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The morning sun was slowly rising, slipping through the shades, painting light pastels over the 

dark gray room. Robin woke and gave her body a full stretch before rolling out of bed. She picked up 
her watch that was plugged to a charger on the bedside table and strapped it to her wrist.  

A dull blue icon lit up on the device, then a soothing computer voice chimed, “Good morning, 
Robin. I was charging, so unable to record your sleep, but hope it was restful. Your temperature 
reading is 98.7 degrees.”  

Robin made her way down a dark hallway. As she entered the kitchen, she flipped the light switch 
and walked over to the coffee pot that had been perfectly timed to brew. She pulled a glass from the 
cabinet and swapped the pot out for her cup until it filled, then put the pot back. 

The small screen device sitting on the counter turned on, featuring a news broadcast. It discussed 
a virus that quickly spread across parts of Europe, now hitting other parts of the world. The 
newscasters discussed symptoms people should watch out for, and case numbers in countries hit 
hardest. The states were monitoring closely, and first steps of prevention were being taken—wear 
masks, social distancing. 

Robin lightly cleared her throat as she fiddled around the kitchen. An unconscious action before 
sipping her morning coffee. 

Over the last few weeks some local governments had asked to take stricter precautions, like 
mandatory shutdowns, for a few weeks, but others thought that was unreasonable. 

Robin, her husband Drew, and six-year-old daughter Amber lived in a quiet neighborhood in the 
suburbs just outside of Los Angeles. She had been working from home as a news blogger since Amber 
was born. Drew was an EMT for the Fire department, gone about four days a week, home the other 
three. 

Drew entered the kitchen, then shortly after, Amber followed. Robin was already prepping a bowl 
of cereal with chopped banana—her favorite. 

He turned up the volume to hear the news better. The news broadcaster was informing people 
that they should reach out for medical advice if they are experiencing symptoms. 

“Sounds like this isn’t going away any time soon,” he sighed. 
“Nope. And no one in the government can make up their minds about shutdowns and quarantine. 

I think quarantine for a few weeks isn’t such a bad idea.” 
“I think that’s a bit overkill. I mean, I understand people are dying, but how bad can this really 

get?” Drew poured himself a cup of coffee, then sat at the table where Amber was eating. “Dad is 
headed out for a few days, Babygirl. You be good for Mom, okay?” 

“Yep!” Amber said with a mouthful of cereal. 
Drew stood up and walked to the cabinets, pulled out a to-go cup, and poured his coffee in. “I’m 

headed out. I’ll check in tomorrow,” he leaned in and kissed Robin on the cheek. 



“Should we be worried about all this?” She kept her eyes on the television. 
“Honey don’t go down the rabbit hole. The world will be fine. We always figure it out.” Drew 

kissed her again and left. 
“Let’s get going sweetie, time for school.” Robin said, still drawn in by the scrolling text across 

the television with death counts from the virus. 
Outside the school, cars were parked in the drop off lanes, and parents lined up with their children 

on the sidewalk. A week earlier, the school had placed waiting markers spaced eight feet apart. 
Everyone wore face coverings, even outside, per government guidelines.  

A child just a few markers behind them lightly coughed. Robin, quietly alarmed, gave herself a 
mental reminder about the amount of times Amber had gone to school with a runny nose. At any 
other point in their life, no one would have paid any attention, but with the virus, people were much 
more sensitive. 

Another woman, just a few markers ahead, whipped her head around and stared at the family of 
the coughing child, then looked down to her own son. “Don’t play with coughing kids.” 

Amber looked up at her mother, Robin just squeezed her hand and said, “There’s nothing to worry 
about. Just keep your mask on, okay?” Robin didn’t really believe that. She swallowed hard and 
adjusted her mask. 

Robin got home from dropping off Amber and walked straight to the kitchen sink to wash her 
hands. Her watch lit up, “Washing your hands for twenty seconds will remove germs that might make 
you sick.” A counter started on the clock—20, 19, 18, 17… Robin scrubbed until a celebratory ding 
sounded off then she rinsed.  
 

