
Part 1: Zeal

He looked over the large ridge, there was a ravine that must

have been at least ten times as deep as Wren was tall. It was

filled with garbage, and other useless things that remained from

the Zest age. Wren leaped into the pit and started to rummage

through the debris to try and find his ring; the only remnant of his

life before the Fumes. It meant so much to him, it represented the

hope that he lost so long ago. It was the only thing, the only good

memory that remained with Wren after he was transferred. He

continued to scavenge through the waste and debris, in hopes of

finding the ring.

This wasn’t the first time he had been searching in the

ravine, he had tried many times before, but he never had any

luck. After searching in the canyon for at least an hour, he didn’t

find anything that's worth mentioning, much less taking, there was

barely any space in the box left. Wren turned around to leave,

when a sparkling, blue light caught his eye. Wren whipped around

and ran towards the light, he was hoping with all of his being that

it was the ring. More than anything Wren wanted to feel the

memories of the past once more. He slowly reached down and

picked up the sparkle, the sun was shining in his eyes, he was



blinded for an instance. Slowly, he brought the item up to his

eyes, to examine it further.

Once he turned away from the sun, he could make out what

the object was; it was the ring! After all the years that he lost it,

after all the hope and life that slowly drained out of him since the

transfer to the Fumes, he had found it. Wren closed his eyes, and

thought about his time before the transfer, before the pain, before

the loss of hope, before everything. Wren held the ring close to

him, he treasured it dearly, he would never lose it again. The ring

was not complex nor elegant, it was simply a metal band painted

gold. It was perfectly representative of the Fumes, a crude,

primitive area, under the illusion of decency; Wren scoffed at the

thought.

He slowly climbed out of the ravine, being careful not to

damage or drop the ring. He slowly climbed to the surface, he

slowly inspected the ring. Wren was still awestruck, he had

actually found the ring. He was tempted to wear it but he didn’t

want to risk breaking it, so instead, he just held it in his hand

firmly, to make sure he didn’t drop it.

It was a long walk back to the Fumes, the fact that Wren had

to be careful with the ring didn’t make the trip any faster. The

ravine was right on the border between the Bliss and the Fume,

making the journey long.



The closer he got to the Fumes, the more visible the smoke

and ash became. The air here was much more familiar to Wren

than the air near the ravine. Wren paused at the sudden

realization, he had been living here for much longer than he

thought. He remembered the days when the air in the Fumes was

scarcely bearable, it was so different from the air in the Bliss.

Wren’s box was in the center of the Fumes, the area with the

heaviest amount of smoke and dust. He felt a wave of relief pass

over him, when he caught sight of his home, it was a long journey,

and all he wanted to do was stay in his box.

The box was the default issued houses where people lived

in. It was quite small, it was over ten meters tall, it was barely

taller than Wren, and a couple of meters wide. They were

technically called Biological Orthodox Living Quarters. Or BOLQ,

the slang here called them Boxes.

Wren realized that he hadn’t looked at the ring, the entire

journey to the Fumes. It was ironic, how something he was

searching for so long, and now he barely looked at it. He slowly

unclenched his hand and looked at the ring, he held it between

his thumb and middle finger and put it up to the sky, and looked at

it. The gold paint on the ring started to peel. Wren's eyes grew, he

scrambled to try and hide the ring from the acidic air, but it was

futile. The acidic smoky air slowly crumpled the ring, until it was



an unrecognizable piece of metal. And all Wren could do was

watch, there was nothing that could prevent this.

Wren in a trance-like state, still in shock over what

happened, stumbled into his box, and fell onto his bed. Wren’s

box was a complete mess, it was littered with random objects that

he had found in the ravine while looking for the ring.

Wren held the crumpled and unrecognizable ring in the air,

just looking at it, trying to think what had happened.

The ring held all of Wren’s hope;the only remnant, the only

memory of his time back in The Bliss. All the time that he had

looked for it, the entire time where his only wish was to find the

ring.

There wasn’t a word that could describe Wren’s sadness and

pain. The feeling of truly losing part of your life. His time in the

Bliss began to fade.

In anger, Wren threw the ring across the room, making a

satisfying crack as it dented the wooden wall of the box.  The very

nature of the Fumes, were exactly like this, it degrades anything



that upholds decency. Anything that shows a small sign that it’s

better than the Fumes, better than the horrible world Wren lives

in, is instantly gone. Either through destruction, or being

transferred to the Bliss. Wren used to be one of those things. In

anger, a hopeless sadness, he collapsed into his bed and went to

sleep.

Wren woke up at the crack of dawn, he had to work at the

bonfires, just like everybody else. Wren never knew the Fumes

before the bonfires. Fortunately, he wasn’t in the Fumes during

the darkness, during the loss of the bonfires; before the cause for

everyone to shape up, and start working.

The bonfires were surrounding the center of the Fumes, so it

wasn’t a long walk. Wren still carried the pain, from the loss of the

ring, the loss of his memories. He tried to push the thoughts to the

back of his mind, regardless of this effort, the thoughts still lurked

in his mind.

Once Wren reached the bonfires, he could notice that there

was a large crowd surrounding two people. Interested, he took a

closer look and noticed that they were watching an argument.

There was a large man, who Wren recognized to be Zephyr.

Zephyr was known for being loyal to the bonfires. He was always

there, no matter what, feeding the fires.



Wren began to push through the large crowd towards the

conflict. One of the bonfires was right behind the Zephyr and the

other person.

It wasn’t the first time Wren saw a bonfire, but everytime that

he saw one this close up, he couldn’t take his eyes off of it. It was

the only thing of beauty in the Fumes. The bonfire was taller and

wider than Wren. It was incredible. Thousands of these

surrounded the Fumes, providing light in an otherwise dark world.

Brought back by the yells and cries of the crowd around him

Wren quickly woke up from his trance-like state. He once again

looked for the two people arguing and saw while he was staring at

the bonfire, the argument got more heated and aggressive.

