Dear Diary,
Today I got to go to the Outside for the first time. Mom said that, because it’s my 15th birthday, I
should have a chance to see what’s out there, even though the insulated suits, filtration masks,
oxygen tanks, and everything else cost a lot. I was a little nervous about going without my
parents, but we found a relatively knowledgeable guide to take me. It took so long to climb up to
the surface and I had to put on a ton of heavy gear before we could leave the airlock. It felt like I
was carrying an elephant on my back. At least, that’s how I imagine it would feel to carry an
elephant. I’ve never actually been close to one, or even seen one. No one has in over a century.
I learned in World History class about the Outside. About what happened after we hit the crucial
tipping point and the world spiraled into tsunamis and infernos. How my ancestors, all of our
ancestors, poisoned the air and the water and the creatures until there was nothing left to guzzle
up. After that, some people stayed up above. They adapted to various regions of the writhing
Earth, and diverged to fill their own niches. The selection pressure was so intense that the
generation length shortened, evolution was rapid, and speciation took place in a matter of
decades. I learned about that in Biology. Missions to the Outside have brought us substantial
information, but there’s a lot that we still don’t know. We Humans live in the Earth’s crust, in the
soil that used to be rich and fertile but is now cracked, barren and desiccated. Technology is all
we know, all we need. That’s what I believed until today.
Today I ventured Outside, and it was hard to see. The air was choked with dust and carbon
dioxide, and we could barely make out the silhouettes of the small, fuzzy humanoids that we
know as Igneans. They branched off from the Human species to live in the dry, scorching,
polluted climate of what used to be the Midwestern United States and, presumably, other places
around the world. We don’t know exactly where yet, because ocean travel is currently too
difficult to explore any further than this continent. Even the seas where the Great Lakes used to
be are inhospitable, especially for the Igneans. They’re extremophilic and require carbon dioxide
to survive rather than oxygen. They’ve shrunk to maximize surface area relative to body mass, so
that their fuzzy coats will protect them more effectively. The fluff that clings to them insulates
them from the extreme heat of their surroundings, and is actually composed of bacteria with
which the Igneans have a symbiotic relationship. It’s crazy to me how a faction of humans just
split off and managed to make a life for themselves among the ruins of cities, managed to breathe
in an atmosphere filled with the poisonous exhalations of industry.
As we progressed, my guide stopped suddenly to point out a flock of Ceruleans traveling
overhead. Another species descended from Humans, they took to the skies after evolving frail
bones, light, insulating fur, and powerful, batlike wings. They nest in areas of high elevation,
where the air is still clean. They require little oxygen, but it occurred to me that their days are
numbered. Already, their populations have been declining, individuals dropping out of the air left

and right, doomed to be eviscerated by the scavenging Igneans down below. These creatures
have evolved to survive in a world that seems to want them dead, but they haven’t yet given up
oxygen in favor of carbon dioxide, and clinging to that vestige of Humanity could very well be
their downfall. The Ceruleans are running out of air. As I watched them gasp for breath, it
occurred to me that Humans are, too. Our air filtration technology is no match for the thickly
polluted atmosphere, and it’s unlikely that we’ll be able to get it up to speed before all of our
lungs collapse, crushed under mountains of carbon.
As we were nearing the end of our journey, we stopped at the edge of the floodwaters to observe
the Aquarians that dwell there. Much like the whales that used to populate these depths, they
managed to make the transition from terrestrial to aquatic. Their legs fused together into strong
fins with webbed flippers at the end. They depend primarily on carbon dioxide to fuel their
cellular functions, like the Igneans, but they draw it in through blowholes on their backs. Oh, and
they lost their eyelids along the way. They don’t need them anymore as they only surface in
order to breathe or capture a wayward explorer. I had to be tethered to the shore in case of that
happening. Aquarians are larger than Humans due to abyssal gigantism. In the seas that have
swallowed most of the coastal United States, they have abundant room to expand. The oceans are
polluted or eutrophied in most areas, but pockets of clean water exist. They’re the only
environments we know of where non-Human-descended life is still thriving.
When I got back home, I couldn’t stop thinking about how we Humans are the only ones who
still don’t cooperate with nature. Even when the world has descended into chaos, life manages to
persist, but all of our days are numbered. The longevity of our species has been capped. By
relying solely on non-renewable resources, we’ve dug our own grave and laid in it. I mean, we’re
naked, weak, and vulnerable on a planet that no longer cares about us. Above our heads, the
skies are filled with Ceruleans, and the seas below are brimming with Aquarians. Igneans walk
the smoky Earth, and they all seem more content than Humans. All we ever do is expand,
expand, expand until we have nowhere left to go. Even then, we won’t be satisfied. By refusing
to cooperate with Mother Earth, we’ve been denied her bounty. By violating her, we’ve been shut
out. Now all we have to do is huddle in the crust and wait for our time to run out.
Anyway, I have to go do my homework and stuff. Bye, Diary!

