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“When we get ready to take the United States of America, we will not take it under the label of communism; we will not take it under the label of socialism. These labels are too unpleasant to the American people and have been speared too much. We will take it under labels we have made lovable. We will take the United States under the names of liberalism, progressivism, and democracy, but take it we will!” - Alexander Trachtenberg, an avowed socialist and Yale graduate as quoted by Bella Dodd in the 1950’s, who was then a ranking member in the Communist Party, but later recanted her socialistic party standing and gave testimony in Congress.


Where should I begin? All stories have a middle, a crossroads where there are two possible paths; and it is precisely at that juncture where choice is joined to conscience, but people seem ignorant of it, or say they have no memory of having been presented with such a dilemma, so that is exactly where I am going to start to refresh mankind’s mind. It is the point where evil comes in a relativistic culture.  It is not until the people have long since perished that the tale is told and then it is said to be a myth of sorts, but all stories are fairy tales after a fashion, and after they happen.


There once was a kingdom on the far edge of the world which had been created by a wizard who kept watch over the land, and a man and a woman dwelt there long before peoples filled the earth. They lived happily until the dragon came.  He coveted this kingdom and the creatures in it because they were cherished by the wizard. The dragon’s greatest enemy was  the wizard. He had tried many times to defeat the wizard only to fail, so he set about on a new path. If he could not destroy the wizard, he would destroy his creation.


One day this dragon brought the woman a gift and spoke to her of many things, and offered her a gift which she shared with the man. However, the wizard became angry and banished them from his beautiful realm. The two beings told the wizard that it was the dragon’s fault, but the wizard did not listen. It is the age old story that tells us that temptation lies in the spiritual and physical planes of reality, but definitive reasoning always makes it someone else’s fault, begins the vortex of reality that lands us where we are today...past the wars, the fallen civilizations of the Romans, Greeks, Babylonians, and the Monguls. We are left confused and about to be swept away from history; torn from the pages of books as if we never existed, or melted like witches with the waters of time.


We are left to reason and make our own myths out of what remains.  Make no mistake, history leaves its mark. The story is its tracks, and they are as clear and traceable as footprints in newly fallen snow. Above everything know that all stories are the same (lest we be fooled and think ours is unique.) Human life has been sacred from the beginning, so when did humankind begin to separate the thought from the man, and condemn all life that did not agree with them and their thoughts?


Moreover, have men ever recognized evil? They missed the first dragon in their midst, the Mussolini’s, and the Hitler’s by looking for a sinister face topped with a black hat, and one that haunted their sleep, but could not find it. They talked to evil, read about it in the papers and magazines, but did not hear its answer. Over millennium we did not learn that evil does not look evil. We did not grasp that it looks like all of us: that it cloaks itself in light when it needs to. Even the dragon appeared sensible, non-threatening, and somewhat appealing to the man and the woman in the first realm. They did not flee from it, they talked to it, reasoned with it, and found the dragon to be quite logical.


Joseph of the stars
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I remember looking at the sky that night and feeling free after connecting with another being, another creature who, like me, wanted only to live. The sunset was magnificent. It was an iridescent yellow and crimson. I had never seen the sun that voluminous before. It filled the whole horizon, and I thought if it were to touch the earth, it would set it on fire. I felt its warmth on my skin, and it offered my bones relief from the pain in my body.


Somehow connecting with that cat had given me hope and set me to wondering. Was the news about the end of civilization good news or bad news? That’s the ultimate question; the only one that really matters in the end. I was weighing the world’s worth, trying to decide that answer for myself when I stumbled upon  a companionable creature to ponder with me. He had an odd name, well not odd really, but it was just a half a name: Harley. There were name plates on bikes and billboards which advertised this name, but they always included a surname, a final touch which completed the personality, but this Harley had no such distinction. There was no further clues to his identity. He was an old soul, judging by his teeth, who had come on hard times just like the rest of humanity. He had a tag on, but that was unfinished, too; no address or phone, though no one in the world had an address anymore, or one that you could find, anyway. No mail had come since the night of lights. At least that’s what we called it, those of us who were left. The grid had gone down, too, but only in places, which was irrelevant since there was really no one left to hawk their secret books on survival on the net, or sell you their latest theory on who the enemy really was. We who were left knew who the enemy was, but it was a little late. As far as I could discern, it wasn’t the drones and the robotoids who populated the cities amid the sprinkling of us humans and other species who were responsible. They were only servant vessels who took care of the needs of society. Drones and robotoids were less than human, but they were prized above us because of their tireless capacity to do whatever they were told without having to be compensated.  They could cook a meal, serve it, and not eat any of it. See what I mean? They didn’t require pay or care except the occasional parts or circuit upgrade. Now that’s where the catch came in. You had to be among the elite to own one. It is also where the government came in. They owned most of these worker drones. They had used them at first only for garbage pickup, street cleaning, etc., but now, some thirty years later, they were the police force and the military might behind those who called themselves the elite. It sounds vague to just call them the elite, but there was no accessibility to those in power. In other words, no one knew who to contact in case of emergency. The government was a beaurcatic spider web of agencies out of control. Each one made its own laws and put out pamphlets by the bin full which were of little real value towards solving a problem. I mean, what good is a book to an illiterate man? Emoji’s were the new language of interaction. Besides, if you needed help, these web catching spiders morphed into cockroaches that vanished and scattered when you turned on the lights. By that I mean they referred you to another agency to get rid of  you.


Next there were the clones. They were just like us real folks. In fact, you couldn’t tell the difference between clones and humans. They needed to eat and sleep, but it was the clones who were usually bought as partners by the rich. They were referred to as PWOP’s (play without penalty.) That was the standard joke about clones that comes to mind. There were more women clones than men because of the reasons I just mentioned.  They became the caretakers of mankind. We humans referred to them as ‘reruns’ because you could make as many replicas of the same person as you wanted. It was man’s chance at the do over. If your first life failed, you could have yourself cloned and take the pony on a ride around the block again.


Then there were the droids and robotoids and other species. A drone in every home—that was the governments promise at election time. Droids and toids were cheap. Clones were too much like humans, the government reasoned after years of testing, and their upkeep was as costly. I’m telling you this because we had come to a time in the evolutionary phase of human development where humans and clones were being disposed of for a myriad of reasons and because we were no longer cost efficient. Drones and robotoids could be recycled and used for parts even if they had ceased to function. I didn’t buy the government’s logic about us humans because there were these Life Center Engineering Labs where they grew human organs. It was a regular parts department from head to toe and even included skin. If anything, it seemed organs should have been cheaper than metals and synthetics which had to be tested and developed. Truth be told, humans were where the big parts recycling department existed and it made the organ harvesters rich. A heart, a lung, a kidney. People paid big money for these specialty items. Harvesters were the new carrion of society, but I digress. I am getting ahead of my narrative. I was telling you how I met Harley. It was right after the end started. What end you might wonder. Well, the end of all I knew, my world at least, and the end of all those like me. Humans, we were called. We were the least among all the species on earth. A new hierarchy had evolved and hybrids were at the top of the list. Hybrids were upgraded versions of birthed humans. There had been rumors and whispers all through my life that the human body failed miserably when compared to the evolution of other species. Scientists claimed that natural selection had passed us by. Take for instance the human eye. The scientists and doctors of our time said it was poorly formed. People had vision problems like being near sighted or far sighted. The scientists in charge said that shouldn’t happen and could be prevented by genetic engineering. The eye, they concluded, was nothing more than an intake lens by which data entered the brain and was processed. The government scientist’s poo pooed the whole human body and were in the process of making it eternal piece by piece.


I never gave this biology of species much thought years ago. I couldn’t have. I was on UM-10 pills which took your thoughts away. Now, however, since I had come off the pills and read through monumental sections of banned books I saw how simplistic and wrong their diagnosis of the human body was. The eye was, and still is, highly complex, and appears to have been fully formed and functioning from inception. Evolutionists were trying to improve on perfection as far as I could discern. Sight, they said, was no more than the perception of the eye to process light and filter it into its scale of colors. They didn’t seem to be concerned about the emotional side of things, I thought, like how the eye and brain interpreted this array of colors into beauty and gave meaning to life. Then again, these scientists weren’t being paid to tout the mystery and beauty of life, but to demean and degrade it in the most simplistic terms. Human brains could only handle short bumper sticker phrases and emoji’s, they told us.


You might wonder how I would know all this, and I wasn’t sure myself at the time. All I was aware of then was that I had made the journey from the darkness back into the light and was endeavoring to relay the last real story of human kind. We were  told that books and stories weren’t real, but only legends; frivolous tales woven of gossamer wings that tickled our fancy for  only a moment, but I have come to understand that myth is the preparation for later instruction, and truth is rooted in the past.


The new reality of today changed and adapted to fit the needs of society whenever it was necessary. Reality was a living concept the elites claimed, and they kept moving the mark like some pawn on a game board; jumping it ahead to extremes, and then jerking it back to obscurity so no one could possibly arrive at an agreed definition of what truth and reality really were. What they said was law. These eternals were said to be the first species, and now they could also be said to be the last. It is no riddle that I present to you, and through this story you will see how that came to be. I will try to tell you the story in some sort of linear fashion. This journal (at least that is what it started out as, and if it becomes more than that, you will be the judge) was begun as a way to pass time, to keep my sanity, and to keep me from existing alone with all my fears, but then it became imperative to tell the truth against all threats to my own security and life. What was there to be afraid of? In a nutshell, everything. Even the air you could not see, but breathed in could kill you. Then there was the robotoids, the SG, and of course the end of life itself. Death was the last unknown frontier, but the eternals were conquering it. Time was no longer the enemy.


Death seemed like a big thing to me when the extinction began. Isn’t that the way it always is? You think something is the most horrible thing that can happen until the next unimaginable thing does happen. The next events which unfolded were the night of lights and my meeting with Harley.  So you see the end and Harley had a connection in my mind because the flying drones came like tumbling stars from the sky just the way I supposed Harley did.


Anyway, that particular night stands out in my memory. Most species stood outside to watch the spectacular laser light show, the silent show, the show that hypnotized them to their deaths. The death drones came by the thousands. It was night, and at first, and from far away, the drones looked like bright stars in the sky, and then they fell closer. They continued to twinkle and perform their dance in the sky over our heads. The laser show was captivating to many who believed the aliens were returning. They thought the dance above them was a message meant for them to decipher. What kind of theorist mind would even conceive that aliens would choose to communicate through dance rather than simple language? It was inconceivable, even given the fact that the ET’s were supposedly more highly advanced that we humans on this hated blue and white marble, but that’s how I was certain the idea had been given birth from the left. It was the litmus test. Insanity was their MO.


The people that watched that night thought it wonderful and strange and exciting in the way new things always are, but the drones never touched down, or even came at all close to those who stood watching on the earth with pen and paper in hand just in case there was communication. You have to understand that everything was a theory in those days and had been for decades, and that everyone was a theorist. Theorist was a legitimate title tacked on to a name to make a person sound plausible and educated. It had all the weight and dignity of adding PHD at the end of a name without ever going to school. Now J Doe could be someone. He was J Doe, Theorist. You weren’t supposed to reason and ask where the science and logic behind this title was conferred from. Asking questions was one of the government’s strictest no-no’s, and if you got inquisitive, it got you thrown out of the game. Permanently.


