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This is the first novella of a three part novella series. The first novella follows a woman who has 

been alive since prehistoric time. Her job is simple: Prevent the military from discovering her 

kind, the Homo Ambrosius, which brings her to the Museum of Terra. Somewhere in the large 

abandon structure is an artifact that contains all the secrets of her people. Once inside, she 

discovers that she has more than just the military to worry about: there are the hostile Tribals 

who call the museum home, the pillaging Vultures who are looking for a quick buck, and the 

Spirit of the museum who might be someone from her past. 
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This place had once been a city with roads and tall concrete buildings. 

People ambled along the sidewalks as cars sped through busy intersections. 

Neon signs beckoned visitors to shops, while street performers danced and 

sang for spare change. Now the city is a shell, abandoned by mankind and left 

to wither. Without man to keep nature at bay, tall grass broke through the 

seams of once carefully-crafted roads and sidewalks. Trees grew from beneath 

the rubble and wild vines snaked around power lines. 

A woman stood alone at the edge of the ramp of her hovering aircraft, 

watching as various grazing animals moved through the green-covered streets. 

Below her stretched the long, cracked roof of a building. “Are you sure we’re at 

the right place?” a robotic voice asked from behind her. She glanced over her 

shoulder briefly before looking down at her drop point. “I can’t see the military 

actually coming to…” the robot paused, looking around at the crumbling 

buildings and the wildlife that claimed them, “a place like this,” he finished. 

“All the information that we’ve gathered says the military are headed 

here,” she answered. 

“And we’re here to prevent them from getting their hands on the artifact, 

right?” The little robot hummed. 

“That’s what I’m told.” 

“You still haven’t told me how important this artifact is,” the robot 

walked to the edge of the ramp and handed her a belt with a square pouch 

clipped to it. “I mean, how dangerous could it actually be?” 

“It contains all the secrets of my kind, Vic,” She took the belt and quickly 

fastened it around her waist. “If the military got their hands on it...” 

“Yeah, yeah. There’s no telling what they’ll do with it. Humanity and all 

life will be in trouble. A world of doom and gloom.”  Vic waved his big metal 

hands attached to thin wiry arms in the air, “I’ve read that story, seen that 
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movie, and if you ask me,” He dropped his hands onto ball-joint hips “It’s all 

very generic, always with a happy ending. 

“Well, let’s hope this mission has a happy ending,” she replied as she 

checked her equipment. “Where are my batons?” 

Vic held them out, “What if it’s not here? I mean, the museum is a few 

centuries old.” 

She took the batons and attached them to her belt. “Then we don’t have 

to worry.” 

“What if-” 

“Vic,” she interrupted, “It’s better I check anyways. Just make sure to 

keep the bird hidden,” She waved a hand at the aircraft, “And watch my back.” 

“I should go with you. I can take one of my other forms and-” 

“No, you’ll slow me down.” She pulled out a small headset from the 

pouch and clipped it to her right ear. “Besides, if I run into the military, I’ll 

need a quick getaway.” She bent down and grabbed the rope dangling from the 

side of the ramp, and then tugged to make sure it was secured. 

“Fine, but there is only so much I can do up here. I mean, what if-” 

“Vic,” she started, sounding a little annoyed. “You worry too much,” 

“Well one of us has to worry!” Vic squawked. 

“You’ll short circuit if you don’t cool down,” she huffed and pointed at the 

robot’s round head. “See, you’ve already got smoke coming out your vents,” She 

finished jokingly. 

“And that’s why no one wants to work with you,” Vic stomped one of his 

tiny feet, “You don’t take things seriously.” She ignored the robot’s complaints 
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as she took up position on the ramp’s edge and leaned out. “Hey,” Vic snapped, 

“I mean it, Boss. This is dangerous.” 

