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Chapter 1

My first waking thought was that the
alarm’s blaring screech had gone on far longer than usual. I forced
myself to let out a low moan to alert my wife of this problem, but
received no “Oh sorry, honey,” like I was so accustomed to. Still
incapable of cracking opening my eyes, I reached over to her, and
turned it off.

“Baby, you’ve got work today,” I
muttered, rolling over on my side, a few seconds later, and still
no answer. “Baby?”

I buried my face in the pillow, and
slowly forced my eyelids apart. As soon as the void-like blackness
faded, my eyes were met with the blurry vision of the blue silk
pillowcase. I stretched a bit and rolled over to meet my wife’s
face.

As soon as I turned over, however, I
was met with nothingness. It was unlike Allison to be out of bed
before me, so I found this odd. I initially thought she must have
been in the bathroom, so I slowly slipped the heavy covers off my
body, and pushed myself out of the bed. Hastily I clutched my cane
and limped towards my computer.

I sat down on the black leather stool
and shook the mouse around to awaken the machine from its
artificial slumber. The engine whirred softly as the screen
immediately brightened. I clicked on the browser icon, eager to
check the stocks before I began working on my novel, as I did each
morning – the world needs its new Emerson Lester novel. As soon as
the internet loaded, I was met with the same notes and articles I
had seen the day before. I clicked on the stocks. They were
unchanged, unmoving, unedited.

Hovering the cursor over my bookmarks I
clicked the link to bring me to Facebook. I smiled. It was a
writer’s worst temptation. I stared at the screen as I realized
that the last post was from 11:59 the previous night. I checked the
clock. It was 8:27 in the morning. Perhaps the internet was down, I
pondered. I then realized that was impossible, as it was
functioning fine; it was just unchanged. No posts, no activity
since midnight… that was strange.

I stood up and got dressed. I was
certainly not in the mood to just sit around this morning. I slid
on a white collared shirt, a black jacket, and a pair of black
slacks that hung messily from a hook on the closet door. Holding my
cane tightly in my grasp, I made my way into the hallway leading to
the bathroom.

“Honey,” I began, tapping lightly on
the door, “I’m going out for a bit. I’ll be back soon.”

No answer. I knocked harder. “Allie,
you in there?”

I was met only with silence. Quickly I
pulled open the door, my eyes scanning the dark
bathroom.

“Allie?”

She must have stepped out to go to the
store, I figured. After all, she had a while before she had to
leave for work. I quietly limped to the door of my son’s bedroom.
Not wanting to wake him, I carefully twisted the bronze doorknob
and slowly pushed the door open. My morning ritual always included
checking on Klemens before I began my writing. I maneuvered my way
into the shadowy nursery and peered into the crib.

“Empty,” I whispered to myself. He had
to have been with Allie, but deep inside I knew Allie wouldn’t wake
Klemens just to go to the store. After all, I was home, but I just
wanted something, anything, to allow me to keep my cool. I heaved a
sigh, my heart beating heavily and my mind racing. I had never felt
the apartment as empty as I did then.

A walk, that’s what I needed. Perhaps
I’d catch a cab and head over to a coffee shop and contemplate my
new novel. Anything to take my mind off the anxiety I was
experiencing at the moment. I forced myself up with my solid
mahogany cane and made my way into the living room.

I smiled. As much as I hated to admit
it, I loved going out into the city. I would often be discovered by
the odd adoring fan that would be willing to commit murder simply
for a handshake or autograph. While I was certainly not the most
famous of authors out there, I was regarded as being a very good
one. I had been featured in a variety of mainstream talk shows and
my second novel was on the verge of becoming a New York Times
bestseller. I stuffed a small pad of paper, for autographs, into my
pocket in case I did indeed meet a fan, which had the occasion of
happening a few times a month if I was lucky.

I swung open the door, expecting to
breathe in the familiar scents of a busy city, but noticed no
smell. I looked around. No bustling crowds of impatient pedestrians
going here or there, no honking taxis, absolutely nothing. I had
never heard the streets so quiet and still.

I hastily stepped out of my apartment
building, and took in the empty city as I limped my way along. Cars
lined the streets, devoid of occupants. It was as if time itself
had frozen. Trendy stores and restaurants that usually had lines
reaching far down the sidewalk still had closed doors from the
night before. My heart nearly stopped.

I slowly traveled down the sidewalk,
trying to comprehend everything to no avail. My mind was absolutely
vacuous. No curiosity yet of what had happened. No affright or
grief for my missing family, just a failing attempt at taking it
all in. I sought to yell, but my throat was tensed to the point
that it restricted my very breath. Finally after a few moments, I
was able to loosen my throat slightly.

