond hair and light features. Jamari had often wondered about his genetics. Did he come from original tribal stock or a later adoption? Not that it mattered. He was of the tribe, raised in the ways and fully acclimated to the culture. Jamari noted his thinness in passing. He was but a stripling compared to the young men who were monitors and mentors who watched over most of the boys’ activities. His was a wiry body, with a crown of light brown hair above his lax member. Inspection completed, Jamari headed toward the dorm to dress for breakfast and the trials of the day ahead.

Jamari traipsed along a hall carved into the native stone, absent-mindedly noticing the aged cracks said to be from the cataclysm of The Fall, travelling past other berthing areas, noting other boys coming and going from their own morning ablutions. 

In one room, some of the mentors were jostling and joking with each other. These were citizens already, having completed their manhood challenges: the initial Rites which were followed by additional studies; two years of militia; and one additional year of community service. They were assigned as mentors (those who would guide the boys through daily challenges) and monitors (those who watched for and intervened as needed when the boys engaged in inappropriate activities) for the younglings as they awaited their manhood postings. Some would likely remain as mentors and monitors while others would be assigned various roles throughout the tribal lands. 

Jamari noted their fit physiques in passing, slowing a bit as he caught a glimpse of one man who stood with his arms raised in a morning stretch. He hadn’t put on his shirt yet, but had on his lounge pants. The mentor had curly black hair with brown eyes set into the attractively tanned face; a wide upper body that tapered down to a slim waist; and a scatter of curly hairs running down his chest and into his pants. Then Jamari noticed with envy, the most perfect abdominal lines he’d ever seen just as the door to the monitor’s room casually swung shut. 

Jamari continued down the main hall to Jahangir’s Hearth. He, Ryan, and the others dressed for the day, fastening the everyday standard homespun leggings onto the belts of their cloth breech clouts which they simply called ‘clouts’, and donning a simple woolen shirt in a blue-gray hue. He slipped on a pair of lightweight sandals for in-house wear. The final shoe choice would be determined as the daily assignments were made after breaking their fast. Leather boots for outside work, or up in the steppes, or working with the rangers or woodsmen; canvas with rubber soles for outside, but still in the village area; calf-high moccasins if one was fortunate enough to be assigned to a day patrol.

Once dressed, Jamari joined Ryan and the other boys of Jahangir’s Hearth in their trek to the outer reaches of their underground stronghold. As they filed through the halls, Jamari wondered where the girl’s hearths were located at. He’d never seen any of the girls except on the rare occasions when they were assigned tasks together out in the woods or fields. 

When they passed through the final interlocking double-doors which let out into the outer ramparts of their fort-home, they sat down at the plank tables assigned to each hearth for breakfast. The morning light shone through the wall of windows that looked out on the valley. Their table was lightly populated, as Jahangir had been head of this hearth for long enough now that most of ‘his’ boys had moved on to the Young Men’s Halls.

There was nothing special on the tables today: a standard choice of cold or hot granola with goat’s milk along with toasted slices of hearty oat-hazelnut bread with butter and honey. Jamari sat on the side of the table that allowed him to watch the valley coming to light outside. He selected the warm granola, then added butter, honey, and a scattering of chopped walnuts. He normally would have enjoyed both meal, view, and simply listening to the lively chatter from around the dining hall, but his mind was jumping from one thought to another. As he pondered the upcoming trials, he realized that he wasn’t sure how old he was: that was something the tribe did not focus on. He remembered eleven seasons in the youngling hall before moving over to Jahangir’s Hearth, and held hazy memories from the crèche where he was first taught primary reading, writing, and some history of The Founding of the tribe and other topics. 

There could have been as many as five or six seasons here in Jahangir’s Hearth, making him somewhere around sixteen to eighteen. He didn’t know for sure, but he felt he was a little old to still be in with the boys. And there was the motivation that was pushing him from the comfort and familiarity he had enjoyed his whole life: he was too old and advanced to remain here. Without knowing what new directions and tasks were to come, he was still intent on moving on to the next step.

After they had broken their fast, Jahangir led the seven boys outside for morning activities. Once they had completed their exercise regimen, building up a slight sweat from the calisthenics, then stretches and finally pushups, sit-ups, and other base muscle challenges, they organized into pairs guided by Jahangir for the martial arts practice session. Today they were practicing knife fighting (using wooden sticks). This day’s focus was on how to deflect an incoming stab attempt while finding a way to counter-strike. 

