
August 30, the Year of the Fall 

 The sound of crunching glass had followed behind me for some time. It irritated me to no 

end; not the sound itself but what it meant. In fact, I found this particular sound soothing. It 

reminded me of the sound of snow being trampled on long solitary walks through empty parks. 

This was not, however an empty park. It was a building in the middle of the town, and it was full 

of dangerous things. It wasn’t the broken glass around their feet or the many splintered desks or 

the decaying bodies or the firearms that made this particular structure so dangerous, those 

features littered virtually every building in a fifty mile radius. 

 It was the beasts that dwealt within that made this particular building, the main police 

headquarters in the Town of Ellis Lake, dangerous. I finally signaled at the source of the noise. 

My partner Patton, a thin and sickly looking man carrying a machete and a bow slung over his 

back, stopped and pressed his body to the wall. Mercifully, with Patton’s loud footsteps silenced, 

I couldn’t hear any movement from this hallway. The Fallen Ones had yet to make an appearance 

on this particular foray. I didn’t know whether to be relieved or concerned. On the one hand, no 

monsters meant less danger, and another moderately successful day. On the other hand, I had 

received good intelligence that had suggested that this building had been the main hive for one of 

the local Queens. This particular Queen had evaded me and the Order of the Hunters for weeks, 

switching hives at perfect times to avoid bitter confrontation. Letting the Queen roam free was 

making me anxious, but with this building nearly devoid of life, human or otherwise, it appeared 

that the Queen of the Fallen Ones had some sort of prescience. 

 Great, add that to the list of abilities as well, I thought bitterly. For today, at least, it 

seemed that my hunters had all survived another hunt, though they had nothing to show for it. I 

finally crept silently up to the next corner and peered into the last of the side hallways. This one 



contained some vending machines and nothing more. I lowered my bow slightly, but then noticed 

that one of the bodies on the floor began to move. Firing my arrow into the body’s head, I ran 

into the room, drawing my knife. Dropping beside the body quickly, I called out, “Patton! We’ve 

got movement!” 

 As unreliable as the noisy huntsman was, I had always admired his ability to process a 

situation quickly. As I used my long knife to decapitate the Fallen One who had taken my arrow, 

Patton ran to the only other sign of movement in the room and swiftly offed the sluggish Fallen 

One’s head. 

 Out of the corner of my eye, I saw movement, too late to alert my partner. A third Fallen 

jumped from the shadows in the corner and onto my exposed back. I cried out as it bit my 

shoulder, and stabbed it multiple times with my knife. It let go without having successfully 

broken the skin, though the leather coat I wore now had punctures in it. I spun around as quickly 

as I could to see its face, where I had successfully connected with my knife, knit back together. 

First the brain, having been exposed by my attack, then the skull and finally the muscles and skin 

regenerated rapidly, far too rapidly for my attack to have killed it. Fortunately, brain damage 

could still stun the Fallen, hence why it had retreated. 

 As the Fallen moved towards me again at unnatural speed, I could hear tendons and 

bones snapping from the strain of its augmented movements, though I knew that it would grow 

these back so quickly that it wouldn’t even slow its progress. I deflected it at just the right time, 

having predicted its path, and Patton launched an arrow right into its eye. Fortunately, while the 

Fallen were faster and stronger than humans, an arrow stuck in its brain was sufficient to prevent 

its body from pulling the arrow out, and the new cells split as they pressed on the sharpened tip. 



Seizing the window of opportunity Patton had earned me, I slid to the ground and hurriedly 

sawed my knife into the Fallen’s neck. 

 Having successfully removed the head, still a gruesome task after months of practice, 

Patton and I both heaved a sigh of relief, “I thought I was a dead man for a moment there.” I 

said. 

 “Well if you had assessed the situation more closely, you wouldn’t have been in that 

mess.” Patton laughed, “For all that you call me reckless, I would never jump into a room 

without clearing the corners.” 

 “Perhaps, but those two wouldn’t have woken up had you not sounded like a bull in a 

china shop.” I retorted, “Seriously, you need to work on your technique for walking on broken 

glass.” 

