
        
            
                
            
        

    


 

In a distant future, countless wars and an ecological apocalypse have devastated the earth.

Erid, one of few survivors, has lived alone in a cave for three years. Then a strange light appears in the distance. That same day an injured she-wolf seeks his protection. Curiosity returns and he decides to venture out from the safety of his cave.

Together with the wolf he seeks the source of the light. Strange things happen and again and again the wolf seems to be smarter than Erid. An old woman shares a part of their way and then he meets Miriam …

 

The Science Fiction novella "Radiant Hope" is organized as an advent calendar with a picture at the start of each day's reading.

 

What others have said:

"The story is about some distant future time, and yet it seems as if you were back in the Stone Age. The authors paint a hopeless scenario: Winter, cold and snow as far as the eye can see. Loneliness, lurking dangers in the form of sickness, hunger, death, and wolves ... Advent, the arrival: The classic theme of the protagonist journeying toward his destiny. Light, hope, and trust: Traditional Christmas images in an unusual Christmas story."
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Erid crouched in his earthen cave. Water dripped from the ceiling into his fire. He shivered at the thought to have a thick layer of snow above and no hope for a change. 

His wood supply was getting low, and in the morning he was going to have to venture outside. Avoiding hungry packs of wolves while scavenging for fuel demanded care and skill, and then the wood itself would be wet and take ages to dry before he could use it. He groaned at the thought, scratching between his dirty toes. He’d also get in a bucket of snow for a sponge bath. The cave was getting stinky. He wrinkled his long nose. 

Each year the winters had been growing longer and longer. It must be somewhere around the beginning of December now, and Erid could count on at least another six months of cold before spring arrived. A sun-seeker, summer, not winter, had always been his favorite season. Scowling, he looked at his wan brown skin.  

Crumbs of earth rained onto his head as bison wandered by overhead. The herd pounded along, the cave vibrating. Hopefully the rocky ceiling wasn't going to just collapse one of these days. 

Erid reached for his stash of walnuts and opened a few by striking them with a stone. The quaking stopped and he heaved a sigh of relief.

He climbed onto the bicycle he had attached to a generator in order to be able to listen to music. While he pedaled against the atrophy of disuse, he listened with captivation to Mozart's Requiem. Along with a handful of records, he had managed to salvage a record player. It had taken many nights of traveling back and forth between his apartment in the ruined city and this place several miles away.

He had discovered the cave by chance, spotting the yawning hole on one of his exploratory hikes through the countryside. He had since disguised the entrance with some stones, but still, he always felt uneasy about leaving it, fearing to find it inhabited by someone else on his return. So far, though, his luck had held.

The last movement of the Requiem came to an end. Erid climbed off the bike, letting himself fall onto the bed, and blew out the candle. 

In the morning he prepared himself for his search for wood. Perhaps he might surprise a snow hare. His diet of nuts had been getting oppressive. Shifting the concealing stones to one side, he crawled outside. The glittering whiteness made his eyes tear. He slid the buckles of his snowshoes over his boots and started on his way.

Before him the snow lay transformed by the sun to a field of rainbow-tipped crystals. It was unlikely the wolves would forsake the deeper shadows of the wood to follow him in the gleaming brightness of daylight, but he was still cautious as he approached the edge of the wood. Although he wanted to avoid going very deep into the wood, here at the edges there was scarcely any brushwood to be found. 

He continued into the wood until he reached a place where the trees stood about two meters apart. Keeping a sharp lookout towards the deeper woods, his snowshoe caught in a pine root and sent him sprawling full-length in the snow.

In the struggle to regain his footing, his weight shifted awkwardly onto his ankle, and he bit his lip to suppress a cry of pain. Glancing around fearfully into the deeper woods he strained to hear any sound of pursuit, but everything was still. Supposing that he had sprained his ankle, Erid turned to limp back towards the field and came to sudden halt. Out on the horizon, where the blue of the sky otherwise met with the snow in an unbroken line, shone a strange red glow.
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Could this be the sun? A beacon to signal the end of winter? Erid forgot the pain in his ankle and his breast swelled at the thought of spring. Maybe it would take only short time till the warmth spread anew across the land. 

“Sun, I worship you,” Erid whispered, dropping to his knees, and raised his hands. 

What a piece of idiocy! He heaved himself to his feet once more.

“If anyone were looking, he would think I had lost it. Honestly - to kneel in the snow and pray to the sun! The months of winter have frozen my brains! Spring - what a crazy thought. Here it was, only the beginning of December. How was spring supposed to arrive in December? 

True, the world was a crazy place. That much was undeniable. Wars, saint ones, democratic or tyrannical, all had their place these days. Millions of people had died from earthquakes, floods, and massive contamination. The media had reported each day on the number of dead. What names were behind the numbers? What kind of people had they been? They too had had wishes, hopes and fears. Many of them had prayed, but neither Allah nor the Christian God had answered. Now they lay in the ground and could draw comfort from the fact that, at least, after all their suffering, they didn't have to bear this interminable winter and loneliness. 