“I can’t worry about every little thing, Vic,” She replied as she dropped 

over the edge. She landed heavily on the cement roof, her boots making loud 

thumps on the cement. She untied herself from the rope and tapped her 

headset. The radio crackled for just a moment as she adjusted to the frequency 

Vic instructed her to use. “Now,” she said once the static disappeared, “Take 

the ship and hide it somewhere. I don’t want the military spotting you the 

moment they arrive.” 

“I don’t know, Boss, that roof doesn’t look sound. Maybe we can find a 

different way in.” 

“The room containing the artifact should be on the top level.” 

“Yeah but-” 

“Vic!” she snapped. “Just do as I say.” The aircraft hovered a moment 

longer then turned to leave. “Thank you.”   

No sooner had the words left her lips that the floor beneath her gave a 

mighty groan. Before she could even move, her footing gave way. Desperately 

she tried to grab onto something to stop her fall, but everything she touched 

broke apart. She smashed through one floor after another, until finally she 

came to an abrupt stop. Her head smacked against something smooth and 

solid and caused her ears to ring. 

“Boss!” Vic’s hysterical crackling voice echoed in the darkness now 

surrounding her. “Boss! Come in! Oh man!”  

She groaned as she shoved off bits of stone and plaster.  

“Don’t tell me you died from that. You’re the woman that can walk 

through hell without getting a single scratch!” Vic’s crying continued. 
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“Vic,” she grunted. 

“You’re alive! I told you that roof didn’t look safe.” Vic chided. “Hold on, 

I’m coming for you.”  

“No,” she growled as she struggled into a sitting position. “Hide the bird, 

and keep a lookout.” 

“But-” 

“That’s an order.” There was silence for a few seconds as she waited for 

Vic to agree. She sighed, “I’m fine. I’ve got bones as strong as steel, remember?”  

“Alright,” he relented, “Do you need me to map out a new route?” 

“Yeah,” she groaned as she moved to sit up. 

“I need your location.” 

“One sec,” she reached up to her headset and flicked on her light. She 

began looking for any identifying signs, which would tell her what floor she had 

fallen to. Particles of dust floated through her headset’s light as it slid over 

broken glass cases and sparkling rocks. It lit up faded stuffed mannequins 

with missing limbs. Broken speakers dangled from the cracked ceiling. 

Exposed wires peeked out between the spider web-like cracks and broken 

screens hung crooked. What artifacts hadn’t been destroyed by time and 

elements, or stolen by scavengers, were mounted in cases remarkably still 

intact. She paused in her search, her eyes locking on a large case directly 

opposite her. 

Behind the glass hung a large slab of rock, small black figures painted 

across its rough surface. The cave painting told the story about a tribe’s 

struggle for survival against a massive beast, her tribe’s survival. She closed 

her eyes. Images of that day rapidly flashed through her mind. 
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

The world didn’t begin with a bang. At least not how she remembered it. 

It began wrapped in overgrown vegetation with monstrous creatures stalking 

her people in the shadows. It was a time when fear was a feeling before it was a 

word, and survival depended on knowing the differences between the sounds of 

leaves rustling by prey or predator.  

 She crashed through the forest, bobbing and weaving like a frightened 

deer. She shoved past hanging branches and thorn bushes that tugged at her 

fur pelt and exposed skin. Behind, she could hear the sharp snapping and 

crunching of dry foliage as a beast gave chase. A woman’s scream to her left, 

caused her to slide to a stop and look in that direction. Children and men’s 

voices rose up in the air calling for help, only to be answered by a beastly roar. 

If she wanted to live, she told herself, she should keep running. Instead, 

she found herself rushing in the direction of the screams, her body moving on 

its own accord. She burst into the clearing, her feet carrying her faster than 

she knew she could go. She angled her shoulder and flew headlong into the 

large mass of black fur and muscle, barely knocking the beast off balance. A 

massive head turned in her direction, large yellow eyes reflecting her sweat 

drenched figure. One giant paw lashed out, sweeping through the air and just 

missing her face as she contorted her body out of reach. The distraction she 

caused allowed several of the children and women to escape, leaving behind 

only a few of the men and her. 

