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She sat in the darkness looking at the picture on the wall. Every night since she had found it, 
she had waited for the others to go to sleep, then crept down here amongst the ruins. 

"The last of the old ones died today, she made it to 26. I've never heard of one living that long 
before. Some didn't even make 20. I can't understand why they did it. Why did they need to 
stockpile biological weapons? Keep them for centuries? They insisted they were safe, even 
when the news got out that a virus had been released, they didn't tell the truth. And why am I 
sitting here in the middle of the night talking to an old faded picture on a tunnel wall?" 

She left then, disgusted at her actions. They'd think she had lost her reason. But it couldn't be
the virus, that was not one of the side effects. She wondered what the world had really been 
like before the `accident' in 2165. 

The memories of what old people looked like were fading from her mind. It was becoming 
difficult to remember what her parents looked like. They'd both gone 10 years ago, when she 
was seven, victims, like so many, of the poison in the air. It had all been explained to her so 
many times, but still she found it hard. 

The next night she decided to tell him all about it so, once everything was quiet she went 
back. 

"It's me again, Petra," she told the silent face on the wall. "I still can't understand why a blood 
group made all the difference, why, because my blood is rhesus negative, I became immune. 
That was the deciding factor. The virus killed everyone else, only the pregnant women with 
rhesus negative blood found their babies were not affected. They died but not the children 
they carried. We don't know how long we'll live, but there's nothing to suggest we won't live to 
be old." 

She smiled. "It's funny when you think about it. Today is New Years Day. Who'd have thought 
we'd be starting 2190 with no-one left over the age of 25? The world's changed, we all look 
alike now. That's how they realized something was wrong. Down's syndrome children all 
looked alike. They thought we were like them, but in time they found our ability to learn hadn't 
been altered. I like coming here, to look at all the different faces on your wall."

She sighed. "I couldn't sleep, I never can when I'm angry. Peter, you remember I told you 
about him, he's my twin, well, he's been frightening the little ones again with his monster 
stories. I get really angry when he does that. Why can't he understand this is the only safe 
place, the only place we can find unpolluted water. That's why we live down here, you lived 
here once didn't you? We've read about you in the books in the big room. You're Vincent.

“Peter tells the little ones you were a monster. Most of them think you're just a story he's 
made up....... They've never seen you. or they wouldn't let him call you a freak. She's pretty, I 
bet that Catherine. My Mom looked a bit like her. 

“I'm not surprised some people thought you shouldn't be together, because of the 
differences........ Your Father didn't like it at first. He wrote about it in his books, but when he 
got to know her, he realized how much you loved her....... then he decided the differences 
didn't matter. 



“Someday I'll find someone to love Vincent....... someday. I don't think I can come tomorrow 
night....... I'm working in the park...... we're growing most of our own food now...... it takes a lot
of looking after.

“I wonder how you managed down here? We only came for the water. And it keeps us warm 
and safe. But I'll come the night after." 

Petra quietly slipped away and back to her bed. 

Two nights later she picked her way through the rubble again. 

"I'm back..... It rained yesterday. I got wet, and when I came back Peter was on about keeping
close to the center...... He says some of these old tunnels are dangerous. He doesn't know I 
come here. He tells the little ones the monster will get them if they stray too far, so they do as 
they're told. 

“Perhaps one day I'll bring them here. If they could see how kind you look, they'd know the 
truth. They'd know you're not a freak. I think you're beautiful." 

Slowly she reached out her hand to touch the old faded painting, her long slender claws 
traced the lines of his face. 

"If they saw you, they'd know you're not a freak, they'd see you're..... just like us." 

A broad smile crossed her face the long white fangs catching the soft light from her candle. 
She rose to leave and, as she turned, she said fondly, "Did you have the same trouble getting 
this candlewax out of your fur, it can be real pain sometimes........? I'll see you tomorrow 
Vincent ....... goodnight." 

END



Two nights later she picked her way through the rubble again. "I'm back..... It rained yesterday
I got wet, and when I came back Peter was on about keeping close to the center...... He says 
some of these old tunnels are dangerous, he doesn't know I come here. He tells the little ones
the monster will get them if they stray too far, so they do as they're told. Perhaps one day I'll 
bring them here. If they could see how kind you look, they'd know the truth. They'd know 
you're not a freak. I think you're beautiful." 

Slowly she reached out her hand to touch the old faded painting, her long slender claws 
traced the lines of his face. "If they saw you they'd know you're not a freak, they'd see 
you're..... just like us." 

A broad smile crossed her face the long white fangs catching the soft light from her candle. 
She rose to leave and, as she turned, she said fondly, "Did you have the same trouble getting 
this candlewax out of your fur, it can be real pain sometimes........? I'll see you tomorrow 
Vincent ....... goodnight." 


