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Year 14  
of  

Frankie Hewett’s Journal 
 

The pages that follow are all that remain of the journal that Frankie Hewett kept. Only the first year 
of her journal survived the ravages of time, but her writings provided the healers of Healer Village 
with valuable insight about the history of their world and what life was like before the glare struck.   
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January 1 
 
Lately, I find myself thinking a lot about life before our world ended. Shoot, maybe I’m just feeling 
my own mortality since Ma died. Or maybe it’s because we’re approaching fifteen years since the glare 
struck. 
Whatever the reason, I’ve felt the need lately to document the way things were back in the Old 
Times—that’s what we’ve taken to calling the time before the glare. 
 
I want to capture what I remember for myself and for the next generation, and even for those like 
Susan’s son, who were born before the glare struck but don’t remember anything of that world. Who 
knows, maybe one day someone in the distant future will read these notes and feel the same awe I felt 
the first time I read stories written by the early settlers of the United States.  
 
Don’t expect any advice or a chronology of my days. I don’t have time for that nonsense. Shoot, I 
don’t have time for this either, but the idea has been eating at me, so I’m going to do this. And this 
day, January 1, has always been a day of new beginnings, so the timing seems right. I won’t write every 
day. I might not even write every week or month. But I’ll try to get something on paper as my legacy 
to this new world we’re creating. 
 
 

January 12 
 
I told you I wouldn’t write every day or even every week, didn’t I? But it’s raining cats and dogs today 
and I don’t have much else to do. We’ve gotten eight inches in the past few hours and I’m looking 
forward to doing nothing until it lets up. Those of us who can see don’t get many breaks, you see. 
 
It took us a couple years to build this town up in a way that worked for all of us, but we sure do have 
good lives, and I’m glad we moved everyone from the farmhouse into these bunkhouses with the 
others from the Trading Post. (My, that seems like so long ago!) 
 
Being stuck inside today reminds me of the snow days we used to have in winter. Back then, a snow 
day meant that an official somewhere would announce that the school (I worked at a university) would 
close for the day. Usually it was because there was so much snow that roads were too dangerous to 
drive on. We didn’t get snow days often, though. And actually, now that I think about it, it seems like 
we’re getting fewer than ever. We had a couple of white winters right after the glare struck, but since 
then, we seem to get more rain than anything else.  
 
Anyway, back to snow days. They were magical. Even as an adult. The snow seemed to silence the 
noise of civilization, and it would glitter when the sun came out. I used to check on the animals on 
our farm first thing and make sure their water wasn’t frozen and that they had enough feed. That first 
breath of air when I stepped outside was icy and wonderful, and I loved watching my breath create 
clouds. 
 
I would finish my chores and run back inside. Ma was usually up already, and she’d hand me a steaming 
mug of coffee. We’d stand in front of the window together and watch the snow sift down like 
powdered sugar being sieved over a cake. I sure do miss her.  
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Of course, the snow days would only last a few days and then life would return to normal. The snow 
on the roads would turn black and dirty from the cars, and everyone would grumble about the extra 
time it took to make their commutes. Shoot, I did, too. The snow just meant more work for me on 
the farm and a longer drive to and from work. But I sure couldn’t wait for another snow day, as rare 
as they were. They really were magic! 
 
 

February 14 
 
One of the things we’ve retained from the Old Times is most of the holidays and celebrations, even 
Independence Day even though it doesn’t really apply anymore. (Is there even such a thing as the 
United States of America anymore? Or England, or any Brazil, or any other country?) We need excuses 
to celebrate and distractions from life sometimes, I guess. Days like that also help us remember the 
good times.  
 
Today we celebrated one of those days. It was (is!) called Valentine’s Day. Saint Valentine was some 
priest in Rome, back in the third century AD, if I remember my history right, he arranged marriages 
at a time when they were illegal or something like that.  
 