The men secured the tree line, clutching spears made of wood and 

sharpened stone, acting as a barrier to keep the large cat-like creature in the 

clearing. The beast hissed in agitation as it lowered itself to the ground. Its eyes 

set on her as she slowly backed up toward the line of men and the distant 

safety of the trees. The monster lunged, forcing her to dive out of the way. She 

rolled to her feet and found that the beast had placed itself between her and 

the men. She looked over her shoulder and saw the abrupt ending of the forest. 
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The jagged edges of the earth barely twenty feet from her. Two of the warriors 

broke away from the line to help her. The men jabbed with their spears, trying 

to force the monster to the cliff’s edge. She didn’t run immediately, instead she 

stood waiting until the men had cornered the beast. Her desire to see her tribe 

finally defeat the monster outweighed her need for safety. 

As the beast reared back onto its hind legs, one of the warriors became 

overzealous and stepped closer than he should. One swipe of the beast’s 

mighty paw sent him careening through the air and landing with a sickening 

thump inches from her. The other man was caught and tossed aside just as 

violently as the first. She looked from the twisted body at her feet, to the beast 

slinking its way toward her. Behind her, she could hear her people calling for 

her to run away with them. Where? She thought. Anywhere they ran, this 

monster would find them and kill them like the man at her feet. The beast 

would tear them apart like it had done her parents and move onto the next 

tribe to continue its carnage. 

The world she lived had one law,  

The weak live to feed the strong. 

Fangs and claws won over sharpened twigs and stone. Her people’s dull 

nails and even duller teeth barely gave them enough bite to break through raw 

meat, let alone challenge the creatures that hunt them. She felt something 

heavy settle in her chest at that thought. If she was going to die, then she 

would rather die fighting like all the other brave warriors who had challenged 

this monster.  

Her body began to burn as if on fire. She felt as if she could sense the 

entire world around her as her mind cleared and her vision grew sharper. 

Before she could form a conscious thought, her body was moving. The spear of 

the fallen warrior grasped tightly in her hand.  
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She sidestepped a sweeping paw and tried to stab the beast in its side. 

The monster slipped effortlessly away and circled her, forcing her back once 

again to the cliff’s edge. The beast gave a sudden roar and jumped away. 

Several spears fell from the sky and struck the ground where the beast stood 

moments before. The tribe’s men were, once again, trying to aid her. She took 

the brief moment of distraction to attack the beast from behind. The beast let 

out a wounded squeal as her spear stuck in its hindquarters. The spear was 

jerked from her hands as the beast turned and lunged at her. She felt the large 

teeth of the monster dig into her right shoulder. Beyond the broad back of the 

creature, she could see the shocked expression of her tribe as she and the 

monster tumbled over the edge. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

The cool touch of the glass against her palm, startled her back into the 

present. The beam from her headset lit up the cave painting beyond the 

protective case and caused the painted black figures to stand out sharply 

against the white stone. The phantom pain of the beast’s bite slowly subsided 

to mix with the aches from her fall through the museum’s roof.  

 “Boss?” Vic crackled, “I need your location.” 

“Prehistoric,” she answered, pulling her hand away sharply as if the glass 

had burned her, “Early man, if I’m remembering correctly.” 

“You’ve been here before?” 

“Once. When it first opened.” 

“You’ve never mentioned it during our briefings.” 

“It was a long time ago.” 



Homo Ambrosius 

Part 1: The Spirit of the Museum 
8 

 

“For you, everything is a long time ago,” Vic said. “Alright, I’ve got the 

map loaded. You should be able to see it now. But I gotta warn you, the 

blueprint of the museum is about three centuries old.” 

