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BOBBIE CARTER 

Quickly come the realities that wait to destroy us, interwoven with false hope and petty 
promises. Mum always said, that worth waiting for, is the longest lasting. Patience has never 
been my virtue, and everyone knows, sometimes, people die waiting. I agree more with Mr 
Moody. He said you have to make the first move if something's worth waiting for. At least I 
know I'll never die wondering. 

I'm just thankful for my best friend, Kelly. She's around one foot tall and fluffy all over. If the 
vet's right, she'll die soon. He said Ragdolls average twelve years.   

I'm innately aware school isn't real life. If you're a free thinker or a creative spirit or you 
don't like their rules, this institution's torture. Some of us love this institution, like those of 
us who want to be teachers or politicians. Those kids built these institutions, so of course 
they love them. 

Thank God my Mum's not a teacher. When I was three years old, she told me to hold her 
hand in the car park or else a car will hit me and I will die. I never did run off in car parks 
again after that. These days she tells me if I don't try my best at school, I'll work a dead-end 
job for life. Aren't all jobs dead ends? I mean, the politicians keep lifting our retirement age, 
so we die before we get there. I told the class all jobs are dead end jobs once. I got sent to 
the principal's office without the chance to explain. 

It makes no sense why no one listens to me, I guess that's human nature. We all know 
better, especially when we're fifteen.  
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CHAPTER ONE 

Kill me now.  
Spit balls and paper planes fly about the noisy classroom. Artificial lighting captures the year 
ten clones, all dressed the same, conditioned to think the same. Act the same. Little 
obedient army soldiers. All these kids are putting on acts, hardly any are being themselves. 
No one corrects this behaviour. People actually think this is what growing up looks like. At 
some point, these poor souls won't even know who they are anymore. 
Truth is, these days we have all these lost adults running around searching for themselves.  
I once saw a lone traveller wearing a tee shirt that read, 'Found myself but lost everything 
else.' I still wonder if he made it out of Australia before his visa expired. 
The most difficult kids who refuse to conform are the no-hopers. No one says this, they 
don't need to. It's common knowledg— 
"Bobbie, are you listening?" 
I refocus on the classroom. "What is it, Mrs. Talbot?" 
Not only is Talbot my least favourite teacher, she also singles me out in every class to make 
sure I'm paying attention. 
"Bobbie, stop swinging on that chair and concentrate. Can you tell me?" 
”Probably not." 
"Do you want to attempt to answer the question?" she asks, rubbing her temples. 
If Mrs. Talbot has a headache, my guess is that tight ponytail behind her head is the culprit. I 
swing back on my chair and read the 3D board that fills the front of the room. Talbot has 
scribbled something on there using the touchscreen; What is the economic problem? 
Some clone raises his hand. "We have a finite amount of natural resources to satisfy an 
infinite amount of human needs and wants." 
I owe you one, Buddy. 
While we're on the subject, it's obvious why humans have an infinite amount of needs and 
wants. The system keeps them wanting more, so they keep feeding the economic system. 
Economics is the same now in April 2099 as it was one hundred years ago, only resources 
are now dangerously scarce. 
I scan my classmates sitting up straight, ready to take notes on their minicomputers, 
absorbing Mrs. Talbot's words so they can reproduce them on command. Two girls pass 
notes and giggle behind me. Another kid in the back corner hides his personal 3D device 
under his desk, scrolling over the screen. He chews white gum which is a complete violation 
of our school's code. 
It's sad, all these other kids who want to be liked, who want to fit in, who'll never challenge 
the status quo. Too insecure to trust themselves and act naturally in case they embarrass 
themselves. Why do they care? Trying to impress everyone is a waste of energy. People's 
judgements are a complete reflection of how they rate themselves. For some of these kids, 
who they really are triumphs anyone they could pretend to be. Most kids are too scared to 
deviate from the norm, in case they end up labelled the school freak. There's good news for 
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anyone labelled the school freak. School isn't real life, and we all leave one day. 
Our teacher addresses the class. "What comes to mind when you envision a healthy 
economy?" 
Mrs. Talbot asks the most peculiar questions. I raise my hand. "When consumers spend their 
money at a fast rate, the rich get richer faster. Basically, a healthy economy means there's a 
fast transfer of wealth from the working class to the multibillion-dollar corporat—" 
"Enough Bobbie! Were you paying attention when we discussed job growth and security, or 
price stability? Do you remember learning about sustainability and the stock market last 
term?" 