It was the SG, the shadow government, who sent the drones that night. Their dance started as a single point of light in the sky that suddenly burst into a thousand points of light. These little flickering stars shimmered in the night heaven until they poured down in rivulets, cascading like tiny waterfalls from the sky. Then these singular points of light came together, forming a canopy over the entire city. It was spectacular. It was the Fourth of July, but there was no thunder, no explosions to ooh and ah over. They were silent sirens dancing in a dark sky, captivating, hypnotizing all with lights instead of song. The whole sky was full of shooting white neon tails that lit the earth up beneath us. It was day/night in quick succession. The bursts of stars that careened into the earth erased the darkness in brief blinks of shattering light. Day shine was upon us. It was odd because there was no sound to their falling. It seemed that when the stars hit solid ground they should explode with some death rattle, or make the earth cry out, but the stars struck with an awful quiescence, and the earth absorbed them without a whimper. The quiet was absolute and maddening.


That was the beginning of the silence. Gone were the sounds of traffic, honking horns, and the crowds moving like rivers across the pavement, but silence does have a sound. It rings in hollow tones like wind through a canyon, and it taunts you with echoes you can’t be sure are real. That was my mind set in those first days. I couldn’t be sure anything was real after the night of silent lights. Millions lay dead right where they had stood, or sat, or slept on that night. Most of the buildings in Manhattan still stood. There were explosions here and there, but only a few very buildings had been damaged.


I had been confined in the rehab center for years up until the night of lights when the building was partially destroyed and the doors, so to speak, were sprung open to those of us who had been caged inside. It was a miracle to me. I was an animal escaped from the zoo. The moose was loose, and I ran. Finally, I stopped to rest along the wharf, where they had once loaded and unloaded the boats, to catch my breath. That’s when I ran into Harley, or he into me. I had seen other species about, but I stayed away from them as much as I could. You had to be careful in this progressive world. It was always changing, adapting in the most chameleon like way. Nothing stayed the same. The social hierarchy of the moment went: Hybrids, clones or reruns, drones, robotoids, and human. There were a few other classifications in there, but you get the idea. You could never be quite sure who you were talking to. PC was imperative, or you could find yourself where I had just been, but I will explain that later. It was no longer skin color which dictated your place in society, but DNA, and brand names such as Tech One, Genesis, and other like sounding names that were all owned by the government. The different names were meant only to distinguish the difference among the models, and the price, of course. Hybrids seemed to have the status and the clout to get things done in society. They were the elite. Essentially hybrids were the government. You couldn’t hold public office if you weren’t a hybrid by DNA standards. What’s a human to do? It was the catch twenty two of the twenty first century.


These hybrids said it was the age of information, but they stopped its flow completely in the twenty thirties; at least the sharing of it. Intel was still out there, you just didn’t have access to it. In as far as knowledge is power that left me, and all humans, at the bottom. We were in the dark about almost everything from where the toilet paper lines were that week to whatever the war of the month was.


In 2070 most of society couldn’t read. The only books or flicks that were allowed were fairy tales. You were supposed to read Alice, the Grimm Brothers, and Mother Goose, but real information was considered dangerous in the hands of humans. Everyone was on a need to know basis, and as far as the SG was concerned, we didn’t need to know anything except that the sky was blue and what the new laws were for that day.


Again, I digress, but stay with me. It is a story unlike any you have heard. You are being told what the future holds, and the story of how it came to be. It is no great myth, but a quest of noble sacrifice to find the heart of mankind. You may be saying to yourself, this is an ending, not a place where a story should start. Be patient. Some endings are more of a beginning than you may think. After all, it depends on where you came in. While it was the ending for millions, it was the start of the journey for me, Harley, and a few other companions. You’ll see. It will all come into focus a bit at a time for you as it did for me. I want you to see this through my eyes, and to do that you will have to make the journey with me. You will need to sort it out in clues and pieces just as I did.


At first on the night of silent lights I thought the city was being attacked by some new enemy in the ongoing war of our times. There was no name for this continuing war as far as I knew. It had gone on in one form or another for over twenty years. One by one the enemies were weeded out from among us. Each day, each week, each month, each year the government proclaimed to us that peace was being attained. We were near to victory! We were making progress!


The government remained silent after the night of lights, and that was like a leopard changing spots to me. I waited for the SG to come, or for anyone to rescue the few of us who had survived. Surely they would send in one form of species to rescue us, but time passed and no one came that could be called saviors. There were a few groups who pooled together on their own to scoop and move the dead bodies and transportation vehicles out of the street, but they did so only in their own sectors. Since I had escaped the rehab center, I stayed away from groups and became a rat in hiding. Out of curiosity I went back to the center some weeks later and found the building empty of all life. Then, in time, I stopped going back to check the facility, and life picked up and continued in its day by day pattern and I got used to the freedom.


For months there were not many species who stirred about, but then one day the lights came back on in the office buildings, pill stores, the flic pits, and the food places. Business was as usual. I stayed out of the busy sectors and kept inside the maze of tunnels I had charted out for myself. I fancied myself some sort of Phantom of the Sewers. It was the safest place to be. Months later, and even as I write now, giant bonfires are still burning where they had tossed the sky cars, the bodies, and the building debris. The smell was odious and nauseating. It was a mixture of seat cushions, metal, plastic parts, and flesh all thrown together. Talk about a traffic jam. This entire conglomeration was piled just off Broadway and Time Square. I was sure it would burn forever. It was the new hell and provided an equivocal likeness to it, and it was because of its stench that I began to entertain the idea of leaving this island paradise permanently.


One day I just started towards the bridge with the intention to cross it and get to freedom on the other side. I stuffed a back pack with water and food and set off through the tangle of cars with their drivers still sitting inside like they were waiting for the rush hour traffic to move. I tried not to look at them, but a macabre curiosity compelled me to look at how a body decomposed. I took a scientific and objective approach to the matter. It was easy to sort out the reruns and robotoids from those with human cells inside them because they had those Inno Chips in them that kept them from rotting away. The IC’s species still looked like they had just stepped out for a moring walk. Their cheeks were rosy and their skin was intact. cheeks were rosy and their skin was intact.


In sharp contrast to the IC’s, the flesh of the humans had shriveled back, seeming to have melted right away. Knowing what happened to humans in death, the government had once used pictures of corpses in commercials and on bill boards for advertising the benefits of becoming hybrids and clones. Why look like dead, rotting flesh when you can look like this hybrid, robotoid forever? Well, who wouldn’t choose the cosmetic way? I would have considered it except that hybrid genetics were out of the reach of us ordinary humans. It was for the rich and those in the government who took money out of the pockets of the workers to pay for their needs. They were the robin hoods of the progressive era. They had made society equal all right. Ninety five percent of the world had the exact same resources; the shirts on our backs and a place to sleep. The wealthy (mostly the same government officials who made such a big deal about equalizing the population) enjoyed the penthouses and homes of their own in upstate New York.


But back to the story. I got to the middle of the bridge and noticed that about a forty foot section or more was missing from the middle section of the bridge. Standing near the gap on the suspension bridge I felt the ends sway with the wind and I started back. In seconds, I was dodging moving cars. My added weight had triggered the vehicles which were perched on the edge of the missing section to roll forward and plunge into the river. I felt the end of the bridge was still swaying, and I ran to get off it; all the while fearful that the bridge would break away underneath me before I reached solid ground again. Somewhere in the middle of my running that thought paralyzed me. It was at that point I stopped and looked over the side of the bridge. I was at once overwhelmed with a sudden compulsion to jump. It was a peculiar sensation. I watched the water’s current move straight and swift until it hit the concrete pylons that anchored the structure, and then the water began to create a churning around them. These little eddies were swirling faster and faster, and I became dizzy and nauseous just looking at them. I couldn’t move. It took hours to get up my courage to leave the bridge.


All ideas of escape vanished after the incident on the bridge. Manhattan was an island, and out of nowhere I was suddenly consumed with an irrational terror of water. I had never had a fear of water in my life. Where had it come from? I wanted off the island, but I would have to use a boat or a ferry to get away and that was now out of the realm of possibilities. Fears of all kinds just came on me and stayed like friends I didn’t know how to get rid of.


It was on my return from my bridge excursion, and while I was walking by the wharfs and loading docks trying to regain my courage that I met Harley. “Did you come on the night of the silent lights?” I asked staring into his eyes. That was the most noticeable feature about Harley. He had eyes that saw right into you, cut through all your defenses and went straight to the secret stuff you kept hidden in yourself. His eyes were an effervescent pale green. Have you ever seen the inside of a pearl shell? They have a rainbow painted inside each one. Those faded colors run like veins across the shiny whiteness of the inner shells in fluorescent swirls of pinks, blues, and greens. Well, that sparkling green was the color of Harley’s eyes. They had a gray light in them like a pearl shell, too. I stared into his eyes as if I were really seeing a green tide rolling towards me. I watched as it crested, and I saw the moving water turn white, and when the next wave came, it was green again. That’s the fluid movement of color I detected in Harley’s eyes; the light always coming towards you like waves cresting and falling.


He was circling my feet and rubbing against my leg as I spoke to him. It was at that moment, right on cue, that he looked up at me. I saw the ocean then, and the deepness. I felt man’s inhumanity and stupidity all at once. With a quick flick of his tail and a few short licks on his paws Harley meant to set the record straight. Cats have that no nonsense final way of stating things. It was an impatient gesture, but they want you to understand. That quick lick says, Listen! Pay attention. This is important. People don’t listen. He was telling me that those deliberate, sudden lick-lashings with the tongue meant something. It came like a great revelation to me. I made sudden sense out of the entirety of life while watching those sudden switches of lightning: It is always in the quiet, sudden movements like the flick of a tail that life’s greatest secrets come; those grand revelations that put it all together and encapsulated life as simply as a cartoon frame. Years were understood clearly with a quick, brusque flip of a tail, or a sudden licking of paws. It was a short sentence that made sense of life. That’s what cats mean to tell you with the brevity of their motions. I envied him to be so curt, so sparse with words. He had the poet’s succinctness.


We looked at each other. I wondered if he saw me the same way as I saw him. We were taking each other in, when I suddenly remembered a book I had read as a child. No, it had been read to me. The memory was coming clearer in my thoughts, but it was far away and lay in a gray fog of the past. My grandfather had read it to me. It was a book about a rabbit, a velveteen one. As I stared at Harley, I pitied him. He was the opposite of the velveteen rabbit in every way. He was the real about to become unreal. Where the velveteen rabbit’s wear revealed how he had once been loved to tatters, this cat’s fur, the uncombed and matted tangles in his long haired coat, told me that no one had caressed his body lovingly in quite some time. Now, it looked like it might hurt to run a hand across his back. His coat was an ugly mass of knotted fur that hung on him like tumors.


He was an old cat, but someone must have held and caressed him over his nine lives. A little girl, perhaps, one that lived in one of those penthouses had petted him once. I pictured him as he must have been once upon a time: beautiful and with a sleek coat that shone in the sun. Judging by his long coat, and his size, he was a Maine Coon or a Norwegian Forest cat. Those breeds were larger than most breeds of cats and had thick coats. Yes, he was a purebred, I decided, for this was Manhattan and one of the riches places on earth. Since it was an island, the cat didn’t swim here or pay the ferry fare to come over. Not that Harley would have had to pay. There had been plenty of animals who had come and gone on the ferry to this island over the years I had taken it back and forth to NYC proper. Yes, Harley was once snuggled and covered in blankets and let to sleep in those heaps of soft clouds with a beautiful little girl, and his coat was sleek and elegant.


