The End

1.  ~The Quiet~
    
    Ed looked at her hair, its various spots of hopeful illumination from the early-morning sun, the way her skin abruptly darkened as the shade came and the light from the window left, and the blood beneath the sheets near her pelvis.
    She looked so innocent, he mused.  So young… her bright skin tone gave it away.  Ed looked at her, his girlfriend, and sighed.
    “Off to work” Ed said through a small yawn, mostly to himself.  Sarah, the girl, was a heavy sleeper.  Ed turned to look away, and took a step towards the shower, then decided that it would wake her (her innocence)  up, and turned back again.
    Is it all going to be different now?  The night before had been important.  He knew that.  But in what way would it be important?  It was mostly a negative, what had happened… he had that kind of sense now, but it was definitely missing last night.
    A second sigh.  He was sorry.  Purely.  Truly.  Deeply.  The kind of sorry where you don’t have to think about what to say when the time for apologies comes, the kind where it just comes out.  It just comes out, and you mean all of it.
    The night before, or rather the day before… that was the best place to start in order to get a good feel of how Ed and Sarah are.  The day was a Friday.  It was the last day of high school for the week.  Last day before the weekends.  Last day before sleeping in, eating breakfast at noon, staying up way too late talking to friends/hanging out at the party (the one everyone‘s going to), then sleeping in till noon again.  Different kind of atmosphere in the air?  Check.  A tension, not a bad one, almost a happy one (excitement!)?  Check.  Noise, crowds, sleeping through the last class or sitting in your chair just waiting to be released?  Check, check, another check.  This was the setting.
    
    It is the morning.  Ed wakes up, excited, feeling like most guys do before a date (But it shouldn’t even feel like a date, because we have been going out so long.  Although tonight will probably feel a lot like a date … tonight will be different.  Whatever though.  It is what it is.) - obviously he was very calm.  He has a plan though!  He is ready.  He feels good, feels like he has it all planned out, subconsciously thinking that this is going to assert dominance.  Can’t “mess up” when you’ve got a plan.  Alpha male.  Testosterone.  Bullshit.  
    He takes a shower.  He makes sure he washes every part of his body, especially crevices, folds, areas that don’t get much sun and air (He thinks of his dad telling him this when he is young, making him feel permanently unclean, but helping him - knowledge over ignorance - or at least that‘s how certain right-handed people bastardize the concept.)  He does everything else school-goers do in the morning, but doesn’t forget or dissatisfy any of it, as most do on the lazy Fridays.
    Ed is fairly handsome.  He thinks this sometimes when he is looking in the mirror, and today he catches himself.  He feels guilty, and thinks he is being too confident.  He remembers his best friend Jason’s advice; “It’s better to have very little confidence, so you think twice about everything you do.  If you are over confident, I think you can tend to take stuff for granted.”  Ed thought these words held especially true for guys on dates.      
    Ed’s hair is blond, close to sandy blond but a shade darker.  He has a ruler-edge-straight nose and light blue eyes.  The girls at Clearmonte High seem to find him attractive; he has a slightly muscular physique, but his shoulders are not very broad and his posture slumps a little.
    Sarah‘s house in the morning.  She gets up like usual, minding her siblings (all younger) and goes to school.  Her subconscious doesn’t “plan,” the fact being that “keeping it real and not fake,” not pushing it, not forcing it, is tantamount to her moral belief system.
    She has long auburn hair with complimenting green eyes, a pretty face, and a slim, slightly modest figure, which catches some eyes from the guys.  Wow, that last part rhymed.
    The day goes on, not really long for some (the anticipants), and relatively long for others (the other kind of anticipants).  Notes are passed.  Tests are returned.  The three lunch hours progress.  The typical boring last hour looms over the unfortunate.  Ed and Sarah don’t do much when they see each other in the halls - school is a different world than the comfortable region of freedom known as privacy.  
    After school.  The transition between school and privacy, physically (friends around, people overhearing) and mentally.  Sarah and Ed talk for a while beneath their tree, which is shedding orange, red, and green fall leaves (At least they thought of it as their tree.  Ed pretended to think that that stuff was sappy.  Sarah knew he only did that because of expectations.  Expectation:  one of the problems in higher being, enlightened mortality…  Did Sarah think it was sappy, deep down?) - their tree is one of the younger oaks  which was planted decades ago after a government grant came through for the school district - in a time when silly things like beautification “mattered” - a time of surplus.  No one thought about beautification anymore, there was a war.
    Ed and Sarah are saying goodbye, or rather, “See ya later.”  Why do  some couples come off as gloomy in public?  They go on their separate yellow buses - yellow buses are used by their high school because there aren’t any city buses - they live in a “town,” really just a boring white part of the county.  The town is close to the city.
    Ed goes home, parents harassing him with his best interests at heart, then reminding him that they won’t be home until noon the next day (neither of them work on Saturdays) because they are going to visit friends from college, and telling him to “Have fun at the mall, honey.”  The last thing Ed ever hears his mother say.  He gets ready, then walks the 7 blocks to the mall. 
    Sarah goes home to her single-parent & four child family‘s modest house - her Mom is still at work trying to make it less modest.  She again does the usual oldest sibling work, then sees the note, saying that her mom won’t be home to take her to the mall, saying that she will have to walk.
    
