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Ancients’ name    -    Modern Name

ankylo   -  ankylosaurus

argentavis   -  argentavis magnificens

auroch   -  cattle

arthropleura    -  arthropleura

brachiosaur   -  brachiosaurus

chasmo   -  chasmosaur

coeleo   -  coeleophysis

croco   -  crocodile

dilophosaur   -  dilophosaurus

giganto   -  giganotosaurus

horso    -    horse

long-tooth    -    smilodon

longicep  -  pteranodon longiceps

mastodon    -    mastodon

microraptor  -  microraptor

paracerath  -  paraceratherium

plesio  -    plesiosaurus

quetzalco  -  quetzalcoatlus

rapto  -  utah raptor

sarcus  -  andrewsarchus

sauro  -  sauropod

sea scorpion  -  eurypterid

short-faced bear  -  arctodus simus

sivath  -  sivatherium

skin-wing  -  pterosaur varieties

spino  -   spinosaurus

stego  -  stegosaurus

titanoboa  -  titanoboa

tricero  -  triceratops

tyrano  -  tyrannosaurus rex

xenok  -   xenokeryx

zebro  -  zebra
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Family of Mankind,

I am Scavus, the scribe of Adam and Eve, who were made not born.

You have read the words that Adam and Eve wrote to the great God in the first three centuries of their lives when they were young. This scroll contains words that survive from their next two centuries. They were first written by Adam and Eve, and their sons, Seth and Cain, on caves and cliffs and animal hides. Soft stone has crumbled, and ancient leather has rotted, but enough words remain for this scroll plus one more. 

Adam and Eve are very old now. They no longer write any words. They spend their days inside this cave remembering years swallowed by decades and centuries, or sleeping. Today, they sat together on fur skins piled against the cave wall. Adam’s eyes closed and his bearded chin dropped onto his chest. Eve lifted his hand from her thigh and shook it to wake him.

“Wake up Man, the sun fire is high in the sky outside this cave and you have slept too long this day already.”

Adam grunted and opened his eyes. 

“Leave me alone, Woman. I was working with the strength of my youth.” 

“How can you work with your eyes closed and your mouth drooling?” Eve asked.

“It is called napping. In my first eight centuries I knapped flint to make tools. Now I nap sleep to make dreams.” 

Eve rolled her eyes and sighed. 

Adam chuckled.

“It is true, flesh of my flesh. I was dreaming of all the sheep that lived in this Valley in the year I invented fire.  I called them each by name. Somehow Cain and Abel visited the dream. I showed our sons how to cut a fleece with a flint blade.  Abel rubbed a clump of wool against Cain’s face. Cain roared and pushed Abel’s face with his bare hands. They both made so much noise I would have woken if you’d left me more dream time.” 

“They did fight often, but I remember many days when they were peaceful and hardworking. I would dearly love to go back and enjoy those days now that they are past and gone.”

“That is why Scavus must scribe onto scrolls the words we wrote to the Creator, Eve. When we have lived our last day, like Abel and Bren and so many others have, our family will build cairns over our bodies. The Family of Mankind can know something of the First Parents even though our flesh bodies will be nothing more than dust.”

Eve nodded and shut her eyes. I watched a tear roll down her cheek. Adam leaned against her shoulder. They re sleeping now. I have put the dream story here at the beginning of The Scroll of Cities. I will read it to them when they awake, like I read all my scribed words for their ears to hear.

The words of Scavus end here.
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Creator, I am Adam.

I have lived three-hundred plus five years on the world that you made for all the creature kinds to live on.

Today I speared a skin-wing bird. I was sitting with my back resting against the cairn stones that cover the bones and dust of my son, Abel. I stared at the cairn that hides the bones of Abel’s sister Bren, remembering the long-ago day a long tooth killed and fed on her. A shadow distracted me. A skin-wing glided down from the cliff that rises to Eden Garden. The bird landed on Bren’s cairn stones. I did not blink or move. The skin-wing was a male longicep and bigger than a man, but young and blind to the danger of the man kind. It did not discern a man from a stone, or a spear from a tree. Its leg talons grasped the stones that mark my daughter’s death. It folded its wings to rest on the talons of its wing bends. It clacked its long beak with a sound like a man knapping the first large piece of flint to make an adze. The large head turned this way and that. The black eyes darted here and there. It looked upwards into the sky where a female longicep glided down from Eden.

