
I stand here, alive and breathing despite your will. There’s been so many conflicts, so many bums who’ve stood in my way. So many warriors who have tried to erode my will. So many liars tried to deceive me, stab me in the back. Too many traitors. I lacked friends, and could trust no one but myself, relying on my strength, my power. My blood and sweat have stained the concrete of the courts, and have been swallowed up by the desert sands. My body has been scarred, and my nose is so crooked that you can tell from a mile away I got decked good on more than one occasion. But these physical sacrifices were necessary. I am here now, and there is nothing but peace. I have found myself, and the world has taken me in, accepted me as a long-lost brother. I am one with the desert, a body united with its soul once again. 

The flock calls me many things. I am their leader, and they follow me with all of their hearts. Their devotion is a sign of the will I’ve utilized to reach this peak of power. To them, I am their friend, their father, and their brother. I am the demon-cleaner, the hell-raiser. The one-hitter-quitter. I am the heat of war, and I am the storm of life. It was not always so. The fight took many days to win. Long days in the heat, nights spent wandering the dunes, the cool breeze whispering in my ears, hardening my flesh into goose bumps. I have now looked back, and I can see where all of the pieces were scattered. I now see how they all slowly, one by one, slipped into place. I can smile, knowing that there is no end to this story. This is only the warm-up to the main event. This is just another minute on the clock, the hands slowly dancing towards the hour of destiny that awaits us all.


This is the story of a fighter, who became a leader, and a hero in the eyes of every man that dwells in this world. The legend of a young man who entered the desert with a bullet-wound in the forehead, with no past, no sense of peace, and nothing but the clothes on his back. Read, and behold the glory of a true warrior.
Chapter 1

He was unconscious when Lu found him. On his back, arms out, feet together, almost as if he’d become the living picture of Christ himself. He wore nothing, save for a white shirt stained red with blood, his neck and face covered in red as well. His head bore a hole about as wide as a quarter an inch above one of the eyebrows. The wound wasn’t bleeding, but was a darkened spot on his skull, savage-looking under the scorching sun. It was the afternoon, and Lu had been out on a simple stroll, smoking a cigarette, and shooting his gun at whatever he could hit, enjoying the kick of the rifle as rounds were spewed out.
 Lu liked to shoot. He was always out on patrol, shooting at whatever he could pick out on the dunes as a target, although more than often, he saw nothing but sand. Firing in the day was boring, though Lu sometimes got lucky and spotted a dying creature being torn apart by buzzards. He’d shoot the buzzards, scattering them, and pick them off one at a time with precision aiming, the booming gunshots a statement throughout the somewhat-empty dunes. The buzzards would fall from the sky, their bodies limp, slamming hard into the solid mounds of sand, raising up small clouds of dust and grit.
That day, wearing a scarf over his mouth to protect himself from the dust, and with dark sunglasses slapped over his eyes, Lu strolled confidently into the dunes that day, looking for something to shoot. Then he saw the body, sprawled out at the base of one of the dunes. A trail was carved in the side of the dune where the body had slid down. Staring through the sights, Lu had first mistaken it for another corpse of a buzzard or dying critter of sorts. It was only when he saw the white shirt stained red standing out on the sand did he realize it was a human.
The walk to the dune where the body lay took five minutes; five minutes in which Lu observed the body while his curiosity steadily grew. Finally standing over the body, he went through the pockets, examined the wound on the boy’s forehead, and whistled at that. He glanced around, wondering what had happened here. Lu held his ear close to the boy’s lips, waiting for a breath, but felt and heard nothing. Seizing a wrist, he checked for the pulse of life. But there was nothing emanating from the pale limb. 
“Dead.” Lu muttered, puzzled. This couldn’t be possible. No man died here in the Nulls. It just wasn’t possible. No physical body could ever decay or die in the Nulls; not human, anyway. But here the evidence was, clear and concrete. Lu crouched low on his haunches in front of the body. He finally pulled the scarf down around his neck to insert a cigarette in his lips, the scar from a past knife-fight running from one corner of his lip across the jaw, to the end of the cheek. After lighting the cigarette, he stared wordlessly at the trail the body had dug into the dune, and followed it up the mound, taking his time to reach the top. The cigarette didn’t work well with the hardening breeze, and Lu pitched it carelessly after burning most of it down quickly. Arriving at the top, he halted at the place where the trail ended.
The mound had a dent in it; roughly the same size of the body below. Taking stock of the mound, Lu spit. Looked up at the sky. “No way.” Lu said. All signs pointed to the body having fallen out of the sky.
But how? The markings indicated such; the body had hit hard, bounced up and off of the mound, rolling down uncontrollably to the bottom, kicking up quite the scuffle all the while. But how was such a thing possible? Nothing touched the sky, save for the birds in the Nulls. Lu sat down on the mound, laid his rifle down, an AK-47 wrapped in electric tape to help maintain the old frame. What was he going to do? What could he do? The guy was dead, but that was impossible! No one could die in the Nulls. It just didn’t happen. It never had.
Lu started to feel his nerves tighten up, and a deep primal instinct within him kicked hard, and he realized then that something was happening all around him. The sand was forming a solid, spinning mass only a hundred yards away, hurtling towards him. 

