
Earth 900: Neolithic  
PART 1 

 

“I think it’s safe in here,” said Keett as she crawled into the cave’s chamber, allowing her 

to stand. Her eyes adjusted to the dark, and there was a whoosh of wind from the ceiling. 

Looking up, there was a natural chimney. 

Kimba crawled into the chamber and stood up. “There’s a fire ring. Someone’s been here 

before.” 

“Well, their loss our gain.” 

Ane stood up. “It’s out of the rain. That’s all I care about.” 

“I’ll start a fire,” said Kimba as she went to the fire ring and pulled out her pump drill, 

fireboard, and tinder from under her hide wrap. There were still logs in the fire ring, and she 

arranged them with her tinder to form a teepee that would burn once she had an ember. 

Keett dropped her pack and opened the hide bag that contained dried animal stomachs 

closed with sinew wraps. Each contained gathered food or strips of meat. She laid her pack out to 

dry as she slipped off the rest of her wet hides to dry by the fire. I hope Kimba gets the fire 

started soon. It’s cold in here. But it was better than outside in the storm. 

A small light flickered shadows across the chamber. 

“Got it!” said Kimba as she blew on the flame, trying to get it to catch the dry kindling. 

The fire grew rapidly under Kimba’s tending. Soon, the larger logs caught, bringing 

warmth and light to the chamber. 

Ane undid the buddle of firewood she carried and laid the wet wood around the fire to 

dry. She then stripped off her wet hides and hung them up, then moved closer to the fire to dry 

her naked body and hair. 

“Do you think we’ve lost the herd?” said Kimba as she took off her hides. 

“I don’t think so,” said Keett. “If anything, the trail should be easier to follow, but we 

will be a day further behind.” 

The group was following a herd of caribou across the spring tundra toward the herd's 

breeding grounds where hunting would be easier. They hoped to kill three or four of the hoofed 

animals—enough to last them through the summer and fall. 

Keett sat down on the cold floor and reached into a pouch on her belt, pulling out a rock 

and piece of flint. Carefully, she struck the flint with the stone chipping away at the shiny, sharp 

rock. She was making a spearhead, but she didn’t let the sharp slivers she removed go to waste. 

The pieces were embedded into the shaft of her spear to increase its lethality. 

Ane stood and went to her skins, bringing back her knife, quiver, and a pouch. She sat 

next to Keett and produced several small pieces of obsidian. With a small rock, she worked the 

obsidian to create arrowheads. When one was ready, she took an arrow shaft from her quiver. 

Splitting the straight-grained length of ash with her knife, she seated the arrowhead and tied it in 

place with a piece of wet sinew. She did the same with the fletching, then set it by the fire to dry. 

As the others worked, Kimba checked her flint axes. One had a chip in the blade from an 

earlier miss when she threw it at a rabbit. She worked the damaged quartz, turning the damage 

from a dull spot into a serrated edge. 

Ane stood and said, “I will find a good spot for waste.” She walked to the back of the 

chamber, disappearing into the gloom. 

“Do you think we’ll encounter any other Humans?” said Kimba as she worked on her ax. 



Keett shrugged to herself. Meeting Humans in the wilderness had proven dangerous. As 

they had no male in their group, other Human groups tried everything from bribery to 

enslavement to get them to join. One group sacrificed three males before giving up after a 

multiday chase. 

“I’m not about to be a birther for them,” grumbled Keett. 

Other Humans only saw Keett’s group as females—good for foraging and having 

babies—not the hunters and warriors they were. Their original group kicked them out when they 

refused to be birthers. The group’s shaman had branded Keett and Ane Woman of Spirits, and the 

three women left with only the hides they wore. Over the last two years, they’d scavenged, 

hunted, and collected the tools, food, and supplies they needed. 

“We don’t need other Humans,” said Keett. “We’ve accomplished so much on our own, 

I’m not about to give it away.” 

“I’m not saying we should give what we’ve done away. But it would be nice to see other 

people. The wilderness is lonely.” 