People say that animals have no souls, but I’m not sure I hold to that philosophy. Man has many adages he likes to apply to anything just so he can check it off his list and put it out of his mind so he can move on to the next question and find another answer that is just as frivolous. The twenty first century was a maze of information on everything. I was born into the beginning of the non-communication era when people socialized alone with a device instead of each other. Not much was worth reading, or even thinking about. At least that was my experience. People wanted to discuss such inane subjects in my days. I often wondered what sort of mind thought that dull tripe up. Most of the their conversations centered around ugly habits these people thought they had a right to speak out about, and worse, they felt that others should listen and care about their petty neurosis.


There were no taboos; you could love inanimate objects like cars or toasters. I used to see this gal along the canyons of buildings along Broadway who spent time in the theater district stroking and kissing the walls of each of the theatres in turn as she made her way up or down the street. The Times did a piece on her and I read it only because I had seen her, not because I cared. It claimed she cried each time she was forced to leave her lovers to go home at night. Hmm, lovers, I remembered thinking, with hearts of stone and had laughed. That scenario pretty much summed up life in the twenty twenties.


The writer of the article went on to compare LizBeth to the likeness of a Nightingale or Barton. That’s when I stopped reading the Times. I had made few life altering decisions in life, but that was one of them. It left me wandering in a blue funk for weeks and that’s when I figured I had lost touch with the people about me. I tried for days to comprehend how a woman who kissed stone facades could be touted as a savior with a heart of gold. How was kissing bricks and cement even remotely equated to being a comforting angel? How did it make her like a nurse who had compassion for the dying? Had she somehow saved the life of these stone monuments? I remembered stopping in at a bar after work sometime after I had read about Liz and had just happened to see her along theatre row that night. She had become a celebrity and people called her by name and waved. They felt they knew her and people stopped and talked to her. Her perversion had made her a celebrity. Her neurosis had made her a hero, an icon.


I had had a bad day, a bad week, maybe even a bad year, and the sight of Liz had angered me. I ordered my drink and made a quip about the star attraction in the area. “Imagine talking to LizBeth. Why bother? Why are humans bothering to talk to her? She loves stones, not people. What can she possibly have in common with a real heart?”


I have always regretted framing my comments in the form of asking a question about her. Asking a question leaves room open for an answer. I should have just made a statement of fact. LizBeth is sick. LizBeth needs help. LizBeth’s mind doesn’t roll the right way.


The guy next to me, Frankie, made a point to set me straight. “Travis,” he said, “the problem with you is that you don’t get it. You missed the whole point of the article.”


Unfortunately, I had fallen into his trap, taken the bait, and I proceeded to ask him what the aim of the piece was.


“LizBeth is not a symbol of Clara Barton because she kisses bricks. She is a symbol of these great women because she dares to be herself, to expose herself to ridicule from heartless critics like you. She has stood up to the world.”


“Doesn’t that make her more like a building than a human?”


“Accept it. She has a right not to be made fun of. Leave her alone.”


“Barton and women like her actually risked their lives. LizBeth risked nothing, but maybe the possibility of wounded pride.”


“Yeah, man,” another guy down the bar said. “From people like you. She shouldn’t have to feel like that in the world because of people like you. Live and let live.” He got off his bar stool and headed down towards me. His fists were raised. “Something wrong with you, mister?” I knew better than take the bait a second time in a row and answer his question. I twirled my bar stool in a counter clockwise direction away from him and slid off of it and out the door. Laughter rang in my ears as I escaped.  “He needs some of her courage. He’s the one that needs a heart,” I heard the man say just before the door closed behind me.


I was on my way across the Square and looked at the blinking neon ads. Whose face was there staring back at me, but dear Lizbeth’s. A caption read, ‘Dare to be yourself’ in blinking lights. She was bent over caressing the wall in the poster with her tush pointing outward toward the audience of passer byers, and little hearts were coming off the wall. The lights beat and blinked at me in pulses like a real beating heart. That was the beginning of the end for me. That was the night my thinking switched from what’s wrong with the world to what’s wrong with me? Somewhere between leaving the bar and catching the subway to Brooklyn I lost the heart and found the stone. I felt more alone than ever. The little neon hearts and her blinking tush were the only thing I saw in my mind for days. It was that bigger than life picture of Liz that I remember as being a turning point.


Maybe the guys in the bar were right. Everyone should do exactly what they felt like. Everyone should be celebrated for their differences. But if everyone is different how does mankind come together? My right thinking mind had once been full of all kinds of retorts to questions like that. I knew the aim of the socialists was to keep people separate and alone. They didn’t want people getting together on any subject. People agreeing on things lead to groups, and then mobs, and then armies who might come against them. They want us all one on one so they can manage us easily. It was an insidious evil. How had it taken root? How had they managed to get what seemed like everyone in the world to agree with them? More than that I thought, how had they turned right into wrong?


That was the night I began my quest for the answers. I had just read a book about the left written by someone on the right who had spelled it out. It was then that I began to agree with the guy on the right. This writer, I don’t remember his name, said there were only four major attacking points the left had implemented against the right wing conservatives starting back over a hundred years ago in the nineteen fifties and sixties. At least I remembered only four now. 1: divide the people. 2: create an appearance of support for the causes of the right, but keep to the progressive agenda. 3: take out the opposition, and 4: create the feeling of a coming revolt. Steep everything in terminology that implied war. In other words, create a perpetual feeling of impending doom.


The left had such disdain for mankind that it felt without their guidance and motivation the masses couldn’t get off their lazy duffs to accomplish anything. In short, the masses were the herd and the leaders were the cattle prods to get them moving, but even more important than the head’em up, move’em out mentality was to make sure that the herd was moving in a direction that furthered their socialistic agenda. The book I am referring to was published in the semi free days of speech in the twenty teens sometime. Books were allowed and thoughts were allowed to a point, but only if you spouted a philosophy which matched the progressive mind set. If you didn’t agree with them, they mounted an attack against you. That was the safe days when they only destroyed your reputation and left you without a friend in the world.


I was different, people used to tell me, but the tone in which they said it was not the same as the voice they used to cheer for LizBeth’s differentness. That’s because my thoughts were not their thoughts, and their mission was not my mission. I am not sure I can tell you what my mission was then or even now, but that all changed when I met Harley. It wasn’t him that changed me; it was the events that followed after I met him which changed me. He just happened to be the marker between the old and the new. There were others who would come into my world too, but I’m getting ahead of myself again.


Society had one goal in those days. Label it, put it in the can, sell it to the world, and move on. It didn’t matter if everyone bought whatever you were selling or not; some would. It’s the chance you take. A lie becomes truth if it is repeated often enough. I forget who said that except that he was a Marxist. It may have been Marx himself, or Stalin. Truth was very important. The word was used to adnaseum in the twenty first century and to convey the opposite.


I’ll give you an example of what I mean by over use. People used the phrase, ‘moving forward’ to describe everything they couldn’t or didn’t want to answer. The phrase had a calming effect on people much like catnip when they used it. No one knows why people pick up a phrase to repeat over and over until it was woven into a universal consciousness of a sort, and until no other phrase can be thought of to replace it, but that led me to conclude that humans were just as easy to program as drones, easier, because you could actually make people believe it was their choice to say it. Really all you had to do with people to program them was make them think they were in league with the popular kids in power. The masses of people baaed like little lambs and repeated everything they heard because it kept them from thinking  too much. They made a semblance of talking or communicating in the most abstract and numb way, but man was sure he was right. The part about being right came from philosophers in the age of enlightenment, ‘I think, therefore I am.’ Looking back, I see those philosophers were the early forerunners of the progressive movement. In the twenty first century their motto changed to, ’because I am, I am a god. It was another of those ‘one tiny steps for mankind’ events of momentous advancement.


All of human kind’s rattling made noise, but it did not say anything, yet this old animal stared at me and told me everything. I caught his body language. He spoke more in that flick of his tail than most or all humans I had known had in an entire life time. I was in on his secret. I saw truth in his movements. After all, you can’t hide your feelings in the swish of a tail. It was honest. I suddenly remembered it was the seeking after this truth that had started my life rolling downwards to its inevitable end. It flashed through my memories like a stroke of lightning and was gone before I could put the memories together. Lightning was a warning. Something was back there, buried and deep, and I was afraid of it.


Anyway, Harley was looking at me and I at him. This half-starved animal seemed to be at home on the island, a native of the land so to speak. He spoke the language of crowds. He was not wary of people, quite the opposite; he seemed to seek me out. Why he settled on me, I am not yet sure. Here was the messenger of life and death and he was standing at the door. You might think that is an overstatement, an exaggeration, but his stare was of a magnitude I had never comprehended before. I had been talking to myself, talking to my inner man, but now I had another soul to converse to. Don’t ask me how I knew he had a soul, but I will say that I think man is wrong to hold the opposite view. Man was himself responsible for billions of deaths, countless wars, and the suppression of freedoms while this cat may have been guilty of stealing a few good sized stringers of fish in his life, and had aided in stopping the modern equivalent of the bubonic plague by killing a few hundred rats along the wharf. You weigh the matter. I have come to value my opinion as right as any other man. I have no facts, but they don’t either. I just know. This is what Harley seemed to intuit about me. He was telling me that man had a sixth sense, and was intent upon awakening me to it. Harley just announced things, and was quite sure about his opinions. I had a friend like that when I was younger. He grew up to be a lawyer. He made millions and lived in one of those penthouses where you could see most of the city of New York, the river, and all the way to the pond in Central Park. You could even see the people paddle their boats on Sunday afternoons. My lawyer friend told me people looked unreal from his vantage point.


I said, “You can spy on all them and they aren’t aware.”


“They’re ants, really. Busy little creatures, scurrying about. They pour over the world like attacking soldiers.”


My friend, Madison, was a progressive, as almost everyone was in that time. You had to be to get a job. First, the left had only made it a rule that you must vote progressive to be hired in the educational and scientific institutions. However, by the twenty first century, you had to be a progressive if you wanted any job and wanted to keep one. You couldn’t speak your mind. Well, let’s say you could, but you soon disappeared and showed up in the Lost File the SG kept.


Madison said it was better not to give these masses of people names or any moniker which might make them human. They weren’t. “Most of them are drones, robos, and androids anyway,” he had said to me.


“You are up high. You live in this penthouse in the clouds,” I said, looking down at the park and the people below. He was richer, but did that put him above those unnamed paddlers rowing on the lake? I had asked him that at the time.


“I can afford to act elite. My money gives me wings,” he had said waving his hands and spilling part of his martini on the newly buffed marble floor. I suddenly saw him as he saw himself. He was the eagle in the aerie. Everything below had been reduced to his prey. He was safe. Untouchable. In a sad way I knew it was true. It was the zeitgeist of the times. Regrettably, there is always a zeitgeist of the times, but those caught in its energy always seemed to fail to feel or understand it; they merely were swept away like fallen timber. It was those who were not in the current who felt the madness of it all.


Now, I looked towards the skyscrapers where Madison had once perched. The buildings were gone along this section of the horizon and I couldn’t make out exactly where his mountain aerie had been. Those stone and steel penthouses that had once stood like canyons and blocked out the sun were rubble for a few blocks, but it was enough to let the light from the sun push against the permanent shade created by the canyon walls. I turned my attention back to the sidewalks I was walking along, and to all the different species that were picking and pecking like chickens through the rubble of fallen buildings for whatever could be found. I didn’t pay much attention to what they were finding. I was looking at the sunset. Nothing blocked its glow over the water and it shimmered boldly and unafraid like a victor’s flag for all to see. It was a sight, I told myself that had not been seen across this stretch of land for decades. It was something new.