“I’ll make do,” she replied as she reached into the thigh pocket of her 

pants. She pulled out a thick cylinder about the length of her hand and waited 

until it expanded into a small map. A thin film illuminated by a blue light 

highlighted a multi-level floor plan. A disturbing replica of her in an odd child-

like form with an oversized head appeared on the thin screen’s surface, and a 

picket sign bounced into existence with Point B scribbled on it. She fought the 

urge to roll her eyes at the display and made a mental note to limit Vic’s 

television time. “Damn, I fell nowhere close to the room I’m looking for,” She 

said as she studied the map closely. “Can you use the GPS to track me?” 

“I can. But it won’t work very well,” Vic sighed. “There’s no telling what’s 

actually still standing.” 

“Hopefully, most the floors are still intact,” she said as she began to pick 

her way carefully through the long dark hallway. A missing section of floor 

forced her to move closer to the wall. She could glimpse large bones and a T-

Rex’s empty eye socket staring through the gap. 

She paused as she came to the end of the hallway. The words Emergence 

of Early Man were barely visible on the archway above. The hallway led out into 

a large circular room with multiple corridors branching out. She studied the 

map for a moment before picking the hallway closest to her on the left. Midway 

through she had to turn around after discovering most of the hall had 

collapsed. She explored three more halls and found them to be in similar 

conditions. In the fourth hall, she managed to find a small crack she could 

squeeze through to reach the other side of the collapsed section.  

She dropped into a stairwell with a spiraling staircase and was blinded 

momentarily as her eyes adjusted from deep black to sunny yellow. Sunlight 
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poured down into the high ceilinged room through large gaping holes, and 

splashed across the marble floor. According to the map, this staircase would 

take her to the top floor. She looked up to the broken stairs with a slight frown. 

She could only make it to the second floor. She took a few tentative steps and 

tried to keep as close to the wall as possible. The wooden railing, that had once 

lined the steps, had mostly rotted away and looked ready to collapse. She 

reached the second landing without incident and continued on into the next 

corridor.  

“Boss,” Vic crackled loudly in the vast silence. “My sensors have picked 

up movement south of the museum.” 

“Military?” she asked as she reached an intersection. Another glance at 

her map, revealed a possible staircase to her left at the end of the medieval 

exhibit. 

“I don’t detect any military hardware,” Vic answered, “It might be Tribals 

or Vultures.” 

“Some of the information you gathered said there’s a tribe in this area, 

but I didn’t see any signs of a camp on our way in,” she replied as she ducked 

under a broken column. “Likewise, I didn’t see any caravans that would 

indicate Vultures in the vicinity.” She stepped over some old rusting medieval 

armor. 

“It’s possible, there’s a tribe living in one of the surrounding buildings. 

Not the first time we’ve come across that.” Vic hummed. “It’s also possible, that 

a tribe could be living in the museum.” 

She came to a stop and looked at the surrounding walls wearily. Unlike 

the tribes of the past, these new era tribes were remnants of the old world. The 

tribes were made up of people who never made into the great city-states or flat 

out refused to join the new world. As a result, the clans became disconnected 

from modern society and regressed to a barbaric existence. If there was one 
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thing she knew for sure about these new era Tribals, they were notoriously 

territorial and would violently attack all outsiders who dared to trespass. “Do 

we have anything to support that theory?” 

Vic hummed, “Not really. Everything we have says they treat the 

museum as some sort of sacred ground. There’s a lot of talk about shadow 

monsters, stone men, and some kind of celestial being hunting the place.” 

“Celestial being?” she asked, picking her way through rubble and 

shattered cases. 

“Yeah, that mean something to you?” 

“Maybe,” She replied thoughtfully, “Let me know if that group enters the 

museum.” 

“Sure thing.” 

She cursed as she reached a dead end, another collapsed hall with no 

way through. She looked up to the ceiling, vainly searching for a hole that she 

might be able to climb through. No such luck, she was forced to backtrack and 

head down the right hall instead. If she was lucky she might be able to climb 

the elevator shaft at that end.  

