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Thais… 
 
   Thais… 
 
 
 
Thais…Where are you? 
 
 

Were the words leaving his lips? Something prickled his face; 
something wet soaked through his clothes. Everything was black. He 
could hear a noise far off, like boots shuffling through grass, but why 
was everything so black? Why can’t I open my eyes? He heard muffled 
voices, one man and one woman; they were getting closer, but he still 
couldn’t open his eyes. And then, once he felt the pain move through 
his back, he shut his eyes tighter in response and knew then why he 
couldn’t open them. The sound, and the reality of the moment, 
rushed back into his mind, along with the pain. 

“Ahh!” Within the blackness, silver streaks tore through his 
vision. And then the blackness faded, and then he saw the bright blue 
of the sky blink on above him, and the crawling black branches of a 
tree all blur into focus when his eyelids finally broke apart. 

“Thais…” Every word, every movement sent lightning through 
his body. Sweat drenched his face, and his neck, and his clothes. 

But Thais didn’t answer. And Atticus couldn’t see where she 
was. He tried to roll onto his side, but the pain pushed him back 
down; his face contorted, his arms sprang in a backward motion, 
instinctively looking to put pressure on the wound, but he couldn’t 
reach it. He couldn’t even tell where it was because it felt like it was 
everywhere. He tried again to roll over, determined to find her, but 
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the pain was too great, and all he could see was the sky and the tree 
and the tall grass prickling his face. And Marion and the dark-haired 
defiant girl he had assigned as Marion’s pupil, coming toward him. 

The crunching of grass beneath Marion’s boots got louder. 
Atticus closed his eyes again—he knew it was all over. 

“It’s good to see you again, my friend,” Marion said, his tanned, 
leathery face smiling down at him with sickening delight. 

Marion crouched. 
“You know,” he went on, “I stopped looking for you about a 

month ago. Thought that surely you were dead by now.” 
Atticus’ eyes followed the defiant girl as she went off by herself. 

He didn’t care about Marion’s monologue; he cared about where 
Thais was and knew that was where the girl was heading. 

“But lo’ and fucking behold, there I was shooting an old man in 
the face at that camp, and I saw someone running.” Marion cocked 
his eyebrows thoughtfully and with sarcasm. “Thing was, the person 
I saw running looked so fucking familiar that even from far away, I 
knew it was you.” 

“Go fuck yourself,” Atticus forced out the words. 
Marion smiled. And then he shrugged. 
“Hey, if it was up to me,” he said, “I’d just take the girl and shoot 

you, put you out of your misery, but”—he shrugged once more—
“well, I kinda have to kill you both. Those were my orders.” 

All Atticus could think about was his hands around Marion’s 
throat; all he could see was himself looking into Marion’s eyes as they 
bulged from his face, and his skin turned red and purple, and he 
gasped his final breath. But it was all he could do: think about it. 

“She’s already dead,” Atticus heard the girl call out. 
Atticus felt every ounce of strength he had left in him leave his 

body in an instant. Salt burned his eyes, blurred his vision. Just kill 
me, he told God. Just fucking kill me… 

Atticus looked up at the sky. 
Just kill me… 
He gritted his teeth and clenched his fists. 
Just fucking kill me! 
Did God hear him? Did God give a shit? God never gave a shit. 
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A shot boomed, and in slow motion, he saw the girl’s dark hair 
tumble down, down, down. 

Marion shot into a stand. But he just stood there, a sadistic smile 
playing in his features; he looked back and forth between Atticus and 
where the girl had fallen several feet away. Atticus heard click-click-
click-click, and he knew why Marion was not running for cover, why 
he was walking toward Thais casually instead of with caution: the 
gun she shot the girl with was out of bullets. 

Click-Click-Click-Click-Click 
The noise stopped, and from the corner of his eye, Atticus saw 

Thais’ bloodied hand fall and disappear behind the tall grass that 
concealed her. 

No…Don’t you fucking touch her… 
The earth moved beneath him; his head spun, his vision 

distorted; the rage pulsed inside his brain, lending it strength his 
body did not have. STAY AWAY FROM HER! He saw the black of 
Marion’s hair cover his face then, and he felt the sting of the back of 
his skull smash into his face as he speared him from behind. Marion 
and Atticus fell to the ground and rolled over the tall grass like a 
steamroller. 