    A combined 17 blocks and many crinkles of the colorful October leaves later, Sarah and Ed meet at the mall.  It’s different then at school, and they are both happy to realize that they both look happy and that neither look like the happiness is forced.
    They walk around, go to stores, buy a few small things, have “dinner” at the food court, then go to the main attraction of the mall:  the theatre.  Ed would buy for Sarah, but this is 2005.  Is that good or bad?
    
    The next morning when Ed reflected on the day being important, he was thinking more of what happened when they went to his house, something they wouldn’t usually have done, but did because his parents weren’t home.  They definitely wouldn’t have stayed over night.  
    
    Ed unlocks the door, feeling good.  The night was truly fun, and the movie was great… well, things that happened in the theatre were great - they didn’t really watch the movie.  Sarah stands back with her hands at her side.  She looks around, as if bored, while Ed drops the key in excitement, but she is really just nervous.
    They are a relatively advanced couple.  Ed and Jason had shared many an awe-filled “Duuuuude” together, as they relayed the current events of each of their respective relationships since they both got girls two years ago.  It was almost a game.  That is why they call it scoring.  
    Sarah and Ed, both 16, are Sophomores at Clearmonte High School.  They had been going out since the summer before eighth grade, right before each of their 14th birthdays.  They have been toying with the idea of going all the way lately, and Ed kids himself that they are ready.  Sarah, of course, knows that they are not.
    After a while of nervous entertaining by Ed, in which he shows her around his house (she has only been there a few brief times before), asks her if she wants something to eat (before she reminds him that they ate at the food court), and shows her his room, he finally breaks the ice over the metaphorical ocean of adulthood’s responsibilities, which contains many animals and other elements capable of using literary devices on. 
    He breaks this ice by asking how far they are going to go.  Sparing you, the reader, much time, we will skip over the next hour of nervous head-shakes, apologies, periods of coaxing, futile attempts at baby talk, sensual embraces and lip-locks, lapses of inhibition, and, finally, the “yes.”
    
    Back to the next morning.  Ed couldn’t believe they did what they did.  The “yes” of the previous night now felt like it was a death sentence to him.  The climax - no pun intended - of the event was when Ed broke Sarah’s hymen, her innocence, her childhood, her purity.  This was the night they both lost their virginity.  Ed was still sorry.  They went further than either really, truly wanted.  Does the soul, the spirit, know somehow when the night before the apocalypse is before it?

    When Ed’s shower woke Sarah up, the first day of her new life began.  All of the few people across the world destined to be survivors would wake up just like she did, just like Ed did, and - not knowingly - experience their rebirth into what would come to be known as The Wasteland, the post-apocalyptic world.  

    This was the day the end began.


2.  ~The Storm~

    Deep down Sarah still knew it was wrong.  However, she was doing a good job staying ignorant to that fact.  Often, when someone is forced to go against and disregard one of their long-term beliefs, they attempt to justify it by thinking that their beliefs have changed or that they were unimportant in retrospect.  This is what Sarah was doing.  
    The point is that this was a very metamorphic night for Sarah, and also for Ed.  Although it didn’t seem like it to them, they changed a lot, and so did their lives and their relationship.
    The world changed too.

    Most forms of communication were going out rapidly on the East coast of the United States.  Most of the radio stations and a few of the television stations were still broadcasting, and large national networks like CNN were of course still on.  That would change.  This was mayhem.

    Sarah had just been woken up by the sound of the shower.  After she got her bearings - the new bed, the different smell of the house, etc. - she remembered a little, and the lead weight sunk in, settling on a shelf somewhere in the ocean.  She was in Ed’s basement bedroom, and the alarm clock (aptly named - it did indeed alarm her) told her she was an hour late for school.  Then she got the rest of her memory, and the weight slipped off the continental shelf and descended deeper into the sea.  It wasn’t a school day, but she had just lost her virginity.  The feelings about her beliefs came now, and she tried to shrug them away.  It was just another day.
    Ed got out of the shower, and then came only the second time in her life Sarah saw him naked - also the second time in 12 hours.  He was acting nonchalant, just like her, but when his woken-up gaze met her sleepy one, he hastily rearranged his towel to cover his loins.
    “I’ve got to go to work today” Ed said as he put some clothes on with his back turned.  Ed worked at a used-appliance store near the mall.
    “Okay,” Sarah said, “what time did you say your parents were getting home?”
    He turned around.  “’Bout noon.  You can take a shower here… if you want, I mean.”
    “Thanks.  I’m going to sleep a little longer.”
    “Okay baby.  I love you.”
    “I love you too.”  
    He gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, then left.

