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I awoke to a sense of hopeless anticipation. Not that I was anticipating the overbearing feeling of hopelessness as soon as I woke up from my required rest of course. Instead, I never let go of the thin rope of hope I had that gave me the motivation to wake up the next day and try a different method to escape from this wretched place.

Right as the hour hand struck 12, the beeping sounds of the machines screwed down beside each test subject's bed would grow louder indicating that it was the start of a new physical exam. The machine would usually scan the state of our body ensuring that we would be strong enough to go through the day’s extreme schedule usually packed with training exercises. The beeping noises the machines emitted would go on for ages, sometimes even driving the guards insane as they tossed their alcohol bottles towards the metal door separating them from us. This was a daily routine. Nothing new, nothing to be fazed about.

I turned my head towards the machine on the right side of my bed. The black glass panel on its body gave me a clear view of my puny body and my sunken cheeks that stuck onto my cheekbones. I had grey hair that rested on my shoulder bones and had lifeless grey pupils that would stare back at me whenever I looked into the black glass panel. I hated my appearance. I hated the very thought of my existence. My eyes scanned the room around me and I gave a soulless chuckle. It seems like everybody has lost hope and is just waiting for the day their bodies eventually break down or they get killed by other test subjects.

All of us lying on the beds with unreadable expressions had two things in common. One, all of us had either physical abilities or elemental abilities. Two, we were all being experimented on against our wills. It may seem like a fantasy, a foolish dream of a child as of one who dreams to become a princess one day, but all of this is a reality for us in Camp H. H, it's the eighth letter of the alphabet meaning that there is a possibility that there are 25 other camps produced or even worse, more than that.

Thinking about these camps makes me grimace. The nuclear explosion of a few power plants spread around the globe that happened four years ago had polluted the air greatly and somehow was infused with our cells in our blood impairing some from the ability to breathe and some from the ability to think. Despite those misfortunes, there was a group discovered which was given a boost to their physical state and some the ability to control mana and order elemental elements to serve under them.

In camp H, devices that looked like frameless glasses were one of the things that we always had to keep on us to ensure the safety of our lives. I’ve figured out the secret to these glasses through physical means whenever I talk to the guards. Well, whenever I got the chance to of course. These so-called frameless glasses were very similar to surveillance cameras. Apart from monitoring our every move, it has the ability to record down the status of the ones wearing it. A guard of a higher status would be able to take these glasses from us and plug them into a machine I would like to call the ruthless executioner. This machine would label those that do not meet the quota as weak and simply send out the order to the guards to get rid of the person as if life was something to be taken lightly.

Throughout my time in this camp, I began to realize these guards had a microchip behind their ears that could control them via access from the ruthless executioner. Putting all these thoughts aside, I had to prepare myself, to protect myself for today’s combat training. I am a person who can control the water element at will. Considering how this place runs on technology, with enough practice I may be able to destroy the items here and break free with everyone to the next camp as if we were refugees but instead of seeking shelter, break out those in the other camps as well.

One thing I’ve never been able to find out is why we have to go through all this. The beeping noises stopped giving us the cue that it was time for combat training. As soon as I stepped foot onto the dry and cracked ground, I could feel the murderous intent of those watching us in their sheltered glass sections installed at the top sides of the field. It was like a game for them but this is our life. Those onlookers wore lab coats like scientists and always had grim expressions on their faces as they took down notes on the clipboards that they hung onto for life. No one ever found out what they took down on those clipboards nor why they took it down.

The blowing of the horn symbolized the start of the ‘game’. One by one everyone came charging towards one another, some with stones and some with wooden branches. It only took less than a minute before the field started smelling like iron with a sweet scent of death. A body flopped on the ground beside me and blood started oozing out from its skull. I looked away and instead focused my attention on the view that began unfolding in front of me. Like me, some refused to fight. Some gave up their life without even putting up a fight while some just defended themselves and were not keen on going towards a more offensive approach.

When push comes to shove I would manipulate the sweat of those that were close to attacking me and push it back into their bodies which gives them a shocking amount of pain and makes them kneel on the ground in agony. Unlike the ruthless executioner, I am not a machine. I had thoughts and a brain. This gave me the upper hand in granting mercy to others and not dance around with death.

Another blow of the horn signaled the end of the ‘game’. Looking around, there were hardly any standing bodies anymore. I shrugged it off and took steps towards the containment box which was our meal place. My footsteps were covered in sticky mud mixed with blood which made a squelching sound whenever I moved forward. I paid no mind to it and carried on into the containment field.

Today’s meal was corn, stale bread, and wires. Never in my life would I ever resolve to eating wires until I was thrown into this camp. The wires were not appetizing at all, no different from the other components of today’s meal. As if the guards and machines above them had an ill intent to kill us, the wires they fed us were only brown wires or also known as live wires. Based on my previous education, I remembered that if these brown wires were to be exposed in a circuit, it would give the person touching it an electric shock which may lead to death. All the guards had an odd belief that they had to worship machines or another nuclear power plant explosion would happen again. I found it amusing and sort of irritating as there wouldn’t be a possibility of these so-called intelligent technologies taking over our lives if it wasn’t for their creation in the first place. I gobbled up my meal and looked at the other test subjects.

