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​I won’t die. I won’t die. I won’t die,​​I repeated​​in my head as I stepped into the room.​

​Rows of chairs stretched endlessly across the room​​,​​several children occupying them. My sweaty palms were​

​trembling against my legs as I found a seat, the metal digging into my back. A man in the front of the room called the names of​

​children one by one to be led to a room in the back. The air felt too heavy on my shoulders, and the pit in my stomach grew.​

​Waiting for Ellie felt like more torture than waiting for The Test. And with nothing else to think about, my mind​

​wandered to the state of our world. In the past year, our world was turned upside down. It had fallen into overpopulation,​

​leading to resource shortages and environmental damage. I found out a few weeks ago when I was sitting on my couch and my​

​Dad rushed home. He cranked the volume of the TV up until it made my head pound. The red flashing words on the screen​

​were still engraved in my brain:​​The Test: Our Only​​Hope For Our Future.​​The anchor explained that all​​adults and children​

​above the age of six would be forced to take an exam based on intelligence. They were going to execute those who performed​

​poorly as they aimed to take out about five percent of the population. My heartbeat quickened just thinking about it.​

​The door I came in opened, pushing me out of my trance. My sister wandered in with puffy eyes.​

​"Ellie!" I called warmly, waving her over as her eyes searched the crowd worriedly.​

​I was scared for myself, obviously, but I was terrified for Ellie. She was the kindest person I knew, but she struggled​

​in school and had failed classes before. It was killing me that she might not make it.​

​"Kayla, are you scared? You don’t look scared," she murmured, as she took a seat next to me and hugged me close.​

​"El, I’m a little scared, but it’ll be alright," I whispered the certainty into her golden hair that smelt like lavender.​

​She turned to meet my gaze, her blue eyes grayer than usual. "What if it’s not?" A knot twisted in my stomach.​

​"Elianna Barrett,” the man announced. My fingers tensed. I gave her a nod, like it was okay to go. She rose, playing​

​with the zipper of her jacket as she walked to the front. It reminded me of the time I said goodbye to her on her first day of​

​school. Ellie wandered in lost and alone, but came home ecstatic because she made new friends. And now she might never see​

​them again. I felt useless as I watched my sister walk to what could be her death.​

​Minutes seemed like hours as I waited. My feet had fallen asleep by the time I was finally called back.​

​"Makayla Barrett," the man announced. My knees weakened as I trudged to the front of the room.​

​The man typed on his keyboard before he ordered, "After this door, go down the hall to the second door on your left."​

​My body pressed forward, sweaty palms peeling open the door. The hall was painted in white, perfect blankness​

​enveloping me. I pulled open the second door and stepped into the room. The soles of my shoes left imprints on the ground.​

​Was it symbolic? Like if I did die, at least I left a mark on this world.​

​1​



​The room felt like it was suffocating me because it was so small and cramped. In the center of the room sat a small​

​desk and chair. A tablet was propped up on the desk, shining a dim orange color.​

​"Welcome," a robotic voice echoed through the room. "Take a seat. Once you press on the screen, your test will begin.​

​First, you will be tested on your memorization, then comprehension and lastly, your problem-solving skills. Take your time."​

​My clammy finger clicked the screen and it flashed to life as I took a seat.​

​Remember the sequence.​​Words flashed across the screen​​as six different dark colors were shown. One color began to​

​flash to life, then another, then another. Four colors flashed in total: Green, Yellow, Green, Blue.​

​Repeat the sequence.​​My fingers pressed the colors​​rapidly, unsure if getting a faster time would help me or not. Then​

​I was given the sequence again with the addition of more colors. I thought about Ellie and the numerous times we played​

​memory games. If this was a major part of her test too, she would pass easily. Relief washed over me.​

​After the color tests, I was given a sequence of numbers to remember. But as my thoughts drifted to Ellie, my memory​

​started to falter. Was it supposed to be a one and I clicked a two? A three when I clicked a six?​