After a half hour of martial arts, they were released to meditation. Some sought The Numinous in private nooks while others gazed out at the valley from the common yard. They had learned this ritual at the earliest possible age, building from uncertain beginnings to a well-practiced ritual. They all spent these minutes in reflection, summoning that which was spirit-within, building an awareness for guidance through the day. Most had completed this self-awakening ritual within fifteen minutes and wandered back inside to await the others. Jamari took extra time, gazing out at the surrounding hills and up to the dam that was the foundation of the village, noting the steppes coming to life as the morning mists faded away. 

The elders and shamans had spoken often of this process of searching within. They talked of an ‘other’ world. Not an ‘under’ or ‘over’ world, or even a ‘spirit’ world, but an other world that could be accessed only by someone who had found his own spiritual center, the spark of God within. They spoke of the power to heal, with that absolute belief that The Numinous was there and would be able to make that ‘miraculous’ step for those who were properly prepared. 

While Jamari didn’t know of anyone who had experienced a ‘miracle’ in his time, everyone knew that members of the tribe lived far longer than the general population. Longer than could be accounted for with the comparatively advanced health care that the tribe had retained from pre-Fall days. Longer than could be accounted for with the tribal food and supply production that they had developed to live off the land since the pre-Fall days. No, there was something to that Numinous-within. It was very apparent, even to a very young Jamari. 

He remembered seeing one of the tribal elders speaking with an outsider on a trip to the Casino-Statehouse two years before. The outsider was weathered, aged to such an extent that he seemed at least ninety years old, with heavy wrinkles, gray, wispy hair, stooped shoulders, and an awkward stance that seemed to lean him to the side as he talked. Afterward, Jamari had asked the elder how much older the outsider was than him. 

The elder had looked startled for a moment. “That man was only forty-three,” he had told a stunned Jamari. “I’m fifty years older than him.”  

There was no expectation that Jamari would have reached that level of knowing yet, but there were times when he felt the pull of that numinous spirit. This morning was not one of those times. The step he was about to take didn’t leave room for the inner peace that was necessary for accessing that spiritual state.

Jamari looked at the broad wall of windows mounted into the concrete exterior of his fort-home. He had never actually seen how far the structure went into the hill, but he remembered some corridors that led off into a distance so far that the walls seemed to fade into a small aperture with perspective. He took one last calming moment to recognize and cherish that which was soul and the spark of the almighty within before heading back to the breakfast room.

As the various hearths were coming back together, he approached Jahangir’s table just before the morning assignments were to be announced. He glanced over to the table where Robert’s Hearth dined and noticed Robert in conversation with one of his charges. The members of Robert’s Hearth were the closest to his own age of all the other hearths. He had spent many afternoons playing wicket ball against them, and he knew all of the boys of that hearth. He glanced over at the other tables and mostly saw boys chatting as hearth leaders waited for all the leaders to be ready for the daily assignments. 

Jahangir had broad shoulders and a narrow waist as he sat at the head of the table. Strands of gray crept into his long, braided hair. The braid was tied with leather, which also held his badge of rank, a rounded turquoise piece housed in silver surrounded by hanging strands of beads, each bead awarded by the tribal council for some special achievement. Jahangir had many beads, so many that the silver and turquoise badge was often obscured behind the strands.

When Jahangir finally looked up at him, Jamari shuffled his feet in anticipation. “Could I speak with you, sir?” Jamari asked as he noticed the slightest touch of crow’s feet beginning to track from the edges of hazel eyes where they peered out from under a thick forelock of chestnut-colored hair. He thought of the stories of Jahangir, of how he had come to have his own hearth earlier than any man before, and of how he’d worked to guide and encourage those placed in his charge. Most of all, Jamari wondered how Jahangir could have been induced into giving up his role as an ambassador out in the world to take charge of a bunch of stripling boy students.

“Can it wait until after the assignments?” Jahangir asked.

“Sir, it concerns the assignments.”

Jahangir looked at him in silence for a moment. “Will we be announcing your intent to take the Rites of Manhood then?” 

