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DEAD SOCIETY ALUMNI

 

BOOK ONE

 

PART ONE

 

DEAD NEIGHBORHOODS

 

WRITTEN BY

 

STEVEN BOWMAN

 

     Introduction to the Z’s (for those –
for some strange unearthly reason – that are new to this world.)
Also, consider it as a guide to the traits of such threats that
plague our world.

 

     Twitchers: These are
the people that have been recently bitten, scratched, or have
somehow been exposed to the infection. They haven’t yet turned into
the nightmarish Infected but with the virus surging through their
veins they are overwhelmed by extraordinary pain and are left
twitching helplessly on the ground. This would be an ideal time to
shoot them in the head.

 

     Infected: These are
the Twitchers that have risen, they are fully functional (at least
physically) and now possess the adapted virus; they are the
Infected. The virus has just fully kicked in, though they are not
yet rendered thoughtless they still possess the ability to think,
but with some compromise, of course, they do not operate with logic
or reason, they lack every human emotion besides outward rage and
extreme hunger. They are driven by pure animal instinct, they are
the main reason the human (non-infected) race was brought to its
knees. The Infected are aggressive, impulsive, and quite honestly,
the stuff of absolute nightmares. They sprint after you, climb up
and over whatever obstacles lay in its path and they will seek
until they find and rip you apart. That type of devilish
determination was too much for the living, especially those who
were still in shock after the outbreak.

 

     Walkers: Walkers are
the zombies that you will see staggering around the streets these
days, wandering aimlessly, hoping to find a meal. They are slow and
predictable on their own but in the masses, for obvious reasons,
they are very tricky to avoid and not to be underestimated.

 

     Crawlers: These are
quite self-explanatory, they crawl. These are the zombies that have
been dead for too long, decayed bones that have broken under their
own dead weight, (fatties were the first crawlers for obvious
reasons that need no explaining) or perhaps someone has simply
chopped off their legs, either way now they are destined to crawl
after any living human on the face of the this earth.

 

     Everything in this book is my personal
document, from my perspective. There are injections to help the
story along from segments that later have become aware to me.

 

Prelude

 

At the kitchen we sat, I was lost in a world of my own thoughts
as my parents argued over whatever suburban adults do in their
spare time. Did he cheat? Didn’t he cheat? Does she really go to
spinning class with Debra, the slutty milf next door? Their lives
had become so mundane that they both probably sought the thrill
that made their lives that little bit more tolerable. Their exact
words I cannot remember, but all I remember was thinking, in fact,
almost wishing, that I had had different parents. But there was
someone in this family that I didn’t regret spending time with,
almost the reason I stuck around at all, mostly in fear of the
upbringing she would have if I was never around. That one person
who kept me here was my little sister Becky.

     I watched her as she sat across from me
at the dinner table. I saw the fear in her eyes as our mum and dad
continued to argue. Their hostility was gathering momentum. Enough
momentum that my dad (Henry) picked up his plate and threw it at
mum who raised her arm instinctively to protect herself and the
plate cracked over her forearm.

     I watched this almost every night –
every night of the same bullshit. My father got up, forced his hand
around my mum’s throat and pushed her up against the wall. I got
up, grabbing the carving knife from the barely touched Turkey and
quickly made my way around the table to defend her as he continued
to choke her whilst shouting, spewing hatred in her face as she
cried. The demons of his alcohol abuse always got the better of
him. He threw his wife, our mum, down onto the floor and continued
with his abusive behavior toward her. If I hadn’t intervened I
wondered how long it would go on for or how far he would have went
this time. But I didn’t want to see how far it would go, scared to
see what would happen so I pushed him back, away from mum, and he
looked at me as I put up the knife to try and scare him off but it
only seemed to aggravate him more.

     I could smell the bourbon off him as he
breathed heavily. There was nothing but utter resentment in my eyes
as I looked at a man who once swore to me that he would never hurt
his family again. He swung a clenched right fist that clattered
into my face, knocking me back onto the floor. From the floor I saw
him advance on me and he tried to batter into my body and head with
clenched fists like this was some sort of drunken brawl at a bar. I
grabbed the carving knife again and put it up to defend myself – I
don’t remember my exact thoughts at that time, but all I remembered
was that I stuck the blade into his chest. I felt it plunge into
his body; it sent shivers down my spine. There was a moment of
shock from everybody in the room. It was like time stood still. I
saw the look in his eyes as he stumbled back, hitting into the
refrigerator. It was the same look I had – the look of absolute
shock. He glanced around the kitchen, almost as if he was looking
for conformation on what had just taken place. Everyone was still
in shock, my dad more so than anybody. I don’t think he ever
thought that an “artsy fag” as he once referred to me as during one
of his many drunken rants, was ever capable of this. And to be
perfectly honest, I didn’t either. I wasn’t one for violence, I
didn’t like to fight. I wasn’t the person who favored
confrontation. I haven’t been in a single fight my entire life.
What happened in the kitchen that night was the only courageous act
I think I have ever produced.

     He staggered out of the kitchen; the
blood was seeping through his fingers as he held the stab
wound.

     I got up quickly through the current
shock of what had happened, of what I had done, and I dropped the
bloody carving knife and looked over at Becky as the tears rolled
down her face, streaming from her eyes. I moved quickly to comfort
her; I wrapped my arms around her, looking over her shoulder at the
trail of blood that led out of the kitchen door. I hated myself for
what I had just done. Not for stabbing a carving knife into my
father’s chest, but for doing it in front of Becky, the only person
in this family that meant anything to me – the only person in this
family that I would actually miss.

     I was never close with my parents; they
were lying, cheating people who stole from their relatives. I would
go as far as to say that I hated them. That may sound dramatic and
naïve, but I’m not throwing a teenage fit about getting my iPod
taken off me or being grounded, they genuinely weren’t nice people.
I hated their actions as it forced us away from the rest of the
family when I was just a kid. My parents isolated themselves and,
subsequently, us out here in the suburbs, away from their own
brothers and sisters, mums and dads, aunties and uncles, nieces and
nephews. They didn’t even visit for holidays or birthdays. The most
I got growing up was a birthday card and a holiday greeting.
Seventeen years young and I can count on one hand how many times I
met the rest of my family.

     Becky had barely seen her grandparents.
They were there at the hospital after she was born but after that
their presence was scarce. I never saw a reason for my parents to
lie, cheat or steal. They had honest jobs, certainly nothing that
could afford a house like this in a suburban neighborhood in L.A.
But was it better to be smart or lucky? That luck won them the
lottery when I was five years old. They moved out here away from
the family in Iowa and never looked back. They weren’t perfect
people, far, very far from it, but this was my family, and that was
what I had to live with back when the world was actually ours.

 

Chapter One

 

Two years later.

     I sat on the edge of the bed looking at
an old family photo taken six months before that eventful summer’s
night when my father bled to death in the middle of the street.
Looking at the photo I realized that we looked happy, at least on
the outside. Of course, it was forced smiles and fake affection,
almost like we were trying to fool whoever visited our house and
glanced at the photos. I don’t know why we tried to, the people who
came over weren’t much better than us; they were just as fucked up.
Photography was a deceiving craft. I took a brief photography class
in High School and hated every minute of it. It wasn’t like it used
to be (or how I imagined it used to be), there was no art left in
it. The class was filled with idiots with an Instagram account who
took pictures of their food and hash tagged the life out of it.
#goodtimes #summer #hashtag #madness. It should have been more like
#bulletinmyfuckingheadandwatchthebloodsplatterasthelifefadesfrommydyingeyes.
I quickly flunked out of that class; there are only so many plates
of salad and dressing that one can witness during class
presentation.

     I look at the note lying beside the
photo that read: Taylor, if your reading this then we are all
ready on our way to Victoria, BC, Canada, theres a safe zone their.
Love, Katherine and Becky.

     Not even addressing me as my mother,
just Katherine, like we were work buddies going out for a drink or
something. But that wasn’t the worst part of the note, her grammar
was embarrassing. It even more argued my point, was it better to be
smart or lucky? She took that luck and ran it up the flag pole. But
at least she spelt my name right this time. But due to the timing
of such note, and the events that were taking place around the
world and in this city, one can be excused of bad grammar under
those circumstances as her grammar was the least of her worries. If
I read this note and it was correct grammar, I think I would have
still have been mad, because that means she spent some time on it
and therefor put Becky’s life in danger when she should’ve
scribbled anything down and got out. Her grammar was always bad,
but she was good with numbers, very good, if that is any
consolation.

     I sit the note down beside the photo of
us and walk over to the bedroom window and pull back the heavy
black drapes that look like blackout curtains used in Europe during
World War 1 & 2, and now during World War Z. I push the window
up and climb through and sit on the my chair that faced out onto
the streets where I once played as an innocent kid with my friends
only to see nothing but abandoned cars, overgrown front lawns,
three concrete road blocks, broken windows, blood-stained tarmac
and, of course, zombies.

     The road blocks I have never quite
understood. There was never any need for them, they couldn’t stop
zombies, they could only stop survivors driving away from them.
Unless the brains behind such a decision thought that eventually
zombies would evolve in such a way that they would learn (or
re-learn, as it would be if they could drive once before) to drive
again and become hunters looking for fresh flesh, but that was
ridiculous. As it stands, I have no idea why road blocks were put
down; I thought about it, long and hard for a while but couldn’t
see an angle that benefited from them. Barriers, on the other hand,
I saw a point in. When the outbreak first became national news,
soldiers tried to fight, so barriers across streets seemed useful,
the soldiers could hide behind them and shoot the zombies. But yet
again, these road blocks on my streets didn’t even do that, you
couldn’t hide behind them, they were three square blocks spread
out.

     On my fishing chair I relax, looking at
the two zombies that wander along the street. I am in relative
comfort that came from knowing that I was safe. There were only a
handful of zombies that roamed these streets here at any one time.
While most people ran for shelter and promise of a land free of
zombies, free from the virus, I came back. I stayed home knowing
that all those people who ran would just collide with those people
running from that Promised Land. They would get caught up with each
other, left stranded, with traffic jams stretching back hundreds of
miles. Just imagine a nation of people all on the road, all trying
to go somewhere, but with nowhere to go. All they will do is just
end up as an army of meat for zombies to chew on. A fate I often
worry about as my mother and Becky had hit the road along with
everyone else.

     A few years ago back when most of the
upright creatures, formally known as humans, walked the face of the
earth was alive, the stench of death, a rotten corpse, was quite a
distinct smell. It was absolutely rancid. But these days, however,
that had all changed. The walking dead are the majority and the
humans that are capable of a conscious thought, no matter how dumb
or smart, are the minority. To the zombies, I would assume that the
smell of death is just the norm to these fellas, seeing as they
prefer to participate in group hangouts rather than to go lone
wolf. But fresh living flesh apparently has a distinct odor that
they will follow even if they don’t see the cause of such odor.

     The zombies don’t see me sitting up
here watching them like a king on a blue (fishing chair) throne
because I have adapted to my surroundings. I caught a few zombies
and decapitated them, hung and nailed them up to the front of the
house to mask the scent of my living flesh. I have watched enough
movies, played enough videos games and read enough books to
effectively outsmart these mindless monstrosities – beat them at
their own undead game of hide and seek.

     In this neighborhood, at least, if I
ever had to run I would know where to go and how to get there. I
know these streets inside out, or as some would say, like the back
of my hand. Although I would never say that, I always hated that
term, perhaps it was just me but I didn’t spend a lot of time
getting to know the back of my hand, it served no great purpose to
me. This wasn’t biblical times when your back hand was used to
clobber a slave. No, we had gotten by those stages in history.

     Max Brooks’ The Zombie Survival Guide
is constantly being browsed through in this house. I haven’t met
many people after the outbreak, but I’m sure that book is more
common than the bible these days. If not, it truly well should be,
it served a far greater purpose. It was clear that god wasn’t going
to come down and save us, or send an Arc. We were all doomed,
apparently.

     “God has deserted his children when
they needed him the most!” Ex preachers would, preach, I guess but
without the stigma and faith. Some still actually preach, you can
hear them on the few remaining radio stations late at night when
these patriarchs are all liquored up with brave juice and you get
to listen to these people claim that this is our punishment for a
millennia of adultery, same sex relations, and more recently, same
sex marriages, interracial couples. The list went on and it pretty
much stated that everything was the cause of the Rising but they
forgot, or simply avoided, perhaps intentionally, one of the few
crimes that are worthy of letting hell walk the face of the earth,
they knew what I meant when one night (when the phone lines were
still working) I called up and called them all a bunch of “anal
pests.” Naughty priests!

     One of the radio priests, Patrick
Tallow, I remember his name from the local news; he was actually
investigated a few years back, before the outbreak. He claimed that
he wasn’t guilty, almost like a, he tripped and I feel,
type of scenario with an altar boy. He never mentioned anything
about that subject on his many liquored up rants that he felt the
need to express over the airways. I am half expecting an accidental
outburst or a confession that blows the lid of this case, but
without active police officers on duty and judges it wouldn’t count
for much even if you dragged the son of a bitch into a court free
of zombies.

     According to the radio and the internet
in the wake of the outbreak (six months ago), many people took it
as a sign that the 2012 Mayan prediction was somewhat accurate,
although a little late, but who’s to say that the infection didn’t
start then. The beginning of the end, “the rapture” as some called
it, I laughed at those guys but who’s to say that they weren’t
right after all? But it wasn’t, they weren’t right, the Mayan’s
didn’t predict this, fortune tellers and mind readers, psychics,
all of them are rubbish. They are just really good at reading
people and looking for small tells that the average person
doesn’t know they are saying nonverbally. This was just an outbreak
of a disease that turned people into a carnivorous creature. There
are many carnivorous animals out there, but up until the outbreak,
humans weren’t really a part of that group, not when it involved
eating other humans. The people of the world should have expected
this. With governments playing with biochemical warfare and other
such means of war, an outcome of this magnitude was inevitable.

     The sun began to set beyond the
deserted neighborhood mansions. I watch from the garage roof,
noticing that the sunset looks beautiful despite the smoke rising
from burning cities in the distance. That was another reason why I
debunk the whole Mayan prophecy claims, people back then thought
that earth was the center of the universe and that everything moved
around us, and that was, at the time, acceptable, as was the now
infamous calendar. They used to praise the sun and worship
it. They used to sacrifice people for the gods during dry seasons
so the gods will let rain fall (I’m not just talking about Mayans.)
They believed that thunder was a sign that the gods were angry, you
know, I can’t believe what they say and take their words as truths.
If I did, I may have to sacrifice you one of these days so I can
try and make the gods happy. I don’t believe in religion, never
have, never will, but that worship of the sun was as good as it
gets and I totally understand it. If there was something to worship
in the history of the earth then it would be the sun, after all, it
is the reason we have a history at all. It is the reason we exist,
the reason we live, the reason for everything ever that we have
come to know. That seems suffice to me, but I still don’t worship
it as it serves absolutely no purpose. Whether we all prayed to it
or not, it wouldn’t change, it wouldn’t burn brighter for longer,
it will just be as it always was, and run its course.

     The point of all this was that the sun
neither sets nor rises, we simply rotate and continue in our
meaningless orbit. But describing it like so (sunset and sunrise)
seems like the right thing to do and it sounds cooler than saying
after the next rotation when the world was lifted out of its
darkness, I sat there with a beer and let the breeze tickle my
toes. Actually, describing it like that may be cooler but it
seems like it came straight from a Sci-Fi novel or movie.

     After the sun set beyond the deserted
neighborhood I make my way back into the house and down into the
basement where I yank the power leaver up and grab the bucket of
nails.

     I walk around the backyard once every
night around this time and throw a handful of nails at the
barbed-wire that lined the top of the wooden fence. I connected the
barbed wire to an electrical outlet in the kitchen using jump
leads. Each handful of nails creates a small electric spark that
lets me know that it still works. It keeps the backyard securely
guarded from the occasional zombie that somehow finds its way
through the other backyards. I have watched with a smile on my face
many a time as a zombie grabbed the electric wire. I laugh because
it shakes and bakes and their brains ooze out through their ears
and nose and the thick gooey blood surges out of their mouth like a
bird regurgitating worms to feed its young. Sometimes their eyes
melt, when that occurs, it’s largely comical. Once they drop dead I
drag their bodies away from the fence, through the other backyards
and sometimes the alley, close enough though that it will mask my
scent but far enough that I don’t have to sit around and smell
their horrible odor.

     There is a crate of Budweiser floating
in the pool near the edge. I grab a bottle from it and walk back
into the house.

     In the living room, I sit down on the
sofa in front of the 50 inch 3D TV with an almost endless array of
DVD’s and Blu-Ray’s that are stacked on the shelves surrounding the
TV.

     I stacked and nailed mattresses across
the windows that looked out onto the street and placed unused
furniture behind it for back up, for sturdiness. The reasoning
behind the mattresses, in case you were wondering, was just in case
any of these filthy zombies tore off the wooden planks and broke
the windows trying to get at me, the springs in the mattress would
suppress and take their efforts with ease. And the behind them the
furniture was just to make sure they didn’t get in. I didn’t have a
need for most of the furniture in this house anymore. I didn’t need
more than one bed. I didn’t need five bedside cabinets or five
chests of drawers. I didn’t have many clothes, and with no fashion
police or these Instagram users around to take a picture of my
clothes (#omfg #trampalert) and share it with the world for them
all to laugh at me, I don’t have to worry. Thankfully none of these
people were around to cast judgment, but that doesn’t mean I walk
around like a bum; I had respect for myself despite nobody being
around. I’m just glad these people aren’t around for general
reasons, nothing to do with fashion; I just care much for their
presence. I did have respect for clothing, although I’m currently
wearing has a Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle on it (Leo.) Some people
might disagree with my clothing choices if they could see them, but
that wasn’t my problem in today’s world, there were a few more
pressing issues at hand. And maybe if they would have paid more
attention to themselves they may well just have survived, but
instead, they probably became an evening snack.

     I reach across the sofa to grab the TV
remote control; I don’t know how it always ends up over there but
it’s annoying. I turn on the TV and open the beer that I took from
the pool and press play. Pineapple Express starts playing. Every
time I watch this movie (which is a lot) I always wonder what Saul
and Dale would do in a zombie apocalypse. I watch this movie a lot
and I always create my own “Saul and Dale versus the Zombie
Apocalypse” movie after it finishes. I guess the movie they made:
This Is the End was the closest I’d get to seeing it, which is
another favorite of mine. I pick up the ashtray and light up a
joint and take a hit, and before you judge me, just ask yourself,
what would Seth Rogen do?

 

Chapter Two

 

The next morning I awoke in my bed with no recollection of
getting here last night, but somehow I did. It’s 5:33 a.m. The
window and drapes were open. I’m not sure if I was out on the
garage roof last night. It was a new weed I had smoked; the shit
must’ve been good because my memory of previous hours were
fuzzy.

     Out on the garage roof now I sit on the
comfy fishing chair. I don’t know why we had a fishing chair in the
house; none of us have ever been fishing. It may sound a little
cheesy, but I’ve tried to savor each and every sunrise and sunset
(or planetary rotation) ever since the Rising hit home, because
these days you never know when it may be your last rotation. The
streets are quiet; they were always quiet at dawn. It was almost as
if the zombies got lost in the dark like children. It’s always a
good sign when there aren’t zombies around, I always hope that they
just left town after deciding that other plains may be more
prosperous, but they always come back around, almost like they
choose to ease themselves back into your life. They don’t bombard
you at first light. They kind of just linger and wander by.
Sometimes I think of sitting here watching them to being like an
early morning janitor in an office building. You start with the
overly keen early riser who is looking to get a head start on the
day. Then, gradually, the others start coming in and lift the place
out of the morning and into yet another stressful day in the
office.

     These streets have been relatively
quiet since the outbreak; the zombies followed the masses as they
fled for safety, taking to the roads for a better chance at
survival. Where there is a group of non-infected humans there are
five groups of zombies.

     The sun begins to rise. I don’t think I
have ever once sat here to watch the sunrise or sunset back when
life was taken for granted. Some of the survivors say that they
miss the simple life while they chat aimlessly on the radio. And it
annoys me, like working in a nine to five job and struggling in the
economic crisis that existed before the outbreak was simple. These
people are idiots. Back then, they were just another definition of
the word “zombie,” wandering through life doing what they were told
by governments and corporate bosses who saw them as nothing but a
number, not a person. Nowadays, life seriously doesn’t get any
simpler, there is literally only one rule and that is
survive, at any cost, just survive. But apparently this
simplicity was too much for these people who would rather stress
about a whole manner of payments ranging from their home to their
car to college for their kids. Maybe it was the fact that humans
were walking the streets trying to eat them. But that is nothing
new really, if you think zombies are bad, imagine what early humans
had to go through, sleeping rough in caves with tigers and lions
and other terrifying beasts wandering around looking for a meal. We
have lived a sheltered life for far too long, it’s no surprise to
me that as soon as something happened like this, everyone panicked
and ran.

     To most people – according to the radio
that people apparently used as a personal memoire – a zombie
outbreak was the stuff of nightmares. But to me, this was far more
exciting that life pre-outbreak. I always felt isolated in some way
or another. I dropped out of High School to pursue a career in
MM&G (Music, Movies & Games.) Yeah, as you guessed, life
wasn’t exactly prosperous. Perhaps a zombie outbreak was just what
I needed so that I wouldn’t be viewed as an underachiever.
“Existence without purpose was like a smile without happiness.” I
remember writing that on a napkin and gave it to a girl when I was
seven years young. She laughed in my face and the next day I saw
her holding hands with Peter Petrucci. But I got over it quickly.
The reason I wrote it was because she was sad about her dog dying.
I thought it would have made her smile. Technically I did one
better, but it was more of a condescending laugh, like I could
never get a girl like her – fuck her and her fucking dog!

     I embraced this new way of life with
open arms. There was no real pressure on climbing the social ladder
to get ahead in life. There was no ass kissing. No boss being a
cunt five days a week. This lifestyle suited me to a certain
degree. And despite the dead walking around, this was almost total
freedom. I genuinely just think I hated the lifestyle under the
previous regime of governments; I hated what they stood for. And on
the subject of what I hate, this would be a good time to say that I
hated those vegan campaigners who claimed that “killing an animal
was murder.” Of course it was and they had a genuine point, but did
they go around telling lions not to eat zebra’s because it was
murder? No, and if they tried, they’re ass would have gotten chewed
up. Everything we do is murder; we kill chickens in order to have a
bucket from KFC. We kill everything, just like what we kill would
have killed something else lower down on the food chain. Those
people annoyed me; I wonder if they claimed that killing zombies
was murder? If they did, I would personally feed them to the
zombies, hand them over on a silver fucking platter. And see if the
zombies share their views on murder. I bet those fuckers begged for
someone else to do the killing.