The young longicep squawked and the circling bird scrailed. I waited until the young bird’s head crest was pointing back at me as it watched its mother fly above, then I stood. I raised my spear and ran toward the young skin-wing. The bird turned its large head toward me. It opened its beak. It squawked and reared up onto its leg talons, opening its leathery wings wide. Its head rose high above me. I drove my spear up into the bird’s side. The beak jabbed down toward me but I released my spear and stepped back. The skin-wing leapt from Bren’s cairn. One wing folded as it tried to catch the wind. The creature tumbled over the stones. It landed on its side in the grass. I looked over Bren’s cairn and watched the bird fight its death.

The mother longicep tore at my ears with angry scrails. I saw her turn in the sky then swoop down toward me. I did not run or try to get my spear. The predator was close. You made female longiceps smaller than the males, Creator, but their beaks can still easily kill and eat a man. I waited two breaths while the creature glided nearer. I saw its angry black eyes glisten as it opened its huge beak to murder the first of the Man kind. When the beak was about to close on my head, I sidestepped and crouched behind Bren’s cairn. The beak ate only wind and the claws touched nothing more than a cairn stone that clunked and clinked down onto my foot. 

I hurried around Bren’s cairn to drag my spear from the dying young longicep’s body. The spear dripped blood while I waited for the mother bird to return. I hoped I could add that bird’s blood and dust onto the circle of the world. Skin-wing bird kinds began hunting sons and daughters of mankind nine years ago. They found few prey creatures after the volcano fires covered the land in ash. Two sons and four daughters found their deaths on the claws and beaks of skin-wings in the Valley of Mankind.

The mother longicep flew low over the Forest of Fruit Trees toward the Gihon River. I expected grief or anger to bring it back toward my spear, but it did not return. Instead, I stood in the Field of Cairns here in the Valley of Mankind. I remembered naming longiceps, quetzalcos, and all the other pairs of skin-wings in Eden Garden. How wondrous those bird kinds seemed as they called down to Adam and Eve from the sky. In those first days of the world I marvelled. Now, hatred and anger burn my soul like volcano mountains smothering joy in the ash of sin.

I wonder if your eyes still roam this world, Creator? Do you look at the Man kind hoping to see souls perfect in love like Adam and Eve were when you made us in Eden Garden? I fear if you have looked into the soul of Adam, the created son of God today you must be very disappointed.

Hello wonderful God,

These words are from your daughter, Eve. Of course, you will know whose hand put dye marks onto the leather of an old garment as soon as you see the first marks. Only three people in the land of Cush scratch or draw word marks for your eyes to read. My words are marked differently than Adam’s or our son, Seth’s. Abel once invented word marks for Cain, but Cain lives far away in the land of Nod, so you will know his words if he still marks them for you.

I saw a sight from Paradise today. I was with some of my daughters and granddaughters washing children’s garments in the Gihon waterfall pool. Children swam and played. A longicep skin-wing flew over the Forest of Fruit Trees, past the Cliff of Cave Houses toward the river. The bird scrailed and Mankind heard. Children screamed. Mothers called them from the water. The young women whose turn it was to watch the skies stabbed their spears in the ground close to hand while they loaded stones into their slings.  The huge bird circled low above our heads. I saw sling stones slap against its wings and body. The creature ignored the daughters of Eve. It journeyed the sky back toward the Cliff of Cave Houses.

As the longicep flew away, I glimpsed a light on the cliff high above the Valley of Mankind. I looked and saw the lovely shining glory of a seraph! The angel stood on the cliff edge looking down. I gasped and covered my mouth with my hands. The creature from Heaven opened its six wings and leapt into the sky. It flew quicker than a falling sling stone down past the bushes and flowers growing on the cliffside. I watched with wide eyes but did not point or shout for my family to look. None of the children of Adam and Eve have seen an angel, even though the good angels shine so brightly. Only the eyes of the First Man and Woman can see them, like we did when Eden was paradise.

The seraph swooped under the skin-wing then flew in front of the creature. The skin-wing scrailed and tried to peck the angel with its large beak, but angel kinds are spirit beings, so no creature of this cursed world can hurt them. The seraph led the longicep down the valley and out over the wildlands.