Jamari smiled. “It’s that obvious?” 

“Only to someone who has been your Hearth Leader for all this time,” Jahangir said with an answering smile. “Is that your intent then?”

“Yes, sir,” Jamari answered. “I’ve been wanting to for a while. Even though it all seems like so much change. It is time.”

“You need to know that once you make that choice, you will be considered a full adult in the eyes of the State but you will still need to work to be identified as a full citizen with the tribe. This choice will change everything about your responsibilities, along with how other adults will interact with you. You will still need to convince us in the tribe that you truly are a man before we can confirm you as a full citizen.”  

Jahangir placed a reassuring hand on Jamari’s shoulder and smiled. “Are you truly certain that this is your wish?”

“Sir, I am.”

“Very well then, Jamari, we’ll add your intent along with Ryan’s to the announcements.”

“Ryan too!” Jamari burst out. “That’s great!”

Jahangir eyed him carefully, watching as a slow realization overcame him. “You do remember the Rule of Attachment, right?”

“Yes, sir, I’ve pondered it for some time now and wondered about how I would . . .”

“You don’t need to worry, Jamari. We’ve been building our society for generations now, and we will teach you just as others have taught us. Think on this moment though, and how your emotions have mastered you in spite of our warnings. As you work to become a man, you will recognize the many weaknesses we must avoid. Why don’t you recite that rule for me now?”

“‘Avoid emotional attachment in your youth when emotions are most likely to overwhelm your sensibility,’” Jamari quoted.

“I know it’s hard to understand now. You’ve heard our stories through all your life about emotional attachment being a prime for wrong decisions, based on emotion instead of fact, but you don’t have any life experience yet. We try to protect you from some of the realities of adulthood until you are better equipped to respond with thought and deliberation instead of based on emotional impulse.

“I want you to remember that emotion is not wrong. Emotion is one of the hallmarks of humanity. What we hope is that you learn to distinguish between the various responses to emotion, not to subdue it. In the same way, emotional attachment is not wrong. It is how one responds to emotional attachment that can lead to doing wrong.”  Jahangir placed his other hand on Jamari’s other shoulder, visibly resisting the urge to offer an embrace, but just using his strong hands to gently massage the muscles at the base of the neck instead.

“You will be visiting the Court today. Are you truly ready for that challenge?”

“I don’t know that I can actually ever be ‘ready’ for something I just don’t have information about, sir. I do know that it is time for me to do this.”

“We’ll get you there. I wish you the best of luck and hope for a fine future, Jamari.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Get along with you now. I’ll be making assignments shortly.”
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Chapter Two
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Jamari returned to his bench, sliding in among his peers with a quick glance across the table to Ryan, who gave him a thumbs-up just as Jahangir stood to make the morning assignments. Mostly they were routine: who would be attending which classes and when each group would be outside helping on the steppes, or wood gathering, or gathering the ripened walnuts, acorns, and filberts, or any of the other tasks necessary to sustain them through the cold months ahead. Some groans sounded, but nothing unexpected until that final announcement when he told of Ryan’s and Jamari’s decisions to accept the challenge of the Manhood Rites. 

There would only be five boys left in Jahangir’s Hearth with his and Ryan’s departure. Jahangir had been in charge of this group for years and most of his boys had moved on already. It had been some time since the last advancements. The few lads staying behind glanced quickly over at the two who would be moving on. Jamari realized that all of the boys had been in Jahangir’s Hearth before he had arrived. Over at Robert’s table, others were also hanging behind as those assigned their duties departed, having also chosen to take that next step. 

Jamari might have been a bit teary-eyed as he watched his friends filing out for the day while he and the others waited for whatever came next. What that turned out to be was a pretty simple packing of personal items: clothing, belts, shoes, hair ties and other common ‘stuff.’  Jamari added a carved walnut-wood buck’s head, with simple spike horns jutting from the detailed brow, to his pouch. 

He had it from a chance encounter with one of the tribes’ girl children from a couple seasons back. He had been assigned, along with some other boys, to join the goat herders for a week. That assignment had been boring for the most part, wandering around the foothills, taking the herd to new grazing areas as the days passed. He did fondly remember the girl, even though he couldn’t remember her name. She had been working with the herders for a full turn of the seasons and during the slow times, she had carved the head. 

