
The Next Group of Seven 

One 

Indigos, plums, emeralds and roses. Under his left arm he carried a blank canvas and an old 

easel, in his right, all of his paints. At the top of the hill, there were no trees, an uninterrupted 

view of the night sky. He identified a few of the brightest stars and planets as the sun began to 

set. 

Sirius, Mars, Vega, he has had them memorized for years. 

His fascination with the sky began when his mother would by him books about space. He would 

stay up late watching the stars from his bedroom window. When his dreams of being an 

astronaut didn't pan out because he was horrible at science, he began to paint it instead. His 

favourite was the northern lights, but the city never gave him any chance at seeing them. He 

saved up money to by a train ticket north, he’d finally achieved his dream. 

He set up his easel, got his paints out, and waited. 

There was a town at the bottom of the hill. In the town there was a factory, with towering 

smokestacks, and they created a thick, dark layer of smoke and clouds. The wind pushed it 

towards the hill. He couldn’t see the stars anymore. 

With a sigh, he packed up his supplies. He decided to try a different place tomorrow. 

 

Two 

“The trees stretched up to the sky. They touched the clouds.” 

Her grandfather told her stories of how the world was when he was young, but it may as well 

been another world to her. It had clean air, space, and trees. She loved the trees. The only trees 

in her city were small, confined to pots, nowhere near strong enough to climb. 



Her grandfather use to be a painter, his art hung from the walls of his apartment. They showed 

nature as he remembered it. Strong trees, large mountains, forests stretched across the 

horizon, a night sky she never saw. She thought they were beautiful, she thought nature was 

beautiful. When she was younger she would try and recreate her favourites with crayons on the 

back of scrap pieces of paper. 

She didn’t know how to paint nature, she needed to see it to understand. All she knew and 

understood was skyscrapers, dirty sidewalks and never ending highways. 

So, that’s what she painted. She painted the tall skyscrapers, the large streets and sidewalks, 

the highways that webbed into the horizon. She had become an expert and blending different 

shades of grey to create the illusion of life and happiness under the concrete. 

The second drawer of the desk in her room was full of coloured paints. There were all the 

oranges, the blues, the pinks, the purples that she could ever dream of. Most of them were 

unopened. 

She was saving them for something special. 

 

Three 

She had always been told to stay away from the water. It was dangerous, infected with disease 

and covered in garbage. None could be used unless it had been filtered. 

About a year ago, they made an updated map. It showed the new coastline since most of the 

old one was completely submerged. A thin white line marked where the water once was, 

thousands of square kilometers lost under ocean. 

Her mom hung a map on the wall of their cabin and put a star at a place just along the old coast. 

She explained that that was where they were born. Where they lived before storms made them 

“environmental refugees”. 



There was a canal that ran through the camp, her brother liked to call it an over glorified 

dumping ground. Pieces of trash and brown slush floated from west to east, yet she was drawn 

to it for some reason. In a tragic way she found it beautiful. She would drift closer and closer to 

it, closer than her mother would have liked. She took some paper and broken coloured pencils 

and would begin to sketch. She mostly used greens, browns, and greys, only a few touches of 

blue. 

Maybe one day she would draw something that would be a museum, but that wasn’t looking 

very hopeful. 

 

Four 

“The native people were here long before anyone else. They had roots in these lands for 

thousands of years. This is their land, we are the invaders.” He thought this was the most 

overlooked part of history class. His old textbook had only a paragraph that described what 

native’s lives were like before. It then jumped straight to when white people murdered them, 

getting away with it because they were “savage”. Many things about this world made him mad, 

but this infuriated him. How could such a beautiful, vibrant culture be destroyed by such ignorant 

people? 

He decided he was going to do something about it. 

He left when he was 18, used the last of his money to buy some decent paint. He set out across 

the country to collect what he could. He imagined himself coming back a hero, being asked to 

show his work and tell the story of his travels. 

That isn’t quite what happened. 

Instead, he found broken communities Everyone had either left for the city or was barely 

hanging on. He went to places that had food shortages, no roads, a few had been on a boil 



water advisory for generations. He didn’t find the vibrant culture he had dreamt of, but a 

shattered community that no one had cared about in a long time. Most of their stories and 

culture were forgotten. 

What do you do when what you wanted to save had been destroyed? 

 

Five 

His day job was at the science museum, doing taxidermy for the display animals. From birds to 

mammals, big and small, he found them all so beautiful. He saw them as Mother Nature’s 

perfectly designed machines, with each part fitting together perfectly, both within their bodies 

and in their environment. 

He liked to sketch them. That was what the small, thick black sketchbook on the corner of his 

desk was for. He will stay late, long after everyone else has left so that he can sketch them. He 

will cover multiple pages with the same species, marking every detail of it’s outside and inside. 

Every little gear in them is drawn with extreme detail. 

At the bottom of each page, he marked the species’ conservation status. Almost every single 

one was almost extinct. It seemed that more and more he would go back to previous drawing 

and cross out the label and write “extinct” over top of it. 

He seemed to be the only one who noticed, the only one who cared, the only one who wanted 

to fight it. 

He just couldn’t understand why no one else did. 

 

Six 

Storm hunters most often relied on cameras. They were quick, capturing a fleeting moment of 

the fast paced disasters, but she thought they deserved more than that. That’s why she joined a 



group of storm hunters. She followed with a sketchbook, trying desperately to take in as many 

details as she could. She would quickly brush on a few strokes a colour, deep greys, stark 

blues, dying greens, anything she could in order to remember these brief seconds of terrifying 

beauty.  

She got a kick out of it, a momentary high she craved and could never get enough of. 

Once, on the way back from chasing, they stopped in a small town. It had been completely 

destroyed by the storm. Buildings torn from the ground, water flooding the streets, lost children 

screaming for their mothers. It was like a punch to the gut. 

Jumping out of the car, her boots landed in shin deep water and began to paint. She used 

browns, greys and greens to paint the grief and destruction she sees before her. While the 

storms were awe inspiring, she learnt of the path -and body count- they left behind. 

Most of the people she talked to said they were planning on leaving. The storms had just gotten 

too bad, too deadly, and the water level soon threatened to submerge them. 

The things she found beautiful destroyed their lives. 

 

Seven 

M.A.D. Mutually assured destruction. It was what kept countries from destroying one another. It 

was what kept everyone safe for years, what kept everyone holding their breath, and it did work 

for a while. 

Now they stare out at a barren landscape. A large, dark cloud blocks most of the light. They are 

surrounded by broken pieces of cement, glass steel, all that remains of the former city. Off in the 

distance, fires create a warm, nauseating glow of deep orange. 

They didn’t expect it to be this quiet. They expected screams, sirens, any sort of noise, but it 

was silent. That somehow makes it worse. 



They are suppose to be a part of a rescue mission, they were suppose to save people. So, what 

to do, now that they face the end of the world? 

They began to draw. 