     Murder was a part of life; it is how we
became such a dominant force on this planet. Is killing another
human because he stole a few potatoes deemed worthy? No. But
killing another human before he kills you, at least in my eyes
anyway, that would be considered acceptable. I haven’t been out and
mingled with other societies for six months, I don’t even know if
there are still societies. But I fear what barbaric rules they may
impose given the nature of everything that has transpired
lately.

     I open the long case sitting next to me
to reveal a beautiful silenced sniper rifle. I stole it, *gasp
shockingly* along with a few other guns and plenty of ammo as the
zombie pandemic first hit the streets. I knew that there was a
short window of opportunity to obtain survival equipment. After the
outbreak, it may have been easier to get around the streets (at
least around this neck of the woods) as there were less consciously
aware people around and therefore fewer zombies. But I knew that if
I had left it too late there would be nothing for me to rob. The
shops would have been looted if I had left it any later.

     Down on my stomach I lie and set up the
sniper rifle and look down the scope. There are a few zombies
wandering aimlessly along the street. Lining up a shot on a zombie
that is heading down this way, holding its head in the crosshair; I
take a deep breath, trying to steady the sniper rifle and then I
pull the trigger. The bullet tore through its neck, leaving its
head dangling from a few veins and some rotten flesh which begin to
tear and the head drops onto the pavement. The zombie took a few
more steps before hitting the pavement and its cloying blood oozed
out onto the concrete.

     The silencer muffled the gunshot so
that it didn’t alert or attract more zombies. I line up another
shot; the zombie in scope is tied to a mailbox with a rope around
its neck like a pet dog. I watch it walking around in circles. I
have done this every day for the past two months. The zombie had
been following me for a while; I had run out of bullets during an
espionage mission around the neighborhood which got ambushed, and
this fiend kept following me. I had lost my knife and I didn’t have
any protective gear on so I couldn’t risk getting into a fist fight
with the son of a bitch. There was rope lying on the front lawn,
for some apparent reason, which I took full advantage of and noosed
the bitch like I was an outlaw in the Wild West and tied it around
the mailbox. It also served another purpose; I wanted to see how
long a zombie would last for before it collapsed and died for
good.

     As I lie here watching the zombie
wander around in circles, my attention was then dragged toward the
zombies shuffling across the street just ahead of the zombie on the
leash as they start attacking, scratching and banging at the door.
I use the scope to look through the windows of the house, trying to
get a good look in, but I can’t see any movement or sign of life
coming from the house but there must be something, zombies just
don’t attack houses for no reason. And to the best of my knowledge,
zombies just don’t have grueling detestation for doors.

     I continue to scope out the house, but
I don’t see any reason for the zombies to be attacking it. I take
them out one by one until all six of them lay on the porch
permanently dead and scalped. I reload the rifle and scope out the
house once more, hoping to see any movements, but there is still no
sign of life.

     I remember sitting here looking out
onto the street as my neighbors fled their houses just days after
the outbreak. Some of them tried to stay and wait it out, hoping
for a cure, but they must have felt that with each day that went by
and with no sign of help arriving and the longer they sat idle, the
more likely they were to fall victim to the onslaught they saw on
the news channels. One family after another, they all abandoned
their stance and took to the roads hoping to find a safe place to
take refuge and see out the uncertain future.

     Half an hour went by and I pack up the
sniper rifle, placing it back into its case and push it over to the
wall and climb into my bedroom. There was no sign of life coming
from the house; there were no curtains rustlings, no heads peeking
out of any windows that I could see. Nothing for me and nothing I
could do. If anyone was in the house at some point they must have
exited out through the backyard or hid in a closet.

     In the kitchen I am rustling up some
breakfast consisting of a few rashes of bacon. It smells delicious.
That is one of the things I reckon I will struggle to live without,
bacon. Sweet baby Jesus, bacon is far too good. The breakfast was
made and I take it into the living room where I sit down and kick
my feet up on the table. I have to reach across the sofa to get the
remote and flick through the shows that were saved onto my portable
hard drive. I land on An Idiot Abroad. I have always loved this
show, the logic of Karl Pilkington, the way he viewed life and
other cultures was priceless. I hadn’t seen this in a while. I
don’t think I have watched an episode of this since the outbreak.
But now that I think about it, I wish there was a show called “An
Idiot in a Zombie Apocalypse.” That would certainly make for some
rather entertainment moments. TV gold! I just think there would be
some hilarious situations occurring in just about every scene.
Maybe that says more about me and my sense of humor.

     Life has become so isolated these days
for obvious reasons. Lack of human contact can seriously mess with
people’s minds. You have to make sure you keep yourself busy, keep
your mind occupied. You have to apply yourself creatively. I used
my creativity to turn this nice suburban house into a fucking
fortress; the only thing missing was the moat. I’ve even got solar
panels on the roof, self-sufficient. I am merely borrowing them
indefinitely, only until the Robinson’s come back and reclaim their
stuff. They left their home during the first stages of the outbreak
in search for a safe zone. They were always going on about
recycling; they were the most annoying eco-friendly family in the
neighborhood. It took me a while to figure out how to set the
panels up, but these days I had all the time in the world on my
hands. I wish I did find the instructions though, because lying on
a slanted roof with the sun searing down isn’t a pleasure. I know
sitting on the garage roof isn’t much different, but I didn’t ask
for your opinion.

     In the afternoon sun I chill in the
pool, lying on an air chair. The crate of beer is conveniently
within reaching distance at all times due to it being attached by a
series of plastic cable ties. I wasn’t sure if rope would have held
together in water for long periods of time. As I sit here, floating
around the pool, drinking beer like a self-sufficient king. The
thoughts keep rolling through my head as my eyes wander around the
backyard, wondering what to do with my day. I haven’t been out on
the streets for about two weeks. My supplies are running low, not
just my weed, but also my food. I may only have about two weeks’
worth of rations left, maybe three if I skip a few meals here and
there. A trip around the neighborhood looks to be on the cards.

 

     An hour after I let my feet soak in the
pool, I walk out of the kitchen wearing my trusted blue All-Stars,
blue Leonardo turtle t-shirt, my blue basketball shorts with a
silenced pistol tucked into the waistband, and with my fitted blue
Yankee cap turned backward to protect my neck from the sun. My
backpack was slung over my shoulders and strapped tight in case I
had to run. In my current attire, I could easily pass for a college
dupe.

     I walk across the grass that I maintain
halfheartedly, by the pool and over to the wooden gate that lay
behind the big BBQ grill. It took quite a bit of effort to move the
fucking thing, but eventually it gets moved. This wasn’t the
wheeled version and there wasn’t much use for it these days, I
couldn’t grill anything on it. Not that I had the meat to grill,
but even if I did I’m pretty sure the zombies would be lured in by
the smell of meat barbequing. I reckon they would also treasure the
taste of a good and succulent bit of meat.

     I close the gate behind me and lock it
using the simple latch I installed months ago. It was easy for a
human with two brains cells knocking together to figure out how to
use it, but zombies would have to be incredibly lucky to unlock
it.

     I make my way along the alley, with the
handle of my machete resting through the zip in my backpack for
easy access. I actually thought about doing it purely because I saw
it on the turtles when I was a kid, if it wasn’t for Leonardo, I
probably wouldn’t be looking like such a badass geek right now.

     I can wander through these streets with
relative ease. There weren’t many zombies roaming them, very few
actually patrol these streets. It’s a weird thing when you
recognize a zombie. I saw one a few weeks ago down at the car wash
wearing a red shirt and white slacks, now he was wandering toward
me on his lonesome.

     Awwww, poor zombie, it’s about to
get seriously dead.

     I take a quick look around me to make
sure I am all alone; making sure no zombies were following me.
There wasn’t and it is just me and Red-Shirt further ahead. I reach
back and grab the handle of the machete and pull it out. Red-Shirt
came within a few yards of me, groaning, reaching his hands out for
a hug, but sadly his head got severed and now he lay in two places
at once. The machete tore through his neck with ease and I wipe the
red goo that remained on the blade on his red shirt. I hope he
didn’t mind, it may have been insensitive given the fact that I
just alleviated his head from his shoulders. But I guess what he
would most be furious about was the fact that I’m using his head as
a soccer ball and kick it along the street. I line it up a few
yards ahead of me and run and kick it with force and the head goes
flying across the street. It flew over the hedge of an overgrown
front lawn. I possibly won’t see Red-Shirt again. I feel nothing
about it. I haven’t spent long enough in the forsaken world to have
emotional connections with zombies. Although, I have come up
against zombies who were former classmates of mine, and that was a
weird feeling. Having known them for a number of years, putting an
end to their life was disturbing even though it wasn’t murder. I
couldn’t help but imagine them as they were in the glory days. Some
of them, which I had seen the morning on the day of the Rising,
were wearing the same clothes, so I know roughly how long they
survived.

     The hardest thing to do these days was
figure out what houses you’ve already looted. Most of the houses
within a mile radius I’ve been in, some twice, some thrice. I
returned just in case I missed something. There is no harm in being
sure – unless you die being sure that that house you once looted
was now a den full of zombies.

     I manage to wander into an area of the
neighborhood that I haven’t previously ventured to and I’m
surprised by the lack of zombies.

     Up the driveway I walk, and duck under
the half open retractable garage door. The stench was vigorous, I
can almost taste it. In fact, scratch that, not almost, I can
definitely taste it. It lingered in the back of my throat like
sickly death. There is a car with the doors wide open and the
windows rolled down. There are three dead bodies in the back seat;
two of them were children, no older than 10 years old I would
guess, it was hard to see through all the dried blood that covered
their face, but they looked like twins. The other body was more
identifiable, it was their mother, or maybe an extremely older
sister who was roughly in her forties. At the back of the car,
lying in the open trunk like an example from a mafia movie is a man
covered in blood with his forearm chopped off.

     It is a deathly scene and my mind is
trying to piece it all together. Perhaps they were murdered by
fellow survivors trying to steal their rations or maybe this man
was bitten on the hand, but before the infection could spread, he
acted quickly and chopped it off. It sounded good, but it didn’t
explain the dead bodies in the back seat. My mind is happy and
settled with the murdered for rations scenario. That seems to make
the most sense in today’s world. Not like my assumption actually
mattered though, I wasn’t exactly Tom Cruise in Minority
Report.

     I traverse through the house, upstairs
and down. The place has been royally ransacked. Almost every room
was empty; the living room downstairs had been pummeled. It looks
like whoever was in here left no stone unturned. The kitchen is in
a bad state, it had been torn apart. Most kitchens were in left in
this state so it wasn’t a surprise. After the outbreak they became
the first place to look. Kitchens instantly became the most
valuable room in the house. The cupboard doors were hanging from
the hinges, – you’d think the Hulk was trying to live a pedestrian
life – some even lay on the floor. Whoever was in here looking for
food was looking with their strength, not their eyes. The
refrigerator is lying on its side at the back door that led to the
backyard. I’m not sure if someone actually tried to steal the thing
or if the family who had been living here tried to block the door
with it.

     Each house I went into was the same,
vandalized and looted. This part of the neighborhood looks like it
got hit pretty hard and not necessarily by zombies, but by humans.
Zombies don’t loot houses. I’ve lived in the outbreak for six
months and I’ve failed to see a zombie hobbling along the street
with a microwave under its arm being chased by the microwaves
previous owner who was demanding that they return it. A scenario
like that never happened, but a reversal of roles between the
zombie and microwave owner, I reckon that could have happened. But
why someone would try and salvage a microwave was anybody’s
guess.

     The people living here were probably
scared and acted out, trying to save themselves by killing and
robbing whoever stood in their way or anyone who proved to be an
obstacle in their fight for survival. I haven’t been in that
situation so I can’t comment on or presume what I would do in that
type of situation.

     There is nothing for me in this part of
the neighborhood. So, I may as well head home, regroup and head
back out.

 

     An hour later and I am packing some
things up, loading up my assault rifle and pistol, making sure the
clips are full. I open the passenger side door of the insanely pimp
Shelby GT 500 Mustang and place the assault rifle in along with my
backpack, but I keep the silenced pistol on me. I always keep the
pistol on me. The car is beautiful; I stole it shortly after the
Rising. I was never a fan of cars in general, but I always loved
Mustangs. There was just something this red bad boy that brought
out the gearhead in me. I wish it was yellow and had black stripes
on it, but there wasn’t any decal shops open anymore which I could
put an order in for.

     I use the portable device to open the
garage door and aim my pistol at the retracting door. The driveway
is free of any zombies. I don’t know what the actually name of this
device was, a remote? Buzzer? It’s just an insignificant device
with a button on it that allowed me to control the retracting
system. I don’t care what its name is, but I place it in my pocket
and get into the car, strap myself in and get comfy. I slowly ease
out of the garage and stop on the driveway and press the button on
the nameless device and watch in the rear-view mirror as the door
closed.

     I nailed ten inch nails through the
garage door (from the inside facing out, which I also soldered so
that they stayed put) just in case any zombies decided to get
close. My hope was that they would eventually head-butt one of the
nails and kill themselves. It happened more often than you would
think (certainly more often than I thought.) Zombies don’t have the
greatest self-defense record; they don’t try and protect the one
thing they can’t literally live without - their brain. They can
live with anything else to my knowledge. I have seen legless,
armless, even partially torso-less zombies who miraculously
continued to try and eat me. Another funny thing about zombies,
since we’re on the self-defense topic, when they trip and fall they
don’t try and soften the blow by putting their arms up. They simply
clatter, face first if that is they direction they fall, into
whatever surface they are walking upon.

     After the door closes I drag my gaze up
toward the zombies nailed and hung from the front porch. Some were
hanging from the porch like human jack o lanterns, like it was
Halloween twenty-four-seven, three-sixty-five. You may think the
smell would be intense and unbearable to live in, and you’d be
right. At first it was, but it had to be done, things like this had
to be done if you wanted to survive. You have to remember, the
human populace that resides on this planet these days aren’t living
on its own terms anymore. But I am, with some compromising
involved, of course. And to be honest, you get used to it after a
while. It was either that or my sense of smell had committed
suicide.

     On the gas pedal I ease my foot and
drive away from the house, heading in the opposite direction from
those road blocks.

     I pass a few zombies who dash toward
the car, but aren’t quick enough to keep up. There are cars halfway
out of their garages with the doors wide open and blood smeared
over the windows and seats and concrete. Some people didn’t even
make it out of their own driveways.

     When news first broke of an outbreak,
people were shocked, and understandable so. After all, this was
video game stuff, you know, Hollywood stories. People were caught
off guard. The reality was much more terrifying than the stories
you’d hear. A lot of people that before the outbreak watched zombie
movies and thought “yeah I could do that” and I would say that most
of those people probably died, I saw a lot of people trying to be a
hero, and they all died like fucking morons. I watched on the news
channels as camera crews showed people running up and attacking the
zombies. Although it was admirable, it was also the dumbest thing I
have ever seen. Only because at first, it wasn’t the zombies we see
shuffling around today. It was the zombies who were still in the
infected stage and these people attacking them just weren’t able to
cope with or match their intensity, ferocity or rage that the
infected exhibited. The actions of an infected are unpredictable.
They even used weapons if they had them. I guess some of their old
mannerisms remained for a short period of time. The only thing that
is predictable about them is that you know for an absolute fact
that they will hunt you down and will not rest until it killed you.
Or until you killed it, whichever came first.

     There are ways to kill them; remove the
head or destroy the brain somehow. It is pretty much the same
techniques as you see in the movies and video games.

     Most of the streets are of a similar
theme; abandoned cars, dried puddles of blood, the occasional
zombie or two looking for some hot fresh flesh. But contrary to the
popular opinion of most people, they do eat other things; it isn’t
just human flesh. Although that is their preferred meal, but they
also go after dogs and cats and other animals when human isn’t on
the menu.

     Slowly I drive up to the shopping mart,
scouring the area looking for any zombies that may linger behind
abandoned cars like crouching tigers waiting to unleash their
hidden dragons. The shopping mart’s doors are closed and barricaded
from the inside and the windows are boarded up. It looks like
people had tried to protect the food inside and took refuge on the
roof. There is a small shanty town-like hideout up there. It
probably only lasted a while, things like this didn’t last long in
the early days of the Rising, maybe only a few days or weeks before
fellow survivors stopped by and wanted in on the action. But in
this day and age, survival for you and your family is the only
thing that matters, strangers can find their own safe haven. That
was and still is the mentality post-outbreak.

     I park the car at the side of the mart
in its vacant parking lot next to the fire exit. I open the car
door and get out, taking the assault rifle with me. I take another
glance around just to make sure that it was safe to wander, making
sure there weren’t any zombies closing in. I close the door. I
wasn’t afraid that someone would steal it; I just didn’t want to
come back out and get in only to find a zombie crouching in the
backseat like a serial killer in an 80’s movie.

     With the assault rifle rose I walk
toward the open fire escape. I’m a little hesitant, the corridor is
dark, and anything could be lingering in there. A zombie, perhaps
even Nicholas Cage. There is a crate of empty glass bottles sitting
by the wall that were at one time probably going to be sent back
for recycling. I take a bottle out and roll it into the dark
corridor and raise the rifle. The corridor is silent; all I can
hear is the bottle as it rolls across the floor and it stops,
hitting a door or wall. I wait, but nothing came out. One more
bottle just to make sure, just in case there is a zombie late to
the party. Yet again, nothing. I slowly walk in with the rifle rose
and aimed ahead. I try to be as quiet as possible, listening with
intent just in case there is a zombie shuffling behind one of these
closed doors. I open a door to my left and look up the flight of
stairs that lead to the roof, but I continue along the corridor and
push open the double doors with the barrel of the assault rifle. It
leads to the main shopping area.

     I walk behind the self-checkouts and
look down each aisle; even though it was dark I couldn’t see any
zombies. Needless to say I can’t hear them either. This place has
been deserted; there are no footsteps on the roof either. Most of
the aisles are almost bare, but there are a few cans of food and
some bottles of water. The place looks like it has housed a
riot.

     I grab a few plastic bags from the
checkout and pack up the few things in this place worth salvaging
and store them in the backseat of my car and then make my way back
into the dark corridor and up the stairs.

     The roof consists of amateur built
huts. It looks like it had been abandoned in a rush; there are
blood-stained clothes scattered around along with a few
non-zombiefied corpses, suggesting that a fight broke out between
the clan or that few strangers intruded and got into a bloody mess.
That was another thing that got a lot of people killed, parents
trying to find a safe place for their kids. The families that
occupy the safe haven are reluctant to let strangers in that may
jeopardize the safety of the group and the parents who want and
need safety are willing to kill for it. No compromising
what so ever as their existence depended on it.

     Either side had a point; imagine
someone telling you that you are not welcome and that you should
keep moving when you have children with you, and knowing damn well
that if you don’t find somewhere safe real soon you and your family
could die. I say could, but that only depends on what the parents
are willing to do, most of them did die, the ones who are still out
there, most likely will. These days, it’s only a matter of
time.

     It does sound inhumane, having to tell
someone to keep moving must be hard, but you can see the point of
the people who are already in the safe haven. You honestly can’t be
sure who has been infected. The signs aren’t always immediate.
Sometimes it may take a few days; the ones who turn in a few hours
or almost immediately are the ones who have a sizable bite on them
(depending how much infected bacteria is in the zombie’s mouth.)
The infection period can vary depending on the wound. A scratch can
take an hour, a day, a week, or they may not even turn. A bite is
more predictable, if they get bitten, they will turn, and that
outcome was only a matter of time.

     Scratches are harder to determine for
anyone who is reluctant on letting strangers join their hideout
because the scratch could have come from a non-infected human. A
scuffle could have broken out between a clan fighting over food or
who should be group leader. So the families who already occupy the
hideout must be careful and they must be kept tight and secure in
order to succeed, especially on the small shopping mart’s roof with
limited rations.

     I look around for anything of any use –
weapons, food – but there is nothing but bloody clothes and a few
dead bodies. The place has been looted or whoever was here took it
with them when they fled.

     I stand at the edge of the roof looking
down onto the street at the abandoned cars that have crashed into
one another and into buildings along the street. There is barely
enough space to drive through. There are a few zombies lingering
down the street at the pet shop. They seem occupied and wholly
happy to attack a metal shutter, so there is no need for me to
worry.

 

     Along the street I drive slowly,
weaving in and out of the abandoned cars – checking in the
rear-view mirror I watch as zombies shuffle along the street after
me. They don’t pose a threat in the small numbers they are
currently rolling in, but their groans seem to alert other zombies.
Plus, the roar of the Mustang’s engine doesn’t help much. I pick up
the pace a little bit, knowing that I have to lose these followers
before I make it back to my home streets. A few more zombies are
starting to come out of the shops that plague the sidewalk. It is a
good thing, I haven’t seen a lot of zombies around here lately; it
was just the few that lingered around the house. It’s good to know
that they are here, if there was anything anybody in this dystopian
paradise can’t afford to do was to think that zombies have moved on
to better things and suddenly let their guard down. Doing that
would practically be suicide, because these grimy bastards will pop
up at the most unlikely moment and take a chunk out of your
ankle.

     Even though the world is overrun by
these vexatious flesh eaters, it is easy to forget how dangerous it
can be to out in the streets. Even in a car, most of these zombies
won’t have enough strength to actually break one of these windows
and get at me, but with all the obstacles on the road it is easy to
get blocked in and if you’re not quick enough to get out and run
then you will become trapped and then it was just a waiting game,
and hopefully there is someone else around to help you out because
zombies are masters at waiting games, but help wasn’t likely.

     You always need to be one step ahead,
wherever you are, it is vital that you know your way out. Also,
never get startled, never freeze, never be surprised by something
that is unexpected, the days of that are long gone. You should be
prepared for everything and anything, after all, who the fuck
expected a zombie outbreak to actually happen? I certainly didn’t,
although sometimes I did hope for one. I’m sure almost every
teenager in the world hoped for one at some point in time. Now
they’re all dead.

     There it is to my right, my old
employers – MM&G. Slowing down to get a better look. I take
another glance in the rearview mirror at the zombies before
stopping the car completely. They are quite a distance behind, I
was relatively safe. I leave the engine running as I get out and
walk over to the shop. The zombies I don’t have to worry about; it
would take them a few minutes of shuffling to catch up on me. I
look at the window of the store and there is a zombie behind the
glass trying to claw at me, trying to get through. It doesn’t even
notice that the window to its left is smashed. I stand there
thinking about the day that my old boss, Carl Saunders, complained
about feeling dizzy and nauseous, furiously cursing the homeless
bum who scratched him as he took a piss in an alleyway somewhere in
town.

