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April 13, 2024

If only that bitch Kylie could see me now. This may be a shitty way to start this off, but goddamn, it’s the god-loving truth. I want the people of the future to recognize that I knew the truth and that I survived. So, with that I say, now who’s laughing? I could have rescued her, but no, she would rather mock me and fuck other people.

To whom this may concern, if you have found this, you are probably the next civilization to replace us and our narcissistic ways. To that, I say, congratulations! I truly respect survivors. First off, I hope you can read this or at least have decent enough translators in your time because this is going to be an important document. My name is Jake Morgan and I am the last surviving man on earth. As mentioned above, it is currently 2024, meaning that Jesus, our lord and saviour, was born that many years ago. I don’t know what year this is being seen in or if you even use our calendar, so I can’t be sure if you know who Jesus Christ is, so I’ll just say we base time around him.

I will now tell you how I ended up in this situation. I’m not a poet or nothing, but I think I can still give you a fairly good explanation of what happened for your history books. Basically, I was sitting at home when the eclipse happened. I don’t want to cross any of this out, so let me just backtrack a bit. I am what is known as a survivalist. I am great at it, despite what Kylie says.

I began preparing in 2020. Kylie and I had been together for a few years and things were going great until the Chinese flu epidemic came around. I realized that there was gonna be a deadline on life as we know it. If the government is willing to take away our freedoms over a flu, they would be willing to do so much more. So, I began doing my research and discovered the truth: the socialists in the government were gonna start a coup as they like to do. It was the only possible answer. So, I did the only logical thing in response: I began hunting and gathering, like my forefathers did. The internet was a great resource (that was a system that allowed us to access information), which was why I had to find the necessary information quickly, before it went offline.

I gathered materials. I went to the grocery store and bought up all the canned food, all the stuff that won’t go bad, about a thousand bottles of water and started filling up the basement. Any time I got a paycheque, I bought up more food and water. I needed enough to get me through the rest of my lifetime or, you know, at least until I ended up in a place where I could grow food and find meals in the wild. I was doing everything I could to provide for us, make sure we were safe and protected. I assumed Kylie would appreciate that, as any good woman would, but she obviously wasn’t like any good woman, because this was around when she began being a bitch. She kept insisting that nothing was gonna happen, that I was wasting our money (she kept saying our money as if I wasn’t the one working and earning it, while she worked her dead end minimum wage job), that I would feel foolish when I realized nothing was wrong. Well, one day, I saw her fucking around with my provisions and I’m not gonna get into what happened, but she left. Good riddance, I say. My only regret is that she wasn’t around to see me, just because I wished I could see the look on her face when she realized I would be the last man on earth.

It is getting to be late. I don’t actually know the time. My car is here, but it’s not running, obviously. I made sure that I would have a good sturdy American car that wouldn’t have any of that spyware that ends up in those Chinese cars. No Bluetooth or wi-fi or Facebook or whatever. Just a car with four tires and a roof. I also tossed my phone away before coming out here. The last thing I need is the government’s survivors to start tracking me down. Anyways, after that bitch left, I was left to my own devices and gathered materials without the constant nagging in the background. The main issue with this gathering of materials was the fact that I wasn’t sure when the grid would go down, I wasn’t sure when I would have to jump in my car and drive. Well, I figured it out. If you find access to any of our records, you will see that we had a solar eclipse (that’s when the moon covers the sun and makes shit dark) on the 8th of April. People were really excited. The sheep in our society would get really into it when an eclipse happened, because they thought it was pretty or something, but this wasn’t like any of those regular eclipses. As the moon began to cover the sun, power started going out. Cell services dropped, the internet stopped working, electricity stopped flowing. An absolute shitshow, I gotta say.

The other sheep waited for everything to come back, but me, I’m a wolf. I’m a leader of the people. I could herd them, but I choose not to, because they don’t understand how important survival is. They would gladly sit around and wait for the wolves to get them. While they were twiddling their thumbs, I was packing up my car. I grabbed the gas cans I had set up in the garage and filled up my car enough to get me here (I had spent so much time researching the best place to go so I could know the best place to drive to). Then, I filled up the car with my necessities. My neighbours saw this happening, but none of them were aware of the times that were coming, so they looked at me like I was a crazy person.

