
Wires. I awoke wrapped in barbed wires, it’s all they could find I guess, wrapped some around my 

head as well, must have been some religious fanatic group I got myself in trouble with this time. Just 

my luck, I have been outspokenly sacreligious for as long as I can remember, about time it caught up 

with me, in these savage badlands, where everyone will want to kill you for wearing a shirt all the 

way to offending them.  

I don’t recall how I got to this, but I don’t regret it all, I never do. There’s no reason to look back on 

much here, just to keep moving forward and survive. Four warped bodies come out to me, burned 

and emaciated, with a look in their eyes that showed a taste for blood. They could smell it off me as 

the wires snagged me tight around my arms and chest. One of them walks over to me, tall, lanky, 

distorted and ugly as sin, comes over to me with some wire cutters and a machete, unbeknownst to 

me as I watched the other three drink from my flask. I was taken aback and laughed, I would never 

have thought that cleaning fluid-cocktail would ever save my life, but low and behold, after he cut 

me free, the tall one had a meltdown in panic in what he was seeing, I ran over and threw the 

remaining liquid at him, as the three other decrepids had their insides crucified and bolted off as the 

bodies self-destructed infront of my eyes. 

Under a blood red sky, I walked down that long, winding road to somewhere. I travelled that road 

my whole life, it’s stayed the same through a plague, a nuclear disaster and three world wars. It feels 

like it leads to somewhere, hopefully it gets me out of nowhere, but years and years on, it just feels 

like home now. It looks like an old friend through the smoke, rubble, fire and miles and miles of 

barren desert, with villages and settlements in-between, in this savage dog eat dog world we live in 

now, it’s never about where you go, it’s how you get there. And this road has, does and will take 

anyone who travels it the world over. The cuts and scratches I got from the wires were starting to 

sting as nightfall came around, as well as the iodine, a sacred item in this desert, as I applied it to the 

wounds. I don’t usually sleep during the night, I travel by moonlight to avoid trouble and heat in this 

hellhole. Moving settlement to settlement is how we live, since Sellafield had that accident.  

How society regressed as a result, no one knows, I guess this is what happens when you leave the 

world in anarchy, death and destruction plights the land, with only lust for power and survival as 

drive to move on. I come to another settlement, seems abandoned though. No fire going under the 

now pitch black sky, on a night as dry as a bone. I look in a hut that I find here, all I see is a couch 

with what looks like a family of five, all sitting together in front of the TV, close. I never felt that, 

even if it were just decaying corpses with a smell so rancid it was enough to make me cry. It was 

almost beautiful, I found a place to rest with the warmth of company, as well as the tranquillity of 

solitude, as I curled up on the floor and slept happily, comfortably. 