“Anyone there?! Hello?!”

Complete silence. I was a single soul
in a wilderness of concrete and steel.

 


 



Chapter 2

The empty silence of the city was far
too uncomprehendingly painful for my ears to take in. I walked down
the concrete sidewalk, so unaccustomed to its emptiness. Amazed, my
eyes examined the lonely buildings that lined the streets. The
streetlights were still on from the night before, and this only
further increased my fear that the city’s population had
disappeared.

Of course it had, but this reality was
far too unrealistic for me to accept. Suddenly, I had an idea. I
took out my cell phone, and dialed 911. While I didn’t expect an
answer, I longed for an explanation. After a few long moments of
ringing, I gave up.

“Oh... Oh fuck...” my shuddering voice
whispered. “Anyone!” I yelled out, desperation making my voice
ragged. “Help!”

No answer. I was desperate, and I was
willing to do anything to find some sign of humanity. I limped over
to a convenience store, its sign still flashing from the previous
night as a beacon to any late night would-be patrons. The door was
still unlocked because, thankfully, it was one of those 24/7
stores. Inside, merchandise lined the walls; everything from food
to travel accessories. On the front desk sat a mug of cold coffee
and a dead cell phone and a folded newspaper.

At this moment how desperate I was
became apparent to me. With my cane I knocked over a shelf of
porcelain souvenir figurines, allowing them to shatter on the
floor, reducing them to thick, white chunks. I waited a moment.
Nothing.

I sighed, stuffing my pockets with
cigarette packs and beer cans. I opened the cash register and
stuffed as many one hundred dollar bills as I could into my
pockets. Balancing myself on my good leg, I smashed out the front
glass with my cane. An alarm sounded, but nothing else happened. No
rushing police or curious passerby, just my pathetic self standing
in the midst of the blaring siren.

With my cane I smashed the rest of the
windows, shattering their clear, thin panes. Even if I was
arrested, at least I’d be in the presence of humanity; still
nothing.

I limped out the door, into the middle
of the street. I was surrounded by empty cars, abandoned in the
middle of their commute. I struggled to climb on top of one of them
and lifted my fists in the air.

“Come and get me you worthless bastard
pigs! I’m right here!”

The same lack of response I had grown
accustomed to. I fell limp on the hood of the car, burying my face
in my hands, sobbing. What was going on? Was I dreaming?

“I-I’m...R-right... H-here...” I
sobbed, hot bitter tears squeezing out from my eyes and onto the
palms of my hands. My shoulders shook as I wept: fear, loss,
terror, loneliness - all came pounding in on me like a rushing wave
and I couldn’t stop myself from bawling like a baby.

I screamed and cried, memories rushing
through my mind: my wife, my son, the neighbor across the hall;
mother, father, family gatherings, barbecues, friends partying at
our favorite restaurant; the first book launch party to celebrate
my first book. My publisher was there, I remembered, the editor,
everyone, happy to see the book a rousing success, and of course
making them all a lot of money.



 



Chapter 3

No matter how terrible things are,
eventually you have to stop crying. I stopped when I ran out of
tears. It felt terrible, as if my eyes were all dried out. I could
tell that they must be red, and I found it hard to see; they hurt
as I blinked against the light, trying to see what there was around
me.

But the nightmare remained; there
remained nobody there. I looked back in the store and there was no
clerk behind the counter, nobody racing to answer the frenzied
blaring alarm. I was still alone, just me. In the whole
city

When there is nothing to do, I think it
is instinctive for people to move, to look, to see if there is
something somewhere else, something to do, to see.

I had no idea what there might be, in
fact, I was pretty sure there was nothing. But still, I struggled
to my feet and started walking, down the still street, silent
except for the wind and my own footsteps, my cane clicking on the
asphalt, my limping steps echoing off the buildings around
me.

Then, I heard another sound. I jumped
in surprise as I heard something fluttering, echoing through the
air. I looked behind me, but I saw nothing moving; I looked around,
but still there was nothing. Then the street suddenly grew much
darker, and my heart leaped in my throat; I thought for a moment
that the sun had been blocked out, and some demon had come for
me.

It may seem funny now, but after my
morning, it seemed like a real possibility. I looked up, afraid of
what I might see, and I saw a gigantic cloud moving directly
overhead, winding through the streets between the buildings. I
gaped at it, rooted to the spot, transfixed, and too fascinated to
run even if I might have been able to.

The cloud coiled over me, moving
against the wind, as if it were a living thing, its parts moving
and fluttering. Then it struck me: it was not a cloud; it was a
flock of pigeons!