     This was before the virus became
nationwide, before all the news coverage. The cause of the outbreak
is still unknown; at least to me anyway, I’m sure someone somewhere
knows. It went from a Hollywood movie script to a full blown
worldwide pandemic overnight. The first days of the end of the
world, as we once knew it, the internet blog sites were plagued
with conspiracy theorists and people just wanting answers. The
failure to act quickly got most of them killed. And I know I have
said that quite a lot, but I base my opinions on the fact that most
of them are in fact dead, take a look around, I don’t see nothing
but zombies.

     During the first month, survivors were
quite common, but after that, perhaps after the second month, I can
count how many survivors I have seen with three fingers. They
deserted this place like humility deserted the infected.

     The people raping the bandwidth were
probably looking for whom or what was responsible and waiting for
the army and the police to solve this little problem we all faced.
At first, people didn’t know what was going on; they didn’t
understand what was happening. Nobody wanted to believe that
something like this could ever happen. Me of all people, now I like
my zombie movies as much as the next person, I liked the TV shows,
the video games and the books, but I never thought I would ever
witness a zombie outbreak. If somebody had come along just before
all the news broke out and said that there were zombies running
around trying to eat people, I would have laughed in his face
comically like a villain laughing off the promise made by the hero
at the start of the movie, it was only something I truly believed
once I saw it for myself – with these baby blue eyes.

     The government, in my eyes at least,
failed to tell people the truth. They promised everyone food and
shelter and safety. But nobody was safe, that was truth, end of
story. Even I, with my fort-esque hideout, wasn’t all that safe. As
it stood right now, with the amount of zombies floating around, I
was, but all it takes is a wave of zombies to flood in and that was
my fort well and truly fucked. I would be surrounded by hungry
flesh eating atrocities with nowhere to go.

     They couldn’t contain the virus. That
was, of course, assuming that all this anarchy was an accident, and
that people actually tried to contain it. All it takes is one
measly fucking Mosquito to suck the blood out of an infected
person, and then stick that same little blood-sucker into a
non-infected person, and we have another outbreak. The government
told people what they didn’t need to hear, they said that they had
a cure when there wasn’t one. The virus was nothing like anything
anybody had ever seen. They might have tried to find a cure,
(again, assuming this was an accident) but that was another story.
They actually sold an ineffective medicine that did absolutely
nothing. I personally don’t think it was a cure they were actually
trying to sell; I think what they were trying to sell
hope. But truthfully (and maybe I’m being cynical), it was
hope that nobody needed. If these people had been told the truth
then they would have had to face what was a reality and did what
was needed to survive. But now they shuffle along the streets with
an urge to taste my white (currently tanned) flesh. I wonder if
certain ethnic groups are considered a delicacy.

     The cure myth only served as ammunition
for internet theorists who think the government set all this up.
Some even believe that North Korea or Iran, perhaps Russia, maybe
China, or Pakistan – basically any country deemed a threat to this
once great nation called America, had started a biochemical war
against us. Africa and Haiti were also thrown into the discussion.
Apparently none of them noticed that the virus was also spreading
and wreaking havoc among those countries. I spent some time
floating around the internet while I was waiting for all my files
to download. I knew my plan from the get-go: Wait out the infection
stage and survive as long as possible, it was that simple. But in
order to do that and not go entirely insane, I needed things to
keep myself occupied, so I downloaded all the movies, TV shows and
music I could fit onto my portable hard drives for later use. While
they were downloading I also fortified the place. I worked at night
because during daylight hours the streets were too dangerous during
the first month. The key of survival, according to my plan, was not
to ignore the world we now live in; it wasn’t to climb in hole and
pretend that all this never happened. To survive in this world you
must be willing to adapt, you must be willing to become a student
of it.

     As I stand here looking at my ex-boss,
a man who was an asshole even in his last days of a human, I
couldn’t help but feel the same hatred for him as I did back then.
Usually people get sentimental when the end is nigh, but not this
man. I take another look along the street, the zombies are getting
closer. With my assault rifle rose and aimed at this fat bastards
face, contemplating whether or not to pull the trigger, after
thirty seconds of thought, thirty seconds of staring into his flesh
thirsty eyes as he clawed at the window I decide that I’d rather
let him rot.

     I lower the gun and walk back over to
the car, get in and drive off.

     Driving along the street, with timely
glances in the rearview and wing mirrors, making sure I wasn’t
being tailed. All it took was one zombie to start banging and
groaning aloud around the house and that one, if not taken care of
quickly and effectively, can become two, and so on.

     I get in safe and sound, made sure that
there wasn’t a Z making a nuisance of itself, trying to trail
behind me and give away my hideout. I pack away the groceries and
nip out to the backyard for a beer and make my way into the living
room with a packet of Dorito’s and turn the television on. Skipping
through the hard drive I stop on the MTV show Death Valley, it was
mildly amusing. I take a swig of the beer and light up another
joint.

 

     5:30 a.m. and the alarm goes off, but I
am already awake and sitting on the edge of the bed rummaging
through the bedside cabinet searching for my iPhone and my beats by
Dre headphones. The alarm turns off by itself after four beeps and
eight vibrations. The noise of the alarm never once woke me up, but
the vibrations did, I’m not sure why, maybe it had something to do
with some sort of limbic response, that’s about as good as a guess
I was willing to have seeing as I truly didn’t care. I find the
iPhone and headphones and climb out of the window and sit on the
chair and wait, it was time for yet another sunrise.

     The sound of Free Fallin’ by Tom Petty
plays through the headphones. The song is a favorite of mine, and I
think it went strangely well with the surrounding I now find myself
in. It’s one of those songs I enjoy more in the morning, along with
Free Bird by Lynyrd Skynyrd. Sometimes it was L.I.F.E.G.O.E.S.O.N
by Noah and the Whale. Songs just sounded better to me in the
mornings, I don’t know why; maybe it was because of the surreal
vision that I have the pleasure of witnessing. Perhaps the song I
Won’t Back Down by Tom Petty was more suffice given the
circumstances that I am dealt, but that could be a song for another
day. Right now, I’m Free Fallin’.

     I’m not sure what to do with myself
today, I might hit the gym. Sometimes I feel like Shia LaBeouf in
Disturbia, you know, but with less hot chicks next door and more
zombies. I emptied my mother’s bedroom (she didn’t need it anymore)
and stacked everything downstairs against the door and windows,
clearing the way for a home gym. The equipment for it was stolen
from my neighbor’s vacant homes *yet another shocking gasp*. The
gym was a basic setup, dumbbells, other form of weights and pull up
bars which I installed between the joists of the door. It was more
upper body training I was doing, although I did work on the legs. I
wasn’t going to neglect them; I would end up looking like a freak
that would topple every time I tried to walk. I don’t have
treadmills or anything; the setup isn’t that good, I did see them
on my trips around the neighborhood though, but there was no way I
could carry one of those things back home with zombies around. I
would have crumbled beneath its weight like a chump with a broken
spine just lying in some random strangers’ basement waiting for the
inevitable starvation to kick in and claim my soul.

     I also don’t need a treadmill, if I
wanted a cardio workout all I had to do was head outside and run
around the streets being chased by hungry fiends who want to eat
me, which was all the motivation one needed to keep running no
matter how tired or physically drained they felt. I would run until
I collapsed and passed out, maybe then I wouldn’t even feel the
zombies chewing into my calf like it was a piece of chicken from
KFC. Although in hindsight, a treadmill is probably the
safer option.

     I didn’t spend too much time in the
gym, only about an hour or two a day. The only reason I work out at
all is because I know that one day I won’t be able to stay here, I
know one day I will have to move on. And when that day eventually
came knocking at my door, when the time comes for me to run, I will
need to be in good shape and as it stands, I am ready.

     I used the sniper rifle for practice,
keeping my aim good and up to par. I have become a good shooter and
not just with the sniper rifle, even with a pistol, assault rifle
and shotgun. I had quite a lot of practice during the first few
months of the Rising. I had to learn quickly, or I would become
food for these gremlins. I think being a gamer helped speed up the
learning curve; it made the learning process easier. I know the
kind of stick gamers got before the outbreak; people thought we
were wasting our lives, just wasting away behind closed doors
playing video games. But me, being a gamer since I was a kid, I
think it actually made me a better suited survivor for such a
devastating scenario the world now finds itself in. I didn’t rely
on social interaction when there was such a thing called “society”
so maybe that was how I could spend so long alone and be moderately
sane. Also, the fact that I have played many, many zombie games has
kind of put me in an enlightened spot. It is kind of like being in
the army and you are drilled on every possible outcome during a
mission, and whatever outcome happens, you will be ready for it.
I’m not suggesting that I am ready for every single outcome
imaginable, far from it, but I’m still alive, aren’t I?

     Playing video games since I was a kid
definitely helped me during this outbreak, my hand eye
co-ordination was vital during it. Maybe playing games like
Battlefield, Call of Duty, Ghost Recon, and many others have helped
me in some way or another. I still fire up the Xbox or PlayStation
from time to time and play games. On the Xbox I have maxed out
almost every game I own. Some I can’t, because there are
achievements only achievable by playing in multiplayer matches and
my Xbox Live membership ran out two months ago. I used to speak to
a few survivors on it, discussing survival tactics and potential
origins of the outbreak and even still played online games. It was
quite surreal, and if I’m honest, rather awesome. There was
something awesome about just kicking back in a fortified house
playing Call of Duty with Turtle Beach’s on while the world outside
your front door was tearing itself apart. I wish it was still going
on, but the online servers only lasted about a month before they
went down and never came back on. The number of online friends
rapidly dropped during that month. But it was fun while it
lasted.

     There wasn’t much to do around here
since I finished fortifying the place so I had to keep my mind
occupied, although I still make a few additions here and there just
to keep it up to date. I picked up the guitar which I stole from a
neighbor. I wasn’t much of a musician before the outbreak, I only
ever picked up a guitar twice in my entire life and put it straight
back down, but now I can play and write my own songs. I mastered it
in just over a month. It truly is insane what a solitary lifestyle
can do to your mind. I may lack serious practice in many social
circles, but I have torn through books and could tell you a thing
or two about astronomy, physics, and biology. I read multiple
theses’ on subjects that in school would have baffled me, but now I
understand it. I even wrote my own thesis on the Big Bang. I have a
few thoughts on that particular subject. I went into some detail on
it which I won’t disclose, but the basics of it were that Black
Holes are such a mysterious thing in the universe and that in it,
the laws of physics as we know it doesn’t apply. And they roam
around like galactic tornado’s just absorbing stars and planets and
galaxies. They are like vacuums of destruction. Where I went from
there was that if you were to imagine all the substances that would
vacuum, imagine the nucleus of all that energy from multiple stars
far greater than our own being compacted into this Black Hole. It
would be like a massive, massive supernova far greater than what
would we could ever possible begin to imagine. Try and imagine all
those stars and planets and whatever else it eats up just being
compressed down into this one ball of energy, an energy so powerful
that when a positive met a negative the results are absolutely
breathtaking on a colossally devastating stage and then all of
sudden it would explode within this Black Hole and create an
entirely new universe: The Big Bang.

     Nobody knows what existed before the
Big Bang, nobody knows where all of this came from, so this might
just be how it all happened. Maybe our universe was made up of
another – almost like looking into a mirror with another mirror
behind you.

     That was the gist of it, although I
went into greater detail and explained it a little more
scientifically. I guess boredom and confinement helps me focus. Who
knows what I could accomplish if I was doing a life sentence in
prison.

 

     In the afternoon sun I relax on the air
chair just floating around the pool staring at the boring white
paint job the house had to suffer. The boredom is actually starting
to get to me now. The lack of human contact is taking its toll. I
cranked one out to a teacher I had back in pre-school that I
haven’t given a single thought to in about ten years. She was cute,
pretty, dark hair and glasses that made her look dorky. And I dug
it. Maybe it was because she reminded me of Zooey Deshanel.

     Nightmares are more frequent and
sleepless nights are becoming a bad habit. I’ve only slept about
ten hours this week. Contrary to my sleep pattern pre-outbreak were
I could sleep for more than ten hours a day. I don’t know if it was
the boredom finally creeping in and ruining my mood or the house
was indeed, starting to look like a blank canvas.

     Before that eventful night two years
ago, I had gotten a letter from a top art school in the city saying
they would love to have me when I graduated. I was a great artist
(the world was dead; this was no time to be modest.) In High
School, before I dropped out, you probably couldn’t tell by the way
I look now, (I have lost some weight, but still kept an athletic
build) but I was the starting quarterback, touted as a potential
star of the game if I chose to go down that path. But I was torn
between my love of art and football. A lot of the team teased me
about the cartoons I drew for the school paper because it was
either about superheroes or love. I never really bothered about the
stick I got for it, enjoyed drawing them, I loved art.

     Ever since I was a kid, the stories
behind the pictures captivated my mind. Before I got settled into
the suburbs as a kid I was a loner. I was only, five but I was
still a loner, I didn’t talk much, and I used to sit around all day
watching cartoons and drinking milk – all day every day.

     It was only in High School when I
really felt like one of the group. Although there were some kids I
used to hang with during earlier years. The coach of the football
team saw me running track in gym class and thought the team could
use my pace as a wide receiver. But shortly after getting to grips
with the team and the sport, I filled in as quarterback in training
one day and stayed there ever since, it was almost like I was born
to play the game. I preferred being the quarterback; you didn’t get
hit as much. I instantly fell in love with the game; I loved the
passion that the team showed and the intensity of winning as a
team. Also, the attention you get from the cheerleaders as the
starting quarterback wasn’t too bad as well, they gravitated toward
me. That was probably the best part, winning was good, but scoring
was better.

     At my first competitive game I threw
367 yards and five touchdowns. My dad was at that game, he said it
was the proudest day of his life – watching his only son follow in
his footsteps and getting in the game. My dad was an avid football
fan and he always criticized me for not picking the ball up earlier
in my life and claimed that only faggots made art. He was charming
fellow, a real loving and embracing guy, accepting of all people
from all walks of life. He was terrible father, and person, but he
was still my father. After his funeral I barely spoke to anyone.
The only person who could get more than a sentence from me was
Becky. I dropped out of High School shortly after the funeral and
got a job in MM&G. The only thing that kept me there was Kerri,
a girl who lost her mother due to her dads drunk driving. It was a
horrible crash, three people dead, only her dad survived the
accident leaving three other innocent people dead. It is
somewhat typical; the man responsible for the accident was the only
one to survive. Kerri left her home in Texas shortly after her dad
went to prison and went to live with her aunt and uncle who lived
out here. She got a job in MM&G to help pay her way in the
house; she hated living off handouts; although being pretty gets
you things as well, but that was out of her control. Men will
always favor a pretty girl; it is just the way we are wired.

     In the backyard with the sun beating
down on me I stand next to the tins of paint I grabbed from the
garage. There was some black, some blue and some red. I look at the
wall with the paintbrush in my hand. I check my watch, 9:47 a.m.
I’ve got the entire day ahead of me and for the first time in a
long while I am not sure if I like that feeling. I grab a cold beer
from the crate floating at the edge of the pool and crack it open,
take a swig and continue to stare at the back of the house. The
ideas were running through my mind of things to paint, the stories
I could tell, the places I could take whoever had the proper amount
of thought and conscious prosperity to process such basic examples
of creativity that even the earliest of humans managed to take
advantage of. In this day and age, any form of art righteously
falls short in the eyes of a flesh eating miscreation. But
regardless of the appreciation this won’t receive, I start
painting. I wasn’t doing it for adulation; this wasn’t to impress
some girl who assumed that just because I was a football player
that I was a one dimensional douchebag. This was just so I could
stay sane for a little while longer.

     A few hours and few beers later I stop
and take a step back and examine every inch of the short graphic
novel I painted. It was the story of a boy who falls in love with a
girl in a subway station. She was going west; he was heading east,
worlds apart, only their fate desired their paths to meet.

     It took a few hours to finish this, but
it felt like twenty minutes. It was far too easy for me to get
caught up in this. Maybe it was the lack of creativity I have
showed in recent weeks that caught up on me. It could also have
been the lack of other things, lack of emotion, lack of basically
everything human. The lack of everything from a normal life that I
hated and pushed away after my dad died. It’s a weird feeling
realizing that I kind of miss those days; I felt a craving for
them. Those awkward dates were the girl was so dumb that just
talking to her about the most menial of topics bored me to tears.
Every conversation I brought up made me feel guilty; it felt like
talking to her about anything other than petty (bitchy) gossip or
cheerleading was me trying to patronize her. I never thought that
I’d miss those days; I guess solemn confinement changes a person
for the worse, also.

     One of the hardest things to get over
was the fact that there was no normal life anymore and
there wasn’t going to be ever again. But in a weird way I liked it.
I liked the basics of this existence. Survive, plain and simple.
But without a reason to survive it was almost like you weren’t even
living.

     There are probably a few contradictions
in this about my views on life before and after the Rising, but
that is just purely because of my mixed emotions about such things.
Sometimes I love this lifestyle, sometimes I longed for an awkward
date with a girl who I wondered if she was borderline retarded.

     I often think of zombies as humans
simply just being in an unusually intoxicated state. The
similarities are there for all to see. Drunken parasites will eat
anything. They stagger across busy roads oblivious to the dangers
of oncoming traffic with ketchup smeared all over their face and
their collar torn and a tooth or two missing. They are overly
aggressive and they roll in packs. Just like the undead, they are
humorously incapable of walking a straight line. This kind of
thought keeps me loosely imaginative of them, but I still know the
dangers they pose.

     I survived this long by keeping calm;
by always thinking when the next zombie might show up and how can I
prevent it from alerting others by its groans. Acting harshly and
naïve could get you killed. Loud gunshots will attract more of
them. They will follow sound. You have to think of them sometimes
as being blind; they seem to have heightened senses which honestly
baffle me. They can smell flesh from a distance, hear the faintest
of sounds. But unlike the blind, they are attracted by bright
lights. They are very basic creatures which mean they are easy to
outsmart. If you can keep quiet, keep hidden and don’t give off a
scent that isn’t of rotten filth then in theory you can survive.
All that sounds relatively simple and achievable, but only if you
have a lifetime of food and sustainable water supply so that you
never have to leave your respective bunker. But most of us don’t
have that luxury. I most certainly don’t.

     I often wonder how they could see, hear
and smell so good. A few months back I caught one, chopped off its
arms and legs so it couldn’t squabble and I examined it, just out
of pure curiosity. But I was disgusted and cursed my curiosity
because what I found was pure filth. Not that I expected anything
other than pure filth, but it still made me puke. The eyelids were
crusted together with dirt and clots of blood, the ears were
clogged with filth and the mouth was a pit filled with dried blood,
blotches of hair and dead flesh and shards of bone wedged between
the teeth that weren’t already broken.

 

Chapter Three

 

     The crucial hours of the outbreak when
the local authorities collapsed, I was behind bars in the local
police station.

     An Infected came into work and started
attacking some of the people who initially took refuge in here to
get away from what was outside after seeing what happened to other
people who fell victim to the madness. The thing was relentless, it
was punching and scratching and kicking and trying to bite people.
After it had attacked them and they fled from the shop in fear, it
didn’t follow them, I wish it did, but instead it ran for me. And
after witnessing what it had just tried to do to those other people
in the retro music aisle I didn’t think twice about picking up that
heavy cash register and caving the things head in with it.
Normally, that would have taken a lot more strength and effort than
I portrayed, but adrenaline and fear makes you dig deep for
strength you didn’t even know you had. Kerri was also behind the
counter with me so I wasn’t just protecting myself.

     The police came in after I had called
them to tell them what had happened. But the bastards took me away.
They didn’t know what was going on. I pleaded with them to let me
go, but all they saw was a dead body and blood splattered over my
jeans. Kerri also tried to plead, begging them to let me go, but
they had to follow protocol. They didn’t see what the infected man
was like; he was just laid out on the floor. He would have looked
like a normal man if it wasn’t for the caved in head. I wouldn’t
have done this to just anyone trying to attack me, but this guy was
something else, his actions were fierce and ferocious and his
screams were terrifying. It was like he was possessed.

     At the time I wasn’t too worried about
the consequences as there were cameras in the store that showed
what happened and anybody could see that my actions were the ones
of self-defense.

     In the backseat of the police car on
the way to the station I watched as an ambulance with its lights
flashing sped down the street with two police cars following it.
There were people running out onto the street in hysterics,
screaming and shouting and crying. There were groups of men beating
a single (yet erratic) man to death with baseball bats on the
pavement outside their apartment complex. These guys didn’t care
who saw what they were doing, they felt that it was justified.
Looking back now, it was.

     ‘All officers report back to the
station immediately.’ A voice came through the radio, sounding
hurried.

     The two police officers in the car had
been ordered back to the station along with everybody else of duty.
I wasn’t too familiar with this situation; I hadn’t been in the
back of a police car before or really heard what goes through their
radio, but that sounded a bit more serious, it wasn’t your average
request. All officers report back to the station immediately? I
hadn’t heard of that one before, surely there had to be police
officers out on the streets to protect them, but this wasn’t an
average day. After hearing that request I was truly worried. And
the streets were crazy, what had happened? Everything was fine when
I left my house and started my shift. Now it was 7:30 p.m. and
everything around me was turning into a wrathful state of
emergency.

     In the police station I was thrown into
a holding cell. But on my way in I heard some mumblings of some
sort of zombie-like civilian who was trying to eat a man’s
daughter. I wasn’t too sure what to believe, this was insane, and
absurd!

     I reckon about an hour or two went by
and I was still in the holding cell. Nobody came in, nobody went
out. There were people arguing in the reception. It was getting
heated. A gunshot went off. I tried to look through the bars,
trying to get a better look at the door leading to the reception. I
could hear more people yelling and then another shot went off. I
wasn’t worried anymore; I was full blown shitting myself.

     A rookie officer came sprinting through
the doors with blood splattered over his uniform. He began to open
all of the cell doors and the people ran for their lives. He was
making his way down to me when I heard a man yell, ‘what’s going
on?’

     The officer looked in shock, ‘I
honestly don’t know. These people are going crazy!’ he said and
tried to catch his breath. He was clearly on edge by what had
happened in the reception.

     I didn’t wait around for the Q&A;
as soon as my cell door was unlocked I sprang out like some sort of
caged infectious monkey and ran down the corridor, leaving my
cellmates behind and ran into the reception. There were two bodies
stacked in the corner, one was a civilian and the other was a cop.
The blood trails ran across the floor clearly insinuating that the
bodies were dragged. I hurried out of station and stood on the
pavement at the crossroads and watched as the cars sped by. Car
horns and alarms were sounding in the distance. My eyes lay with a
woman as she sprinted across the road heading straight for me.
Luckily for me, when she began to cross the road a car came
speeding down it, doing about 80 or 90mph. The car hit the woman
and knocked her off her feet, probably killing her instantly as her
head smashed against the windshield. If that didn’t kill her then
the car crashing into a traffic light should have. The woman was
crushed between both car and traffic light. It was surreal and
absurdly terrifying.

