“And Then There Were Two”                                               by Mike Quesnel


Tomorrow, it will be three years.  Hard to believe, and my calculations may be a bit off, but it’s close enough.  Every day I mark my calendar, but it’s possible I may have missed it once or twice.


I’m still very lonely.  It’s much worse than the last time I wrote.  Three years may not seem very long, but it can be, believe me.  I’m not even sure why I write these letters.  I don’t know who I’m writing them to.  Still, somehow it’s comforting.  Makes me think I must be losing my mind.


Before it happened, I was great.  I didn’t have a care in the world.  And then it happened, and everything changed.


I’ve gone over this already in previous letters, but what else would I write about?  It’s never the same thing twice anyway.  At first it was a matter of survival, and, though it wasn’t easy, somehow, I did.  However, they didn’t.  I still don’t know why.  But when I saw the mess; smelled it, I had no real idea of what had come to be.  I knew that I was just one man and couldn’t possibly clean it all up myself.  I can only do so much in a day.


I still don’t know what did it.  I have ideas, but I don’t trust my reasoning.  Being alone does things to you.  It has been a constant struggle to maintain a grasp on my sanity since it all changed.


Most likely, I think it must have been the aliens, though I never actually saw them.  I can’t even be sure they exist, but I do know there was some weird, other-worldly force at work that day.  I’ve pondered the possibilities for countless hours, and have considered chemicals a likely culprit.  But why was I not affected?  Neither were the animals, at least, from what I’ve seen.  The Zoo was full of dead animals, but I think that was because they were no longer being fed.  I have encountered dead cats and dogs in buildings that were left ownerless and starved.  However, there are live animals here there and everywhere, scavenging and scrapping and staying alive.  It’s dangerous now, because there’s no-one to control it all.

For a while I thought about God.  But why would God have anything to do with such an incredibly terrible thing, and leave me here to suffer afterwards, alone and always in one predicament or another.  I mean, what purpose did it all serve?  There just didn’t seem to be anything religious about it; not in the least.  When it happened, it just happened.  It was as simple as that.  They all died.


Now they’re dead.  All of them.  I still can’t fathom the idea, even though it’s the hard truth.  Three years is a long time in an empty world, and it’s long enough to realize the truth.  I am alone, and I will be alone until I die, and then there will be no more humans on this planet.  I am the last surviving human being in the world.  It will soon be the end for us.


I’m haunted by images of their faces; the ones I loved and those I barely knew.  All of them unsuspecting, innocent.  All gone forever.  I can’t go outside without seeing them.  They’re always around.  As I’ve said, I can only do so much in a day, and I’m so very tired these days.  In any case, I can’t escape them anyway.  When they are not before my eyes they are behind them.


I don’t know if their spirits wander the earth, but, if they do, they are likely searching for an answer they’ll never find here.


I tried to get the train working.  I couldn’t do it.  Something was wrong with the tracks.  I can’t drive a car because most of the roads are blocked with smashed-up vehicles of every kind.  When they all died, a lot of them were driving.  People raced here, there and everywhere in the panic, and then it happened and everything was just such a mess.  I can’t smell anything but them.  There are none near the places I hide to sleep, but traveling between them is pretty darn gruesome.


So, I can’t search for someone else, so I don’t know for sure that I’m the only one left.  But, in my heart, I know there is no-one else.  They all died.  All of them except me.  I have asked myself “why me?” about a billion times and still have not the slightest notion.  All I know is that everyone is dead, and I’m the last to die.

I made my way to the mall again.  It was even worse.  The smell of the dead combined with rotting food is nothing short of repulsive.  I had no choice, though.  I got what I needed and I was in and out as quickly as possible.  I’m pretty sure I’m safe with what I got.  Now I won’t have to go back for three or four days.

I will sign-off this time by saying, I believe I have held on to my sanity thus far, but I expect this will be my last entry here.  If I am to endure, I can’t think about them so much, and writing makes me think about them.  Like I said, it’s somehow comforting to write about it, but it’s also disturbing, and none of my questions are ever answered.  Many of my memories are just so filled with pain and grief.  To see so many die, all at once like that, is something I have yet to come to terms with, along with so many other things.  I am no closer to understanding now then I was three years ago when I recovered from the shock.  My mind must find some peace or I will lose it completely.  I know I will.  I do not want that to happen.

I have a very nagging desire to go searching for something.

Or someone.

Until the next time, if ever, my regards.

-2-

“Officer Enon,” the Commander roared.  “What is this?”

“Uh, that’s my report, I believe, sir.  Uh, isn’t it, sir?” Enon responded.

“Yes,” said Commander Kreig.  “And I understand there is something you wish to tell me.”

“Uh, yes.  Yes, sir,” the officer hesitated.  “It seems that one of the planets in my surveillance loop has become infested.”

“Infested?  With what?” the Commander asked.

“K-5 UltraVirus, sir,” Enon stated.

“Yes, so I see,” said the Commander, opening the report and reading from it.  “Planet S3, Class G, 116th Q. called Earth.  Population of dominant life form far exceeds safety cap.”

“Yes, sir,” said Enon.

“Further,” he continued, scowling, “oxygen levels have suffered severe drops due to extreme depletion of the planet’s forestry and natural resources.  Explain this, please, if you will, Officer?”

Enon was clearly nervous, but he replied without hesitation.  “It’s the humans, sir!  They’re destroying everything!  Somehow it got out of control!  I know it’s in my loop, sir, but these humans are just so numerous that they-“

“Officer Enon,” the Commander interrupted in a firm voice.  “This is inexcusable.  You are relieved.  You may turn in your badge to the house lieutenant.”

“But, sir, I can-“

“Enough!” the Commander yelled.  “You are responsible for a mere six percent of our yield and have been steadily declining in production for several centuries now, throughout your loop.  And now you are directly responsible for that planet’s depleted state.  Because of your insolence, we have a costly clean up to do.  Good day, Enon.”

“But sir, I-“ Enon tried in desperation.

“Out!” the Commander bellowed.

With Enon out of the way, the Commander set things in motion on the bridge.

“Prepare for extermination type 2,” he began.  “116QS3-9.  Confirm.”

A voice said, “confirm.”

“Planet S3.  Earth.  GO!”

“Planet S3.  Go!”

When it was done, Commander Kreig met Officer Deece in the mess.  He liked Deece, and the two of them often ate together and chatted about goings-on.

“Howzitgoin?” she asked him.

Kreig smiled.  “Just did an extermination.”

“No way!” Deece beamed.  A curious light was in her eyes.  “How many?”

Kreig’s smile faded.  “About seven billion.”

“Wow!” she remarked.  “Got kinda out of control, huh?”

“Yeah,” he agreed.  “It got way out of control.”

“Hm,” she shrugged.  “K-5 UltraVirus; that’s an organic infestation, right?  You get ‘em all?”

“Naw,” Kreig replied.  “I left two of ‘em.  One male, one female.  See if they can do any better.”

“An experiment, huh?” Deece asked.  “And then there were two.  Kinda like your own private flower garden.”

“Well, maybe, I suppose.  If it doesn’t go well, I’ll do a full extermination upon assessment.  But these humans aren’t like flowers.  They’re a very unique sort of creature.  Light outer shells, but with dark souls.  But it’s my hope that these two will be different.  I’ve already been watching them and they are getting closer to one another.  Soon they will meet.  I have already developed a fondness for them.  I even have pet names for them.”

“Really?” Officer Deece asked, smiling brightly.  “What are they?”

Commander Kreig smiled even brighter, then said, “Adam and Eve.”

The End.