Atticus blacked out. 
He saw his mother and his sisters; they were screaming at him: 

“They’re coming, Atticus! They’re coming!” his mother’s voice 
boomed in his ears. “Save your sisters! Save Josie and Tara! SAVE 
THAIS!” 

And then, in a whirlwind of hair and flesh and faces, Atticus’ 
mother and sisters disappeared, replaced by Evelyn’s bloodied and 
battered face. “You did what you had to do, Atticus,” Evelyn told 
him. “Kill them all, Atticus. Kill them all!” 

And then he saw Thais’ sister, sitting in the windowsill 
overlooking the street, and when she turned her head to face him, a 
rope around her bruised neck, he saw that she had no eyes, just black, 
bottomless holes where her eyes had once been. And she reached out 
her hand. “You let me die, but don’t let my sister die. Don’t you dare 
let my sister die!” her white-blonde hair swished around her, and she 
vanished over the windowsill, replaced by Peter Whitman’s face, and 
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the faces of his wife and daughters even though Atticus had never 
met them, he knew it was them, staring back at him with blame and 
hatred. But they didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. Avenge our Peter, 
their eyes told him. You owe him that. 

Atticus cried out, his voice carrying over the field. And the voices 
stopped, and the faces disappeared, and when he came to life again, 
he was straddling Marion’s battered body, covered in Marion’s 
blood; his chest heaved with violent breath; his arms were straight 
out at his sides, fists clenched; blood dripped from his hands. 

He looked down as his mind became his own again, and he saw 
what was left of Marion’s face. 

Atticus fell onto his side, and he crawled many feet over to Thais, 
pushing through the blinding pain. He lay next to her, both of them 
bleeding to death, and they gazed up at the sky because they were 
too weak to turn their heads toward one another. Thais felt his fingers 
touching hers; she tried desperately to hold his hand, but she could 
not move. 

“Do you…see it?” Atticus said, voice weak and strained. 
“See what?” 
“The sun. It shines for you, Thais…you know that, right?” 
“No…it…Atticus…” 
“Everything the sun touches…it’s all…”—he tried to steady his 

breath—“…it’s all going to be yours someday. Do you…hear me? 
Thais?” 

Three seconds later, she found the strength to answer. 
“I…I’m still here, Atticus.” Every word was a terrible effort for 

her. 
She felt Atticus’ fingers touch hers, the warmth of his skin 

moving along her hand, and even on the brink of death, she was 
comforted by it. 

“Everything under the sun…it’s all going to be yours someday. 
It will, Thais, because you can change the world. Do you…hear me, 
Thais? Everything the sun touches…” 

Five seconds later, Thais, once again, found the strength to 
answer. 

“I…hear you…I love you…” 
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Atticus fought to hold her hand, and he was so weak he could 
barely get a grip on it. Don’t let go of me, love…don’t let go… 

“Say it, Thais. Believe it. For me. For yourself. Believe it.” 
“I…believe it, Atticus”—she would have believed anything he 

told her—“Everything the sun touches…will be ours.” 
But he knew it would not be his. He knew, but he couldn’t tell 

her. 
“I will die for you,” he said. “I will kill for you; I will stain my 

hands with the blood of a thousand men for you.” 
“Will you…Atticus? Will…you?” The light blinked out. 
“Yes, Thais…Let me prove it. Live and let me…prove it.” 
Atticus felt her hand slacken. 
A flock of birds flew overhead amid the encompassing blue. The 

bottled emotion gushed forth in torrents, and he cried, and cried, 
unlike any man had ever cried. 

“Please, Lord…I beg You, don’t take her life. Take me if that’s 
what You want, but don’t take Thais…” 

What am I doing? Praying? No…No, I will never ask You for 
anything! His teeth ground together, and his head became hot like a 
flame, and his fists clenched in fury and vengeance. “Don’t You take 
her from me! You’ve taken everything else—DON’T YOU TAKE 
HER FROM ME!” he roared. He hated God. He hated Him for killing 
the world, for killing his mother and his sisters and his brother. But 
not Thais…Please don’t take her. 

