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[TV flickers on and shows a commercial for the Sunny Days Housing Complex.  A tour guide 
brings a group of people on a tour through Sunny Days and tells them about the sustainable 
designs and advance technological infrastructure that makes this complex free of pollutants and 
fossil fuels.] 
 
Guide: “Welcome to Sunny Days Housing Complex. Where everyday is a sunny day. We are the 
premier destination for sustainable living in the Continental United States. Here at Sunny Days, 
we utilize only renewable energy resources and strive to maintain a balance with our surrounding 
ecosystem. If you have any questions along the way, don’t hesitate to ask!” 
 
Snarky Guest: “I have a question right off the bat. Is everyday REALLY a sunny day?” 
 
Guide: “Well, the sun may not always be shining, but here at Sunny Days you will always have a 
sunny disposition!” 
 
[TV flickers] 
 

https://youtu.be/B9euPphPLes


Unfamiliar Guest: “Excuse me guide, you mentioned something about sustainable living. Can 
you tell me a little bit more about what that entails and why it is so important to this housing 
complex?” 
 
Guide: “I certainly can! We built Sunny Days so that residents could live without harming the 
health of our planet. Back in the day when our world was running on fossil fuels, people were 
oblivious to the negative repercussions of their daily actions. People drove cars that emitted 
noxious chemicals such as carbon dioxide and they used natural gas to provide electricity and 
heat for their homes. To make the matter worse, the industrial and manufacturing industries were 
powered by fossil fuels. When the fuels were burned, vast amounts of toxins were released into 
the atmosphere. This was not only harmful to human health, but it also accelerated the rate of 
climate change.  
 
Sunny Days tackles all of those problems by promoting a minimalistic lifestyle that supports the 
utilization of natural energy sources and promotes the coexistence between people and the 
planet. As you can see, the sidewalks are completely made of grasstone. Our streets are built 
such that there are open patterns in the stone road which allows grass and other flora to grow. 
The benefits of this is that no concrete, which requires vast amounts of water and unnatural 
chemicals, is used and that an improved amount of stormwater can be absorbed and drained. You 
might also notice that the only type of car that residents own are solun powered.  Solun is a 
technology that allow solar and lunar light to be converted into energy. Over there you can see 
that the streetlamps are also solun powered! 
 
Looking at the houses, I’d like to point out how the structure and reinforcement walls of Sunny 
Days houses are made from recycled plastics and hempcrete, a material that is structurally 
similar to concrete but made completely from the woody inner fibers of hemp plants. Fun fact, 
hempcrete is extremely strong, lightweight, and is great at insulating. It also grows very quickly, 
so if residents need material for housing repairs they can literally grow it in their backyard and 
use what they harvest! To make it crystal clear, we do not support the use of concrete or plaster 
at Sunny Days because obtaining those materials requires the destruction of natural landscapes 
and habitats. Did you know that in the 21st century the cement industry was actually one of the 
main emitters of CO2 and NOx. Other unique things…” 
 
[TV flickers off and then turns on again] 
 
Guide: “...about our houses are that the windows and homes are orientated in a way that takes 
advantage of the solar and lunar lighting. Homes are lit and heated with natural light and the 
solun panels on top of the garages only serve as backup energy reserves for the house. Another 
noticeable feature of our homes is that each has two gardens. One on the top of the roof to 



provide additional insulation for when the weather gets cold and the second right over here 
behind the house. All residents grow their own fruits and vegetables. And, the best part of this 
garden system is that it is completely irrigated by runoff rainwat…” 
 
[TV flickers off and the entire room is pitch black.]  
 