Adam returned to our cave in the dusk. His mood was dark. He ate roasted meat while watching our youngest sons knap the flint spear heads that Seth’s son, Enosh, invented. They made mess near the hearth fire but they were content, so I did not complain. I took this old garment and dye to make word marks with.

“What words will you write to Creator, Eve?” Adam asked me.

I whispered my answer in the Man’s ear.

“I am going to thank wonderful God for sending an angel to protect our children from a skin-wing that flew over us today.”

“You saw an angel?”

“Yes, Man. It was a seraph and it led a longicep away from our valley out to the wildlands.”

The Man looked at me with wide eyes for many breaths before he spoke again.

“I killed that skin-wing’s fledgling in the Field of Cairns. I was waiting for the mother to attack me so I could kill her too. The Creator must care for that bird to send an angel to protect it.”

“Maybe wonderful God was protecting you, Man. Some creatures are more powerful than you are, now that the world is cursed.”

The Man snorted. I looked away and tried not to smile. He bit meat from his sheep bone. He scowled while he chewed. He likes to think he is still the ruler of all creatures, but it is not true anymore.

Thank you, mighty God, for letting that angel protect the Man and his family from a hungry predator. I do wish you would let my family see angels too. If they could see Heaven’s creature kinds. That would prove how great and glorious you are even though you don’t visit Eve or Adam anymore like you did in Eden Garden when we were newly made. They would also stop thinking the Man and Woman are crazy on days when we look at the sky with wide eyes or shout words to nothing.

God of Mankind,

I am Seth, the son of Adam and Eve who were your friends when the Garden of Eden was open to the Man kind. 

I have a story for your eyes. It is a tale full of laughter but ends in great sadness. I am scratching this story into the riverbank near the forest of baobab trees. Seth and eight hunters camped here last night with our rafts and wolves. We are journeying down the Gihon River to Faith City, far south of the Valley of Mankind.

Early today, patches of night mist lay above the ground dying in the first sunlight. Hunters from Ledge City journeyed into the forest to collect baobab fruits. Cain’s son, Flantu, tried to fill a woven bag with as much fruit as it could hold. He only has one arm. Each time he let the bag go to pick up the last fruit, the bag tipped over and spilled more fruit. My son and I watched from under a nearby tree. After Flantu’s third try, Enosh put his own bag on the ground and leaned his spear against a broad baobab trunk. He bent his head back and laughed loudly. Hunters nearby laughed with him.

I was disappointed in my son. He would not laugh if he had seen Flantu’s murdered arm stuck in the teeth of a roaring tyrano like I did long ago in the land of Nod. Just then a baobab fruit fell and hit Enosh on his forehead. The fruit was only as big as a mango, and it was dry. It did not knock him into sleep like the coconut did to my brother Jarnad when the mastodon bumped against the tree and shook its fruit down during one of our hunts. Enosh did stumble, and a grunt ate the laughter from his mouth. He stood up, shook his fist and looked around for the hunter who had thrown a baobab at him.

I showed him my empty hands then pointed up at the high branches. None of the other hunters were close enough to throw a baobab at Enosh. All were close enough for him to hear their laughs. I turned my face away from my son. I closed my eyes above a big smile. I did not see the quetzalco dung. I felt my foot stick ankle deep into something cold and thick like swamp mud, then I fell. My knees sank into the muck. The dung was cold on my skin. The stink was terrible in my nose. The laughs were cruel in my ears. I did not look at the hunters. I looked at the dung that garmented my shins. In the terrible muck I saw a sight that has garmented this day in dark sorrow.

Bones lay with me in the quetzalco dung. A skull looked at me with dung instead of eyes. It was a child of the Man kind. The quetzalco bird had eaten it like the hyena had eaten two of my fingers before I killed the creature one-hundred plus forty-nine years ago.

I do not know whose eyes once looked out from that skull. I do not know what city lost a child of Mankind, or who weeps tears while the skull of a loved soul weeps dung. I do not know if the mouth would have laughed at Flantu or if the legs would have walked over to him so arms could hold his bag. I do know the world has lost one more of the Family of Mankind.