Images of his childhood ran through his mind, a time without 
his abusive father, a time of innocence, a life filled with love and joy 
and family and hopes and dreams. He smiled. And he cried. And in 
his mind, he laughed. And in his heart, he forgave. “You didn’t do 
this…I know You didn’t do this,” Atticus told God. “We did this. 
Humans killed the world. Men killed my family”—his chest 
shuddered—“I…I’m sorry. For everything. For blaming You. For 
hating You. I’m sorry…I’m sorry…” 

His fists relaxed then, and the heat in his head cooled, and the 
tears that burned his eyes and blurred his vision dried upon his face. 
He looked up at the sky again, at God, and the breeze brushed his 
cheeks and combed through his hair. Peace. It consumed him in that 
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moment, though he didn’t know why. Is this what it feels like to die? he 
thought. Is this what it feels like to be dead? 

He tried to reach for Thais’ hand, but he couldn’t. 
“Please…let her live…” 
The sky blinked out. 
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Get her into the truck…carefully… 
 
   She’s still breathing… 
 
   
 
He’s lost a lot of blood; he probably won’t… 
 
…No, let me do it…Hello, can you hear me? 
 
     
    Start the IV already… 
 
Ma’am? 
Ma’am? 
Sweetheart? 
 
 
 
“Where’s…Atticus?” 
All Thais could see was the back of her eyes; hands prodded her 

body. 
“Just lie still,” a voice said. “You’re going to be okay.” 
“Where…where is Atticus?” 
No answer came. 
“He…was wearing…” she tried to explain but couldn’t 

remember. 
“Please,” a woman said and laid her hand on Thais’ forehead. 

“Don’t move; just lie still.” 
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Her head dizzied, and a cool sensation rushed through her arm 
as if there was ice in her veins, and in an instant, she was no longer 
afraid for Atticus. She smiled, thinking about him as the drug worked 
its way through her bloodstream and settled in her brain. 

“Where…where am I?” 
“You’re in Shreveport,” the woman answered. “You’re safe.” 
A tingling sensation danced along her spine. 
“Did you…hear that, Atticus? We’re in Shreveport. We 

finally…made it. Atticus…we…” Her eyes glazed over, and the last 
face she saw was of the woman hovering over her. 
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One week later… 
 
 

Thais opened her eyes to sunlight and silence. The air in the room 
was neither cool nor warm but perfect. The blanket that covered her 
from the waist down was soft against her body, and a fluffy pillow 
lay beneath her head. She was dressed in a sleeveless, white cotton 
nightgown; her hair had been washed and brushed so that it lay like 
silk against her shoulders, and she smelled lightly of citrus shampoo 
and soap and lotion. 

In addition to bandages and stitches, an IV needle sat the bend 
of her arm. It was close to empty, she noticed. She touched the needle 
over the white tape and square of gauze that covered it, pressed her 
index finger against it until it hurt, and decided then that she was 
awake and very much alive. 

On the other side of the cozy, spacious room was a tall, glass 
double-door that led onto a balcony. The sky framed by the glass was 
mid-morning-blue unaccompanied by clouds and fringed by the tops 
of buildings made of sparkling glass and shiny metal that reflected 
the sun. 

And then it hit her, and she remembered everything. She knew 
where she was. 

“Shreveport…” 
Her mind raced as she sat up, with difficulty, in the center of the 

hospital bed, and her hands grasped the metal rails attached to the 
left side. She remembered what had happened in the field: flashes of 
Atticus carrying her in his arms, and of Marion, and the scowling girl 
standing over her, ran through her mind. She remembered hearing 
the shot; the gun Ona had given her, in her hand, so heavy it was, 
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that even now she could still feel the weight of it. She remembered 
Atticus lying next to her, the way he struggled to touch her, and she 
remembered everything he said to her as they lay there dying. 

She whispered into the empty room as though he were with her, 
“We can change the world together, Atticus.” 

And she remembered telling him that they’d made it, that they 
were finally home, in Shreveport, and she smiled thinking about him. 
She ignored the strange feeling that threatened to destroy what was 
left of her. Atticus… 

The door to the room opened, and Thais turned to see a familiar 
woman entering with a tray of food balanced on her hands. 

