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The end of time . . . a transcending. It didn't take long before realizing that I was one of only a few survivors. When it happened, I mean, when everything basically died, I was a sixteen-year-old girl growing into womanhood - experimenting with sex and drugs, learning how to drive. Then one day, I woke up for school and everyone was dead. I first noticed it when I approached the kitchen and found my father face down on the table. He had a piece of toast clutched in his hand, like his grip had tightened up on it just as he died. When I opened their bedroom door, I saw her, on the floor, dead. Her eyes were wide opened, and I could see surprise on her face, as though she realized that she was about to die just before passing over. My brother was still in his bed, as was my older sister. My younger sister, who was twelve at the time, was on the floor, curled into a ball. 


Suddenly, I remember a chilling feeling pass through my body. All of the bad things I ever did felt like a guilty numbness that started between my legs and pulsated through my breasts and hands. I felt the sudden urge to shed myself of the horrors that surrounded me. I ran out of the house and down the streets, dressed in my nightgown and a pair of Winnie the Pooh slippers. I ran and ran until finally, I ran out of breath. As I slowed to a walk, I began to notice something strange about the world around me. There was no life. No cars on the streets, no birds chirping, no dogs barking, no radios echoing in the morning air from the tightly packed houses in my neighborhood. It was like a bad dream getting worse. I pushed myself to run two blocks over to the catwalk that goes over the main highway to town. This road was always busy, with cars in all four lanes during rush hour in the morning. As I approached, I could already feel its emptiness. Even from a distance, I recalled hearing the sounds of the expressway from afar; it reminded me of a jet in the sky that never gets any closer or further away sounding. Not at that moment - at that moment, it was just as silent as everything else. The wind was still - not even a slight hair-wavering breeze blew. I got to that catwalk and ran to the center as I looked out down the cross section of trees and buildings that the highway divides. All up and down the four lanes for both directions (eight total); were wrecked cars. Some were smoking like campfires the morning after a party. Others were upside down or sideways. It reminded me of my little brother when he was a baby. Mom would play Hot Wheels with him, but he didn't know how to play yet, so he tossed the cars around until the large box full of neatly organized cars was scattered across the entire playroom. Upon examining the wreckage further, I noticed that most of the drivers were still in their vehicles. The ones that weren't were tossed out during the collisions. These ones were usually mashed up like pulp, glimmering in the sunshine of the early morning. I began running towards town, hoping that it was a bad dream, and running away was the answer. Town was no different than the places I already ventured. There were cars sitting at stoplights, people lying on the ground on every corner, and even dead pigeons lying around benches and in the gutters. The sights began sending shockwaves through my body and I was vomiting uncontrollably. I remember hearing a motorcycle drive by in the distance just before passing out in the middle of town. 


I woke up before it started getting dark outside. Looking around, I felt repercussions of the chills I felt earlier. The complete lack of life around me was getting very hard to comprehend. Where was I to go? What was I to do? Was I the only person who was still alive? I remembered the motorcycle sounds, and they seemed just as frightening as they seemed assuring that someone was still alive out there. What if they were monsters that were out to kill anyone who survived the mysterious wave of death? 


I began walking back to my house so that I could pack a few things and attempt to drive out of the town. On the walk through, I thought I heard other people inside of a diner. I went inside. The loud noise was coming from behind the counter. The place was empty but the grills were all on, as I could see their red glow. I could tell that the sound was a television; I just couldn't see it right away. I walked around the bar and found it. It was on the floor, with a hand attached to the volume knob. The person was the cook, who was lying face down on the floor. He must have died while grabbing the volume knob because he put a tight enough grip on the knob to pull the television right off of its shelf above the jukebox. 


I got home, and tried not to look at any of my family members. I had to force myself not to look because I was so compelled to; it was like a magnet attracting my eyes. After putting a few items into three backpacks, I filled another bag with food. Then I loaded all of it into my dad's pickup truck. I also grabbed a tent and some sleeping bags, figuring for the worst. Finally, I grabbed my older sister's pet iguana, which was the only other living being that I had encountered up until that moment. 


On we went, driving very slowly and cautiously into the setting sun, West towards the only thing that qualifies as a city within 100 miles. Along the way, I had to go off of the road several times to avoid the heaps of twisted metal that resulted from the hundreds of crashes. People who died while driving to work or home from work. People going to school . . . people just out to be out. 