"Christmas is as an example of a healthy economy. That's when consumers spend more than 
two billion dollars. That's what the news reader said last Christmas." 
Mrs. Talbot's body stiffens and her face turns red. "I'm the teacher. I'd appreciate it if you 
could follow the class discussion. We have limited time to cover the class notes for this 
session. You're wasting everyone's time with these unnecessary outbursts." 
"There are basic needs for human survival, and an economic system isn't one of them," I 
protest, more to myself than my teacher. I'm not listening to her because she's not listening 
to me. It works both ways. She should really lead by example if she wants to teach kids. 
Even I know that. 
"Outside!" Mrs. Talbot raises her voice with her finger pointing towards the classroom door. 
"Come on Miss, I put my hand up. What I'm trying to say is money is a con, designed to 
enslave us to the economic system." 
"Office now, Bobbie Carter." 
It makes no sense why I'm sent to the office all the time. They may as well set up a desk for 
me in Principal Oldbag's office. Other kids speak up, but they tell the teachers what they 
want to hear. The school system rewards those who think like them and punishes those who 
think independently. Suddenly it's a crime to think for yourself and share those thoughts, 
especially if it's the truth. I'll never understand this school's policies. 
How come we're not taught how banks operate? They want everyone to borrow money and 
use credit cards. The false hopes of buying a home and the petty promise of a high paying 
job are a con for most kids. Unless, of course, Mummy or Daddy are well-connected in the 
real world. 
I have my own room next to the Principal's office. It's for the outliers, but I'm always the 
only one here. This will be my second visit today and it's not even lunch break. My 
geography teacher lost the plot when I explained how we'll suffer and die because of 
climate change. It's true but as usual, everyone else knows better. 
The office lady glances up as I glide through two swinging glass doors that catch her 
attention. Her face drops into pure disdain whenever she sees a pre-labelled troublemaker. 
"Back here again, are we?" She returns her attention to her administration desk before she 
finishes speaking. 
I keep my tired hazel eyes focused on the old worn out carpet and go straight to my room. 
I'm starting to think Mum's right. She told me to behave at school or fall through the cracks 
and be forgotten. I'm being punished for telling the truth, just like Chelsea Manning. No one 
forgot her in the end. I wouldn't dare say that to Principal Oldbag who'll expel me the first 
chance she gets. Mum would lose it because she'd have to waste money on new school 
uniforms and electronic textbooks. And I'll have to travel further to another school, with the 
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same rules, that deny the same truths. Schools are all the same. We all learn to conform the 
same way, in our same shoes and same uniforms. I wouldn't dare say that either. 
The Principal walks into my room as the bell rings. Dead grey eyes stare through me. "I 
assume you don't want to stay here during lunchtime. Especially on your first day back for 
this term." 
I would love to stay here all lunchtime. I'd rather deal with the teachers than the fake 
wannabe kids, spreading rumours about their peers. 
"I'll take your silence as agreement. I don't want to see you here again. Do you 
understand?" 
"I understand," I mimic. 
"Excuse me?" 
"Yes, Mrs. Goldberg." 
"I'll send your mother your detention slip." 
That's all I need. 
I don't see the point in sitting in detention after school. My view won't change from when 
Mrs. Talbot kicked me out of her economics class for telling the truth about the economy. 
Not enough kids think for themselves, instead they believe everything they hear in the 
school yard, on social media, or in product advertisements. Fake news and propaganda are 
their lifeline. Boys like blue and girls like pink - that's a massive PR stunt that took off. They 
couldn't believe it. That's when they realised their power to brainwash the masses. I mean, 
Santa rides a sleigh through the night sky with flying reindeer, and the tooth fairy leaves a 
gold coin donation to collect teeth to build a fairy village, right? 
Adults believe what they hear too. Apparently, climate change isn't real and there's a 
humane way to kill animals that don't want to die for food. There's no humane way to slit 
someone's throat, and if climate change isn't real, why is the planet three degrees hotter 
than last century? 
Anyway, it's definitely one of those days because when I walk outside the main office, I find 
myself directly in the path of Savanah Rigs and her mean girl followers. They're hovering 
around the courtyard, teasing my friend Oriana. Nothing new. Oriana has mastered the art 
of ignoring the Bitch Group. She plugs in her headphones and turns the music up, while 
hiding behind her natural ash-blonde hair. 
