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A Possible but Incredibly Unlikely Future
by Anonymous

    I walked outside, to my little garden, alone. It was a beautiful day outside, the blue sky and bright sun smiling down at me from above

the plastic, airtight enclosure that surrounded my 20 by 20 foot backyard. The grassy meadow waved at me, with its fluffy bunnies and

elegant deer. Everyday I wished I could join them. This was my lifeline, this little garden. The straight lines of crops grew densely from the

carefully tilled soil I spent hours replenishing, watering, and taking care of. It was hard work, but the sight of plentiful food enough for me

to last the winter was gratifying. I took a tomato, grimacing at the thought of another vegetable consumed. The stem cleanly popped off of

the top of the tomato, as I felt the smooth texture of the sacred condiment I spent half of my life everyday working for. 

    I walked back inside alone. The same suburban house I had been living in for as long I had remembered. There was no use of keeping

track of the years. The small windows cast small shadows across the floor, but it was dim. The musty smell of dust congested the room.

Electricity for lights were no longer supplied by the Survivor Group. My eyes adjusted to the dark, and I walked toward my pantry. I gently

placed two precious slices of bread onto my plate, making sure none of the crumbs would fall. Every little piece of my ration counted. I

couldn’t afford to go outside. Slowly peeling off some lettuce, I watched as the rubbery sheet crackled and parted from its parent. The end

came off with a crack. I felt some saliva gather towards the corner of my mouth. Next, was the cutting board. I set the tomato down with a

light thunk. I thought of my mother once telling me how to cut a vegetable. You had to be excruciatingly careful, especially with the dim

lighting. The knife was sharp, your fingers were soft, and we had no medical supplies. If you cut yourself, you would risk death, dying from

an infection or dying from the disease because you left the house for disinfectants. Cut the tomato in one inch slices, she said, and save the

rest for later. You can estimate how many inches are in the tomato, and know how many slices are left of it. Finally, after the cut, I

snatched two tofu slices and dashed out back into my garden. I hated being in the house. It was too large for one person, and it reminded

me of my losses. 

    I sat in the corner of my plastic enclosure, savouring my meagre sandwich alone. Two slices of bread, two slices of tofu, one sheet of

lettuce, and two one-inch slices of tomato. The lunch I had been having for the past twenty years. It was impractical to switch up the

harvests, because it was almost impossible to get new seeds. My garden had the crops of tomatoes, soy, wheat, and lettuce for decades. I

was craving something fried or toasted. The only energy left was for water, the microwave, the stove, and the oven.  However, I never

really used the stove. If something set on fire, you would be doomed. The smoke would invade your house, and you would have to go

outside to air it out, and the poisonous air outside would get in your rooms and kill you. Or you could stay inside and get killed by the smoke

and the fire. Ovens were a little bit dangerous as well; if you burnt something it would be disastrous. However, I only used it for bread, and

watched it for the whole duration of baking. I had no other things to do anyway, and it was the safest way. 

    There were two other things still connected to electricity; the air conditioner/heater, and the air recycler. I had been living on the same

air for all of my life, because it was the only breathable air for humans. Going outside meant risking your safe air to be contaminated. The

first and only time I went outside was the year my parents died. I was only sixteen, and grieved their deaths terribly. They had to go

outside to get me medical supplies, when I scorched my hand on the stove. It was a third degree burn. I still have a large scar on my hand.

My father went, with the gas mask. However, it seemed that they could not stand the new variation of the virus. The virus was constantly

evolving and mutating. My mother told me, when it just started, that we got a vaccine within two years for the virus. However, that was

about the time it made its first major mutation. Its new version became significantly more deadly, complicated, and communicable. The

government said they would find another vaccine soon. The vaccines came. But the virus was rapidly changing and evolving, with all the

infections it could have. People were still going outside and life was as normal as ever. After ten years, when the virus’s death rate rose to

nearly 50%, people began staying inside. It was too late by then. The virus was already extremely advanced. This was when my parents

decided to build the garden. Other people were not as smart. They went outside and tried to “social distance” when getting groceries. After

a few years, the virus became so powerful and invasive that it practically lived in the air. There were several variations of it, and they were

constantly changing. You could have the immunity for one month, and not have it the next because of the changes in the virus. All the

workers who tried to work, died. The grocers died, and the government workers died. The only people left formed a union, the Survivor’s

Group, to provide energy and water for the people left in our world with the remaining oil and nuclear power left behind from when the

world was up and running. There’s such a small number left that it’s enough for all of us. For now, of course. They are the only ones with

internet and devices, so they could contact each other virtually and organize supplies. They had a warehouse in your local neighborhood, of

canned food, medical supplies, and spare parts for air recyclers. However, the ones surviving knew to stay inside, and only take from the

warehouse if it was an emergency. My father went there, because it was an emergency. He went home, the poisonous air already in his

lungs, contaminating the air. I was lucky enough to be immune to the disease at that time. My mother was not, and they both died.

Knowing I was immune for at least a few days, I buried them in the meadow outside my house, and built them graves made of wooden

planks. That was the last time I ever used a stove. 

   The solitude was unbearable at first. I almost went and killed myself. I couldn’t talk to anybody; the communication lines and satellites

were the first to shut down. After I went through that stage of depression, my mind seemed to adapt. All I had to do was adapt. To keep

living and waiting. But for what, I did not know. I spent my days watching the meadow that was outside my plastic bubble. The animal

kingdom flourished. They were immune to the virus in the air, and pollution has almost been nonexistent. Maybe I was waiting for the all

powerful vaccine. Or maybe I was waiting for the end of humanity, just to see the beautiful Earth for the last time.
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