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TEN  O ’CLOCK  CURFEW NOW IN  EFFECT ;  V IRUS  SPREADING  
Due to the recent spread of an unknown virus, the US government has 

issued a statement suggesting all counties of the Midwest area of 

the United States impose a nightly curfew. No person is to leave 

his home after 10 PM, and it is highly recommended not to be on the 

streets after dark due to risk of exposure. Local authorities will 

fine any citizens found violating this curfew. Little is currently 

known about the virus except that it emerged in many cities 

throughout the Midwest simultaneously. While not thought to be 

fatal, the virus is spreading rapidly and no current treatment 

exists. Symptoms include entering a severe (Continued on page 3...) 

 I tossed the paper onto the kitchen table.  I didn’t need to keep reading.  I already 

knew what happened to people who caught the Haze.  The government may think their 

news is informative to us, but we know a lot more about it than they’ve released. 

“Were there any pictures this time?!” my little brother, Isaac, asked excitedly, 

reaching for the article. 

“You know there aren’t pictures,” I reminded him.  “They won’t tell us anything.” 

“But when am I gonna get to see one of them?” he groaned, flipping through every 

page to be sure I was telling the truth.  “Hey! There’s a town curfew now?” 

“Yeah.  They don’t want us running into the infected street-walkers,” I said.  “As if 

we don’t have common sense.”  Our city was the first to get the virus.  When it surfaced, 

the people who had it started leaving their houses at night and wandered around the city in 

a sleep-like state.  When they’d wake up in the morning on a park bench or in an alley, 

they’d claim to have no idea how they’d gotten there.  At first it was only a few, and they 

were almost immediately taken away – probably to some treatment facility or 
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experimental lab – but now the Haze is infecting more people than the authorities can keep 

up with.  It’s far worse here than anywhere, so maybe the news is helpful in some places.  

“You want some pancakes?” I asked, taking the mix out of the cupboard.  

“Andrew is coming over, and I promised him breakfast.” 

“Ewww! I don’t want to hang out with you and your boyfriend,” Isaac complained, 

in mock disgust.  “Besides it’s time for lunch, not breakfast.”  

“Maybe you eat lunch at eleven at school, but it’s summer now.  Learn to sleep in, 

dork.”  I had just gotten back from college a month ago, but Isaac’s elementary school 

hadn’t let out until last week.  He was still in the habit of getting up early. 

I just finished the batch of pancakes when Andrew knocked on the door.  Isaac 

practically knocked him over, sprinting past to go play soccer with the neighbor kids and 

get away from us.  I set the island counter with two plates of near perfect pancakes and 

walked over to greet Andrew.   

“Hey, Catie.”  He smiled, pulling me in by the waist for a kiss.  “Smells great.” 

“How’s your mom?”  She was in the hospital for some sort of heart issue. 

“I just saw her.”  He gave a noncommittal shrug and took a seat on one of the 

stools.  “She’s… the same.” 

“You can take off your sunglasses you know,” I teased, reaching to remove his 

black Ray Bans.  He almost recoiled from me, so I let my hand drop mid-reach. 

“I don’t know why but my eyes are really sensitive lately,” he explained, slowly 

removing the shades and squinting.  The whites of his eyes were a little bloodshot and 

irritated.  “And no, I’m not high,” he assured me, before I could even think to ask.  “I 

think I’m allergic to something.” 
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I offered him eye drops, but he said they wouldn’t help.  So we finished our 

breakfast and moved to the living room sofa.  We had planned to watch some old scary 

movies, but soon enough we were tangled on the couch.   

My fingers wove through his dark hair as we kissed and pressed ourselves closer 

together.  His lips made their way down my neck, then towards my chest, when he paused. 

“Are you wearing new perfume?” he asked, inhaling the scent of my skin. 

“Um, no,” I laughed.  “I’m not wearing any at all.” 

“Weird,” he said, continuing to sniff me.  “You smell really good.” 

“Hey guys, I’m home!” my mom called, her keys jingling as she came in the 

kitchen door.  “And you made pancakes!” 

Andrew and I immediately composed ourselves into a more casual pose – his arm 

around my shoulder and me leaning on him a little – and pretended to watch the movie. 

“We’re in here,” I called, “but help yourself.  They’re chocolate chip!” 

“Oh! Hi, Andrew,” she said, surprised to see him when she was expecting her ten-

year-old son.  She was eating a pancake directly from her hands, as if it were a sandwich.  

She still had on her work uniform and nametag. 

“Isaac went to the Johnsons.  Did you not see him outside in the yard?” I asked. 

“I must have missed him,” she said.  “I’m so tired I can barely stand.” 

“Yeah, weren’t you supposed to be back at like seven this morning?” She works 

the night shift at the casino but is usually back before I wake up.  I hadn’t really thought 

anything of it because she’s always running some sort of odd errand. 

“We had a problem with one of the customers,” she sighed.  “The Haze.” 

“What happened? And did you hear about the curfew?” 
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“Oh, we heard about it alright.  The owners of the casino don’t want to close down 

at night.  It’s when they make the most money,” she explained, between bites.  “They 

think they can stay open if they enforce some rules.  Like… if people stay until it’s dark, 

then they can’t leave until it’s light.  Or they’re thinking of arranging special 

transportation.” 

“But what about the customer with the Haze?” I asked. 

“Oh yeah,” she said, her eyes widening.  “He bit someone!” 