Keett shrugged. “I’ve heard stories of large groups of people along the wide river.” 

“Where is the wide river?” 

“Stories say it is the father of all rivers. All we have to do is follow a river, and it will 

take us to a land of wide trees, tall grass, and game that will let you touch it.” 

Kimba nodded. “I’ve heard those stories, too.” 

“Keett, Kimba, bring light,” Ane called. 

Keett and Kimba exchanged a look. Reaching into the fire, Keett picked up a log burning 

at one end. Together they stood and went to the back of the cave and Ane. 

“What is it?” said Kimba. 

“Look.” Ane pointed to the chamber wall. 

“Cave painting,” said Keett as she waved the fire over the finger paintings. 

“Yes,” said Kimba, “but these aren’t like any we’ve seen before.” 

The previous cave paintings they’d seen were of animals, humans, or geometric shapes. 

This was something different. The prominent picture was a human head with green eyes and a 

mouth with two triangles jutting out the top surrounded by stars and a crescent moon. Another 

set of images showed these creatures chasing Humans and devouring one, then leading the rest 

away. Next to it was a cross that repelled the creatures. Another cross was touching a green-eyed 

creature in flames. The next image showed a stick through the chest of another green-eyed 

creature. A human held a ball with a stem, with squiggly lines emanating from it. Whatever it 

was, it drove the green-eyed creatures off. The last picture showed a group of humans armed 

with crosses and sticks attacking a stone building with a peaked roof. 

Keett looked at the drawings and frowned, not liking what they conveyed.  

“Is this a warning?” said Kimba. 

“I don’t know,” said Keett. “It must be important. I’ve never seen green pigment before.” 

All the other cave art they’d seen used black and red pigment.  

“We have not seen evidence of these types of creatures in the area,” said Ane. 

“Maybe this attack,” Kimba pointed to the last image of the humans armed with crosses 

and sticks attacking a stone building, “killed the creatures.” 

“Could be a warning to stay out,” said Keett. 

“But if we lose this caribou herd, it will take another moon or even two to find the next 

one.” 



Keett weighed the options—risk these creatures which may be destroyed or go around the 

area and lose the herd they’d been following for weeks. Keett studied the art, wondering if it was 

real or some shaman’s vision. She didn’t respect the shaman after one tried to exorcise the 

demons that he believed possessed her and Ane for their desire to not want to bear children. 

Keett perceived it as a powerplay so the shaman could claim Kimba as his own.  

What stuck out was the green pigment. Not only had Keett not seen it before, but she had 

no idea how to make it. Someone had gone out of their way to find and create the pigment, then 

only used it on the creatures’ eyes. 

The herd was life. They needed the meat and supplies they would harvest from them. To 

lose them would be a catastrophe as none in their group knew where the caribou calving grounds 

were. They might not find another herd this year. If they wanted to follow the wide river, they 

needed the provisions the caribou would provide. 

Keett’s instincts told her to avoid the area, they could find more caribou, but a bigger 

concern pushed back—Kimba was lonely—and Keett didn’t like seeing her distraught. She and 

Ane were Women of the Spirits and could handle isolation for long stretches, but not Kimba. Her 

partner needed to be around people. Following the caribou and turning south would happen 

before winter. If they lost the herd and had to find another, it could take them all winter and into 

next spring. Keett didn’t want to do that to Kimba. 

“I think we should follow the herd,” Keett announced. “We’ll just have to be careful.” 

“Are you sure?” said Kimba. 

“If we lose the herd, it might be another winter before we find another. If we want to 

follow the wide river and find people, we need this herd. I don’t know if this threat is real—or 

just a shaman’s pipe dream.” 

Kimba nodded. She folded into Keett’s arms and rested her head on Keett’s shoulder. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “I know it’ll be dangerous.” 

Keett squeezed her tight, opened her left arm, and invited Ane in. The three shared a 

group hug in the warm firelight. 
 