Bullies push kids to the brink of insanity, scarring them for life. Thoroughly enjoying the 
process of damaging kind spirits. They've tried everything to break me, but I just don't care 
about their mean words and groupie mentality. Self-proclaimed cool girls are so tough when 
they're in their pathetic little pack, impressing each other with how mean spirited they are. 
Get them alone and it would be a whole different story. 
"Runaway like you always do," Corrine yells after us. 
Oriana unplugs her headphones to greet me. 
"Just ignore them," we say in unison. We laugh and walk away. 
"The Nerds are in a hurry to hand in their assignments, how sweet," Savanah says, smirking 
from ear to ear. "Don't let us hold you back." 
Something thumps my shoulder blade from behind. A tennis ball lands in the bushes next to 
me. As I retrieve the ball, I see Principal Oldbag watching through two glass doors. She walks 
out of the office. "Inside you two, now." 
I swiftly throw the tennis ball away. "What, Miss?" I hold both of my palms out towards her, 
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showing my innocence. "I was giving Savanah her ball." 
Principal Oldbag maintains her death stare without blinking. 
I walk straight to my room. 
Savanah doesn't even know why she's rebelling, or what she's up against. She thinks her 
parents, the school's and society's rules are her biggest problems. What she's really fighting 
is the red tape. Conform and work a dead-end job for life, otherwise end up dead or in jail. If 
she doesn't conform to the system's rules, the system will eliminate her. 
The mean girls assume they'll be famous Hollywood actresses and singers, or social media 
influencers. They're so delusional with their grandiose sense of entitlement. They think 
they're super special, the truth is, they're actually superficial. They're convinced everyone 
wants to be them, because they're above everyone else. Anyway, it's lucky that the mean 
girls are so in love with themselves, because everyone else hates them. 
The rest of us want to be individuals. We try so hard to stand out. Truth is, we all end up the 
same. Dying our hair in bright colours, piercing different body parts, tattooing our skin in the 
most ridiculous places. Everyone's doing the same things, the exact same ways via the exact 
same means. It makes me laugh. The people who really are different don't need to try, 
they're different by default. For them, being different is a lonely burden. 
I stare at the Principal, pretending to listen. How long has she been talking? Those orange 
rimmed glasses are so unflattering on that old face. Not to mention the fact they clash with 
that brown woollen cardigan. 
The three strike rules are in play, and if I'm right, I've used them all up on one bloody day. I 
need a ten-strike rule, at the very least. I tune into Principal Oldbag's lecture. "...dismissed 
for the rest of the day. As for tomorrow, you're both suspended. Bobbie and Savanah, I 
suggest you both find a way to get along. I will not tolerate a repeat of last term. Also, 
Bobbie, I do not want to see those green shoes again. You know that's a uniform violation." 

** 

The packed, standing-room-only train stops dead in its tracks. I'd say we're squashed in like 
sardines, but even sardines don't have to put up with bad body odour and being sneezed 
on.  
Pieces of some wet, miserable graffiti fence peek through the gaps of impatient people. I 
glance over the window leading through to the next carriage. Some guy stares at me. You'd 
think Dreadlocks would be embarrassed by our awkward eye contact. But no, he's smiling at 
me, and I've missed my opportunity to stick my finger up at him for being a weirdo creep. 
He raises his hand. I look around to see if he knows someone in my carriage. No sardines 
wave back. 
I tug at my woollen beanie with my messy black hair barely covering my face. 
The train starts moving again, and I remember my dreaded walk home that waits so 
patiently. At the very least I'll have time to get my defence straight, that's if Principal Oldbag 
hasn't already stressed Mum out. The next stop is my station, so I'm about to find out. 
I push my way out of the carriage. I straighten my royal blue blazer and readjust my school 
bag. I guarantee the confused old people are still trying to decide if I'm male, female, or 
both. They look like my cats got their tongue, trying to figure out if they talk about me as a 
he or a she. I'm a ze. My gender is neutral and does not define me, for all the nosy people. 
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No one gender is superior, but simply the other half of the whole. 
As I pick up my pace along the platform, a voice calls out from behind, "Hey!" 
I keep my focus on my green Dr. Martens and sprint towards the exit. 
"Hey," the voice says again, closer this time. "You dropped this.” 
"That's not mine. My card..." Okay so my ID card isn't in my jacket pocket. 
"I saw you drop it," he says, passing me the card. 
The card recognises my fingerprints so the logo glows green. "Thanks."  
I pick up my pace towards the platform exit. 
"Do you need to be somewhere?" he asks, bemused. 