Jamari took a moment to offer Ryan a hug, noting that his five-seven frame, though a couple inches shorter than Jamari at five-nine, was just as fit and trim as all the boys were. He let his hands feel through the homespun jerkin to caress the muscles in Ryan’s lower back and found that Ryan, just like himself, was shaking, just a little, with the nervousness of the moment.

“I was so afraid that I would have to leave you behind to get into this cycle,” Jamari whispered as they held each other.

Ryan gave him a little extra squeeze. “I don’t know that I’m ready yet, but I could see that you were going, so I decided to go too.”

“Good luck, Ryan.” Jamari let him go. “We’ll both be in a Young Men’s hall tonight.”

“And good luck yourself,” Ryan answered. 

They had one last assignment before they left the Youngling Hall. Jahangir guided them to a back entryway. As they entered the back halls, going deep into the mountain’s flank, they found themselves accompanied by seven other initiates, six from Robert’s Hearth and one other from a hearth Jamari had not dealt with much. Their hearth leaders came along with the initiates for this first walk into a new life. They all passed through a very solid-seeming steel door into a part of the hall that they hadn’t even known existed.

This must be where the tribe had weathered out The Fall and the first Elk Creek War! Jamari was amazed that he had spent so much of his life in this very hall and had not known that such a deep and cavernous refuge had been right at his back.

The boys exchanged glances with each other, not daring to whisper, given the level of eerie echoes carried out simply by their footsteps. At the end of the long passageway, after passing many closed doors, the initiates and their hearth leaders entered through yet another stout steel door, this one fitted into the rock of the heart of the mountain. Once inside, they were shocked to stillness by the presence of computers, keyboards, and an immense display screen hung high on the chamber wall. They all had been taught their history, so they recognized what those devices were, but none had ever expected to see one, much less right inside their own fort hall!

“One of your first tests of trust,” a hearth leader said into the stunned silence, “is to know that we have this place as a secret refuge should our tribe ever fall into war or disaster. Another is that we still have some of the old computers and communications systems. I know you’ve all been taught about what the computer meant in the old days, that it was one element of many that led to The Fall. You will notice that these are not the ancient machines we showed you earlier in your life. We have brought these in from the Outside. 

“We maintain them and the database at the backside of the Youngling Hall, where they’re unlikely to be found, as this is the safest place in the valley. We aren’t going to go into all the reasons for having this equipment here, or why we have it at all, but we’re here because this is where the physical ‘server’ that the Founder recorded his final recordings on almost eighty years ago is located. This server has never been connected to any outside network, and has never been seen by any outside the tribe. You will remember that this is one of the biggest secrets you will ever be trusted with. You will never talk about it with each other, nor ask each other or anyone else about it ever. Either there will come a time when you will have more knowledge of this room and its contents, or your life path may lead elsewhere.” The speaker paused and looked around the group of wide-eyed boys for emphasis.

“We’re here now to let you listen to one of the teachings made by the Founder. He recorded this and some following sessions, especially and only for younglings such as you, so he could offer some basis for why we raise and train you the way we do. This was recorded in 2039; the year before the cataclysm; twenty years after the tribe was legally formed.”

With that, the hearth leader picked up a small remote from the table under the display monitor and turned it on.

On the screen, an aged man appeared. Justin Earl Knight, The Founder. The father of the Elk Creek Tribe. Jamari was thrilled and amazed. Thrilled that the leader who had formed this great nation could speak to him over the decades past. Amazed that there was a medium for the message to be carried over.

Justin: aged, bald, wrinkled, sagging abdomen, still with the light of ‘self’ shining through laugh lines earned over the 76 years of life he had at the time of the recording. He looked up from a book in his blanketed lap and spoke.

“We live in an immoral society. We lie to our children, scarring them for life. We cast our aged ones into stinking homes where they are held until the last of their life’s fortunes are drained, and we fear to go there to visit them. We convict people for crimes that are not crimes. We feed and shelter those who won’t help themselves and we bully those who do support themselves into paying for those who won’t.”  

Justin stared into the camera, seeming to connect through the decades with Jamari.