In the past, we made a code where we had to tap our plates three times if there was an issue regarding an escape plan. Then, those on the further half of the table would be required to pay attention to not make it too obvious. I tapped the bottom of my plate with my spoon and looked at them nonchalantly waiting for some of their attention. With extreme caution, I pulled out a slice of bread from underneath my shirt that was secured by my belt. It wasn’t just any slice of bread it was one with carefully poked out braille writings which I’ve learned and shared my knowledge with the rest before.

The slice was passed to each test subject one by one and felt with extreme caution and care. Once it made it back to me I breathed a sigh of relief and cleared my throat indicating that this plan will be followed out strictly. After our mealtime was over we made it back to the room with the beds and machines. Now the room looked much emptier than it was before as the beds of the deceased were already disposed of or transferred to another department. The machines stayed as it was screwed to the ground.

Once the outside of the door which had the guards began to quieten down, I took off my glasses and purposely dropped them on the ground. I sprung onto my feet and kicked the glasses to the corner furthest away from the metal door. Everyone else followed suit and we huddled together preparing ourselves for what is to come ahead. One of the other test subjects found out that if these glasses were to be placed too close to one another, its connection to the ruthless executioner would become unstable forcing it to stop functioning. We confirmed the plan with each other once more as hoarse voices overlapped one another with a hint of panic in their tones. 

This time unlike the rest I was determined to break us out of the place as I did not want to bear another loss of life while I stood idly by and watched. With my best words of encouragement, we proceeded with what was planned beforehand. Those who were able to control water elements followed my lead and we conjured up everyone’s sweat into a big ball of water and sent it up to the vent opening above us. Those who could control fire raised the temperature of the ball of water hot enough to melt the vent gate. Next, those who could control earth elements like the ground raised us up to the mouth of the vent and slowly we crawled into the vent.

This to me already tasted like a sweet victory but I shook off that feeling and began the crawl towards the control room. Thanks to the multiple failed attempts before this I was able to scout in the vents and find the correct vent that would lead us to the control room. A smile crept up my face as I realized that we’ve reached the right vent. I threw up hand signals towards the rest and it seems like they may have understood the message I was trying to relay to them.

If they followed my plan closely we would be able to take down anyone that would be a bother to us in the room below. I raised my fingers slowly, opening them according to the numbers. By the time I opened my third finger I kicked down the vent below and with the aid of the earth elementalist, I slid down the mountain of mud along with the rest. In one clean sweep, those physically boosted did multiple flips to take down the guards and the different elementalists aided them according to plan which enabled us to dispose of the guards easily.

It was amusing to see some of the scientists try to defend themselves in a vulnerable fashion. They used the clipboards they always clung to and smacked anything in their way be it the guards or my fellow elementalists. The perfect word to describe them would be ‘Pathetic’. It was easier to take down the scientists as it seems like the only thing that grew during the nuclear explosion from back then was the thickness of their glasses and not their sense of humanity nor logic. I barely batted my eyelashes towards them just like how they would only take simple glances at us while we were out in what feels like a battlefield pleading and fighting for our lives.

With the obstacles out of the way, we made our way to the ruthless executioner and stood in front of it with our hearts racing excitedly. We nodded to each other and proceeded to perform our second last act for freedom. Everyone went to the side of the wall and began letting loose the fluids in their body. The place began to reek and I tried my best not to gag as I too carried out the plan. 

The water elementalists along with me used up our best efforts to gather up all the fluids present in the room which mostly included the blood and sweat of the guards and scientists in the room. As well as us, the test subjects’ micturition. In a big ball of flashing orange fluid, we led it to the ruthless executioner as all of us stepped back. With a simple nod towards one another, we let go of the ball and ran as far as we could from the machine. With its now disordered and disgusting look, it began to look less like its name and more of what someone would call trash.

The machine gave off a zapping screech as the lights of the whole camp began to die down one by one. As a precautionary measure, the fire elementalists all shot small fireballs towards it as we ran towards the exit. Would this count as freedom? That thought crossed my mind as flames from the control room began to engulf the hallways with anger licking the walls and leaving burn marks in its place. We continued running and left the camp in a state of exhaustion.

We looked at one another with promising smiles and headed toward the car park breaking into multiple cars trying to see which naive guard or scientist could’ve possibly left their key in their cars. After a few hurried attempts, we managed to find one which allowed all of us to fit since there were only 14 of us left after this morning’s combat training. It was squeezy but we had to adapt to it as it was our ticket to the outside. I looked at those around me in the car and patted my chest knowing we had each other and I might just consider them as my family after all.

Not forgetting our goal after this, our oldest test subject member drove towards abandoned infrastructures allowing us to rest and plan ahead for what is to come. Remembering our desperation as we ran out of the building engulfed in flames and our newfound relief laced with anger makes me feel as though we might just break out into a killing spree similar to this morning’s combat training if we were to be provoked by outsiders in any way possible.

The life I live for today really feels like a sprint for spree.
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