Now that he was closer to the argument, he could see the

unknown figure better, he was wearing a black coat.  Wren

instantly sided with the Zephyr. Black coats didn’t belong here.

Wren shoved the other people aside, and walked  through the

crowd, Wren held a grudge against black coats. He pushed

through the crowd and grabbed the black coat and pushed them

away.

Now that Wren was closer to the black coat, he could see

what they looked like better. Wren was always under the

impression that the black coat was relatively small, but that was

only compared to Zephyr, who was a human representation of a



mountain. In reality, The black coat was actually slightly bigger

than Wren himself.

Oddly enough the black coat always held a hand to my

pocket, as if holding something big and blunt.

As Wren got a closer look at his face, he saw that it was a

man. He had blue eyes, and was wearing a dark hood over his

head.

“Who are you” Wren asked. It took all his willpower to not

strangle him where he stands. Black coats were marauders, not

subject to any of the rules of human decency.

The black coat didn’t respond. He just continued to stare

straight ahead right back at Wren. Wren was getting annoyed.

“Who are you? Why are you here?” Wren asked in further

annoyance.

The black coat ignored and continued to stare at Wren, with

even more determination.

Wren moved forward to try and shove the black coat to get

some answers. Before Wren could touch him, the black coat took

a large morning star from his pocket and hit Wren back.

Stunned, Wren stumbled back into another black coat who

seemed to appear out of nowhere. The other black coat pushed

Wren back, which forced him to the ground. Suddenly, seemingly

out of nothing, black coats started to quickly surround Wren.



He was still dazed, this all happened in an instant; they

started to surround him while chanting.

“EY EY EY EY” The black coats yelled in unison. Wren,

gaining his bearings, started to push back the crowd surrounding

him. All the black coats held the same morning star, poking him

back preventing him from escaping the circle. They continued to

chant their odd mantra while coming closer and closer to Wren.

Part of the group was chanting “EY EY EY EY” while the rest

chanted a new hymn;

“The man in the black coat will eat the heat”

Wren continued to try and break free, but the morning stars

continuously pushed him back. Through the chanting, the failure

he felt, from losing the ring to being transferred to the Fumes,

Wren collapsed on the ground, giving up; not trying anymore.

Wren closed his eyes and awaited his fate. He heard

thudding around him, he waited for the blows to hit his body but

none came. Curious of what happened, Wren slowly opened his

eyes. Black coats were on the ground surrounding him, slowly

Wren stood up and looked around.

There was another black coat with a bloodied metal stick,

holding his leg as he limped forward to Wren. Now in a better

condition, Wren turned and ran before anything else could

happen.



Still very alert, Wren went back to work with the Bonfires. He

felt safe when the fires were nearby. It was the people's job to

feed the flames to make sure that they never went out. The

flames provided infrastructure for the entire Fumes; they made

sure people worked together to survive.

Feeding the fires wasn't easy, when the bonfires first

appeared, there were some trees in the surrounding area which

allowed cheap and easy fuel for the flames. But just after a month

of feeding the flames, they were all gone, leaving empty space;

which was then filled with even more bonfires.

Now to get fuel, they used the junk that people threw out

from the Bliss. The ravine was the main place to get this junk from

the bliss. The only problem was that it was right at the border of

the Bliss and the Fumes, which were quite far away.

Sighing, Wren started to trudge to the outskirts to grab fuel

for the flames.

By the time Wren made it to the ravine, it seemed that a

large crowd of people had just left. Disappointed that there

wouldn’t be anything good left for the flames, Wren half-heartedly

trekked into the canyon to look for anything that was flammable.

After trying for a while, Wren looked up into the sky to try and

gauge what time it was. Right as he looked up, he looked away,

looking annoyed at himself.



It was a habit that he carried from the Bliss. In the Bliss, you

could see the color of sky and could tell what time it was; in the

Fumes all the smoke and ash covered it; making the sky a

hopeless dark color.

Every time that Wren was reminded of the Bliss; it made him

flinch with anger.

Shaking with anger, Wren grabbed the junk that he gathered

and started to climb out of the ravine; wishing that he could forget

about his old life in the Bliss.

Once Wren had climbed out of the ravine, a new group of

people started to approach the ravine. Becoming worried from his

previous experience with a group, Wren tried to hurry past them.

But as he got closer to the leader of the group his worries were

omitted; it was Zephyr. Wren knew that Zephyr was the one he

could trust, as he was fighting with the black coat who was

attacking him in the first place.

With his spare hand, Wren waved to Zephyr. As Zephyr saw,

he waved back. Wren was pleased with himself, he was gaining

the trust of one of the leaders of the Fumes.

As he passed, a disturbing thought occurred to Wren, what if

Zephyr was with the black coats. And it was all an elaborate plot

to trick him. Shooken up, Wren glanced around to make sure that

there wasn’t anyone around.



Wren rushed to the bonfires, and dumped his share of fuel

into the fires, and rushed back to his Box, trying to avoid

everyone. Anyone could be in on it.

After sitting in paranoia for at least an hour, thinking of all the

possibilities of what could happen, Wren drifted off into sleep.

The Fumes were an odd place for dreams. The dreams were

always a window into the past of the dreamer.

It may be the cause of all the smoke and ash from the fires,

but regardless of the reason everyone has these dreams. As

Wren drifted off he began to dream of a time before darkness,

before the smoke, before the Fumes.

Wren found himself in an environment different from the

Fumes in every way. The smoky sky in the Fumes was replaced



with a bright blue sky with a brilliant yellow shining light flowing

through, instead of a brown crumbling path of dirt, the ground was

vibrant green feeling soft after every step. There was no doubt in

Wren’s mind that this was the Bliss.

He wasn’t in control of his body, this was his memories.

Wren started to panic, although this wasn’t the first time that Wren

experienced his memories in his dreams. Although this was the

first time since the transfer that Wren dreamed of his time in the

Bliss.

He slowly calmed his breathing, he had to make the most of

the situation. Wren had learned that these dream memories were

a blessing, they allowed people to experience a better time of

their life.