She came to a halt as the hallway opened out into a large room. Rays of 

sunlight trickled through giant cracks, creating natural spotlights that lit up 

pools of stagnant water and caused them to sparkle. Green vines weaved their 

way up the walls and flowers bloomed in the empty eye sockets of bronze 

statues. Some of the white pillars, which once stretch to the mosaic ceiling 

above, had fallen down and laid in broken pieces with grass growing tall 

around the bits and blankets of moss covering their sides. She could spot 

market stalls and stone building sticking out from the walls with faded Latin 

text lining their archways. There was even a half built bathhouse to her right 

and a chariot race track to her left with faded stuffed horses posed in running 
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form. The map marked this room as the Roman City exhibit. Despite the ruin 

the exhibit had become, she could see the resemblance to an actual Roman 

street. The sight made her feel nostalgic for all of a second before she fought 

back the rise of memories. The Roman era hadn’t actually been a happy time, if 

she recalled correctly which she always did. For a number of years, she had 

lived her life at the tip of men’s blades and bled for the roar of crowds. No, 

these were not memories she wished to delve into anytime soon. Then again, 

there were very few memories she liked. 

“Boss,” Vic was a welcome distraction. “The Military has entered the 

city.” 

“Let me know when they enter the building,” she replied. 

“Roger that.” 

“Did you hear that?” a new voice caused her to pause in mid-step, her 

foot hovering at the room’s entrance. “Sounded like it came from over there.”  

“What’s that light?” another voice asked. She quickly switched off her 

headset’s light. “Where did it go?” The voice hissed. 

“You think it’s the spirit?” a third voice whispered. She slipped back into 

the shadows of the hallway just as she spotted three figures at the other end of 

the room. 

“Hey down there,” a fourth voice bellowed from the second level of the 

exhibit, a painted face appearing between the railings of the overlooking 

balcony. 

“Did you see that light?” asked the second voice, a heavyset man. 

“No, I only heard a noise and came to look,” Painted man replied. 
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“It could have been the spirit,” the third voice said, a tall and slender 

man with his head twisting left and right. He looked as if he was expecting the 

spirit to materialize right then and there. 

“There is no such thing as the spirit,” the first voice grunted, a large 

muscular man. His firm jaw set in a scowl as he glared around the room with 

narrowed eyes. 

“Don’t say that,” Tallman hissed, “Or she’ll turn you to stone.” 

Painted man laughed heartily from his perch on the railing above. “Those 

are just stories the elders tell the children to keep them in line. I, for one, have 

never seen this spirit.” 

 “Boss,” Vic crackled loudly, “That group from earlier-” She quickly 

switched her headset off, but they had heard.  

Four heads swiveled in her direction. Muscleman pointed left and right, 

silent orders for his warriors to fan out.  Painted man quickly ducked down 

behind the railing and took aim in her direction with an arrow between the 

bars. There was nowhere for her to run but forward. The men worked their way 

down the walls, peeking into each crevice they passed. She quickly took in her 

surroundings and began to formulate a plan of action. She needed to get to the 

other side and realized the only way to do that was to go through the men. 

She picked two rocks from the floor and began clapping them together, 

purposely drawing their attention. Muscleman dropped to one knee behind a 

pillar. He raised a massive right hand into the air and flicked his wrist forward 

once. A low whistling, ending in a loud thunk, struck inches from her. She 

continued to clap the rocks together. Another arrow planted itself farther into 

the hallway and just a little to her left. She spotted Tallman edging his way 

along the far left wall. She took a deep breath before throwing one of the rocks 

at a bronze statue. At the sound of stone against metal, Tallman dropped and 

rolled out of sight. She threw the second rock as close to Muscleman as she 
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could. It connected with a leaning pillar. She lost sight of the fat man but she 

could still hear his heavy footsteps. She counted in her head each of his steps, 

on the tenth step she cawed like a bird. Another arrow ripped through the air, 

she felt the tail feathers brush against her bare shoulder. She cawed again, 

unperturbed.  