I was wakened from my reverie of the past by the gentle rubbing on my legs. I took notice of my companion and his expressive eyes. They told me the past was not important. He was nudging my legs; wanting things to ‘move forward’, but the cat could not say, in that phrase, those words which I had so come to detest. The fact that he could not talk calmed me. He walked a few steps forward and seemed to be waiting for me to follow.


He made his way adeptly over the obstacles. He looked like an Olympian in training the way he dodged the bodies of the fallen species, and the shards of glass and debris. “You’ve run this course before, Harley. Slow down. I haven’t been out for a while.” It was crazy, I thought, but this mangy cat gave me confidence. I had been holed up in that basement since the E waves had struck months ago during the night of dancing lights. I had been waiting for another human to cross my path. None had come. I had listened every night for a human voice, but had heard none. Not even a moan from among the dying.


I went much slower than my leader. I was taller and could see things that he could not. He kept heading towards the west, but I decided to head back along the streets from where we had just come for he was too far ahead of me. We would part ways already, I thought, watching Harley running in the opposite direction. I stopped. I was sure he was only leading me to some trophy catch of his.


I looked at the tall building next to me. It stood as it always had, but it was empty, quiet, and eerie. Buildings were just empty people waiting for their organs to return so they would have some purpose and semblance of life again. It had been an abode of the wealthy, but it was mine now, at least until I was rescued. Surely they would send someone for the survivors. Then it hit me. Was anyone left to send? Whatever enemy had sent the silent waves of death must have been subdued by now. The invisible waves had shook things that night. Glasses had rattled on table tops until they fell off, sky cars jumped up and down on the pavement until some tipped over onto their side like cows. That’s all that the death waves did; it shook things loose, knocked them over like small tremors of an earthquake might do, but it had dropped people in their tracks; ended them instantly and it had stopped motors or engines with the same abruptness. You couldn’t see the pavement in the streets because it was littered with lines of traffic that would never clear itself, never follow the mantra of ‘going forward’ another inch.


It took considerable time for me to realize it was only the real among us who dropped in their steps. I had to sort it out. I had been locked away for over ten years and had no idea that droids, robos, and clones had been used to replace the humans in our midst to the extent they had. I mean who would dream such a scenario? Bodies lay all over. Death put a quash on details. Period. Nothing was important after you met death, but I was alive and needed stuff. So did Harley. He was about satisfying his needs, I told myself, and I suddenly felt dirty and wanted to clean up. What I needed was a change of clothes and bedding to sleep in, and food. I rejoiced in being hungry. I was feeling things again. I had a purpose even if it was of a mundane sort. I was a survivor.


As I made my way through the debris, I saw the remains of another once wealthy high rise. This building had lost most of its glass windows and the contents were now open to the air and weather. I thought back to when I had once been invited for dinner into these thinned steel and glass framed walls by my lawyer friend, but just then other bodies bumped against me. I stopped walking. I took them to be human because like I said, I was not yet aware of the repopulation changes that had occurred in my ten year absence. Their eyes stared at me in a cold, suspicious way.


I looked around to try and find Harley. I wished I had kept up better with him since I was now face to face with strangers I wasn’t sure of. These strangers hung together for safety and I felt vulnerable. They seemed to make a claim on this building and stood at the open doors as if to guard it.


“Keep moving,” one of them said while raising a crowbar towards me. I only looked at him. I was not armed and had no protection for myself.


“No, wait,” the man standing next to him said. “I think he’s a hu-manimal.”


“You got a button?” the other guy said trying to pull up my shirt.


“Don’t touch me.”


“Identify your classification. You must give us your generation papers.”


“Some species are worth money,” the shortest man said. Just then I saw a sky car descend and park right in front of the building. I could see it was a government vehicle and it had a cage with people in it, or were they clones, or something else? While I was trying to sort through this, one of the armed men went into the building and returned escorting seven or eight more species, who looked to be human, out at laser point.


“They’re rounding up humans. They’re killing humans,” one man was ranting and crying. “They’re going to kill us. Help us please. You look like a human, Mr., “ he said as he passed by me.  “Help us,” he said grabbing at my jacket sleeves.


I was in shock, but I had enough presence of mind to speak.  “You’re mistaken. I am a clone. I work for Mrs. AJ Cuddlesworth.” I went on in the spiel of what drones were programmed to say, where I lived and the duties I performed. The short guy, with the pug face shoved me at that point. “Get out of here. Don’t wonder around without your generation papers on you again, or Mrs. Cuddles will get cold.”


I had seen species coming and going, but I had stayed in the shadows because I did not wish to be sent back to the Rehab Facility. There seemed to be more and more bodies moving about all the time, but were they people? Was what the guy said the truth, or was he a just a lunatic? The species that had been put in the sky van looked human, but I couldn’t tell, not really. It had happened so sudden, but that was how the change had come, quickly and without warning.


But why were they picking up anyone? And why had these SG officials who were arresting these folks left the dead on the street? Bodies and sky cars were piled up all over in doorways, on escalators, and in the subways. I looked back at the men who were still standing in front of the building. What species were they? On the walk back to where I had lost Harley, I stopped to watch what was going on after I had rounded the corner and could no longer see the men.  Sky vans continued to land and people, well, species were being herded into them. Why?  Rescue had come unannounced like the light show, and it had not come like I had expected. I had been almost alone for months. Then, suddenly in a strange and ominous way, the streets were full of movement and bustle. Life was going to go on. The ants were back, whatever species they were. The hill was going to be rebuilt.


I gave the three men one last glance before I disappeared around the corner again, and decided I would find a weapon and come back later that night. I would have to take them out before they discovered I was of human origin. Maybe I could pick them off one by one if they went out to scavenge alone, but then convinced myself to avoid a confrontation with them at all cost. It would be stupid to draw attention to myself.


As I went down the line of buildings, I found an apartment building that didn’t seem to be taken over by anyone. I would have shelter for the night. When I saw the inside, I knew I had hit the jackpot. There were coverlets on the bed. Clothing still hung in the closets and there were a few packets and cans of food lying around on the floors.The tremors must have knocked them from the shelves. Dust and debris covered everything. The finery of the apartment was evident and it was chilling to wonder where the owners were. I picked up a can of petite potatoes from the floor and popped its top. This guy had been rich. I was used to food that came in sealed macro strength plastic which had been used as a light weight substance to package food for the troops since the last century, and now that was the accepted form of food preservation. Well, there were canned foods and glass containers, but you had to have been implanted with the chip to buy them and wealthy enough to afford them.


I sat staring at the bed and could almost feel someone else’s presence, but I opened another can of vegetables all the same, and ate the spears of asparagus without taking my eyes off the bed. I hardly moved my teeth to chew. I tried not to make any noise as I swallowed. Fear had seized hold of me. Sweat began to break out over my skin and my clothes felt like they had been suctioned onto my arms and legs like plastic wrap.


I could stand the suspense no longer. I set the can down and went over to the bed  and lifted up the bed ruffle to see if anyone was under it. Immediately I saw legs and bodies. I half expected to be attacked, but the man did not move. As my eyes adjusted to the darkness, I saw there was the body of a woman beside him and a child. A stuffed animal lion lay by the child. I recognized the lion. It was from a film about a lion king and had been very popular. This lion must have had a special meaning to the girl by the way she was cradling it close to her.


I let the dust ruffle fall back down to the floor and I grabbed a pillow and a blanket to take with me back to the kitchen. I was suddenly not comfortable being in an apartment with dead bodies. The idea of a safe place to sleep had been ruined. In an instant my safe world was falling apart. My stomach was not use to food and I began to feel like it was just going to run out the other end of me. I decided to collect what I had come for and get out. I took the pillow out of its casing and filled it with the cans. I took shirts and pants out of the closet and stuffed them in the pillow case, too. It was then I noticed that my hands left a dirty residue on the clean fabrics. I looked at my hands. They had not been washed since the silent waves had hit the city. My fingernails were black underneath and they were dried to the point that the skin had torn away around the cuticles. My knuckles and hands were all cut and scratched, but I didn’t remember how I had hurt myself.


I realized I had been eating with these dirty fingers and looked through the drawers in the kitchen to find some utensils. I took two sets of knives and forks and spoons out.  I also took a huge butcher knife and a ball of twine. I made a sling out of the twine and hung the knife around my chest where I could easily grab it. I took some scissors and other sharp objects to use. They wouldn’t be much use against laser guns like the guys down the block had. I looked around. Steel rebar must be lying all over the place. I was looking around when I found the kitchen sink lying on the floor. I looked at the place on the wall where the sink had once been attached. Copper piping stared out at me. Now if I could manage to get a section of it loose, I would have a longer weapon. I would be able to fight the men down the street without getting so close to them. As I pulled and tugged at the pipe, I realized I was making a lot of noise and stopped.


I decided to look for a piece of loose rebar instead. As I searched for pieces of steel to make a weapon out of, I noticed the bed again. The mattresses hid the bodies underneath the bed, but I started to sweat again. For some reason I kept having the feeling that these people would somehow get up and suddenly stand before me. I had never given death much thought, but now it was all around me and I was being forced to deal with it.


“They are sleeping,” a voice said. It was not my own voice I am sure, but whose it was I didn’t know. I did not think things like that. I felt as if my brain was wrapped in a black fog that fit like a tight band around my skull. All I did was think, and every thought was painful and born of intense labor. I had to stop thinking. I was making myself crazy. I needed someone to talk to, to bounce my voice off. I said, “Hello, my name is Travis N. Tarkington, and I have become the hunted.” The strangeness of my voice frightened me. I had not spoken aloud for weeks, months, and it was graveled and hoarse and reminded me of the scratchy sound that came out of a radio when the station was not completely tuned in. I needed water, but I settled for the juice from the two cans of vegetables I had eaten. It was salty and warm so I just rinsed my mouth with the liquid and spit it out.


I saw something out of the corner of my eye flash by. Whatever it was it was in a hurry. I grabbed the knife from around my neck and stalked back around the corner to the bedroom again. I hesitated before going in. I could hear movement. I clutched the knife tighter in my hands but I could feel the sweat on my palms making the handle slippery in my grip. I wiped my hand on my pants, regripped the weapon, and stepped around the half wall.


There on the bed was Harley circling about the way cats do before laying down. He kneaded his paws a few more times, and satisfied that the bedspread was the way he wanted it, plopped down. He may not have had too much heft to him, but he was going to make sure you felt his presence. He looked at me with sleepy, half opened eyes and then closed them. I called to him. He paid me no mind and kept his eyes shut.


“What’s wrong with you, Harley? Is your sniffer out of whack? Can’t you smell what’s underneath you? Move, Harley. Get!”


He didn’t open his eyes. In fact, he didn’t flinch a muscle. Shouldn’t animals catch the smell of death and run from it? Weren’t they wired that way? I tried to coax him out of his nest by enticing with food. He wasn’t moving so I ate the beans around the corner in the kitchen area myself. I took the blanket I had thrown down in my take pile, and wrapped myself in it, but I was afraid to lie down and sleep. I was too close to the men down the street. What if they had seen me enter the building and were waiting for me to come out? I had intended to sit up and keep watch for them, but at some point I fell off to sleep leaning against the half wall that I had propped myself against.


