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“Get out of here and never come back!”
  Dad was serious.  He didn’t Ike us at all.  When he said that, I knew he meant it.  Yeah, that was life these days. This warm summer day in He Red Rocks, w had an old rule that everyone who was not banned by the leader should stay, but...well, he didn’t care.  He was a rogue.  You got to be serious.  We didn’t want to listen to what Dad thought.  Oh my, come on, we’re movin’ again.  This time, we never knew where to go, what to find, and we didn’t have anywhere to go.  
     So we just headed the way we wanted.  It was a trek that we didn’t know anything about.  So we decided to go on and just head forward in a random direction.  
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Well, we just set off to a place that I thought was a city. As we went south, they collected firewood only from the trees and ground until they ran out. Then we would move again and collect more. Days passed but it was nothing other than normal life until my mom got sick with lung disease and passed away. Before she died, she just told me to get back to the last camping area and live there*. Days later, I got back to the camp and started getting food and building a house to live in.


But it was not for long...Yeah. After one year, I couldn’t survive on my own for any longer and finally I had to make a decision. It was stay where I was and starve, or risk going back to where my dad was. What did I choose?  Well, I went back.  This is maybe the wrong decision, but it’s worth seeing and trying. So I thought to myself, “ten miles until...”
 The moment I heard my grandpa, I knew I had come back home to the right place.  This was the happiest part of my life.  I arrived just before my grandpa’s 100th birthday, and we celebrated!  For my dad, he went to a place I didn’t know about, and for my grandpa and I, well, I became the leader of my tribe at the age of fourteen, and lived until the age of one hundred and seventy-six. 



*The house had enough supplies to live.
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