
The Last Man
By Josh Hargis

The wind carried dust and ash through the air.
I looked around the ruined hometown as I walked down the deserted street.
Skeletal remains littered the roads and the smell of burnt rubber reached my nostrils.

I remember the time when the world was �lled with life. The air was fresh and the warmth of the sun
would shine on my skin. In the summer I would play in the glistening blue lake that my father would
take our family to every year. My brother and I would play marco polo with each other until it got
dark.

But that all changed one day when father found out that they had started dumping toxic chemicals
into the lake. Me and my brother were upset during the time, but we brushed it o� as we had other
activities that we can do like skateboarding or playing tag.

I continued my walk until I saw a rather familiar house. I approached the porch and turned the knob
of the front door. The door let out a small cry as I opened it. The interior of the living room was a mess
as furniture was knocked over like someone was in a rush to get out and the paint was peeling o� of the
walls.

When I took one step into the room I heard a sudden crack which made me jump. I looked down to
see a picture frame with a photograph still inside. I bent down to pick up the photo and took a closer
look. In the photograph was a family consisting of a father, mother, and two young boys that were
smiling in what looked like a forest behind them.

The trees were of beautiful green and the golden rays from the sun shined through their thick branches
like something out of a fairy tale. Tears ran down my face as I knew there was no way to bring back the
beauty that once covered the Earth. I walked into what looked like the kitchen and saw a rusty knife
resting on the counter.

Humanity had only one planet and they destroyed it. The trees are now stumps, the water was toxic,
and the smoke covered the sun’s light. They have paid the price and now they’re gone. Everything that
the world had to o�er was gone. I am the last man alive and I am ashamed of it.



I picked up the knife and sat down on the dirty tile �oor with my back laying against the stove. I looked
at the photo once more and had my �nal thoughts of Earth before humanity took the color and beauty
away. I hesitated, but I managed to slide the blade across my wrist. My head started to feel light as blood
gushed out of the open wound. I was not afraid as I knew my family were waiting for me in someplace
better. I smiled and everything went black.