I was wakened to a repeating and rhythmic sound. I had to listen consciously, for it was not a sound that I easily recognized. As I rose to check out the noise, I felt a catch in my back and it was hard to straighten up fully. By the time I had reached the next room I was still slightly hunched over. The first thing I saw was Harley and he, hearing my footsteps, turned to look back towards me, and the noise stopped. He was standing against the wooden headboard with his paws resting on it, and after looking at me briefly, he resumed sharpening his claws on the headboard. He plied one or two more strong strokes into the wood and then stopped. He moved away from the head board and I could see the damage he had inflicted into the magnificent piece of rose wood.


“I see your artwork, Harley. It is worth as much as the dead guy paid for this bed, nothing more.” Harley was not happy with my appraisal of his work and let me know it by running back and forth across the length of the bed and meowing. “Okay, it’s a masterpiece. Have it your way, but I can tell you that it’s leftist in meaning because there is no sense to it, Harley.”


I swear just then that I saw that cat shake his head at me in disgust, and with an uncaring, brooding sweep of his tail jumped off the bed, and went out the door. The king had spoken. I waited for him to come back, but he didn’t. His sudden departure left me stunned. I was alone again. This cat I had known for only hours had left me twice in less than a day which was a record even for me. I hadn’t felt much loss yesterday, but today I felt grieved, and it was in a halfhearted manner that I searched around the mess looking for more stuff to take. I had already filled one pillowcase. Did I want to carry two? No, a better idea would be to stash stuff around the building where no one would find it and come back as I needed it. There were plenty of goods here, but there were also those dead bodies stashed under the bed.


I went around to the other side of the bed where their heads were positioned. I hadn’t seen them from the front yesterday so when I pulled up the dust ruffle, I covered their facial features with the sheets. I didn’t want pictures of their faces popping into my mind for the rest of my life. I saw the man had a book which lay just outside of his grasp. It was open and he had been reading it. He was close to the end of the book, judging by the amount of pages left on the right hand side. Curious, I picked it up. It was bound in leather. I had seen only a few items made of leather in my life time. It was high quality and almost looked like it had been polished, if one can polish leather. I read the title and the strangeness of it intrigued me. When I took the book from the floor, I saw the man’s hands. They were bloated and toxic looking. It looked like they would burst open with the slightest touch. I retrieved the book by taking a curtain rod and knocking it away from his hand.


Reading the book didn’t enter my mind at that point. I hadn’t read in years, no one had. They hadn’t even been printed for decades. It was the title on this book which made me want to read it. It’s words fascinated me: Basic Instructions Before Life Ends. Now, that would be beneficial information to a man in my predicament. Books were illegal to own, and that made me want it, too. You could buy the fairy tale e-books or the more expensive hologram editions which would play out to your children. It was expected. Children were to be reared to have reverence and fear for the terrors which our world was known for. They were to have a heads up where monsters were concerned. It was imperative to know that old women lived in shoes, gave their dogs bones, and had cupboards that were bare. It was wise to teach your children that wolves with sharp teeth roamed the woods, that witches did their magic among the trees of the forests, and that aliens also landed in these treed places. In short, it was a dangerous planet, and only the government could protect you.


Seeing the book made me reassess this guy. He had some courage. Well, maybe not courage, but he was a rebel. I looked at him again, almost studying him. He was old. His head was mostly bald, but hair grew in a ring around his head like a circus clown. His skin was creased and rough like the patched pattern on a crocodiles hide. His wife wasn’t much better looking. They didn’t have the looks to belong to society, I thought. Most of the elites and the eternals were beautiful specimens, yet these people must have had money. They had lived here. Maybe he was born into it, though that didn’t happen in society anymore. The progressives had evened the financial score among the population. When they had taken power in the 2020’s, they had taken over everyone’s bank accounts. The poor had cheered, but when those who had been robbed, or rather  forced to share had threatened to challenge the validity of the government’s new law, they were silenced.


I would tell you to look it up so you could read it for yourself to prove that what I had told you was true, but historical documents were no longer kept, especially those that dealt with the themes of the takeover. The SG referred to attempts at historical documentation, especially by conservatives, as petty behavior equal to that of a third grade tattler who had just ratted out his classmate for urinating on the teacher’s favorite classroom plant. You couldn’t even snoogle current events on the web the day after they happened. After twenty four hours it was destroyed by law, which, when you really thought about it, was too long anyway. None of the facts being used were true, and they changed minute by minute so no one knew where the real hippity hop hole of human history was. The left was afraid to look at the past, but they should have because it was a picture of the future. Books have always illuminated the human condition by means of storytelling, but the socialist’s idea of art left man dressed up for trick or treat wondering if he were real. Critical theory also killed the human spirit just as it had killed the idea of America. Art was made politically correct by the socialist left and in their hands became mere propaganda. Any real message died a quiet death and was replaced by a philosophy of rage that tore apart the morals of the middle class.


I can make these claims because I was schooled in a time when education was semi important to the culture. In those days you had to have papers from academia to get a job. Later it became necessary to belong to the right party which was then the only ticket into the job market. I spent my early adulthood confused. The intel the SG fed me often left me in a fog for days because my memories of certain events were not the same as theirs, and I deduced from that fact that re-information leads to schizophrenia. I had a hard time keeping up with the progressives because of this diagnosis. It was like trying to keep one foot on land and one foot in a speed boat while running a race. Anyone can see that a one footed man who is hopping along the shore is no contender to stay even with his other foot which is in a speed boat. If you were wise, you dropped out of the race, and kept your mouth shut about the unfairness and the utter stupidity of the rules concerning any race or endeavor.


As I have already told you, the government loved fairy tales and used them almost exclusively to get their points across about everyday life. Species in our society began disappearing more rapidly and thoroughly than the dinosaurs. There were rumors that they were being shot and that their bodies had been ground up in the gravel pits and then mixed with sand that was used to repair the bridges and streets of the failing infrastructure, which was a big word in those earlier days, and it was on everyone’s lips. Infrastructure. It was posted on the Times Square main neon. 4 bridges repaired, 10 streets paved, and 4 sewers of NYC cleaned. Mind you, they were clever enough not to give the locations of any of these supposed repaired project sites, but I can tell you that I never saw one of these reclaimed sites, or a reclamation worker, and they were easy to spot because of their fluorescent yellow and orange attire. I had seen them when I was younger. They used to come into the bars after work like me. They placed their plastic hard hats up on the bar tops by them as they drank in those days. However, I never saw the jackets, the hats, or the men who wore them after the progressives came to power. Rumor had it that the reclamation workers had been forced to go underground. People would see them and rant and rave at them to fix their streets and sewers, but they weren’t allowed to fix a thing. The same was true about the police. They weren’t allowed to arrest arsonists, rapists or thieves. They could only give tickets to people who didn’t clean the poop up after their animals. To keep their anonymity, the city crews put on the normal unisex garb of the time, and left their fluorescent marker coats and uniforms at home. It was self-protection on their part. They needed to blend in with the herd. All people wore the unisex look. Women had worn jeans for decades, and their hair had gotten shorter, but now they wore suits, and men had pony tails and longer hair and wore their briefs or women’s wear over their trousers. It was very sheik. Women’s underwear were called boy briefs for women and men’s were called girl boxers for men. Unisex was the rage. I’m old enough to recall when they still had signs for men and women on bathrooms, but sometime shortly before the twenty twenties there was only one TR built for the customers. It just said Toilet Room on it in yellow letters. People only laughed. It didn’t matter, they said, because you couldn’t tell men from women by the way they dressed, anyway. Women didn’t need to emasculate men, unisex and critical theory had already done it for them.


I suddenly thought of the dead man and his family in the penthouse laying under the bed again. They were of the old school. They made up the traditional definition of family. I remembered that word from deep out of my past. One man, one woman and they created a child to live with them. Not many people my age could afford to bring children into the world. The Times Square sign blinked the figures each year for us. “It now costs 3 million to raise an offspring to maturity.”


I’m older now, but not so old that I don’t remember when the term birth control became burden control. Besides what it cost to raise a child, the SG charged you almost a hundred thousand to get a permit to have a child. That put the damper on it for most of us right there. And if that wasn’t enough, there were all these signs posted on walls and billboards all over the city to remind you of the burden of having children. The posters were put out by the agency that used to be called planned parenthood. BIRTH CONTROL RAISES US TO A HIGHER STAGE in the EVOLUTION OF LIFE. Margaret Sanger was the person given credit for all these poster warnings. Her claim was that the mission of BC was to create a race of thoroughbreds among the human population. It was a strange way to look at people, I thought, by mingling terms that up to that time had been reserved for the breeding of animals. If all that wasn’t reason enough not to have children, you also had to sign papers that you would send them to college and had the millions to do so. If you had an offspring and couldn’t care for it, they came and got you. No one wanted that hanging on them for twenty six years. Could a baby be worth all that? That’s when I caught myself staring at the little girl clutching that lion doll. It looked like love, well, a perception of love I had from my childhood. I don’t know why I thought of that. I hadn’t known love. Well, a few girls. A few nights, but you had to get close and touch. Even protective wear couldn’t keep the myriad of sexual and viral diseases away. I remember once a girl I was with had her arms around me very much the same way the dead girl was clutching the stuffed animal. I had felt a sudden urge to confess my soul, to unburden myself to someone at that moment. I have remembered that moment for my entire life. However, because of the viruses, touching was not allowed for years shortly after that.


I stood up and felt more alone than ever. I hated myself for thinking all these thoughts and told myself it was time to move on. First, however, I would find rebar and fashion a long spear out of it. As I hunted for a piece of steel, I wished that ugly cat was still there. It was his presence that gave me confidence. He kept me from being alone. It was then I saw the notebooks upon the bed stand. There were several of them and I picked them up. Some had been written in, but the three on the bottom were new. They even had their plastic wrap around them. The pages would be pristine white and untouched. I had always coveted things like that. I had been a writer and followed a set ritual before starting any new project. I used to stuff freshly sharpened pencils into an old jar until they resembled a bouquet of newly arranged flowers. I loved that the pink tipped ends of the erasers on the pencils hadn’t been sullied with thoughts you had needed to erase yet. The future was clean and worlds were waiting.


At first I was just going to take the new, unwrapped notebooks when I decided to open the others to see if the dead man had written anything in them. He had. I opened up the book and I saw the initials CP in the upper right hand corner. I flipped through the pages. They had all been written on. The penmanship was neat and flowing in that old world script. They didn’t teach cursive writing anymore in schools. The SG said it was too difficult a task to master for the young because they has such limited motor skills. That was a ridiculous claim to make after children had been taught cursive writing for hundreds of years, but that was the willy nilly, helter skelter mind of the progressives at work. On the one hand, the government claimed that today’s schools were all A plus, but with their other hand they perceived the students to be physically burdened by diminishing motor skills. Shouldn’t the system have been concerned? Shouldn’t the parents have been in shock? The educational system had just stigmatized millions of children with a learning disability that had appeared out of nowhere, and yet their solution was to simply not force them to be challenged by a task that they were no longer capable of performing rather than applying measures to bring this new, less talented generation of youngsters back to the high level of standards that had just existed the year before.


So what was the SG really saying? If their schools were rated A plus, why weren’t the students? Parents never thought to question the diagnosis of the educational system. They were the experts. If experts advocated that children should only be taught to print, then who were they to challenge their findings? People were fed drivel and ate it with a shovel. It went down smoother and tasted better if you didn’t think about what you were eating. A spoonful of forgetting helps the drivel go down.