     Her body was a broken mess. The car
door opened and a man climbed out of the wreckage and crawled away.
He was bleeding heavily from the head wound he received mere
moments earlier. He wouldn’t make it far; he was losing too much
blood. There were people just running by. Other cars drove by the
accident, not even paying it any attention. I couldn’t judge them.
I was just standing on the curb watching as the man crawled to a
stop and died. The woman who was trapped (and who should have been
dead) started to move, her legs were trapped, but she managed to
twist and turn till her bones and flesh were no longer holding her
back and she crawled toward the recently dead driver and started
gnawing on his body like a dog playing with a new toy.

     The sound of sirens rang throughout the
streets. The bright flashing lights bounced off windows and lit up
the walls in the street. It was clear to see that there weren’t any
rules anymore. Society had fallen. What was once considered
socially acceptable no long mattered. It was now kill or be
killed.

 

Chapter Four

 

     Two weeks have gone by since I drew
that graphic novel on the back of the house. Now there are cartoons
painted all over the back of the house. I painted till the paint
ran out. There is no more food left in the neighborhood, the shops
have been looted. My personal rations are running low; I’ve skipped
a few meals so I can stretch out my time here. There is maybe only
a few days left, a week tops. It’s a scary thought knowing that my
time here was drawing to a close, knowing that I would soon have to
go out and face the world I genuinely know nothing about. All I
know is what happens around this neighborhood, what lay beyond that
was an unknown world to me now. Anything could lay out there, for
all I know; it could be full of Mel Gibson’s wandering about in the
Thunderdome.

     On the garage roof I sit, looking out
onto the street as the sun sears down. I know it’s only a matter of
time before I am forced to move on. Until this day, one thing has
never crossed my mind, suicide. I sit here thinking about it, not
about committing it myself, of course, but for the people who had.
I often wonder why I can take more than the average person.
Suicides were so common after the outbreak. I can’t even remember
how many houses I have looted and found the resident hung from the
ceiling or lying in a bath with a toaster. By the way, the human
body looks weird once it has been lying in water for months. It
looks like some sort of wrinkly alien. And also, in that water was
their urine and feces. I always thought it was a myth that bodies
defecated when they died – it’s true. I guess people feared
becoming one of them so they ended the fight first, on
their terms. Not knowing it was just like any other war.

     People just needed to know that we can
win. We can kill them. Some just didn’t believe. The military was
failing and civilians lost faith in them, as if it was
their war. It wasn’t their war, it was ours, it was all
our war. We all had to fight; humanity depended on our survival
instincts. But most people gave up and lay down. Don’t get me
wrong, I do understand. I’m not judging anybody here. I’m not
judging them for running and abandoning their stance. I didn’t
exactly fight either; I wasn’t out on the streets defending our
nation from an infection. I hid inside this house and barricaded
myself in. Fortified the place and watched as everybody else either
died or ran.

     I don’t blame them for running. It is
hard to keep up a fight against an army of undead that doesn’t
sleep and doesn’t rest. They will keep going long after we can.
They don’t have to worry about stamina, fatigue, all they had to
worry about was food, and we were their source of food. But they
also don’t have minds, they can’t think, they can’t plan. So it is
easy to outsmart them, you just have to find the people who are
willing to fight first.

     A few hours have gone by and the sun
begins to set. The view yet again is quite beautiful as the smoke
rose in the neighborhoods in the distance as they are slowly
reduced to ashes in the twilight. I sit on the fishing chair
looking out onto the street as the sun went down with a packet of
chips resting on my lap. The bag is almost empty, a few more
handfuls of tangy cheese and it was done, put in a zip locked bag
and sealed and disposed of. The smell of food can draw these
zombies in if they are close enough to actually smell it. They
won’t eat the food, but it causes them to dawdle.

     In the distance the sound of car tires
screeching as they turn corners grab my attention. I stand up and
look along the street. The screeching tires are getting louder.
They are getting closer. This isn’t good. Further along the street
I notice the headlights as the vehicles turn the corner further
ahead and head down toward me. My stomach is churning. They keep
coming around the corner. It looks like a convoy consisting of six
vehicles; two school buses and four pickup trucks. The churning in
my stomach gets worse, if my mind wasn’t so occupied with worry I
would probably throw up those chips I just chowed down.

     They are running from something.

     Where there is a group of humans there
are five groups of zombies.

     The convoy is getting closer to me. I
feel anxious; my palms are starting to sweat. The two buses that
lead the way turn right (my left) down on the street in front of me
and continue. There is no way they will fit through the road
blocks.

     The road blocks consist of three
concrete blocks, two of them at the front (depending on which way
you face, to me, from this point, the two were at the front) were
stationed about ten feet apart and the third was stationed about
ten feet behind them. The buses won’t squeeze through; there isn’t
enough space, especially at the speed they are travelling at. The
first bus picks up its speed and tries to force its way through the
road blocks, but it hits it at an angle and the bus topples and
skid across the street, up the curb and crashes into the side of a
house. The driver of the second bus slams his foot on the brake,
but the momentum of such a vehicle going at that speed couldn’t
decrease quickly enough. The bus smashes into the road block and
from the smoke that was coming from under the dented hood; I would
say the engine was fucked. If the drivers hadn’t been in such a
rush they could have just slowed down and they could have bumped up
the curb and drove across a lawn or two and continued unharmed, but
it only made me think about the troubles that they were so eager to
outrun.

     The pickup trucks that turn the corner
stop with relative ease; their momentum is easier to decrease. They
then do a U-Turn and drive along the other way leaving their fellow
convoy behind. They didn’t think twice about the decision either
which is rather shocking. Some of the passengers are climbing out
of the wreckage at the house. They run – to a certain extent, or
what could be construed as an attempt at running – and they are
being followed by the survivors of the second crash. I look back
down the street they came from and there are zombies staggering
down toward us – toward them. The zombies had no idea I was here,
if they did, this scene would have taken place a long time ago.

     ‘Fucking assholes!’ I shout at the
survivors who shoot me a fleeting glance and keep running. These
streets will be overrun in about an hour or two. In the distance a
flare rises up into the night sky. I watch with childlike wonder,
almost frozen in the moment. My first thought is of Kerri. We both
spoke about a plan if we ever faced a zombie outbreak, but it was
merely for fun after we watched Dawn of the Dead on a slow day at
work. I told her my plan if an outbreak ever happened. Maybe she
adopted this plan for survival as well. Although, truthfully, it
could have been anyone, it could have been another part of that
convoy that sent the flare up to alert the others of their
position.

     If that was the case then they are just
going to attract more zombies to them, all the more reason for the
rest of the convoy to keep running. In my plan for survival, I told
her that the flare tactic was only to be used as a last resort. If
you were trapped by zombies and there was nothing else to lose,
just hope that there was somebody else out there who will see the
flare and hope that they are willing to try and rescue you.

     I stand here thinking about my next
move; I can’t stay here now, all because of these fucking assholes.
Soon the entire neighborhood will be crawling with zombies. I’d be
stranded out here, like a drop of blood in an ocean of sharks. It
wouldn’t be so bad if I had enough food and water to last until
they all died somehow, but the truth is I don’t. I only have a week
tops. And if I left it any later than that, with stretching out my
rations to survive a few more days, I wouldn’t have enough energy
to outrun these fuckers for long. I would need to act now while I
still have the luxury of my health.

     I crouch down so the zombies don’t see
me as they pass. They go straight for the survivors of the bus
wreckage who are too injured to run or walk away. It just shows you
what type of world we are living in nowadays. These people probably
spent the better part of six months together, fought hand in hand
against the undead. I haven’t had that kind of company, but I’d say
that would be quite a bonding experience, like a company team
building exercise with the real threat of death to spur you on. Now
they are left behind, injured, left there to be fed upon like human
Ikizukuri.

     I grab the sniper rifle case and head
back through the window and down into the garage. I load up the car
with my guns and ammo, clothes, food and water. I also pack my
emergency backpack just in case I have to run. I also had to gear
up. I throw on my black hoody, my best denims, my red and black
All-Stars, my Yankee cap and I’m also rocking my Justice League
t-shirt. If there was ever a time in non-fictional history were a
JLA t-shirt was required, it was now. It also gave me an ideal to
strive toward (Man of Steel reference intended due to the JLA
t-shirt).

     I let the bandana hang from around my
neck; I’m keeping it there just in case I get into a sticky
situation. Basically it was to stop speckles of blood from getting
into my mouth.

     After I load everything I need into the
car, I grab the box of fireworks from the shelf and head out to the
backyard and set them all up, tie all the fuses together and light
them. I watch as the fuses burn and then they all shoot up into the
night sky and set it alight. The plan behind this stunt is to
attract as many zombies toward me as possible. It’s a longshot, but
in the off chance that it was Kerri who shot the flare into the
sky, she only did so because she is running out of food and was
trapped by zombies and there were no other options.

     As the door slowly retracts I can see
the zombies dashing toward the house as the opening door caught
there attention. I slam my foot on the accelerator, the screeching
tires amplified by the garage acoustics. I lift my foot from the
clutch and the car speeds out of the garage, mowing down the
zombies on the driveway. I spun the car on the street and drove
away from the bus wreckage.

     As I speed along the street I sneak
glances at the zombies that are crowding the streets. I take a
right turn at the end of the streets as the road ahead was blocked
with cars. I drive through the streets trying to navigate my way
around the road blocks. The street ahead is a dead end due to some
abandoned cars, these weren’t always here. I’ve travelled this way
before, roughly about a month ago. This road block was new; maybe
the convoy was bigger than just those trucks and buses I saw. The
road block is only a few cars, some are toppled, but I couldn’t
crash through them, I’d only add this car to the barrier.

     The streets behind me are being flooded
by zombies, and many more road blocks lay back there. It would be
too risky to head back.

     Fuck it.

     That is the only thought that travelled
through my mind.

     Fuck it.

     I grab my emergency backpack and the
shotgun that sat in the passenger seat. The backpack had boxes of
shotgun shells, hence why I favored that over the assault rifle
that only had two clips. The machete handle is creeping out of the
backpack just as I always like to keep it for easy access. I open
the car door and get out, but before I make my way through the
abandoned cars I need to attract zombies to my current position. It
is just one of the things I do, a technique I like to apply
whenever I’m out on the move. It is relatively simple; always leave
something that will draw them to your last position, never to your
current position if you intend to stay there. I kick the sweet spot
on the front bumper and set the alarm off. Drawing them to my last
position as I make my way through the abandoned cars, that way they
will never be drawn directly to me. Car alarms are a good way to
attract their attention, the noise the cars give off is both
annoying and durable; a bad combination that works well when the
world is overrun by zombies.

     There are zombies lingering up ahead, I
can see them beyond the abandoned cars. They are making their way
toward the alarm. The only bad thing about that is that I happen to
be in the way. There is a ten foot fence to my left. I throw the
shotgun over and then ascend that fence like a pro. On the other
side of the fence I pick up the shotgun and take a quick look
around the kindergarten playground, but it’s almost pitch black.
The street lights barely make it visible. There was meant to be a
light on in this place, but it has either burned out or it was
simply switched off from the inside. Through the darkness I walk,
not enjoying a single second of it. I keep the shotgun raised and
readied just in case any zombies decide to embark on a journey out
from the wooden train to my right. There are gunshots going off a
few streets over, along with the screaming and shouting and the car
alarm. As long as they continue to draw attention to themselves and
draw the zombies away from me I couldn’t care less what they are
doing.

     The back door of the kindergarten is
unlocked, slightly ajar. I use the barrel of the shotgun to open it
and take a few steps in. I walk with hesitance, the place is dark.
I listen very carefully for any footsteps, but with the car alarm
going off and the gunshots ringing through the streets behind me it
is hard to concentrate let alone hear a footstep. From under the
stairs I walk. The place is obscure, unobtrusive and eerie. I
always hated little girls; I always felt that they were creepy,
ever since I saw A Nightmare on Elm Street as a kid. These schools
always made me feel uneasy, I always imagined little girls wearing
those white dresses and skipping whilst signing nursery rhymes in
haunting unison. I’m hoping that there aren’t any little girls
here; my bladder may not survive gracefully. With the blood smeared
on the walls though and the drag marks on the floor, I’m not
completely sure my bladder will hold up. You never like to think of
a zombie apocalypse affecting places like this, but there is hell
on earth, no place to hide, no such thing as a bloodless shore.

     The echoing of my own footsteps is
creeping me the fuck out. I can feel the hairs on the back of my
neck stand up, saluting the eeriness. There are some groans coming
from down the bloody hallway. My focus lay with the open classroom
door with the flickering lights. This is something straight out of
a horror movie. I fucking hated this place. I wait in anticipation
of a zombie child staggering out, but all of a sudden a bang sounds
from my left as a zombie clatters into the classroom door. My heart
nearly jumped out of my zipped up hoodie. Almost forcing itself
through my ribcage, my bladder is getting a run for its money. I
spin and instinctively let off a shot in a moment of utter panic
and startle. Shattered glass and shrapnel slam into the zombie’s
(whom I imagine was formally a teacher here) face and chest,
knocking it back onto the floor with a gaping hole in its chest.
The sound of the shotgun going off in a narrow hallway was
deafening. It echoed throughout the entire school. I am not proud
of almost shitting myself. I know that if there are more zombies in
here that aren’t locked behind a door, they will come running, or
hobbling as it may be.

     A few Z-kids stagger over to the door
and reach through the broken window, trying to claw at me, but I
step back out of their reach. How long have they been in here? I
wonder if they have been here since the outbreak.

     I’m not too sure where to go right now,
head back the way I came in or carry on? Moments later as I ponder
the two options available to me; my mind and I only had one option,
carry on. There are zombies coming down the stairs at the end of
the corridor I came in. I have no time to think anymore, I run
along the hallway. I almost slip on a puddle of blood with a
slither of flesh resting on it. This must have been the zombie
apocalypse version of a banana peel. My footing went a little, but
I manage to keep my balance and manage to continue my sprint down
the hallway, quickly passing the classroom with the flickering
lights. I didn’t even glance in, my curiosity wasn’t paying
attention.

     The lobby at the main entrance of the
school is covered in blood. The doors are chained shut and
padlocked. I think about shooting the lock, but I need to reserve
my bullets, especially when there is another option available.
There had to be another way out of here. The zombies shuffle along
corridor behind me. I run across the lobby and into the adjacent
corridor, but there are zombies making their way down toward me
from there. They are closing in from either way; I should have shot
the padlock. But cursing my actions, or lack of in this case, will
get me nowhere real fast. Through the open door to my right I go
and close it behind me. I lock it and spin around quickly and raise
the shotgun just in case there are zombies advancing on me, but the
place is clear of any flesh guzzlers. There is a desk and a few
tables and couches; this must be the teachers’ lounge.

     The window looks out onto the few cars
that remain in the parking lot. The streets at this side of the
school are somewhat less congested according to my recent memory,
the last time I was around this neck of the woods these streets
were clear, but that may have all changed thanks to the convoy that
rolled through not so long ago.

     I rummage through the desk looking for
car keys that were left behind. But there is nothing in the desk
but meaningless folders and a few staplers. There was still a
teacher here, I shot him, or her, I didn’t exactly get a good look
at him/her before I blew most of his/her face off and caved in
his/her chest. There are quite a few zombies still in this place,
evidently, that stayed with the kids. I take another look out of
the window, wondering what to do. Bangs from the other side of the
door grab my attention. There is no way out through that door, only
bloodshed lay behind it. They basically made my mind up for me yet
again. There are a few coats hanging from the coatrack. I search
through them but there aren’t any keys in them either. Although I
did find a condom that I slot into my back pocket. These teachers
were probably banging each other during recess. The non-sexual
banging and scratching continue as the zombies continue to test the
resistance of the door, but it sounded like it was about to be
broken down, which would be bad news for me if it did.

     A chair gets picked up and thrown
through the window. It shatters and the glass falls onto the
ground, some inside the lounge, but most outside in the parking
lot. I use the stock of the shotgun to clear the shards of glass
poking up from the frame that might pierce through the sole of my
shoe. I climb out and duck behind the car as a few zombies stagger
by. The parking lot is free of any lingering flesh eater. I reach
for the handle of the Ford Focus and open the door, but the damn
alarm goes off. I glance up and look through the side window,
through the other, and watch as the zombies stagger toward the
parking lot. The door to the teacher’s lounge behind broke down as
the zombies forced their way through forces me to crank my neck. I
expected that to happen, the door wasn’t the sturdiest, but it
didn’t half put me in quite the predicament. I open the car door
and jump in, closing it behind me and begin my search for the keys.
If they weren’t in the school then they might be in here. The glove
compartment is empty, the visor above only held papers. I hope that
the teacher left the keys in the car; I hope that he/she was
trusting of the neighborhood, but apparently not.

     The alarm still sounds; it still rings
throughout the parking lot and probably the foreseeable perimeter
around the kindergarten. I look under the seats; check in the
grooves, but there is still no sign of keys. I glance up over the
steering wheel and watch as the crowd of zombies at the gate grew
larger. I look back and see the zombies falling out of the
teacher’s lounge. They all hear the alarm. I take off the backpack
and sit it down on the floor at the passenger seat and lie across
both seats and pull apart the panel under the dashboard, revealing
the wires, but I have no fucking idea what I’m doing right now.
This is uncharted territory for me. I know absolutely nothing about
cars and anything I do was from something I saw once on TV. I have
never been a car person, they just never held any interest to me,
(other than the beauty of a Mustang) and I am regretting not paying
attention to cars now. I try and hotwire this bitch – touching
wires together. The windshield wipers flap from side to side, but
that is of absolutely no use to me.

     The gate is barely holding up, barely
keep the zombies at bay, but the zombies that exited from the
teacher’s lounge now find their feet and start banging on the
windows of the car. I manage to turn off the alarm, somehow, but
the zombies already know that I’m here. They keep battering their
bodies against the gate trying to force through. I continue to
knock wires together hoping for some sort of miracle. From under
the steering wheel I hear the gate clattering into the ground and
it forces me to quickly jolt up and take notice as the zombies
flood in and join the others. The flimsy lock looked like it held
up, but it was the hinges that gave way and royally screwed me.

     I admit it; I am momentarily in a state
of shock. I know I’m trapped. But I have to snap out of it quickly,
and I do. I suddenly realize that the doors were unlocked. I
quickly spring up and push down each little nub that sat up. It was
unlikely, but I have to make sure that none of these dirty bastards
managed to get lucky and reach for the handle. The zombies now
surround the car and bang on the windows. It’s a rather unnerving
sight. I have never been in a situation like this before, but I
can’t quiver and act like a little girl right now, that will get me
nowhere.

     Back under the dash again and I
continue to try and hotwire this car, but I can’t stop the thoughts
from running through my mind. Why the fuck didn’t I just get
out and run? I may not have made it, but at least I wouldn’t
have been trapped, I may have had a fighting chance.

     But it’s too late; there is no point in
going over what ifs. I’m trapped. That is the reality of
the situation and I have to face it and plan from here. I continue
to click wires together and eventually the engine roared, it tried
to start up but then failed. I sigh. If this car was fucked them so
am I. My attention is constantly being dragged toward the zombies
as they thrash against the windows. I can hear their snarls and
groans. I’m sure they can hear me as I curse loudly at the
predicament I now find myself in. The engine keeps failing and it
is distressing me. As I lie on my back and the engine failed once
more I let the anger get the better of me and I attempt to kick the
roof but my foot goes straight through sunroof and the glass
shatters and falls down on top of me. I didn’t even realize that it
was there. I just hope that none of the zombies suddenly relearns
to climb. Their grubby claws clatter against the windows, but I
have to stay focused.

     I still click these same two wires
together and the engine finally starts up and stays on. I breathe a
sigh of relief and push my hand on the gas pedal and listen to the
engine as it roars. I’ve never been so glad to hear the sound of an
engine in my life. I quickly get up off my back and settle down in
the driver’s seat, throwing the gear stick into first and stamp on
the gas pedal, lifting the clutch and the tires start spinning.

     Into second gear now as the car mows
down any zombies that lay in my path as I skid out of the parking
lot and onto the street. The car speeds along the street and I
drift around corners like a rally driver trying to evade a horde of
zombies, but yet again I’m brought to a stop. There are more cars
scattered across the street. This time it is the pickup trucks from
the convoy that had crashed. ‘Fuck!’ I shout and punch the steering
wheel. I well and truly hate these fucking guys.

     In the rearview mirror I notice the
zombies piling down the street. I get out of the car, grabbing the
shotgun and sling the backpack over my shoulders. There is an open
window to my left. I walk over, through the overgrown grass on the
lawn, and look into the dark living room; it’s free of any zombies
so I climb through and close the window behind me. I stand in the
in the living room with the shotgun raised at the open door that
leads to the hallway and I listen carefully for any footsteps that
may suggest that there are zombies in the house, but the place was
silent, unnervingly so.

     Out of the living room I walk slowly
with the shotgun still cradled in my arms and aimed. Even though I
can’t hear anything, it doesn’t mean they aren’t here. There could
be one slumped against the wall that could try and bite my ankles.
I glance into the kitchen, making sure there isn’t any in there. I
rummage through the cupboards and find three bottles of vodka and a
few rags. There are some other things, but nothing of any use, the
rags and bottles of vodka are combinable.

     Can someone say Molotov?

     Walking by the living room door I
glance in before taking a second look at the zombies who start
clawing at the windows. Further along the hallway in front of me
lay the front door and the zombies start banging against that too.
Suffice to say that they know that I’m here.

     I make my way up the stairs with the
shotgun rose and aimed dead ahead just in case there are any dead
things ahead, just in case one of these fuckers decided to play
hide and seek. The hallway and upstairs bedrooms are empty, that
either meant there are no zombies or they were gifted in the art of
hiding, or I suck a seeking.

     In the pink girly bedroom I stand,
looking out of the open window looking down onto the street,
looking down upon the zombies that furiously attack the front of
the house. I sit my backpack down and open it up; grabbing a bottle
of vodka and a rag. I unscrew the lid and take a swig of it before
sticking the rag down its neck. I reach into my pocket and grab the
lighter and hold the flame to the rag. I wait for the flame to
really catch on and then I lean out of the window and throw the
Molotov down onto the zombies. There is an explosion of flames that
I didn’t expected and jump back in from the window quickly (not
wanting to singe my eyebrows) before looking back out at the
zombies ablaze. It makes them act wild. They smash the windows and
pile through.

