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Chapter 1 
 

 

The year is 2025, I’ve lived in the sanctuary since the virus came out in 2020. It was like 

any other virus except we didn’t have a vaccine and it became an instant pandemic. The death 

tolls rose and quarantines were put in place. Mass arrests started to happen to anyone that came 

out of their homes. The demand for food, water, and medical equipment outweighed the supply. 

The lack of resources and arrests caused revolts against governments around the world. 

Governments began to break down due to the riots and leaders being infected. Private companies 

created sanctuaries that sealed off the outside world and limited exposure to the virus. The 

remaining governments went to war with each other and bombs were dropped with no warning. 

Most of the world became radioactive and killed off entire countries. 

The sanctuary is a base against the virus and bombs. The Ministry corporation made it for 

the wealthiest individuals or those with the skills to keep it running. Those who didn’t pay to 

sign up for the sanctuary was left to fend for themselves on the outside. If it wasn’t for my 

parents working in the vault’s agricultural department, we wouldn’t have been accepted into the 

vault. I don’t know what is left on the outside world, but I’m getting curious. 

 My parents said I should be grateful for the Ministry for allowing us to stay here. My best 

friend’s dad was killed for questioning the Ministry. She said she knew a way out and was 

leaving, but she wouldn’t tell me where it was. Before she left, I gave her a bottled soda. The last 

one I saved back when things were normal and didn’t live here. Drinking it would hopefully 

remind her of the good times we used to have together. It’s been a month since she left with no 

sign of her.  I don’t know if the outside conditions are habitable since the Ministry said it’s a 

barren wasteland. I sort of believe them, but there must be some hope of survival. I know the 

Earth has changed since the vaults were created, but I’m sure it’s not that appalling. 

 The photos on my desk frequently remind me of my friends from high school. We sat 

together at lunch every day and talked about homework or sleepovers. Of course, that changed 

when the United States went to war. Resources like water and food became scarce and people 

would do anything to get them. People could be infected but never show symptoms so you 

couldn’t trust anyone to come close. Friends and family turned on each other not knowing if the 

other was infected or not. There were multiple attacks every week, and no one knew when or 

where the missiles were launched. 



 I always wanted to leave the vault. Being stuck here with the same people every day 

made living here tough. Even if I could escape, I wouldn’t want to leave without my parents. If I 

was to escape with them and there’s no way we can survive, then that poor decision is all on me. 

I could leave them and if it is safe then I’ll come back for them later when I have created a camp. 

I don’t know a way out yet, so I don’t have to worry too much about escaping yet. I must keep 

these judgments to myself though because if anyone finds out about it then they will think I’m a 

hazard to the community and will be executed. 

 Recently I heard quiet rumors about a broadcast from a nearby refuge that can be heard 

on radios. That was the place where people went to get medical support and virus testing, but 

that didn’t last long when they quickly ran out of supplies. I don’t understand why the ministry 

still wants to keep it a secret. It just reassures me that people can survive out there, but I must 

know for certain. 

 I stare at the radio in my hands. The antenna looks to be poorly repaired with masking 

tape. I must know for sure that I’m not alone in this world with these people in the vault. I 

carefully place the radio on the beaten-up metal desk. My heart pounds as my breathing becomes 

restricted. I fidget with the knob and hold my ear carefully to the speaker. The sounds of buzzing 

static drown my eardrums. The slow revolution of the knob dial fades the static in and out. A 

muscle spasm causes me to jerk the tuning knob and it transfers to another station. The sound of 

a voice can be heard. I jump out of my chair astounded by the voice. The station is doing an 

announcement for the refuge. This must be what the Ministry didn’t want us to know about. The 

station talks of people making settlements and where they can be found so if somebody desires to 

join them, they can. Not only that but he talks about the safest routes and the ones to avoid. At 

the end of the broadcast, he speaks about how tough it is out there and to be safe. Finally, I know 

there are others alive and surviving just like us.  

 Josh, the Ministry leader’s son, must have overheard me listening to the radio from the 

hall as he bangs on the front door yelling. He threatens to tell his father and my family will be 

killed. Josh stops yelling and runs from the door. There is no hesitation that he is going to his 

father. I only grab the few essentials I need. I stuff my blue book bag with water bottles, freeze-

dried food, a flashlight, batteries, and a first aid kit. The water bottles weigh the most and 

balalnce mainly on my right side which causes me to sway to the right and fall trying to get to 

the door. 

 At that moment I became so grateful I fell because my wooden baseball bat was sloping 

against the door frame. I quickly clutch it while struggling to get back up and redeem my 

footing. So thankful my best friend left me with this. It’s the few things that I have left to 

remember her by. 

 The door opens. My blood stops moving like something is clogging my veins. Two 

guards are standing at my door. I hear a rumble of footsteps getting louder and closer. There is a 

faint voice I feel in my eardrums like the static on the radio. It sounds like my best friend. The 

hairs on my arms raise. 

  “No!” I hear as the guards are struck down from behind. 



  “We are not going down like this!” 

 It’s her, it must be her. It feels as if I’m going to wake up from reality to find out that I’m 

dreaming because the guards hit me and knocked me out, but that is not the case. I am more 

awake than ever. I open the door to reveal both guards on the ground and she is standing at the 

door panting. 

  “What are you doing here!? I ask. 

  “Let's get out of here and I’ll explain later. Just follow me and as long as we don't 

run into trouble, we will be out of here in no time!” she says. 

 She leads me down the intricate hallways and corners that make this place a labyrinth. 

She confidently seems to know where she is going. I feel like a leader of a rebellion, the first to 

start a revolution. Yelling can be heard echoing down the long corridors. We stop at a large 

metal door with steel bolts at the end of a hallway. The circle exit reminds me of the old-style 

bank vault doors. This must be it since it is heavily secured. 

  “Here it is. I hope you're ready for this. ” She says. 

 She puts in a multiple digit code into a glowing keypad. 

  “How did you get that code?” I ask. 

  “You know how Josh likes to brag about him knowing everything about this 

place? Well, I told him to prove that he knows secrets from the Ministry and he told me the code 

to the door. He didn’t think I would use it.” 

  “He’s such an idiot!” I say. 

 At this point, my blood pressure has skyrocketed and I think the only reason I have not 

had a heart attack yet is because of the low blood pressure that my Mom told me about. My Mom 

. . . she’s not with me. I’m leaving her behind. The most important person in my life is being left 

behind. 

  “Wait! We are leaving my Mom behind!” I yell. 

  “We have to!” She yells. 

 The door opens with steam and pressure being forced out of the cracks outlining the door. 

A hissing sound coming from the door alarms me, causing me to flinch and step back. This is the 

day that will shape our lives forever. This one single day will impact every day, decision, and 

thoughts we will have for the rest of our lives. 

 A yellow spotlight appears, and it tingles with a stinging sensation. My eyes feel as if 

they are being pierced by needles. For what feels like minutes, the pain in my eyes begin to fade. 

I have looked forward to this moment for years. I come to my senses and my vision is clear and 

focused. The soil is sandy and barren with no color in sight. Red and orange mountains line the 

landscape. The stories are true, it’s a wasteland. Just a barren plain with no sign of life or that 

I’m on Earth anymore. 