 
 

Robin slowly opened her eyes and gave her body a long stretch before sitting up. With this 
movement, the dull blue icon lit up on her watch, then the soothing computer voice chimed, “Good 
morning, Robin. You had six hours of solid sleep. Your temperature reading is 98.7 degrees.” 

Drew was still asleep. He had gotten home late the night before so he wouldn’t wake for another 
few hours.  

The virus circulating the world was increasing its death toll rapidly. The US government was still 
holding firm that social distancing was the key to slowing the spread but keeping the economy moving. 
Robin watched the headlines scroll on the small screen television sitting on the counter as she sipped 
her coffee. She was so trapped by her own thoughts she didn’t even notice Amber had entered the 
kitchen and sat herself down at the table.  

“Are you okay, Mommy?” she asked.  
“Yeah… hi baby. Did you sleep good?” Robin walked over to Amber at the table giving her a 

back rub and kiss on the head. 
“Yes. Daddy is still sleeping.” 
Robin poured her a bowl of cereal and said, “He got home late last night. You’ll get to see him 

when you get home.” 
After going through the normal morning routine with Amber, Robin took her to school. The usual 

line of parents and children streamed down the sidewalk, cars lined up in the drop off lane.  
Moving from marker to marker as the kids were checked in, Robin listened to two mothers 

gossiping about the news and people they knew who had been infected. Family members in hospitals, 
with relatives unable to visit, people saying their final goodbyes and dying over video chat as their 
families were forced to watch from home, instead of loving them by their bedsides. 



Robin’s mind began to race… But it’s not that bad yet, is it? The Government would enforce a shut down if 
it was really that bad. Headlines were flashing in her mind of death tolls around the world.  

It started in the pit of her stomach before it moved into her chest, that heavy weight of anxiety 
that made Robin feel claustrophobic. They weren’t safe around these people. They weren’t safe around anyone.  

Robin pulled Amber from the line. 
“Mommy, where are we going?” Amber asked. 
“Home, sweetie. I’m keeping you home today.” 
When they got to the car, Robin pulled out a bottle of sanitizer and dripped some in Amber’s 

hands, then pulled a wipe from its package and wiped them down.  
“What’s wrong, Mommy? What did I touch?” Amber asked. 
“Let’s just get home, baby.” 
“But, what about school?” 
“It’s no longer safe. The virus... we need to stay home to protect ourselves from this virus.” 
When they got home, Robin walked Amber straight to the kitchen sink to wash their hands. Amber 

stepped up on a stool, Robin stood behind her to help scrub her hands. Robin’s watch lit up, “Washing 
your hands for twenty seconds will remove germs that might make you sick.” A counter started on 
the clock—20, 19, 18, 17… 

“Okay okay, Mommy I’m done,” Amber protested. 
“You’re not done…” Robin scrubbed until the celebratory ding sounded off then she rinsed. 
“What’s going on?” Drew was headed out to work, surprised to see Amber was home. 
“She can’t go to school. The virus…” 
“Did they shut down schools?” Drew asked. 
“No, no but they should. The numbers are going up, people are dying… Amber, honey, go watch 

TV.” 
“Robin, we can’t keep her from school… I get that…” 
The Emergency Broadcast System rang out, stopping Drew and bringing their attention to the 

small television on the counter. 
In large white letters over a red screen the text read, EMERGENCY BROADCAST SYSTEM, a 

special report came on. Staged at a podium, a man in a suit approached the clicks and flashes of 
cameras. The title on the screen said he was the CDC’s Director for Global Health and Security. He 
said that he had just met with the President. The government was enforcing a mandatory ten-day 
quarantine to start. All schools, parks, restaurants, and non-essential businesses will close. “If you have 
symptoms, we advise not to leave your home, instead let the doctors come to you. Our hospitals are 
overrun.” 