It was huge; thousands at least, tens
of thousands, maybe millions of them, black and menacing. I was
overcome as I realized what they were; I stared up, craning my
neck, watching as they flew by over my head.

I loved those pigeons at that moment; I
had hardly ever noticed them my whole life, passing them by,
ignoring them, and thinking of them as a nuisance, pests, even.
They were the first living thing I had seen all day, the first sign
of life, the first motion I had seen, the first indication that I
was not the only living thing left in the world. I was not entirely
alone.

I laughed, a little crazily, and waved
to them as they flew by over my head, all the thousands of them
gathered together in a single gigantic flock. Eventually, I watched
as the last of them flew by, the tail end of the flock tapering off
into a few thin streams of birds, then even they were
gone.

I stood, and stared after them until
even the sound of their passing had faded away. And I stood there
for I don’t know how long, my thoughts empty and void, as if I had
no capacity for thought, my mind wiped blank.

Then, I looked around, and I saw a
stroller. It lay fallen on its side in a gutter, one wheel fallen
off, the others turning slowly in the stiff wind, and I remembered
Klemens, and I found I had tears to cry again.

My eyes slowly focused on what stood
beyond the stroller, and I saw a bar, ‘Slow Joe’s’ it was called.
Biting back a sob, I limped toward the doors, still
ajar.

 


 



Chapter 4

I sat alone inside of a dark, empty
bar, helping myself to the priciest wines they had. I was never
much of a drinker, but I knew not what else to turn to. I wept for
the loss of my wife and my infant son, both having disappeared into
some unknown abyssal oblivion. To cope with such an occurrence
would be as unfeasible as to comprehend what happened.

I lifted the ornate, crystal glass to
my slightly-parted lips, and tilted the glass. The dark red
substance slid into my mouth, a dry, bitter, fruity taste enveloped
my tongue. It slid down my throat, adding to the drunkenness I had
already attained. What else was there to do? I no longer had the
urge to write. The publishing company was now nonexistent. Besides,
who would there be to read my work? A job in the media is worthless
without other people. Even the most introverted writer must realize
that someday.

After my hours of sobbing, and
replenishing the lost liquids with alcohol, I felt miserable and
exhausted. For a second, my heart stopped, fearing that I wouldn’t
be home soon enough to see Allie come home from work, but then I
remembered.

I don’t think my heart could fathom the
pain it felt in that moment, for it was the last thing I would
remember of that night. I woke up, my eyelids glued together with
dried tears. The cold, hard floor surrounded me like an ocean, and
my whole body ached from the impact of falling off the bar stool
and onto the ground.

Due to my sleepiness and my hangover, I
almost forgot the events of the day before. As I woke up, I
wondered where the sound of Allie’s alarm was, and why I was asleep
on the floor. Then it hit me.

I longed to blissfully bask in my
ignorance, to forget what had happened and to simply lie on the
cold floor, allowing myself to slowly die off, not another thought
in my head. For an hour, I did exactly that. Unable to sleep yet
unable to live, I curled up on the floor like a dying animal,
pathetic, useless, and just waiting for death’s bittersweet
embrace.

An hour later, however, I knew I
couldn’t go on like that. Slowly I make my way to my feet, my
vision blurry and my mind dizzy. I was still hung over from the
previous night. My mind throbbed, being beaten into a bloody,
worthless pulp by alcohol poisoning and circumstance. Oh the
circumstance...

Using my cane I maneuvered my way into
the kitchen, unable to see my surroundings, but wary of the
guidance of light. I poured myself a shot glass full of orange
juice, hoping the fresh citrus would drive out the pain the wine
had brought me. I found alcohol to be the most ironic of all
substances. To the depressed, it is a good friend that one could
not fathom being betrayed by. Hours after the drunken relationship
is established, alcohol’s relieving embrace abandons them, leaving
them with nothing but pain.

As I downed the shot, I smiled a bit at
my metaphor. Had humanity still existed, I would write them a
beautiful poem, warning them of the cruel betrayal that a mere
glass of fermented fruit brought me.

Minutes later, I could feel my body
driving out the sickening poison from my bloodstream in a cold
sweat. Suddenly, I had the urge to see the city outside. I knew
that the dark, dreary bar did my mind no good.

I struggled up the stairs leading to
the balcony. The balcony door remained unlocked from the previously
busy, bustling crowd the bar drew in. Slowly, I turned the creaky
brass doorknob, letting in a cool blast of air, such a change from
the humid, murky air that lingered inside. I stepped out, admiring
the sunset.