There is a section of the journey where the highway cuts down to just two lanes. On either side of the road, there are steep ditches because there are large trees and hills all around the road. It was here that my worst fear from the wrecks I had seen prior came true: a jackknifed semi. It was impossible to go around, as I soon proved by trying. In no time at all, my truck was completely stuck. I figured that I could find another vehicle past the overturned semi, so I grabbed all that I could carry and left the truck. The lizard started out on top of the backpack, but eventually, it jumped off and jogged along side of me as I walked.


There was such a long string of wrecked cars, overturned busses, smashed up motor homes and dead people littering the road that I immediately realized that getting a car right away was pointless. I would basically have to walk miles before there are houses on the hillsides or just walk off the road in one direction or another and walk until I found a vehicle on a back road or some one's yard. After walking through another dangerous mess of twisted metal and broken glass, I decided to just take a hike to my right, which should be north if I wasn't on a curve.


I took a hard right and plunged down into a small valley that had a river in it at one time. In this groove in the earth, there were no trees for as far as I could see. There weren't many curves either. I figured that sooner or later, I would spot a house from the valley. The time passed rather strangely because I wasn't really thinking about time all that day. I didn't wear a watch, and then it began getting dark, I was rather surprised at how short the day seemed. Knowing that darkness would set in quickly, I began to set up my tent. 


The moment that the lizard and me zipped up the flap and closed the screens - that was when everything started to settle in. I was alone - completely. Or was I? It was equally as frightening a concept to be the only survivor on earth as was the concept that others were roaming in the shadows. Suddenly, I felt alone, and without a self. For the first time in my life, nothing mattered except the bare bones basics of survival. I didn't have to impress anyone or try to be anything or anybody.


The silence continued to hang over everything as darkness consumed the outside. The silence was the most frightening aspect of everything because it never let up for even a bird chirping or a dog howling. There were no cars honking or guitars being played around campfires. There was only the hum of my own thoughts, which spun with the rhythm of my breathing. No matter how hard you try not to breath loud enough to hear, you can still hear it and it bothers you. At least, it bothered me. If I could have redone things, I would have grabbed a portable radio and a lot of CD's and batteries, because silence sucks. My only other living companion was a dammed iguana - a lizard that never makes any kind of sounds at all.


The next day I traveled the entire day, following the valley until it became indiscernible in the forest. This gave me a small chill because I have heard of people who died in these very woods. They wondered off the trail and before you know it, there was a search party. I knew there wasn't going to be a search party this time, so I just set up camp for the night.


That night, I heard the motorcycle sounds again. This time, they started far off and became gradually closer. It was a strange feeling to hear them, knowing that others were out there. I didn't know whether to hide or scream in hopes that they hear me. Out of fear, I just stayed in my tent, sitting Indian style in the center of my sleeping bag.


I spent the next week searching for a house in the country. By the week's end, there were no longer any leaves on any trees. The grass and weeds were dried out and brown. As each night came, the winds picked up, blowing tiny pieces of dead leaves around. This made it hard to see. On the last night before I found the road, I heard the motorcycles again. This time, they drove within a few yards of my tent. I was so scared, I couldn't move for about ten minutes after their engines faded into the silence.


The next morning, I found a road right after eating my last package of broken saltine crackers. It was a dirt road. I figured that taking a left on it would send me west again, so I went left. The road was very bumpy - so bumpy that it was difficult to walk down it. I walked for a couple of hours before finally finding a truck that had veered off the road and into a tree. From the looks of it, it wasn't going that fast when it hit the trees. I ran to it with the last ounces of energy I had left.


The truck was an old Ford, probably from the sixties or seventies. Inside, there was a dead man. He was pretty rotted and I could only characterize him by his apparel, which were overalls and a flannel. He had gray hair covered with a straw hat. I had to get into the passenger seat and kick his body out of the driver side door. After removing the body, I looked down at the key. It was already in the on position. From the looks of it, the truck had run into the trees between gears, as the old man was shifting - his hand was on the shifter when I first found him. Perhaps the impact of the hit caused him to pop the shifter into neutrals. In any case, the truck had run out of gas idling in neutral. The battery was also dead. Memories of the time I first ran out of gas a couple of months ago played through my mind as I walked away from the truck, dragging my canvasette backpack on the road behind me.