“Shit!” He was up and running, the rifle still on top of the hill. He’d forgotten about it, and started to move back to retrieve it, but the storm was coming on too fast. Torn by indecision, Lu’s forward movement was halted for only a moment, and the storm was on top of him before he could even blink. Sand struck him from all over, and he fell to the ground, rolling down the mound, his mind a dazed chaos, and unsure of where he was or what was happening to him. Sand slipped through his lips, into his mouth as he was shouting out, and started to choke, coughing loudly. His body came to slam against the corpse, and he fell right over it, face to face. 

He was frozen by terror, but his mind was slowly starting to kick back into gear. Pulling his scarf back into place, he was able to breathe a little better. He rolled off of the corpse before something occurred to him. He looked up, and saw the cyclone had surrounded him and the body. It remained still, the sand churning in a rapid fashion. Lu curled into a ball then, his fears reignited as a loud cracking sound split the air, and a loud, ear-drum splitting shriek followed. 
The sand cyclone bore him up then, and he was airborne, hurled towards a dune thirty yards away. He hit the side hard, once again rolling, stunned. The bottom welcomed him, and he was now struggling for breath. The wind had been knocked out of him, and he sat up, an arm wrapped around his midsection, his eyes on the cyclone as it slowly started to lift the corpse up as well. Lu was rooted to the spot, fascinated as the cyclone began to spin the body around, getting faster by the minute. The body’s limbs performed an awkward and ugly dance in the walls of sand, and the head was rolling around on the neck, limp as a rag doll. But then, as if suspended by a higher power, the body was held within the center of the cyclone, body perfectly still while the cyclone spun around it, the corpse’s arms extended straight out, head tilted upwards, as if peering up at the mouth of the cyclone.
Suddenly, as if the cyclone could no longer stand it, the body was ejected from the mass, spat out like a bullet from a gun. The body was headed at Lu’s position, and Lu realized this almost too late. He swore again, and rolled as fast as he could on his stomach. The body flew overhead, smashing into the dune far harder than Lu had. Lu twisted his head to see the corpse lying only a few feet away, once again motionless. The shriek came again, but ended with a moan, as if a long-lost lover had reclaimed what was hers again.

Lu turned his eyes to the cyclone a final time, completely done in, waiting for it to finish him off. He’d lost his sunglasses, and the brightness of the world around him was disillusioning. He squinted at the cyclone, watching as it rose into the sky, the winds calming down, and the cyclone finally vanished from sight. The scene of the desert that Lu had come to know well only a few minutes ago was restored.

Lu released a pent-up gasp, and laid his head back down on the ground, thankful to even have endured such an encounter without losing his body. What luck. A fit of coughing overtook him, and he was wracked with pain as his body expelled what sand had managed to get inside. He lurched to his feet, staggered, and fell again. Another cough came. But this time, it was foreign to his lips. Lu froze, as the body came into his hazy vision. The body was coughing. It was curled into the fetal position, the hands held at the chest, and the face of the dead guy was scrunched up, as if in pain. The corpse rolled around, coughing continually.
Lu reached to his back for his rifle, and then remembered he’d lost it. Adrenaline had kicked in, however, and he automatically opted for his hunting knife instead, drawing it out, the eight-inch blade shining brightly in the sun. The body didn’t do anything other than cough, however. Lu maintained a cautious distance, never taking his eyes away from the boy.