 “This is only my third hunt! You can’t expect me to be as effective as the high and mighty 

Grandmaster of the Order of the Hunters.” I winced at Patton’s use of my official title. I hated 

when anyone brought that up while on the hunt. Only rarely did I pull rank on my subordinates, 

preferring to act as equals. Patton, for all his whining, was actually fairly high ranking himself. 

He was a Silver Class master hunter, the second highest rank, granted to hunters who had 

seniority. At three hunts, Patton was the lowest ranked Silver Class, but the mortality rates for 

hunters was fairly high, and it was likely that he would be my number two in only a month. Or 

he could even become grandmaster himself- that too was possible. 

 I studied my partner carefully for any sign of bleeding, as I knew he was examining me. 

Blood was how the condition transferred, so any sign of bleeding would likely mean that the 

other was already a goner. Fortunately, the man studying me looked the same as always, 



unnaturally thin after his near fatal coma, but dressed in his usual blue jeans and t-shirt (this one 

was one of my favorites, a quote from a movie we had both liked was emblazoned beneath a 

knight that was missing his arms and legs) under his leather biker’s jacket. The leather jackets 

were a must have for hunters, though Patton would have worn his anyways, as he had scavenged 

it from his house on his first hunt. 

 I was dressed much the same, though my jacket was not a riding jacket, just your 

standard men’s leather coat. In addition to my shirt, which was plain, and the jackets, the only 

other difference in our choice of wardrobe was our boots. Patton wore standard construction 

boots with a steel tip, feeling that the extra protection may save his life someday. I was wearing 

boots that I had been given by my parents. They were meant primarily for dress, but anything 

with a thick sole and made of a single piece of leather was ideal for the environment our once 

pleasant neighborhood had become. 

 After ensuring that I wasn’t the source of the blood that coated my torn up shoulder, 

Patton left the room to notify the other hunters that the building had been cleared and I carefully 

put on latex gloves and began grabbing all the firearms and ammunition in the vicinity. The 

hunters used bows and knives while out in the field, because they were harder for the Fallen to 

recover from than bullets, but the defense of the colony back home relied on firearms so that 

crime was kept to a minimum. Finally seeing a gun that I found serviceable, I checked the 

mechanics to ensure it was functional, then put on the belt I had found it in. Weapons generally 

were owned by the Colony communally, but as Grandmaster, I was allowed to requisition 

personal weapons for my own security, though I would have to fill out some paperwork after I 

got back. Taking off my old worn-through leather strap, I slid all of my tools and weapons into 

the new belt. 



I checked the identification from the belt. The name was a Sergeant Michaels, and the 

picture looked like one of the colonists who had perished early, only aged several years. Perhaps 

a father or uncle who had been unable to escape from this place. Pausing in my work, I 

reminisced about a time that seemed a lifetime away, though it had only been January. Back then, 

the colony was forced to keep all of our fruits vegetables and meats in the snowpack that had 

fortunately been thick this year. The freezing weather and snowy conditions had lasted to April 

this spring, an unexpected blessing when there is no refrigeration or running water available. We 

had survived off of melting snow in tin cans and frozen food that we had hurriedly grabbed from 

the local supermarkets to feed ourselves until it ran out. For 300 people, food was the most 

important aspect of survival, and we had to go far afield to grab what we needed almost 

immediately. Michaels had been one of those who had joined the early scavenging parties, a 

brave man who had taken care of his young neighbor until he died. His neighbor had become a 

personal friend of mine in that short time, but she had departed for the refugee sector since then.  

Patton’s return with my fellow hunters finally drove me from my reverie. In the midst of 

the hunters was a collection of different folks. For some, like the hunters themselves, the weekly 

scavenges were a full time job, and these types typically had rough expressions and hard gazes. 

There were others, mostly a collection of the poor and a number of thrill seekers, for whom this 

was probably their first hunt. Given the inherent danger of leaving the colony, it was a surprise 

that we hadn’t seen any deaths today, and the first timers still looked as optimistic and excited as 

when they had first set out. Including the dozen of us from the Order of the Hunters, there were 

about 30 total, with the scavengers wearing their backpacks, probably scavenged on an earlier 

outing. 