“How, you might ask, do we conduct these wrongs? Let’s start with lying to our children. Usually innocent enough: ‘babies happen when a woman swallows a watermelon seed’; ‘your father went on a long trip, far, far away and will never come back’; ‘the Tooth Fairy left some money for the tooth you left under your pillow.’ All these seem innocent enough, but no one ever seems to stop and think about what it does to a child’s well-being when he or she learns that they are all lies. How can anyone, growing up with these innocent lies, ever be anything but a liar? The most basic beliefs of your childhood are formed around innocent lies. Therefore, there is nothing wrong with lying.

“How about the lie my mother told me so many years ago: ‘You can’t play naughty with other boys, or they’ll come and get you and throw you into jail.’ I don’t fault her. She was spouting off with what she thought she ‘knew’ and didn’t know any better, but that lie left a scar. Not just with me, but with every other little boy in the nation who went to bed at night in fear of the dreams that come natural to boys and men. It’s no wonder that we ended up with men being hunted down and killed for being ‘gay’; with boys beating up other boys who didn’t seem to know how to ‘Act like a man, dammit’!” 

Justin paused again. He looked into the screen for a tense moment, slowly letting his emotions subside. 

This was one of the primary reasons that the tribe separated boys and girls into separate halls when they left the nurseries, Jamari already knew. The tribe had built an entire system of checks and balances to raise their children in order to find a way to attain the healthiest, most mentally balanced tribal members possible when they became adults. They had been the only group who had ever actually implemented the concept of the old book: ‘It Takes A Village.’

“And,” Justin sighed as he continued, “it was no wonder that a large number of our own boys and young men chose to kill themselves before being ‘found out’ as gay. But, let’s get into some of those other wrongs before we get too bogged down by this one. 

“Our society today . . .”

‘The Founder made this recording about 80 years ago,’ Jamari reminded himself.

“. . . is supposedly built on the idea that a person can work hard, get ahead, and retire in comfort: that they can even build a bit of savings to leave to their heirs. And then we send them into ‘the homes’. In these ‘homes,’ they are stuck without choice, sitting out their final days, watching others in the home die around them. All alone. Maybe there’s a rare one who gets a visitor, at least for the first few months they’re there. That all goes away though when the ‘loved ones’ realize that old uncle or old aunt is not going to be passing on anytime soon, that they’ll keep begging to be taken home with the visitor, that the stubborn old one is going to persist, all the while with the ‘senior home’ draining that supposed nest egg until it’s nothing but an empty shell of lost hope. The homes always know, too, when that egg is finally sucked dry. When there’s no more bankroll coming in to support the oldster, then they ‘pass away, comfortably, in their sleep.’  

“I actually dumped an insurance agent once when he insisted that I should buy a policy that would cover my care in a ‘retirement’ or ‘care’ home for my later years. I felt a profound wrongness in the fact that our society was so broken that it was considered a ‘good investment’ to spend over a quarter of my monthly income, every month for the rest of my working career, to pay for a place to stay when my family would or could no longer take care of me.”

‘What is an insurance agent?’ Jamari wondered as he listened.

“‘Why,’ I asked myself, ‘could there not be a better way?’” Justin continued. “As I answer my own question, it seems easy enough: a family member who could take in an oldster, a community that cares about both older and younger members enough to build a system that allows the older to train the younger, and the younger to work with and help the older. 

“If you’re in this room, hearing me talk about my earlier days, you are the product of the ‘better way’ that all of us here at Elk Creek worked very hard to build. When you think about your lives up to this point, you’ll notice that you’ve never seen someone old beyond action or interaction. We’ve built a system and place where our old ones can go to retirement, and their cares are met by an entire society, grateful for their service. You’re at a point in life now where you’ll get the honor of meeting some of those folks soon and get the benefit of learning from them while helping them to enjoy their latter days.

“On to another of the subjects: the societal rejects, refusing to care for themselves. ‘Sleep is a human right!’ was a catchphrase for several years back between 2009 and 2015. Another was: ‘You have to give us a place to live!’

“We live in a society where some of us work hard every day, building our careers, our lives, our homes, and are told that we owe it to those ‘less fortunate’ to feed and clothe and home them with our hard-earned wages. As a result, we can’t expect to have a ‘just’ society where compassion is actually allowed to exist. Why? Because you can’t impose compassion. Every attempt to impose compassion has resulted in the exact opposite reaction: resentment, anger, even outright violence toward those who are the takers, like those who demanded a free place to live.

