
The Diseased World 
The world’s gone dark. No adults to work the big machines that powered Earth. It's just us kids, on our 

own, looking out for each other. The world has changed. Not in a good, happy way, but in a dystopic, 

survival of the fittest, kind of way.  

 

 Life was good.... no....great, I’d say, before the disease had infected the world two years ago. We had 

normal lives and our parents were around. Well some still are around but not in a way you would know. 

The disease does something to the body. It makes them sick, not for long, about three days until they 

just die. Before they die though, they become dangerous. Attacking kids and..... and....devouring them, 

like they had been starved for months. We don’t know what it is or where it came from. But all we know 

is that...... we can’t stop it and that’s what scares us.   

Let me introduce myself. I'm Thomas, Tom for short. I don’t really remember my life before all of this 

happened. All I remember is that my brothers, Paddy and Jake, died. They weren’t unhealthy or sick but 

something, I don’t remember what, happened to them and they died. I’ve been on my own ever since. 

Before all this happened, my life was normal. Me and my family had a small house just outside New 

York. By it, was a road leading to the city. I like the way you create some mystery in the 

opening. 
So, one day, I thought that if I followed it, I would get to the city faster. I packed some tinned food, a 

flashlight, and a small knife just for protection if I needed it, into a backpack. I locked the door out of 

habit and headed on my journey down the road. I listened to the quiet which had been blocked out from 

car engines for years. The road seemed to be breaking up from plants growing through and mounds of 

dirt covered sections of the roadside too. 

It seemed like I walked for hours. It was getting dark, which was bad because nothing good happens in 

the dark. I like this – it creates tension. 
 On the side of the road was a pile of wood and scraps of metal and I could see a big enough hole for me 

to climb through and rest for the night. Fumbling for my flashlight in my bag for three minutes, I finally 

found it and turned it on. Cautiously I walked towards the pile. Getting on my knees and hands, I 

crawled into the pile and slowly but surely, got to sleep. I like your sentence variety and the 

detail here. 
 

Feeling the sun’s warm light on my head, I woke up. Outside where I was sleeping, I could hear 

footsteps. They seemed too small for an adult and my heart leaped. I slowly poked my head out to see 

where it was coming from. Once I did though, a small but sharp spearhead was inches away from my 

throat. I thought I was a goner but when my eyes had adjusted to the sunlight, I saw that it was a kid. A 

girl in fact. She spoke something quite firmly but gently at the same time. I guess that she saw I was a kid 

like her, because she lowered the spear away from me. She grabbed my hand to help me out of the 

wood and metal pile. After that she gave me a smile and disappeared. Is this kid going to appear 

later on in the story?  I like the sound of her. 
 

Walking down the road, I started to get a bit hungry, so I sat on the side of the road and took out one of 

the tins of food. Since I hadn’t brought a can opener, I had to find a sharp stone to open it instead. Once 



I got it open, I quickly drank the delicious juice from the fruit inside. I ate the fruit up quite quickly too 

and set of once again down the road.  
 

After maybe ten minutes or so I could see the city. I was jumping with excitement until I felt breathing 

on my neck. My heart shattered and my mouth dropped to the floor. I slowly turned around, and as if in 

a horror movie, a sick adult was behind me, he had a glint in his eye like he was excited. We stared at 

each other for about twenty seconds. I lowered my guard down, which was my worst choice. He lunged 

at me and bit me right on the neck. I must have passed out after that because the last thing I heard was 

a girl’s voice and shrieks of pain then nothing. It’s all starting to get scary now! 
 

Aubrey – this is a great story so far. I like the idea of a kid going on a journey, all 

alone. Any chance you can look at the ending and try and make some 

improvements? I’d love to see the next part 😊 