“It’s time you get some solid food in that body,” the woman said. 
She walked over and set the tray down on a tall, wheeled table next 
to the bed. “You need to eat now more than ever.” 

Thais never looked at the food. 
The woman who had rescued her from the field changed the IV 

bag and checked Thais’ stitches and bandages. She flashed a tiny light 
in her eyes, ears, and mouth and took her temperature, and she 
listened to her heartbeat and lungs with a stethoscope. 

Where is Atticus… 
“You’re miraculously healthy for someone who’s been through 

what you’ve been through,” said the woman, presumably a doctor. 
“Except for the malnourishment, of course. The IV fluids have helped 
considerably, but you need to eat.” 

The doctor pushed a button on the side of the bed, and it raised 
behind Thais so that she could sit in an upright position. Thais let her 
move the blanket down to her thighs and lift her gown so she could 
examine the gunshot wound in her midsection. 

“God was looking out for you,” the doctor said, touching the 
tender skin around the wound close to her pelvic bone. 

Thais looked up, almost commented about God in a way that 
Atticus might’ve, but she stopped herself. Disbelief was a sweet lie 
she wanted to taste a while longer. 

The doctor shuffled her gown back into place and then pulled 
the blanket back to her waist. She moved around the bed and turned 
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the wheeled tray so that it held suspended over her lap. Still, Thais 
did not look at the food. 

“We’re in Shreveport?” She wanted to be sure—but Shreveport 
had nothing to do with her inquiry. 

The doctor nodded. “You’re in the Southern Faction, led by the 
noblest man I know: Gordon Brant.” She blushed. “We’re getting 
married in a month.” 

Thais forced a weak smile but said nothing. Married… 
“I’m Elena Mendoza. Soon-to-be Mendoza-Brant. I’ve decided to 

go with a fancy double last name.” She reminded Thais of Fernando’s 
mother, Ms. Mercado: long, black hair, dark brown eyes, Spanish 
accent, and even her rounded cheeks and the freckle set to the right 
of her nose were similar. 

“I’m Thais.” She paused, glimpsed her hands in her lap, and then 
her wedding ring. “Thais Hunt.” 

“Nice to meet you, Thais Hunt.” Elena smiled. “Well, you have 
nothing to be afraid of here. I can’t even begin to imagine what you 
went through and the people you came across traveling all the way 
from Lexington City. I have a hard time believing you made it this 
far. But you did. And here you are. And you’re safe. You lost a lot of 
blood—barely had a heartbeat when we found you—but the bullet 
missed everything major. You’ll be sore for a while.” 

“How did you know? That I came from Lexington?” 
“That would be my doing,” Edgar said from the doorway. 
He walked into the room on crutches, his left foot encased in a 

makeshift cast. He was as portly as he was when Thais last saw him 
just before she and Atticus escaped Lexington City, but he seemed 
healthier somehow, cleaner, and more cheerful. He hobbled over to 
the bed. It was a surprise to see him again, but Thais was incapable 
of showing interest or emotion. 

“I didn’t think you’d make it,” Edgar said. “But I’m glad you did. 
I was worried Hunt would take you west. You never would’ve made 
that trip by yourselves, that’s for sure.” 

“But we’re safe now,” Thais said absently, refusing to exclude 
Atticus. “We don’t have to run anymore. Atticus and I are safe.” 
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Elena and Edgar shared a private glance that Thais pretended 
not to see. 

Elena smiled and placed her hand atop Thais’. “Yes, you’re safe. 
This is your home. For as long as you want it to be.” 

Then, a surge of energy flooded Thais; she raised her back from 
the elevated mattress and held onto Elena’s arm, hopeful and eager. 
She lost her breath in one sharp gasp, pressed her free hand to the 
center of her chest. 

Atticus…he’s here? He’s alive? She was so afraid to ask the 
questions out loud. She was scared of the answers. 

Elena and Edgar glanced at one another again, and this time 
Thais couldn’t help but acknowledge it for what it was; a faint 
squeaking sound moved down the hallway outside the door, and 
something hummed in the ceiling, but she ignored everything. 

Then she tried to get up. 
“Thais, sweetheart,” Elena said, and she pressed a hand to her 

chest, forcing her to stay put; she laid her palm on Thais’ belly. “I take 
it you didn’t know you’re pregnant?” 