I thought that printing only looked good when it appeared in typed form in books and magazines. It was ugly when humans struggled to form it. It looked like the scratching of Harley’s on the headboard, I suddenly thought. By taking the cursive form of writing away, they had taken the beauty out of language, but I soon discovered there was another more sinister reason why the government had thrown out the teaching of cursive writing. If you can’t write in cursive form, you can’t read it either. All historical documents were preserved in cursive scroll. To the masses of people their own language had suddenly became tantamount to deciphering ancient Egyptian hieroglyphs. The government sighed a breath of relief.


Just then I noticed there were dates on each journal. The top journal in the pile had last year’s date on it, 2068, and I decided to take them because it would be like being let in on a person’s secrets. It would be like having live streaming.  Reading books had always been like watching movies to me. When you read a novel, you could shape the story to your own likes and your own fantasies. You were a co-creator as it were. Your mind could go where it wanted and no one censored it. When you read, you were free.


I let my fingers run over the smooth leather binding and felt a simple joy of  possessing an item. I hadn’t even held a book in decades. The I-Cells I had access to in the rehab center were for monitoring purposes only. I-Cells enabled the SG to track you. They were not only connected to the Web, but they monitored your thinking. No one was allowed the luxury of being alone. No one in Rehab was allowed to have I-Cells. You didn’t need one because you were already monitored twenty hours a day. The new cell phones were really just tracking and monitoring devices, anyway. You could not use them for personal pleasures. Those days were gone. The I-Cells had become practical, but necessary devices which gave you a list of new laws you were required to know for the day, beeped you once an hour, and you plugged in so they could scan your thought waves for one minute. If you didn’t beep back, they came and got you. That was another way the SG employed the drones. They were the enforcers. When the drones came and got you, you vanished. There were millions of them deployed in the US. They were free labor. They were solar charged, so they ran on nothing, and they needed no food. The government used them for everything from law enforcement to sweeping up Big Macs’ burger joint.


Ergo people were no longer needed to perform the menial tasks. In the beginning, the government said that left us humans free to become. Of course, they never specified what that becoming was, but then everything the SG said was in broad generalized terms that were intended to be vague and undefinable until they defined it for you. Keeping terms abstract also kept you from catching them in a lie. All definitions were deemed living and changeable like the constitution, so you could never trust in their definition of anything for too long. They purposely left all laws open ended so they could fill in the blanks to fit the situation. Let me give you an example of what I mean. If you broke law 70 which said, “Don’t do anything questionable,” they told you what the questionable thing was you had done when you were brought in. The questionable thing was what they determined it to be. Maybe you had crossed the street before the go light, given a nasty look to the NP (night police), or didn’t pay the subway fare. It didn’t matter. They always found you guilty and fined you 500 gold chips. The second offense was 1000 chips, and so on. There were no prisons, only Rehab Centers like the one I had been in. If you didn’t learn in there, you were deleted.


The one thing that I noticed now, after being back in the outside world, was that there had been mostly humans in the Rehab I was in. I hadn’t given that fact as much as a fleeting thought while I was there. After all, I was born around the turn of the century and there were more humans than drones, clones, or robotoids on the outside at that time, so it was natural that mostly humans would be in rehab with me. Hybrids were being tested in those days, but no one was really aware of them. Maybe I was wrong to have not given it much of a thought. It was just the way things were. You accept the status quo, don’t you? You go with the flow.


Just then I heard the voice come over the airwaves. It was the typical drone voice, commanding and non-emotional. “Human survivors the attacks are over. We have come to take you to safety and reunite you with others of your kind. We have food and water.”  The message repeated like the broken record it was, which made it easy to ignore after I heard it the first few times. My own thoughts were more important. I needed to get underground. I needed a fox hole where they would never look.


I stood there and wished the cat was still lying on the bed. He hadn’t been afraid of death. He had taken no notice of it at all. Why was I wasting time thinking about him? He was ugly and had mats in his fur the size of golf balls. Then, like a wish coming true, Harley magically appeared. He was scratching on the bedstead again. “Critic,” I said. Then he started his crazy pacing once more and jumped down to where the hand of the little girl lay. He looked up at me. He started trying to cover her with the debris that covered the floor. He had more sense than the government. These bodies needed to be dealt with, and he was trying to do his part. Burials had gone out of use many decades before. Like everything else in society, the cost of a plot had continued to go up. They were small gold fields. All cemeteries had been bought up by the government; the human remains removed and cremated so that apartment buildings could be erected. They called these apartments living plots, and they were not much larger than the size the burial plots had been.  Rat cages is what I called them. I would know because I lived in one.


My mind kept jumping from subject to subject. I didn’t know how to stop it. I had been on pills for at least ten years and they had curtailed my thoughts from running away from me. It was scary just going where my mind led me. One thought led me to another and another, and suddenly I was remembering when the burning of bodies was the only pollution you needed to be concerned with. Every night the great factories puffed out smoke and chokes of ashes starting at two a. m., and each morning fine silt coated the streets, sidewalks, and cars. There were hundreds of these crematoriums. Well, there was for about ten years, or so, and then a bunch of them began to shut down. It was no secret. The SG communicated it on the main Time Square board just like all the other news feeds. It was done with facts and figures and data on diseases and all that, but when you got down to it, they meant people weren’t dying at the same rate any longer. Imagine that! That was the day my trouble started in this world.


I had been a journalist of sorts before the One World came to power. NY was immediately a different city after their take over. I remember my grandmother had a phrase she liked to say, ”the difference was like day and night.” She had died many decades before they had come to power, so she hadn’t been referring to the government, but about changes in everyday life, but her adage was apropos for the situation. Anyway, I used to get goose bumps when I saw the OW’s billboards on Broadway because they exactly depicted her old saying. One of the posters I am thinking about was done in black and white. No images appeared on the black side of the ad, but it said, ‘Out of the darkness’ at the very top of that side of the poster.  In contrast, the other half of the ad was colored white and there were people smiling and hugging amid a lush green garden. The people were of every ethnic group and they were happy to be ‘in the light’ brought about by the One World.


All posters and ads were done with minimalist art so one could see at a glance what emotion was being conveyed. Simple ideas expressed in childlike art. Words were old school. The OW told you everything you needed to know. Trust. Obey. Above every public entry way you saw this sign:  ‘Leave your thoughts at the door.’ It became against the law to tell anyone what you thought about any program the government was implementing. There were mats at every entrance way that said, ‘and wipe your feet, too.’ Clean minds and feet were all the OW asked. Now, really was that so much? The SG said the signs were simply gentle reminders on the order of what your mothers had told you were good manners. To me, they were warning signs like the rattles at the end of snakes. They were put there for a reason.


After the takeover by the progressives, the regulations and signs had appeared overnight and they kept coming. Hundreds, thousands of new laws were issued overnight. There were brochures of new laws on every door step the next day. Now common sense should have told you that they couldn’t have printed them overnight and delivered them the next day, but they did. People exclaimed how hard working this new regime was.


Cell phone and texting weren’t against the law, the SG said, but you had to have a permit to text. That was one of the first changes in the city. People rushed by the millions to get a permit. The government was just keeping us safe, they said. They had to keep an eye on terrorists, didn’t they? Well, as a journalist I asked, ‘If we are now all a One World Community and of one religion, and indeed one voice, who is the government protecting us from?’ 


That one question that I had dared to ask about who the government was protecting us from was one too many. It created paranoia in the streets when the article was published. People began to look at each other with the eyes of stray animals about to be beaten. That was when the ‘monkey see and do laws’ campaign really went into effect. Trust only the government, not your fellow citizens the signs all over town began warning. Keep your thoughts to yourself in public. The art of conversation had been lost in the early part of the twenty first century, but now with the signs staring at you, conversation stopped cold. Silence was not golden. It clanged in your mind until madness set in. I told myself it didn’t matter because most people had no thoughts of value anyway. Topics of conversation were about inane matters such as movie stars, new cinema releases, sports figures, those who had won the lottery, and people like Lizbeth.


The price of permits for texting rose year after year until the masses couldn’t afford to pay them, but by that time human minds were stilted and unsocial so it didn’t make much difference. Most people couldn’t sit next to someone on the subway and converse with them. They hadn’t noticed the other human beings that traveled among them for years. Fear had taken over, but people kept it to themselves. I still had a permit because my job paid for it. People used to beg to borrow my TS2 (touch screen, talk screen), but I put a stop to that by telling people they had to pay the fine if they were caught using it. No one had the money to pay the fine and the alternative was to sit it out in RF, which was a Rehabilitation Facility.


What was I telling you about? Sorry, but I haven’t had my pills in a while now and my thoughts are coming a mile a minute. I haven’t had so many words running around in my head for years. I wish I had my pills so I could focus. Oh, yes I was telling you how I got started down the wrong path by asking questions, but just then I heard a noise and turned towards it. I saw Harley coming in the door. He had friends with him today. I was surprised to see another adult cat that had smaller kits running after her. He was a family man. The thought stopped me cold. That was an odd expression. It was an archaic phrase and it brought strange feelings to the surface. Before I could think about it too much, there was a loud explosion of sorts, then a gushing sound, and soon water began to trickle across the wooden floors. It ran like a stream. Hum. Stream. It struck me that it was like my thoughts these last few days and weeks. There used to be a phrase for that oddity. I fumbled through my mind for the term until it came to me. Stream of consciousness. It meant that writers would babble on about what ever came out of their thoughts. Like I said it had been a long time since I had been allowed to think and I couldn’t be sure where the thoughts were coming from; I didn’t know whether I had read them in a book, heard them from someone, or if it was propaganda I had been brainwashed with after the takeover. I was in the process of sorting things out.


Anyway, I was telling you that I had been a writer, but after the question I remember the SG had informed me that I no longer worked for the publication Mag Rags because they had taken it over to ensure that fearful articles weren’t released to the public. I, however, was being given an opportunity with the government, a promotion. The word job had already fallen out of use worldwide. It was now the OW who paid me. They paid everyone. After all, it was one world, one people, and one religion. Religion came to mean a set of beliefs that the one voice gave you. Real work ceased and the living was easy. They gave me a pamphlet to publish each week which I simply edited for mistakes. I had a lot of new free time and my chip card was debited with money. Coin had been the rage for a time, but then the SG was arresting the wrong people. They found they couldn’t keep track of the coins because people traded them back and forth, or got change for them from different sources, or businesses didn’t keep honest records, or any records at all. (Imagine that, graft in the market place, and the SG was astonished.) Coin was too much like cash in that respect, so the SG came up with a microchip that they embedded into your hand that had your national ID number on it. You could start your car, open doors, and turn water on from the bedroom all with the flick of a wrist! The implant contained all your medical records, too, so if you were in an accident they knew who they were rid of.


The E chip could track every red cent, movement, and thought you made from the cradle to the grave. The chip cards were used for everything. In fact, it was known as the everything card (EC). I didn’t have one since I was headquartered in the rehab facility and on CS status (constant surveillance.) No inmates were chipped. That way, if we escaped, we couldn’t buy anything or get a ticket off the island. It was another one of those twists of logic the progressives were fond of. The unmarkedness of us  marked us as enemies of the SG.