Suddenly, there was a loud scream. I stopped walking and tuned my ears into the last echo as it scaled away. Then it burst out again. It was a man's voice, shouting, "whooooooo!" super loud. It was coming from up the road a bit, where there was a hill going up for a good quarter of a mile. I was suddenly excited, as if I was certain the person was friendly. I guess it was the same as being certain that the motorcycle riders who ride only at night are not friendly. I actually tried to yell back, but all that came out was a girlish sounding, "hey!" that actually sounded more like a mouse squeaking compared to the outbursts that echoed in the valleys. He said the words, "I AM GOD NOW!" really loud and slow, and then there was total silence. 


Ten minutes or so later, I finally made it to the top of the hill, and seen an incredible sight. It was a whole neighborhood of nice houses.


"Woooooooo!" the man yelled again. I could see him at that point, but everything was beginning to get blurry for me. I was really weak, and needed water really bad.


"Over here!" I yelled. This time, I sounded like a girl screaming in a horror flick.


The man began to approach me, and I faded out, falling on a rock.


I woke up with the lizard clawing my back, tying to get comfortable. Then the awareness of being in the presence of another living being kicked in, and I looked around for the man. I was in a completely dark living room. I was a nice one, three times larger than my family’s. There was a large TV, a couch that could seat ten, and several glass fixtures. I looked and listened, but could not detect anyone else. Then I heard a noise outside, like the sound of a tractor starting. Moments later, the house began waking up, one room at a time. A light came on in one room while a television turned on in the next. I was spooked. Then he came in from the sliding glass door. As he opened it, the motor sound got louder. He shut it quickly and looked eye to eye with me. He was a man in his thirties, with long hair and a goatee.


"I see you have come to," he started.


"Yeah, my head . . . "


"Be careful! It's cut. If you don't scratch at it, it should be okay."


"What is your name?" I asked him.


"I'm Burt Secor. I used to live in the hills with my uncle. But he died . . . everyone died . . . shit, you're the first person I've seen so far since everyone died."


"Well, you're the first for me, too, except . . . "


"Except who? Is there someone else?" he asked me, with wild eyes. Perhaps he thought I already found a male companion, and had a slight twinge of jealousy rip through him.


"The motorcycles. Every once in a while, I hear them at night. When I was hiking up here, they rode really close by me. I was afraid to meet them," I explained. 


"Well, I haven’t heard them. Fuck 'em anyway, right? We got guns!" he pulled his coat back to reveal five shiny pistols tucked into his belt.


"What are we going to do . . . just stay here?" I asked, not understanding the scope of the situation.


"Well, I figure we can go from neighborhood to neighborhood, siphoning gasoline and raiding cupboards. We can set up base in a central house that has many houses around it . . . "


"That sounds freaky," I said honestly. I mean, who wants to live in the middle of a ghost town that still has the corpses lying around in everywhere? And who wants to go tiptoeing through a house where the occupants were currently rotting away in.


"Well, what do you suggest?" he asked, pulling out a pint of Jim Beam, "I mean, my plan is good, I already got a busload full of porno movies, regular movies, Sony Playstation II games, and a shitload of microwave popcorn."


"How do we have lights?" I asked.


"Generator. Shit, missy, everyone in these parts has one. There was a big scare at the turn of the millennia a few years ago, before your time. Anyway, everyone thought the power would go out, so everyone bought a shitload of water and canned goods - and generators. Pretty stupid, Huh? Look at them now, rotting into the backyard."


"There are people out there?" I asked, getting up to look out the window.


"Yeah, the Pattersons. I used to watch their dogs when they went on vacations. Tragic, even their dogs dies."


"Haven't you noticed that everything is dead? Grass, birds, trees, bugs, people . . . "


"Wow . . . holy Fuck! I didn't realize that . . . You're right! Everything fucking died . . . except us."


"Except us and those fuckers on the motorcycles. Burt, we can't have that generator on and the lights on. They will find us easily." I felt I had a legitimate concern, but he didn't see it.


