
As I creep out of the warehouse my senses become clouded by the dense smell of smoke. Oh,
how I wish for a breath of fresh air. Disappointed once more I go back into the warehouse
wondering where the world went wrong. My footsteps echo along the lonely corridor that used to
be filled with joy. The laughs of my little brother, the purrs of Nova, and the excitement from my
mom making cupcakes for dessert ring in my ear as a distant memory. My lungs feel tight. Oh,
how I wish for a breath of fresh air. I guess I was unique, maybe even special but never did I ask
to be. When did I ask to be the only person left living in this dystopia? Why was I the only one to
survive? What made me different from my mother? Why wasn’t my brother saved? Why was it
me? Once again my questions remain unanswered and all I have left are the memories.

Flashback:

My mother had sat in the living room watching the news as I worked on my homework at the
kitchen table. Bits and pieces of Don Lemon’s and Chris Cuomo’s amusing banter floated in and
out of my eardrums.

“Severely polluted state…10 days left to reverse…time is running out…”

Oh. Well, I guess that isn’t very funny. Wonder what happened. I began to pay actual attention
to the story being reported.

“I’m sure many viewers tuning in at home are quite confused with the seriousness of today’s
piece, Don,” Cuomo stated solemnly.

“Well Chris I can’t say that I blame them; these are quite confusing times that we are living in
now,” Lemon responded.

As I listened, Mom got up and walked to the front door. I hadn’t heard the doorbell but there she
was, standing in the doorway as if greeting a visitor. I walked up behind her to see who it was
she was talking to. Another Jehovah’s Witness? Reaching the door, I realized there was no one
out there after all. I looked at my mother, puzzled, only to see her face turned toward the sky.
Craning my neck up myself, an angry reddish-orange atmosphere stared back at me.

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

We had been stuck in this house for months and I was starting to get restless. Every day I would
wait for an update on the air quality situation, and every day I would find myself disappointed. I
couldn’t take much more of this isolation. I wasn’t going to take much more of this isolation.
Within the last couple of weeks, there was a multitude of stories detailing people who had gone
crazy from the lack of human contact and decided to step outside, effectively killing themselves.
When I first read those stories I thought it was wild. Was it really that bad for people? Did they
truly feel that suicide was their only way out? But today…today I felt whatever it was that they
must have felt. I was tired. Tired of living without adequate food and water. Tired of going so
long without seeing my friends. Tired of staying up all night listening to my little brother cry about



how hungry he was. Matter of fact, I wasn’t tired. I was exhausted. Drained even. So I decided
that I would put myself to rest. I waited until the latest and darkest parts of nightfall when I was
sure everyone in the neighborhood would be asleep. Slowly, I crept out of bed and down the
hallway, making my way to the front door. I opened it as quietly as possible and quickly stepped
outside, shutting it behind me. I was here. I had done it. The only thing left to do was wait. So
wait I did. I waited and waited and waited for hours. Surely it wasn’t supposed to take this long.
Eventually, the sun began to rise. Not understanding why I was still alive, I dashed back inside
before anyone could spot me. I threw my back against the door as it closed, chest heaving.
What the hell just happened?

A few days later a letter came in the mail. No one’s sending mail these days, who would
transport it? But the weight in my hands couldn’t have been a deception. It was real. In it was a
message that broke me into a cold sweat:

Notice to Appear in Dawson Laboratories:

Dear [insert name here]:

It has come to our attention that you, [insert name here], may possess certain special qualities
that you do not understand. My colleagues here at Dawson Laboratories would like to propose
you come down for a visit. What you experienced, or rather didn’t experience, the other day
could help humankind be freed from the shackles of this shut-in. Should you agree, you and
your family will be generously compensated for your willing participation. Someone will arrive to
pick you up on Friday morning at 10:00 AM.

I hope to meet your acquaintance,
Janet Dawson

I was exploited and for what? For the promise of a permanent solution? Lies that they would
reduce the pollution? Just for everything I ever loved to be taken from me. They used and
experimented on me to figure out what made me different. Why I was unique and they thought
they cracked the code. They had used me to create masks for people so they could leave their
homes. I know it was a big accomplishment but I was just ready to go home to my mom. I was
exhausted and wanted to see my little brother. I told my mom how they made masks for people
and that eventually, everything would go back to normal. Never will I forget how wrong I was.
That following week masks were distributed but only to those who could afford them. Production
on the new train to reduce carbon emissions was halted. People continued to keep living and
driving as if thousands of others weren’t dying right next door. As if others weren’t suffering.
They didn’t care and they never would. They didn’t care that the person who was used to make
their masks had lost their little brother and mom.

No longer did I care about the masks when they couldn’t even help me. I knew it was selfish but
so were others. While I was wallowing in my grief they were laughing and swimming. While I
was crying myself to sleep they were out at the movies. Yet if it wasn’t for me that wouldn’t be



possible. Why did they get to live their life when mine was snatched away from me. I guess that
was the same mindset I had when the masks stopped working years later. I wanted them to feel
the pain I felt when their selfishness took everything away from me. I refused to be
experimented on with the fake promise of completing the train. No longer would I be tricked. It
was their fault for contributing to the pollution. They should have built the train when they could.
They should have fulfilled their promise.

Tears cascade down my face as I think about the memories. Just thinking about how if they had
finished the train and reduced the pollution maybe my family would still be alive. How
selfishness and greed once again trumped humanity at the expense of everyone’s lives. How
the evil of our lives and was the thing created to make our lives better. How if we had proper
public transportation may be the pollution would’ve never gotten so bad. How we could have
ended all of this by walking and riding bikes. But it’s too late. This is the end.