“Another of the topics: there is an amazingly stupid trend to ‘protect’ the young of our society as I record this. Consider that only a century ago in 1919. . .” 

This would have been close to two hundred years ago from my perspective, Jamari thought to himself.

“. . . it was common for a boy to hold a man’s job by the age of fourteen, even to have married and fathered children by that same age. Now, with our current laws in this state, that person is forced to remain a boy until he is eighteen. There has been no change in the genetic makeup that would prevent our young from maturing. They are still mature based on how their individual bodies and minds develop. Some are indeed still boys at seventeen and even into nineteen and twenty. But, the society we’re leaving behind dictates that the mature and responsible fifteen-year-old is a boy and the immature and irresponsible nineteen-year-old is a man. 

“That society has built up a system wherein the young are discouraged from achievement. We call it the Tee-Ball Effect. There are no winners, nor are their losers, in the game of tee-ball. It doesn’t matter how hard an individual works or how talented he is; he will never rise above his compatriots. What then, is the motivation to succeed? You get the same reward whether you try hard or not, whether you learn the rules or not, whether you obey the rules or not. Those individuals entered society as ‘adults’ without even the simplest understanding of what it takes to hold a society together. Of course, once they’re adults, they have the right to vote and participate in making the rules that their society lives by. The final result here in 2039 is that the brightest individuals have to bow out of the public domain or they’re thrown down in the grist of public opinion until they capitulate into the norm of mediocrity. The slowest of the slow, if they have enough charisma and attraction, are launched into stardom and have the platform of fame to further their own agenda and further degrade the societal rules. 

“The most amazingly idiotic thing I’ve seen in my life was the decision to leave individuals classified as children until they are twenty-one. This bit of societal madness was enacted in several of the northeastern states just last year (2038). In the space of a hundred years, our society has so lost its way that the same genetic mix of people recognized and contributing as adults at the age of fourteen in the beginning of that span are now seen as children at twenty in the eyes of the law!” 

‘That must be why they started the Rites,’ Jamari thought to himself as Justin went on. ‘I can’t believe that they kept changing the rules? How was anyone able to keep up with what part of all of this applied to them?’

“Unless they’ve been charged with breaking the law,” Justin continued, “then they can be charged, and treated, as adults, depending on the whim of whatever prosecuting attorney is charging them. And here’s the break-down of that particular inconsistency: even though a child is charged as, and treated like, an adult by the state, any citizen who harms them, or approaches them as if they actually are adults, is charged as if they were harming a child!

“We’ve built a better way. I hope that, however far into the future you may be listening to this message, you will have the benefit of the society we’ve built for you. Along with that hope, there is a demand as well. We’ve given you this community and its rewards up to this point in your lives. As you move into adulthood, you are expected to do everything, offer everything (up to and including your life if necessary) to preserve the system that brought you to this point, and to work to maintain and improve that system for those who follow you.

“You will serve that community in your first years as a man once you’ve achieved the Rites.” 

This is actually a part of the Rites now, Jamari thought.  There’ve been some changes since he recorded this.

“I’ll sign off this little message for now,” Justin said, tucking his blanket around his knees. “I’ve got other recordings set to complete. I’ve also been writing down stories of my life in a set of journals. I don’t know what value those will have—the other members of the tribe have convinced me that they’ll have some. Try to learn, not just from me and my maundering, but also from the things that other members of our tribe have put together over the years. I’m hopeful that when you actually see this message, you’ll be living in a better society than what your ancestors were forced to endure: the one I and my fellow tribe members have been working to build over the last twenty years, here at Milltown Village.”

The image faded down in a sudden collapse, leaving one tiny dot flashing in the center of the screen, and Jamari looked up at his hearth leader in awe. It was a lot to take in. He had so many questions. 

“What the heck is a ‘tooth fairy,’ or ‘insurance,’ or any number of things the Founder had mentioned?” 
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Chapter Three
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They left Milltown Hall a couple hours before the sun reached the noon zenith for the hour long walk down the creek to the old casino building, taking just a quick side trip over to Elk Creek Hall, where the Young Men’s Hall of the Milltown community was housed, to drop off their belongings inside the front entrance to the Young Men’s Hall, two doors down from the main entry to Elk Creek Hall itself. 