Not that any of that had anything to do with what Valentine’s Day was like before the glare. Back 
then, for weeks—no, months—before February fourteenth, the stores would be decorated with giant 
hearts and there would be aisles and aisles of candy. More of it that you can imagine, so much that the 
air was scented with it when you strolled down the aisle. My favorite was those little cups filled with 
peanut butter. I could eat bags of those! But the candy that probably epitomized Valentine’s Day was 
chalky little candies called conversation hearts. They had words like love stamped into them, and kids 
often gave them to each other along with colorful little cards (called Valentines). The cards usually 
had silly pictures on them and love-themed word plays.  
 
It struck me today how much of those traditions we’ve retained. The bunkhouses are covered in paper 
hearts that we carefully save every year. They’ve faded a lot, even after just being out for one month 
each year. I image they’d fade even more if all the windows weren’t blocked off so those who are blind 
in the glare can see. Jenna and Maddie are the ones who thought to collect holiday decorations and 
board games during the first few years after the glare struck.  
 
Now, of course, you can’t find anything that’s paper or cardboard in the remains of the stores. It’s all 
water logged or moldy…or the mice and rats have eat it. But that tells you how smart Jenna and her 
group was if they were able to stock up on non-essentials like that.  
 
 
February 22 
 
Today was a beautiful day so I went out and harvested dandelion roots and greens; we eat the roots 
raw and cooked, but mostly we save them to roast and grind them up as a coffee substitute. It’s not 
quite the same as coffee of course, but it’s better than nothing.  
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It’s also early enough in spring that the leaves aren’t as bitter as they’ll become in a few months, but 
they’re also still very small. This time of year we’re all craving fresh food, so everyone was thrilled 
when I came back with my basket so full—at least once they stopped freaking out.  
 
It was such a nice day that I ended up walking to the road to hunt for dandelions. It’s been a long time 
since I’ve gone that way. I was surprise at how much of the road has been overgrown by weeds, even 
this early in the year. I walked along it for a while, following it to another street trying to wrap my 
mind around how different the world had become.  
 
I passed a couple of cars, their tires were gray and flat, and when I peered inside one of them, the 
interior was black with mold and there were bones in the car. I started crying, just a little, thinking of 
the stranger who’d died inside that car, probably trapped by the glare, and terrified. 
 
There was one stretch of the road though, that could have been any old country road from back in 
the Old Times—a little overgrown and quiet, but normal. It was warm enough that the sun made the 
asphalt shimmer like there was water in the distance. The tarry smell of the asphalt was stronger than 
I would have expected, but maybe that was just because my nose isn’t used to the artificial scents of 
our old society.  
 
The double yellow lines that separated the two lanes weren’t as faded as I would have guessed they’d 
be after ten years either, but shoot, with to no traffic and no wear and tear except for weather, that’s 
probably to be expected. 
 
I’d guess I walked for an hour before turning back, and of course, the place was in an uproar by then. 
Jenna was furious at me for leaving without letting anyone know where I was going. That young 
woman! I love her to pieces, and she’s matured as she’s grown up, but my goodness! When she’s 
worried, she loses all ability to think straight! Josh, of course, just says a few words to her in that slow, 
deep voice of his and she comes to her senses. She apologized to me after that, but she was right that 
I should have let someone know where I was going, so I apologized, too. All in all, it was an interesting 
day.  
 
Oh, and of course, I made sure to leave plenty of dandelion roots in the ground so we’ll be able to 
harvest flowers later in the summer for dandelion wine! 
 
 

March 3 
 
It finally feels like spring has sprung. Our chickens seem to start laying again right around the first of 
February every year, and this year was no exception, but it’s only been in the past few weeks that 
they’ve been producing more reliably. We’re finally getting a decent number of eggs each morning and 
everyone’s happy to have them.  
 
We’re going to breed the goats soon, too. I want a summer kidding this year. I’m convinced that the 
cool, wet weather last fall and winter are the reason we lost three of the kids. I think they just weren’t 
big enough to regulate their temperatures. That was sad, and it stressed us all out a little too. We were 
planning on butchering a couple of goats over the winter if our supplies got low. It all turned out okay, 
and we didn’t need to do that, but it made me realize just how far we’ve come. 