“I guess you were ahead of the curve…” Drew said nonchalantly, which made Robin grit her 
teeth. 

“This couldn’t have just happened overnight.” Robin said out loud but mostly to herself. 
“Well, life doesn’t stop for some of us,” Drew picked up his keys off the counter. “I’ll see you in 

a few days.” 
“How are they separating you guys in the living quarters?” 
“No idea, Honey. We’ll have a meeting when I get there, I’m sure. Temperature checks, a mental 

checklist, the honors system? This isn’t the first time a new virus has popped up in the world.” 
“This is clearly different,” Robin scoffed. “It’s spreading faster and the death toll…” 
Drew kissed Robin on the cheek. “I’ll be fine. I’m a healthy dude,” he winked. 
Robin cringed. So naive. 
 

 



 
By the end of the week there was an explosion of information coming in. Hospitals unable to take 

patients, morgues unable to hold bodies, families being wiped out within days, even hours of being 
diagnosed. The military came to help. Aircraft carriers were docked at ports to open more hospital 
beds. People who had symptoms were asked to stay in their homes and call a health line to be assessed 
over video call. 

Robin stood in front of her cabinets and quietly closed them, then opened her fridge and sighed. 
She knew she should have asked Drew to run to the store before he left. Robin cursed herself for not 
paying closer attention when they were low on items.  

The lines formed outside the grocery stores, with only a few people at a time let in as shoppers 
inside left. 

Robin kneeled down to Amber and explained, “When we go inside keep your hands in your 
pockets. Do not touch anything and do not linger around anyone. Understand?” 

Amber nodded. 
When they entered, Robin was taken aback by the empty shelves. Items like paper towels, toilet 

paper, and bottled water were gone. Robin hurried as fast as she could, grabbing fresh items first, then 
moving to what canned goods were left, then the frozen section. She kept her hands firmly on the 
cart, only touching what she needed, putting it straight in the cart. 

It took about twenty minutes to get everything. Robin just wanted to leave and get back home. 
She felt filthy and contaminated. Her mind raced about all the germs around them. She watched as 
people freely picked up items and placed them back, wearing their masks wrong, touching their faces. 
It was all too much—so much contamination. 

Standing in line, looking around, Robin noticed people pushing carts piled high with items—
hoarding, she thought. 

Robin paid for her items, and as she and Amber began to leave, shouting erupted nearby. People 
rushed toward the commotion and seemed to circle the ruckus before getting pulled in like a vortex. 
As Robin watched, it quickly turned into an out of control mosh pit. 

“Let’s get to the car, baby… fast!” Robin pulled Amber, gripping just above her elbow while she 
pushed the cart with the other hand. 

She watched in confusion as two employees were shutting the front doors, then locked them just 
as a group of people from outside slammed against the glass, banging in anger. She looked over to the 
second set of doors, those were already shut and locked. 

The customers inside were yelling to get out, those outside were shouting to get in. Turmoil swirled 
around Robin and Amber, but all she could see was contagion. Robin used her cart as a barrier, 
pushing through with all her body weight, pulling Amber with her. A woman shouted at her for rolling 
over her foot with the cart. Robin felt the heat of her breath. She mumbled an apology without 
looking. 

Once through the congestion of people, she noticed more fights were breaking out inside the 
store, employees powerless to stop them. 

Robin moved quickly in the opposite direction, rushing to the back of the store to find another 
exit. She entered double doors to the back warehouse where the employees kept the stocked inventory. 
She followed the contours of the dingy room, and she found the back exit, where an employee was 
holding the door open and letting someone else out. 

“Come on!” the employee shouted. “This way, hurry!” 
Robin didn’t hesitate. “Thank you.” 
“They’re coming. I have to lock it up.” 
“Thank you,” Robin repeated. 



Exiting the store into bright daylight, Robin saw a group of people charging angrily along the back 
of the building toward the back door. She braced herself, terrified at their fury, wondering if they were 
going to take all her food. She was powerless to stop them.  