     I must admit, that backfired miserably.
I’m now stuck up here. I walk over and stand at the bedroom door
and look along the hallway and can see the glow from the burning
zombies that linger downstairs. I close the bedroom door, but there
isn’t a lock on it and the door is pretty flimsy, may as well be
made of papier-mâché. One decent shoulder barge from a zombie and
it is caving in. This was only bad news for me, yet again, but good
news for the hungry zombies if you are rooting for them in this
scenario (and if that is the case, fuck you!) They will be up here
and knocking on the door soon enough, I have to think of a way out,
and quickly.

     Back over to the window now and I look
down hoping that I could just drop down and make a run for it, but
there are still zombies down there that haven’t found the broken
windows and persist with trying to body ram the door down.

     There are groans sounding from outside
the room as zombies bang on the door. The door actually withheld
some minor slaps and scratches – I’m proud of it. But any moment
now it’s going to cave in. There is fuck all I can do now other
than what had just popped into my head. I quickly slot the shotgun
into the backpack and sling it back over my shoulders. I climb out
and kneel on the windowsill; trying to maintain my balance
otherwise I could end up as a midnight snack for some angry,
hungry, zombies. The door behind me gives way – the poor thing put
up a good fight, but now the zombies pile in. They stagger across
the pink bedroom, some trip over the bed that stood between us. I
stand up, trying my best not to fall down onto the zombies that
linger below on the front lawn as they reach up at me. I grab a
hold of the drainage pipe and pull myself just in time as the
zombies get to the window – some of their filthy hands scrape my
legs. It’s unnerving.

     As I lie here on my side on the roof, I
glance down at the zombie as they fall out of the window and land
on the lawn. Some of them land really awkward, some went head first
and their neck snapped. Some landed on their arms and they
dislocated – which was funny when they got back up and tried to
reach up at me without functional arms.

     Back on my feet now, and adjusting my
balance – making sure I don’t tumble off and join them down there.
I make my way over the slanted roof and stand looking down at the
backyard. I’m not fancying the jump down into the overgrown grass
that much. It’s difficult to judge when walking through these
backyards, the grass was so overgrown (six months without a trim
will do that) that there could be crawlers among the grass, almost
slithering about like human snakes. Which is not a bad equating;
both of their bites can be deadly – although you won’t stay
entirely dead for long if a zombie takes a chunk out of your
fillet. And a bite from a snake won’t turn you into snake.

     From up here I can see if there are any
zombies crawling around – there aren’t. But I still don’t fancy the
jump. Luckily, though, there is a tree in the backyard close to the
house and one of its branches stretches onto the roof that aids my
descent from the roof.

     After scaling down the tree like a
nature-conquering boss, I stand among the badly maintained grass in
the backyard and then walk over to the kitchen window. There are
still zombies roaming around inside the house. Some of them are
still on fire. Some are burnt and smoldering like toasted gammon.
The upstairs bedroom is glowing, the flames grace the windows. It
looks like some zombies stumbled into other rooms. And with no
local firemen on duty these days, the house will probably burn to
the ground, the more zombies in it when that happens the
better.

 

Chapter Five

 

On my tiptoes I look over the wooden fence, getting a look at
the alleyway before I open the gate and walk out. It’s clear. But
there are some zombies at either end of the alley staggering by. I
crouch behind the trashcans before they have the chance to notice
me. There is a gate on the other side of the alley that I quickly
make my way toward and open before any of those Z’s saw me. I close
the door and continue to crouch – listening carefully for any
zombies that may be lurking in the overgrown grass of the backyard
(from now on, just assume that every backyard and front lawn is
overgrown, in fact, you can go ahead and assume that everything
that needed human grooming or maintenance has now overgrown or
died.) There aren’t any zombies that I can hear so I move through
the backyard and notice that there is a pool to my right. I stand
at the edge of it looking at the family of four that floats face
down in the dirty water. Three of them were kids (around 12’ish I’d
guess, or round about, considering their size) and the other was
the mother by the looks of it. The father isn’t here, unless one of
the kids was the father, perhaps a midget or dwarf. But giving the
shape of the body, I’d say that they were kids. Maybe the father
was among natures mess here. There isn’t any blood in the pool so
they weren’t beating to death or shot and they weren’t zombies –
zombies don’t float. Neither did bodies that have been lying in
water for long periods of time. These bodies must be fresh, or
relatively so.

     My mind starts pondering scenarios,
trying to come up with its own conclusion as to what happened here.
I think it is due to my own story telling nature, most of which is
done through art, but everything needs a good story. I’m not saying
that what I’m seeing right now is a good story, very far from, but
there had to be story behind what I’m seeing. People who are alive
and kicking just don’t jump face down into a pool and stay there.
Not that they perhaps didn’t want to, that could have been their
intention, but the human survival instinct would have kicked in and
tried to intervene. It’s just like trying to hold your breath to
try and kill yourself, after a short while, your brain will jump
and be like “what the fuck are you trying to do, kill us?” in a
voice not too similar to Kevin Bacon’s in Tremors.

     Maybe the father went crazy and drowned
his wife and kids so they didn’t have to face a world where hell
walked the same streets. But what kind of man could do this to his
family?

     From the corner of my eye I notice the
curtains rustling at the upstairs window. I grab the shotgun from
my backpack and make my way around the edge of the pool over to the
house and pushed the backdoor open and raised the shotgun as I walk
in. The house is dark and dusty. Every room I check as I walk by
only led me to believe that the ground floor was clear of any
zombies so I make my way upstairs and stand on the last step and
look at the hallway ahead. Out of the four rooms that litter the
upstairs, only one of the doors was closed and if I had to take a
guess, I’d say it was the room that had the rustling curtains. Up
the last step I go and walk slowly through the darkness as the
street lights shone through the windows and the open doors on my
left. I check every room as I pass, pointing my shotgun in to make
sure there aren’t any zombies. You can never be too careful. You
always have to make sure that there aren’t any zombies lurking. I
reach for the handle of the door at the end of the hallway and
twist and push but it’s locked.

     ‘Go away!’ a man’s frightened voice
sounds from the other side of the door.

     ‘Open the door!’ I shout back and wait
a few moments, but he doesn’t open the door. My arm is twisted.
Normally I wouldn’t intrude on a survivor that has taken refuge,
but he lost his right to privacy from what I saw in the backyard. I
kick the door and the lock snaps and it swings open and clatters
into the wall. I expected a stronger lock or at least something
behind the door, but there was nothing. There is, however, a man
sitting on a chair in the corner by the window with a pistol in his
hand.

     ‘What the fuck happened out back?’ I
ask with my shotgun raised and aimed at him.

     ‘I…I…I had to,’ the man says, his voice
was trembling. ‘I didn’t want them to become one of those
things.’

     The room is dark, but I recognized who
this man is: Peter Tompkins; a total and utter asshole. He was a
big shot banker who bullied his employees. He walked around town
like he was the fucking President of the once great United States
of America, and just expected everybody else to make way for him.
Everybody knows someone like that, (don’t lie) and I bet a lot of
those people are dead. Maybe not on behalf on the virus that has
torn this world apart, but I bet that once people realized what was
going on and realized that they weren’t going to jail any time soon
for their crimes, I would put money on that some of those people
went out and hunted people like Peter Tompkins down and committed
murder! It was probably like a witch-hunt of sorts.

     I barely knew this man personally, only
actually met him a few times, but everyone knew the type of man he
was. He cheated on his wife with high class hookers and with other
housewives at the tennis club (it was a well-known secret before
the outbreak). The man did nothing for humanity. We all know what
bankers did before this outbreak; they were the scum of the earth,
the original scum before zombies showed up and stole their
limelight. So you can just imagine how much people hated this man.
He killed his own family and didn’t have the courage to kill
himself. That shows you exactly the kind of person he is. I’m not
saying killing yourself is easy; it would take a lot of heart and
courage to commit to something like that, but what kind of person
could kill his wife and children – not just killing them, but
drowning them in a pool – and not have the courage to carry out the
last order on the menu? Surely killing yourself after killing your
family would be the easy part. All that guilt and shame of having
just killed your family should have been suffice enough catalyst
for anyone to want to commit suicide.

     The tears start running down his cheeks
as he realizes that his time on this scorned earth is coming to an
end – courtesy of me. I walk over and grab the pistol out of his
trembling hands and hold it to his head as he hung it in shame. I
look down at this pathetic lump of skin and bone. A bullet in the
head would not be appropriate; it wouldn’t be a horrible enough way
for this asshole to go; suffice to say that this dick deserves a
horrible death.

     I quickly aim the pistol down at this
pricks right knee and put a bullet in it. The sequel this coward
let off is surprisingly sufficient. Now let’s put this straight, I
am not by any stretch of the imagination a malicious person. But
when it comes down to it, when it comes down to dirt like this
walking around then I am all for them suffering.

     I kick and rip the door off of its
hinges and leave it on the floor as I walk along the hallway,
closing each other door as I pass, creating a path along the
hallway leading to the room without a door. Back down the stairs
now and I stand in the hallway at the front door. I brush the
curtains aside that reside at the paneled glass window. There are a
few zombies staggering by heading for the gunshots that sound like
they are coming from a few streets over. It’s probably the convoy
still fighting off the zombies. Honestly, I thought they would have
been dead by now. But I guess, and by the sounds of it, they have
quite a lot of firepower. I open the door and let off a few shots
with the pistol that I took from Peter’s trembling hands. The
bullets miss by some way, hitting into the house across the street.
But it’s intentional, of course, just to lure the zombies in.
Peter’s screams and cries of forgiveness sound from upstairs. I
leave the door open as I make my way through the house and out of
the back door and close it behind me.

     The house is now filling with zombies
as they follow my gunshots. I glance at the bodies that float in
the pool, I felt sorry for them even though I didn’t know any of
them personally. I guess I also feel sorry that they had to endure
a life with the man I left with a bullet in his knee upstairs. But
that was just a guess, for all I knew, he could actually have been
a good father to these kids, but seeing what he has done to them, I
suppose my opinion won’t change.

     The zombies are now clawing at the
backdoor; some of them are even in the kitchen trying to claw at
the window. I stand in the backyard and watch them. A few minutes
go by and the zombies gradually move away from the windows. The
curtains upstairs ruffle and then come the inevitable screams. A
wry smile came across my face, but it is short lived as I glance
back at the pool.

 

Chapter Six

 

I climb over the wooden fence and into the next backyard and jog
across the overgrown grass (watching my step, making sure I’m not
about to run into a pool) and over to the next fence on my tiptoes
I look out onto the street. It’s somewhat clear, only a few walkers
lingered, but most of them are following the gunshots. There is a
block of shops across the street; the gate leading to the back
alley is open. I take another look along the street before climbing
over the fence and I sprint across the street hoping that none of
the zombies saw me. I close the gate behind me and quickly spin
around with the shotgun rose, just in case there was a zombie
lingering in the shadows about try and take me out. There aren’t
any groans or snarls or any heavy breathing, so the coast is
probably clear, but I still walk next to the wall away from the
dumpsters just in case.

     There are some zombies staggering by
the street up ahead at the next gate. Some of them notice that I’m
here; perhaps they can smell me because visually I am relatively
well hidden in this darkened, shadowy alley. They reach through the
metal bars on the gate trying to claw at me; thank god
that they aren’t Psychokinetic! But I suppose you need a mind for
that, something zombies don’t like to show off.

     They are battering their bodies against
the metal bars trying to force their way through. There are some
zombies starting to group at the gate behind me now. They must have
heard the groans and came shuffling. There is a door to my right
that is being held open by a brick. There isn’t another way out of
the alley so this looks like it could be my only option. I climb up
onto the dumpster and look over the wall, but it only confirmed
that the open door is my only option – there are more zombies
behind the wall.

     I jump down from the dumpster and walk
over to the door that is being held open by the brick. I use the
shotgun to open the door – I have a fear of opening the door with
my foot just in case I get bitten on the ankle by a crawler. I am
uneasy when it comes to my ankles, it creeps me out when people
touch them. That’s why it was unnerving when the zombies grazed my
legs in that house when I climbed up onto the roof.

     There is a corridor ahead that has
another door about five feet in front of the one I stand at. I’m
not entirely sure why. I walk in and push the next door open and
the thing must’ve been sound proof because as soon as the door
cracked open even a little the sound of dogs barking now became
very, very clear – I’m now standing in the back of a dog pound. The
caged dogs are going mad; they spin around in the cages and bark.
Somebody must’ve been feeding them, keeping them alive. They would
have obviously died if they had been left here since the outbreak,
someone was clearly feeding them.

     I make my way along the corridor, by
the cages, and open the door at the end of it with caution. Someone
was feeding these mutts, and they might still be here. With the
shotgun rose I walk through the door and look around, hoping that
someone else wasn’t lurking around with a shotgun waiting for me.
The reception is clear, the shutters are up and the huge glass
window looks out onto the street and shows the zombies that walk by
like nothing was wrong – it’s like this is a zombie-theme-world,
but thing is, I was the one behind the glass, on show. In this
world, it is very clear that I am the odd one out.

     I don’t know if it was dogs barking in
the background or the sight of me standing by the window (it was
probably a combination of both), but they are now beginning their
stagger across the street toward the dog pound in which I stand.
They start banging on the glass – sounding like an untimed drummed
orchestra that is quite unnerving.

     Their bodies are clattering against the
window and it was starting to crack. I take a few steps back and
continue to stare at them. The glass won’t hold out for long, the
crowd of Z’s has grown and they seem to be battering the center of
the glass at its weakest point, not by choice, of course, some of
them are merely getting lucky.

     The dogs in the back are going wild,
even more so than when I first walked in. Something must be getting
them rowdy. I spin around and look down the corridor at the zombie
that got in which makes its way toward me. I walk forward quickly
with my bandana pulled up over my mouth and with the shotgun rose
and aimed at its head and I pull the trigger – the zombie’s head
blew clean off. Pieces of blood, flesh, brain, bone, everything
that a human head consisted of is now fleeing from its original
source and travelling across the corridor. As the zombie’s headless
body hit the floor I begin to open the cages and set the dogs free
(hoping that they weren’t so hungry that they would turn to me as
their source of food). I was also hoping that they didn’t hate me
for firing a shotgun in the corridor. My ears hurt, I could only
imagine how the dogs must’ve felt, I wouldn’t be surprised if some
of them were now deaf – I almost was.

     Some of the dogs run into the reception
and jump up at the window, barking at the crowd of zombies that
have grown even more since I last checked. Some of the other dogs
run out to the back alley. I walk back into the reception and look
at the zombies that appear to be even more aggressive than the ones
that have littered this neighborhood in previous weeks. Cracks
begin to show in the glass, it is about to cave…

     …Yup, just like I expected and right on
cue. The glass shatters and the zombies on the frontline fall in
with it whilst the ones behind them trample over them like this was
some sort of undead stampede. In fact, that is exactly what it is.
There are also zombies coming in through the corridor behind me,
the gates in the alley must’ve been penetrated by this filth.

     I have to act quickly; a moment of
hesitancy is suicide.

     I spin around and jump over the
reception desk and let off a few shots as the zombies reach their
besmirched hands over the counter trying to claw me. Thankfully,
there is a door behind me; I don’t have the bullets to fend off all
these punks. I glance through the circular window making sure it is
safe before opening the door and getting in. I close the door
behind me and look around; there is nothing here but shelves of
paperwork and dog food. None of this stuff will help me – unless I
decide to try out a new diet. Or unless zombies can be lured away
by dog food, but with prime meat like myself around, I’m all they
want.

     My face is planted up against the small
circular window as I watch the events going down in the reception.
The dogs are attacking the zombies. They are biting, chewing and
gnawing at their legs. Another look around the storage room I now
stand in. I grab the shelf and topple it, blocking the door, that
route is now off limits.

     There is an air duct above me that ran
across the ceiling. The duct isn’t massive, but I reckon I could
fit in and maybe crawl through it without too much restraint. I
stand on the toppled shelf and tear the air duct filter off and
slip the backpack off my shoulders and slide it up into the duct
along with my shotgun. I push them along a little bit and pull
myself up. It’s dank and sickly, maybe the smell from the zombies
was being channeled through here and I shouldn’t be surprised,
after all, it was what the duct was for.

     I crawl through the duct, heading for
the back alley. As I come up to another filter I stop and look down
at the cages below. The dogs are furiously attacking the zombies,
tearing some of their rotted limbs off. The dogs are being exposed
to the infected blood. I’m not sure if the infection spread through
different species. I hope the virus doesn’t apply to other
animals.

     The zombies are attacking the dogs as
well, biting into them, not caring about the mouthful of hair.

     I continue through the vent. At the end
of the line I punch out the filter and look out onto the alley.
It’s clear; all of the zombies must be inside this dog pound. I
drop the backpack down along with the shotgun and then climb out. I
drop down about eight feet and land easily, but as soon as I hit
the ground I hear what I can only describe as devilish howls. The
look on my face is one of genuine worry. I can only imagine what
the fuck is in the dog pound waiting for me. I quickly sling the
backpack over my shoulders and pick up the shotgun. The gates at
either side of the back alley are lying open, but it’s clear of any
zombies, at least for the time being. I take a look through the
open door that leads back into the pound and the sound proof door
also lay open. At the other end of the corridor stands a devilish
hell hound – now I don’t know much about dogs, I could tell you
what a Shih Tzu is, but only because they kind of look like Ewoks.
But what stands at the end of the dog cages is a German Shepard – I
think.

     I know as much about dogs as I know
about cars, so it was relatively to say that I consider them both
and categorize them under things that “travel on all fours.”

     But needless to say, this thing was
big; I don’t even remember seeing it the cages when I first entered
the place, I don’t see how this thing even fit in one of those
cages. The bloodshot eyes are staring right at me as the blood
drips from its tensed jaw as flesh hung from its teeth.

     It can smell me. It looks dead at me
and starts barking and then it runs at me with frightening pace.
Infected humans are seriously quick, but an infected dog is the
thing of many nightmares.

     I aim the shotgun and pull the trigger,
but I am out of bullets. I have to think fast. I kick the brick
away and slam the door shut, but the latch didn’t catch, it swung
back open. The lock inside is probably broken, so the brick isn’t
even necessary. I slam the door shut again and now I press my back
up against it. The hell hound came crashing against the door and
it’s clawing at it. I can hear its snarls and barks right behind me
as I keep my back pressed up against the wood.

     The backpack is now on the ground as I
do some sort of squat whilst trying to rummage through it looking
for shotgun shells. The squat really brought me back to high school
gym class; I feel like I have done a real session, my thighs are
burning. I grab a box of shotgun shells and open it up, but as I do
so the hell hound had geared up for another attempt to kill me and
it rams into the door and knock the shells out of the box and onto
the ground. It almost knocks me off balance. I crouch down with my
left foot planted against the bottom of the door, keeping closed as
I pick up the shells and load them into the shotgun as quickly as I
possibly can. I have practiced reloading as fast as I could back in
the house many a time with many guns, but it’s totally different
when your life depended on how fast you can reload.

     I manage to get a few shells into the
shotgun when the next massive thump on the door came, but this time
I am ready and expecting it. My feet are stationed apart for
balance. I can hear the heavy breathing getting faint as the
zombie-dog backs away from the door. It must be gearing up for
another sprint. I open the door a little and peek in through the
small gap. It notices me and it starts to sprint toward me. It runs
over the dead zombie carcasses that are on the floor. Its eyes are
aimed dead ahead at the door I stand behind. It sprints and then
jumps headfirst ready to thump the door, but I quickly pull it open
and the dastardly evil mutt misses the door and slides across the
graveled alley and collides with the dumpster. This is where I need
to be quick on my feet or I will be dead. I run over to it with the
shotgun raised and aimed at its head and I pull the trigger and its
head and brains splatter over the metal dumpster. I had to be quick
in this situation, I haven’t seen one of these before and they look
even more dangerous than an infected human.

     I don’t have time to stand around and
examine this beast; there are probably zombies still in the dog
pound looking for their way out. I pick up the backpack and sling
it over my shoulders and reload the shotgun with the rest of the
shells that lie on the ground, making sure that I don’t run out of
bullets again.

 

Chapter Seven

 

I creep to the open gate and look out onto the street. There are
a few walkers further down, but none are close enough to cause me
any harm. I run across the street and into the adjacent alley and
make my way along it.

     At the other end of the alleyway I stop
and look down the street both ways like we were told to do as kids
before crossing a busy road. Further ahead is the High School I
went to, the White Hill High School. I jog across the street and
through the car ridden parking lot. At the dirty ground floor
classroom window I look for any sign of life – or lack of in this
case.

     There aren’t any zombies lingering
around and the classroom door is shut. I use the shotgun stock to
break the window and clear any sharp shards of glass away so I can
easily climb through without slitting my wrists.

     On the whiteboard there is a lesson on
how to kill a zombie. It consisted of an amateurs attempt at
drawing a zombie and the inevitable “shoot ‘em in the head” mantra
that I read in every book and saw on every news channel and heard
on every radio station. It is true right enough; maybe that was why
it was such a common phrase among the living (or should I say
people who are still actually able to use a common phrase?)

     I take the flashlight out from my
backpack and switch it on.

     At the classroom door I try and look
through the vertical paneled glass window, but the view isn’t too
helpful. I open the door, the hinges creak, adding to the already
eerily presence of a school. All the lights are out. But it
definitely isn’t as bad as the kindergarten, that place was just
outright spine-chilling. The corridor is littered with bags; it
looks like most of them are bags of clothes. I open a few of them,
looking for the non-clothes bags, and take out some packets of
chips, some bars of chocolate and some canned food – basically
anything that was sealed and would fit into my backpack that I
could move with.

     I remember during the first few days of
the outbreak, they said that the school was a place for shelter.
They even advertised it on the local news and on the radio stations
which the voice personalities told people that safety was in the
numbers. What they didn’t say was that the bigger the number the
more chance that somebody among that group carried the infection.
That’s what it looks like here, and if I had to guess I’d say that
crowds of people gathered and locked themselves in, away from the
beasts outside whilst unknowingly housing the infection. The
infection probably tore them apart from the inside. There is even a
few bullet holes in the wall (I don’t have night vision Hawkeyes,
I’m using the flashlight), they definitely weren’t there before the
outbreak, no violence ever happened in this school.

     The theories keep running through my
mind of what happened here as I walk along the corridor with the
flashlight in one hand and the shotgun in the other. The fire
escape has been battered – it’s covered with footprints and
scratches. The chains and padlocks are still intact, which meant
that whatever tried to get out, didn’t – they are still inside.
That realization was a little unnerving, but only fueled my
goddamned curiosity!