Copyright 2019 Anissa Stringer                  5 
 

 
Back in the Old Times, most people went to the grocery store for their meat (their eggs, too). Meat 
came wrapped in packages, already ground or trimmed, and almost bloodless. Of course, growing up 
on the farm, I helped my father butcher pigs, goats, and chicken. But for most people, food came 
from the grocery store and they had no idea how it got there or what happened to it before it arrived. 
Meat, dairy products, fruits, and vegetables, it didn’t matter. It just appeared for folks. 
 
And it get stranger. We all went to jobs, usually for forty or more hours a week. And every couple of 
weeks, someone would hand us a piece of paper (called a paycheck) that we’d take to a place called a 
bank. Some of us even had what was called an automatic deposit and our paychecks went straight to 
the bank without us having to do anything else. Either way, the paycheck would get deposited in the 
bank. Then we would use a small rectangle of plastic called a credit card or debit card to access our 
money from the paycheck as barter for things we wanted: clothes, food, housing, whatever. Except 
there wasn’t really any bartering—the prices were mostly set.  
 
It’s so strange how incapable of sustaining ourselves that most of us were. I shudder to think what 
the end would have been like if more people had been fighting for the canned goods and resources 
we relied on for the first few years.  
 
 

May 28 
 
The past few months have been crazy. Spring is always busy with all the planting and trying to keep 
the hungry deer away from the garden. It’s also when we tend to do repairs. Our smokehouse needed 
some work—I’m so grateful that Mary and her husband were so proactive when the glare struck. The 
instructions for building the smokehouse were ones they printed off. I didn’t know them back then, 
of course.  In fact, I never met Brian at all, but the things they printed have helped us more than once.  
That’s something I really miss from the Old Times: technology.  
 
The funny thing is, our reliance on technology changed dramatically in my lifetime alone. I learned to 
type on a manual typewriter! When I was in high school, we still submitted handwritten papers. By 
the time I became a professor, my student had to write their papers on their computer’s word 
processing program, but they didn’t even turn their papers in to me in personally. They submitted 
them through our university’s online learning environment. And I graded papers online, too.  
 
It’s funny, as I reread what I just wrote, I find myself wondering if any of this will make sense to 
anyone in fifty years or so. Will the word ‘computer’ even mean anything? How about ‘Internet’?  
 
It’s strange how things that ruled our lives have been so easily and completely abandoned. Because 
before the glare struck, technology really did rule our lives. Most of our jobs relied on computers. We 
communicated more by text and email than telephone, though those were another form of technology. 
The Internet gave us access to almost any knowledge at any time of day or night. And we could access 
the Internet through our computers, our phones, or tablets.  
 
After work, we often went home and watched television, another form of technology. We prepared 
our meals with technology too, though it was lower tech than computers. Our ovens, microwaves, 
refrigerators, and stoves ran off electricity, as did our air conditioners, heaters, and water heaters. 
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(What I wouldn’t do to be able to draw a nice hot bath at the end of a long day by simply turning a 
faucet!) We could fly across the country in a matter of hours and of course, we used cars to get 
everywhere. (We were able to continue using cars for a few years after the glare struck, but eventually 
the gas went bad and we gave up even that convenience.) 
 
Josh and a couple of others have been experimenting with some solar panels they salvaged, and they’re 
trying to work out how to make a water wheel generate electricity for us, too. We’re a long way from 
having all the power we’d like for lights, cooking, and heating, though. But maybe one day that will 
happen. Who knows. 
 
 

June 15 
 
We’ve just started harvesting the first of the blueberries from the plants Jenna planted near the cabin 
where she and Josh and the others used to live…and I’ve been dreaming of blueberry pie! It’s 
nonsense, of course. We haven’t had flour for pie crusts for years and I don’t imagine that’s something 
we’ll learn to make again for years; it’s just not a priority or a necessity. On the other hand, at least the 
obesity epidemic has disappeared! 
 
It used to be that the vast majority of people (in the United States, anyway) were overweight or obese. 
Everyone was always on a diet, whether it was a low fat, low carb, Keto (sort of like low carb on 
steroids), or low cal diet.  
 