Once Wren relaxed, he began to reason why this might be

happening. Dreams in the Fumes were hardly random, they

always appeared at important moments. The fact that Wren knew

and understood him, calmed him down further. He began to

wonder what this specific memory was.

Wren’s mind was watching the memory in third person, he

was stuck around himself in the memory. The Bliss was a very

calm place, there wasn’t any wind, and the weather was perfect,

warm and bright without any hindrance. Wren watched himself

walk to a large building that was in the center of the Bliss.



The building was a collection of bubble-like containers all

collected around a large spire. Each bubble was covered in a dark

blue material, as if to catch the sunlight. The entire building was a

very light beige. Each container was the living quarters for one of

the people in the Bliss.

As soon as the memory-Wren went inside the building it

started to rain. Wren instantly knew what memory this was. It only

ever rained once. It was the day the darkness of the Fumes

began, when the fires went out. It was the day Wren was

transferred.

Wren continued to watch hopelessly, he never wanted to

experience this again. There was one main rule in the Bliss: you

cannot interact with the Fumers. The punishment is death.

Wren saw himself walk to his bubble, it was at the very tip of

the spire.

As memory-Wren looked out the window of the bubble, and

surveyed the land. There were always countless Fumers, on the

large fence surrounding the Bliss. But this time, the memory-Wren

saw something different, there was someone holding a

transparent ball on top of a shiny rectangular base. He recognized

it as a lightbulb, they were found throughout the Bliss.

Wren ignored this fact, and looked at the person holding the

odd object. The person was the only reason Wren continued to



push forward, the person who gave him the ring, the person who

saved his life. It was Nyx. Wren’s spirit jumped at the recognition.

Memory-Wren somewhat hesitantly exited the building and

walked towards the fence. Once he was there, he saw Nyx right

at the fence holding the lightbulb over her head. Wren watched

himself talk with Nyx about the lightbulb. He barely recalled the

conversation, all he remembered was that he invited Nyx to the

outskirts of the Bliss, to show that the lightbulb could still work.

Memory-Wren started to walk with Nyx, on the other side of

the fence, all around towards a large generator that powered

everything in the Bliss. The generator itself was connected to the

spire, somehow being powered by it.

The only reason that Wren brought Nyx to this secret

generator was because of the lightbulb that she held. Wren only

ever saw that in the Bliss. He remembered his specific line of

reasoning was that, since lightbulbs were only present in the

Bliss, that Nyx must have been part of the Bliss; regardless of the

fact that she is on the side of the Fumes.

Once they both reached the generator, Wren took the

lightbulb from Nyx. As he hooked up the lightbulb to the

generator, a bright light spread out from the bulb.

This was normal for Wren, there were lights like these all

over the Bliss. But when he looked at Nyx he saw that she must



have never seen the lights before. It was then when Wren

realized that Nyx wasn’t part of the Bliss. In sudden shock Wren

tripped over himself trying to get away. It was thought that Fumers

were creatures of evil. As Wren went back towards the fence, Nyx

handed him the ring. The ring, that meant so much to him.

As he received the ring, memory-Wren started to run

towards the court, to tell the leaders of what happened. His fear

outweighed his logic. Wren hopelessly watched as his past-self

ruined his life, ruining all his chances.

The court was a large black obsidian building, with large

segmented pillars, all supporting the large hemispherical roof. It

was created to judge and punish those in the Bliss. In the court,

there were seven judges to judge each sin.

As Wren watched himself running to the court all he could

think about what was to happen as he entered the court.

The interior of the court was even more impressive and

grandeur than the exterior. The entrance to the court opened up

to a large helical dome. As memory-Wren entered the court he

was met with seven large chairs. Each chair was made with a

shiny quartz-like material. As Wren saw himself approach the

chair, he truly saw the scale of the chair. Wren, scoffed to himself,

they weren’t chairs, they were thrones. The thrones were 4

meters tall with each judge sitting upon them with a large cloak



covering the head. In the center of the dome, there was a small

section marked off for where the seeker may rest.

As memory-Wren kneeled before the judges in the marked

off area a loud commanding voice spoke out:

“What brings you here before us today?” The way the judges

were positioned, and with their faces covered, it was impossible to

tell who spoke.

“Something terrible has happened…” There was a pause as

memory-Wren caught his breath from running to the court.

“A fumer saw the light!” memory-Wren breathed out,

catching his breath. As soon as he uttered his statement metal

chains bursted from the ground, grabbing memory-Wren and

chaining him to the ground.

“How could this have happened?!” All the seven judges

yelled in complete unison.

“I-I showed her.” memory-Wren murmured quietly. Now

understanding the gravity of his crime, memory-Wren started to

plead.

“Please, I didn’t know, I thought she was from here. She had

a bulb! All I did was show her a light bulb and energy”

memory-Wren continued to try and hopelessly appeal to the

judges.



There was silence as the judges violently whispered to each

other. All memory-Wren could do was watch as his fate was

written.

“Wren, due to you breaking one of our only rules, we will

hereby banish you to the Fumes, and to never return.” All seven

judges spoke in unison, resolving memory-Wren’s plea.

Wren watched as his past self started to whimper, at the

thought of the Fumes.

“Get him out of here!” one of the judges yelled. Two guards

quickly approached Wren, and took off the chains holding him

down. He was led right to the outskirts of the Bliss. The guards

opened the gate, and threw memory-Wren out.

Wren watched as the worst experience of his life unfolded

once again. He watched as his past self sat on the ground, in the

Fumes wondering about what had just happened.

Wren knew perfectly what his past self was thinking. He was

processing what just happened, how drastically his life had

changed. His past self knew that if you spent time with the

Fumers, you could be killed. But he wasn’t killed yet. It was

through this reasoning that Wren knew that Nyx saved his life,

somehow showing the light bulb to her, saved him from death.

He saw himself, picking himself up, picking up a small

golden ring in the process. Wren didn’t need to see the ring to



know that it was Nyx’s. What happened next, hurt him to his soul.

