Exactly what does life have to offer to the mortal soul that has a mere existence in such a hostile environment? Life is rather apathetic towards her children that she gives a right to breathe in this world. Life does not care if you are cold and wet or if you are hot and dry. For her husband, Death, is more sympathetic towards her children in that he takes a suffering mortal out of their misery. Has one in general ever witness when one is down on their luck? When life gives you more than what you can handle, have you ever imagined you were in a deep well, unable to escape from the drowning waters of despair? 

It was six o’ clock in the morning when Joann swept the last bit of trash from the market’s floor and into the dumpster. She had been working at the same market for almost a decade since the major economic crash that affected the world like never before. Where most economical depressions lasted for a few months to a year, this one took its course to plague human society for far too long. Joann had stringy blonde hair that had long lost its former luster. Her body was a sickly pale and thin as a picket fence as the clothing on her back was wrinkled liked that of the bags under her eyes.
Joann was not always like this. Years before the market collapsed she worked as a director of a large pharmaceutical company. She was younger, sharper minded, and attractive enough to soothe even the married men and heterosexual women. She was the envy everywhere she walked as not only her mind and body was perfected by the gods, but her personality was at an all time high. If one was blind or unable to understand her physical and mental beauty, one was attracted by her soothing voice and compassionate personality.
The memory of her former life always replayed in her mind like a broken record as if it just occurred the day before. She remembered the day she stood in front of the board of her company, the frowns upon their faces as their unforgiving eyes narrowed down towards her as if she was a criminal. “We are sorry to mention this; however, due to the unexpected turns of event of this time, we are unable to keep you,” one of the board members said, “Our company has had an unfortunate belly up and can no longer support the pay rolls of you nor the staff.” 

She remembered the days before her termination, the hundreds to thousands of employees who were laid off. These were employees that had children and siblings at home that were unable to feed themselves. For her business was not the only to fail as numerous others closed down as well. There were tens of millions of people of her nation who lost their jobs to the downfall of the economy. The losing of people’s livelihood trickled down like that of a dying ecosystem.

 It started with the blue collard people losing their jobs, being evicted from their dwellings unable to keep up with rising mortgages and bills. Some found work in other nations, while many turned to a life of criminal and animalistic existence as they preyed on the weak and followed the physical strongest. 
However, no one shared sympathy for these abandoned souls. For these people were that of the lower class…people who were the laborers of industries, tiny shop owners, and drifters of temp jobs. The nation’s intellectual elites blamed the loss of jobs on the people’s inability to attain and keep jobs that wouldn’t be swallowed up. It wasn’t too long until the middle class started to feel the pain. Soon millions more faced the fate of their less sophisticated comrades. Many stayed in the country only to work small jobs that could afford to support them without benefits or a good 401K plan.
The media broadcasted on televisions across the country showed frantic anchormen and women stressing over on how the economy was falling apart. The media showed video clips of screaming and crying people in the streets. They appeared like a million cloned ants, no one able to decipher one depressed homeless person from the other. Many nations were going through the same as well, as the media broadcasted them as well. The nation’s intellectuals blamed the current president and cabinet, while the pastors of religious fanatical congregations blamed minority groups for the current situation. 

She remembered the wars that broke out in the streets. Race, religion, and class wars erupted in most urban areas as the media broadcasted masses of people fighting and killing one another in the streets as rivers of blood soaked the earth, while gun shots and agonizing screams filled the air. Police forces that were suited for combat with their black sticks, shields, and guns, plowed through large numbers of angry protestors either on horses or by foot. Pastors of the churches held even larger congregations as people who never thought about their gods, began coming to live better lives that were not promised to them. The world had appeared very much like the book of Revelations predicted. Day by day, the media reported horrible crimes that occurred on daily basis, told in a tone by anchormen as if they had already gotten used to high crime that plagued the country. 

Police had reported investigations from small crimes of thievery to barbaric and unimaginable situations of burnings and lynching of innocent people caught in the crossfire between the nation’s militia, ruthless mobs, and guerilla activity. Where once some cities blossomed with prosperity were now sprawling decay as the homes and businesses were abandoned; these buildings full of life were now dismal to the civilized eye as only squatters and homeless drug addicts made their livings, surviving from between the pillaging militia and invading gangs that had taken refuge from the now unforgiving world. 
Joann sighed to herself as the various horrific images burned a hole through her psyche, every memory from her mind erased or replaced by the horrors that she witnessed. Only one image prevented her from joining the chaos or suicide, her daughter, Elizabeth. Elizabeth, unlike many children of her age, was angelic. She resembled the beauty and compassion that her mother once was, a reflection of her childhood and even part of adulthood before the nation fell. No matter how horrible the circumstances were, her daughter always kept a positive attitude that forced her mother to provide. 
However, now, with the market hardly having any customers, Joann wage decreased significantly. The mortgage, bills, and the living costs for material and nutritious items continued to rise as the wages decreased. Joann understood completely that one day; her and her daughter would eventually starve to death or luckily be murdered by the numerous monster minded people who ran the streets prowling for their next victim. The lucky ones were killed, the ones that died of old age were obviously considered the bastard and unloved children of Gaia. 

Maybe after death, she and her daughter could be freed from the horrors that life had to offer. With the way the world was going from this point, it would only be a few thousand years until the human race would eventually become the “Cenozoic dinosaurs” as the wars, famines, political upheaval, population explosions, and the great demand with little supply of the economy took a heavy toll on the ecosystem. 
