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The Mend 
  

 “C’mon Milo!” Liz yelled at me as I ran from her, “Just let me talk with you!” I knew 

what she was up to. She’d probably try to get me talking and then jump me when I let my guard 

down. Well, I wasn’t going to fall for it. I’d been on my own for 11 years since mom was killed, 

and I picked up a few things in that time. The city was rough -teeming with theft and 

backstabbing- and you couldn’t trust a soul if you wanted to survive. In a blur, Liz grabbed on to 

a street lamp, swung around, and shot at me with her hover-shoes. I tried to swerve, but I felt her 

slam into me and pin me right before I slipped through the door of my hideout. I hit the rough 

sidewalk as pain shot through my body and I struggled to fill my lungs with the thick city air. 

 “Listen,” Liz growled, “You’re in trouble.” Liz was clingy and annoying. If I didn’t know 

better I would say she was trying to be my friend. She and I were both 17 and good at surviving 

in the anarchist world of The East. We lived in a big city that used to be called New York. Now, 

in 2047, it was just a lawless wasteland. The massive abandoned buildings towered over the 

dilapidated streets and campfires pushed smoke up into the sky. Liz and I both knew our way 

around the place and we could easily gather necessities without getting mobbed by gangs. We 

did NOT work together, though. 

 “I’m fine. Now get off me,” I started as she tightened her grip on me, digging her nails 

into my shoulder. She replied before I could continue... 



 “UGH I care about you Milo, if you can get that through your thick skull! So listen when 

I tell you that Maximus Scrapp is after you. You have to leave. Now.” A little bit of fear tugged at 

me when I heard his name, until I swatted it away to stay sharp. What was she talking about? 

There was no reason Maximus would want me. Actually, he was a lot like me. He worked alone 

and he got along fine. In fact, I would be lying if I said I didn’t kind of look up to Maximus. He 

was tall and muscular, which I wished I could be. He had a stupid, greasy, ginger mullet but he 

was strong. The other people in the city feared Maximus. He was a bit deranged, though, and he 

hurt a lot of people to get what he wanted. Anyway, Liz just stared at me with her wide eyes and 

raised eyebrows. Her long hair (with an ashy, dark brown color similar to mine) was in her 

trademark high ponytail. Apparently I had been unresponsive for too long, because Liz got up 

and went to the door of my hideout. What was she doing? I tried to clamber up onto my feet as 

she pulled a pocket bomb out of her belt and chucked it at my hideout. In seconds, my place was 

vaporized in a blinding blue fizz of energy. Anger and shock bubbled up inside me, but I calmed 

myself to think through my next options. Only the things in my lockbox remained, so I angrily 

grabbed them and tossed them in my backpack. Liz would get her way. Without a place to sleep, 

I wouldn’t last a night in the city. Plus, if Liz wasn’t telling me an elaborate lie about Maximus, I 

needed to leave and regroup. I’d have to head to the mountains. Mom always knew I could 

survive The Fissure, and I wasn’t going to let her down by not doing all I could to stay alive.  

 “Be careful, Milo,” Liz said in a stupidly genuine tone, her voice suddenly all caring and 

sweet. She knew I was about to leave. Dang it! I couldn’t take it. SHE caused this, and I had 

nothing but words of anger for her. She had no idea what she was doing, and in trying to help 

me, she’d made it worse. This was part of why I worked alone, not trusting anyone or anything. 



You had to be smart in The East. The West was just full-on totalitarian government. There was 

nothing you could do that the government didn’t sign off on. Out in The East, though, it was 

every man for himself. That was why I had drawn maps and written contingency plans on the 

walls of my hideout. I had created a plan for heading to the mountains in case anything went 

wrong, which was another thing that Liz destroyed.  

 So, I was off. I climbed to the tops of the old residential buildings and stayed hidden in 

the sky as I went from building to building out of the city. As I reached the woods, I saw an old 

sign with the words “New Jersey” on it. Must’ve been an odd place, I thought. As the sounds of 

nature grew stronger, the light began to darken and the clear, cold air bit my face. I had no way 

of telling exact direction or time, because the sun hadn’t come out since I was a kid. The dark 

clouds that hung over the world seemed impenetrable, so we had to tell night and day simply by 

brightness. Because there was no power in the city, phones and such weren’t an option either. 