“No, please!” she started to say. 
But the mob parted around her, not even seeing her, they began wailing on the door she’d just 

left. Swearing and screaming threats about killing the workers if they weren’t allowed in. Pounding on 
the shipping bay garage.  

Robin and Amber made it around the building to the front parking lot, where the chaos was even 
worse—no longer a line, but an angry mob screaming to get inside. Someone was repeatedly bashing 
a shopping cart against the front doors like a battering ram. Others were throwing plants against the 
windows from the seasonal garden display. 

Robin had to push past a small crowd that was making their way to the doors, and then she took 
a wide circle back to the car to avoid as many people as possible. 

At the car, before she put Amber in, she poured sanitizer into her palms. Robin was shaking with 
adrenaline, she squeezed out enough for two people. 

“Too much!” Amber protested. 
“Sorry, Honey. Here, here let me take some.” She wiped their hands together. Robin removed 

Amber’s mask for her. Don’t touch your face, you hear me? If you have an urge, sit on your hands or 
hide them in your pockets.” 

Amber gave a firm nod. 
“Let’s get out of here.”   
“Why was everyone so angry?” Amber asked. 
“People are scared. Let’s just get home…” People were all Robin could think about. All those 

people they were just around. She looked at her hands gripping the steering wheel, was she contaminating 
it? What about their clothes? Does sanitizer work against the virus? Until she got home and gave herself a good wash, 
she’d have to retrace all her steps of everything she possibly could’ve touched. 

Robin dropped everything by the front door as she and Amber went inside. 
“What about our stuff?” 
“It’ll be fine. Hands by your side, go to the laundry room. We’re going to shower.” 
“But I don’t want to…” 
“Amber, go to the laundry room!” 
Robin removed Amber’s clothes along with her own and dumped it all in the wash. “Hands by 

your side, go to the shower.” 
In the shower, the temperature was hotter than she had usually run it for Amber, but she had to 

be sure they were killing the germs. Soap and hot water were what the news said. Amber cried in 
protest as Robin ignored and scrubbed their bodies with soap. 

 

 
 
The world began to go a bit darker as the pandemic only seemed to be getting worse. There were 

two sides—believers and non-believers, which impacted the efforts to get through the illness. Trust 
was lost among families and friends and neighbors. Simple disagreements on wearing masks in public 
turned to violent fights, some leading to death. Businesses were forced to hire armed guards to help 
with looting problems and the fights breaking out over essential items. 

With hospitals and aircraft carriers at the ports overrun, pop up quarantine facilities were opened 
for those with active symptoms. The government sent messages out that people would be monitored 



for two weeks, then sent home or to a hospital care facility. This was a way to help individuals safely 
quarantine from their families. Rumors circulated that those reporting symptoms were picked up and 
brought to these quarantine facilities, never to return. 

The dead weren’t able to be buried, leaving those who died stacked in freezer trucks sitting in 
hospital parking lots. 

Robin lightly cleared her throat as she pulled out a glass, filled it with water, and dropped in a 
tablet of vitamin C. She was constantly scrolling the news, watching hot spots of infections—so much 
red, death tolls, debate segments on how infectious the virus really was, how it’s spreading and how 
long it can be in your system without even showing any symptoms and knowing you’re infected. 

Robin heard the garage door open; Drew was home. He entered the kitchen and Robin blocked 
him from entering the house.  

“Daddy!” 
“Amber, Daddy needs to go shower first before kisses.” Robin was polite but aggressive and firm 

with her rules. When Drew got home, he stripped and showered before getting close to them. She 
preferred he enter through the garage that was next to the laundry. She hated that he was in the thick 
of it, being a first responder. 