The very tip of a spear crept passed the edges of the hall. Carefully she 

slid forward, slipping soundlessly against the wall as she moved. She reached 

up to her headset as the wooden shaft of the spear became more visible. She 

waited for the fat man’s face to peek around the corner. In one smooth move, 

she flipped on her light and grabbed the wooden shaft. The man gasped as he 

was suddenly blinded by her light and pulled off balance by her strong yank. 

She sidestepped the falling man and bolted into the room, taking the 

unprotected right side. She dove behind the large base of a broken marble 

statue and again flipped her light off. Another arrow whistled past her 

crouched form. Being careful to stay out of the archer’s line of sight, she 

quickly shuffled around the base then dashed to an overturned food cart. She 

caught sight of Muscleman moving diagonally to intercept her. She snatched a 

few more stones and tossed them up in long arcs toward him. She hoped that 

the sounds would draw him away from her actual location.  

She ducked quickly into a Roman styled bathhouse and rushed to a 

large hole in the wall. She could hear the large man’s feet crunching the grass 

with each step. Quietly she slipped through the hole and pressed herself up 

against another wall. She leaned back expecting to fall against the stone and 

was very surprised when she continued to fall backwards between the vines. 

She landed on the other side with an echoing thump. Scrambling to her feet, 

she nearly tumbled over a wooden bench in her haste to stand. Her eyes widen 

and her breath caught in her chest as she stuttered to a halt. She stood in the 

top row of a replicated coliseum. A high wall divided the circular stands from 

the ring floor. She remembered the last time she had been in a place like this, 

and it had not been in the stands. 
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~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

She felt the blade rattle in her hand as she parried a large broadsword. 

She slashed with her other sword, trying to force her opponent back. She 

jumped back just as a three pronged trident tore through the space between 

them. She back peddled, putting even more distance between her and her 

attackers. Two burly men stood across from her. One held a large sword, the 

other a trident and net. Their helmets were pulled down low to help shield their 

eyes from the blinding sun above. Her own was slanted sideways, barely 

clasped to her head by a thick brown belt. All around them a crowd roared, 

jeering and gawking as they watched a woman struggle against two men twice 

her size.  

The man with the huge sword stood tall with broad shoulders and bare 

chest. His war skirt stopped just above two bulging calves. He flexed his 

muscles to the screams of the masses and raised his blade high, catching the 

glaring sun on its metallic surface. He strode forward, confidence oozing off 

him. Beneath his helmet, she could see the shadow of a smirk. She tightened 

her grip on her two short swords and bent her knees slightly with her blades 

held out wide. The man brought his sword down quick and hard. She tried to 

sidestep the attack, but was forced to duck instead as the attack changed into 

a side sweeping swing. She felt the edge of the sword nick her helmet. Trying to 

take his back, she leapt passed him. Instead she found herself leaping into the 

prongs of the trident. Quickly she raised her swords and placed them in 

between the prongs’ gaps pushing the trident up and over her head. A sudden 

kick to the side sent her flying off her feet and sliding painfully against the hot 

sand of the coliseum. She struggled to her knees, hacking as her side screamed 

in pain. Her chest plate was tied tight against her chest, already making it hard 

to breathe. The kick just took whatever breath she had left.  

Before she could fully recover, the net pinned her down. Trident man 

loomed over her with a triumphant smile as he raised his arms. He basked in 

the admiration from the roaring spectators. Turning his back on her, he waved 
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to his partner who was mirroring his wide stance. The crowd roared louder, 

screaming for blood.  

 

Her blood.  

 

Trident man nodded, acknowledging their request. He raised his trident 

high as she struggled against the restraints. She could plead for mercy, but 

they wouldn’t listen. Gladiators only listened to two things, the blood thirsty 

roar of the Roman people and the last breath of their opponents.  