"Kind of. I mean, not really." I hold out my ID card. "Thanks for this, really." 
"What are you doing this arvo?" 
"Going home." I refuse to acknowledge him, striding beside me, uninvited. Instead, I keep 
my head down, catching his worn-out Adidas runners strolling along the platform. 
"What about social media? I'll follow you." 
I stop dead in my tracks. "I don't have social media. Mum knows everything about my life, 
and she can never know you're alive and breathing. I'm already having a lousy day." 
"What's the worst thing that would happen if you got home a little late?" 
Grounded. Lose TV rights. Clean Kelly's litter tray. After the suffocating day I've had, I let out 
a sigh. I slow my pace near the exit. I'm partially interested in escaping the chaos. 
"You really need to change direction because platform two kills all sense of adventure," the 
street kid says. 
Something about this street kid's offer is hard to refuse. "All right." 
Knowing I shouldn't go anywhere with this kid makes this even more fun. I'd love to know 
where mum's coming from half the time, maybe I need to try a little harder to understand 
her. For now, I need a break to clear my head. I follow this street kid up the ramp to 
platform one where a train waits. 
"Quick, run," he says. 
"I'm on a tight schedule," I say as we board the new train. 
"Leading you astray is the most exciting thing I've done all day."  
His wild smile assures me that he lives to break the rules. 

CHAPTER TWO 

A recorded voice speaks over the crowded train, "Now approaching Frankston Station." 
"This is us," the street kid says. 
"What?" My shoulders drop as the realisation of what I'm doing kicks in. "I would never 
agree to come to this place." 
"It's worth it. Trust me." 
This kid dinks me on the handlebars of his bike through the main streets of Frankston. 
Franga as the locals call it. Home to true Aussie bogans and some of the country's poorest. 
Unemployment and the crime rate are high here, it's the kind of poverty you're born into 
that survives for generations. 
Frankston foreshore is warm with dogs walking their owners and skateboarders dodging 
them. The toddlers are a real threat to safety with little legs that should not be 
underestimated. Some kick from the floor overtaken by tantrums, reminding me to never 
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have kids. The ocean stretches along our path with ripples of pale-yellow sand. Refreshing 
wind sails by purposefully like it has to be someplace. This is how life should be, sunny, 
simple and unpredictable. 
This street kid finds every pothole man has ever created. These metal handlebars aren't the 
comfiest, but if I'm going to get away with this, a few million bruises won't hurt. 
Cars cruise past with drivers staring straight ahead. Young mums push prams down the 
same street. They're all on autopilot, programmed like robots. I wonder what these people 
would be doing if they were free from civilisation? The people walking around the 
supermarkets are the funniest, shopping for weekly specials and the ripest tomatoes. Don't 
they know they can grow their own vegetables and have food independence? 
I reject this way of life that's actually our normal society, going through the daily motions. 
That's how you know when you're old. Tunnel vision settles around the same time life 
becomes a routine for kids, work and no play, with Christmas coming around faster each 
year. No thanks. I'm a loyal supporter of the Birth Strikers. These guys refuse to add to the 
population until our planet's safe from mass extinction. Deep down, I hope these people 
don't want kids, but anyway, good on them for finding a way to contribute to the greater 
good in a meaningful way. 
We pull up at the bottom of a hill. Fish and chips drift from across the street, overpowering 
the salty sea air. I massage my rumbling stomach while Dreadlocks chains an old worn out 
bike frame to a eucalyptus tree. Who would want to steal that rusty old thing? 
The street kid speaks without even a glance in my direction, "We're in the middle of 
Frankston. They'd take my toothbrush if it fell out of my pocket. Come on." 
The only exciting thing about this steep hill is the fact that Mum would kill me if she could 
see me right now. 
I want to share this kid's excitement. It's tough when mum's going to be fuming by the end 
of the day. It doesn't help when I say the wrong thing in class. I have good intentions, 
believe me, and I'm never coming from a bad place. Punishments don't work because I can't 
understand the teacher's point of view. The teachers at my school are way too controlling 
and I can't control my actions when I see something unjust. I must speak up, it's like I've 
suddenly developed Tourette syndrome. 
Last time I really cleared my mind was months ago. Oriana and I meditated under a shady 
tree during our lunch break. It wasn't some meditation guru guiding us to clear our chakras, 
or anything like that. It was a YouTube video. I do the same now as I breathe in fresh air and 
breathe out all the bullshit. 