A few moments of rolling around ceased, and the body sat up. The boy was now hauling breaths in deeply, as if he was afraid he’d never breathe again. His eyes were as dark as his hair, a standout brown in the brightened golden scenery. The scarring on the forehead was alive as ever, but was now a healthy, pink crease instead of the blackened mark it had been before. The boy stared at Lu, and Lu, the boy. Their eyes were locked in a confused struggle, both trying to assert themselves. What was this? What had just happened? Who the hell are you?
Lu lowered his knife out of sheer astonishment. There was no ignoring what he’d just witnessed. The common laws of Logic had just been defied in the Nulls. “You okay?” he said loudly, hoping that communication was still obtainable.

The guy nodded slowly, looking around. Lu stood up and walked over to him, his arm outstretched in a sign of peace. The boy grasped it and Lu helped him up. “You got a name?” Lu asked him.

The boy was still in shock, staring around at the desert, as if he was certain he shouldn’t be there. His lips moved, but no sound came. Lu patted him on the back, deciding to wait for a better opportunity. The kid was in no state to answer questions yet.

“C’mon man,” Lu said instead. “Let’s get to the Rock. We can talk when we’re clear of here.”
The boy followed, slowly, favoring his right leg, limping heavily. Lu supported him, and they slowly made their way back to Lu’s small ops post. As they moved, Lu glanced back over his shoulder at the dune, mind scrambling to make something of what he’d just seen. To justify it. And then he remembered he’d lost his lucky rifle. 

Dammit.

-

The operations post was a small trailer that was near the main road, right next to an oasis. Clumps of greenish trees lined a path to the trailer, and there was an older Jeep sitting next to the trailer. The kid had passed out only two hundred yards of the trailer, and Lu had been forced to heft the boy onto his shoulders and carry him the rest of the way. The boy wasn’t heavy, much to Lu’s surprise. He gritted his teeth and marched solidly up to the dirty, rusted trailer, where rock music blared from within. The small, slim trees blew gently along with the breeze, and Lu winced, recalling the cyclone. He wanted nothing to do with breezes for at least the rest of the day.
He got to the door and stopped, hoping Trish had seen them coming. But as he stood there for several moments, the door did not open. Nor did he see her pretty blonde head poking through the curtains and peering out the window. Lu bellowed out as loudly as his lungs would allow him. “Hey! A little help out here!”

Nothing. The music coming from inside was silent now; or at least, Lu couldn’t hear it. The boy was sagging on Lu’s shoulders, and the strain was finally getting to Lu. His shoulders were aching with the pressure, and he shouted again, frustrated. “Trisha, hey! Come get the door! I’ve brought some company!”

The door creaked, and was pushed open slowly, and teenage girl leaning out awkwardly, stoned out of her mind. The dark blue pupils in her head were dilated, while her thin, pink lips were twisted into a shallow, carefree grin. She beckoned to Lu, and Lu spit in the dirt as he took stock of her appearance. “You’ve gotta be kidding me.” He muttered to himself as he carried the kid through the doorway. However, while trying to sidestep around Trisha, he slammed the boy’s head against the frame of the door hard, a loud smack, and the boy’s head shook with the blow.
“Hey! Be careful with the guy, Luis!” Trisha followed him as he shoved his way through the cluttered ‘living-room’ area of the trailer, headed for the back room where Lu and Trisha slept. Papers littered the floor, and empty wrappers from candy bars could be found almost everywhere. Cans of booze unopened, empty, or half-filled seemed to gather in clusters throughout the trailer, on tables, corners of the floor, and even in the kitchen sink, and bathroom there were cans to be found. A lot of time spent waiting, nothing to do. Lu had found that the appropriate answer to such scenarios could be found in chewing on branches of certain, desert-grown herbs, and drinking plenty of alcohol. Unfortunately for him, Trisha always took it a step further.

The entire trailer reeked of those aforementioned herbs, also. Like some sweet incense, the trailer was consumed by the smoky haze. Lu could feel the effects of the herbs starting to work on him as he hefted his weight against the door of their back room, suddenly feeling light-headed. He gritted his teeth and made his way into the room, the boy being no help whatsoever. The small, dirty cot in front of Lu had only a few sheets thrown around it, and three pillows. Lu gently dropped the strange kid onto the cot, standing up with a free back. He took a deep breath and then regretted it as his mind started to swirl on him. In his peripheral vision, colorful lights started to tug at him, pleading with him to cave and just let go. He ignored this. Before he could exit the room, he noticed half a bottle of Jack Daniels on the floor beside the cot. Bending down, he snatched it up, putting the bottle up to his lips as he went back to Trisha.
“Where’d you find him?” She was now lying on a beanbag chair, whacked and happy to be alive. No doubt she’d want to experiment again, probably this night. 