Beautiful streaks of mysteriously
elegant violet laced with the warm embrace of oranges and yellows
littered the cool blue sky. Strange, I thought, that I had never
truly watched the sun set. The noisy, agitated, thriving city was
no more. I was alone, but yet still accompanied by the sunset’s
beauty.

I closed my aching eyes, the sound of
confused pigeons chirping in conversation to one another filling my
ears. Even at midnight silence was a foreign concept in the city.
Not anymore, of course.

Not anymore...

No more rude teenagers shoving me. No
more trashy women screeching curses over the phone in the middle of
the street. No more honking cars. No more law...

No more law...

I sprang to my feet, giggling wildly.
“No more law! No more law!”

I rushed down the stairs and out of the
bar, standing in the middle of the empty car-infested
street.

“Today true anarchy emerges!” I shouted
to no one in particular, “A city- no- a world for me! I can have
what I want! No one can stop me! Hell, I can be the goddamn
president of the United States if I want to! It’s all
mine!”

I tapped on the hood of a brand-new
black Ferrari with my cane, laughing as I sauntered down the
street.

All mine.

 


 



Chapter 5

I have never experienced a more
euphoric feeling than the midnight wind in my face as I drove down
the city streets, dodging empty cars and speeding at sixty miles
per hour. I grinned. The so-called “freedom” I once experienced was
oppressive compared to the anarchy that emerged from humanity’s
demise. I stripped off my shirt and suit jacket, throwing them onto
the empty street.

The car screeched to a halt as I
reached the designer clothing store. I remembered driving by it,
gazing into the windows enviously. Now it would be reality. I swung
my cane into the window, shattering the fragile glass. Alarms
sounded, but there was no one to stop me. I stepped through the
shattered window, finding myself inside an elegant room. Silk suits
lined the walls, and jewelry of gold and diamond were displayed
proudly in the front of the store. The suits that I wore were
elegant and nice enough, but were not nearly as high of quality as
the ones displayed here. I adorned my body with a silky black suit
and a matching black tie. I slid a diamond encrusted gold watch
onto my wrist.

I admired my appearance in the
wall-sized mirror across from me. I noticed how my brown hair had
begun to grow past my ears, and that my beard was much more
noticeable than before. The suit, while untailored, fit me
extraordinarily well. I looked more like an actor than an author,
and I took much pride in that.

Before I left, I busted all the other
windows and knocked over several display cases of fine jewelry. It
was mostly out of curiosity; to see how it felt to do such
destructive acts.

Across the street a found an upscale
winery and in the middle of the street, I cracked open bottle of
the finest and most elegant wine, pouring myself a glass and
enjoying it while sitting atop an empty car. It had only been a
little over a day, but I had grown accustomed to the silence, and I
had almost forgotten that humans had once existed. Perhaps, on some
other continent, humans still lived, not knowing what had happened
where I was, but I did not care. As long as I had my sweet, sweet
anarchy, I was fine. I found myself falling back into the drunken
state I had achieved the night before, my vision becoming a bit
blurry, and my desire to rant and scream profanity at nothing in
particular surfacing.

To my utter surprise, I finished the
bottle in what felt like mere moments. I closed my eyes, taking in
the warm sun. It felt pleasant and fresh on my pale, nearly white
skin. Rarely did I ever stay outside this long. While I liked being
outside of the house, I typically visited places like the mall and
the library, and never truly took the time to cherish the gift of
nature. While I was still in the city, essentially a concrete
wasteland, it was a lot more than what I was used to.

I lay on my back atop the car, tossing
the bottle off the side, shattering it. Above me was a glassy,
welcoming azure sky, littered very conservatively with thin strips
of translucent white clouds. The soft clouds drifted across the sky
very slowly and lazily, taking their sweet, sweet time, traveling
with ease to some unknown destination. I gazed at them, amazed at
what I was missing.

The sparse number of trees scattered
about in the city swayed in the cool breeze, emitting an almost
white-noise sound. While loud, it was also calming in a way. When
one becomes so accustomed to the blaring city sights and sounds,
these small hints of nature are awe-inspiring.

I sighed, my whole body relaxed. This
was partly due to my drunken state, but the silence was heavenly.
The warm sun made me drowsy, and without paying it much thought, I
curled up and fell asleep on the hood of the car.

I woke up to the sound of movement. It
was not the ordinary sound of squirrels, birds or rats. It was a
huge, lumbering sound. I gasped softly, peeling my eyelids open. My
head ached, and my vision was blurred. I rolled over a bit to look
in the direction of the curious sound. My eyes widened and I felt
my heart pound in my chest. In front of me, mere feet away,
growling with starvation-induced bloodlust, stood a
tiger.

