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The Void 

 We are, hopefully, immune to this hour of death. Only six are left. Seven if you include 

me since I am not with them. I believe the war is over, but the darkness is still in our midst, 

consuming everything, everyone. 

After a unanimous vote, this dreadful crew of six expelled me into the void. This was the 

first time I walked outside in years. I did not expect to see the sun – not because of the cloud, but 

because of the void. The legend says that the cloud of radioactive dust will not dissolve for 

another 340 years, and even if it was dissolved by now, I wouldn’t have expected to see any 

light. The last time one of us left the bunker, we agreed to never let anyone leave again. We 

could only hear the scream. It was, for sure, fright, but it also felt like a cry of pain and shock. 

Seconds later, the tone of the screaming changed. It did not sound human anymore – it felt closer 

to the sound of hurricane wind.  

Eventually, our supplies ran out, and we began to cease. For this reason I kept all the food 

I could find and stored it away from the rest. Hours turned into days of starvation, and thus I 

discovered the way a human being degrades into beast. It was a linear process of decay. 

At least, we were safe from the void. We knew we would die of hunger, but our suffering 

was nowhere close to the emptiness we had avoided. I began to eat the food I saved while I 

watched others take extreme measures I cannot describe. Some began to die, and others who 

were strong enough chose the void instead of a slow death. It was remarkable that some who left 

the bunker screamed in agony, while others we never heard. Those who were in silence did not 

come back, so we helplessly chose to believe they died. In the midst of this crisis I quietly 



devoured the scraps I reserved. The scent of it could not escape reaching their wild muzzles, and 

they soon discovered my savings.  

I thought they would eat me when I witnessed their shock. The last nine rushed to my 

chamber and swallowed everything they saw, like dogs in an irrational pursuit. They obviously 

fought each other, eliminating three of the weakest. These hostile beasts did not even notice me 

standing before them. I planned for an escape, but there was no place to go – I stood still. These 

six savages, with blood in their mouths and scars in their closed fists finished off their feast and 

stood before me with nothing but their desire. They wanted revenge. At this point, nothing would 

ever fulfill their inner void. Their food was gone. The world was gone. Human civilization was 

gone. Everything was gone. It was just us, seven broken souls, our bunker of failure, and the 

void. 

 I understood their wrath, and I accepted my fate. They would eat me alive in hopes of 

some redemption. There was absolutely nothing left, not even an efficient way to punish me. 

Thus, in their torment, they picked up what used to be real. The real weapon. The real chain. The 

real knife. The real chair. The real blue-ink ballpoint pen. I made my point. What can be?  

It’s over! 

 We never spoke again. None of us. From now on, every act, every decision was pure 

instinct. I ran towards the hatch. I did not reach out for any mask or clothing to protect myself 

from the radiation. There was no time or desire for such a detailed task. The beasts chased me 

with the little reality that was left on Earth. I was escaping death; I was approaching death. The 

void awaits.  

I touched the door’s handlebar, cold and dark. There were sounds and screams, like a 

storm getting closer, the wind of the hurricane taking everything in its path. I pulled the hatch 



and took it all in. I learned what nothingness feels like. Indeed, I did not see the sun. I was 

surprised I did not scream. I could only wonder why some did not scream in their exodus. A pile 

of bodies rested before me. I found out why. 

Nothing else happened. I was the last human. I escaped nothing. I arrived at nothing. The 

sense of time became a memory, quickly, slowly fading away. I woke up. Six in the morning. 