The doorbell rang. 
“Who could that be?” Drew asked. 
“Grocery delivery,” Robin said plainly. 
“Need me to help?” he asked, knowing she’d say no. Robin was very particular with how 

everything was done. 
“No, just go shower.” 
“Well, I’ll leave you to it.” Drew wasn’t a denier of the virus. He tried to approach the situation 

with rational sense. He followed the guidelines given out and hoped for the best. Drew winked at his 
daughter and disappeared to the bathroom. 

Robin watched the delivery guy unload the car, leaving bags by the front door. She waited until 
they left before she opened the door. She was ordering everything now. Items would arrive, she’d 
wash them down before putting them away. Robin saw germs everywhere, everything she was 
touching was contaminated. She was no longer leaving the house for anything. 

Robin struggled with her mind falling into darkness, the same darkness that had blanketed the 
world. No one was clean. Everyone was out to infect her and her daughter—even Drew. In her mind, 
he clearly didn’t care about following her rules. 

  

 
 
Robin woke up, a dull blue icon lit up on the device, then a soothing computer voice chimed, 

“Good morning, Robin. You had six hours of sleep, four of these were solid. Your temperature 
reading is 98.7 degrees.” 

Drew was in the bathroom taking a shower. The bathroom was blanketed with steam, he stood 
under the hot water. Robin didn’t let her presence be known. She just watched and listened. He blew 
his nose and had a mild cough, it was raspy, not dry. 

Amber sat on a computer at the kitchen table watching her class online along with all the other 
kids. 

Before Drew left for work, Robin questioned how he was feeling. Had he taken his temperature? 
“Yeah, I’m fine, honey,” he said, exasperated. 
She knew he was lying. 



Anytime he returned home, shoes were left outside, laundry straight to the wash and he was 
required to shower before interacting with her or Amber. 

Robin watched a talk show where news anchors argued about how everything was being handled. 
“You can't even swallow wrong and cough without the person next to you wanting to hang you 

on a wall!” The anchor made dramatic gestures with his hands as he spoke. 
“You’ll get hung on walls or dragged in the streets and put out of your misery. And what are these 

quarantine facilities? Just watch, next thing is we're being marked as infected, someone could call the 
health line to report anyone, and we’re taken from our homes.” 

“We already have military vehicles patrolling the streets, curfews in place…” 
Everything began to get garbled as Robin closed her eyes, cringing over the state of the world. 
Middle of the night, Robin woke up to Amber coughing. She entered her room, where she was 

soundly sleeping. The cough wouldn’t have been out of the ordinary before this, but Robin’s senses 
were on high alert. She checked her temperature; she didn’t feel feverish. 

Red lights began silently flashing from outside. Robin opened the window to see what looked like 
a militarized ambulance parked in front of her house. A stab of fear went straight through her and she 
couldn’t breathe. Three people wearing hazmat suits got out, and relief flooded Robin as they 
approached the home across the street, rolling a stretcher. They entered without knocking.  

A few minutes later, the old woman who lived there was rolled out, a ventilator covering her face. 
Robin couldn’t see much movement from the body. Before they left, an X was spray painted on the 
door. 

After they were gone, Robin walked outside, placing her mask over her face. She made her way 
across the street to investigate. Along with the red X on the door, a paper message was placed - NOTICE 
OF CONTAMINATION: This property has not been disinfected. Fumigation will be scheduled. 

Headlights lit up the neighborhood, so bright they couldn’t have come from a regular car. Robin 
pushed against the house to hide. Military. It was a patrol Humvee with a police unit traveling behind 
them, monitoring the streets for anyone breaking curfew. 

It made it to our neighborhood, she thought. 
Next thing they would be knocking on their door, she was sure of it. 
Those who get sick are taken from their homes and never seen again. 
She dashed across the street as soon as the vehicles were out of sight, checked all the locks on her 

house doors. Then she peeked in on Amber one last time, glad she was sleeping soundly, and went 
back to bed. 

Amber’s illness had started with a mild runny nose, then a cough but no fever. Robin began to 
panic. Her husband thought they needed to call the doctor, but Robin didn’t want it reported for fear 
they’d be marked for infection—and worse—Amber could be picked up. Robin refused to send her 
daughter to the hospital without her there. 

