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Everybody remembers the exact time the ‘Incident’ happened.

Obviously, that time is different for every part of the world it was significant to, but everybody remembers.

My name is, or was, John Tippeny.

The time for me was 09:13 in East Gippsland, Victoria, Australia.

I remember that because I had just looked at my antique fob watch, noticing I only had 17 minutes left to get home, put my herbs and mushrooms into the hydroponics chamber and leave for school. No, I'm not a student. I am a biology teacher who struggles to teach anybody how important it is to learn growing techniques in this day and age.

Why do I remember any of this at all? It isn’t even relevant after the ‘Incident’, and nothing could have prepared anyone for the horrendous occurrence that was about to take place.

Personally, I was out and alone in the national forest, scavenging for fresh bush herbs and Yams, for that cookbook I am going to hopefully, one day, get published.

I had just bent down when I felt a pain in my head, and a bright flash of blue light hurt my eyes enough for me to cover them with both hands. I thought I was having a stroke or something. There was a dizziness in my head and a screaming, like I thought a banshee sounded like. The loud, debilitating noise seemed to last for days.

Time itself seemed to freeze and before I knew it, I was back in my street walking slowly towards my house, everyone appeared hysterical, running around in chaos, when I noticed people on the street, laying down as others were hitting them where they lay, defenceless.

My head hurt, a lot, and for some unknown reason I was confused to all that was actually happening. My brain felt like it was on fire.

Physically I didn’t feel any different, but people were running from me, yelling to get away or, get back.

Hysteria was at its peak.

Everybody was just ‘FREAKING OUT’!

The next thing I remember is waking up in some kind of hospital, strapped to a bed where there were hundreds of others that were as confused and dazed as I was.

Time stood still. I didn’t feel hungry or thirsty, I just couldn’t concentrate. More and more people were brought in and stacked upon each other like books or layers of human trash.

I was among them all but everybody else seemed really sick, and felt like I shouldn’t be there. More and more bodies of very ill looking people, young, old even children, searching around them, their eyes appeared normal considering everything about the physical forms seemed to be deteriorating.

It was the eyes that made it all surreal, the bulging white orbs, the bright enhanced colours of the iris were still blue or green or brown or a mix, but abnormally heightened, spinning around in the sockets, while the speech had become nonsensical, it was as if we spoke to each other in our heads, but the longer we were unattended by the ones who put us here, the less it all meant.

This was nothing less than a lingering death.

Except I felt fully alive all the time.

I wondered what had happened before, and how long I had been here.

How long we had all been here, and how many of us were there besides us?

Suddenly, there was movement around us, as people, men or women, I couldn’t tell, dressed in a one-piece uniform connected with a dark lens faceplate, as one by one, we were being removed. Still strapped to the beds but wholly emaciated.

The bluing saggy skin clung to bones as our limbs flicked out trying to grab at those who had imprisoned us for no apparent reason.

Dripping from under each bed was gooey brown fluid or bodily juices accumulated from being still for so long, but how long.

Time was still an illusion to me and probably all the others that had been left here with me were the same.

What did it all mean? There didn’t seem a point to it all.

The bright light of the secluded room we had been stacked in dimmed as I was carried through a corridor, trying to scream and call out to those who had done this to us, but their language made as little sense as my room-mates after that time.

Breaking through the large wooden double
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