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​Selda-  7th grader when the virus hits.  She had shoulder length blonde hair that she loved to dye different colors. She had green eyes, a pale face sprinkled with a few freckles. She loves swimming, fashion and art. 

​Edmond- 7th grader when the virus hits. He had to bury his family in the backyard. He has short blonde hair that is brushed to the side so he can see. He has bright blue eyes. His parents were talking about getting a divorce before they got sick. He is slightly overweight for his age which makes him feel self conscious at times.

Edith- 8th grader when the virus hits. She comes from a wealthy family. She is out of her element as she never had to work for anything in her life before. She has long brown hair and blue eyes. 

Frank-  A 7th grader named Frank lived in an apartment with his parents when the virus hit.  He is tall and thin and has light brown hair and brown eyes. 

Warner- 8th grader and highly intelligent. He leaves his home and heads to the school after his parents die. He has brown hair and brown eyes. He loves weather and how it forms. Both his parents were Mexican immigrants who came over to the United States when they were in their 20s. 

Mary Anne- Adult survivor who lost her own kids and husband to the virus.  She is about 45 years old, and a teacher. Overwhelming with losing her own family she takes these kids in as her own to care for them. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1 Survivors 
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The world had changed overnight. The hum of daily life—school, friends, worries about hairstyles and clothes—was replaced by a desperate struggle for survival. The virus swept through, leaving a trail of devastation in its wake. Time lost its meaning; only the relentless pursuit of survival remained.

Griselda, known as Selda, had witnessed horrors that haunted her dreams. She had lost loved ones, endured unimaginable pain, yet she clung to life with fierce determination. She was part of the resistance, a beacon of hope in a shattered world. The virus had severed communication lines, leaving pockets of survivors scattered and isolated. But Selda refused to succumb to despair. She believed that they would find each other, rebuild, and reclaim their world.

Edmond was another survivor, haunted by fragments of a forgotten life. Memories of school, and his parents flickered like fading photographs. He clung to the hope that his family was still out there, somewhere in the ruins of their world.

Edith, Frank, and Warner were a trio bound by shared trauma. They had seen too much, lost too much, but they refused to give up. Their resilience was fueled by the belief that they could find their families and friends, that they could piece together the shattered fragments of their lives and make things right.

Mary Anne, one of the few adults who had survived the apocalypse, had taken on the responsibility of protecting Frank and Warner. She was determined to find a cure for the virus that had ravaged their world. She held onto the hope that there were other survivors out there, that they were not alone in their struggle.

The survivors were scattered across the ravaged landscape, each carrying the weight of their experiences. They were haunted by loss and uncertainty, but they were also driven by an unyielding will to survive. They clung to the belief that they were stronger than they knew, that they could find each other, and that together, they could rebuild their shattered world.

They were the survivors, the resistance, the hope for a future that seemed all but lost.
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​Chapter 2 Selda
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The day began like any other, the insistent blare of my alarm clock jarring me awake. I begrudgingly crawled out of bed, my morning routine a monotonous march towards school. The comforting aroma of breakfast and the drone of the morning news, my mom's usual background noise, filled the air. I was oblivious to the impending storm brewing outside our cozy bubble.

My mother, a beacon of unwavering love and support, was the epitome of maternal perfection. Her dedication to ensuring a wholesome breakfast each morning, like the omelets she'd prepared that fateful day, was a testament to her love. I never truly grasped the magnitude of her affection, the depth of her sacrifice, until it was too late. The regret of unspoken words, of unappreciated gestures, gnaws at me now that she's gone, a victim of the relentless virus that has ravaged our world.

The news that morning had hinted at the impending catastrophe, but my youthful ignorance, my preoccupation with trivial matters, blinded me. My mother's insistence on vitamins, particularly the immune booster, was met with my teenage scoff. Little did I know that her foresight might have been my salvation.

The initial days were deceptive, a gradual escalation of absenteeism at school, dismissed as routine illness. The subtle shift from isolated cases to widespread quarantines, and ultimately, a complete lockdown, was insidious. By the time we acknowledged the gravity of the situation, the virus had already entrenched itself in our lives.

The news reports were chilling, a stark contrast to the mundane viruses we'd encountered before. Hospitals were overwhelmed, their resources stretched thin, a grim testament to the virus's relentless onslaught. The reporter's words, a dire warning of the impending crisis, echoed in the silence of our living room. The list of symptoms, a horrifying litany of pain and suffering, was a gut-wrenching reality check. The grim prognosis, a death sentence for those who developed skin lesions, was a terrifying revelation.

The images of afflicted individuals, their bodies ravaged by the disease, were etched into my memory. The fear, the uncertainty, was palpable. My mother's comforting touch, her reassurances, did little to quell the rising panic. The prospect of staying home, of sacrificing school and swim practice, was a bitter pill to swallow. My life, as I knew it, was crumbling.

My mother's attempts to maintain normalcy, with virtual school and home swim workouts, were commendable but futile. The essence of my life, the camaraderie of school, the invigorating rhythm of swim practice, was irreplaceable. The isolation, the fear, was suffocating.

Sleep was a fleeting respite, interrupted by the ominous sound of my parents' coughing. The virus had breached our sanctuary, its insidious tendrils reaching for my loved ones. The terror of losing them, of facing the world alone, was overwhelming.

My mother's agonizing screams, the horrifying sight of her lesion-covered body, marked the end of her valiant fight. Her pleas for distance, born of love and sacrifice, were met with my tearful defiance. The virus had claimed its victim, leaving an unfillable void in its wake.
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​Chapter 3  Edmond 
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Four weeks ago, my life took a terrifying turn. The sickness that had been ravaging the world suddenly hit home, infecting my grandparents. Fear gnawed at me, and I desperately wanted to be by their side, but my parents, their voices strained with worry, forbade me. The only connection I had to them was through the phone, their once vibrant voices now weak and raspy. I yearned for their usual energy, their comforting words, but I knew, deep down, that they were slipping away. "I love you," I whispered, the words heavy with unspoken fear and grief. What else could I say? "Get better?" We both knew that wasn't a possibility. The grim reality was that most people didn't recover.

My initial belief that the sickness wouldn't touch me was shattered as my parents and then my little brother succumbed to the illness. The house that was once filled with laughter and warmth became a silent tomb of sickness and despair. The isolation was unbearable; I was trapped, alone, while the people I loved most were suffering just a few feet away. The world outside was no better; friends, teachers, family members, all were falling victim to the relentless disease.

My mom's experience mirrored countless others. It began like a common cold, a stuffy nose, a persistent cough - symptoms that were all too familiar in those terrifying times. Then, one morning, she woke up with horrifying lesions covering her face and body. The hospitals were overflowing, a chilling testament to the scale of the disaster. She was forced to isolate in her bedroom, her sanctuary now a prison. The news reports were filled with grim images of makeshift morgues, bodies piled into refrigerated trucks like cargo. It was a grotesque and dehumanizing sight that fueled my growing despair.

With hospitals overwhelmed and morgues overflowing, my dad had no choice but to bury my mom in the backyard. The image of him digging her grave, his body wracked with sobs, is etched into my memory. It's likely that his contact with her body led to his own infection, but in those chaotic times, there was no way to know for sure. He and my brother deteriorated rapidly, their lives extinguished in a matter of days. I was left with the gruesome task of moving their bodies, their lifeless forms heavy with the finality of death, and burying them in the backyard. It was a horrific experience, one that no child should ever have to endure. I assumed I would become sick just as they had, but I still felt fine even after burying them.
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