​My eyes were straining to stay open when I made it to my comprehension test. After I struggled through those​

​questions, I was given the problem-solving test. It consisted of mathematical and ethical questions that I answered with ease.​

​When my test concluded, the robotic voice rolled back in. "Please exit through the door to your left."​

​I stood, my feet asleep, and my legs wobbly. I felt so insignificant, being just another person that the government​

​wouldn’t care if they killed off. Adrenaline surged through me, telling me to do something. Without thinking, I grabbed the​

​tablet and threw it to the floor harshly, glass shattering by my feet. Maybe I couldn’t stop this, but I could make a statement. I​

​knocked the chair onto the tablet, and pushed the desk onto its side. I left the room in utter disarray, without looking back.​

​My palm pressed the door open to find a long hallway stretched out before me, a door at the very end. At the end of​

​this door would hold my fate. My lungs felt like they were constricting. Either I would step through it and be executed, or I​

​would be let out.​​Breathe.​​I struggled to swallow​​and started coughing rapidly. Maybe the air was already poisoning me.​

​The walk to the door seemed to never end as goosebumps danced on my skin. I pushed the door open to find a lady​

​dressed in white, with blonde hair tied back in a bun at the nape of her neck, her arms behind her back.​

​“Come in hon, and close…close the door behind you,” she stuttered. Her voice wasn’t robotic, it trembled. Her eyes​

​kept darting around and her eyebrows were lowered. Why was she scared?​

​Because she had to kill me.​

​The realization hit me like a wave, almost knocking me to the ground. I was about to run in the opposite direction, but​

​I froze when my eyes darted to the corner of the room. Ellie was smushed into the corner, arms tight around her body, tears​

​streaked down her face. My hands formed fists with rage. I ran to her side and threw my arms around her.​
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​"I thought I did good," she cried. "I thought I did…did good." Her skinny body sagged in my hold.​

​Did we both fail?​​I swung my face around to look at​​the lady. "She's just a child," I begged. Tears raced down my face​

​as I forgot about my life and tried to only save Ellie’s. "I know you have a heart in there somewhere. Please, she's just a child."​

​The lady brought her hand out from behind her, displaying a gun. I didn’t know shooting would be their method.​

​“Please,” I begged, my legs weak and my back rigid. Her fingers were trembling near the trigger.​

​“I’m sorry,” the woman whispered, as a tear rolled down her cheek. “It’s the only way.”​

​I ran at her, thinking that maybe I could knock her off balance. Maybe I could at least save Ellie. I could at least try.​

​But when I started running, the gun cracked a deafening sound. A bullet soared through the air. Time seemed to slow. I heard​

​each beat of my heart echo through my skull. Then, pain tore through my chest, searing my skin. The lady didn’t hesitate​

​before she turned towards Ellie. I didn't see what happened next, because my world tilted and then melted into darkness.​

​The bed I laid on was not comfortable, although it should have been. Fluffy blankets were wrapped around me,​

​accompanied by pillows. Memories swarmed my head when my eyes peeled open. My hand darted to the skin above my heart,​

​only to find it soft and uninjured. Was it all a dream? I hoped it was. But I could still see Ellie’s tear–stained face, and feel the​

​burning in my chest. The world around me faded into view, as I struggled to get my memories straight.​

​I was in a room, clear glass walls surrounding me. I laid atop a white bed with floral sheets. Next to me and across​

​were several identical rooms. Children were tucked into the other beds tightly.​​Were they still alive?​​My mind felt groggy as my​

​eyes landed on Ellie, peacefully asleep a few rooms down. Without thinking, I sprung out of bed and dashed into the hallway.​

​When I made it to Ellie’s door, a lady stepped in front of me, giving me a sympathetic look. “Honey,” she said. “You​

​should still be in bed.” She looked familiar and it took me a second to realize why.​​She was the one​​who shot me.​

​“No, I need to see my sister.” I gestured my hand to the girl in the bed.​

​“Oh, I’m sorry but–”​

​I took a step closer to her, unsure of what came over me. “Let. Me. In.” Being smaller than me, I knew I could easily​