"Look, I'm going to kick down some movies, and get some popcorn popping. If you want to shut out the lights, go for it, but the generator doesn't get shut off for shit. Fuck those punks on the motorcycles. If they want to fuck with me, they can, but I don't intend on living like a mole because of them."


"If the generator is on, we won't even be able to hear them coming!"


"Here who coming?"


"The motorcycle people!" I screamed.


"There is no motorcycle people!" he yelled back.


"Yes there is, I heard them!"


"And you suspect that they might be riding around, looking for a house that's lit up so they can kill everyone inside and steal all their food, is that your fear?"


"Yes," I said calmly.


He burst into a fit of laughter. 


"Listen girly, they wouldn't bother fucking around up here in the canyon. They know better."


As the first movie ended and the second one began, I felt I had to ask him more questions, but none of them sounded valid. I wanted to know who he was, not what his favorite color or TV show was. I was at a point in the understanding that this may very well be my husband by default. The survival of the human race might depend on this guy helping me raise some children. The thought was a bit disturbing, and I was looking for some kind of line of questioning that would help me accept him more. The questions didn't reveal themselves to me.


"What did you mean when you yelled, 'I am God now,' or whatever it was?" I asked him.


"Oh, that? It was a little joke between my father and me. Before he died a couple of years back, he used to tell me that he was God. He told me that when he died, he would become divine and come back to haunt my existence. Plague it with failure, or some bullshit. Why, what did you think?"


"I don't know, nothing."


"No, really, I want to know," he persisted.


"Well, you'll think I'm stupid."


"No I won't, I promise," he assured me.


"I thought maybe you were a mad scientist who made a super germ in your basement. You wiped out the human race and rejoiced. Stupid, huh?"


"A little sci-fi freak, are you? Me too, but never science fact. I was always too dumb to do anything more than read sci-fi comic books. Super germ, eh? That's interesting - because that was my first thought when I started finding out that everyone was dead. Wow . . . what the fuck did kill everything? I mean, it don't seem like a super virus would kill all the plants and animals."


Maybe the air changed," I offered as a remote possibility.


"Meaning what?"


"Well, maybe the planet just decided that it was time to get rid of a lot of extra weight, so it changed the air just long enough to suffocate everything," I said, sounding very dreamy.


"So how do you explain us surviving?"


"I don't. I don't explain any of this, because I don't have any idea . . . " I heard the cycles.


"Any idea what?"


"Shhhh! Listen!" I said.


Sure enough, the motorcycles were approaching. They were high pitched in tone, like trail or racing bikes. 


"Turn off the lights!" he said. I ran one way and he ran the other. All the lights were off, and he went outside to turn off the generator, leaving the door opened. Moments later, the generator cut off. I sat in the silence, listening for him to walk back down the deck boards. I looked into the voids of the darkness beyond the sliding door, hoping to see him break into the house swiftly. Instead, something rolled into the entryway like a bowling ball. It thumped to a stop against the wall near me. It was Burt's head, staring glassy eyed back at me. I began to scream, but it was of no use. Five or six men entered through the sliding glass door. These men were not friendly looking. On my second introduction to the group, I observed that they were no men at all, but a group of boys ranging from ten to seventeen years old. 


"Lookee here boys, it's a girl!"


Suddenly, they all stopped, and their looks changed from crazed warriors to curious little boys.


"Wow! You're the first girl survivor!" Another said.


"Schilar is going to trip!" A young one said.


"Not 'till after I get a crack at that tight little ass!" One of them said, approaching me while undoing his belt with one hand. 


Suddenly a gunshot rang out, knocking the approaching kid down onto the ground beneath my feet. He was dead seconds later. 


"Schilar said there is to be no fucking around, NONE," the murderer said as he put his pistol back into his jacket. "Schilar said that any female survivor has to be brought back to him immediately. Let's move out!"


They took me, and made me ride on the back of a dirt bike with a smaller kid. The ride took us the same way I was going on the dirt road for a while, then they made a left on a trail. We rode the trail until we got to the small circle of desert that surrounded the city. It seems we were following the circle around the city, until we got to some more grassy hills. There was no houses this far out, but from the hills, you can see clearly into the valley, and even into the canyons, from certain peaks. I'm sure that they sat up here with binoculars and spotte4d the lights when Burt turned them on. We began approaching a gigantic multiple structured plant nursery. There had to be ten enormous pull barns that had glass windows. The complex was as bright as daytime, casting a glow around it that looked eerie in the empty hills. Moments later, we were driving into the gate, which was guarded by two young men with shotguns. The caravan of motorcycles and four wheelers pulled right into a large bay door. The interior of the greenhouse was more humid and warmer than the outside air. There were many live plants and small trees everywhere. I remembered the lizard, which was back in the canyon where there wasn't a live plant for as far as the eye could see. He would have loved this place. 


