
There is Future 

 

The vote wouldn’t matter for a year, but it was all anyone could talk about. Franklin 

awoke only a few minutes after his usual time. He had not set his alarm because everyone was 

off work today for the newly minted holiday. As he sat at his kitchen table with his cup of coffee, 

Franklin opened the news app on his tablet and began scrolling. “Australia Completes Vote! 

Early Polling Says…” “The Pope Declares He Will Vote…” “First Global Voting Day Is…” The 

interesting parts were always kept behind a paywall unless you were a subscriber, and Franklin 

didn’t subscribe to any news. He figured with as few articles as he regularly read, he would save 

money by just occasionally paying the dollar it cost as opposed to the $15 monthly subscription.  

He reinforced this idea today, sliding the tablet away from him without reading anything besides 

headlines. Truth told, Franklin had not read a full news article in over three months, when he 

had seen “Saudi King Ends Hold Out, Global Ascension Society Finally…” Franklin paid a 

dollar. He felt ripped off when the rest of the article was “...rises to full global control as the king 

willfully relinquishes power.”  

Franklin lamented that dollar the rest of the day. 

  

Franklin sat at his kitchen table halfway through a cup of coffee, staring out his kitchen 

window into his long and narrow backyard. There wasn’t much of anything out there except for 

the small shed where he kept his step ladder and various tools since the house didn’t feature a 

basement or garage. Thinking of his day, Franklin mostly drew a blank. He knew he needed to 

vote, but was at a loss for the rest of the day. Franklin was annoyed that his office had to be 

closed due to a mandate of the Global Ascension Society in order to help accommodate the first 

world-wide vote. He reminded himself to bring his recently issued voter ID when he went to 

vote. He had received it in the mail about a month ago with a letter explaining he would be 

unable to cast his ballot if he showed up without it, and no other form of identification would be 

valid.  

This was just another hurdle GAS had to jump through. In their efforts to get the initiative 

off the ground, they had to create the first ever global day of voting, as they rose to be the de 

facto political group of the world. Their members shrugged off the complaints of what little 

opposition there was and said it was all worth the headaches. Franklin didn’t care about the 

headaches, they were not his headaches to have. All he had to do was vote.  

Franklin finished the last mouthful of coffee, leaving the mug on the table. 

 

Franklin walked into his bedroom and got dressed, brushed his teeth, and put on a hat. 

He usually wore a hat to cover his balding head; it just made him feel a little better. He plucked 

his wallet and keys from the table, along with the voter ID that he had placed on top of his wallet 

the previous night as a safety against forgetfulness, then walked out the front door. Franklin’s 

normally quiet street was busy, not bustling, but there were a handful of people. Franklin lived in 

town, so he planned to walk the few blocks to the high school gymnasium housing the vote. 

Plus it was a nice day, good for strolls.  

While he was walking, Franklin noted again that most of the houses had political signs in 

their yards or in the windows of their houses. It seemed most of the cars on his street even had 

GAS bumper stickers, a bold proclamation of support since those don’t peel off so well. All were 



written in the well-known GAS red, a color they had practically come to own. Some signs and 

stickers were nearly unreadable, words burned or washed away by months of sun and rain. 

Nearly all of the signs wore the GAS logo like a horse-collar, various party slogans taking up the 

body of the sign. “It’s Too Broken!” and “Give It Up, Ascend!” seemed to be the most popular. 

Walking by one house, Franklin accidentally made eye contact with a man smoking a cigarette 

on his porch. 

“I hope you’re walking over to give up the ghost, friend!” the smoking man shouted with a 

smile at Franklin.  

Franklin dipped his head down and gave a quick wave. A few blocks later Franklin saw a 

house with a full-sized piece of plywood painted white and staked into the ground. In hand 

lettered green was “WE ARE WORTH THE FIGHT, YOU ARE WORTH THE FIGHT, THERE IS 

STILL A FUTURE!” Franklin chuckled to himself at the last line.  

There’s always a future, it’s just what is in it that changes. 

 

The polling station was a zoo of voters, officials, police, and news crews; a real shitshow 

in other words. Franklin found his place at the end of the line, nearly two blocks away from the 

gymnasium, then realized why everyone had the day off. As the line lurched along, he was able 

to hear all the various people talking, all their words blending together into a loud hum. A 

reporter made her way to line. Franklin hoped she did not approach him and felt relief when he 

saw her go to a man in front of him in line. 

“Ursula Hadding, CBN 16, what are your thoughts on the vote today?” 

“I think this is the greatest thing to happen in human history. We all finally found 

something to unite us under, ya know?” Franklin heard the young man in a hat colored GAS red, 

with a microphone in his face answer. 

“Do you know how you’ll be voting today, sir?” Ursula Hadding, CBN 16 asked the same 

man. 