In disgust, and anger at leaving the Bliss, his past self hurtled the

ring away into the ravine.

As soon as the ring clattered to the ground, Wren awoke

from his dream.

As Wren woke up, he looked around to try and get his

bearings. He was in his Box with all of his belongings scattered

messily on the floor. He grabbed the triangular object right beside

his bed, and checked the time.

Wren was shocked to see that it was already late afternoon,

he missed his time at the bonfires. Still wondering why he had this

dream, Wren reluctantly trudged along to the bonfires to work.

Regardless of the situation people had to feed the fires.



As he went to the ravine to get fuel for the fires, he saw a

large crowd gathering around the fence. This wasn’t that unusual

as even when Wren was in the Bliss, Fumers did this. What was

odd, was that people in the Bliss were also staring back from their

side of the fence.

As Wren approached, he saw that it wasn’t just staring,

people were yelling and fighting each other. Wren pushed through

the crowd towards the fence to watch the Bliss. He has only ever

done this as soon as he was transferred.

He was caught in nostalgia for a moment, looking at the

beautiful world that was the Bliss, but the yelling and screams of

the crowd brought him back to reality. He tried to locate the

source of the conflict, it was coming to his right.

As Wren looked around, he was surprised to see Zephyr

standing there. Although Fumers did hang around the Bliss

fences, it was usually new people, people who had nothing better

to do, people who had lost their hope. Zephyr wasn’t like that. He

was here from the beginning, before the darkness, he was always

the de facto leader.

Wren noticed that he was yelling directly towards someone

on the other side of the gate. It was a woman, Zephyr was yelling

at, but he wasn’t sure who exactly it was. Wren was sure that he

recognized her.



“Is it just a coincidence that you left before the darkness?

You were our leader and you abandoned us” Zephyr yelled at the

woman.

With a sigh, the woman started to explain.

“I didn’t leave. They took me,” the woman explained.

As soon as the woman talked, Wren knew who it was. It was

Nyx. All the time Wren was in the Fumes, he wondered what

happened to Nyx. He always thought that she died while in the

Bliss.

Anger started to boil within Wren. He was transferred, just for

Nyx to take his place. His life, ruined. He knew that she did save

his life, but in the heat of the argument and conflict, Wren forgot

about all of that.

“You took my place!” Wren yelled, expressing his anger. You

ruined my life. He felt the crowd cheering on, as his voice got

louder and louder.

The fence in the Bliss was designed not to be scaled or

broken. But after years and years of erosion and dust, the fence

lost all protection.

The entire group of Fumers started to slam against the

fence, rocking it back and forth. The Bliss people, not knowing

what to do, start pushing back on the fence.



Wren was one of the main pushers, pushing on the fence,

over and over again. The fence, after all the years of existing,

couldn’t handle the power of the hundred people pushing on the

fence.

A large part of the fence started to fall. As soon as the fence

fell down, the Fumers, always having hatred and jealousy towards

the people in the Bliss, rushed forward to attack.

The people in the Bliss were slow to react; they were never

involved in fights or anything related to it. Nyx was the only one to

react, she took a small pouch out of her pocket, opened it, took a

pinch of powder and sniffed it deeply. Her eyes grew and turned

bloodshot. She ran forwards and inhuman speeds and started to

fight the fumers.

Wren thought about fighting, but the sudden change of

atmosphere to violence, brought him back to his logic. He realized

the enormity of what he just did. He was fighting the person who

saved his life. Not only that but whenever that was a fight

between Fumes and Bliss, all the fighters were killed. Regardless

of who was on either side. Wren had caused a massacre.



Wren trudged along, he didn’t want to go back to his box, he

didn’t know where to go. He drifted aimlessly across the Fumes

not knowing what to do. He lost everything. He traveled for at

least for miles until he saw something. In the vast wasteland that

was the Fumes, there was a small circular object in the distance.

Wren mindlessly trekked towards the object. As Wren got closer

he saw that it was a cave. He entered the cave and layed down.

He didn't care about anything, all he could focus on was the guilt.

Wren stayed in the cave for hours, when he heard footsteps

approaching. He leaned forward, and looked to see who it was.

He hoped that it was someone from the fight near the border, to

see that they were alive.

Wren saw that it was the same man in the black coat, who

was there earlier at the ritual, the person who remained after

everyone else was knocked out.

Wren didn’t care if he was there to kill him, he remained

watching him.

The black coat slowly limped towards him and took a small

circular object from his pocket. Wren instantly recognized it as a

lightbulb! They were only found in the Bliss. Wren stood up,

“Who are you?” Wren asked, very confused. The black

coat leaned down and placed the light bulb on the ground. He



snapped his fingers and the light lit up, filling the cave in a

luminescent yellow.

“My name is Ivor. Let me tell you a story.”

Part 2: Zest

“Hey Ivor!” Said Tony. Yelling, energy thrived powering the house

they were in. Ivor Rushed down the stairs skipping steps. He

jumped the last few steps and fell on his knee cracking his knee.

He broke down screaming.

“Mom, call the ER, Ivor fell down the stairs.” Screamed Tony.

Ivor woke up in the ER seeing Tony and his mother over him.

“You sustained a big fall.” Said his mother looking over him,

Ivor saw the machines pumping him with blood.

But all of a sudden it stopped. The blood stopped coming in,

he looked to his leg to see the pump had fallen off.



Slowly the lights flickered. Until they all turned off. After a

minute or two the doctors rushed through the hallway. Ivor

realized he was no longer a priority. A few new doctors came in

the room pushing him off the bed and attaching another patient.

Then one of the doctors pushed Ivor off the bed. Ivor tried to run

away but he could barely move. Tony grabbed him and started

limping away. The lights slowly started flickering back on but the

damage was done.