By the third day of powerlessness, some of my neighbours had begun staving off the inevitable by setting up generators in their homes. By the third day, I was ready to leave before civilization collapsed. I grabbed my shit and drove off. The highways were full with other people who had similar ideas, it seemed, but none of them were going where I was, the true new utopia. I listened to the radio for a bit, but I couldn’t even listen to any music, because the liberal media kept trying to convince people that nothing was wrong, that the government had said this or that and they would keep shoving this political stuff down my throat between the songs. Hell, even the songs are becoming politicized. There’s not even any more good music, because everything is this rap stuff and sexual things. The point is, with the dictating of everything, the media would still have power when everybody else is starving and dying. That’s why I never bothered with the powers that be in this world. I didn’t need anyone to tell me how to think. I thought for myself. 

I ended up arriving where I stand right now early yesterday afternoon. I am surrounded by massive trees all around me, so no government people can see me from above. The sun will still shine on me in the morning, but I am also provided a lot of shade. I also made sure to go off path as much as I could while still being able to drive this car through. My plan from this point on is to survive, either until it is safe to leave or for the rest of my life. It is getting late, so I am going to go eat some of my food and sleep.

April 27, 2024

I have been here for two weeks now. I have been able to keep track of the time but honestly, when you have nothing much to do, time begins to lose all meaning. I tried getting my car battery back up and working, but it seems to be good and dead, so the car is now acting solely as shelter. The weather is beginning to warm up, but there are still days when I wish I had the heater to warm me up. I’m a bit annoyed with myself that I didn’t think to bring a spare battery or two, but oh well, what are you gonna do? I’m gonna be here for a while anyway. 

I am beginning to think that the events of April 8 were more catastrophic than I realized. I haven’t actually come across another living creature in the time I’ve been here. I didn’t expect any other people to be crafty enough to find this place, but there are no animals, no birds, nothing. I still have a lot of my food, but I figured if I ran out, I could hunt some meat. Seems unlikely though. There is however a bit of food out there. I’ve been coming across some fungi and fruit and such, so if I have to, I can forage for that sort of stuff. I’ve never been the type to insist that my food come from a grocery store. Sure, I’ll live by society’s rules if I have to, but I’m wild at heart and if I need gather my own food, I will. I just wish there was a good source of protein somewhere.

The last little while has been a bit boring, I will admit, so I’m just gonna give short messages unless something noteworthy happens. I don’t want to waste your time, dear reader.

May 7, 2024

Nothing. Seriously.

May 11, 2024

I am the last man on earth and it is lonely. I don’t know, this nothingness is beginning to get to me. I’m bored out of my wits. I’ve got nothing else to report. I guess I just kind of assumed the apocalypse would be more exciting. I expected to be hunting and protecting myself and my family. I was not expecting to be sitting next to a tree, shitting in a bush and repeating for days on end. I thought my intellect would keep me company, but I have run out of things to think about. There aren’t even any birds or squirrels to look at. I would give a bunch of my cans just to talk to someone again. I would gladly listen to the liberal media if my car wasn’t dead. I would even agree to take that bitch back right now. The thoughts in my head are beginning to disappear. Isolation can’t be healthy.

May 22, 2024

Well, I had some horrible diarrhea. I guess some of the food has gone off. I did have to toss out some of it, but otherwise, nothing to report.

May 30, 2024

I have run out of provisions. I know I had gathered enough, but I seem to have run out somehow. I began foraging for food and have gathered a bit to hold me off for a few weeks, especially if I ration them out. If I had a bit of protein to mix in with all this, I would have no trouble, but this will be a bit of a problem. I may have to take a risk and venture out of the forest for some food. Otherwise, still very uneventful times.