“Hell yeah! I’m voting yes. Give it up, Ascend!” The young man punched his fist into the 

air. Most of the crowd cheered. Ursula Hadding nodded to her cameraman, and they both went 

away from the line. 

Franklin was nearly in the building when he caught sight of Ursula Hadding interviewing 

a regionally well-known GAS official; the kind that has framed photos shaking hands with the 

GAS bigwigs, maybe one with them teeing off at a golf course. 

“...are obviously wrong. I know people like to say that our whole platform is based on 

being lazy, of not wanting to really solve anything. ‘Global Apathetic Society’ ha-ha. We get it. 

We all see what you did there. Who is laughing now? Do you see what we’re doing here? What 

we’re doing all over the globe? Look at all these people that have shown up here today. This is 

people rising up, and collectively saying one thing with their many voices, that this is absolutely 

a solution, and the one that they want. Look at so many voices being heard that our opponents 

couldn’t even get to come out of their houses. Japan had a 98% voter turnout rate. That is 

almost a 40% increase of their average, and that isn’t even our highest turnout. We are a global 

phenomenon unlike…” His voice fell out of range as Franklin entered the building. 

Inside was a tightly packed rat maze of a queue. The hum of outside was gone, instead 

replaced by the hum of the overhead fluorescent lighting turning everyone's face gray. Franklin 

felt like he was standing in line at a funeral home, waiting to greet the grieving family; a funeral 



where he did not know the deceased very well and was undecided on even showing up for the 

calling hours before he did.  With every turn in the maze Franklin would sweep his eyes over the 

great gray masses.  

 

“Isn’t this depressing,” he heard quietly in his ear from a lilac scent coming over his 

shoulder. 

“Excuse me?” Franklin turned a quarter to see the face of the lilac behind him in line; a 

slightly younger woman, dark hair, dark eyes, anyone to be passed in the aisle of a grocery 

store. 

 “I said this is depressing. This light, this queue...this vote. You don’t find it depressing?” 

The corner of her mouth lifted with her shoulders and hands. It is too late in the year for lilacs. 

 “Yeah. It is kind of depressing,” Franklin said turning away from her a bit, more forward 

facing. “Lots of things are depressing though, I suppose.”  

“So where do you fall on this?” Lilacs moved around to see the side of his face. He felt 

the rats in the maze turn their eyes and ears toward them. 

“I, uh,” he breathed heavily out his nose to push the flowers out. “I don’t really want to 

talk about it. I’m just, I’m here, I’m doing my part. It seems...seems...these are private for a 

reason.” 

 “That’s fair. Lots of hardliners out these days.” She wilted slightly. “I just feel so awful. 

Don’t you?” 

 “About what?” 

 “About all the things to be missed. Just everything I suppose. Have you ever seen a 

mountain? Like a real mountain, not in a book, but like snow capped, red rocked, whatever?” 

 “No. I haven’t, not really. I’ve seen, well, I guess I’ve seen very large hills. My 

grandfather used to take me hunting in the foothills of the Adirondacks, but we never went to the 

real mountains.” 

 “So you’ve only seen the very smallest toe of a mountain?” 

“Yeah. Yeah, I guess.” Franklin wondered if a lilac can grow on a mountain, wondered if 

this was the last time to ever smell a lilac. 

“Do you want me to tell you what a mountain is like in person?” 

“Sure.” 

“It’s really tall, and you feel really small, and it is strange that rocks can do that.”  

“What? I’m sorry...that just, that is not how I would think someone would describe a 

mountain.” 

“Well, wouldn’t you like to know how to describe one yourself?” Her eyes bloomed as her 

mouth pulled into a tight straight line. 

 

 At the front of the line, Franklin handed a volunteer his ID to verify who he was. Another 

volunteer escorted him over to one of the large partitioned voting booths. The volunteer had a 

large plastic device that looked similar to a Nintendo game cartridge. She chunked the device 

into a slot on the face of the machine and it hummed to life, a large touch screen waking up. 

The volunteer left as Franklin quietly thanked her. When the machine finally ended its booting 

process the issue of the day was laid out on the screen. 

 



GLOBAL INITIATIVE I.I: HUMANKIND 

 

AS PROPOSED BY THE GLOBAL ASCENSION SOCIETY THIS INITIATIVE CALLS FOR AN 

EXERCISED MASS EXTINCTION OF HUMANITY. SHOULD THIS INITIATIVE RECEIVE THE 

REQUISITE NINETY PERCENT (90)% GLOBAL VOTER APPROVAL, HUMANITY WILL BE 

EXTERMINATED ONE (1) YEAR POST DATE ON (AUGUST 23, 2034) AT (MIDNIGHT) AS 

DETERMINED BY THE COORDINATED UNIVERSAL TIME. THE MEANS ARE THROUGH A 

SPECIALIZED NERVE AGENT THAT WILL BE HOUSED IN WORLD WIDE POSITIONS TO 

FULFILL THE DUTY THEREOF. A VOTE OF YES IS IN THE AFFIRMATIVE OF THIS 

INITIATIVE, A VOTE OF NO IS IN OPPOSITION OF THIS INITIATIVE. 