Diet books were always best sellers, and still Americans kept getting fatter. And despite all the diets, 
the food that the “average” American ate was often processed. I am embarrassed to admit that there 
were weeks when I bought lettuce and other vegetables to make salads only to have them go bad in 
my refrigerator. (I’m shaking my head as I write this, but that’s how powerfully addictive those 
processed foods were. In fact, most people preferred them over fruits and vegetables. Now, of course, 
we’re all eager for the taste of fresh food.)  
 
On top of our poor diets, our lifestyles back then were so sedentary that we actually had to make 
ourselves exercise! We walked or ran on treadmills (machines that let you walk in place), lifted heavy 
weights, and used other contraptions just to move more (like stair climber machines and elliptical 
machines—I won’t even try to describe what those were like).  
 
It’s no wonder we all slimmed down after the glare struck. Shoot, I probably lost thirty pounds myself 
the first year or two, and I lost more when we stopped eating canned goods entirely to avoid the risk 
of food poisoning.  
 
When I look around at the people in our little town, the blind tend to be heavier and carry less muscle 
than those of us who can see, but that makes sense since they can’t get outside as easily as we can. 
And when I say “heavier,” it’s only by comparison to those of us who can see. They’re still much 
slimmer than the average person was back in the Old Times. I suppose you can consider that a win 
for humanity! 
 
 
 



Copyright 2019 Anissa Stringer                  7 
 

July 4 
 
Today is Independence Day. That used to mean picnics, fireworks (colorful explosions in the sky), 
and U.S. flags everywhere. We have decorations up as usual, since we use every holiday as a chance to 
celebrate, but I find myself wondering about this particular one.  
 
The United States (it was also called the United States of America, the U.S., the U.S.A., and America) 
doesn’t really exist anymore. Not the way we knew it.  
 
I wonder how many survivors consider themselves “Americans” anymore. And I also wonder what 
life is like in other countries. It was a long time ago now, but if I remember the news correctly from 
the day the glare struck, the people in the other hemisphere were affected by the glare first. If our 
country hadn’t seen what happened to them, would the President have ordered businesses to shut 
down when he did? If he hadn’t, life would have been much more difficult for the rest of us in those 
frightening early days. As it was, many stores were empty. That left massive amounts of resources for 
us to take freely. It also meant that thousands (millions? Billions?) of the blind died in a matter of 
weeks or months, trapped in their own homes. Of course, all those resources also led to what we 
sometimes call the year the rats took their revenge.  
 
It was Year Eight, and every year since the glare struck the rats and mice had gotten worse, but most 
of our cats (except for a few lazy buggers) kept the problem at bay here in our homegrown town. In 
the real towns and cities (built before the glare), they’d gotten out of hand. You didn’t hardly dare go 
into a store anymore. Not that you’d want to. The stink was enough to curl your nose hair.  
 
Year Eight was the year we stopped trying to salvage supplies from most stores. The funny this is that 
rodents used to be smart. Humans had never been able to eradicate them any more than we’d been 
able to eradicate cockroaches. But do you know, the rodents got dumber after the glare struck. We all 
agree that’s true. I imagine with people out of the way and access to all that easy food, they didn’t need 
to be smart anymore. But they also got bigger.  
 
The first few years we saw the mice population drop as the rats took over, and the rats were big and 
healthy looking. Fat, really. By Year Seven, it wasn’t uncommon to see one as large as a small cat—
another reason it wasn’t a good idea to go into a store. They were big enough that you had to wear 
waders to protect your legs and feet. It was getting so the cats didn’t want to tangle with them, either. 
 
And then Year Eight hit. We all have our ideas about what killed them off. Some of us think disease—
when populations gets as dense as the rat population was, diseases can spread rapidly. Some of us 
think it was starvation, that they finally ate through everything.  
 