“You brought this inside our home,” Robin cried out in anger. “Have you been tested? I hear you 
coughing in the shower. Have you told work you’re coughing?” 

“Robin stop this! It’s a morning cough. There’s nothing wrong with me.” Drew wouldn’t stop 
working even when others did, which angered Robin more. “You’re being completely ridiculous and 
irrational!” He added. 

Robin paced around her backyard, talking to her best friend, Lori, over the phone. Lori lived just 
a few houses down, with a son the same age as Amber.  

“He just doesn’t take it seriously… Anyway, enough about my issues. How are you? How’s the 
family.” 

“We’re just okay, to be honest. Matt came home from work with a mild fever a few days ago, so 
he’s been staying isolated upstairs. But, this morning, I have a mild temperature. I wouldn’t have even 
noticed, but my watch of course told me when I woke up…” 



“Oh my God, Lori…what are you going to do?” Robin asked as her gaze caught Amber in the 
living room. 

“I mean, I figure give it a day? Call to get tested maybe… but the strangest thing my watch gave 
off this weird alarm with the reading. I hadn’t heard it before. Anyway, makes ya think big brother…” 
she laughed uncomfortably. 

“You know, Amber seems to have…” She paused, afraid to say it over the phone. Anyone could 
be listening. “Amber seems to have a lot of anxiety about quarantine.” Better not to say anything 
incriminating.  

“I think everybody does,” Lori said. They talked a few more minutes, and Robin was grateful to 
have someone understand how she was feeling.  

“This quarantine is making me feel…” Robin spoke in a near whisper, “Like I’m going…crazy.” 
Lori replied, “I know, hon. We just need to remind ourselves—" 
Their conversation was broken by sirens ripping into the neighborhood, moving fast. 
“Oh my god!” Robin said. 
“What in the world—” 
Tires screeched, sounding like they were right in front of Robin’s house. Robin ran inside and to 

her front window, peering at the ominous vehicles blocking the road just down the street. In front of 
Lori’s house. 

Robin ran outside into her front yard, watching military men exit the vehicles, carrying heavy rifles. 
Lori’s house was being swarmed by the soldiers. Teams of two men, wearing full face coverings, 

ran around each side of the house, jumping the fences into her backyard. 
“Lori, they’re surrounding your house! Get out of there!” Robin screamed into the phone.  
Robin could hear her friend crying out, her son shouting for his mother. 
“Mommy?” Amber stepped out into the front yard; then she coughed. 
“Go back inside, now!” Robin shouted, desperate to hide Amber away. 
Next thing she knew, four men in hazmat suits entered through the front door, two of them 

pushing a gurney. Robin watched in terror as Lori was brought out in handcuffs by two men, fighting 
to get to her son while each man held an arm. Lori’s husband was rolled out shortly after, strapped to 
a gurney and then loaded into a separate vehicle. 

Robin ran inside to the safety of her home and immediately called Drew to tell him. 
 

 
 
Robin woke, the dull blue icon lit up on the device, then a soothing computer voice chimed, 

“Good morning, Robin. You had six hours of solid sleep. Your temperature reading is 99.8 degrees.” 
Robin froze and stared down at her watch. She placed her hands on her neck, then up to her cheeks. 
She didn’t seem to feel warm. Panic set in. Robin tore the watch from her wrist and ran into the 
kitchen. 

There, she pulled aluminum foil from a drawer, wrapped her watch in it and took a meat cleaver 
from a different drawer before walking into the backyard. 

Robin hammered the device, feeling it break apart, then dug a shallow grave in the dirt and buried 
it. Gritting her teeth, wanting to scream out, she took in a deep breath instead. 

When she went back inside, she heard Amber from her bedroom, coughing. Robin walked to the 
kitchen sink and began washing her hands. She counted twenty seconds with a shaky whisper, then 
she added another twenty seconds of washing just to be sure. When she was done, she pulled a cup 
from the cabinets and poured herself a glass of water, dropping in a tablet of vitamin C. 