It was on the news that several hospitals had been shut down

because of electricity shortage. And the government would be

cutting down power use for the hospitals. The lights in Ivor house

were all off. The electric cars they used were now gone. Ivor had

no hope left on if he could ever move properly again. Most of the

time he was sitting down doing nothing, they couldn’t waste the

abulunces time by calling them to take him to the hospital nor

could they go there because they couldn’t use cars. Ivor just

waited thinking eventually it would be over.

It had been the fourth day after the outage, his leg wasn’t

getting any better and the electricity had been limited even further.

He tried to stand up but fell to the ground making a thump noise.

“You ok?!” Tony asked while running in.



“I’m fine.” Replied Ivor. He looked around slowly crawling

back on his couch. He turned on the news once again to hear

this.

“The electricity is being reinstated, the government has

found several government officials embezzling money they

needed to use for electricity, electricity will soon be coming back

to your home.” The news anchor said before turning off the news.

Ivor wanted to say he was happy but he was still not sure if his leg

could be treated back to normal. He limped to the window falling

down a few times looking through it seeing the neighbors house lit

up. He tried to limp back but fell down a few more times. He

eventually fell back down to his couch, and went to sleep.

He woke up sleeping on the ground, in the night he had

fallen off the couch. He got up and limped to the door, he didn’t

fall once while going there, he realized his leg had gotten better.

He kept on going until he went outside, outside he saw tons of

houses with minimal electricity and lights turned off. He saw

several stands of original light with electricity now off, producing

nothing but a dim light attracting no one. Ivor didn’t know why the

lights were so dim. He thought the government had reinstated

electricity, but it seemed like the electricity was worse than it was



before. Ivor now questioned if the hospital lights were even on, or

if they even used electricity at all. Maybe the government had lied.

Ivor kept on walking to the hospital looking for lit up buildings. He

found a few but all of them were government officials. He found a

few mysterious posters talking about something called “the

greatness”. But Ivor mostly ignored them, he took one that had a

location and a time to meet at just in case things went wrong but

other than that he thought it was mysterious and unusual.

Eventually Ivor reached the hospital, he looked from the outside

to see all the lights turned off, but Ivor still had hope that maybe

they were conserving energy for the inside. He checked inside to

see no electricity, why was there no electricity in the hospital but

there was electricity in government homes. He didn’t even know

why his home had electricity, it wasn’t government owned nor did

it have any value, maybe by hospital they meant people who

came from the hospital but that made no sense.

He went inside to check up on the hospital, he saw nothing but a

few stands and no one inside, he kept on searching for any light

but he didn’t find any.

By now his mom and his brother were probably searching for him,

so he started to walk home but before he finished he heard a

voice.



“Hey kiddo, wanna know the truth.” A man in a mysterious coat

said, Ivor looked over, and was immediately frightened, what did

they mean by the truth?'' He tried to run but the man signaled him

to stop.

“I know you're curious about what's going on, I can tell you about

it, just meet me here in three days.” The man finished then

vanished before Ivor could ask any questions. Ivor forgot about

going home and questioned the motives of these mysterious men,

from when he was there he saw the man keep his hand close to

his knee as if he had a weapon there. He was frightened and

questioned this man. Was he a threat? Or was he just a theorist

trying to recruit him to a cause, good or bad.

Ivor went to sleep, questioning if going there was even a good

choice, if he should keep his curiosity stored away. That's what he

had learned, but he knew that he had to go there, it was his only

chance to know the “truth”.

When Ivor woke up he heard a yelp and quickly got out of bed, his

leg was still slightly injured meaning he had to limp but he ran

down to see his family gone, nothing left instead a few men

running. Ivor tried to run but his injured leg stopped him, he yelled

at the men to answer him but they didn’t respond, he looked

around to see any clues to what had just happened, but he found



nothing. Nothing was left, instead a few scratches in the floor, he

went upstairs to see Tony lying down on his head.

“What happened?!” Asked Ivor aggressively.

“They took mom, and left. I ran as soon as I saw them, before I

left I saw one of them sheath a sword, I had to run.” Replied Tony,

filled with fear, Ivor didn’t blame his brother, he understood the

fear he had felt. Tony had always been older and bigger than

Ivor, but Ivor now understood that for this situation he would have

to act like the big brother. But Ivor didn’t have time to grieve, he

now wanted to meet the mysterious man.

“Tony, wait here I'll be back.” Said Ivor before limping down the

stairs and limping to the hospital. Ivor saw many more houses lit

up but many were still down. He at least hoped this time the

hospital was lit up, he quickly came there looking for the man he

had encountered before but he didn’t see him. Thankfully the

hospital was lit up and people were going in and out. It slowly

dawned on Ivor that his mother was gone, Ivor had been so

focused on finding the man that he had put aside his mother, but

Ivor understood that this wasn’t common, this was for a reason,

but Ivor had no reason to believe anything bad about his mother,

they had provided for Tony and Ivor by themselves and had

always been very understanding, Ivor had one idea on why their

mother was gone, but Ivor didn’t believe himself, he couldn’t, his



mother wasn’t a bad person. They had always been a good

person and nothing had changed.

Ivor waited for hours for the man to come to check up, but it

looked like when they said three days they meant three days, all

Ivor could do was wait, but in all the time waiting he saw no one

go to the hospital. Ivor approached the hospital but before he

could get in the hospital, a woman with a head guard came out

and pushed Ivor. Ivor fell to the ground, his leg now being more

injured.

“Go away!” The woman yelled, holding her spear to Ivor’s neck.

Ivor slowly backed away with fear. What had happened in the time

he was gone? Ivor tried to stand up, but his originally healing leg

had now been even more injured.

After he backed away he quickly crawled to a bench pulling

himself up and sitting down, Ivor looked over at his injured leg

seeing blood leaking, he couldn’t even move all he could do was

wait until someone found him. Ivor waited until midnight before he

planned on falling asleep but before he did, he saw a few men in

black coats running around, Ivor blended in with the bench and he

was thankful he did because he didn’t want the same fate as his

mother. He saw the black coats break into the hospital from the

behind. He quickly laid his face on the bench to camoflauge even

better with his surroundings, slowly more and more black coats



started going into the hospitals, all the lights slowly flickered more

and more. He heard a huge yelp from the hospital. His instincts

made him sit up as soon as he heard it, he looked inside to see all

the lights off, and the back entrance now resealed. He heard

more footsteps and saw tons of people in black coats pouring in

the hospital. Ivor tried to get off the bench but he couldn’t he

couldn’t even feel his leg anymore.