Suddenly my brain started to hurt. I needed a pill. I got up and started to ransack the apartment. After trashing the place, I sat down, mostly because of the complaints I was getting from Harley and his mate. I was frightening the kittens. The babies were dashing around, poking their noses into everything I was hauling out, and he was trying to round them up. I sat down exhausted and watched them. There was a cute little gray tiger kitten with an orangish patch above her right eye. She was peeking out at me from behind a box. I liked her immediately. The unbalanced placement of the orange colored spot gave her an almost comical look. Harley had noticed her where abouts too, and called until she came to him. He gave the kitten a light swat from one of his paws and picked it up by the scruff and took it back to the mother who sniffed at it cursorily to make sure it was hers and then let the kitten nurse on her. Two more kittens came out as she mewed in a staid cry. The new comers pushed their way to a spot on her teats. Contented purrs came from them as they kneaded their paws into her belly while the mother cat licked them on the heads.


Harley came over by his mate and she turned to cleaning him. She seemed to be biting off the tufts of fur that hung on him. He cried out to signal he was in pain, and the kittens mewed in a type of question like way, and then turned briefly to attend to him. It was only papa, they seemed to say. Mama was cleaning him, and they went back to feeding. There was such tenderness in the scene that I began to cry. Then I thought of the little girl in the other room clutching the lion. Thinking of her and her mother with her arms around her only made the tears came harder.


Suddenly I heard the sky vans outside again. “Humans come out. We are here to rescue you. We have food, water.” I had seen the way the humans had been dragged in, and I was not about to lose my freedom. I sat in the penthouse apartment and cried until I was a well which had gone dry. In the wake of voices, I had forgotten what had started this ‘veil of tears flowing.’ Veil of tears? I immediately felt I had heard that term, but like all jolts to my memory, I could not make the connection completely. These jolts as I called them were like electricity. The memories brought a stiffening to my entire body. It wasn’t’ a physical pain, but it was overwhelming none the less. I was left with a numbing dread of what I might find if I connected all the circuits.


The SG had been so good as to provide doses of pills in plenty to keep the phantom thoughts from entering and torturing all people who were diagnosed as I was. In the first days and weeks after my supply ended, I had simply run when these ghost thoughts attacked me, but now I had the added fear of death. It kept me running in faster circles on this trash heap of an island. I thought it fitting now that the most expensive real estate in the state of NY was built up and given its solid ground by billions of tons of garbage. I began to wonder how long it would hold the tons of concrete up. Was it sinking into the river as I sat crying and pulling my hair out? One thought after another came at me. They were like quick blinking lights at first, but over time the flashes, the memories got longer and longer.


The SG had been right about one thing. The pills kept the irrational thoughts away, but they kept everything else away, too. Surely people had lived through these emotions before, I thought now. They had to have. The pills had only been around for thirty years and people had been around a tad longer than that. Then I saw one of the poster’s the SG had planted everywhere. This particular poster I was looking at was one of a man, a woman, and a child running away from some black shadow that was chasing them, and the ad said: “If you took your pill today, you wouldn’t be faced with this now.” The next frame showed the same 3 people gulping down pills and smiling. Another poster said, “3 pills a day keep the thoughts away.”


Then an alarming thought struck me. I had not taken a pill for months, yet I was alive. This fact mystified me. We were told that we could not simply stop taking the doses. The pill vials were wrapped with a pink fluorescent warning label that read: STOPPAGE of this medication causes HEART ATTACK and SUDDEN DEATH. FREE refills at any AAC, which was an Affliction Addiction Center. I had waited for death to come. I asked for it to come.  Leaflets had been left all over after the silent attack on the night of lights to assist you in dying. They told us to report to the local OW’s ECARP. (One World Emergency Contingency and Relief Provider.) Assistance would be provided for those who wanted to die.


In the months before the drones and robotoids came back I use to sit on the docks each night and look across water and see if I could detect any flux of people coming and going over there, but I saw none. That made me suspicious, but I had other reasons for not getting to a One World Provider. I was afraid of the water for some reason since that day on the bridge. It was a fear that had risen instantly out of nowhere and from no source I could pinpoint. My strange phobia aside, I didn’t think there were any humans left across the river now, either. They were being rounded up just like they were here. The species I had run into so far were hunters and I kept in hiding.


Life was a nightmare I couldn’t wake from. For weeks on end I lay in pools of sweat and shaking. I cried out to die, but there was no one to hear me in the basement where I had entrenched myself. The room itself was a mass of hissing pipes in an old manufacturing plant. The pains of withdrawal were taking their toll on me. Then one night I went to the docks with the aim of going for a last swim. I found comfort and strength in having made a decision to end it all.  I would be in control of it. No more shaking days of terror from being without the UM medication. No more waiting for sudden death.


UM stood for Unresponsive Memory, and I had been on those pills for better than ten years. This was not a chosen withdrawal from the tiny orange tinted orbs, but a forced one since there were none to be had. I had torn apart segments of the city looking for those fluorescent orange pills. They kept the mind floating in perpetual calm. At least that was my experience, and judging from the fixed expressions I had seen on the faces of the other humans around me, I guessed that they were having a very similar experience. As I was coming off the meds, my ears rang like bells, and my head seemed like it would explode. The thoughts that went through my mind were like bolts of lightning. Everything triggered a memory.


The night I am recounting to you I took the long way to the dock, the way I use to take from work decades ago. It may sound funny to you, but I wanted to think. It was strange, but familiar, this strolling to think. Even in all my terror and with all my shaking, I seemed to find something soothing in walking and thinking. I began to rediscover sensations I had not been aware of for years, and I began to realize I had control over these thoughts. I had a choice. That was the evening I found Harley. You may think I have lost my mind instead of finding it because I am back at the beginning of this narrative again and retelling you something I have already told you. Be patient. I am merely recounting how I pieced all of it together as I lived it and tried to make some sense of sane logic out of it. The night I met Harley I was making connections again. Suddenly I found myself doing a strange thing. I heard myself whistling a tune. I didn’t remember the title of the song, or most of the words, but I made up words to what I couldn’t remember. Happiness ran over me like anointing oil. I caught my reflection in a store window. I was smiling. I immediately thought of the emoji’s that were used in lieu of words. The emoji’s kept you communicating to the world. They expressed what you couldn’t.


Then I took in the rest of me. My hair was flat and long and matted down heavily with oil and dirt. It was a shock. The smile dropped away from my face. I was a monster. Ugly, terrifying, unwashed and terribly thin. It was the gauntness and hollowness of my features which took away my humanity, yet upon further reflection it was also my thinness that would tell the world I was human. Droids and drones were sculpted into DaVinces and Michelangelos complete with six packs and perfectly proportioned physiques and they had no need for food. My mind was like a pinball zinging from one thought to the next and I was trying to use the flippers in a more controlled way. I had to focus on the target I needed to hit if I wanted to stay in the game.


My mind was racing. Suddenly nothing mattered or made sense. I felt over whelmed by everything. I forgot my joy of seconds ago. I wondered why I had come into the world in the first place. I was filled with rage and picked up a parking meter which lay on the sidewalk and smashed it through the plate glass window that had been my mirror. It was then that I discovered that the window I had smashed belonged to an AAC pill dispensary. Hope encapsulated my entire being. I broke out the rest of the window pane and jumped inside. I was like a madman. My fears and terrors would soon be over. I would have peace in my mind. I looked for the bins that were marked UM’s. Red and yellow tape had been put on those particular bins to seal them shut. A paper covered it and which gave directions of some sort. It said: See OW order number 29773 for discontinuation of UM drugs. Discontinuation? I was in a panic again.


It took hours of searching and reading through the files of clouds to find out what it all meant. When I had all the information, I felt as a man who had lost the most precious thing on earth, hope. The OW had lied to us! I had found this out from their own office memos and cloud files they left behind. It was the real first dose of truth I had had in decades and it was a shocker. I was like a man on a tiny raft which was sinking in the midst of a great ocean.


After taking hours to digest the information I had just read, a strange thing happened. I began to feel like I had won. Reading their memos had been like getting a confession out of them. I began to feel transformed. I was a phoenix rising from the ashes. I felt life enter me and strength replace the hopelessness. Suddenly I had a purpose, a mission. I would get even with the SG and tell the world what the hoax had been. Then I recalled the moment that had led to my being diagnosed in the first place. I had asked questions about the SG’s intentions towards us people. I had had misgivings way back then, but I’d had none in the intervening years since. It was a strange realization to feel the gap of missing life rush at me. There was the moment of my arrest and then a black wall until I found myself without pills and wandering the docks of Manhattan. Arrest, blackness, now. It was a very short cache of memory.


Here is a copy from the inter-office OW order dated  7-11- 2069 that I found that day:


INTER OFFICE DESTROY ORDER # 29773.


UM Drugs are to be discontinued as of this date. Have all who need refills report to ECARP IN NYC. They will be disposed of there. The attack will come on 9-11 as usual. All employees are to report to LaGuardia Air terminal 2 on 8-28. You will be taken to a free zone base in Colorado or Utah. All cities in the US will be attacked simultaneously. Coordinated attacks will be carried out in the European and Asian sectors as well as worldwide. This will reduce the population problem in the world by one third or better.  All Hu-manimals that survive the silent wave attack are to be disposed of within 6 months from the date of the attack. Cremation will leave no trace.   MGA


Then I followed the email trail and read the following conversation between the  two workers whose only identities were their initials.


KR: What is to be done with those who survive?


MGA: There shouldn’t be many left to round up. Estimated survival rate in the NY area is around 500. They literally won’t know what hit them. It will be like rounding up sheep. LOL.


KR: Is this finally the end of the hu-manimals?


MGA: Can u believe it?


I sat looking out into the empty streets. My anger and hurt at the betrayal of my own race was devastating. In many ways I could not fathom it. It was a blow that was enough to make your heart stop. The government had even coined a new term for us:  hu-manimals. That was easy enough for me to believe because in the decades before the end they had deified nature. They held fund raisers to save every species of animal on the face of the earth except man. They had received all kinds of awards and honors that showed the world their humanity towards life.


I remembered a few articles I had read about the government buying up lands and water rights way back in the 1990’s. By the late 2040’s, when I was researching these articles, these sanctuaries were protected by the latest technologies of  invisible weapons which kept everyone out by zapping them like insects. If any life form came into contact with the invisible current, their bodies were said to flash like lightning bugs in flight for about 30 seconds. The force sent them flying and color coded their insides like a veritable rainbow until they vaporized. I had laughed along with my buddy at the comedic visualization of a flying human exploding like a sky rocket. Then I hadn’t believed the rumors and hadn’t included them in my article. There couldn’t be an electrical force capable of that type of devastation.  Nothing was real to me in those days. I was young and invincible, but now things had changed. I was nearing fifty and everything was real. I believed those stories from over twenty years ago. I was remembering!


These designated wild life preserves that the SG protected had once been national parks. That fact alone made it hard to believe the rumors. They were the fairy tales of our day, but stories kept circulating that claimed people were killed for trying to get in. I knew this to be fact because a friend of mine had disappeared, and his brother had confided to me that he had been killed trying to get a look into the preserves. No one believed Turbo. That was only his nickname, I thought as I tried to recall his real name.


“Oh, yes,” I said out loud, crumpling the paper into a ball and throwing it into the open file drawer. “Justin Tiburon. His brother’s name was Kyle.”


“Who, if they had a mind, would believe these myths and stories that came from the crazy right?” these twins had asked. That’s the way everyone thought in those days. Every weird story was believed to come from the nuts on the right. The right wingers were the ones who believed in all sorts of fantasies and spread these stories to keep everyone in fear. Finally, the right was universally demonized. The right became known as the ‘only real threat to mankind.’