Suddenly, I heard creaking from the ground behind me. I flung around to see what brave idiot 

had chased after me and I realized seconds later that I had unsheathed my knife. I looked into the 

darkness. Nothing. Then, slowly, two yellow eyes crept out of the shadows. A real wolf was 

staring me down. I was one of the quickest, smartest, best survivors in the city, but out in the 

wilderness? I was just a trespasser in a world of animals that knew their way around far better 

than I did. It was from then on that I climbed into the trees at night to sleep. I logic’d my way to 

the conclusion that the ground animals were more dangerous than the squirrels and owls.  

 When daytime came again, I thought about my next move and ate some nuts I deemed 

edible. What am I doing? Even if I make it to the mountains, what will I accomplish by doing it? 

I pondered this for a moment, feeling that creeping sensation coming back to me. I’d had it ever 



since The Fissure happened and society cracked in two. It was this feeling that I could or should 

be doing something different - that there was more to life than surviving. I pushed it away every 

time I felt it, though. There was no room for hope in this world. I mean, sure I’d like for the 

world to be better. I’d like to have friends and a family. I’d like for people to stop being so 

irrational and I’d like it if things didn’t have to be so depressing! But...um... That’s just not how 

it is. Come on, Milo! Get it together. Be strong. Keep on surviving. 

 I said this to myself a lot as it turned out. 

 When I came back to reality, it was definitely time to get back on the move. I walked for 

days, it seemed, with nothing but my thoughts. As I got further from my city, and from any 

semblance of people, I felt like I was losing it. Deep breaths. You got this, I thought. My mom 

had taught me that one. Deep breaths seemed to help everything. I’d always tried to stay strong 

for mom. Her memory was the last bit of sentiment I let myself keep when the world went dark. 

The sound of the river was almost deafening now. I was very close, but I couldn’t see it. I 

crossed through the line of thick trees to my right in hopes of getting a drink. My throat was so 

dry, I thought I’d be incapable of breath within the hour. 

 When I finally reached the river, I set my backpack on the bank and started drinking. The 

cool water was a relief as it rolled over my tongue. So much of a relief in fact, I was leaning too 

far in. With one slip of my foot on the slippery rocks, I crashed into the water. 

 I was immediately surrounded by cold, and I blubbed some colorful language before I 

managed to yank myself out onto the bank. I then realized that I couldn’t stay in my sopping wet 

clothes. If I wore them any longer in that weather, I’d have frozen to death. So, I stripped off my 

clothes and rifled through my backpack for something I could wear. I found a shirt and pants that 



were a bit small, but they would do the trick. I quickly wrapped myself in the clothes and scaled 

that night’s sleeping-tree. As I listened to the sounds of nature that were still wonderfully new to 

me, I felt something in my pocket. I pulled out a worn, but sealed envelope. I knew what it was. 

It was a letter from mom I could never bring myself to read. I decided in that moment that I 

might as well... 

 Oh Milo. It’s your mom here. Look, I know things are really tough for us right now. So, in 

case anything happens, I’m writing you this letter. You’re too young right now to understand 

what’s going on, but you deserve to have an explanation when you’re ready. As you know, The 

Fissure happened. That’s what most of us in New York are calling it anyway. Except, I guess 

there really is no New York now. Before you were born, our society was already starting to tear 

apart. A lot of different things happened that led up to everyone splitting up and The East and 

The West being formed. The main thing, though, was everyone forgetting the importance of unity. 

The mentality became every man for himself. Nobody could care or understand enough to think 

about other people and try to find common ground. The fights people had online were insane! 

Everyone wanted to be different and nobody wanted to like the others around them. I’m sorry I 

can’t explain it better, buddy. What I can tell you, though, is that it can be undone. The Fissure 

was called that because it was everyone breaking apart. If we could find it in our hearts to mend 

back together, our lives wouldn’t be like this. Your dad was so good at it, Milo. He had this 

amazing hope inside him. He just felt that he could bring people together. And he did! My gosh 

he did. Jess had so many friends, so many people that loved him. I think they were all drawn to 

him because of his spirit, and the way being together made them feel. I’m so comforted, Milo, by 

the fact that I see that same spirit in you. You’re still so young but I can just tell that you’re like 



your dad. Milo, I might not make it out here. But you? You’re strong. You’re strong because 

you’ve got the most wonderful little thoughts and intuitions. You can be a leader, and I think you 

can do what your dad always could. Bring people together, buddy. We’re better that way. Our 

strength comes from others. Y’know how I keep telling you that you’re gonna survive this? I 

know you can, because you’ll make a better world to survive in. Don’t let me down. And down let 

yourself down either. I love you, Milo.   