    Sarah woke up again an hour later.  She took a very quick shower, then got dressed (wearing the same clothes as the day before…  She would change at her house).  As she was walking out the door, which Ed’s family usually left unlocked on weekends, she noticed that the living room T.V. was on.  In their nervous haste, they must have forgotten to turn it off the night before.  The Today Show was on, but in a way it wasn’t.  There was no Katie Couric or Matt Lauer.  There was no reporter on the screen.  No news crawler at the bottom.  It was an aerial shot of Rockefeller Plaza, where the weatherman Al Roker usually walked around talking to screaming fans.  It looked really grainy to Sarah, and it could have been a surveillance camera.  The dots of static bounced around on the screen.  She stared at the screen for a while, wondering what kind of technical difficulties were going on…
     Then realized that she was not looking at a bunch of static.  The dots were people.  A whole lot of people - hundreds - hovering around in the plaza.  She stared for a while, as someone who is watching a train wreck might.  It was a mob, and the people in the mob were fighting.  She looked at the mayhem for a full minute before a small flashing text message appeared at the bottom-center of the screen:

TECH. DIF.  TUNE TO 54.8 AM FOR MORE INFO.

    She had a disbelieving grin on her face.  This is too weird! she thought.  She reached for a phone to call Ed’s work and tell him what she was seeing.  A second later the text faded away, and another message came up.  

CNN.  NATIONAL RADIO STATION 54.8 AM FOR INFO.  STAY IN SAFE PLACES.  DO NOT GO OUTSIDE.  PRES. DECLARED STATE OF EMERGENCY.  TUNE TO 54.8 AM FOR MORE INFO.

    She had started dialing the number, but then stopped.  There was no dial tone.  The phone was dead.  She looked at it, then looked back at the screen.
    Sarah watched as a small girl ran out of the mob.  She looked ahead, off screen.  A semi-truck rolled on screen and barreled her over.  She would be beyond dead.  Sarah could not look away as, in slow motion to her, the truck ran over five more people, before the size of the mob stopped its momentum.  The people in the mob started ripping at the sides of the truck and trying to push it over as the overweight driver got pulled out by a large man.  The man put his jaws around the driver and ripped the flesh off his face.  Sarah saw an eyeball hanging off of the mauled man’s face before the text flickered, died, and the screen went black.
    It was a while before the phone slipped out of Sarah’s hands and dropped to the ground.


3.  ~Gettin' the Hell Outta Dodge, Part 1~ 
         
    The cable was out - that was why the T.V. went black.  Sarah knew this as she stood there, in her boyfriend’s parents’ living room, with her mouth slightly ajar in shock.  She knew that she should move, instead of just standing there, but she couldn’t do it … not for a while.
    Finally, she picked up the phone and tried again.  Still no dial tone.  She turned around, and then she woke up.
    No, she didn’t wake up from a dream.  She woke up from her safe little I-live-in-a-small-town-called-Clearmonte world.  
    The doorway was wide open.  Also, there was a person in it.
    There was no fear in Sarah, the daughter of a woman who married an asshole with a lot of sperm ... a woman who had four children to raise alone and still managed to keep two steady jobs to pay the bills.  There was only an intense rush of nervousness, alertness, and blood.
    “Who are you?” Sarah’s voice sounded tiny and childish when she wanted it to sound strong and commanding.
    The person in the doorway was a man.  He looked to be in his mid-forties and had on a suit.  A businessman.  He took a step forward, out of the sun.  He had no eyes.
    Upon registering that last fact, Sarah screamed.  She also backed away into the fireplace behind her.  Now there was fear in Sarah.
    “What the fuck?!”
    The man moaned, then took another step.  As Sarah’s vision cleared a little, she saw him in greater detail.  His suit was ripped and torn all over, and his undershirt was drenched with blood.  The blood was similar to the blood dripping out of his eye sockets, but slightly less runny.
    Sarah reached behind her for an object she could use for safety, and her hand fell upon the fire stoker.  She raised the stoker threateningly.
    “I’m warning you---”
    The man cut her off with a lunge.  She sidestepped him, her fight-or-flight instincts kicking in, and hit him in the back of the head.
    The blow was very weak.  The man turned around and, when she swung again, knocked the stoker aside.  She panicked and tripped on the leg of an armchair in her haste to get away from the advancing “man.”  She was beginning to question the term.
    She fell into a corner, and the man swiped at her and made a deep, clawing gash on her face.  She screamed again and began to cry. 
    “Please, sir!  I give you, I will give you all the mon---”
    A bullet pierced the air, and the rest of her sentence.