The conservatives maintained their innocence and said it was a war of ideologies began by the left to annihilate factions who stood in their way. The right accused the left of creating division among the masses, and lying to the people. They said the left held to an ideology of nonsense that catered to a nation of nasty adolescents. No one believed the right in those days for one simple reason: They were not the faction in power. The left had control of all the media and worked behind the scenes in an invisible role in almost every agency and political office to change the power structure of the nation as a republic. In its stead they offered a progressive, secular social construct of Marxist theory as a replacement.


This war between the left and the right took place overtly in the twenty thirties and forties. The SG applied the Marxist rule to divide and conquer into every segment of life in the United States. Critical theory made the US flag a hated symbol because of all this country had done wrong over the past two hundred years, and all the injustices it had done to people of all races. It was a one sided attack. The sins of other countries were never mentioned. After all, it was Spain who had started the Inquisition, and millennia before that in 278 bc Rome had conquered some thirty one countries and built an empire from the Mediterrean to England only to be conquered later by the Muslims and lose it all. Then centuries later Charles Martel stopped the Muslims at the battle of Tours in 732 from taking all of Europe. The point is Europe had been taken and retaken a few hundred times right down through the twenty first century. In the 1930’s it was Hitler and Mussolini, and in the 2020’s the Muslims made their reappearance on the monopoly board.


As for the North American continents, the native Americans fought among themselves and took land from each other. The Crow, the Shoshone, the Cree all wared with each other for land and the land changed hands too many times to count.  For instance, for a three hundred year time frame the Kiowa claimed the Black hills until the Cheyenne forced them out in the 1770’s. Then the Lakota forced the Cheyenne out. Lastly the Europeans forced the Sioux out. It’s funny the Sioux never mention who they defeated and took the hills from in the first place. If their claims are valid, then so are the Cheyenne and Kiowa’s who were on the land before the Sioux conquered them. The fact of the matter is that any piece of land on the earth has passed through many wars and owners. Land anywhere is like a giant monopoly board and who ever holds it for the moment has the motels until the next role of the dice—which is the next war. Nothing has stasis in this world.


As for slavery, you’d think that the US invented it. It was as ancient as recorded history. Egypt had made slaves of the Hebrews, and the Hammurabi Code speaks of slavery, and all these were white slaves. The Greeks and romans had slaves. Poets and thinkers were often slaves in these ancient societies. The color of the skin only changed in the thirteen century when the slave traders used the black Muslims and the captured people from the Africa’s to send to the new worlds of Europe as well as the newly founded America. Slavery had been around since mankind existed and touched every land of the world, yet somehow America became the big Satan, whose sins outshone that of the rest of the nations, and the Shadow Government lead the assault. In place of capitalism, the left offered socialism, where all would be truly equal. One has only to look at the welfare system to see what the government meant by equal. Generations of welfare recipients jumped to the democratic progressive party and the great machine was set in motion and no one could stop it. The poor were paid to riot in the streets over everything the right said or did. Liberal leftists wanted everything for nothing. They didn’t stop to figure out if the government could afford to keep feeding them. Had they stopped to calculate, they would have known that the government gets its money from the taxpayers. The pool of all the taxes collected went to a government agency once known as the IRS. The government then doled the monies out to the have nots and the agencies. The money for the have nots came from those that HAD until all those who had were killed. You can see how that would affect old Miss Hubbard’s supply of bones.


The government’s budget was really only a simple arithmetic formula applied on a grand scale, but the left couldn’t do math either. The left believed in a magic money tree and were as equally gifted with myopic vision in math as they were in social construct theories. The government only had 25 trillion dollars to buy bones with, but soon it had 400,000,000 more bones to buy thanks to open gated immigration.  Money only goes so far. Money is what it is. It is a mere tool. You can’t threaten to shoot it.


Look at the economics of this on a micro scale. See if you still like open borders when the law applies to you and yours: You have a family of 4. You and your family must live on the money you make, but then you are told that you must take in the children down the street because they don’t have a home. Now you have  6 children to feed on the same budget. Then a month later you are given 3 more children to house, feed, and clothe. Now your paycheck has to feed eleven people. In 6 months you are forced to open the door to your house to 30 more people. Now you must feed 41 people, find a place for them to sleep, etc. If you refuse, you are a bigot and a hate monger and you will be severely dealt with. To add to the drama, some of the new comers to your house don’t like the rules you live by in your family and won’t abide by them. You want them out, but you can’t get rid of them. There is the law of open doors and borders. Within a short time, you are in poverty. Your house is filthy and your paycheck can’t feed all the new comers. Now you live in a new third world ghetto. Welcome to open immigration. That is how the Government went bust. The government’s budget couldn’t stand the strain to their coffers any more than your family could. It is common sense and fourth grade math. A child could have told them that if there had been any around.


Here is another mystery. The masses were thanking the government for the money to buy food and stuff when they should have been thanking their fellow tax paying citizens that they claimed were racists and hate mongers. People still got hungry, and when the tax pool dried up they started taking it away from those who were weaker than they were. Then the masses hated the government who could no longer afford to keep them pacified. Real riots broke out. It was the beginning of the cracking of the cosmic egg.


My mind was functioning again. I was remembering things in a more linear pattern now and one that started to connect the dots. I shook my head. It didn’t matter anymore. Both sides were dead now. The SG had used the liberal left to subdue the enemies of the state for them, but then the government had silenced the subduers. There would be no tattle tales left to expose the sins of the government.


The SG was very systematic about its removal of undesirables. First, the state had cleaned out the religious sectors, then the military, and finally those that opposed the SG in any manner and especially those who knew too much. It had all been done group by group until the night of the silent lights some months ago. Up to that point, the population had been thinned, but that night the goal had been extinction.


Their idea was sophomoric, basic, and simplistic. It played out like a trite plot from one of those early talking movies. The bad guys always tried to off the innocents, but one guy always realized who the evil doers were and arrested or killed them, and the community was safe and ordered again. There was one problem. There were no heroes in my era. The government and the left didn’t believe in them. The age of the anti-hero had arrived as far back as the nineteen fifties.


I began thinking about when they had started rounding up the Christians. It was the new NP’s who spearheaded this task. NP’s were identified on all posters as the guardians of the world and they were to be trusted and respected by all. They ruled with tasers and fists. People only peeked out windows as the Christians were hauled away. In the beginning, people cheered. The world was being made safe again. Safe against what? No one bothered to ask. All that mattered was that Christians had been the enemy and they were being dealt with. It was the first rule of Marxism – divide and conquer. Them against us, and us is always right. Forget about neighbors, friends—family. They no longer exist. To the left and the Marxist there is always an enemy. The problem is one day it will be you.


Soon the process of removal was stream lined into a more efficient system. The SG brought in troops from all over the world to help them, but they were mostly Middle Eastern, I recalled now. They wore masks over their faces which I saw as an act of cowardice. However, I was dissuaded of this belief at the time by the government assuring me that the masks served to protect them from revenge at the hands of the Christians. The NP’s were saving the country from war. The guns had already been confiscated from the masses. They were piled up and burned in every city in the country. That day came to be known as FFC day. Freedom From Christian’s day. Some munitions centers were rumored to have burned for four years or longer. Holding FFC rallies was a real call for celebration in those days. It was an excuse for people to gather around and watch the guns and the people burn.


I had attended a few of the rallies. It was surreal. Men, women, and children were forced to climb up a gallows of thirteen stairs and jump into a lake of fire. The SG had been angered that the Christians had believed in the concept of hell, so they decided to give it to them. In a characteristic twist of logic, the SG made the lake of fire the fate for believers not unbelievers. The number of professing believers dropped dramatically after the first few rallies. That campaign effectively ended religion.


The Christians were called Nazi’s, but the left had given that label to them I recalled now. I was confused even then for I remembered my grandfather had fought in the Second World War, and the stories he had told me about the Nazis were about people who did not believe in Christ so how could they be called Nazi’s when they believed? My grandfather had told me it was the Nazi’s who had persecuted the Jews who were the descendants of Christ himself. Hitler had killed them by the millions and he was a Nazi, a socialist. How could people not know they were socialists? It was in their name. Nazi stood for National Socialist German Workers Party which was the Nationalsozialtische Deutsche Arbeiterpartei in German. The name Nazi was  shortened form of the first two syllables in the first word.


Somehow the SG had managed to rewrite history, I realized now. Suddenly it became vital to know how they had done it. It was then that I heard a voice speak plainly to my spirit. I knew it was not my own voice, but being alone I took comfort in its presence. It sounds crazy to say a voice had being, but this one did. ‘Seek the truth. You will find it.’ It was the plainest directive I have ever received, and I yielded to it.


Try to be open to what I am telling you. The right had told the truth. They tried to warn us before they were all wiped out.  It was, and is, the left that had twisted the truth. They had kept us embroiled in a constant war and they kept our hatred focused on an enemy that didn’t exist; on an enemy that they had created out of the black shadow side of themselves.


The real enemy was the government that seized control in the twenty twenties. It has been killing us ever since. It was the Party of the People who brought this destruction on us. It was planned.  I had stumbled on to the partial truth and I didn’t know what to do with it. I lived in fear and I became like a rat in a maze of city blocks and half empty streets and buildings.  I lived in the sewers, in abandoned buildings, and came out only at night.  Traffic was picking up again, so I didn’t dare go out much. The generation papers I had forged were becoming suspect, and I knew I needed to get off this island I was stranded on.


Right now I was feeling my stomach ache with hunger.  I hadn’t had much food in the last few days, and I needed some nourishment. It was a nice evening and it looked quiet. There was an imposed curfew after eight PM so I decided tonight I would risk venturing out.  I needed food and air. My mind was moving in a fog from constantly inhaling the recycled air inside the old manufacturing plant.


I had been surviving on bottled water and giving myself cat baths by spritzing water on myself and just letting it dry which wasn’t getting the smell off. I went over the mental list of items I needed.  Food, a change of clothes, and soap. I saw what I took to be real people making their way up the block and ducked into the doorway of the chapel. I decided to stay behind the door until they passed. They approached loudly, having been drinking. They were breaking windows and looting as they made their way up the street. I wanted to shut the door, but was afraid I would attract their attention if I did. The cat family, hearing the ruckus, had taken off for safer corners. I was running into more and more new groups of people. More of us hu-manimals had survived then the government thought. There were even girls among this group and they were young. They stopped among the tombstones in the yard surrounding the church.


“Hey, Jules. You were trained as a witch, weren’t you? Need some old bones to cast a spell?”


“Let’s dig up some of these guys out of the rubble and hang up their old bones in our apartment. That’ll be a real rad addition to the next party.”


“Wind chimes, dude. We’ll make homemade bone chimes.”


“We need shovels.”


“F that. I can dig like a dog through this loose stuff,” the boy said as he got down on his knees and began scooping dirt out with his hands and howling and swearing. Curse words had replaced the ability to phrase a coherent sentence long ago. When the line of epithets were strung together it pointed to the speech of idiots. Words had lost their purpose and men had lost the creativity to form them into any semblance of meaningful communication to one another. The others in the group just laughed and  joined in the task of helping him to sift through the ruins. This mining crew kept up a chorus of,  “It’s six feet down, and six feet long. We’ll find the box and take his locks.”


Other howls rose in the distance as if in answer to the tune they repeated.


“Dave, Cole, get up. There’s a pack of dogs heading our way!” one of the girls alerted them.
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