Young, carefree children play along the sandbar that stretches for miles. "What is this 
place?" 
"Olivers Hill Lookout." 
Dark stones paved together support a black compass. An arrow points across the bay 
towards Melbourne, where the city lies smothered beneath a purple haze. 
He jams his camera in our face. "Selfie?" 
He's quick with his personal 3D device.  
Frowning with frustration, I reach out and push the camera away as he takes this selfie. I 
hate photos more than I hate school. 
He inspects the photo. "You're hilarious." 
"You're worse than the school photographer. Every year outside the canteen, I hold my 
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breath as the cooked onion stinks out the temporary studio. Mum wonders why I'm never 
smiling." 
"Do you ever smile?" He uploads the photo onto Instagram - #olivershill #lookout #strangars 
#melbourne #dreams 
My rumbling stomach breaks the silence which is so embarrassing. I try to hide it by asking 
the first question that comes into my head. "Is your school around here?" 
He sits up straighter to mark his achievement. "Got kicked out." 
"Why ruin your entire future from the age of fifteen?" 
"I'm sixteen. Got kicked out of school at fourteen." 
"I hate school but getting kicked out, that's real dumb. You're making life harder for 
yourself." 
He shrugs his shoulders. 
I know what I'm talking about. I have this natural ability to complicate my life; talking back 
to teachers, leaving my minicomputer in my locker so I can't finish my assignments on time, 
forgetting mum's instructions, detention. I could go on. It's a special gift I was born with. 
Mum says I'm irresponsible but it's more freedom-based than spiteful. 
"You must have been a real horror show." 
"Thanks mate." 
"That wasn't a compliment, but whatever." He can take my insult anyway he wants. "It's 
lonely being an outlier." 
"A what?" he asks with his face scrunched. 
"Outlier." How do I explain this? "Last year, in biology, outliers were excluded from the main 
test results and documented as experimental errors." 
Dreadlocks holds a small pocketknife and flicks the blade out. "Outliers must be a real 
threat." He removes white paint as he scratches his initials on the safety rail. D. B. 
"You're lucky the system eliminated you." 
This street kid laughs. "Is that what happened?" 
His future is doomed like the poor people in Frankston. I wouldn't be laughing if I was him. 
"You fell through the cracks. Now the system has forgotten you exist." 
"Who runs the system?" He offers me his pocketknife. 
I shake my head and search inside my bag, I have a red permanent marker somewhere. 
"They run the system." 
"Who's they?" 
I find my spot on the safety rails and etch my initials in red ink. B. C. "That's the billion-dollar 
question. Wherever there's power, there are psychopaths hiding in plain sight, like 
Parliament House. Do you know how parliament started?" 
Street kid yawns. "As long as your story's about psychopaths. Otherwise, you'll bore me." 
"Politics is boring on purpose so politicians can change whatever laws they like, minus 
scrutiny and accountability." 
I could draw a red heart with my initials, but romantic love is for the faint-hearted. So, I 
draw a smiley face instead, with crossbones. Death, danger, toxic, all the things evil humans 
are known for. A cross marks the mouth to silence the rebellious smiley face. 
Deke laughs at my tough, smiley face. "So how did parliament start?" 
My eyes brighten as I lean forward. I place the cap on my pen. "The King of England met 
with rich and powerful men who eventually became the House of Lords. The King ended up 
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losing his power and had to ask the parliament for money to fund his wars." 
"Let me guess... You think you can change the world," this kid has the nerve to say to me. 
I rub my forehead in disbelief. "The time for ignorance is over. At least I educate myself. 
What do you do all day, drop-kick?" 
"Whatever I want. I meet people and go on all kinds of adventures." 
"Don't you want more out of life?" I challenge him. 
He rubs his chin with his thumb and index finger. "My life is grand. I make the most of it." 
That sounds more like someone trying to convince themselves. "You can't live on the streets 
forever. Where do you sleep?" 
"Vacant buildings, factories, I even had a power nap in an empty fire station once. The fire 
pole was the best. That overnight stay turned into a wild party." 
"You can't live like that forever." 
"Until I'm eighteen, at least. Maybe then the police will stop hunting for me for the odd 
juvenile incident. Probably just petty theft or underage drinking. I'm not a drug dealer or 
underworld hitman." 
I hate school and living under my mother's strict rules, but I hate life on the streets and a 
criminal record just as much. A third alternative might suit me, but another lifestyle option 
doesn't exist. 