Ivor kept on waiting, it felt like all he could do was wait.

Eventually he got tired and went to sleep but instead of waking up

to light he woke up to a few mysterious people in black coats,

they took out a metal stick and put it down.

“Should I take care of him, boss?” Asked one of them

“I recognize this one, don’t know from where though.”

Replied the other one. Ivor recognized the voice, but just like the

black coat he didn’t recognize from where.

“Well let's just leave him be.” Said the boss, everyone left except

the boss, he stood there.

“I told you to come here in three days,” Ivor now recognized

where he was from. “Don’t mention this to anyone, see me here in

two days.” Said the boss before Ivor blacked out. Ivor woke up in

his house, he looked over to see Tony standing there.

“You’ve been out for thirty-two hours!” Tony said looking over his

brother, Ivor realized what this meant. He looked at the clock to



see it was twelve pm. He knew he would have to meet the

mysterious black coat soon, but Ivor questioned if he should go

alone, especially with his broken leg.

“Tony I have to go somewhere, can you come with me?” Ivor

asked.

“I’m not sure if it's a good idea, but I'll come.” Replied Tony.

Ivor limped across Tony’s back. Ivor and Tony moved extremely

slowly because of Ivor’s broken leg. Tony had to carry Ivor all the

way to the hospital. It was a long tedious journey but eventually

they made it there. He looked over to see the man waiting there.

“I see you’ve come, but with who?” The mysterious man said.

“He's my brother.” Replied Ivor, “Help me come here with my

broken leg.”

“I recognize him,” The mysterious man said,

“He's the person who,-” Said Tony before getting hit on the head

with a metal stick. They then started hitting his body, Tony’s chest

compressed down. Ivor saw more men come and hit him with a

stick. Before hitting him in the neck, Tony rolled over. Ivor went to

check on his brother before.

“He’ll be fine, we have medical drugs, they’ll deal with him.” Said

the mysterious man.

“Fine?!?” Screamed Ivor, “You hit him with a metal stick! Are you

crazy, he's going to die!”



“Would you like the same fate as your brother?” Said the

mysterious man.

“This was a terrible idea.” Said Ivor. Before following him.

“Yes, good!.” Said the mysterious man, taking out a pouch filled

with powder and giving some to Ivor.

“Spread it across your face.” Said the mysterious man,

“No I-” Said Ivor before the mysterious man took out his

metal stick. Ivor put it all over his face.

“Now do our breathing exercise, two in one out.” Said the

mysterious man. Ivor complied knowing he really didn’t have a

choice. He felt a huge surge of energy and felt like he could run

forever. He quickly started running around,

“Stop wasting your energy fool, this is very limited and is

needed for your hazing. You must waste all your energy there, we

wouldn’t want you to pass out yet.” Ivor slowed down but he felt

like he had to continually move, he just couldn’t stop. Before he

could get told to stop again a man came up to the mysterious

man and said.

“There is an imposter among us.”

“Reid, calm down.” Said the mysterious man.

“We got a tip off.” Said Reid. They're going to ruin

everything.”



“Reid, I suggest you keep quiet in front of our Guest.” The

mysterious man said.

“But sir, this is serious!” Said Reid.

“Shut up stupid boy,” The mysterious man grabbed his metal

stick and hit Reid in the eyes. Reid ran away not knowing what to

do.

“Mohamad, how dare you!” Screamed Reid. Reid grabbed

out his metal stick and hit Mohamad.

“I challenge you.” Said Reid, after hitting Mohamad in the

legs. Mohamad fell down and picked up his stick and hit Reid in

his stomach with the tip of the stick. Reid fell down,

“You stupid boy, after i’m done with you, you’ll finnaly shut

up.” Mohamad kicked Reid in the stomach continually, Reid

screamed, and cried.

“Stop!” Reid yelled,

“You asked for this!” Mohamad said before grabbing his stick

and smashing his metal stick on his neck, Mohamad, looked like

he was tired, he slowly dropped his metal stick. Reid kicked him in

the feet dropping him down to the floor with him.

“You shall not live to tomorrow.” Said Reid using his metal

stick to stop the blood circulation in his arms, he then kicked

Mohamads face. Mohamad rolled over.

“Help me.” Said Mohamad.



“Would you like to die?” Said Reid. “If no, don't help him.”

“Help, please. Help.” Said Mohamad.

“Shut up, oh, how the tables have rotated in a

one-hundred-eighty degree motion.”

“Help, please, I'm begging. Reid took your mother.” Said

Mohamad.

“Don’t you lie, you were there when I took her, that's why

Tony recognized you and he is now suffering the same fate as her

mother.” Said Reid

“That women would have sold us out, we couldn’t afford a

lose end.” Said Mohamad.

Ivor went through a state of shock, they didn’t know any of

this. Who to blame, who to help? He realized how much harm

these people had caused. But in the moment he had to help

Mohamad. He knew that they were guilty, but Ivor had no other

choice. Ivor went to attack Reid. He took Mohamads metal stick

from the ground and hit Reid.

“Please, Mohamad is your enemy, not me.” Said Reid, he

kept on repeating what he had said.

“I'm sorry,” Said Ivor.

“If you were sorry you would stop.” Said Reid, standing up

limping. Ivor had realized that he had been using a lot of energy

and it had worn off. He realized that his leg had to be used to limp



again; he hit Reid in the stomach with the stick a few times before

Reid hit him on the neck. Ivor continually hit Reid in the stomach.

“You clearly haven’t used these weapons.” Said Reid before

hitting Ivor as hard as he could in the neck. Ivor felt his neck swell

up, before he fell down, with all his remaining energy he jumped

on Reid with his metal stick. They fell to the ground together.