A figure, shrouded in darkness, emerges from the couch. She strikes a match and moves her 
trembling hand towards a heavily used candle. The lit candle illuminates the room. The figure 
grasps her stomach and keels over in pain. She hasn’t eaten a full meal in close to a month. The 
figure briefly regains her strength and shuffles over to the light switch. She extends her decrepit 
arm, takes a deep, hopeful breath and flicks up the switch. The room is still dark. In a fit of rage 
she smashes her fist against the wall and crumples into a heap on the ground. As she weeps 
quietly, she places the candle on the floor. Wax slowly drips onto the hardwood, as the candle 
wanes. Newspapers and letters are strewn everywhere. Headlines read, “Invest in Green Energy! 
It Our Only Hope!”, “Emissions from Fossil Fuel Use Linked To Drastic Sea-level Rise, 
Temperature Spike,” “Calls For Renewable Energy Ignored; Climate Change Denied,” “Business 
As Usual Emissions Result In Catastrophic Conditions,” “Fossil Fuels Depleted; End of the 
World Approaches.” A letter marked urgent lies beside her. It is addressed to “Terra Green, 145 
Rainbow Road, Sunny Days Housing Complex.” 
 
Terra slowly stands up, gathers herself and walks into the kitchen using the wall as support. The 
doors of the cupboards are all ajar, revealing nothing saved but a few expired canned goods. 
Beside the barren cupboards lies a toppled refrigerator. The doors of the fridge have been 
unlatched and everything once contained inside has spilled onto the ground. Terra places the 
candle on the counter, her hands now coated in wax. She bends her weak body towards the 
ground and with all her strength picks up the door of the fridge. The door is adorned with photos 
of the outdoors. It is filled from corner to corner with family photos at National Parks, tranquil 
pictures from fishing excursions, week-long backpacking trips and stunning shots of nature’s 
splendor from around the world. She holds these photos close to her chest and continues to weep. 
Still hugging the fridge door, she sways back and forth, lamenting the loss of her treasured 
natural world. 
 
The temperature inside the house is so blisteringly hot that the paint on the walls has almost 
melted off entirely and the floors have warped dramatically. Terra raises the candle close to her 
face and wipes her sweat-laden brow with a rag; the dim flame gasping for air. Cautiously, Terra 
lifts the shades from one of her windows and peers outside. The scorching sun reflects into the 
window and temporarily blinds her. She stumbles back, clutching her eyes before regaining her 
balance and resuming her position at the window. As her eyes adjust, she bears witness to a 
shocking scene. The scene is nothing new to her, but every time she sees it she loses more and 



more hope. Each day the rising ocean water encroaches further on her coastal home. The land 
that is not already under water has been ravaged by the tremendous rise in temperatures and 
toxicity of atmosphere. The solun panels that once adorned each house in Sunny Days have been 
confiscated by a string of ever-powerful hurricanes, which have laid waste to the housing 
complex. Likewise, the precious windows that once captured heat and light have all been 
reduced to dust. 
 
All the lush greenery that once cloaked the grasstone sidewalks shriveled and died. The once 
vibrant flora and fauna that enlivened the area has vanished without a trace. No longer do birds 
warble in the tree tops or feed on the coastal edges. Never again will deer, rabbits or squirrels 
feast on the bountiful offerings of the forest. The soft summer rains that once quenched the 
parched earth have ceased, replaced by devastating torrential downpours in the springtime. 
Distinctly, perpetual erosion and catastrophic heat waves have left the soil infertile and barren, 
killing off all the fruits and vegetable that once thrived in her garden. The environment she once 
cherished has been altered beyond recognition. Terra tries to weep, but her dehydrated body 
refuses to produce tears. 
 
Terra’s mobility is reduced to a crawl and she drops to the ground, candle in hand, painfully 
pulling herself towards the flickering TV. Wheezing heavily and perspiring profusely, she leans 
towards the television. She ejects a disc from the DVD drive, blows on it weakly and places it 
back in the drive. After years of the same routine, this motion is second nature to her. As the TV 
flickers violently, the bubbly face of the Sunny Days Housing Complex tour guide appears on 
the screen. “Welcome to Sunny Days Housing Complex,” the tour guide expounds. Terra joins in 
softly, “Where everyday is a sunny day.” Clutching a newspaper with the headline, “Invest in 
Green Energy! It Our Only Hope!” close to her heart, she summons the strength to continue. 
“We are the premier destination for sustainable living…,” she trails off. The TV flashes and 
turns off. With nothing left to burn, the candle’s flame disappears, leaving nothing more than a 
trembling wisp of smoke in the air. Once again, the room is dark. 