 “Hunters, spread out and collect all firearms and ammunition, any scavengers who grab a 

gun or ammunition will be killed on the spot.” I ordered. The people spread out, with the 

hardened scavengers immediately going to the decaying bodies and pulling off their gear, 

carefully avoiding the officers’ sidearms and politely removing the belts so that the hunters 

wouldn’t have to touch the dead. 

“Well at least only a few of us are experienced,” One of them whispered, “the newbies 

are gonna be too squeamish to try tossing dead bodies.” The other veterans smiled at the 

observation. They all had medical grade latex gloves on, a necessity for someone in their line of 

work, but the first timers did not, so I sincerely hoped that none of them were stupid enough to 

rise to the challenge. 

Amidst the free for all of the scavenge, I carefully picked my way to a nearby gun locker. 

Patton was already here, wrestling with the lock. “Allow me.” I said. Patton only grunted in 

response and stepped aside. Grabbing my hammer from my belt, I smashed at the lock two or 

three times before it finally gave way. 

“I never thought I would see you using an unglamorous tool like that.” Patton said 

curiously, “I thought you only carried weapons with you.” 

“A hammer is a weapon.” I shrugged, “It is very effective in fact. It takes a long time 

for the Fallen Ones to rebuild their brain after it has been scrambled, so I have almost a full 

day to cut their head off.” 



“I hate that we know that, and I wish you had not told me.” He replied, “This whole 

world might be a gruesome mess right now, but I do not want to be reminded of it. It is 

moments like these that remind me of Philippians 4:8.” 

I shook my head and smiled inwardly. Very few members of the colony retained religion 

after the Fall, but Patton was one of them. He had responded to crisis by reading as much of his 

Bible as he could. I was religious as well, but I was less inclined to thinking about God in times 

of crisis. At this point, a hunter named Garvus came up to us and saluted. 

“Sirs, the hunters have retrieved all firearms outside of this cabinet, and the 

scavengers are ready to move out. I have a large bag coming this way to pick up these weapons 

as well. What orders might you have for me sirs?” He said. 

“Tell the hunters to form up. Once we have all these supplies, we will head for the 

colony.” I replied. Not all the hunters were as business oriented as Garvus, and he had obtained 

something of a reputation for efficiency, despite having only two hunts in his repertoire. After 

ensuring that the remainder of the weapons had been stowed safely, I moved to the front of the 

group and carefully poked my head out the doors to see if the coast was clear. 

The outside air felt fresh and clean after the stench of the dead. The sun made me blink, 

but after about a minute, my eyes had adjusted. The sight outside the building was so bizarre that 

I stayed still for about a minute. All around the front square were a number of young children, 



most between the ages of seven and ten from what I could tell, and in the middle a young woman 

swaying back and forth. Every one of them looked dirty and half starved, with their ribs sticking 

prominently out of their sunken stomachs. The woman was in the worst shape of all, with her 

cheeks sunken and the bones of her limbs beginning to surface. As I watched, she fell to the 

ground and all around her, the children began to panic. 

“Patton, everyone outside now! Drop all of your burdens, these children need help!” I 

shouted. Running over to the woman, I began to examine her vitals. She was still breathing, but 

her body was beginning to show the signs of starvation. 

I had seen people in her state before, some of them my own friends, and hardly any of 

them had survived. That she had managed to stay standing until now showed a supreme 

willpower. Her eyes flicked open, though they looked almost filmy, as though about to mist over 

in death. She tried to speak, but after several minutes of attempting to talk she could only barely 

scratch out, “Take…care…….of them.” 

She passed out in my arms then, as though I was holding a corpse. But no, I could still 

feel a heartbeat, faint as it was. “Hunters, get these children to the refugee sector immediately. 

Provide them with food from your emergency rations. Garvus, Patton, I expect you both to escort 

the scavengers back to the colony. I’m going ahead with this woman, she won’t survive if we 

stop for anything. Leave anything you can afford to be without for now. This scavenge will be 

divided amongst you as soon as I can arrange a retrieval party, but it’s too dangerous to stay 

here.” I ordered hastily. The first timers began to argue, but one of the veterans, an older 

gentleman named Cray, silenced them quickly. 



“Listen to the master, he is trying to keep you alive.” He stated. After assuring the 

children that I would do everything I could to help the woman, I ran off towards the colony at 

full sprint. This was a race for life, and I was not going to lose. 