I don't know if this kid can be saved, he might be too far gone. "You need to turn your life 
around. How did your life come to this?" 
"Don't start feeling sorry for me. You go to school. I should feel sorry for you, but I don't." 
My eyes narrow as I cross my arms. "You don't have feelings." 
"I feel sorry for no one. There's a difference," he corrects me. 
I shake my head. "And you think that's the right attitude?" 
"Feeling sorry for people is useless, unless you don't care if you help them get away with 
bad behaviour." 
"Useless?" That's just plain stupid. "Having empathy for others is not a fundamental human 
flaw." 
Deke remains calm and lowers his voice. "Believe me, master manipulators know how to 
make you feel sorry for them. They act like victims." 
I don't understand. I gaze into the clear blue sky with depths that are never ending, 
searching for answers. "How do you tell the difference?" 
"You don't. That's why it's dangerous to feel sorry for people. Sorry syndrome it's called, 
when someone manipulates you to make you feel sorry for them. If you feel sorry for me, 
you'll make excuses for my bad behaviour." This kid's stare is intense. 
I raise my eyebrows. Maybe Dreadlocks has a point. "There's never an excuse to treat 
people badly, ever." 
After a long pause, this kid speaks freely with zero expression. "Be aware of fake victims. For 
years, I silently watched mum prey on blokes when I felt sorry for her. When I had sorry 
syndrome. Back then, I had a different stepdad every month. Real victims don't act like 
victims, they get counselling and stuff and end up stronger. Victim impersonators tear down 
the recovered victims to feel better about themselves. I might be dumb at school, but I'm 
not dumb at life." 
What am I supposed to say? I thought being raised by a stressed-out single mum was bad 
enough, but a series of fly-in-fly-out stepdads sounds worse. My shoulders drop with a sigh. 
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I rest my arms on the filthy white rails that have hundreds of graffiti names scribbled in 
them with permanent markers. I'd love to feel as calm as the ocean below. 
I find scrunched up paper in my jacket pocket. Unfolding it, I stare at the contents with a 
frown. I haven't read this in a long time.   
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I fold my note into an aeroplane and launch it off the cliff. The wind lifts the wings and my 
thoughts glide with the breeze until they descend over the water. Moments later the paper 
plane sinks, dragging my thoughts down with it. 
I break the uncomfortable silence with the first thing that comes to mind. "Guys or girls?" 
"Neither." 
"So you like people like me?" 
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"I don't mean neither as in non-binary or gender neutral. I mean I'm not attracted to guys or 
girls. I don't find one more attractive than the other. In fact, I don't find either attractive at 
all." 
Now I'm curious about this guy's intentions. "Why did you ask if I'm on Instagram?" 
"There's something about you. Something in your eyes, and I don't mean those amber 
speckles that shine like glitter. We met for a reason, you and I." 
I fight the smile as my worries evaporate into thin air, then laughing takes over. 
He laughs at me. "You thought I was trying to pick you up?" 
Relief is the gateway to internal silence. "I still think you're a creep." 
"I'd rather be a creep than a loser." 
"No offence, but you're not my type." 
The sea air reawakens my hunger. I need food before my stomach eats itself. I search my 
bag for a bruised apple or an old muesli bar that's past its expiry date. I find neither. A 
squashed chocolate bar lies at the bottom of my bag. At some stage it melted into this new 
form but stayed in one piece. I snap it and offer the street kid half. Blue eyes with amber 
streaks widen as he snatches it from my grip. 
"How calm is the water?" he asks, staring out over the ocean with a mouthful of chocolate. 
I bite my chocolate and stare into space. "I see fear." 
"Can't you swim?" 
"I fear the nuclear radiation that poisons the ocean from the Fukushima meltdown. I fear for 
whales, slaughtered by the Japanese, and I fear the ocean will be void of big fish in our 
lifetime. The Arctic ice is melting, releasing deadly methane gas. Polar bears are starving to 
death as their habitats melt away, forever. I fear for the humans taking a one-way trip to 
Mars." 
The last of his chocolate vanishes. "What's Mars got to do with the ocean?" 
"There's no ocean on Mars. There's nothing. We should stop killing our planet. Then we 
don't need to move to Mars." I lick the melted chocolate from my fingers. 
"Maybe it's someone's dream to live on Mars." 
"That's a stupid dream." All dreams are stupid. 
The street kid scowls. "What's your dream?" 
"I don't have a dream." 
"If we don't dream, what's the point of living? We may as well be dead." 
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