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The air blew cold around his stationary form, invading his clothing and
his skin, forcing him to turn his tattered collar up in defense against
it. It blew through the cold, steel ribs that jutted in from the ruined
remains of the walls, and brought with it the scent of death and
sulfur. What didn’t come on the whistling winds were the familiar
sounds of the hundred thousand souls that no longer traversed the
streets far below on foot or in vehicles. Their speech, their
often-unwelcome racket, and the buzz of countless engines now lie
silent beneath tons of rubble and the fallen architectural
representations of dreams now forgotten.

Mitchell Phillips winced, the only sensation in his frozen thighs the
cold touch of one against the other as he stepped forward to observe
the scene far below. Mid-stride, his unfeeling legs nearly collapsed
out from under him as an unexpected and unseen obstacle found its way
beneath his feet, probably blown there by the tempest all around him.
He stopped, and to the best of his ability, he stooped to see what had
hindered him.

A tear came to his eye. It should have been more than just one, but he
had exhausted so many already that even the sight of his son’s favorite
stuffed monkey, singed and black, couldn’t cause his body to
manufacture any more. 

In the distance, the harsh drone of a radio became apparent, and Mitch
edged toward the gaping hole in the wall and the pale-green sky beyond
it. The unfamiliar sight made him sick to his stomach, now the only
part of his body he was still aware existed. Although it had been
several days since he had last had anything in it, its contents
nevertheless forcefully evacuated, weakening him even more. He crawled
the last few inches toward the edge and looked down on the decimated
remnants of what had once been the only home he had ever known.

The radio sputtered once and began to make some semblance of sense. He
tried to listen, focusing the last instance of strength within his body
to decipher the distant chatter. 

“...is gone. There is no more Army, no more Air Force. This pirate
signal is the last form of communication available among the remaining
members of our race. Please, if you can hear this broadcast, make your
way to the...”

The signal went out once more, returning to the nearly inaudible white
noise that had first caught his attention. It didn’t matter to Mitchell
Phillips, who had no intention of going to safety. It was not his
intention to find his way to the slaves that were gathering like lambs
to the slaughter even now, waiting to be wiped off the planet by the
infinitely powerful force whose constant presence vexed what remained
of the world.

He tried to bring keenness back to his eyes by squinting away the
odious, lime-colored light that issued from the sky and focusing on the
speck just above the horizon. There, like a lingering portent of the
end that awaited those now gathering at the behest of the radio
announcer, hung a dark fortress; the bastion of terror, the home of the
one responsible for all this.

He worked his stiff fingers into a fist, although each harrowing second
brought pain unlike any he had ever known. He felt the skin crack, and
burst, and even the blood that now ran down his knuckles brought no
warmth. Raising it slowly to the end of the world, he grimaced in
simultaneous pain and resolve. 

“I wish you had been here with me now, at the end of all things,” he
sighed, punctuating the sentence by casting the stuffed reminder of his
son into the cinders of civilization. Closing his eyes, he took one
last step toward the edge, over it, and into nothingness.

The stream of rushing air around him should have been the last thing he
ever felt. The cold it brought to his bones should have been enough to
ensure that he never open his eyes again, but he did. What greeted him
was not the rubble-drowned street rushing to bring him a final, sweet
release, but instead the sickly-hued sky and the terrible floating
tower it housed. No new warmth coursed through his veins, but in its
place came an indomitable determination and a furious rage fueled by
revenge. 

Where he now went, he would never return. Mitchell Phillips was in his
forties, balding, and a few pounds overweight. He wore a grey tweed
suit several sizes too big, sullied and threadbare.

He was the world’s last hope.
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