I lean toward the starvation theory myself, and not only because the rats hit our place with a vengeance 
that year, but also because Josh and Ryan biked to a nearby town one day looking for some nails and 
other hardware. They came back with the wildest story: All the rat skeletons on the floor were picked 
clean. They even dared to peek into a grocery store. They didn’t go in for the stink, but they said the 
shelves looked bare and the floor was covered with nothing but bones and tough, scaly rat tails!  
I suppose it was to our benefit that they’d gotten so big though; they couldn’t fit into the small spaces 
they could have squeezed through a few years before. But my, we had a devil of a time with them that 
year! 
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Shoot, look at the way I’ve rambled! I started talking about Independence Day and ended up talking 
about rats. I seem to do that a lot lately, but I suppose I’m entitled to since this is my journal, right? 
 
 

August 18 
 
Oh, brother! I’ve had the worst week! I managed to break my finger trying to help fix a fence (I 
dropped a board, tried to catch it, and the board caught my finger at a strange angle instead). Two 
days later, I tripped and twisted my ankle! At least, that’s what I hope I did to it. It’s swollen and 
purple, so here it is, in the middle of our busiest time of year since everything seems to be ready to 
harvest, and I’m stuck sitting here with my foot up!  
 
Mind you, no one’s complaining, not even the other people who can see who are having to work 
harder and longer because I can’t help much. We’ve definitely got a stand-up group of people here. 
The only people who are benefiting from my injuries are Laney and her crew. That young woman had 
some pretty serious problems back when I met her, but she’s come into her own. There are situations 
where I still see the old Laney, like if a lot of us crowd into one bunkhouse and it gets a little rowdy, 
but for the most part, she’s really toughened up. Or maybe that’s a bad choice of words. She had to 
be tough to survive what she did, so maybe she’s just dealt with her demons.  
 
In any case, Ryan was teaching himself from medical textbooks before we met our doc, Danika, and 
apparently Laney was too. Anyway, a couple years back, Laney got it in her head (and she can be just 
as stubborn as her sister, Jenna) that modern medicine was only going to get us so far and we needed 
to “think outside the box.”  
 
Mind you, I agreed with her a hundred percent and I wasn’t the only one, though neither the doc nor 
Ryan were as enthusiastic. But Laney prevailed, out of sheer stubbornness and maybe because Jenna 
had her back on the topic, and we ended up amassing quite a library of alternative medical resources. 
(The timing was good, though we didn’t know it at the time. I think that happened around Year Seven 
so they probably saved a lot of books from becoming rat food.)  
 
We already had an extensive library in the bunkhouses, thanks to the resources everyone seemed to 
have collected when the glare struck, but we ended up building a separate library; we needed the rooms 
in the bunkhouse as living quarters anyway.  
 
Now, where was I going with this? Ah, that’s right. My finger and ankle. So Laney and a small crew 
of others have been learning from the doc, but they’ve also developed some formidable skills as 
herbalists. The doc says my ankle needs rest, ice, compression, and elevation. Laney and her posse 
agree, but they’ve also had me taking some herbs, and they’ve got me using a poultice on my ankle as 
well. Are they helping? I don’t know. This isn’t the first time I’ve sprained my ankle, and it probably 
won’t be my last, but it does seem like the pain is less when I’ve got the poultice on it. The swelling 
appears to be down as well. 
 
All I know is that we don’t have many drugs that are effective anymore, and without access to all the 
equipment that Doctor Danika was trained to use to diagnose and treat patients, Laney’s treatments 
certainly don’t seem any less effective than the doc’s.  
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September 13 
 
The doc says my ankle is looking good. She’s even (begrudgingly) admitted that I’ve healed faster than 
she expected given my age. Laney, to her credit, didn’t look too smug about it, though Jenna was quite 
pleased. When I teased her for looking “as pleased as Punch,” though, she gave me the strangest look 
and I had to explain the expression to her, which saddened me a little.  
 
We’ve lost so much of the old ways, which isn’t necessarily bad, but some things are worth 
remembering, even if they’re silly. Even now, our language is evolving to fit the lives we lead. Just the 
other day, I heard Jeremy and some of the other boys talking about who could finish their chores 
quickest. I heard a half dozen expressions that I realize we’ve all used at one time or another—and 
not one of them is from the Old Times. The two I remember best are faster than a herd of deer can eat 
through a garden and quicker than a rat can gnaw through a can. It’s interesting how quickly our language 
changes to reflect our lives. 
 