June 3, 2024

I am so happy right now! I woke up to a beautiful sunny day and an empty stomach. I had a small meal, but it didn’t really fill me up. I’m a big man and I need a big meal, you know? Then, get this, I go off walking for some exercise and I come across an animal laying in the leaves. I’m pretty sure it was some sort of mutated creature, because I really couldn’t recognize it. It looked like a wild pig, but not quite. It seemed to have a few extra limbs and deep blank eyes, but the limbs all pointed upward. It was probably a pig. I definitely recognized the snout, even if the rest of the face seemed different. What animal other than a pig has a snout? These radioactive mutations always end up affecting farm animals. Anyway, as soon as I identified it as a pig, I pulled out my knife and I cut it up. Now, I know what you’re thinking: how could you do it? Well, I’m a man and my forefathers have a great history of hunting animals for food and clothes. I needed to go back to those times in my brain. The creature squealed all the way through, but I was too hungry to care. I roasted up a bit of the meat over a fire that I built myself and it ended up being a bit rough, but that’s to be expected with natural hunted meat. It tasted great either way. A bit bitter, but the plutonium and mercury in the air will do that. I may have gone a bit hog wild (get it) with the meat, but I am full for the first time in days. Well, days, I may have kind of lost track of the time. I’m pretty sure it’s June 3, but I could be off by a day or two in either direction. Doesn’t really matter, cause I’ve never been good with time to begin with. I’m gonna try to eat the rest somewhat quickly, cause I got no way to preserve it. I’m hoping that this means that there are more animals in this forest now, what with the summer coming and all. Surely, this animal travels in packs. And if there are more of them, well, then, I can just hunt more. I could even grab a couple and make them mate. That could make up for my future. This is very exciting, I’ll be honest. I wish my bitch wife could see this.

June 5 or 6, 2024

There is definitely something happening in this forest. I woke up this morning to a strange feeling, in the air and in my body, as if the world had already come to an end. It can’t just be that summer is coming. This is something else. I keep hearing strange sounds, screams maybe? Something like a vacuum cleaner if it was pulling up a soul, Ghostbusters-style (Ghostbusters is a funny ghost movie that I really liked until they decided to politicize it). A sound that suggests that I am sharing this space with some creatures, living or dead, who don’t want me here anymore. Plus, they sound like they’re getting closer. I occasionally see giants with dark complexions and clubs out of the corner of my eyes, but when I look at them, they disappear. I fear I am going mad. I must be, right? No, a crazy person wouldn’t be aware enough to know they’re going crazy. That makes sense. I don’t care if this sounds like I’m trying to convince myself of something. My brain is a fortress. I need to discover some proof that I am not insane to make me feel better, I’ll be honest. I just heard the sound again. I just heard it. It’s coming from behind the trees. It sounds like “oooaaaaghw!” It’s difficult to write out, but it sounds exactly like that. It was like a banshee but with a lower voice, like one of those European metal musicians. I can’t describe it all that well, but I know I don’t wanna meet them.

I have gone into my car and locked all the doors. This is a precaution in case I need to protect myself. Even someone like me should attempt to avoid conflict unless absolutely necessary. I am going to lay down on the floor and wait for whatever is here to leave. I’m starving. Tonight, I will dream of hunting game.

June 6, 2024

Something definitely went past here last night and I am so fucking lucky that I decided to sleep in my car. I woke up this morning to a grisly scene. First, I found another person, so I guess this means that there must be other survivors. Unfortunately, this one had already been killed! Not even killed, slaughtered. I barely recognized him as human, except for the head. I have been puking since I found him. You cannot imagine what it looked like. The bones had been practically picked clean and most of those bones were shattered too, as if smashed by something. It looks like it could have been the work of those giants. The head had been left as if a warning. And you can’t even imagine the fucking smell. The worst things I have ever smelled could not compete with the stench of the corpse. It was worse than a million rotten eggs swimming in sewage. And I have to wonder if someone is trying to send me a message. Why did they drop this poor man here? This forest is huge, so why me? No, this is no time for why me. I need to prepare for battle. 

I thought of giving the man a proper Christian burial, but I don’t have a shovel with me, so the best I can do is leave him to be taken care of by nature. I’m sure the maggots survived the apocalypse. Don’t they say the maggots will survive the atom bomb? Or is that cockroaches? Whatever, something. I walked around looking for some evidence, but fuck if I found nothing. No footprints, no blood, no scat. Where did this guy come from? Was he killed by the creatures making those noises I’ve been hearing? Do they fly?