“All this energy has been used for bigger projects that will

never happen.” Said Reid, “Mohamad is only siding without

downfall.” While Reid was talking Ivor hit Reid in the neck and

stomach several times, after all this Mohamad stood up.

“Time to go away for a long while, bud.” Said Mohamad,

“Well then, you’ll go with me.” Reid jumped at Mohamad, and

Ivor heard a clicking sound, Ivor quickly ran before he heard an

explosion. He realized the effect of arguing, and how it wasn’t the

solution.

He had to take things into his own hands.



Part 3: Power

Wren stood still in disbelief, his entire world view was shaken

and distorted. He looked at Ivor, just by listening to his manner of

speaking, Wren could tell that he was aged. Everyone from the

current era has a small, barely noticeable lisp and slur as they

speak. Ivor wasn't like that, he spoke directly, slowly, clearly as if

pronouncing each word.

It wasn’t only Ivor’s manner of speaking, his face was

covered in wrinkles and sagging skin. Eyes, gray and faded as if

they saw a lifetime of terrors.



“We should get out of here.” Ivor said, in a slow and careful

manner. He glanced around the cave for a brief moment

afterwards.

“Why? We’ve been here for a while, it should be safe.” Wren

reasoned.

“Exactly, I’ve been in situations like this enough times to

know when they’re coming.” Ivor responded, limping through the

exit of the cave.

“Who’s they?” Wren asked, following Ivor, exiting the cave.

Ivor stopped moving and turned to look at Wren. “The ones

in charge of everything,” Ivor answered. He promptly turned away

and continued limping away.

Wren, who had started to trust Ivor since started to tell his

story, started to follow him.

After walking for an hour in silence, Wren spoke up.

“Where are we going? What are you doing?” Wren yelled,

getting angry. He followed this person, he didn’t know for an hour,

not questioning him at all.

Ivor replied simply- “We're going to end it all. We're going to

finish it.”

Wren stopped walking. He was fed up.

“That doesn’t answer anything! All you’ve done is tell me a

story about your past life, where the world is better, and now



you’re dragging me off to who knows where!” Wren fumed. He

stopped in his tracks as he continued. “There’s no reason for you

to choose me. This must be a trick!”

Ivor slowly turned around. Without speaking a word, he

hobbled over to Wren and pointed him in the direction of the cave.

What Wren saw shook him to his core. The cave, just barely in

distance, was surrounded by black coats, all with their morning

stars out.

“These are the people in charge.” Ivor spoke in a quiet tone.

“I didn’t pick you for your skills, for your knowledge but for your

ability to survive. From when you were transferred, you survived.

When you were in a fight with the Bliss, you survived. I’ve been

watching you for a long time, Wren.”

Ivor paused as he said this, “You know, we are not so

different, you and I.”

He continued to walk forward, towards the vastness of the

Fumes. Wren reluctantly followed, satisfied with Ivor’s answers.

Both the Bliss and the Fumes, were a tiny point in the

vastness of the area that they occupied. Except for the artificial

environment of the Bliss, there was no grass, no blue sky, no sun,

anything anywhere else. It was all dirt and a gray, sunless sky.

The further Wren was from the Bliss and the Fumes, he

began to see things that he had never seen before. Huge giants



occupied the land, made of metal, with three blades at the top.

Wren shuddered, at what this thing could have been.

There were moments when Wren stopped in place, and

stopped moving, just out of disbelief at what occupied the

landscape. At times, there were huge ponds of water that they

had to traverse, menacing black panels on the ground, not that

different from the panels in the Bliss and the strangest thing that

Wren had ever seen, it was a small bottle. This wasn’t what made

it unusual, it was made up of a very different material, a material

that Wren never saw before. It was clear, and very malleable, but

it wasn’t a weak material, it was very durable. Even by looking at

the bottle, Wren could see that it outlasted everything surrounding

it. He was astounded.

“That’s called plastic,” Ivor called out to Wren, as he was

inspecting it.

“Plastic,” Wren murmured as he said the new foreign word, it

felt odd as he said it. It wasn’t something for his world. He put the

bottle in his pocket and went on with Ivor.

Both Wren and Ivor walked for days, Ivor had food and water

in a pouch that he carried. The food that Ivor had, was not like

anything Wren ever saw. Even though Wren had seen all sorts of

different foods from the Bliss, and the food packets he saw in the

Fumes, he never saw the food that Ivor carried.



The food held the same elegance that the food in the Bliss

also held. But the food also had certain aspects from the Fumes

as well. Although it looked like the food in the Bliss, it tasted like

the Fumes, full of dust, with only a shred of flavor.

After walking through the wasteland for four full days, they

came across something. It was widely said that there wasn’t

anything out from the Bliss and the Fumes, perhaps only Wren

and Ivor knew the truth.

After almost a week of walking tirelessly, Ivor unexpectedly

stopped.

“We're here.” Ivor said in a final tone. Wren looked around, to

try and find the reason they stopped, at a quick glance, he

couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary.

“There's nothing here?” Wren remarked in a questioning

manner as he wasn’t sure if he missed something.

“You're right. There isn’t anything above-ground. It’s all

underground.” As Ivor corrected Wren, he grabbed his metal stick

and stabbed it into the ground. There was a metal thud as the

stick hit the ground.

Ivor leaned down and brushed the dirt off. “This was created

long long ago, long before me. It's now the main base for the

black coats.”



Wren looked down, there were words on the metal hatch in

the ground. They were in a language that Wren didn’t recognize.

“It says danger.” Ivor translated. “Before we enter, we gotta

have to have a plan.” Ivor added as an afterthought.

As Ivor said this, Wren realized the true danger that lurked

ahead. Wren had experience with black coats before, and it

nearly killed him. He subconsciously backed away from the hatch.

Ivor whipped around, sensing the shift in the atmosphere.

“What are you doing?” Ivor demanded?

