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Huge crowds of thirsty people waited in the streets holding bone-dry containers of all shapes, colors and sizes 
as they baked in the hot sun, hoping the government assistance would soon come. Many of the recipients 
experienced the burden of their parched existence as they dwelt in the dusty parking lot, some of their faces 
caked in dust. Personal hygiene was a thing of the past.  
Several hours after the pop-up announcement on everyone’s cellphones which had displayed a green 
3-dimensional female broadcaster from the waist up, four large tankers pulled up and parked in the middle of 
the street. Men in white jumpsuits with black lettering on their backs jumped out, two from each vehicle, and 
strode toward the nozzle on the sides of the tankers. 
Amanda held her baby in one arm, an empty water bottle in the other, with a 5-gallon jug at her feet. She could 
not afford the $20 a gallon monopoly that the “Water Barons” were imposing on Californians across the entire 
state, and the free water was a relief to many. She craned her neck and saw the black lettering on one of the 
guy’s backs that read “AQUA DISTRIBUTOR.” 
“Listen up! Everyone form an orderly line! No cutting, no pushing, no crowding! Lots of water here for 
everybody!” 
Fragmented lines began to form, splitting down into several lines at each tanker like the thirsty roots of a plant, 
the people themselves akin to the wilting leaves of an un-watered tree. People started filling up their containers 
one at a time at each of the four tankers. Many people were worried they wouldn’t receive their issue. The lines 
were endless. 
After about five hours, Amanda was nearing the front of the line and she shifted the baby to her right arm for 
the millionth time as the child sucked on his pacifier. She could see the boy’s lips were dry and cracked, and 
felt the roughness with her tongue on her own lips. They had no water at home, and she was also concerned 
that the water that they were about to get might be stolen from her. She personally knew many who were sick 
from the lack of water and even knew a few who had died of thirst. John from work had just passed away two 
days ago. 
She heard one of the white-jump-suited distributors who climbed the tanker to check the supply mumble 
something to his coworker before saying “We’ll need a refill.” 
A woman nearby who heard the first part but hadn’t heard the last part yelled “What do you mean we’re 
running low? Are we out of water?” 
The crowd began murmuring and before Amanda knew it, panic set in. 
Everyone was crowding around the faucet, the lines dissolving into a big mob. People were cursing at each 
other, then cutting in line, and then shoving. 
Amanda was knocked to the ground from behind and her son started crying, as the pacifier dropped from his 
mouth and onto the dirt. Fighting broke out and three of the four tankers sped away. The final Aqua Distributor 
scrambled for the remaining tanker’s passenger side door, when his brains and blood splattered the entire 
window, the body dropping to the ground. 
Women began to scream and the shooter raised his Glock pistol skyward and fired one more shot into the air. 
“I have eight more shots in this thing, who wants to die next?” 
With no one responding and no one moving, the man proceeded to dig into the pockets of the person he had 
just murdered and pulled out a ring of keys. Greg’s only care in the world was to get the last little bit of the 
water left to his pregnant wife and two small children. He climbed to the passenger side door when an old man 
grabbed him by the shoulder. “Hey wait a minute, where do you think you’re goin? We need that water.” 



Greg spun around and fired a shot into the senior citizen’s chest, blood quickly soaking his white button-up 
shirt. The shooter turned back toward the door, but a kid in his early twenties yanked him backwards, the gun 
holder hitting the dirt hard. The youth was standing over him with his fists balled, the water thief on his back 
aiming his pistol and squeezing the trigger. The bullet shot clean through the young man’s neck while another 
proceeded stomping on Greg’s head while yet another was kicking his ribs in. Some people fled, some 
screaming as he shot both attackers, and fired the last four bullets into the surrounding crowd. 
With her baby ceasing his wailing, and Amanda feeling hot blood splashing her face, she looked down to her 
horror, staring at her child, the boy limp and lifeless in her arms. 
As the man fumbled in his pocket for another clip, the large, remaining crowd converged upon him and his 
screaming soon ceased. Amanda’s would not. 
 