​beat her in a fight. And I guess she knew that too because she quickly sidestepped, her cheeks turning pink.​

​I raced into the room and placed my fingers onto Ellie’s neck, trying to find a pulse. My mind was still trying to​

​process what happened, but all I knew was that if I was alive, she had to be alive too.​​She had to be.​​But there was no pulse. No​

​heartbeat. I pressed my ear above her mouth, trying to listen for a breath. But the dreadful sound of silence met my ear.​

​“Ellie,” my voice broke as I fell into a pile beside her. The lady still stood at the door, so I cried, “Tell me she’s alive!”​

​With tears in her eyes, the lady stuttered, “I didn’t want anyone to die…I hoped they would all be immortal.” She tried​

​to keep her composure, but she was breaking. If I just pushed her, she would spill what kind of sick Test this really was.​

​3​



​“Immortal?” I questioned, my voice rising. Rumors have spread in the last few years of immortality, but I never​

​believed them. “You better tell me what is going on! Didn’t you kill these people? Didn’t you shoot me? Why am I not dead?”​

​“We never wanted you to die, any of you.” She glanced towards Ellie, as I struggled to wrap my head around her​

​words. She shook her head, then muttered, “I shouldn’t be telling you this.”​

​“My sister is dead!” I screamed, sorrow ripping away at my insides. “I deserve to know why!”​

​The lady tilted her head as if debating to continue and said, “I did shoot you and you did die…but only for a few​

​hours. You see, this whole Test thing isn’t real.” She took a step closer, like we were friends and she wasn’t the one who shot​

​me. “It’s a way to find out who the immortals are,” she continued.​​Immortals.​​The word echoed in my brain.​​“Immortals have​

​been tested to have far better memory than the rest of the population. So The Test was never about population control. It was​

​only meant to test your memory.”​

​I froze for a second, soaking in her words that didn’t feel real. “What about Ellie?” I asked.​

​“Your sister’s memory score was exceptionally high, so we believed she was immortal. To confirm someone's​

​immortality, we have to kill them to see if they’d come back. I know it’s messed up…it was supposed to be a lethal injection,​

​but fear of resistance led us to use guns. You see, the real test was never intelligence; it was immortality. And, Makayla, you​

​passed,” she announced, like it was something I should smile at. But I think she forgot the fact that my sister failed.​

​The lady continued explaining, but all I could think about were the numerous times Ellie and I played memory games.​

​I played with Ellie everyday until she improved. I was the reason she scored so high and her lifeless body laid before me.​

​“Why? Why do you need to know who’s immortal?” I pressed through gritted teeth, silent tears ripping away at any​

​attempt I had to act demanding. My heart felt like it had been ripped to shreds. My veins were on fire with rage and anger.​

​She avoided my eyes. “I’m afraid I can’t tell you that yet. And I don’t think you’re in the right head space." My mind​

​raced to the possibilities of why we were needed. Would we be slaves, spies, or servants? "Say goodbye to your sister and​

​enjoy some rest. Life as an immortal will be anything but that.” She gave me a pointed look before leaving me to my own sobs.​

​I let the lady’s words drift away and let myself break down. It was hard to believe her, but it was also hard not to. I got​

​shot in the heart, the only explanation would be immortality, especially being that Ellie didn’t make it. And being immortal​

​should have felt like a gift, but instead it felt like a punishment. It meant I would spend my years watching everyone I ever​

​cared about die. I just never thought that the first person would be my sister and that I would be the reason she was gone.​

​All these kids would be waking up soon, finding out they were part of a lifelong sentence they didn’t ask for. A​

​lifelong sentence I would have to live without Ellie. And why did the government need us? What did they have planned? And​

​if I was forced to do it, would there be any way to get out? I used to be afraid of dying. I dreaded the thought of losing my life​

​at such a young age. But now I was terrified of living. Especially if it would be forever.​

​4​