Winter and the loneliness: For three years Erid had been alone with the cold. Sometimes he lost all hope that the spring would ever return. The wolves howled and the food ran low, but then the spring had returned. With spring came the hope that maybe, somewhere out there, someone else, as lonely as he, was also searching for human contact.

And now this light on the horizon. Burning steadily, it seemed to expand and glow even more brightly - as if, indeed, it really did want to melt away the ice and snow. A shimmer of hope? Or was it just one more piece of the world burning down? He sniffed the air instinctively, as if he would be able to scent the burning from so far away. 

The air was clear and frosty cold. His ankle hurt.
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Ending his mental fieldtrip, Erid stood and turned to the cave with an armful of brushwood. 

Suddenly something rustled nearby, and he ducked instinctively behind an outcrop of snow. As quietly as he could he lay the pile of brushwood in the snow. He peered fearfully over to the pine wood, where the trees had long ceased to be green. Dead and unadorned, they stood close together and offered a gloomy contrast to the snow. In the distance a shadow moved against the background that was now radiating red with the light. 

Erid squinted and tried to determine what it was that approached. A wolf! Muscles tensed, he pressed himself further against the snowy bank. Hopefully the wolf hadn't smelled him yet. Freezing with cold, he tried to rub his hands and wiggle his toes. He waited, crouching there for an eternity. 

Should he dare to peer out from his hiding place? Carefully, slowly, Erid bent forward. He started with fright and fell backwards into the snow. Directly before him stood the wolf, a searching gaze in its yellow-green eyes. 

Erid gulped, his heart racing. Several minutes passed before he dared to sit up. The wolf retreated a pace and lay down in the snow, on which a red bloom slowly spread. The wolf was injured.

Did it want him to help? Erid searched his memory: Were wounded wolves rejected by their pack? He wasn't sure. It had been a long time since he had known such things, and he had been witness to too much cruelty and horror in the world since then. 

Standing up, he approached the wolf slowly and knelt beside it. 

The wolf rolled onto its side, breathing heavily and exposing a large belly wound. 

"Shush, easy now. I'm going to bring you to my cave. Up now!" As he himself stood, a dull throb made itself feel in his toes and a sharp pain stabbed in his ankle. The wolf remained on its side, eyes closed. 

Erid leaned over and slid a hand under the animal to lift it off the snow.

"I'll just come back for the wood later." He gazed at the wolf as if he half expected a reaction.

The wolf grew heavy as he went, and his arms ached as he crossed the last meters to his cave. He had to crawl through the entrance on his knees, but somehow he managed to carry the wolf inside and lay it on a bed of straw. He quickly lit a fire with the last of his remaining dry wood and set a pot of snow to melt. When the water was hot enough, he tore a strip of fabric and used it to wash the wound. The wolf opened its eyes and whimpered and tried to move, but then promptly fell back into unconsciousness. Erid laid dried healing herbs on the wound and wrapped a long strip of cloth around the wolf's belly to hold it firmly in place. 

Only now he inspected the wolf from head to tail. A she-wolf. Her fur was a soft gray; a beautiful animal! Reaching out to stroke her neck, his hand brushed against something hard. He bent to look more closely, gently parting the fur with his hands. Something red shimmered up at him. Further investigation revealed a knotted leather band. 

Carefully, he removed it and went to the cave entrance where there was more light. In his hand lay a star-shaped red stone that glimmered with the same color as the far sky on the horizon. He held it up to the light and startled: Deep inside the stone something seemed to move. 
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There was also engraving, and squinting he was able
to read:

S t a r o f H o p e

What was that supposed to mean? A red star of hope?
Hadn't they always said that green was the color of hope? And how
long ago had this word lost its meaning? Hope. Hmph. Erid shoved
the stone in his pocket and went back into the cave. The wolf
slept, and her breathing had become regular. He went to retrieve
the firewood.The horizon was still aglow. Erid walked at a brisk
pace. The pain in his ankle had subsided and an unusual cheerful
mood had settled in his chest. Finally no longer alone! The thought
warmed him. He hummed to himself as he broke frozen branches from
the trees.

With a huge bundle of wood he returned to the cave.
The wolf looked up at him with gleaming eyes. She whined and
flipped her tail as he entered.

Erid smiled. "Hope!" He laid his bundle next to the
fireplace. "Hope, you have brought me hope, and that is what I will
call you."

Slowly he approached the animal. He squatted down
next to Hope, stretching out his hand. His heart jumped for joy as
she licked his palm with her rough tongue. "Hope," he whispered,
amazed.

Snuggled close against her, Erid fell asleep.

On the following morning, Hope was visibly
recovered. Erid examined the wound and found that it had
closed.

"Should we investigate the glow? What do you
think?"

Hope ran restlessly to and fro.

As they exited the cave and wandered out into the
snow, Hope ran close beside him on his right. The light before them
had lessened in intensity - now a narrow rosy gleam.

They had been traveling for about two hours over
the gently rolling l [...]
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