
Life After World War IV

As the machine began counting down, Nathan Tremblay closed his eyes and prayed. All of his

life's work, everything he had ever worked for, would either come to life or be shattered at the moment

the clock reached zero. There was no one else in the lab; all the other scientists had left the institution

for the day. No one else would witness what was about to happen. But then, that's how Nathan wanted

it to be. This was his discovery, his hard work paying off. This moment was for him only. Well, not

quite. 

He wanted her. The woman he had spent decades trying to preserve perfectly. Her once frozen

body was now nearing an internal temperature of thirty-six degrees. In twenty seconds, she would

wake. Or be lost forever. Nathan's heart dropped at the thought of losing her. Zoey. The girl he had

loved for so long. The machine continued its monotone countdown. The deep ticking of the clock

resonated inside Nathan's body. Tick, tock. Tick, tock. Just like the ticking of the bombs before they

went off. Before Nathan's brother was killed, before Nathan's leg was blown off. Before his father was

executed and his mother committed suicide. Before Nathan was left alone in the world, with nothing to

live for but the hope that his old girlfriend might one day come back to life. They were soldiers, just

like everybody else. Ever since the third world war back in 2020, North America had constantly been

under attack. Nathan had enlisted in the Canadian Army, just like everyone else. Then the fourth world

war broke out. That was when everything went wrong. Until now. Now, there was something big that

was going to happen. A chance for Nathan to be able to say he had accomplished something in his

lifetime. Tick, tock. Tick, tock. At three seconds, her eyes twitched ever so slightly. At two, her rib cage

expanded and contracted. At one, her eyes and mouth opened as she was suddenly jerked awake. Oh,

Zoey. Her blue eyes widened as she took in her surroundings.

Nathan tried to imagine how the scene might look to her. Cold, clean, medical laboratory. Tile

floor, white walls. Metal equipment all over the room, white lab coats hung up on hooks. And Nathan



himself. He hadn't changed much. He was still the same man she'd once loved. But he was older now,

aged by loss and all the sadness he'd witnessed in his lifetime. He had been the last thing Zoey saw

before she died. He had been carrying her to his makeshift lab when she had finally bled out and her

body had gone still. What if she didn't recognize him? If she didn't remember anything? 

“Zoey.” Nathan whispered. “Zoey, it's me.”

She frowned, her beautiful face taking on a look of confusion. “Who are you?”

“Nathan.” He said. “My name is Nathan Tremblay. I brought you back to life.” 

Zoey looked down at  her  body,  clad in  green camouflage.  The blood stains  and the  bullet

wounds and the mud. Nathan hadn't been able to save her from that fatal shot to the heart. He hadn't

even had the time to warn her. Why did it have to be Zoey? Zoey had done nothing wrong. Canada had

done nothing wrong. But of course the war in the United States had spilled over to his beloved country.

Nathan shook off his momentary anger. It didn't matter. He hadn't been able to save her during the war.

But he had brought her back to the lab, and he had frozen her. And now she was alive. Didn't that count

for something? 

She had stood up, and was walking around. So gracefully. So elegantly. But she hadn't changed

at all, while Nathan had aged in the past twenty-five years. He just wanted to hug her, to run his hands

through her long brown hair, pulled back in the standard military bun. He wanted to be with her like

they'd been when they were eighteen years old. But she was here now. Zoey. Oh, how he had missed

her. Nathan scolded himself for losing himself in his thoughts again. He really needed to stop doing

that. Zoey. Lovely Zoey. She was right here in front of him, yet Nathan was still daydreaming. Typical.

He looked over at where she was standing. At least, where she had been standing. Zoey wasn't in the

room anymore. He heard footsteps somewhere in the empty halls of the institution. Soft, fluid footsteps

like those of a dancer. 

“Zoey?” He called out into the dark corridors. 

No reply.  He sighed, grabbed a flashlight,  and stepped out of his  lab.  The power had been



turned off from the rest of the institute, like it usually was after hours. It should have been eery, like a

scene straight out of a horror movie. And yet to Nathan, the dark institution was nothing but romantic.

He imagined Zoey, his Zoey, wandering around all alone in the dark. Her cautious eyes darting around,

her bun undone to let her smooth hair flow out. Her lithe, slender body, moving around so exquisitely.

He walked through the hallways, searching for his love. He called out her name every once in a while,

stopping to listen for a response. Suddenly there was a flutter of footsteps running up the stairs. Where

in  the  world was she  going?  Nathan raced up the  nearest  flight  of  stairs,  calling  her  name as  he

ascended. He reached the top, stopping once he got through the door. He held his breath as he listened

for some hint as to where she had gone. 

At first there was nothing. Then the unmistakable click of fifty guns being loaded. And heavy

footsteps coming around the corner. Oh god. Where was Zoey? Once more, Nathan called out Zoey's

name.  This time,  as the sound of soldiers  approached,  he heard her  soothing voice replying,  “I'm

coming.” 

Nathan waited patiently for her to arrive. But instead of seeing the goddess-like woman he

desired,  he was met  with a  troop of  armed soldiers  in various  states  of dishevelment.  Some were

missing limbs, others had bullet wounds across their bodies, and some had been horribly mutilated. All

wore the traditional uniform of the Canadian Army. The same one that he had once worn, so many

years ago. Where did these soldiers come from? Nathan was suddenly hit  with a feeling of dread.

Failed attempts. These were all the soldiers he had tried to save, the ones he had experimented with.

His guinea pigs, all in preparation to save Zoey. Some of them had turned out better than others. But

none had survived. He had put all the failed attempts back in their freezers so his experiments wouldn't

be interrupted. How had this happened? Who had unlocked them from their cases? The answer stood

four feet away. Oh, Zoey. He had saved her, but at what cost? “Zoey!” He exlaimed. “Zoey, why did

you do this?”

She looked straight at him with those brilliant blue eyes, a sad shadow passing through them. “I



didn't do this, Nathan.” She said. “You did. You did this to us. What are we? Living? Non living?

Zombies?”

He shook his head in shock and disbelief. 

“This wasn't supposed to happen, Nathan. People who are dead should stay dead. We can't just

go out into the world and continue on with our everyday lives. Time has gone on in while we've been

stuck in the past. There's nothing left for us in your world.”

“I'm here, Zoey. We could live together, start a new life!” Nathan persisted.

Zoey shook her head sadly. “No. No, we couldn't do that. This isn't natural. This isn't something

that the world is ready for yet. Don't you understand? We're freaks, monsters. We cheated death. That

isn't supposed to happen.”

“But Zoey-”

“I never wanted to be immortal. Good bye, Nathan. We'll meet again someday.” She raised her

gun to her beautiful head and smiled a beautiful smile. Then there was the sound of fifty guns going off

at once, and fifty soldiers fell to the ground in the dark, dark, corridor. 

Oh, Zoey. 

There was one last gunshot as Nathan Tremblay fell to the ground. 