They looked around with fresh eyes as they traipsed down the creek, noting the grain fields ripening in the early fall afternoon on the upper part of the North Steppes, the fruit trees and vines showing their burden of fruit on the lower steppes as the harvest neared. Jamari saw the descent of the fall season in turning colors of the leaves and the squirrels darting among the nut trees on the South Steppes. 

This was simply one of those defining moments in life, seen somehow with a sharpened clarity, heightened by stress to almost induce that feeling of Déjà vu that was so common in moments of change. Even the smells: the rich earth smell of one level of the North Steppes as the soil was plowed after harvest was completed; the fishy smell of the stream’s edge as they walked down its mossy bank, all seemed somehow new with the clarity of the moment. 

Jamari thought about those steppes as he and the others were led down the creek. They had been formed from rock which had been mined out of the areas where the dam and the two primary halls had been built deep into the hills on either side of Elk Creek. At the time, the tribe was building the steppes to add farming areas within the limited boundaries of the hilly area that they had been allowed for their lands. Most of it was hilly, rocky and far too steeply sloped to build on, so they had engineered the steppes to answer the need. There were many areas where the Founders had engineered solutions to built-in limitations. He hoped he’d get to learn more about those feats and be able to contribute to some great feat himself someday.

The four-mile trip down to the Court, where they would declare themselves to be men under the law, took them past the village proper, with its carefully placed streets of wooden homes and barns. From there it was wilderness all the way down to the remnants of the old freeway and the Casino that had been built there just after the Founding. It wasn’t a casino now, but it was still called ‘The Casino.’ The large building functioned now as: the Visitor’s Inn; the Embassy; City Hall; the Courthouse; and the County Seat. Once known as the North Douglas area of Douglas County, Oregon, this was now the seat of Lincoln County, in the State of Lincoln. It was the biggest above-ground building the tribe had ever built, and even with all those uses, there was room for others if needed. It, too, was built largely from the rock taken from the building sites upstream, leaving it almost like a castle sitting in the valley.

All the boys had visited the Casino as a part of their classes. They had learned the history of how the tribe at the Founding had needed some further income to finish out all the basic builds necessary to bring the bare valley into the self-sustaining community it remained today. The Casino, located beside the Interstate Highway, became the source of that income. 

When they arrived, however, there were far more people than Jamari had seen before. It seemed that there was some large conference or fair, with horses lined up at the rails, and buggies and wagons parked in the field with draft horses tethered out, taking in the offered hay and grain, swishing the flies away with placid swipes of long tails. The freeway was still an imposing edifice where the overpass crossed Elkhead Road. The short portions of the freeway near that edge of Scotts Valley was regularly repaired and always kept in service for that hoped for time in some future when the outside world was ready to come to them again. The casino patiently waited for traffic to flow again. 

Jamari had heard about a military convoy that had passed by just three months before! That particular event had many of the oldsters talking about changes to come, how the return of a military presence must mean a broader participation in the world-at-large after the 80 years since The Fall.

The group of boys headed into the old casino area where a crowd was milling around inside the cavernous hall, apparently waiting for some general call to order. Jamari and his fellow applicants were led to the first of the rooms that had once constituted the hotel section of The Casino. This area had apparently been a large lobby, maybe a tavern or bar, but was now the actual courtroom. They were ushered into separate outer rooms with placards identifying each of the rooms as a ‘Witness Waiting Room.’ 

In his room, Jamari was given a pamphlet titled ‘A Note from the Founder,’ and told to read it while he was waiting. 

Jamari would have preferred to be in the same room as his friends. In fact, being alone right now was the farthest thing from what he really wanted, but he did as he was instructed, and read the pamphlet.

***
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TO THE YOUNG SEEKING TO BE ADULTS

As decreed by the First Grand Council of the Elk Creek Tribe

2021


As we begin this community, we have many things we wish to establish as our founding principles. In order to be a member of this community; this village; this tribe; you must agree to each of those principles in turn. In this section, we deal with what it means to become an adult. We stipulate that it must mean more than a simple calendar age. To be a fully participating adult, you must understand and support the culture into which you will be entering. You must be able to participate in that community at a level that best fits your capabilities. You must have demonstrated that you can be responsible for your choices. 

