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When I was a kid you always heard about the utter crap about the environment, the so-called dangers of capitalism and all the other utter bullshit that the left-wingers tried to influence and corrupt you with. I never liked them, I hated them and I made sure that I never helped support their rubbish ideals.

I never voted, recycled or did just much of anything to be honest. I made sure I smoked as much as I wanted, never gave to charity and never showed mercy to those dirty immigrants that dared to invade and defile my country.

But as I sit on the cold wooden chair with a wooden defence table in front of me in a courtroom, I really wished I hadn’t been like that in the slightest. The wood chilled me to the bone, the air was filled with horrible hints of sweat, apples and ginger that left the unholy taste of crispy apple pie on my tongue like my abusive mother used to make.

I hated all of this.

This foul courtroom was pretty basic and was almost Americanised in a fashion with the tall dull brown tones of wood making up the jury benches that would be made up of young people who like me at that age, thought every 80 year old deserved to die. 

Then I really hated the tall stall or bench or whatever you wanted to call it where the judge sat and stared at me.

Thankfully no one had come here yet, it was just me and my defence barrister but I knew what was going to happen. It was bad enough the UK had an ageing population so plenty of people were going on trial to see if they deserved to live or not. My poor young idiot of a barrister probably had a hundred cases to deal with at the moment, and my case was hardly worth the time, money and thinking power needed.

I was going to die today.

You see, my name is Eliana Johnson, and because of all the dickheads like me who didn’t believe in climate change, helping the poor and support other humans. The world is pretty fucked up and resources are scarce and no one has any fucking idea how to make the world right again.

So in the UK we elected a far-right government (I used to say thankfully but I’m not now) and now when you reach the age of 80, you go on trial and you have to justify your life.

In actual fact when the political party first proposed this idea I was 75 and for the first time ever I voted for the idea, because surely these 80 year old bums deserved to die if they didn’t live a good life. And they surely didn’t deserve to continue to waste our precious resources when they could be used on amazing people like me.

After a few more moments of just sitting there in silence, I heard doors open and the horrible foul jury turned up as they started to take their seats on the benches. I was exactly right about who they were, they were all young and indoctrinated about the sheer need for this trial, and the sheer need for the old to die.

I had to admit they looked great in their dresses and suits. The women looked almost fearfully as the tall young men sat in front of them because they knew they were the most important.

Before now, I always believed wholeheartedly that women were never going to be as good as men. So I supported so-called sexism just as much. Again that was something else I wished I hadn’t done now, I wished I had stood up for women’s rights more. 

The men just smiled at me like I was the most pathetic human being on the entire planet, and they almost seemed like this was a pleasurable act, because they were finally getting to kill someone. When I was their age I would have loved the chance to do my so-called patriotic duty and kill the unworthy.

But now I so badly wish I could change the past. That person wasn’t me anymore, and it had taken me getting to 80 years old to make me realise it.

In fact today’s my 80th birthday in case you care. No one else will.

“All rise,” a tall cold looking woman said wearing the security uniform of the Department Of Life.

All I was wearing was the black prison clothes that the Department gave me. I knew exactly why they were black, because it made me look more dangerous apparently, and it made the jurors more likely to convict me to death.

I stood up and I tried to smile but I couldn’t.

A moment later a 20 year old man walked out and sat at the Judge’s bench and he had the audacity to stare at me, like I was some kind of criminal. This man had barely started his life and he was judging mine.

“Mrs Eliana Johnson, 80 year old and the charge levelled against you is Living Too Long. How do you please?” the judge asked.

I looked at my defence barrister and seriously hated how young this idiot looked. He didn’t look like he had a clue and even now when I needed some guidance, he didn’t even look interested. As I said earlier, he probably didn’t even think I was worth his time, not when he probably had tens of other cases involving people who deserved to live.

“I...” I said, “I plead non-guilty. I deserve to live,”

Everyone laughed.

I was a little surprised that there was no prosecutor here but that was another change in recent times. The judge was no longer just a judge, he had to argue to the jurors why I had to die and then they simply signed off on it as a formality.

There was no longer any justice in the world and that was part of the world I helped create. 

I’m so sorry.