     I look back down the corridor and by
the way the bags are scattered randomly across the floor it looks
like there was a panic of some sort, a struggle, but there isn’t
any blood that I can see. Up the stairs now and I walk along the
second floor. I am actually not sure why I am to be honest, maybe
it was an underlying curiosity to see if the local authority
advised “safe haven” held up – apparently not.

     There isn’t any blood on this floor
either that I could see – usually you can feel it beneath your
feet, sometimes it’s sticky, sometimes there are clumps of it,
which usually suggests zombies.

     Perhaps the people who lived here
cleaned it all up; after all, it would make sense, because even
though the world has turned into a devilish free-for-all, nobody
wants to sleep in a puddle of blood. As I walk along the corridor
with only my own footsteps keeping me company, I glance through an
open door to my left and notice the windowless frame as the wind
blew in and the blinds danced. Through the door I walk and head
across the classroom and stand at the window. I push the blinds
aside and look down at the pile of zombie corpses lying on the
ground that have their heads and most of their other bones crushed.
It was from the fall or these zombies were crushed beneath their
peers or maybe whoever was here took a hammer to all of them to
make sure they didn’t get back up. If the latter was the case, it
was quite effective, because these zombies aren’t getting back
up.

     Actually, a survivor might have been
chased through this school by these zombies and he or she jumped
through the window, possibly hoping for a safe landing, and the
zombies followed him out. There could have once been a survivor
beneath this pile of zombies. Or the survivors of this place
rounded the dead up and threw them out of the window. But no matter
what the case behind this was, one question came to me: where the
fuck where the survivors?

     My mind ponders many scenarios as it
always does, but survivors wouldn’t have fled without taking their
food and luggage with them.

     Now I don’t have an answer for most of
the stuff that happened since the outbreak, and I read my fair
share of zombie novels and the main character always seemed to know
a hell of a lot about how shit went down and how it all happened.
They have clear-cut plans and could tell you how the citizens and
military in China are dealing with the infection even though these
characters have no connections with the outside world. Me, on the
other hand, I have absolutely no clue what is happening in China,
the rest of Asia for that matter, Africa or Europe, I don’t even
know what is going down in the next neighborhood. The last I heard
of anything of the outside world, China was claiming the same shit
America was, which was nothing of any importance other than
alarming you that dead people weren’t staying dead anymore – they
were rising. As far as I know, China could well and truly be a safe
place to live these days, a place where you can walk freely like it
was before the outbreak, or it could be like here, an absolute shit
storm. Before the outbreak, those characters I read about in novels
didn’t bother me, but post-outbreak they did. I hated their
knowledgeable little fucking heads. How did they know how it all
started?

     Did they just believe the media when
they told them what was happening, even though the media had lied
to them their entire lives? I know that the authors of those novels
just had to create the world that they were telling, but I still
envy them, mostly because I want that kind of worldly
knowledge.

     I heard a lot of theories of what
apparently caused the outbreak that made no real sense, most of it
was religious, and I found it rather amusing. I didn’t believe any
story that someone told me, it was all their own thesis, and truth
be told, I genuinely do not care how it all started. Does it matter
to me that this is an act of war or a religious reckoning? No, it
doesn’t, because either way I’m still in the same fucking
predicament. The only difference with it would be that I would hate
someone for it. Or thank them, depending on my mood.

     There is a bike shed behind the school
that looks pretty safe from up here. I am kind of surprised that
there are still bikes there. I thought they would have been gone,
but maybe people didn’t trust them, maybe they felt too exposed on
a bike and preferred a more sheltered form of transportation.

     On the third floor now I stand and I
can hear some groans. I ready the shotgun – with the index finger
on my right hand resting across the trigger whilst my left hand
sits on top of the barrel with the flashlight pointed forward, so I
can control the kick – and walk slowly along the corridor. I stop
at a classroom and look through the window at the two zombies on
the floor who are tied to chairs. There is a third body lying on
the floor, untied and free, but dead. It looks just like a normal
person, but the classroom isn’t greatly exposed to light so it’s
hard to make out.

     The zombies tied to the chairs still
move, though not well, they are incredibly slow, but there is
movement and their groans are weak. But they are still making an
effort to get to me, they aren’t even trying to wriggle free of the
ropes first, they are trying to go straight for the source of
food.

     ‘Is there anyone there?’ I shout out
after hearing something coming from the end of the corridor. I
didn’t hear it properly, it caught me by surprise.

     There it is again. This time I hear it
clearly. It’s the sound of crunching wood. I feel slightly
embarrassed now. The noise gets louder. The classroom door at the
end of the corridor gives way and it clatters into the floor and
the sound echoes throughout the otherwise quiet corridor. The
zombies pile out of the classroom and shuffle down toward me. I
must have caused the little bit of extra fight that was needed to
break that door down. But it also told me that all of those
survivors I wondered about are now hoping to eat me.

     I spin around and run back along the
corridor and down each flight of stairs and then along the ground
floor corridor. I stand at the fire escape and aim the shotgun at
the padlock and pull the trigger. I kick the doors open and the
chains fall. I elbow the emergency glass (not giving a damn about
the fine one would receive for a false fire alarm) and pull the
down the handle and set off the alarm. I run through the doors and
over to the bike shed. I have very limited time, but I take off the
backpack and slot the shotgun in through the open zipper along with
the flashlight and grab the closest bike to me and get on and pedal
that purple beauty around the building and through the popular
parking lot.

 

Chapter Eight

 

I ride this purple panther along the street dodging the
occasional zombie that staggers toward my general direction. The
sound of a dog barking echoes down the street behind me. I hope
(and I would pray if I believed that it would help) that there
wasn’t a zombie-dog behind me. I’ve already encountered one of
those devilish hell hounds and those shrieks won’t fade from my
mind any time soon.

     I pick up the pace as the howling gets
louder. I glance over my shoulder and see the thing galloping like
seabiscuit through the clutters of staggering fiends who are too
slow to catch up. The breed of the dog remains a mystery to me, it
looks kind of like a Rottweiler, maybe that was just me
overreacting but it sure as shit wasn’t a Chihuahua. I am now
powering ahead, pedaling as fast as I humanly can – like one of
those old cartoons were their legs become a blur. I glance over my
shoulder again and it only confirms that the zombie-dog is gaining
on me at an alarming rate. There is no way in hell I can outrun
this bastard. Without hitting the brakes or letting the bike slow
down, I jump off and stumble, scrambling momentarily on all fours
like a gorilla trying to keep my balance. I manage to move on both
feet now without the need for hands and sprint over to the house to
my left and shoulder barge the flimsy gate that busted open with
ease and I run through the untamed grass and around the pool that I
only saw at the last second. I’m hoping that the zombie-dog would
go straight for me and not around the pool. I grab the shotgun out
of the backpack and hold it tightly, knuckles white.

     The hell hound came sprinting through
the busted gate and gallops straight for me and runs straight into
the pool. Its eyes were focused on nothing but me that it didn’t
notice the pool that stood between us. Now it is splashing around
in the filthy water trying to bark and snarl, but slipping under
the surface with each attempt it made. I stand at the edge of the
pool with the shotgun and wait on the dog getting closer to me. The
dog gets relatively close (enough that I couldn’t miss) and I pull
the trigger. The shrapnel tore through its skull and it sunk down
to the bottom of the pool, but its thick gooey blood seeps up and
floats on the surface.

     The gunshot echoed around the backyard
and I could have sworn that I heard a shriek – a non-dead human or
dog shriek. I look up at the house in front of me, eyes panning
from left to right, up and down, but the curtains are open along
with the kitchen window downstairs. Nobody is living in there,
nobody would be dumb enough to leave a window open; especially one
that was downstairs. I run around the pool and over to the busted
gate with the broken latch and close it and knock over a few bins
and some other trash lying around and stack it behind the gate in
the hope that it offered some resistance against the zombies that
will soon be attacking it.

     I walk back through the weeds that have
grown in the backyard and now I notice the tree house that resides
in the next backyard. There is a kid peeking out of the draped
curtain, but once he notices that I have seen him he ducks down. I
stand at the fence separating both yards and look over, making sure
that what I am about to climb over and into isn’t a den of crawlers
– the backyard of death. But there isn’t, it looked clear and I
can’t hear any groaning or moaning. Those groans and moans I can
are coming from behind me as the zombies gather at the gate. I
throw the shotgun over and then climb up onto the top of the fence
and then jump down and pick up my trusty shotty.

     In the backyard I stand under the
tree-house looking up at it. ‘Hey, it’s okay.’ I said.

     The kid doesn’t reply, reluctant to
trust me and I don’t blame him because I could be anybody – a
murderer – or a man who could be infected, but just doesn’t know it
yet. No doubt the kid has seen a lot of crazy things in the six
months of post-Rising life. He would’ve probably seen many a men
and women lose their minds – and subsequent, their lives. I can
only begin to imagine how scared the kid would be in this day and
age.

     ‘I can help,’ I say, trying to get the
kid to trust me. I wouldn’t leave a kid out here in a world such as
this. ‘I have food.’

     In pre-Rising times, this was dangerous
territory, offering a strange kid some food so he will grant me his
presence in.

     There are now a few other voices coming
from the tree-house, all kids, debating among themselves about
trusting me. One of them peels back the curtain and looks out. I am
shocked, I know this kid, it was Becky’s friend. ‘Kyle?’ I am
surprised this scrawny kid is still alive. ‘I have food.’ I take
off the backpack and open it and take out whatever food and water I
own and throw it up to him as he passes it back to his tree-house
tribe. ‘How many of you are there?’

     ‘Six,’ he replies.

     The sound of helicopter blades chopping
through the air grabs our attention and it passes over us, heading
east. ‘I’ll get you help.’ I say, trying to sound as hopeful as I
possibly could in this kind of world. ‘Just hold out up there a
little longer, don’t leave this place.’

     I pull out a flare gun and throw it up
to Kyle. ‘Don’t use it until you see that helicopter fly back over,
and once it does, just point and shoot into the sky, okay?’

     Kyle nods and listens carefully.

     ‘I have to go just now, that’s all the
food and water I have, so try and hold out a little longer, I’ll
get help, just stay safe.’

     He nods again.

     I zip up my backpack and give the kid a
nod, hoping that he trusted me to get help and I walk over to the
gate at the side of the house. Pushing it open and closing it
behind me, making sure it was locked before I walk toward the porch
where I look down the street. There is group of zombies to my
right. I can’t help but to think of why those kids are hiding in
the tree house by themselves – they are like the kids you see in
80’s movies, they are like the modern Goonies, or like a small
group of Edgar and Alan Frog’s, vampire hunters! Although in this
world they would be zombie hunters! But jokes aside, where are
their parents? What have they done to save their children? Maybe
they sent the kids up into the tree-house as they tried to fend off
the oncoming waves of zombies. If that was the case, where are
they? And it’s been six months; that is a long time to survive in
this kind of condition. But whatever the parents did, I guess it
worked. And I get why the kids are staying in the tree-house, it’s
actually quite genius of them. They could have spent their time in
the house, but zombies can get in and zombies can walk up stairs,
but zombies can’t climb. So the tree-house was an ideal place to
rest in safety as the zombies could linger below them and they’d
still be out of perils reach.

     I take off the backpack and open it up
and grab a bottle of vodka and a rag. The lid gets screwed off and
I take a drink of it – a little extra courage isn’t needed, but it
wasn’t unwelcome. I force the rag down the neck of the bottle and
take out the lighter and hold the flame to the rag and watch as it
catches fire. Slinging the backpack back over my shoulders then I
walk out onto the street and throw the Molotov at the gang of
walkers. The bottle of vodka crashes into the tarmac and the flames
rise up and the zombies walk through it in a blaze of undead glory.
After watching those undead creatures burn for a brief moment, I
decide it’s enough and move toward the house across the street. The
front door is locked so I quickly pace around to the side gate and
reach over the wooden fence and unlock the latch. I close the gate
behind me and lock it again and topple some wheeled bins and even a
table behind it. The flames from the burning zombies rose high
above the wooden gate.

     As I back off, watching the flames,
slowly I turn around and stop and stare at the wooden cross stuck
into the soil of the two amateur dug graves. There are names
engraved into the wood: Zachary and Tyler Cooper. For a moment I
stood, shocked, not even worrying about the zombies banging on the
gate behind me, wishing they could tear me a new one. Zach was my
friend in High School; we played on the football team together.
‘Rest in peace.’ I say quietly, showing my respects. But I can’t
hang around here long; I have to keep moving if I wanted to stay
out of one of these graves. But when I think about it, nobody was
around to bury me.

     I make my way across the backyard and
open the gate and look out onto the alley, it’s clear so I walk out
and close the gate behind me. As soon as I closed the gate I hear
screams, they are coming from my right. A young man then comes
sprinting around the corner, coming off the street and down in my
direction being chased by what looks like an infected human. Both
of them, the guy being chased and the chaser are probably from that
convoy that rolled through and put my life in danger.

     I pull out the silenced pistol that was
tucked into the waistband of my denims and open fire. It took a few
shots, but I manage to get a head shot and the infected falls to
the ground. The man being chased keeps running and only glances
back over his shoulder as he gets closer to me. He looks at the
infected lying on the ground and the look on his face is of both
sadness and relief. He takes a deep breath and exhales forcefully,
glad that it had stopped chasing him, but the look on his face told
me that he knew the person before they became infected.

     He walks toward me breathing heavily,
like he had just run a marathon. The hefty chunk missing from his
forearm is visible; he rolls down his sleeve quickly, maybe hoping
that I never noticed. ‘Hey…oh thank god.’ He is still out of breath
and exhausted, but before he can introduce himself I quickly put a
bullet in his head. There is no time for pleasantries. The last
thing I need in a time like this – stranded in a neighborhood full
of zombies – is another one of those infected on my tail. It wasn’t
murder; I show no regret for what I have just done. Was it pretty?
Did I enjoy it? No. But it was necessary. And it wasn’t personal;
it wasn’t because his convoy forced out of hiding, forced me to be
in this particular situation. It wasn’t murder, the man was already
dead. I just sped up the process. I would like to say that I was
cool about it, but the truth is, even with the situation and how
true and necessary it was for me to commit these actions, killing
someone (although I don’t consider what I just done murder) was
still unnerving and it took me a few moments to get over it.

 

Chapter Nine

 

The gate in front of me I push open and walk through and close
it, leaving the dead young man in the alley for an easy meal for
any zombie that wandered along the alley. I had to get out of the
alley as quickly as possible; no doubt some of the zombies that
linger the street where the two of them ran from will follow their
living scent.

     The grass is thick and the backyard of
this house was the same as many, with curtains open and some open
windows – this place (like most of them) was abandoned early by the
looks of it. I make my way across to the side gate and tiptoe to
get a decent look over, making sure it was safe to open, making
sure that there wasn’t a zombie behind it just crouching there
waiting for me. The coast is clear. I open the gate and walk out
onto the street, checking both ways as I step onto the tarmac. It’s
still clear, and ahead, to my dismay that I had any luck at all,
was a stationary military truck that had crashed into the front
porch of an unsuspecting – innocent – house.

     Along the street now and I climb up
into the back of the truck and snoop around. There are few open,
empty, boxes at the front, but there are a few unopened crates
further back. I open a crate and there it is, like the Holy Grail
of the zombie apocalypse – a box of ammunition. And behind the
crate lay a Bushmaster ACR with a tactical light equipped –
Saaaweeet! It even has a strap for your shoulder; I didn’t think
these kinds of guns had them.

     I drop the shotty instantly and empty
my backpack of whatever shotgun shells I have and pack it with
clips for the ACR. I open another crate and rummage through it like
a trash marauder and find two small boxed land mines and a few
grenades. The boxed land mines are around seven inches long and
wide, and about five inches thick. I place them into my backpack
carefully, trying not to end up in a Hurt Locker-esque scenario. I
grab the ACR and drop down from the truck and make my way along the
street with my new toys.

     The police station is just up
ahead.

     Through the doors of the police station
now and I stand in the reception and take a look around. There is
nobody here – at least alive. The lights are still on for some
reason, as are the street lights now that I think about it. After
the outbreak became a threat that people started to take seriously,
I thought that people would have taken refuge in here. It’s a
suitable place for safety; it had weapons at some point (no doubt
it was looted quickly though). It had sturdy doors; it has cells,
plus a communications room that was invaluable after the
outbreak.

     It is also the same station I was held
in when the infection broke out around these parts. The two bodies
still lay in the corner, decomposing; I would be disgusted by the
smell of rotten flesh if I wasn’t so used to it by now. Until very,
very recently, I lived with decapitated fiends for six months, a
few dead bodies in a corner isn’t going to upset my stomach any
time soon.

     I walk through the doors that lead into
the holding cells. There is a mop to my left that sits in a bucket
of bloody water. Down the corridor, checking each cell as I pass,
there’s no one here. I’m not too sure what I had expected really,
especially after six months. Perhaps a few boney bro’s clung to the
bars to fuel my twisted amusement.

     My attention is quickly stolen by the
sound of doors clattering into the walls somewhere outside the
holding cells. It’s not my favorite sound to hear when I’m trapped
in a police station with one way out that I know of. I run to the
doors and open them but there is no way through – the reception is
being overrun by the walking dead as they flood in through the
doors. There isn’t another way to go; this was a small police
station. This is the suburbs, there wasn’t much crime around these
parts so a big station wasn’t needed and most people knew the
police officers by name. I didn’t, but I didn’t know many people by
name.

     The zombies come at me with modest
speed that one gets from a shuffle. I back off and close the doors
and grab the mop pole from the bucket and snap it over my knee and
stick it through the door handles. I back off some more, along to
the end of the cells; the last one to my right was open. The halved
wooden mop pole is barely holding out.

     In the holding cell I take off the
backpack and unzip it and pull out one of the boxed land mines and
slowly unboxed it, using my gentlest touch. The wooden mop pole
snaps and the zombies come rushing in like race dogs straight out
of the cages. I wait a few moments, letting the zombies enter and
then I slide the land mine along the floor – it misses the first
few zombies but one of them eventually stands on and then off it
and the inevitable explosion blew them apart. The explosion sends
shockwaves through the cells and knocks me back into the wall. I
didn’t expect such a small land mine to pack such a punch. On the
floor, disorientated and momentarily deaf, the sound was quite
obviously deafening.

     The land mine was powerful and loud but
it didn’t kill all of them. The zombies keep pilling in. Across the
cell floor I crawl and grab the ACR and try and kick the door shut
but a zombie got its arm stuck between the door and frame, stopping
it from closing – which was probably for the best, I wasn’t
entirely sure if once it closes it locks. My feet are placed
against the bars trying to keep shut against the zombie’s attempts
as I hold the ACR and let loose with it. The zombies are trying to
bite my feet through the bars. I could barely hear the gunshots; it
was just an annoying ringing in my ears as the bullets sprayed.
There are only a few zombies left as the clip empties. The clip
falls from the rifle and I throw it at the zombies – it hits one in
the face – and reach for the backpack to my right. The pistol was
the first thing my hand touched so I grab a hold of that and shot
the few remaining zombies through the bars.

     I lie back on the floor like I had just
given birth – my feet are resting up on the horizontal bar and my
breathing was heavy. The ringing in my ears continued. My vision
was blurry and I had a cunt of a headache.

     Onto my feet again, finally, and I dust
myself down; still feeling disorientated but I manage to reload the
ACR without too much difficulty. I don’t even know why I had this
bandana around my neck, I very rarely use it. But it does look
cool, so it stays. The pistol I took from Peter was empty and I
didn’t have the right ammo for it so this is now useless but I put
it into my backpack – just because I don’t have ammo for it right
now doesn’t mean it is useless, I might find some and it may become
useful. Plus it doesn’t take up too much space so it wasn’t a big
problem. I’ll think twice about using one of those land mines again
in a confined space such as this. I guess it was my fault; I simply
underestimated the effect it would have.

     The door was being held open for me by
the dead arm of a zombie – apparently some zombies are quite the
gentlemen. I slide the door open and step out over the chunks of
blown apart Z that took the full force of the land mine. The thick
gooey blood soaks into my All-Stars. It was a good thing they were
already red and black but it still felt dirty. It can feel the
moistness soaking into my socks. There are a few legless and
armless zombies on the other side of the blown apart doors that
once held them at bay, briefly, that try and gnaw at my ankles as I
walk by. Some of them don’t even have a full jaw but you know what
they say: god loves a trier. The crawling dead were easy to get by;
they posed minimal threat if you could move quickly and efficiently
through them. If you fell, on the other hand, that was another
story; you were now down in their territory.

     Outside the police station now and I
walk along the street looking in car windows, looking for one that
still has keys in the ignition. There was bound to be a few cars
around here somewhere with the keys still in it. No doubt during
the Rising many people were dragged from their cars by the infected
and mauled to death like animals. Or maybe even ate as they sat in
the seat – died – and then woke up, walked off trying to find some
other poor soul to gnaw on like he was a plate of ribs. A few
months ago I saw a zombie in the driving seat of a car, and as I
walked by I watched as it tried to get to me but it still had its
seat belt on. I don’t know why but it was funny, maybe even
facetious but who cares?

     I often wonder if human ribs were
favored in the zombie community. I know for a fact that most humans
love ribs, I love ribs – not human ribs of course, I haven’t tried
them. Sometimes I wonder if we taste like bacon to a zombie, and if
so, I may enjoy being a zombie. Just think of how many humans there
are in the world (or were), that is a lot of bacon, and I truly do
not blame the zombies for their rash behavior. I would act that way
if bacon was just wandering around the streets – that is why I have
never visited a farm, I couldn’t contain myself.

     I saw a video once, on the internet,
shortly after the Rising, these people were absolutely hilarious.
They had a clan that went around filming weird shit with zombies.
Trying to catch zombies doing random (in humane) things. Now, if
you know anything about zombies you should know that logic, dignity
and embarrassment are something’s (among many others) they lack in
great measures. You should also know that they don’t have a
preferred part of the body, they don’t always go for the neck like
a vampire, they just bite randomly and sometimes awesomely.
Whatever they stumble upon first, they eat.

     And I shit you not; these people filmed
a zombie through the living room with as a grown man (who was a
zombie) ate the ass of another (naked) grown man as he slumped over
the arm of the couch. I don’t know how that scenario arose but it
was funny as hell. These guys who filmed this shit didn’t take the
outbreak all that serious, and I admire them for it. They were just
a few guys who loved zombie movies and video games and once a
situation came up for them to act out what they spoke endlessly
about whilst high, they acted out their desire then it made for
good viewing. It was the end of the world, the last days of life as
we knew it, why not do some weird shit?