I stood to my feet and picked up my bag of baobab fruits. I hurried away so Mankind’s hunters would not know their laughs glided on winds of tragedy this day. Perhaps I should have told my family. We could have gathered the bones and built a cairn. I didn’t. I came here to the river and washed my body and my bag of baobabs. Hunters pulled their rafts from the shore into the river. They put me inside their jokes. I stayed here with Flantu and Harnthael. They are now waiting patiently on our raft for their uncle. I wanted to scratch this story for you, God of Mankind. It is a cairn built of words. You will know the name it covers and you will not forget it as long as sunsets follow sunrises.

God of Mankind,

I am Seth, the son of Adam and Eve.

You may be surprised to find my words under a rock overhang here in the wildlands. It is a long day’s journey south of Faith City. If you look two thousand paces toward the place where the sun wakes, you will see the dead short-faced bear that ate a woman and a child outside Faith City. The bear may be bones before you find these words because buzzards, vultures, and skin-wings began eating the predator early today after Mankind killed it.

It is dangerous here with so many bird predators in the sky, but we cannot leave because the bear chewed the leg of my brother, Durl, after he put his spear in its side. Durl’s shin bone poked white through chewed leg meat. His blood was a spring that made a red pool in the volcano ash and dry grass below him. We stopped the bleeding by tying a leather strap tight around his leg, then covered his wounds with gathering bags. We tried to take him to Faith City on a sled, but a viper bit the foot of Flantu. Flantu has vomited and gaged many times. His breathing races then slows. It stops sometimes. All the hunters fear they will need to build a cairn or two soon. We are hoping you will heal Durl and Flantu, God of Mankind. Da told us how you healed him three-hundred plus six years ago after the bear tore his flesh and broke his ribs in the Cave of Starvation and Bear Wounds.

A long-tooth tiger is prowling beyond the light of our fires. Roars and grunts are chewing the dark, so I must hold my spear instead of this adze. If you keep Durl and Flantu alive, then the hunters from Ledge City can carry men instead of cairn stones. You created Da from the dirt and Ma from one of his ribs, so healing my brother and my nephew will be easy for you.

Creator, I am Adam.

You might not know that my son, Seth, journeyed with eight hunters from Ledge City down the Gihon River to visit Faith City.  Irad, son of Enoch and Abagah, and grandson of Cain and Darlah, built Faith City only twenty plus two years ago. That was before the world burned and made volcano mountains that covered his lands in fire ash. The city lost its hunting lands. Predators in Cush began hunting the Man kind even here where the ash was light. Every year I sent Seth and other hunters to help Irad gather and hunt food to store. The grass and shrubs have grown back. The herds of bison, wildebeest, and horsos have returned, but Seth and other hunters like adventure, so they still journey toward South each year. They have been away for three round moons plus two rest days this year.

It is too long.

I journeyed here to Ledge City to bring dried sheep meat and crop food from gardens in the Valley of Mankind. My sons, grandsons, and granddaughters crowded the ledge when we arrived. Seth’s wife Luvali busied her city family building a feast fire and preparing food. Young children hugged us and searched our bundles for fruits and berries, but adults of Ledge City spoke more with lined brows and frowns than words. They worry for the missing hunters. No lips asked when the hunters would return. No tongues spoke of long-tooths, lions, sarcuses, or quetzalcos, but I know those creatures roamed their thoughts tearing their souls with fangs and beaks of fear. We feasted last night, but no one sang hearth songs and the stories were only of ancient times when the world was new and predators were rare.

This morning, while the sun was climbing out of the darkness into the world, I stoked sticks and blew new fire from feast fire embers. Durl’s wife Drali asked my help for her husband.

“Great grandfather Adam, can you ask an angel to look for Durl? He should have returned from the wildlands by now.”

“Angels do not listen to the Man or Woman anymore, Drali, but I will write words on the cliff of the path up to this Ledge for Creator’s eyes to find. The Creator can do things without anyone knowing how, like sending mists every night to water ground where springs do not flow.”

That is why you will find these words to read, Creator. Drali’s eyes widened with hope when I told her you could protect a father and husband of the Man kind as easily as you made a world and then the Man from its dust. She will thank you when her husband and the city hunters climb from the wildlands up the long, cliff path to their city.

God of Mankind,

I am Seth, son of Adam and Eve who were the First Man and Woman to walk this world.

Irad, the grandson of Cain, asked me to write these words for you on this stone in his city. We have placed it outside the door of the big wooden house where all Irad’s people live. There are twenty-eight adults plus seventeen children too young to hunt. They did live in small houses built from river stones and mud, until volcanos covered their lands in ash. In that year, a sarcus pack, and then some long-tooth tigers, swam the river onto the city island. The predators hunted Mankind on dark nights bright with terror. 