After we unmounted from the bikes, we were met by a twenty something year old guy wearing a long white lab coat. 


"A girl! Amazing!" Schilar said.


"She's mine until further notice. I want you guys to go on one more sweep before you call it a night. Take Ryan with you, he has a new kid that his group found in the suburbs. Train him."


"Come with me, your name is Andrea from now on, Okay?" he said.


I was kind of confused. I didn't know whether to trust his authority or be very careful. The one thing that was for sure is that I was now in with a colony of people who survived. To me at the time, it didn't matter whether they were God fearing Christians or rogue vagabonds, scowering the countryside, killing others and gathering food. I did want to hear his story, and tell him mine. That instinct was ever pressing - even when the boys captured me. I wanted to talk to each of them extensively. I wanted to know where they lived, what schools they went to, what kinds of things they were into, and that sort of stuff.


He led me to a furnished room in the center of the greenhouse. The walls were also glass, and from inside, you couldn't see anything but the green of the treetops, plants, and flowers.


"Sit down and we can get acquainted a bit," he said, pouring a couple of glassed of water. 


He sat near me on a large fluffy couch, placing a glass of water in front of me on a giant glass table. 


"What is your name again?" I remember asking.


"They call me Schilar Sphynx. It's a name that this weird group of people gave me. They were all high school dropouts who studied science on their own. Together, we developed a lot of stuff that we would have been famous for - perhaps even Nobel Prize winning material. But the government didn't like our methods, so they ignored us and wouldn't let us penetrate the bureaucracy of the Food and Drug Administration. Basically, they swept us under a rug, out here, in the middle of nowhere. We were funded for a couple of weeks - just long enough to get settled in, and then they cut us off completely, writing false reports and articles about us in the AMA and many other publications. My studies in certain atmospheric neutralization techniques frightened a number of their experts. But we were finding new friends in the more earth conscious organizations. They funded us up until this point, and now, we have our fresh start."


"So you are basically telling me that you are the reason that everything in the world just died all at once? Everything? Whatever dude," I said, almost laughing at the idea.


"It's true. We started as a website that was a forum for amateur scientists. The ones that were the tightest in the group moved to Syracuse, New York with me and started a small privately funded lab . . . "


"Look, I don't believe you, so save your breath for your little cult. I just want to know why they had to kill Burt. He didn't hurt anyone - he was a peaceful guy . . . "


"Their orders are to kill anyone whose not young, like them. They were instructed to bring back any female survivors, regardless of age," he informed me.


"Why?  Why not bring back everyone?" I asked.


"Because this is all that is left. The entire earth is dead. No plants, no trees, nothing. In less than a couple of years, this little oasis will also be dried up. I never planned to wipe out everything, it just happened. I was doing things that went beyond the scope of my original project, mainly due to heavy pressure from some special interest groups. But all of that is over now. Now, we can only go forward and try to keep mankind alive."


"It's all bullshit," I said quietly.


"Pardon?"


"Bullshit! It's all a bunch of fucking BULLSHIT!"


"Look, you can believe it or you can believe that aliens zapped earth and killed everything, or whatever. The bottom line is that we are here and tomorrow is another chance for things to change. We are the children of tomorrow, so we must make the right choices."


"And what am I? Andrea, the Queen of your post-apocalyptic vision?"


"How old are you?"


"Sixteen."


"You are pretty intelligent for your age, have you ever considered being a scientist?"


"Not really."


"Well, consider it, because if we want to preserve our race, we must learn to adapt to the world's new conditions. In a matter of weeks, the atmosphere will go through a lot of changes. It is very likely that we will not survive the storms and other natural disasters that will occur as a result of the dramatic changes that are taking place."