I am starving. I haven’t been able to keep anything down all day. I just keep thinking about the poor guy’s innards and whatever food I try to eat comes back up. It doesn’t help that the food I’ve been foraging isn’t exactly tasty. I think I’m just going to eat right before bed, so my body has no choice but to digest overnight. I’m going to sleep in the car again tonight, for protection and to hatch a plan. 

June 7, 2024

I think I’m about to die! I’m sorry, but this may well be my last entry, because I’m not convinced I’m going to make it through the night. I woke up this morning and it felt like the forest was on fire. I was burning up and the air was wavy, but there was no fire to be seen. My heart was also beating a mile a minute. I tried to escape, but I couldn’t quite get my legs to work. So, allowing my survivalist instincts to take over, I began crawling. Eventually, I got enough blood flowing into my legs to stand up, so I started running. I ran further than I had in weeks, maybe months. I ran until I reached the ocean. At least, I think it was the ocean. I must have run really fast, because the ocean is nowhere near where I am. It definitely looked like the ocean though. Either way, it beckoned me, so I started walking back. That’s when four or five creatures stepped out of the water and began chasing me.

For the sake of future historians, I will try to describe them a bit. These were humanoid ocean-dwellers. They stood on two appendages, but I wouldn’t quite call them legs. They were like scaly tentacles running downwards in a strange shiny shade of blue. Their faces were oddly nondescript, as if they were wearing technology to keep people from focusing on them. I couldn’t tell if they were males or females, because they all kinda looked the same in their torso areas, just a lot of blue scales. They began screeching at me and that was when I realized that they were what I had been hearing all this time. The strange noises were coming from these ocean creatures’ mouths. Unfortunately, they finally found me and were determined to catch me. Were these the same creatures that killed that other man? I wasn’t gonna stick around to find out.

Anyway, I started running at my usual top speed, but these creatures were about as fast as I was. What was odd was that they didn’t seem to be running. They were more slithering along, as if their tentacles never left the ground. And yet, they were moving quickly. I saw the giants in the distance again and I figured if I was gonna die either way, I might as well run towards the creatures that haven’t tried to kill me yet. I ran to the giants and suddenly I was back at my car. I dove through the open door and closed it behind me. And that was when the ocean creatures surrounded me. I could finally see their faces more clearly. 

Their eyes, those hideous eyes, they seemed so hollow and devoid of life, but they stared at me, as if looking through me. They kept making noises at me using their beak-like mouths, noises where I didn’t know if they were trying to communicate with me or just growling like animals. One thing was for sure, they weren’t leaving. I had to do something, so I came up with an idea to scare them away. I slowly rolled down the nearest window and, as one of them stared at me in confusion, I pulled out my knife and plunged it into its eye. You should have heard it. It began screeching in pain, which made all the other ones begin screeching along. Sadly, it had the opposite effect from what I wanted, because as the one leaked some sort of inky fluid out, the rest started trying to break into my car. I had just made them angrier. They started reaching in and that’s when I noticed that their upper parts looked just like their lower parts. All their arms and legs were tentacles. They were trying to force their tentacles into my car through the window for God knows what, so I just started stabbing at their tentacles, spilling their ink all over. I even cut one right off, where it flopped around in my car for a while.

The creatures retreated but I knew that they would come back in greater numbers. They had to be taken care of. I ran to the trunk and pulled out my shotgun. Oh, yeah, I forgot to mention. I brought a shotgun, because it was a necessity. It was bought illegally, but law went the way of civilization. Either way, it seemed necessary this time. Well, I shot one, then the next, then the next and so forth until all the creatures lay at my feet. The screeching never stopped until I put enough bullets in each of them. I cut a couple of them open, but they didn’t look edible, so I left them. Maybe their corpses will show the rest of their species that I’m not one to be fucked with. Even though no food came out of this whole situation, at least I’m safe
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