     I came across some weird moments during
the Rising. This instance came around three weeks into the outbreak
and a zombie was shuffling along the street groaning, that appeared
normal, that is what they do, but this one must have had some flesh
or bone stuck in its throat and every time it groaned it sounded
like Chewbacca. I didn’t have a video recorder on me at the time so
the moment was gone and was in the hands of some other chump to
catch and share the moment. I don’t know if everybody would find
that funny, but I sure as shit did.

     I continue walking along the street,
looking through car windows, still hoping to find one with the keys
still in it. I have the luxury of time at this moment; I think I
killed most of the zombies that lingered around these streets back
in the police station. I could see the military helicopter resting
on top of the mall in the distance. I glance down and see a set of
car keys on the tarmac in the middle of the street. I look around,
making sure that zombies weren’t at a level of intelligence were
they could actually deploy and execute traps – but there weren’t
any zombies around. I walk over and pick up the car keys and click
the button on it. The lights of a car just further ahead flash. It
was parked half on the pavement and half on street but it wasn’t
boxed in like some of the cars that litter the street. The windows
were checked first, making sure there wasn’t any unwanted surprises
crouched down in the back seat like a serial killer. There
wasn’t.

     I open the door and get in and settle
down in the seat and place the keys in the ignition. I held the
twist until the engine started up and pressed my foot on the gas
pedal and rev the engine like a bad boy street racer in a supped up
chick decliner. I close the door and strap the seatbelt on and take
this bad boy for a spin – heading for the mall like a teen with a
new driving license.

 

Chapter Ten

 

Into the underground parking lot of the mall I drive. All of the
lights are out. I turn on the headlights so I don’t crash into any
of these pillars. The place was a mess; there was nothing but
abandoned cars with bloodstained windows. I have to navigate around
the stationary vehicles and then I stop at the elevator with the
headlights facing on the doors. With the tactical light on the ACR
I look out through the back windows – making sure it was clear to
exit the car. I turn off the engine and open the door and get out –
leaving the keys in the ignition as I close the door and then make
my way over to the elevator doors. The rifle is aimed at the doors
and then I press the button and the doors open – to my surprise –
and free of zombies, yet again to my surprise. I half expected some
mallrats to be trapped in there.

     In the elevator I press the
5th button and the doors close. The elevator was only in
motion for about five seconds before it shut down and the lights
turned off –falling into complete darkness. Maybe there wasn’t much
power left in the generators and I’ve just used the last of it and
inadvertently put myself in an awkward situation. The tactical
light came to my aid and I shine it up onto the elevator’s paneled
roof.

     If Bruce Willis was in this
elevator, what would he do?

     I posed the question to
myself. I reckon he’d climb out of the roof. It was actually the
only way out I reckon, you couldn’t exactly go down. With the stock
of the ACR I bust open the panels which reveal nothing but
darkness. I throw the ACR up and take off my backpack and throw
that up throw the gap and then suddenly went in a brief moment of
shock – fearing the worst of the next few seconds. I stand there in
darkness as still as I have ever been in my entire life. But
nothing happened. I forgot about the land mine and grenades that
were in the backpack. I clenched everything from my toes to my jaw.
I think my buttocks were starting to sweat.

     But thankfully, nothing happened, and I
breathe a sigh of relief. That could have gone horribly wrong. Now
it was time to put those upper body gym sessions to practice. I
jump up and cling onto the sides of the paneled roof and slowly
pull myself up. It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. If I was
a fatty, I may have well died down there.

     I pick up the ACR and shine the light
through the darkness. The light cuts through the darkness like a
light-saber. I think I am stuck between the first and second floor.
Luckily, there is a ladder on the wall that leads up to a
maintenance door. I unzip the backpack a little and slot the ACR in
stock first so the tactical light shone out and provided some
clarity. I sling it over my shoulders and then climb up the
ladder.

     Through the dark corridors of the mall
with the assault rifle now firmly gripped in my hands. The tactual
light was now off; I don’t want any zombies that may be lurking to
be alerted and drawn to the light – and subsequently, me. I was
happy to remain unseen. I never went to the mall for attention, in
this world or the previous.

     I wander out onto the food court on the
second floor. All the lights are off. I must have used all the
energy with that brief elevator journey. Rummaging through the
snack shelves of a candy store looking for any wrapped. I found a
few chocolate bars and ate them like a ravenous fat kid, knowing
that I had to keep my energy levels up. I didn’t have any food left
in my backpack. I gave all the food I had to the kids in the
tree-house.

     A rustling noise coming from the
McDonald’s to my right caught my attention. I look across but can’t
see anything out of the ordinary. I use to the tactical light –
flash it a few times before keeping it off. Hoping that the flicker
of the light would lure out any flesh monger but none make their
presence known. I sling the ACR over my shoulder and take the
silenced pistol and reload it. The silencer would be ideal in a
time like this. Without it the gunshot would echo throughout the
entire mall, possibly alerting any other zombies that may still be
here. I think this place was more animated now than the
pre-outbreak nightshift.

     With the pistol raised and aimed at the
counter where the rustling is coming from, I look over the counter
and watch a zombie chew on severed limbs. The pistol is aimed at
its head and its neck slowly cranks (I could hear neck bones
crunching) and looks at me. It slowly clambers to its feet and is
in the first stages of a lunge but I pull the trigger and put a
bullet in its head. It falls back onto the floor and its blood and
brains splatter all over the McFlurry machine. I watch the zombie
as it quietly lets out its last sorry groan before becoming
permanently dead and stationary. It was also wearing wicker shoes.
That isn’t something you see in the movies. I stand here like a
weirdo with a gun in my hand, a dead zombie lying against a
McFlurry machine and smile on my face. I would like this zombie to
have been a hipster; I reckon it would have felt good to a kill one
that was alive. But for now, a dead one will do.

     I walk over and through the doors and
into the darkened stairway and make my way to the roof. The roof
doors opens as I push it, and as soon as the door swung open I
almost filled my diaper as I am now being confronted by five
soldiers who had anticipated my presence due to the motion sensors
on the side of each of their assault rifles. If this was Call of
Duty I would have called them Noobs for using heart beat sensors
but I wasn’t about to test their patience or their humor. I raise
my hands like a criminal being surrounded by cops. I wasn’t sure if
that was necessary but I didn’t to try and find out if the other
way worked or not.

     ‘Who the fuck are you?’ one of them
shouts with his finger resting across the trigger just waiting for
me to step out of line. I didn’t like this guy. He reminded me of
the hothead trigger friendly maniac you always see in the movies –
always wanting to kill somebody but only choosing not to because of
the law. But there was no law in this world anymore, so I kind of
hope that soldiers still had that morally good nature about them –
despite all of the shit they have no doubt seen that may have
ruined their goodwill.

     ‘What’s your name?’ another soldier
asks. This guy seems a little calmer, more responsible, and seems
to have some authority.

     ‘Taylor,’ I reply, still holding my
hands in the air like I was ruefully in the wrong place and the
wrong time.

     ‘At ease, soldiers,’ the head soldier
said. His voice was commanding as it was comforting, almost like
receiving a hug from the Ice-Man. But the other soldiers lowered
their guns and stopped aiming at me, which was nice of them. But
that one guy with the trigger friendly finger gave me the stink
eye. I better watch my back around here with this guy around. They
all cast their gaze over the neighborhood. The view is decent from
up here; I catch a quick glance myself. You can see for miles but
at night and in this day and age, its only true purpose really was
to identify which surrounding neighborhoods were on fire. And by
the looks of it, there are quite a few burning structures in the
distance.

     ‘I’m Sergeant Haywood,’ he says whilst
walking toward me. ‘You looking for help?’

     ‘No, not for me,’ I answer and
continue. ‘But there are some kids in a tree-house, just a few
blocks over. I saw you guys flying over and I told them I’d get
help.’ I say, almost pleading without actually meaning to.

     ‘What is their location?’

     ‘Just over there,’ I say and point in
the general direction like an idiot. I could have been pointing to
a number of fucking things. He didn’t look too impressed by my
detailed waypoint. ‘I gave them a flare to set off when you fly
back over.’ I think I redeemed myself a little; at least he would
know where to go.

     He looks over the neighborhood; looking
like he was contemplating his options. Should he stray from his
mission or stay on course? ‘Where is your convoy?’

     ‘I don’t have one.’

     ‘You out here by yourself?’ he sounded
surprised.

     ‘Yeah, have been since the
outbreak,’

     He continues to stare over the
neighborhood. ‘We have orders but I won’t leave kids out here.
We’ll collect them and take them to a place where they will be
safe.’ He says and walks over to his soldiers. ‘Are you coming with
us?’ he asks as he turns around.

     I shake my head. ‘No.’

     He nods and looks at me like he was
trying to read my horoscope. The helicopter rotors began to power
up. ‘If you’re still alive at sunrise make your way over to the
college on the other side of town and we’ll come back for you and
whoever else you have with you, understood?’

     I nod my head like a docile child.
‘Yeah,’

     ‘Take it easy, soldier.’ He says, and I
felt odd at first, but then realize that we are all soldiers out
here now. Everyone who was alive today was considered a
soldier.

     The rotors are fully powered now and
the chopper takes off heading in the vague direction I pointed them
in. As I stand on the edge of the roof and watch – casting my
watchful eyes over the neighborhood like a masked vigilante. All
that was missing was a mask, perhaps a cape if I went for that
style, and anybody to call me a vigilante.

     The helicopter hovers around
neighborhood (roughly where I pointed) and a flare shoots up from
the backyard. The helicopter hovers above the tree-house and two
ropey ladder falls from both sides and the soldiers descend. I
continue to watch. I was intrigued by their swiftness as they
quickly rescued the kids and took off. I guess they have done this
many a time. They probably trained in this sort of tactic before
the outbreak – swift and effective rescue missions. And it will be
just as important in this day and age as it was then.

     As I watch the chopper fade into the
night sky my attention is then drawn to the yellow van speeding
along the yet otherwise quiet street doing roughly 90mph – I’m
guessing. The engine was roaring wildly; sounding like it was a
beat up deathtrap. The view from up here was advantageous
(disturbing so) and I could see the zombies staggering down the
streets following the sound of the roaring engine. Most of the
zombies were probably out in force anyway, being alerted by the
chopper as it attracted most of the attention atop silent streets.
But now that the chopper is gone, this yellow van was now the main
attraction. Not only was it the loudest thing on the road right
now, it was also the brightest. I have no idea what those people
were thinking when they decided to get into that travesty. For
their survival integrity, I hope it was their last or only option
other than death.

     I watch and hope that they pass by the
mall and keep going, keep driving along the street and into the
unknown and as far away from me as possible.

     But they don’t.

     I guess I used up all my luck on that
military truck.

     The tires screech – creating even more
noise – as the driver takes the sharp turn off the road and drives
right into the underground parking lot.

     On the edge I stood, almost in
disbelief of the luck I seem to have. It’s like these fellow
survivors have something of a grudge against me. I feel like they
have waited until tonight to act out their revenge by throwing my
life into jeopardy. Minus the kids in the tree-house and the
soldiers, everybody else seems to want me dead.

     There is a worried look on my face that
I think was merited given the situation I face and watch as it
unfolds before my very eyes. The zombies pile down the streets.
Each of them following the one in front and they are all heading
for the mall that conveniently sits beneath my humble feet. I tuck
the pistol into the waistband at the front of my denims and make
sure the ACR was loaded as I will no doubt be using them both real
soon. I need to try and get out of this mall before the zombies
overrun it. But it wasn’t looking good; they were already crossing
the parking lot, and the longer I make use of this advantageous
spot the more likely I am to fall victim to hesitancy.

     I run to the door I came through and
down the stairs to the third floor and stop as I hear gunshots
sounding through the doors to my left. I push them open and quickly
scurry over to the balcony and look down to the ground floor. The
gunshots are ringing throughout the entire mall as the survivors
run in shooting and hollering, making their way over to the static
escalators followed by a horde of zombies.

     Zombie action in a mall looked way more
fun in the original Dawn of the Dead. I don’t see any of these
survivors downstairs throwing pie in a zombie’s face and stealing
their wallets.

     I slide off my backpack and unzip it;
grab a grenade and pull the pin – holding it for around three
seconds as the nerves danced like lunatic ravers in my stomach and
my heart pumped harder than a German in a hardcore porno. I had
never held a live grenade before – it was terrifying. I drop it and
watch as it fell through the air and landed among the wave of
zombies and then it explodes. It took a few dozen of them out and
bought these survivors more time and some breathing space. They
continue shooting at the zombies that the blast from the grenade
didn’t reach.

     I grab the assault rifle and fire it
over the balcony. The bullets tore through heads and shoulders but
more zombies keep filling the void left by their blown up,
brainless, headless and shoulder-less predecessors. I reload the
rifle but I am done shooting down at them. It was a waste of
bullets. I didn’t have enough of them to kill all these zombies so
it was pointless.

     The survivors run up the other
escalators and onto the second floor.

     I take a look around the third floor,
looking for something, anything, that could be used as a weapon or
a barrier to stop zombies or at least slow them down but there is
nothing – nothing but shops that once sold clothes. They still do,
they weren’t looted, but nobody was buying. It was dark, but the
glass ceiling allowed some of the moonlight in.

     The survivors are now on the third
floor and making their way toward me – three men and a woman all
armed with guns. Over the balcony I glance and there are zombies
coming up the escalators and onto the second floor. ‘Come on,’ I
say and make my way over to the stairway.

     ‘Where are we going?’ the older
gentleman asks, out of breath.

     ‘Down to the parking lot,’

     ‘We just came from down there. It is
packed with those things!’ another one says, raising his voice.

     ‘It’s the only way we can get out.
They’re coming up here and there’s no way out up here unless you
wanna jump off the fucking roof!’ I shout back at him – beyond
annoyed. These bastards have put my life in danger. Even more so
that it was already in. ‘Just follow me.’

     I can’t understand why these idiots
would enter a mall with so many zombies on their tail. It seems
like an idiotic plan which makes no sense, especially when they had
a vehicle. And despite how awful it was, it still did around 90mph.
What were they thinking? What were they hoping to achieve by coming
in here? What was their next step? I don’t even care to ask. I was
scared of whatever moronic nonsense may spew out from their
mouths.

     I push open the doors and make my way
down the stairs. They followed but I was going with or without
them.

     At the bottom of the stairway we stand.
I press my ear up against the door but there were either zero
zombies in the parking lot or this door was too thick. I think the
door was too thick. ‘Reload your guns,’ I open up my backpack and
take out a spare clip and slot it into my pocket. ‘You guys ready?’
I ask and take a look at these people. It was dark but with one of
their flashlights on I could see that they all nod their head with
zero confidence. I can sense in their body language that these
people dread what lies on the other side of this door. And so did
I. But I was willing to face it. It was no prettier than what
waited for us upstairs.

     ‘There’s a car over at the elevator. We
stole the keys, just in case anybody else stole it.’ One of the men
says.

     And I’m not too impressed. It was my
car. ‘Who the fuck is going to steal the car? Everybody is dead!’ I
yell at him angrily. I hated these people. How they have survived
this long is beyond me.

     I turn on the tactical light and open
the door and step into the darkness of the parking lot. I can hear
the zombies coming toward me. I shine the light on them and pull
the trigger. I fire in controlled bursts. The morons behind me
start firing as well. The parking lot lights up in a strobe light
manner and the gunshots echo around us like we were trapped in a
bubble. The images of zombies must be burning in the old man’s
vision. I glance over my shoulder at them and he wasn’t looking to
healthy. His eyelids are closed like the flashing light was causing
a distressing pain.

     We make it over to the car I arrived in
but the older gentleman is lagging behind. The doors aren’t locked.
The woman gets into the backseat and closes the door behind her.
The man with the keys gets into the driver’s seat and starts up the
engine as I close his door and keep the zombies at bay. I continue
to shoot in controlled bursts – aiming for the head. It was the
only way they stayed down without further threat. The clip is empty
and the adrenaline has fully kicked it. Instinctively I release the
empty clip and as it hits the ground I was already reaching into my
pocket and grabbing the other. Swiftly replaced the empty clip
within mere seconds of it running dry with Hollywood-marine-like
slickness and continue shooting in controlled bursts.

     I glance over at the older gentleman as
I try and clear some space for him to move through but he stumbles
and drops to the ground with his finger firmly squeezing the
trigger. The bullets scatter in my direction – quickly ducking
behind the car as bullets ripple across the front of the car. There
are zombies coming from my direction as well but not many. They are
easily taken care of. A bullet in the face from the ground then I
stand up and look back at the older gentleman whose gun was now out
of bullets but he is on the ground shaking, twitching like he was
having a seizure. My first guess was that he was epileptic – it’s
the only thing that made sense to me in this moment. I was just in
the first moments of considering whether or not to go over and try
and rescue him when the zombies fell onto his twitching body and
sunk their teeth into his flesh. I look at the other man on the
other side of the car who still shot at the zombies. It was
admirable for him to fight but it was a battle we’d lose – as I
spin around with the light shining. I realize that there are just
far too many zombies closing in that we couldn’t shoot through.

     I notice the bullet holes in the front
windshield of the car and then the guy in the driver’s seat with
two bullet wounds in his face. I open the door and drag the dead
guy out. His body hit the ground like a bag of onions. I quickly
get in and close the door behind me and lean across and push open
the passenger side door and yell through the gunfire. ‘Get in!’

     The man quickly turns around and jumps
in and closes the door behind him. The woman is in the back seat
with the window rolled down and carelessly firing her rifle. ‘Roll
the fucking window up!’ I had to shout. The gunshots are deafening
inside the car.

     These fucking people!

     I put the car into reverse and back up
(crushing whatever zombies are behind us) until I hit another car
and then I threw the gearstick into first and accelerated and spun
the car around and drove through the parking lot with the
headlights on. It was only now as I drive through the parking lot
that I realize how many zombies there actually are down here. I
don’t blame these people for not wanting to go back down from the
third floor. But it was the only way out unless they had abseiling
gear with them – which they don’t.

     Up the ramp now and I could feel the
bodies of the zombies as they hit the car. I drive out onto the
street and power along heading north.

 

Chapter Eleven

 

About a mile down the road I bring the car to a stop in the
middle of the street. I get out and the man shuffles across to the
driver’s seat from the passenger and settles down. I think he was
scared to get out of the car even though there aren’t many zombies
around. They were all probably at the mall.

     ‘There is a highway just further ahead.
Maybe two mile, maybe three,’ I gesture along the road. This time I
didn’t feel like an idiot, these people probably needed their hand
held though. ‘Get out of the neighborhood, the city. I hear that
there is a safe zone in Victoria, up in Canada. Maybe there is
still some hope.’ I try to sound positive but I don’t believe for a
second that these people will survive long enough to make it to
Canada.

     ‘You’re a crazy son of a bitch!’ the
man had a thick Queen’s accent. ‘But thank you,’

     I nod my head in appreciation of his
gratitude, trying to be modest about saving their lives. I have no
doubts that they would have died. They would have went up to the
roof and the zombies would have gotten to them eventually. The
other two casualties weren’t my fault. ‘It’s no problem.’

     The guy nods and takes off along the
road.

     There are now a few zombies beginning
to stagger out from the streets behind me. They must have heard the
car passing. Lightly jogging along a few blocks but now there are
more zombies lingering on street corners like gang initiated
youths. They turn into a horde pretty quickly. They now stagger
down toward me with grave intent.

     I can’t turn back; their cousins have
rendered that route a deathtrap. I jump up and climb over the brick
wall and drop down into the dark bushes and rustle through them
hoping a zombie wasn’t lurking with a taste for ankles. Through the
bushes now and I come up to the back of the church. The back door
was boarded up. It was an amateur job that consisted of a few
planks of wood nailed to the joist. I try to pull them off but the
nails must have been pretty big because these things aren’t
budging. I can hear groans coming from a few different directions
now but I can’t see anything through these wild hedges. The groans
are pretty loud but I can’t narrow down their location. They could
be five feet away or fifteen.

     I grab the machete from my backpack and
start attacking the wooden planks.

     The hedges are rustling.

     I chop at the wood furiously. I gave
some thought about running but I was boxed in here. The bushes
surrounded the back of the church. That’s what happens when nature
is allowed to flourish without proper grooming.

     I take chunks off the wooden planks and
then start kicking them. The wood crunches and snaps but the locked
door now became the obstacle.

     The groans are getting louder.

     I kick the door and the feeble lock
gives way and I quickly run in without even checking to see if it
was safe. Sometimes you don’t have the time. Sometimes you just
have to have some faith. And what better way to start showing some
faith?

     I try to close the door but it swung
back open. Quickly I take a look around the small room and grab the
desk and slide it across the floor (leaving scratch marks on the
floor, ruining the once varnished floor that was now covered in
dust) and place it in front of the door – keeping it shut. It was a
sturdy desk. If it wasn’t for the zombies closing in on me I may
have struggled with it. I topple the filing cabinet and slide it
behind the desk just to be safe – can’t risk the chance that some
of those zombies closing in on me had extreme strength. For all I
knew, the infection could have spread within a gym and now gangs of
muscular zombies are roaming the streets. But if there are a shit
load of zombies in here then I am truly fucked.

     I put the machete back into the
backpack and raise the ACR as I walk through the open door that’s
ahead of me. The hallway was narrow and dark. The street lights
shone through the windows to my left but the dirty glass was also
colored and suffocated the light. I turn on the tactical light and
move slowly. The doors to my right were closed but there was one
further ahead that lay open. I approach with caution. I aim the
rifle at it as I approach. I cover the light with my fingers and
flicker it a few times before covering it again. I listen
carefully, trying to hear if there are any zombies dragging their
foot along the floor but I can’t hear anything. I remove my hand
from the light and slowly walk toward the door and shine it in.
There is priest with a noose around his neck; he hung from the
ceiling. The rope was tied around a roof beam.

     ‘Isn’t that a sin?’ I mumble to
myself.

     I expected this from normal citizens
facing the end of days, not from a man who preached it. Not from a
man of the cloth.

     I shine the light around the room but
there is nothing of any significance other than a priest playing a
solo game of hang man. There were papers lying around, a desk, some
shelves – it looks like a standard office. Until this moment I
didn’t even realize that priests had offices.

     Back out of the room and I continue
along the hallway, take a right turn at the end and find myself
standing behind the altar with only my light shining through the
darkness. There are groans coming from somewhere in this place. I
shine the light across the room and stop on the zombies (which in
their former glory would be two priests and four altar boys). They
are chained to the entrance door, zombiefied, or undead as the
people on the radio refer to them as. Maybe the priest or whoever
occupied this church until recently thought that having zombies at
the front door would fool the other zombies into thinking that
there wasn’t anything here for them – not knowing that their groans
attract other zombies. Or maybe they tried to fool fellow survivors
looking to take refuge in here. And once they got to the doors and
heard the groans from the inside they would move along. If that was
the case that wasn’t very holy, abandoning people in their moment
of need.