 

 Her last breath. 

 

Suddenly something snapped inside her. It swelled hot and heavy in the 

pit of her stomach. It caused her blood to boil and her body to burn. Her ears 

became deaf to the crowd, their roar replaced by the pounding of her own 

pulse. She had felt this before… when she faced the beast that had murdered 

her people, when she fought to survive the great snow, when she defended her 

home from invaders.  

It was as if she had just surfaced from the depths of the ocean. A giant 

breath of fresh air filled her lungs and made her light headed. She became fully 

aware of her body, every muscle twitch and every heartbeat. As aware of her 

body as she was, she was even more aware of the space it occupied. She could 

feel the heat of the air around her, the roughness of the rope, and the grains of 

sand grinding against her exposed knees. Her hands clutched her swords 

tighter until her fingers turned white and then she lunged forward, net and all.  

The surprise on Trident man’s face became crystal clear as he leapt out 

of her way. She felt the net slip from her, felt the freedom of the air against her 

too hot skin. She spun on Trident man, who was trying to regain his balance, 

and charged him again. The man thrust out, desperate to keep her at bay until 

he had reclaimed his balance. She sidestepped the hastily thrust weapon as 
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one prong grazed her side. She hooked her left arm around the shaft and 

yanked to her right. Man and weapon jerked in between her and the charging 

Swordsman, causing him to stutter to a halt with his blade raised above his 

head. With a quick twist of her wrist and a fast strike of her sword’s hilt, she 

snapped the shaft of the trident in two. She tried to spin around Trident man 

and take his back. But before she could fully move, a large sandaled foot 

planted itself in the center of her chest.  

She shot backwards from the front kick. Her back hit the ground causing 

her blades to spiral from her grasp. This time she forced her legs up and over, 

rolling to her feet. Her helmet came off in the process. Her hair burst out in a 

halo, blinding her for a split second. That second was all it took for Swordsman 

to bare down on her. She brought her arms up to block, the large blade clanged 

loudly against her bracers. She could feel blood begin to trickle from under 

them. Swordsman pressed down forcing her to her knees. She looked through 

her bangs and took in the man’s grisly appearance.  

He stood tall with twisting features and burning eyes. Sweat beaded and 

rolled down his tan skin like rivulets and coursed between fine muscles trained 

to perfection. White scars and red lines marred his features. She knew he was 

proud of those scars, each one a medal proving his strength and tenacity. But 

she had more, and would attain more. That thought fueled her as she 

summoned everything she had to drop her arms sideways and send the blade 

crashing to the ground. She spun past him to where her swords lay. She swept 

one up as she skipped to her feet. Pivoting hard and fast, she thrust her blade 

out at the same time the large sword sailed passed her shoulder. The blade bit 

into the flesh of her neck as it sped by. She felt her sword shudder before 

sliding through, nice and easy, between muscles and bones. He finally came to 

a halt just before her hilt met his chest. She twisted the blade once and 

finished the journey for him.  

The stadium grew quiet as Swordsman’s limp form dropped to the 

ground. Disbelief swarmed through the crowd as she turned to face her last 
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opponent. Trident man was holding the remains of his weapon, an unsure 

expression pulling his face tight. She squared her shoulders with a tilt of her 

head and a challenging look adorned her sweat drenched features. The last 

man looked to the stands and up to the emperor’s seat seeking help. There 

would be none.  

Her unruly attitude had made her an unsellable slave. Her reputation 

was growing, but so was the dislike for her by the keepers. The more successful 

she became, the more unruly the rest of the slaves became. There was already 

talk of an uprising among the serfs and the emperor himself was certain she 

was the head of the movement. She wasn’t, but no one would listen. Their hope 

was to silence the revolting slaves with her death. Well they couldn’t have it. 

She picked up her other sword and rolled it between her hands. She could see 

the realization settle over the last man. Only one of them was allowed to live. 