"I never thought of it that way . . . "


"Well, it is upon us. We have very thick glass walls on these structures, and the buildings were designed to be aerodynamic for high wind resistance. If anything is going to survive those storms, it is going to be inside this building."


"How long will they last?"


"Forever."


"Wow."


"So you see why we are trying to monitor our little population."


"Yeah, I guess so."


"Well, I want to tell you that I am a nice guy. I am not here to make you the post-apocalyptic queen, but so far, you are the only female amongst us. I'm not a king, and I don't intend on making you my own, unless, of course, it just happened that way on its own . . . "


"That's nice to know, what do you guys do around here for fun?"


"There's no time for fun here, it's all about preparing for what is coming next."


I was lost at that point. He had awakened a new line of fearful thoughts in my head. The storms - I knew they were going to come, like he said. I mean, with all of the vegetation dead, there is no oxygen being produced. It’s like a giant balloon that's leaking from thousands of tiny holes all around it.


Schilar's head raised as a gunshot rang out followed by about ten more. This was followed by the sounds of louder, more powerful machines like hot rods and Harley Davison’s. A bunch of kids ran in the bay doors and shut them as they got in. One of them caught a bullet in the shoulder as he entered, falling face first onto the cement floor.


"Schilar! There are rogues coming! At least a dozen of them!" Then there was a loud ear piercing crash as a Jeep plunged through a glass wall. Several men in army uniforms walked in, shooting everyone outside in the main area of the greenhouse. Then they entered our little room, pointing rifles and shotguns at us.


One of the men said, "grab the girl and kill the fag."


Two men stepped forward on this command. One was a burley man with a face full of hair. He had a large wad of chewing tobacco in his cheek, spitting on the glass table as he grabbed me up. The other man, a blonde man who really looked like an army guy, stepped forward and aimed his shotgun at Schilar. Schilar bowed his head and closed his eyes as the man pulled the trigger. Schilar's blood shot out in all directions as the shotgun blast took a large chunk of his head off.


The man who grabbed me put a rag over my nose that had a strong odor on it. I passed out immediately. 


For the next ten days, I was between a state of drunkenness and being totally doped out. I'm not going to say they forced me to take the drugs, drink the booze, or anything. In fact, I rather welcomed the altered states for most of the time. Sometimes, however, the drugs made me think about the hopelessness of it all. That is ultimately what made me leave. These men, who were a group of twenty or so, were all about partying. Their philosophy was that it was the end of time. They weren't going to be around too much longer, so they might as well be totally obliterated until the last moment. 


We were stationed in a bar, in the downtown area of a city. There was a drugstore across the streets, and another one down the road. During the day, we laid around doing vicodin and drinking beers. While some did this, others rode out to find drug dealers who still had a good stash on them when they died. They would bring the stuff back and everyone would snort lines of cocaine and shoot themselves full of heroin.


They were also in search of survivors, primarily female survivors. Since I was the only one, they each shared me like a joint. I didn't fight it, not even the first night. In fact, I was the one who started it. It didn't matter to me, I knew that there would be no "tomorrow’s children" bullshit like Schilar was trying to sell me on. I also knew that there was no reason to try to fight it, because they would just beat me until I would submit. That wouldn't have been very fun. One night, one of the men decided to beat on me anyway, and because of that, he was taken outside by a couple of the other men. Moments later, there were two gunshots. He didn't come back in with the others.


One guy sobered up enough to tell me about how they stumbled onto Schilar.


"We were out on patrols one night, and we heard these little dirt bikes. One of our men spotted them, so we followed them in a quiet Jeep. They were heading to that giant greenhouse, so we scoped the place out for a few minutes. The bikers that we followed in went back out. We sent some people out to cut them off, while we infiltrated the compound and took it over."


"Why?"


"Why what?"


"Why did you have to kill all of those people?"


"Why not, we got you out of the deal."


"What am I, a piece of meat?"


"Basically."


"Fuck you," I said, and I then retreated to my little booth in the corner of the bar.


"Listen girly, we aren't going to be alive too much longer, right? Everyone knows that shit, it's just; no one ever brings it up. Well, that is the reality. So we are just having one last party."


"Those kids out there were just trying to make it. They wanted to survive and keep the human race going! What are you out there doing, huh?"