“What?” Thais blinked. She sat stiffly on the bed with the smell 
of scrambled eggs and bacon wafting into her nose from the tray just 
inches away. 

“That’s mostly why you need to eat,” Elena added. “Baby’s 
healthy—strong heartbeat—but if you don’t start eating solid foods 
now, it won’t be for much longer.” 

“I…you’re telling me I’m pregnant?” Thais couldn’t believe it. 
She didn’t want to believe it. She vehemently refused to believe it. 

She shoved the tray out of the way, and the wheeled table rolled 
away from the bed. No…this can’t be real. She got up from the bed, 
rejecting Elena trying to stop her. She tried to walk, but the IV tube 
wasn’t long enough to allow her much room; she stopped when she 
felt the needle tugging underneath her skin. 

She stood motionless in the same spot for a full minute; the hum 
in the ceiling and the squeaking sound in the hallway got louder but 
somehow sounded far off in her ears. 
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 “If something happens to me, promise me you’ll do whatever it takes 
to get somewhere safe—promise me you’ll fight to live. Promise me that 
you’ll go on to live your life to the fullest, that you’ll be strong.” 

 
Thais peeled the tape from her arm and removed the needle 

feeding her fluids, letting it fall to the floor. Then, with two fingers 
pressed against the flow of blood, she limped toward the balcony and 
pushed open the glass door to a bright blue sky that felt so dark. 

Shreveport City was not as she had dreamed. The streets were 
not made of gold, the skyscrapers did not scale in a whimsical spiral 
high above the clouds like out of a fairytale, and there were no 
glittering gates insofar as she could see. But it was realistic—it was 
real. It was safe. And to finally be here, it meant everything. And as 
Thais stepped up to the stone balcony railing and looked out at the 
Great City, at the river reflecting the sun, the thousands of people 
packing the streets, she only thought of Atticus and how she wasn’t 
supposed to be experiencing this moment without him. Am I 
standing? She couldn’t feel her legs. Or her hands. The pain of losing 
Atticus was all she could feel. 

Acknowledging the life growing inside her, the life she and 
Atticus created, Thais placed her hand on her belly. “Your father was 
the bravest man I ever knew,” she whispered. “And one day, I’m 
going to tell you all about him.” 

Finally, with her back still to Edgar and Elena, she said with tears 
in her throat, “Atticus…the man I was with when you found me, 
where is his body?” 

“In this wheelchair,” Atticus said, and Thais whirled around. 
“But the doctor here said it’s only temporary.” 

For many long seconds, Thais couldn’t move; she couldn’t 
breathe. 

“Atticus…” Tears streamed down her cheeks. “You’re not 
dead…” She left the balcony and could still barely feel her legs 
carrying her toward him. 

Edgar moved quickly to help her across the room. 
“You said yourself I was gonna die of old age,” Atticus told her, 

his mouth hitched up on one side. “And if I recall, you also said you’d 
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clean me up if I couldn’t control my bowels.” Thais fell into his arms. 
“I gotta be honest with ya,” he said, shaking his head, “I’ve had a few 
accidents being in this wheelchair and all. I hope you’re still up to the 
job.” 

“Oh, Atticus!” She cupped his face in her hands and kissed him 
all over. “I thought you were dead! I-I was afraid to ask. I—.” 

He grabbed her face and peered into her wet eyes, stealing the 
words from her mouth. “I’m here,” he told her, his voice shuddering, 
his strong hands trembling against her cheeks. “I’ll never leave you, 
Thais. I’ll never leave you…” He kissed her mouth. 

Thais cried tears of joy and relief; she held onto him for the 
longest time, afraid to let him go, but she didn’t want to hurt him, 
either. She had no idea of his condition. 

But did he know of hers? 
The memory of moments ago before he wheeled himself into the 

room in that squeaky wheelchair came rushing back. 
She stood carefully from his lap and looked down at him; he took 

her hands into his and looked into her eyes in a way that not only 
warmed her heart but answered her question, too. 