 


 



Chapter 6

I was frozen with fear, confusion, and
curiosity. The lumbering beast’s stare met mine; it’s huge, amber
eyes scanning my body with covetous envy while I stared back at it.
The tiger was huge. It looked like it was at least twelve feet
long, with long whiskers, its striped fur rippling as its huge
muscles moved. It stood on huge paws resting on the ground; each
looked as big as dinner plates, while its teeth, bared in a snarl,
positively gleamed.

Before I could process it, or even
think about taking action, the tiger leapt at me. I was able to
roll off the side of the car, wielding my cane like a weapon. My
head throbbed, and my vision was little more than blurred shapes. I
screamed loudly as the tiger rushed towards me, growling furiously.
As it pounced at me, I bashed it in the head with my cane harder
than I thought humanly possible.

The tiger flew back in a daze, giving
me enough time to frantically climb back on top of the car. Once it
came back to its senses, it growled at me, filling my ears with
pure, hellish choler. Before it could pounce at me once again, I
stomped it in the head with my good leg. The tiger stumbled, but
quickly got up again, driven by vengeful hate and
starvation.

I screamed, backing away. Not paying
attention, I fell off the other side of the car and onto my back. I
felt my breath being knocked out of my lungs as my body hit the
solid asphalt. I scrambled to get back up, but my shaky hands were
useless, as was my cane. My eyes were huge as I attempted to crawl
away from where I last saw the tiger, but it was useless; I would
never be able to get a reasonable distance away from the
beast.

As I lay on my back, struggling to pull
myself up, I saw the tiger leap on top of the car, as it let out a
savage growl. I was now thrashing about on the ground, doing
everything I could to get up. Seconds later, I was able to balance
my weight on both my cane and my good leg, and I was almost able to
stand up, until the tiger pounced on me.

The moment before the tiger reached me,
pure adrenaline and fear commanded me to act immediately. With
every bit of strength and force I was capable of, I rammed the cane
as hard as I could into its underbelly. The huge beast was thrown
off of me, its body slamming painfully into the car with a huge
bang. Once again with my good leg I kicked it in the side of the
head as hard as I could, sandwiching its massive melon between my
boot and the unforgiving metal of the car’s quarter panel. The
impact caused the tiger to stagger and then fall unconscious, a
huge, purple bruise visible on its torso from the sharp impact of
my cane and frothy drool dripping from its open mouth.

I pulled myself up, staring carefully
at its still body. It took shallow, slow breaths, and I knew that
it likely wouldn’t last much longer. I assumed the impact likely
injured its brain in some way, considering the extent of its
reaction. I honestly felt bad for the creature. Examining its
torso, I saw bony ribs protruding from its abdomen. I had broken
them with the herculean thrust of my mahogany cane.

Now that the beast could not harm me, I
finally had the time to ponder why there was a tiger in the city in
the first place. After a few moments, I remembered the city zoo.
Without humans there, the animals could no longer be fed and cared
for or perhaps a cage door was left open when whatever happened to
everyone took place, but without humans there, the animals, at
least most of them would eventually find some means of escape. It
only made sense that, at some point, one would end up making its
way into the heart of the city.

Until now, I had taken for granted what
conflicts I would face without other humans around. It would just
be me against whatever nature had to throw at me. Perhaps, though,
I’d adapt to it. After all, I was still alive, regardless of
everyone else’s situations. The world was all mine, and I’d have to
get used to that.

The empty bottle of wine had shattered;
shards of green glass covered the asphalt. I picked up a large
shard, and approached the tiger. I figured it did not deserve to
suffer any longer, despite the pain it had caused me and I wanted
to take no chance that it would rouse and attack again. My hand was
shaky, and I was extremely hesitant. I had never ended the life of
another being before. Even the thought of killing something as
small and pathetic as a spider seemed cruel to me.

I held the sharp glass shard to the
beast’s throat, too reluctant to make a move at first. Then I
clenched my eyes shut, holding the glass closer, so that it was now
directly touching its throat. I pushed hard and then winced,
quickly jerking my arm across its throat to the other side, a
sickening sound of flesh splitting and oozing blood filling my
ears. I opened my eyes, and I felt my face go pale as I gazed at
the now lifeless feline corpse.

My senses overwhelmed with disgust, I
turned my head and vomited, the taste of rancid alcohol burning my
throat raw. Looking at the tiger, I saw something I had not noticed
before. The tiger’s mouth was covered in dried blood. It dripped
down its mouth, and there appeared to be a lot of it.

I was now curious as to what it
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