"Fuck those kids, and fuck you, too. The human race ain't worth saving. Obviously, it was so out of control, it caused itself to become extinct."


"Oh yeah, and what is your explanation? Why did everything die?" I asked, trying to see if he was even capable of true thinking.


"You know what I think? I think it was God. End of story," he said, as if he was right and had proof to back up his allegations.


"Then why did we live? God thought we were too cool to die? Or maybe were mistakes - he just forgot about us."


"Or maybe he kept us around to hear us bullshit about it until we died - to entertain him," a different man said, as he opened a bottle of tequila. 


"Maybe he just farted!" someone else offered.


The most intelligent of the bunch was a college aged kid who was usually drunk. This time, he was on his way when he broke into the conversation. 


"Maybe the entire universe that we thought was so vast is only a microscopic dot in a much larger universal plane. If that were true, any number of things could have happened in the larger universe that probably fucked us over here, on our little dot."


"That kid did too much acid at Yale," the other drunk with the tequila said.


Other than that, there was never too much communication, just a lot of drinking, snorting drugs, and me getting fucked. The storms that Schilar warned me about began on my eighth day at the bar. They escalated from the winds and rains picking up to full on tornados and lightening storms. By the third day of the storm, men coming back from scouting missions were reporting that weaker structures were leveled all around the city, and that we should all move to the underground sewage tunnels if we hoped to survive.


I was disappointed at these men, and wanted to get as far away from them as possible. It was too late to get back to the greenhouses, as they were miles outside of the city. Going underground sounded good on the surface, but when we went there, we quickly realized that it would soon be as unlivable as the bar. There would be floods, and the sewers were already high from being backed up for so long. Knowing we were fucked, and that no one I was with was going to help out the situation, I decided to disappear. It wasn't difficult, I just fell behind a little, and stopped. Moments later, the rest of them were gone. I went back to the surface through a reserve that was empty. There was no manhole lid above, so I used it. I ran and ran until I found shelter at a police station. It was a one story building made with thick concrete. I figured I would be safe for a while there.


A while has become a week. The storm and earthquakes have only gotten worse. The sun is just like everything else: a memory. In the police station, I managed to find some military food supplies - MRE's. They could probably keep me alive for longer, perhaps a week or so, maybe even a month. Then I could chance the storm and hope to find some canned goods. But after much thought, I have decided to simply die by my own accord. It beats all of the other ways I could be killed. Starving to death has always been a big phobia of mine. I also hate the loneliness. I mean, if I did live, when would the storm stop? Would it ever? I don't really know. All I do know is that there won't be any survivors left. If there was, there would only be a couple, and they would never find me as I would never find them.


At first, I thought about using a police gun to blow my brains out, but that didn't sound very easy. Instead, I dug around and found the evidence storeroom. I knew there would be some drugs in it, but I had no idea! This room was like walking into a warehouse, and the entire inventory was drugs. There were large bags full of cocaine, heroin, crack, marijuana, and pills - lots of pills. I wanted to just dive into them, doing lines until my eyes closed forever.


Instead, I took a slower approach. I started with a large bag of heroin ad a few joints. I learned to roll joints at the bar, and the skill has come in pretty handy in here. I've been stoned for about two days. I haven't eaten anything because those MRE's are really gross. The only thing I'm hungry for is another hit from a joint or another line of coke. This day, the last day of my life, I am going to eat a handful of pills while I shoot three times the normal dose of heroin. Of course, I decided to write this note first, so just in case there were any other survivors, they could read about the world's end, as I saw it - or rather, as it was shown to me. I hope they get one thing out of it: we killed ourselves off - all of us did. Just as easily as those boys killed Burt, or those bikers killed Schilar and his group. The human race fucked itself, just like you would have figured would have happened if you studied your history. 


One time, I considered putting my philosophy as to what went down into this note, but I chose not to because I would only be speculating. If someone does survive and somehow finds me, they will probably do the same thing I did. Just remember to learn from the other's mistakes. They assumed that, because they survived, the world was their grapevine to pick from. They wanted to reshape the human race into their vision. That's no good. Look where it got us. Well, here goes the last trip for me. I'm going to explore the other side - wherever or whatever that is. Nonetheless, there are probably more people over there than there is here! So whoever reads this - see you when you get there.

-Andrea Winsor

Survivor