He leaned forward in the wheelchair and touched his forehead 
to her belly; Thais wound her fingers within his hair. 
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Thais and Atticus had a baby boy in the spring, and they named him 
Eben James Hunt after Thais’ father and Atticus’ brother. 
Surprisingly to Thais, she never felt afraid to give birth, despite 
growing up with that fear in her heart. Shreveport City wasn’t as 
equipped to handle medical emergencies like hospitals in the Old 
World were, but it had enough to save even those who were on the 
brink of death—equipment, solar and wind-powered energy, and 
determined doctors and doctors-in-training. If Thais and Atticus had 
not been so close to the city that day, they would surely have died 
from their injuries. And their unborn baby, too. 

Atticus Hunt did what he said he’d do and took a job overseeing 
the city’s security. He became a leader, but not high enough to be 
everybody’s leader—that was Gordon Brant’s position, and he was as 
noble a man as Elena said he was—but Atticus led security, made 
important decisions, and enforced laws. Never again did he work 
alongside atrocious, power-hungry men, and he made sure to weed 
those types of people out of the city before their feet touched the soil. 
He did kill many of them because it had to be done, but he never 
talked about those things with Thais. 

But Thais knew. And she also knew that he had to do it. 
Thais did more than just set a good example—she shined and 

became a role model. 
Thais took a job as a teacher in an actual school building. She not 

only taught others how to survive but how to live. Free from the fear 
that often comes with going against the darkness and doing what is 
right rather than succumbing to it. She became the strength of many 
young girls and women, who all learned to become their own 
strength because of Thais’ inspirational teachings. And when Thais 
gave birth to her daughters one year apart, she raised them to be 
capable, independent, tough, and confident. 
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No woman, young or old, in the Southern Faction was ever 
treated less than any man, and the men would not have had it any 
other way. Women were revered, respected, and celebrated; they not 
only cooked and cleaned and bore children but hunted and wielded 
weapons and fought in battles alongside men. Thais was not the 
fighting type and never had been, and that was okay, too. Atticus was 
relieved by that fact, of course. 

Word made it to Atticus’ ears two years after they fled Lexington 
City that the women there eventually rebelled against their 
oppressors and abusers. Almost as if they had taken the idea right 
from Atticus’ mouth the day he stood before the crowd in the street 
and warned the men what could happen if they continued to mistreat 
the women, those women banded together and murdered their 
husbands and abusers. Overlord William Wolf III was found in his 
blood-soaked sheets, throat slit. Although General Rafe’s viper wives 
sometimes, out of jealousy, killed new women he tried to bring into 
his harem, they also turned on him. The story tells of eleven 
women—some of them pregnant—luring Rafe into bed with carnal 
promises and then all stabbing him to death in Ides of March fashion. 

Lexington City fell quickly after the death of its leaders and 
became unstructured and chaotic as Memphis had been since the 
beginning of The Fall. There were always groups, evil and good, to 
come along and attempt to put society back together or destroy what 
was left. 

Thais, Atticus, and their children were safe in Shreveport, but it 
would take a generation before the results of their hard work would 
show. Destruction happens overnight, but rebuilding takes a lifetime. 
And only those with good morals—and vengeful but righteous 
hearts—are capable of putting the world back together. Those willing 
to shoulder the weight and do what others are too weak-minded to 
do themselves. 

Thais and Atticus were not the only ones. 
Thais’ brief friend and lifesaver, Drusilla, became something so 

much more than even Thais could accomplish. She ruled the Western 
Faction, comprised of Oregon, Idaho, California, and Nevada. Some 
even called her Queen Drusilla, but word had it the title wasn’t 
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mandatory because Drusilla didn’t care about such things—she was 
a liberator, not an oppressor. She ruled the way Thais would have if 
that had been her destiny: with principles and compassion, but also 
with an iron fist, lending the world her unshakeable beliefs that all 
people, no matter their sex, race, religion, or identity, deserved 
equality and justice. 

While although Thais never saw Drusilla again, she always 
welcomed news of her old friend and couldn’t think of anyone better 
suited for such a job. Part of Thais wished she could go that far, that 
she could lead and teach and be a mother to a great many people just 
like Drusilla had become. But she was so very happy to be only the 
mother of her and Atticus’ three children. 

It was all she ever wanted, to live a normal life, forever with the 
man who saved her and liberated her and proved that there is always 
good in the world despite the encompassing darkness. 
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