


Prologue

It all began with a war. Not between countries, not even between

Heaven and Earth but between humans and the earth. It started over a

thousand years ago when our ancestors began using the Earth’s resources for

industry. The industrial machine craved natural resources for years and years

slowly depleting natural resources and causing us to become even more

reliant on new resources and then depleting them and the cycle went on and

on to where we are today. The skies are darkened with soot and a layer

covers everything, houses, people, streets, windows, everything. There are no

parks The Grand Canyon was turned into an industrial center making

weapons for the ever strengthening governments who fight against each

other for a stronger foothold in the common market. Prices increase daily

with government being owned by big industry and no regulations on

producers in regards to poisoning the environment. The rich got richer and

the poor worked harder.

Then people began to die. It was just a few at first, being claimed by

Cancer, black lung disease, and heart disease from all the pollution in the air.

Then the plagues started people began to die from tuberculosis, AIDS, 

scarlet fever, bubonic plague, the flu, and an unknown wasting disease so 

virulent that mass graveyards began growing in the areas surrounding the 

cities. Buildings were torn down to make room for more and more mass 



graves as people began to die en masse. The death industry began to grow, 

the rich paid for lavish funerals and huge mausoleums that were soon 

covered in soot like everything else.  Now they stand as a reminder of what 

the world has become; an ironic joke marking the skyline of a world that has 

met its end of days. 

There’s very little vegetation. The trees are bare and the world is

devoid of the life that once occupied the vast wooded areas. The cities are

ghost towns with people existing on meals of rats one day and boiled bugs

the next. If you’re lucky you’ll find a mushroom or two at the edges of the

cities, in the graveyards. Unfortunately, people believe that if you eat them

death will soon follow.

I was one of the lucky ones seemingly immune to the spreading

diseases. Lucky, yeah… right my whole family died my mother, brother, and

sister taken from me by the wasting disease and my father was killed in an

accident at the steelworks. I still remained in our apartment selling off

anything that wasn’t nailed down to survive just one more day. As the people

died looting began and I was as guilty as the others but if it meant survival no

one would condemn me. I picked up the soot smudged picture of my family

and used my dingy shirt to clean the glass. They smiled up at me reminding

me of better days when the air was clean, the water pure, and on a good day

you could still see a little blue in the sky.



I sighed and put the picture back down beside my makeshift bed of a

dingy sleeping bag and a rag pillow. They were the first faces I saw in the day

and the last I saw as I fell exhausted onto my pillow at night.

 


