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Pandemic: an outbreak of a disease that occurs over a wide geographic area and affects an 
exceptionally high proportion of the population: a “pandemic” outbreak of a disease. 

In this story ‘pandemic’ is the result of the overuse of plastic not of disease.

The Plastic Story: Sometime in that not so distant future.

In a modern hospital, the birth was normal, the child now wrapped in a blanket was nestled in her 
mother's arms; proud father looking on. They had both been so pleased with the outcome of their little 
ones’ journey into life they had asked no questions. Dr. Andrews had taken the requisite tests scanning 
them from head to toe…he could clearly see that the baby had problems.

The attending physicians, Dr. Andrews and a specialist walked the corridors of the new hospital, 
stopping at a large window that looked out over city streets. Sunshine, a few clouds, a normal day. Dr. 
Andrews raised his eyebrows to Dr. Patel, questioning.

 “This is the ninth case in our country, the government is asking us to keep it quiet until we discover 
how the condition evolves. We're trying correlate the facts about the parents and where they live… like 
this one, here on the east coast. We need to know if it's a coastal phenomenon around the globe. I have 
a call into India's Specialty Hospital in Mumbai. I've a friend there. He called last week to see if we had
any cases of Lizard Skin… that's what India is calling it. We think that's where it started… the first case
appeared there. They have 35 sprinkled across the country, mostly near oceans and rivers. The oldest 
child is three months.”

 Dr. Andrews eyes widened in dis-belief. “why we just didn't see it coming.” he mumered.

 “I agree, WHY is the question! Watching the news on garbage disposal and recycling plastics… well 
we should have!” Shaking his head he continued “We're not sure yet how it affects the internal organs 
or the brain. None of the babies who were born in hospitals have died. And it seems most are female.”

 “How many other cases?” Dr. Andrews asked. His face a map of worry. “My colleague in India has a 
contact in China, they’re not admitting to a problem, and I find that worrisome. Malaysia has 15 cases 
that they know of. Nigeria has 21 and Egypt has 18 they think. Those are the only countries where I 
have contacts. Some have been found dead...he's sure some may be hidden by frightened parents.” 

“Are all of them under a year?” 

“Yes, and all of them are showing the same signs, I'll track the latest... the new Wiggins child for the 
next year and compare; they live close by and I've known young Mark's father for a long time. He was 
a Physician too... I'll set up a series of monthly visits.”

As the house calls became almost routine the parents tried various creams to soften their little girls 
skin. The child would be a year old in a few days, another appointment was made. Dr. Patel's knock 
was answered by a little boy named Michael, the older brother greeted him with a big grin and pulled at
his hand.



 “Come see Maggie, she's beautiful! I found the colours! She said she was itchy and I rubbed her 
back...like Mom did for me when I got sun burn and it peeled...it was just like that. The rough skin 
came off! Come and see!”

He walked down the hall as the parents came around the corner looking worried and unsure.

 “We love her Doctor but what do we do? She seemed so normal.”

 “Where is she?”

“Right in here, Maggie's in the play room...it just happened last night. We didn't have time to call, you 
got to us first this morning.”

And there before his eyes, proof once again that humanity was adaptable, he hoped. Humans were 
being changed by a careless environmental policy. The result of plastics embedded into the every fabric
in our world systems… a child spinning round and round, glittering with tiny particles embedded in her
soft flesh...red, blues, pinks, yellow, black… minute particles of colour that became rainbows as she 
spun, a smile in her eyes. 

Dr Andrews met him once again for an update on the Wiggins child. Their hospital now had 22 more 
cases.

“We've all read the facts about the fine particles of plastic making it's way from the clothes we wear 
into our food and bodies… but this… this is horrific. Has there been any development in the skin 
condition with the older children?”

 “The medical world is in a panic, I've not been able to contact my colleague in India. They would 
know. I have another week before I visit little Maggie again. I'll call.”

 Before the week was up he had a frantic call from the father, something was wrong with Maggie.

 “Please come….,” 

The words had become babble as they both tried to talk on one phone. The country had a pandemic on 
their hands and he was tired… more and more children being born with a pebbly skin, fine like a rash 
but scaly and dry, Lizard Skin indeed! He should have brought the family into the hospital system so he
could have checked her every day. As he knocked on the Wiggins blue wooden door, the older child 
solemnly opened it for him to step inside. His parents behind him looked worried, frantic. 

“We didn't worry when it was all pretty colours but she seems to have slowed down, regressed 
somehow. She answers when we talk to her.....in a way, but I'm afraid Dr. Patel. She hasn't grown in the
past month, she won't eat… we're scared.” 

Maggie lay inert, eyes moving slowly around the room; a tentative smile when she found her parents.

Dr. Patel warmed his stethoscope with his hand and laid it on her small concave chest. In the shadows 
of the drawn curtains she didn’t sparkle, there was no joy in movement now.



“I’ m sorry to say this, but I really need to take her with me. Right now! Admit her for further tests,  
check her internal functions. To understand how the particles are affecting her liver, her lungs… god, 
her whole system… her heart...” his voice taking on an edge of hysteria.

The ramification of the disease hit him, he slumped into the nearest chair, head in his hand… the shock 
showing in his brown eyes.

“I could weep” he mumbled as tears fell. He thought about the latest statistics… 70 percent of children 
born were like this… the figures had been steadily rising. This was more than a crisis, this was world 
genocide. By plastic. 
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