“Mrs Johnson. You have never voted, never given to charity, never done anything that a good person does. Why do you deserve to live?”

I didn’t know. All my friends had voted, protested for change and given generously to charity over the years in an effort to make their lives more meaningful. My best friend Olivia actually spent the last decade of her life driving trucks for the Red Cross in an effort to give her life purpose.

But they were all dead because the rules were strict about what was classed as good deeds, and because they were all left-wing ideas. They were seen as evil, communist and corrupt.

There was no winning here. But even I had heard a handful of stories of people surviving here. I just don’t remember how they successfully argued their case.

“Because I have done everything in my power to keep our Glorious Supreme Leader in power,” I said.

Everyone laughed again.

I didn’t understand that in the slightest. Our Supreme Leader was like a divine being these days and it was flat out illegal to say anything against him. Surely me supporting him and not supporting his enemies gave me some kind of favour.

The judge turned to the jury. “My friends, the Supreme Leader is Supreme. He was always going to remain in power and get into power and crush the liberals to death. Do not let Mrs Johnson influence you. Long live the Supreme Leader,”

“Long live the Supreme,” the jurors muttered back.

Those words just smashed into me like a ton of bricks. I really had helped to create a world that was a shadow of its former self. I always wondered about the democracy-is-dying bullshitters about why they lied about the state of the world.

I just wish beyond all else now that I had believed them. Maybe I could have saved this country. Maybe I could have done a lot.

“Mrs Johnson,” the judge said, “the only thing you have going for you is you have had five children. That shows you are accepting of the male superiority and the children ended up in good positions,”

My stomach filled with butterflies as I finally had a way to convince the judge that I was a good person. It was only because of me that my children had become... workers for the Supreme leader.

I bit my lip. What the hell had I created?

“Thank you your honour,” I said. “My oldest son is Lord Commander Liam Johnson, the head of the UK’s armed forces. He led the campaign that killed the Welsh, Scottish and Irish rebels that dared to dream of independence. That was only because of me. He didn’t want to perform the campaign, but I made him,”

The jurors gasped and muttered to themselves.

I seriously hated myself in that moment. All the Welsh, Scottish and Irish people wanted was a chance to choose their own future, get away from all the English corruption and most importantly protect their own people.

But I had been so indoctrinated by the Supreme Leader about the evil of Scotland and the other nations that made up the United Kingdom that I had forced my son to attack them. 

So many people had died, been slaughtered and enslaved all because so-called all-powerful England had gotten scared.

The Judge smiled at me. “Well I thank you for your service. That is still not a lot to reward you for. I will advise the jury to kill you. What other evidence have you got to support yourself with?”

I smiled. I had my beautiful daughter Priti, sure her name might have been foreign and unholy but she was the most amazing daughter I could have wished for and-

Now I was here I hated myself for what I had trained my daughter to believe in and forced her to do in the Supreme leader’s divine name.

“My daughter,” I said, “is Priti Johnson. She is the Head of The Department of Life and she is the former head of the Immigrants United Foundation. Under her command... over ten thousand foreigners were captured a year and worked to death in the labour camps,”

The jurors quietly cheered amongst themselves and the judge smiled. A true smile.

My stomach twisted into a painful knot. When my beautiful Priti had told me about her job I had been so proud of her because she was finally taking action on a problem that had plagued the UK for centuries and finally we were going to stop the dirty foreigners once and for all.

Why the hell had I been so stupid? None of this was right and I can’t help but feel like I had always known this but I actually say in a courtroom and seeing people get excited about it was disgusting.

The judge slowly nodded. “That is excellent. Yet we have the problem about your husband and your three youngest children,”

Shit. 

Of everything that I had not wanted to come up at trial, I really had not wanted my... wonderful husband and my three youngest children. 

Unlike me they had been clever, wise and they had known the damage the rightward march of the UK would do. They had believed in climate change, democracy and socialism. For years I have hated my children for joining a left-wing “terrorist” group that wanted to free us all.

I had personally handed them over to the police because my own children were such abominations to me.

But my then-idiot of a husband had hated me, saying I was a terrible mother and I was. I know that now. Yet as my husband grew more and more hateful towards me and started talking about rebelling against the Supreme Leader I had no choice. I did
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