For our part, those of us who are welcoming you into the community of adults, we recognize that there must be a period of learning during which young adults are taught the roles and responsibilities of adults. We also recognize that this learning period must include training in emotional response, self-restraint, personal feedback options, self-reflection, critical thinking, community values, cultural background, human relations, and the emotional and physical impacts of sexual maturity along with other, more recognized, topics. We recognize that much of this education and its complications become topics and activities that most other communities will not address, but leave the young adult to struggle with in blind trial-and-error.

Our first requirement is that you must choose to subject yourself to the rigors of adulthood. You will not be told at any certain age that you are now adults and will be responsible henceforward with all of the repercussions of an adult without the training and education that will prepare you for this next step of life. Of this requirement, the boys and girls of our society will be raised in separated halls, allowing them their childhood without subjecting them to the stresses and roles of the general adult community until they choose to do so. 

Also, of this requirement, they must be supervised by responsible adults who can guide them into emotional and physical maturity; by teachers, proctors, monitors, and even enforcers to keep them safe. The primary adult of this group must be able to dedicate a long portion of his or her life to the growth and advancement of their charges, largely separated from the larger community of other adults. These adults, who will be known as Hearth Masters, must also agree to establish a class of youngsters, who will be separated in classes—hearths—with similar aged children, and raise them from the age at which they show sufficient maturity to be released from the nursery until they reach that time when they choose to face the challenges of The Manhood Rites.

I wonder if the women get a separate document that mentions The Womanhood Rites, Jamari thought to himself before continuing his reading.

Once the child chooses to become an adult, there will become a further separation between what our tribe practices and what those of the outside world practice. The young adult must appear before a magistrate or judge to defend his case for adulthood in the eyes of the State of Oregon (note to the modern reader, when Milltown was first established, it was a part of the State of Oregon. It was much later, at the beginning of ‘The Fall’ that Oregon and California were forced to give up their southern and northern respective regions. Those abandoned regions reorganized and formed their own States, the States of Lincoln (southwest Oregon) and Jefferson (northern California). 

Success at this presentation will have you identified by the State as an adult. In our community, this is only a first step, one which allows you to begin the lessons that will offer you the chance to become a full citizen in the tribe.

All of this may seem needlessly challenging. We don’t agree. We’ve seen the world that is built when one’s life is treated as a string of un-earned ‘achievements.’  That world, at least the culture we see in the United States, is in the beginning of decline, much like the rise and fall of Rome. Just as in that ancient civilization, we are now falling, yet our spoiled ‘citizens’ cannot see that simple truth, or if they see it, they are unwilling to take the steps to break the fall. 

When you’ve taken this step on this day, remember that there is more challenge ahead. Your trials now are meant to build you into a cohesive ‘one’ with the community—a community which we intend to expand and carry on long into the future: to eventually become bigger, longer-lasting, than any other culture in the history of man. This is indeed a large challenge. The previous record was over four thousand years of a relatively unchanged and lasting culture in China, which ultimately came to an end when they were overtaken by Communism. We’re hoping to build a nation of souls that sees the potential future of mankind, well beyond the seventy to ninety years that we currently see as a lifespan. We will think as individuals in the long term. We will plan for three hundred, four hundred, even a thousand years into the future. This will take an incredible shift in perception for a spoiled and soft people. Be sure that you are ready, that you can indeed work toward making our people a better community and our future into the work of generations toward a better world.

Are you ready?


***
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JAMARI FINISHED READING the pamphlet just as the door to his room was opened. He looked up to see a familiar face. Shane, who had been in his very own hearth, and had moved into the rites three years ago. Jamari had only seen him rarely since and never had a chance to visit. Now Shane looked like an officer of the court, decked out in black trousers and shoes, set off by a blinding white shirt that lacked the rusticity of Jamari’s own homespun blue-gray. He also had no braid. His hair had been cut and trimmed.  Shane was five-nine and a half, slightly over Jamari’s height, but there were some new extra pounds of muscle built onto his frame. His blond hair was darker than the light blond Jamari remembered. He had eyes the
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