 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 

“Well, well, what have we here?” the voice of Muscleman startled her 

back into reality. She whirled around and back peddled to put distance 

between her and him. “You’re no spirit.” He snarled eyeing her lean form. 

“You’re one of them outsiders, come to take what’s ours. Well, you can’t have 

it,” He hissed. 

“I don’t want any trouble,” she replied, still trying to clear her mind. Her 

memories, still bubbling beneath the surface, superimposed the face of the 

gladiator over the rough face of the tribesman. “Just let me go about my 

business-” before she could finish, the man launched forward with his 

thrusting spear traveling the same route as the trident in her memory. She 

arched her right side out of the path of the spear, before clamping the long 

weapon tight between her side and arm. The man pushed forward trying to 

drive her backwards. She held her place. She was stronger than she looked. 

Her feminine frame hid powerful muscles. Her fluid movements masked sharp 

strikes. Her fist connected with the man’s face. The sickening sound of bones 
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breaking vibrated down her wrist and to her ears. The man’s head snapped 

back, his feet kicking up in front of him as he went down. She dropped the 

spear and bolted from the room, nearly running into Tallman and Fat man. She 

tackled the taller man, shoving him roughly against a wall before taking off, 

again, at full speed. An arrow planted itself in her escape path. She leaped over 

the obstacle and raced toward a pillar leaning against the second landing. Her 

feet slipped slightly on some moss before her steps became firm. She tore up 

the pillar to the second floor, moving faster than Painted man could aim. He let 

one last arrow fly before taking off into the blackness of the second landing. 

She paused at the edge of the darkness before turning on her light. Behind her, 

the shout of Tallman and cries of Fat man propelled her into the darkness. 

The second floor of the Roman exhibit had only one entrance and exit 

and that was by stairs. She looked down the straight staircase half expecting to 

see more Tribals, there was no one. Still, she crept down the staircase 

carefully. Her light didn’t chase away all of the darkness. Shadows still hung 

around the edges, trying to play tricks on her mind. Once she cleared the 

staircase she continued to search for the elevator. She knew the tribe would be 

on the lookout for her, but Vic had also said that the military had made it into 

the city. Soon the museum would be crawling with soldiers and automatons, 

and the Tribe would no doubt focus more on those invading forces than one 

lone woman.  

Thinking of Vic, she remembered her radio was still turned off. “Vic?” she 

called. Only static answered. “There were Tribals, Vic,” she explained, “I wasn’t 

trying to shut you up.” Vic could easily be offended by the littlest things. When 

he spoke he expected to be listened to, and when he was ignored he would 

throw temper tantrums like a three year old. 

 “Liar,” Vic sniffed. “You just hate me. I know you do. You tell me all the 

time.” Another sniff, “I was only doing my job.” 

She didn’t want to argue with Vic here, not when more Tribals could be 

nearby. “You said something about that group?” She asked in an effort to 
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distract him from his impending tantrum.  

“They entered the museum,” he huffed, “They’re Vultures.” 

“That’s…great,” she grumbled.  

Vultures weren’t any more fun than Tribals. The only differences between 

the two were that one is nomadic and the other settled. Vultures would sweep 

into abandoned cities and pick old ruins clean before selling them to city-states 

as precious artifacts. They would even take the buildings, if they could fit them 

on their horse drawn beaten down trucks. The Vultures simple philosophy of 

‘finders keepers, losers weepers’ put them at odds with the protective Tribals. 

The two groups’ property disputes were legendary. Even she and Vic had found 

themselves involved a number of times in the bloody clashes.  

“This mission just keeps getting better and better,” Vic laughed.  

She huffed, “Glad you’re getting your kicks.” 

She walked for several more minutes until she finally reached the 

elevator. “Hey,” Vic called, “Tell me something. Did you have the radio turned 

all the way up?” 

“I wonder how far I can climb,” she pondered aloud. 

“You blame me for everything.” 

 

 