I felt streams of tears run down my face as fast as the river. My face was hot and my heart was 

pounding. I couldn’t believe myself. I had let my mom down. My greatest fear, and I made it 

come true. Not Maximus, not Liz, not the world. Me. Mom saw more in me than I ever let 

myself believe could be there. From the moment I read her words I realized I had it all wrong. I 

thought that because the world got all divisive and lonely that I had to be the same to adapt and 

stay alive. I thought that strength came from independence and I thought I was making my mom 

proud. I wasn’t. This grief and realization poured over me for hours. I sat in the woods, thinking 

about what I would do. I cried and I shook, but after a lot of deep breaths I knew what I had to 

do. It wasn’t too late to do what I always wanted in my heart, and I couldn’t give up hope. I was 

going back to the city.  

 When I finally got back to the edge of town I felt the familiar smog around me. I was 

comforted by the eccentric smells of the city and the chatters of people instead of animals. It was 

raining now. The sky was almost dark and the booming thunder crashed down on the rooftops. 

Not having an exact plan, I returned to my hideout.  

 “Hello, Milo,” snarled Maximus. It was Maximus! Adrenaline rushed through my veins 

as I took in the sight of him. “Clever plan it was, destroying any evidence of where you might’ve 



gone,” he began while he looked at my hideout’s remains. Thank you, Liz! “Y’know, you and I 

are a lot alike. We don’t need anybody else. We’re strong, and we’re gonna be alive a long time. 

It’s a shame that I have to get rid of you. I can’t have anybody else being the man of the city. I 

don’t need you walking around being a threat to me.”  

 “No, Maximus,” I replied to the crazy man with all the courage I could muster. “I don’t 

wanna be like you. You’re lonely and sad. You’re not living, Maximus. You’re just surviving, and 

that’s not enough! What are you surviving for? You’ve got nobody. I’m NOT like you. I don’t 

wanna be alone and hopeless anymore.” 

 “Hmm. You don’t want to be, but you are! And you’re gonna die that way,” said 

Maximus as he charged at me. I fought him well for a while, but he had me. I felt the coppery 

taste of blood fill my mouth as bruises began to form on my body. Just as he unsheathed his knife 

and held it over my head, he froze. Then, Maximus fell backward, unconscious. 

 “Milo won’t, but you will,” said Liz, holding a crowbar and gazing at Milo with a fiery 

look. YES! Liz, thank gosh! I had never been more relieved to see another person. I crawled my 

way to my feet and hugged her with all I had. It seemed like eternity that we stood there, relieved 

and alive, until we heard grunting. As we turned around we saw Maximus, back on his feet with 

a Multi-Blade this time. It was one of the deadliest weapons in The East- electrically powered 

with multiple blades coded to kill anyone within 15 feet. My heart dropped, but then I saw 

people approaching. From all sides, people from the city began to come to me and Liz. They 

smiled as each one of them took a stance beside us. The city was coming together, for us. I 

couldn’t believe it.  



 “What is this?!” Maximus shouted. “NO!” He must’ve realized at the same time I did. He 

couldn’t beat all of us. This strong, tall man looked like a wounded little animal as he stared us 

down. With more anger than I’ve ever seen, he ran away. He didn’t stop running until he was out 

of view, and nobody ever saw him again.  

 “Now what?” Liz asked me. I must’ve gasped audibly because she cocked her head. 

 “The sun. It came out. It’s shining on us! And your eyes! They’re so green in the light,” I 

stuttered as Liz just laughed. She gave me a look that said I still hadn’t answered her question. 

 I said, “Well, I need a new place, and I think all the people here deserve a good one, 

too...” We’re better together, I repeated in my head as an idea came to me. “I think we need to 

make a shelter - where all of us can stay and come together and help each other. We can get 

through this mess, but only with some perseverance and hope. What do you guys say?” 

 The crowd of people that had gathered cheered, with the kind of energy I hadn’t seen in 

them for a long time. My heart raced as I thought of the possibilities of this new world we would 

create. I’m gonna do the best I can, mom.  

 Liz broke through my thoughts and asked, “What will we call it?” I wondered for a 

second, but then I knew. 

 To all the people in the city I said, “The Mend.”