 

November 2 
 
Well, the good news is that my ankle and my finger are mostly healed. The ankle still twinges a little, 
but that could be arthritis just as easily as anything else, I suppose. It ached quite a bit by the end of 
the day today, but then I was up and down all morning, harvesting our sunchokes. I had a small, but 
growing patch of them at the farm, and just like they always do, when I transplanted them here, they 
spread like crazy. We’ve got so many that I decided to pull up as many as I could—there’s not much 
of a risk of killing off your food source with sunchokes. Even the smallest bit of tuber that stays in 
the ground will grow into more. 
 
Mostly, I thought I’d try a little experiment. I pulled up as many as I possibly could, and then I sorted 
through them and only replanted the smoothest tubers. The blind folks who do most of the cooking 
are going to be cursing me when they try to peel the knobby, lumpy tubers I brought them, but I want 
to see if we can selectively breed tubers that aren’t such a bear to peel.  
 
And I image I’ll hear some other complaints too. Sunchokes are delicious, but there aren’t many of us 
who can eat them without becoming seriously gassy! Maybe I should suggest we pickle them this time. 
That seems to help with the gas! I’m sure after the next few meals I won’t be the only person who can 
see in the glare who will be especially glad to be able to get outside in the fresh air! 
 
 

December 4 
 
It’s been a busy month, but we’ve done what we can to prepare for winter. It looks like it’s going to 
be another rainy one. The last few winters have been like this, very wet.  
 
Jenna and Laney used to live in Phoenix, Arizona before the glare struck, and they’ve both said this 
weather reminds them of the summer monsoons. I’m sitting out on the porch with a couple of 
blankets right now, watching as lightning strikes in the distance and thunder rumbles overhead. I lived 
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in this area all my life and I never saw rain like we’ve been having. It’s enough to make me wonder if 
our climate is changing.  
 
Back in the Old Times, climate change was a very real concern, particularly global warming. It was 
caused by burning fossil fuels (they caused the buildup of greenhouse gasses in the atmosphere). The 
Earth was warming at a rate that concerned scientists because if it warmed too much, too fast, many 
plant and animal species wouldn’t be able to adapt and might go extinct. Many already had even though 
they were protected. And yes, that was a real thing! People actually protected a lot of the animals we 
now freely kill! There were even limits on hunters for how many of each kind of animal they could 
hunt!  
 
Now, what was I talking about? That’s right, global warming. So, back in the Old Times, people were 
terribly concerned about global warming, but with so much of our population gone now and the near-
elimination of the use of fossil fuels since the glare struck, that shouldn’t be a problem anymore. So 
why does it seem like it’s getting warmer and wetter?  
 
I suppose it could just be a coincidence, and we just happen to be experiencing a few years of wetter-
than-usual weather.  
 
And it could just be my imagination that the forest is getting denser, too. But the way the rats have 
changed is not my imagination. And if they could change as rapidly as they have in my lifetime, what 
other animals have changed without us even noticing?  
 
Oh brother. I’m starting to freak myself out a little as I sit out here with a storm raging around me. 
Our world has already transformed so much. I want to believe it’s just because humans have been 
eliminated as the most influential lifeform on this planet. But what if that’s not the only reason? I 
mean, we only know for sure that the glare affected the vision of most humans. Could it have affected 
other animals differently? And what about plants that rely on sunlight for photosynthesis? Could a 
new source of energy affect them somehow? I don’t want to believe it, but it doesn’t seem beyond the 
realm of possibility. But shoot, we’re already seen enough change to last a lifetime.  
 
Well, the wind is picking up, making it hard to write, so I’m going to head inside and call it a night. 
But one last terrifying thought before I go: As much as I’d like to believe that we’ve already survived 
the worst the world can throw at us, something—call it intuition if you want—tells me we’ve only just 
begun to see our world transformed.  
 
I only hope we’re strong enough, clever enough, and resilient enough to survive what’s to come. 
Because if we aren’t, we may be the next species to go extinct.  
 

THE END 

  