“I-I don’t know about this. I don’t know how to fight.” Wren

stuttered, continuing to back away.

Ivor’s face softened, “I understand. If you want, you can

leave.” Ivor said, he reluctantly turned around and climbed down

the ladder into the bunker.

Wren stood still. He didn’t know what to do. Could he just

abandon Ivor? It wouldn’t be the first time Wren had given up on

something. He turned away and started to walk away to make the

long journey back to the Fumes.

The ladder from the hatch led deep into the ground. As Ivor

climbed, he could only think about everything leading up to this

point. He spent so much time planning and getting everything

ready. He had to destroy the black coats.



As Ivor landed on the ground of the bunker, he unsheathed

his metal stick and brandished it. He was here for revenge.

There were two guards standing at the entrance of the main

room. Ivor easily snuck up on them and hit them upside of the

head and knocked them out.

Meanwhile, Wren was struggling with what was going on. He

knew he was letting Ivor go in alone. He was going to abandon

Ivor, the only person, who continued to seek him out after

everything. After he killed them. Wren, having a change of heart,

ran to the hatch, and started to descend.

He saw Ivor, over two guards with his stick raised, Wren

whimpered, and Ivor looked over, as the guard used this

opportunity to jump up. As he jumped up, Ivor simply used his

metal stick to hit the guard in the head, knocking him out.

“Wren, when it's all done, I need you to open this.” Said Ivor,

taking a piece of paper and giving it to Wren, “You will know when

to leave.”

“Here, they come,” Said Ivor. Ivor grabbed his metal stick

and pulled out a compartment of it. His metal stick opened up to a

pouch of powder, he grabbed it and threw it up in the air and

jumped into it. A mysterious man came out, he looked over at

Wren.

“What a fine specimen,” Said the mysterious man,



“Your voice is quite familiar, need I say.” Said Ivor,

“My henchmen will deal with him, I've come to deal with

you.”

“No, I haven’t come here to be the side attraction, I've come

here to be the main attraction.” Said Ivor.

“Leave the weak man alone.” Said the mysterious man,

“Well then. let's get this started, powder up.” Said Ivor.

“Oh, I already am.” Said the mysterious man, he grabbed his

metal stick, jamp into the air and smashed it on Ivors head.

Ivor quickly dodged out of the way, and put his metal stick in

the way of which the mysterious man was jamping on.

“I see you don’t know who I am yet.” Said the mysterious

man, Ivor tried to hit the man in the legs, but the man jumped

quickly and hit Ivor’s metal stick out of Ivor’s hands.

“Weaponless.” Said the mysterious man, “I shall always beat

you, you could have saved me, but you chose not to. The weak

man will suffer the same fate as you.”

“Fate.” Ivor murmerd, “I feel closer to finding who you are.”

“You’ll be dead before you do.” Said the mysterious man,

before taking off his robe,

“I am MOHAMAD!” Screamed the mysterious man, before

taking his stick and hitting Ivor in the stomach with it, Ivor fell

back.



“Where have I heard that name before?” Murmured Ivor.

“I have grown, I remember what you did to me,” Yelled

Mohamad.

“Who are you?” Asked Ivor,

“Mohamad! I am Mohamad.” Said Mohamad.

“Yes, but who is Mohamad?” Replied Ivor,

“I’ve killed all of your family except you, and it’s time for me

to finish the job.”

“Family, what's that?” Asked Ivor. Ivor slowly took a bit more

powder, quickly put it on his face and attacked Mohamad with his

bare hands. Mohamad grabbed both the sticks and hit his hands

from both directions. Ivor proceeded to attack with his leg,

Mohamad hit it with the metal sticks again.

“Give up, there's nothing left for you to go back to.” Said

Mohamad.

“Give up? What's that.” Said Ivor before attempting to kick

Mohamad in the stomach with his other leg.

Mohamad effortlessly dodged the attack, and continued to hit

Ivor, shoving him to the ground.

“I remember the time you left me in my time of need, you left

instead of helping, you ran like a coward. You thought of me as

dead, while for decades, I’ve been scheming my revenge.”

Mohamad took out the two metal sticks and seemed like he was



about to attack Ivor. But before Mohamad could attack, Ivor

quickly jumped at Mohamad.

“Well then, looks like you’ll suffer the same fate twice.” Ivor

said, taking out what seemed to be a rectangular shaped cube.

“You remember!” Said Mohamad, in complete shock, before

a wave of revelation hit him.

“What have you done?” Mohamad asked, shocked.

Ivor smirked and yelled to Wren, “Wren, run!” And right

before the cube exploded, he murmured under his breath,

“Long time no see.”

It had been a long time since the explosion incident. Wren

was still in shock of what had happened, and chose to keep the

paper closed, but he knew this wasn’t what Ivor wanted. Wren

didn’t know why Ivor had sacrificed his life for Wren, when he had

done nothing to help Ivor. Wren continued with his life in the

Fumes. He didn’t care about the threats or any of it, things were

more peaceful now without black coats. He had started to

introduce the rest of the Fumes to the area outside of the Bliss

and Fumes. Started to tell them tales of energy and other sorts of

things.



Wren visited the hatch every few months, paying his

respects to Ivor, as he always hoped that he might catch sight of

Ivor, but it never happened.

As Wren made his monthly visit, he noticed something

different about the hatch. There was a small sprout growing in the

dirty ground, the only natural green around. He dropped to his

knees, and Ivor did this. Wren didn’t know how, he didn’t know

why, he just knew.

Wren knew it was time to read the letter, he had carried it

with him everywhere. He, with shaking hands, took the letter from

his pack, and began to read it.

“I know, I'll probably be dead when I write this. But the

reason I've done all of this for you, is because someone else did it

for me. And I see what can happen when someone gives you

hope. You have the same potential I had when I was young. And I

hope you can realize how important you are, and how you can

help everything just like I did.”

Within the letter there was something else enclosed with it.

Wren slowly took it out. It was the object of his death, the object of

his rebirth; a lightbulb.



The End