 

Two boxes located at the bottom of the screen had the respective “YES” and “NO.” 

Franklin pushed his index finger into the circle next to his vote, which created a comical green 

check mark next to his choice.  A large red button appeared on the screen after this reading 

“SUBMIT BALLOT” and flashed at him a couple of times. 

 

Back at his house Franklin was having another cup of coffee. His mind briefly drifted 

back to the woman in line. He wondered if she lived in the house with the hand-painted sign, 

going out to toss her pebble of a vote at the tsunami of opposition. Franklin focused his eyes on 

the shed in his backyard. He took a drink of his coffee then left it on the table, a little less than 

half full, then walked to the shed. After pulling the battered wooden door open, he hoisted the 

step ladder up and carried it over to the back door of the house. It was not large, just 6 feet, but 

it got his jobs done. He climbed the ladder to make sure his starting point was good. He thought 

of mountains seen in pictures, in videos, wide, tall, clear, absent of everyone. 

 Franklin walked back into his shed to grab a crate full of miscellaneous belongings. 

After rummaging around, pulling some rope from the crate to get it out of the way, a rusting can 

of WD-40, some rat poison, various hand tools, he found his gloves. Climbing the ladder again 

Franklin began to clean his gutters. Slowly working his way around the house, he went about 

throwing the sticks and muck of decaying leaves onto the ground. Occasionally he thought he 

caught a sweet purple smell on the wind. Completing the gutters, he returned the ladder and 

crate back to the shed before grabbing his rake. Franklin did another lap around the house, 

raking up the sticks and muck of decaying leaves into small piles, scooping them up into a yard 

waste bag. Franklin returned to his kitchen and washed his hands with vaguely floral scented 

soap.  

Franklin thought about dinner. He decided making a sauce for pasta would be good for 

the night. He could take his time with it, get a many houred simmer on it. Plus it would leave him 

leftovers for most of the remaining week, maybe even longer if he froze some of the sauce. 

Opening his pantry, he pulled out two 28-ounce cans of tomatoes, placing them on the counter 

before pulling a large pot out of a cupboard. Connecting the first of the two cans to the 

automatic can opener, he picked up his chopping knife. He set the knife back down as Lilac 

crept back to his mind.  

He picked up his tablet, searched for pictures of mountains. Any mountain, all 

mountains. The first can of tomatoes clicked, saying “open”. Putting his tablet down he placed 

the second in the opener, then looked at the mountains on his tablet again. The second can 



clicked. From his freezer, Franklin pulled out a half pound of shrink-wrapped hamburger from 

the grocer, placed it under a cold tap to thaw. He planned to cook it later in the evening, adding 

it after the sauce had been simmering a while. From the fridge he removed a large white onion. 

He cut the top off, peeled the first layer, then sliced the onion in half. Franklin began to chop the 

first of the halves, his mind full of purple mountains. 

  

His grandfather had taken him rabbit hunting that winter, on the snowy Adirondack 

foothills. He remembered very little except for the exhilaration of shooting a gun and crying while 

skinning and field dressing the dead rabbit. He ran the knife he had received his previous 

birthday down the spine of the rabbit, splitting the fur. The tingle of tears grew in his nose. In 

one solid yank, Franklin’s grandfather removed the fur from hind to neck, then severed the 

head, removing the hanging cape of fur with the head. His grandfather told him to place the 

naked, decapitated rabbit’s back against the ground to more safely push the birthday knife into 

the belly, between the back legs. Feeling the bladder pop says the knife is deep enough. The 

blood bubbled around the knife, spilling over to turn the white ground red. Franklin reached in 

the rabbit, his hand felt the most warm it had been in hours as he pulled steaming guts through 

the fresh gash of an incision. Dropping them at his feet, Franklin felt the tears and rubbed them 

from his eyes, smearing the rapidly cooling blood across his face. He choked on his breath, 

smeared more blood under his nose and across his mouth while wiping the snot from his nose. 

His grandfather said nothing except instruction until the rabbit was empty. Once the dressing 

was complete, Franklin’s grandfather placed the hollow rabbit into the back pouch of Franklin's 

hunting vest, giving him the task of carrying the kill; a burden of feeling the heat slowly fade. His 

grandfather told him to clean his face with snow as he threw the head and fur into the foothills, 

then never took Franklin hunting again. 

Cutting the onion, Franklin noted it was not particularly potent. He hoped the flavor 

would come through as his eyes watered. He wiped the tears away before opening the window 

above the sink with a clunk, the sound causing a rabbit to run from under his shed.  

  

 