Robin walked into her bedroom, where Drew lay sleeping. She was sure he was infected. How else 
would she and Amber have gotten sick? They never left the house. Her blood boiled as she looked back on all 
she had done to keep her family safe. If anyone found out they were sick, they’d be taken to quarantine, 
removed from their home the way Lori was, and possibly separated. Robin couldn’t have her daughter 
taken from her, she wouldn’t. 

Instead of going back to the kitchen for her morning coffee. She picked up her car keys, stepped 
into the garage and closed the door behind her. 

Drew and Amber sat at the breakfast table eating. Robin entered; she could barely stand looking 
at him. He brought the infection to their home. She wanted him to leave, to be out of the house and 
away from them. 

“Hey, where ya been?” he asked as he picked up their bowls of cereal.  
“I needed to run over to the pharmacy. Just headache meds.” 
Drew looked her up and down a bit surprised, mostly that she hadn’t carried anything inside with 

her and the fact that she had been ordering everything online. “Did you find what you needed?” 
“I found exactly what I needed. Are you headed out?” 
“Yeah, leaving in just a few.” 
 

 
 
Robin was doing the dishes when there was a knock on the door. She hadn’t made an order, so 

was hesitant to even see who it could be. She stood very still, not wanting to make any noise, hoping 
whoever was there would just go away, then the doorbell rang. 

“Mommy there’s…” 
Robin shushed Amber as she took long quiet steps over to her. “Go to your room and don’t come 

out until I tell you.” 
Amber didn’t question it, she knew better. 
Robin looked out her back patio doors into the backyard before closing the blinds. She quietly 

made it to the front window and peeked out. 
It was a military unit outside with four men, the two at the door were wearing hazmat suits.  
The doorbell rang again.  
“Robin Mead, are you home? Health officials.” 
Robin took a deep breath, approached the door but didn’t open it. “Can I help you?” 
“Can you open the door, Ma’am?” 
“Let me just grab my mask, please.” Robin didn’t actually move. Her mask was hanging an arm’s 

reach away. She stood, frozen, terrified she would open the door and they’d rip her from her home. 
But more concerned if she didn’t open the door, they’d break it down and still rip her from her home. 
“Is something wrong?” 

“It’s about your husband. Drew Mead, Ma’am.” 
“Is he okay?” she asked. 
“Please open the door, Ma’am.” 
Robin picked up her mask and put it on. She opened the door, “Do you mind stepping off my 

porch? I haven’t been around anyone and I’m uncomfortable being this close.” 
The men silently obliged. “Mrs. Mead…” 
“You can call me Robin.” 
“Robin, your husband was reported on an anonymous tip line for having active symptoms of 

Halo-V.” 
Robin didn’t respond. 



“It was also reported he had been going to work asymptomatic. Can you tell us when was the last 
time you saw your husband? Was he showing any signs of illness?” 

“No, no… my husband is an EMT… he is gone for days at a time, sometimes he doesn’t even 
come home. He stays with his parents, since they’re closer to his unit.” 

“Interesting, the call came from a payphone down the street at a pharmacy… so he hasn’t been 
home in recent days?” 

“As I said…” Robin swallowed hard, “My husband is gone for days at a time. He hadn’t said 
anything about feeling ill. Where is he now?” 

“We’ve taken your husband to quarantine, Ma’am. He’ll be observed for a period of time there.” 

 

 
 
A headline scrolled across the television reading, VACCINES ARE ROLLING OUT.  
Robin and Amber stood in the doorway looking out at their eerily quiet neighborhood. Robin 

wondered about her neighbors and who was still left. 
“Why don’t you think we got very sick, Mommy?” 
“I guess we just had a cold, baby.” 
“Well, I’m feeling much better.” 
“Me too, Honey.” 