Irad is the father of all who use the trunks of trees to build a strong house where a whole city can live.

“Tell the God of Adam and Eve that Irad and the Family of Mankind in Faith City stayed strong when the world and its creatures attacked us, Seth. Mark the words deep to last all the centuries of mine and my children’s lives. I want the city family to remember hardship did not eat our faith like the short-faced bear ate the life of your brother, Durl.” Irad told me. 

Seth will leave this city and its house now. Flantu, son of Enoch and Abagah, took a long time to heal from the viper bite, but he can journey to his wife and our family of Ledge City now. He will find the journey hard, but not as difficult as the day we arrive and must speak of Durl’s cairn in the wildlands.
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Wonderful God,

These words are from your daughter Eve.

When Seth returned from Faith City under the last day moon, he brought grief stories instead of my son Durl. Yesterday, he visited the Valley of Mankind and women forgot their grief. Their tears were from laughter not sorrow. I think you will laugh too.

My son, plus five more hunters, brought dried buffalo meat from Ledge City. They arrived late in the day. Adam saw his third son from a window high in the Cliff of Cave Houses. The First Man has been helping dig a new cave home for our son, Meshuth. Adam likes to make leather or work in the gardens. He does not like digging cave houses in the cliff below the Garden of Eden, but our son, Meshuth, wants to finish the house so he can share a home with a wife. Adam and Meshuth brought Seth and his hunters to our cave. 

I chased them all away.

“Walk your feet out of this cave now! Wash in the Gihon all of you. Cliff dust and sweat stink from the wildlands is not welcome in a tidy cave that smells of broth and fresh flowers.”

The men frowned and muttered, but they fled my grumbles. They swam until dark hid the waterfall pool. When they returned, their skin was clean, but their matted hair stank worse than the rock pools we use to tan sheep and auroch hides. I did not hug my family from Ledge City. I sat far at the back of the cave, away from the hearth fire, grumpy and holding my nose. 

I have a new rule, Family of Mankind!” 

The men all looked at me with wide eyes in the firelight.  I had spoken louder than most words need.

“Men with wet matted hair stink worse than wolf dogs when they are wet. You all complain and send the wolves outside until their fur dries. Now you men must sleep outside with your dogs and your stinking hair. You can sleep in this cave only after you cut your hair. You must promise to keep it clean and untangled when it grows again. Three centuries of hair stink is too much for woman kind!”

The Man opened his palms and turned them toward the cave roof. He shrugged.

“Hair is nothing to grump about, Eve. People smell strong. It’s just one of the curses that stopped this world being a paradise.”

“Curses were born by our choice, Man, but choice can send this one from the world like hearth smoke. I dread smelling your locks when you come home. The heads of my husband and his kind are covered with dreadlocks!”

Adam said a lot more words. Men nodded. I scowled and pointed at a blade napped from black volcano stone that Adam calls obsidian. Soon the Man sat by the fire while I used the blade to cut away his dreadful locks. Seth and his hunters watched with narrowed eyes and lines across their brows. When Adam stood up, his head looked like one of the sheep after he cuts the wool from it. He looked into the still water of a wooden bowl.  Every mouth in the cave laughed when he saw his own head. I called that look sheepish, but I did not tell the Man.

I held up my obsidian blade.

“Seth, bring your locks to your Ma.”

Seth’s mouth dropped open. He shook his head from side to side.

“No, Ma!”

I stood to take my blade to my son. Before my feet could take a single step, Seth was gone from the cave. The third son of Adam can run very fast. The hunters from Ledge City all followed him.

This morning, I stood outside this cave and looked down the slope below the Cliff of Cave Houses. I saw Seth and Flantu talking with cousins beside a garden. I held the obsidian blade for them to see.

“Seth and Flantu!” I called.

The men looked up. They turned smiles into scowls. They picked up their leather packs and hurried their feet from the Valley of Mankind.

Today all the women in other cave and stone houses brought their husbands and sons to see me. There is not a dreadlock on any head in the Valley of Mankind except on men who have fled into the wildlands. The women think that is as funny as those who are now sheepish.

If your eyes
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