Lu answered. “He was in the dunes. I thought he was some dead critter, almost shot ‘im.”

“Yeah? Sounds like fun.” Trisha’s head dropped back onto the cushion of the beanbag, limp, her thin form sinking into the chair, eyes bright as she beheld something pretty that Lu couldn’t see. He chose to sit in the small, wooden chair near the kitchen table, where the radio was located. He flipped a switch on the blackened box, and the loud rock music that had been playing earlier was gone and the airwaves were now invaded by crackling and hissing with static. There were several clicks, and then a small, feminine voice crept over the hissing, followed a violin and backing band. Lu closed his eyes, bottle still clutched in his hands.
He slipped in and out of the waking world, the sun leaking through the grimy windows, sometimes teasing his eyes beyond the eyelids, and he’d be forced to open his eyes again. The room was quiet now, the radio reaching a slow tempo, and Trisha hadn’t budged for several minutes. Lu was going to catch up on his sleep, at last. Seventy-two hours of being awake tended to fray the nerves, harden the heart and weaken the firm reserves of the will. And Lu was always one who liked to brag about his will. He was one of the most competitive, toughest bastards in the tribe. He had forged his name among the greats in the book of honor in the Hall. Damned proud of it, too. Lu shifted in his seat as he put the Jack Daniels on the table, determined to get some rest. Spirits knew he needed it. 
As he firmly squeezed his eyes shut, he could hear the wind outdoors over the radio as it whipped about the Rock. The music had reached some kind of psychedelic crescendo, encircling his position. The smoky clouds of the cooked herb still lingered heavily in the air, and it was slowly starting to overwhelm him. Here we go again.
“You know, I absolutely hate it when you burn that stuff in here,” Lu said softly, not caring whether Trisha was awake to hear or not. “Why can’t you just chew it like you’re supposed to?”

He didn’t expect an answer, but got a weak, giggly one anyway. “Where’s the fun in that, Luis? Burning it can elevate you to higher planes.”

Blah blah blah. What bollocks. Lu knew all about this stuff; the herbs only took you as far as you allowed them. Trisha’s problem was that, unlike Lu, she could never determine where the edge of the plateau was; where the final step was, and one more would always take her over, and into the plunge. 
“Hey, Lu, baby?” She was speaking again, still in a half-whisper, those pretty blue eyes, dark eternal abysses, grabbed at him, dragging him towards her. He remained where he sat, and twisted his head instead to answer her. 

“Yeah?”

“How long?”

Lu blinked. “How long what?”

“How much longer do we have to wait?” she was rubbing herself now, and the motions of it caught Lu’s eyes. His innards tightened up at the sight, he gritted his teeth, wanting peace, not bliss. “How long do we have to stay here for?”
“I don’t know.” Lu turned away, reaching for the Jack Daniels. So much for getting some sleep. “We could be here for eternity. I have no idea, girl.”

“Why?” he didn’t know the answer to that one either. Lu had explained to the precious youth on many occasions that he knew only so much about the world they dwelled in. And even then, she could never fathom how deep his hate was for the Powers that ran the world, made it spin, or creak, through the ages, in a long, tired transmission of suffering, waiting, and killing. Lu could remember three hundred years ago, when he’d witnessed the City Man, the spirit-ruler of the cities in the north, had taken Lu’s father and had consumed his soul, vaporizing the man’s body, literally melting it in front of Lu as a warning. He had witness various atrocities, all of them related to the spirit-beings, the Powers. They Who Knew Nothing and Killed for Nothing.
Trisha was drifting off into sleep; Lu could see her struggling to stay awake. She wanted to talk, wanted to know what was going on with him. She loved him, after all. But even as he observed this, Trisha’s body was finally overcome by the smoky intoxication that herbs had cast on her, and she finally sunk deep into the beanbag chair, arms thrown over head like a dancer’s. Lu finished the bottle of Jack Daniels, and after a full hour of lying face-down on the table in front of him, managed to join her in the sleeping world.
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