     Even though I shone the light around, I
saw no real sign of survivors ever taking refuge here. There were
no left over bags or discarded clothes. Not even any food. There
are no empty cans, no wrappers, no empty bottles of water or soda
or alcohol – nothing. I step down the few steps that lead away from
the altar and I walk along the aisle with the rows of chairs either
side of me. The zombies walk toward me and I back off until their
chains tighten around their necks and hold them at bay. They are
clawing at me as I shine the light in their faces. They didn’t even
bat an eyelid; the light was not a problem for them. If someone did
that to me I’d be blind for a while. I don’t know if their retinal
was that far gone that it didn’t register light the way it used to
or these mother fuckers are blind.

     ‘Is there anyone there?’ a man’s voice
sounds through a radio somewhere within the church. I spin around
and shine the light everywhere trying to the find where the voice
came from but I can’t see anything.

     ‘Is there anyone there?’ the voice
sounds through the radio again. This time I narrow down its
location and find the radio that sat on the keys of organ.

     I pick it up. ‘Yeah, there’s someone
here.’

     ‘What is your location?’ now the
southern twang in his voice is clear.

     ‘In the church,’

     ‘Undead?’

     ‘Yeah, a few of them are chained to the
entrance door and there were some out back. I’m not sure if they
still are.’

     ‘Okay…yeah I see the church; there is a
group of dirty fuckers outside. How many of you are there?’

     I feel lonely now that people keep
asking me that question. ‘It’s just me.’

     ‘Okay, just hold a minute.’

     I wait by the organ holding the
radio.

     ‘Oh, and step away from the doors.’ The
southern accent comes through the radio again. I didn’t have to, I
wasn’t near the doors but I reply anyway. ‘That’s me ready.’

     I shine the light at the door.

     About a minute goes by and then I hear
the screeching tires sounding from outside. A few seconds later and
the doors get smashed down by an RV as it backed into the wooden
church with some force – crushing the priests and altar boys who
were chained to the doors. The back door of the RV swing open and a
woman looks out. ‘Come one,’ she shouts.

     Quickly along the aisle and jump into
the back of the RV and the woman closes the doors behind me and it
took off. In the back of the RV I sit down on the couch. This RV
was top of the line, real luxury.

     There is a family staring at me.

     ‘My name is Rhonda,’ says the woman who
then sat down on the couch across from me. ‘This is Harley, my
oldest, she’s 18.’ She says and nods her head toward the hot
brunette staring at me. I offer a smile. ‘And this is Carla, my
youngest, she’s 9.’ Rhonda says and runs her fingers through
Carla’s hair as she addresses her youngest.

     ‘Hi,’ I say, trying to be polite. I
went in and fist bumped Carla who knew the game. She smiles. I have
no idea why I initiated a fist bump but it lightened the mood a
little and I think I won some brownie points with Harley, she
smiled too. I knew from pre-outbreak times that if you are good
with kids, the hot chicks you are trying to get are impressed by
it. They must see it as an example of fatherhood. I was used to
having a kid around the house so I knew how to act with them. It
came naturally to me.

     ‘And up front is my husband, Hank.’

     I look to me left and Hank glances back
at me, gave me a quick (howdy do) wave and a cheeky smile like only
a southern hombre could. I wave back.

     Rhonda unscrews the cap and passes me a
bottle of water – so motherly of her. ‘Thanks,’ I say and then down
half of the bottle in one gulp. I was damn thirsty.

     ‘So what is your plan?’ I ask after the
water coolly slid down my throat.

     ‘Planning on leaving this city, we are
just passing through, looking to help somebody out as we do
so.’

     I look at the two girls, Rhonda and
Hank’s daughters. And then back to Rhonda. ‘Why risk it? Why risk
your own family’s safety for the sake of a stranger?’

     ‘If we abandon people and act
thoughtlessly, then we are no better than those monsters outside
roaming the streets.’ Rhonda replies almost instantly, taking no
time to think about her rebuttal. I think she had that one
preplanned. Maybe she has been asked before. It was a good answer
though. I thought about it and agreed with a nod. After all, I
passed up a safe passage to a quarantined location in order to
rescue a girl who may or may not be dead right now.

     ‘Are you coming with us?’ Carla asks in
a hopeful tone.

     I shake my head. ‘I can’t, I have to
try and find someone.’ I say to her, feeling a little bit guilty
for dashing her hopes. Harley looks upset as well – that look made
me think twice but I couldn’t leave Kerri out here. If there is a
chance that she is still alive, I am willing to trust that
chance.

     ‘How are you gonna get out of the
city?’ Rhonda asks.

     ‘I have a helicopter picking me up at
sunrise,’ I say and instantly feel like a badass.

     She nods her head. ‘And what if that
doesn’t happen?’

     I don’t have an answer for her. I sit
there on the couch as six eyeballs focus on me like I was on
display at a museum. I know she was just trying to be thorough,
trying to make me think about what I was doing. Making sure I
always had a plan B. But the truth is I don’t. All I had was plan
A, and even that wasn’t methodical. There was no plan B. I was
going all in balls deep.

     Rhonda gave me a look. She knew what
was going on. ‘We can’t change your mind, can we?’ she could see it
in my eyes that I wasn’t going to give up, and that there was
nothing she could say that would convince me that my plan wasn’t
worth seeing through.

     ‘If I don’t go after her, if I don’t
risk my life to save hers,’ I pause. Not for dramatic suspense, but
for the realization. ‘Then is my life really worth saving?’ I say,
trying to make her understand but the look in her eyes was clear –
she already did. She would do the same for Hank and their children
if they were ever stranded out here. Harley is giving me a distinct
look. I think what I said made her wet. I didn’t mean to come
across all chivalrous or like a warrior poet who was willing to
face the end of days with guns blazing to find the one person who
made life worth dying for. But she said with her eyes that her lips
don’t tell me. Maybe it was because her parents and little sister
were sitting mere feet away. But I had the feeling that if they
weren’t, she’d be trying to jump my bones right now. She was
probably one of these true love, die in your arms while you sang me
a lullaby kind of person. She was probably a big fan of the
Twilight saga. I saw that look in her eyes before. It was the look
on every teen in the world pre-outbreak as they watched R-Patz
twinkle before their very eyes.

     ‘Okay,’ Rhonda says, dragging me out of
my thoughts and continues. ‘If that helicopter you are waiting on
doesn’t show up then we should arrange a place to meet up, have you
got any ideas?’

     I gave it some thought. I knew these
areas well before the Rising, but after it was another story, I
hadn’t been out this far since so I really don’t know which areas
are better off than others. I try to think of a place that wouldn’t
really have many people around – alive or dead – and a place that
people wouldn’t really venture to in search of a safe zone. I also
didn’t want to put these people in jeopardy. There was a bunch of
maps lying next to me on the couch. These people must be travelling
around, city to city, hitting shops for maps and moving on. I grab
the map on top of the pile as it was the most relevant, it was a
map of the city we currently sit in and find where we are and where
a good place to meet up would be. ‘Alright,’ I say and grab the red
marker from the table and circle an area. ‘There are some fields
west of here, just off the highway. It should be pretty quiet; it
just looks like a country road. It looked out of place around these
parts before the outbreak, if it hasn’t been touch, it should stand
out like a tall dwarf. It should be a good place to meet up. But if
for any reason, you and your family aren’t safe there, do not wait
on me.’ I say and pass the map over to Rhonda. She examines it and
looks moderately happy with what she sees.

     ‘Alright, kid, so where do you want
dropped off?’ Hank shouts from up front. I stand up, leaving my
backpack and rifle on the couch and make eye contact with Harley on
my way to the front of the RV. If I didn’t have prior engagements,
this would have been definitely on. I think it was the best
impression I have ever made on someone. I came in from a church. I
proved to be cool with kids with that light fist bump and basically
said I was willing to die in order to save a girl’s life. I am
ruggedly handsome (the rugged part wasn’t by choice; I was just
going with the current trend set by the lack of new products being
release). As far as first impressions come, that is as good as it
gets. I dare you ladies not to fall in love with a man like
that.

     On the seat next to Hank, I look
straight ahead. ‘Just a few blocks down should be good.’

     He drove a few more blocks and stops at
the crossroads. He glances out the window to his left at the horde
of zombies lingering further down. ‘There is a shit load of those
fuckers down there, you sure about this, kid?’ he turns to me,
looking at me like I was bat-shit crazy. ‘There is an insane amount
of zombies down there!’ he sounds like he cared for my wellbeing. I
have got to admit, he could have said anything but his voice made
me feel like everything was all going to be alright. It was like
listening to Matthew McConaughey talk. Even if he was telling me
that I was going to die, I felt at ease about it.

     I take a look out of the window, along
at the zombies he was talking about. There was a lot. ‘Maybe it
means there is something down there, or someone. They don’t just
linger around places for no reason. They go where the food is.’

     He looks back along the street and
sighs. ‘Well, I guess this is it until next time.’ He extends his
arm and I shake his hand. ‘Good luck, kid.’

 

Chapter Twelve

 

On the street corner with the backpack slung over my shoulders
and the ACR in both hands, I watch as the RV takes off along the
street heading west. I smash the window of a car in front of me
with the stock of the rifle and sound the horn a few times, trying
to lure the zombies down toward me. Some of them start making their
way down the street but there aren’t enough; I need to break them
up. I sound the horn a few more times and then walk over to the
house to my left.

     The front door was unlocked so I push
it open and raise the rifle and turn on the tactical light as I
stand at the front door looking in. I can’t hear any zombies inside
the house so I kick the door shut behind me and move in. Up the
stairs I travel and into the bedroom that faces out onto the
streets. The window was open so I look out. There are few zombies
making their way toward this end of the street but not enough.
There are still groups of them lingering up ahead.

     There is a stereo on top of a dresser
to my left. I check how far the speaker wires travel and they were
long enough for what I have in mind. I pick one of the speakers up
and sit it on the windowsill, and place the other one beside it.
The power switch lies behind the dresser, I flick it and it turns
on. It’s been six months and I am still surprised that there is
power left in some of these houses. I press play and a song starts
playing. It takes me a few moments to figure out what it was, but I
have heard it before: Do that to me one more time, by Captain and
Tennille.

     The volume is now up to the maximum and
I glance over the speakers. There are more zombies coming toward
the house now. Music was exactly what I needed – it was a constant
distraction for the zombies to occupy themselves with. I put the
song on repeat and thought about how the song contrasts to what was
walking around the streets these days. My thoughts stumble toward
why this song was in the CD changer at all, wondering if this was
the last song someone had heard before the outbreak. Maybe even
after the Rising. Did someone serenade another with this song? Did
a couple listen to this song while making sweet love as the world
was falling apart? It was quite a surreal vision up in my head,
almost like a Michael Bay-esque scene if he ever made a zombie
movie: A young man and young woman making sweet tender love to each
other while the flesh eating brutes attacked the house as the song
played out in defiance, going out with a bang.

     I have no clear evidence that this
actually happened, but if it did, I reckon it earned some
applause.

     Out of the bedroom, closing the door
behind me, making sure that if any zombies make it inside the house
at some stage; they would also need to get by this door. Downstairs
now and I open the back door and walk across the untamed grass of
the backyard. I open the gate, turn right and make my way along to
the dead end of the alley. I couldn’t go left, zombies littered the
streets. The gate at the end of the alley was open and more
importantly, it was clear of zombies. I try and shut the gate door
but the lock was busted so I let it be and move on.

     The back door of the house was locked
and the kitchen window was open but I can’t be bothered trying to
climb through it. The kitchen door gave way after a few hefty kicks
and clatters into the worktop. I raise the rifle and walk in. The
house was dark (like the rest of them), but there wasn’t any
zombies lurking in the shadows. At the living room window, I brush
the curtains aside slightly – trying not to make it blatantly
obvious that I was watching them like a creep. The street was
filled with them. There must have been people around here recently
to attract this many zombies. They street in front of me is packed
with them but I can’t really get a decent look along the street
from down here.

     I make my way out of the living room
and head up the stairs with the ACR raised. The hallway was clear.
In bedroom that overlooked the street, at the window I pull down on
the wire and the blinds shoot up, revealing the zombie plagued
streets. This is a better view. There was still more zombies
lingering along the street.

     The zombies don’t notice me up here at
the window looking down on them. They are just shuffling around
without actually going anywhere. I’m not sure what was happening.
There is probably a group of survivors camped out in a house
somewhere around here. There had to be some sort of reason why
these zombies are lingering. Some of them I can see are making
their way along the street following the music.

     A groan came from behind me that took
me by complete surprise. I thought I was safe up here. I spin
around and pull the trigger, sending bullets scattering across the
room. Some of them tore through the zombie’s torso and head, the
rest into the wall and ceiling. It drops to the floor and I stop
firing – suddenly realizing that the crowd of zombies that linger
outside the house would have heard the gunfire. I turn around and
look out of the window and watch as they group together and make
their way to the house I am standing in. They make their way across
the lawn like this house was the setting for a frat party like you
see in the movies where gangs of people arrive together. Only in
this case, instead of lively frat bro’s and loose nymphos, the
gangs consist of undead fiends doing the undead shuffle.

     They are now banging against the front
of the house and I hear a window smash. Things just went from bad
to a whole lot worse, and it went real fucking quick.

     I run out of the bedroom, across the
hallway and into another bedroom and look out onto the backyard. I
could probably try and jump out, perhaps make a run for it. I
contemplate it, but can’t risk the chance of an injury during a
time like this. Even if it is just a twisted ankle, if I’m hobbling
along the street, someone might mistake me for one of them and
shoot me, peal my top off with a bullet. But the chance I had of
escaping is now fading with every second as the zombies come
flooding in through the side gate. I didn’t even check when I was
in the backyard to see if it was open, it must have been, along
with the other one that lead to the alley.

     I have to act quickly. I kicked the
kitchen door in about five minutes ago, allowing the zombies an
easy way into the house. I drag the dresser across the floor, out
of the door and along the hallway and topple it down the stairs.
After that I went back into the room and grab the mattress off the
bed and throw it down behind the dresser. In the other room now and
I grab another dresser out and topple that down as well, trying to
create some sort of barrier. Admittedly, it was a lame barrier but
it was the best I could do in this situation. And just out of
desperation I grab the other mattress from the other bed and throw
that down on top of the dressers. There was nothing else in the
rooms that I could use. I didn’t have the time to dismantle
furniture in the bedroom and rebuild it in the hallway just to
throw it down the stairs. The barrier was slowing the zombies down,
so it was working to some extent, but it’s only a matter of time
before they will overcome this sloppy obstacle.

     They are clawing at the mattress and
trying to force their way through. Some of them are starting to
make some real progress; I back off from the top of the stairs. Is
this where it all ends? In some strangers hallway being ate alive
by a gang of undead? I gave some thought to throwing a grenade down
but it would ultimately just create a path for more. Plus it would
destroy my awesome barrier. I can see them making their way over
the first dresser. They push the mattress aside and continue. They
can smell me, and by the looks of it, it won’t be long before they
taste me.

     As I step back, being forced by the
zombies at they ascend the stairs, a thin bit of rope tickles my
neck and sends tingles running down my spine. At first, with the
view of zombies ahead of me, I could only imagine a zombie’s grasp.
But thankfully, it wasn’t. I Look up and yank it down and the
staircase that led to the attic fell from the ceiling. The zombies
are making their way up the last few stairs. Quickly I began my
climb up the stairs and pull the staircase up behind me just before
the zombies could interfere with it. I raise the ACR and switch the
tactical light on quickly and look around the attic, making sure
there wasn’t any up here looking to pose even more threat. It was
clear; all I could hear was the zombies below.

     The attic is filled with junk, pretty
much what an attic should look like. I haven’t seen many other uses
for an attic post-outbreak. I genuinely thought I’d stumble across
a few people pulling an Anne Frank, but not yet.

     There are a few planks of wood lying
around, a few tables, an old bathtub and boxes of photographs and
probably more things of sentimental value that the previous tenants
didn’t have a chance to pack up. I look at some of the photographs.
I didn’t recognize the family. Their teenage daughter didn’t look
familiar – she was pretty, if I’d seen her around, I’m sure I’d
remember her. They looked happy. No doubt it was genuine, no faked
smiles like the family portraits that sat on the mantelpiece in my
house. I wonder where they are now. Was one of them the zombie I
shot down below? Or did they make it out and find somewhere safe? I
sit the photographs back in the box and look around some more.

     There is a small circular window that
looks out onto the street. And from what I can gather and I’m no
genius, but I’d say I’m royally fucked. My mind is pacing. I went
over that decision not to jump out of the window and make a run for
it but it gets me nowhere. I’m trapped in an attic with no way out
– trapped in the attic with nothing but walls, a roof, a floor and
zombies beneath that floor. Anne Frank, darling, I feel your
pain!

     I shine the light around again but
couldn’t see anything of use. There was no way out.

     I stand there looking at the bathtub.
At first I was wondering how the fuck it got up here. But at a
certain angle I suppose it could have fit through hole in the floor
where the stairs are. Then my mind wanders to the numerous movies
that I have seen and how the hero sometimes climbs into a bath tub
to hide from an explosion – seems legit.

     It was the only option available to me
right now; time to put movie logic to the test. If I die from the
blast, I wouldn’t be too angry because there is no doubt in my mind
that dying from an explosion is better than being ate alive by
zombies. Being eaten alive, that was right up there with drowning
and being burned alive, on my list of horrible ways to die. That’s
right, I have a list. Also on that list was dying at the hands of a
clown. I hated the thought of the last vision I would ever see
being that chalky face and sad red smile. Ever since I saw Stephen
King’s IT as a kid, clowns have scared the shit out of me. Just
like kids named Damien. I believe them to be the devils children
with three 6’s engraved into their scalps.

     I walk over to the bathtub and sit the
assault rifle in it and let the light bounce off the porcelain,
allowing me some light to work in. I take off the backpack and
unzip it and take out a grenade – trying to judge the blast radius
of it by the numerous videos games I have played. I reckon it would
be around fifteen to twenty feet, give or take. The attic is now
being studied; it must be around twenty feet long and wide, maybe
more – probably more This was the only feasible option that didn’t
involve facing those zombies down below me.

     I place the backpack into the bathtub
and then drag the thing across the attic and push it into the
corner. If the zombies could hear this they must be wondering what
I’m doing up here.

     The grenade rests in my hand and I
contemplate this option a little more. Needless to say, I have my
doubts about it. It could end up a number of ways, and most of them
involve me dying. But it’s all I have. And if it’s good enough for
Hollywood, then right now, it’s good enough for a zombie
apocalypse.

     I pull the pin on the grenade and throw
it into the far opposite corner of the attic and jump into the
bathtub. In the fetal position I lie, covering my ears and closing
my eyes. The grenade explodes and I feel the shockwaves shake the
bathtub, but I am still intact. I guess that particular piece of
Hollywood logic worked. I sit up in the bathtub and raise the
assault rifle, aiming the light into the corner where the grenade
exploded. There was some damage done but there wasn’t enough. Only
a few small holes letting in a little light, nothing I could fit
through. The backpack sat at my feet and I rummage through it and
grab another grenade and pull the pin on it and throw it into the
same corner. Back down into the fetal position and cover my ears
again. There are a few short moments of silence. Only the sound
from the grenade as it bounced across the wooden floor filled the
absence of anything else. But after those short moments that all
changed. The explosion sent shockwaves throughout the attic again.
I sit up in the bathtub and shine the light into the corner. This
time the grenade did some real damage. I slot the ACR into the
backpack and zip it up as far as I could – allowing me the option
to grab it at any time like I do with the machete without it
falling out as I move.

     On the wooden floorboards I stand and
look at corner where the explosion hit. The grenade did some damage
to the wall and floor, creating a sizeable hole in both for me to
fit through. I think the first grenade weakened the structure quite
a bit but truthfully, I thought one would have been enough. This
house must be well made or my expectations of grenades are
exaggerated.

     Down below, I watch as the zombies in
the bedroom beneath this hole reach their filthy hands up trying to
claw me. Carefully I step across the hole in the floor (hoping that
the remaining beams don’t give way) and slowly climb out of the
wall and then pull myself up onto the slanted roof. Onto my feet
now and up on the peak of the slant, placing either foot on either
side of it and stare down at the zombies on the street and in the
backyard.

     The street seems less congested than it
did about ten minutes ago. Maybe most of the zombies are in the
house party below or they followed the Captain and Tennille
listening party around the corner, perhaps an end of days orgy was
happening that I wasn’t invited to even though I was technically
the host. But that kind of orgy wasn’t something I am too fond of,
to be honest. The music was loud and I could still hear it which
lets me know that the zombies haven’t broken into the house
yet.

     My only way off this roof was to jump
over to the next. The distance between each house was about five or
six feet. I reckon I can make it. There wasn’t another option so I
have to make it. I steady myself and take a few deep
breaths and exhale like I was about to partake in an Olympic event.
Subconsciously trying to convince myself that there is another way
off this roof but the truth is there wasn’t. This was far more
risky than the jump down from the bedroom window into the backyard
that I refused to take earlier. If I knew that this was where I’d
end up, I would have jumped out of that window in a heartbeat.

     A few steps back and then I run forward
(awkwardly, I might add, feeling slightly retarded in front of an
audience of such high profile members of the walking dead). At the
end of the roof, before the inevitable drop, I force and extra bit
of power and jump. I course through the air and land on the other
roof and try to keep my balance but that was a lost cause. I start
tumbling down the roof – hoping for traction to stop this madness
that my footwear doesn’t provide in my time of need. I wasn’t too
afraid of falling off the roof, which are just mere moments away. I
was scared of what lies in my backpack. A boxed land mine, a few
grenades and rifle clips. That could end up one bloody hell of a
scene. And my landing may just be the catalyst.

     My feet and balance have failed me on
this occasion and I tumble off the roof – I try and turn in midair,
trying to keep my backpack away from the ground. The last thing I
wanted was to land on it. Into the over grown front lawn I land and
instinctively bounce back up onto my feet. There was no time for a
potentially broken rib or two. The zombies are closing in fast from
all angles. I pull my hood up, pull the skip of my cap down, and
pull the bandana up over my mouth. I raise my arm to protect my
head as I run and crash throw the living room window and land on
the floor and spin around to see the zombies at the window in front
of me. Some of them have been pushed in by the energetic ones
behind. They try and claw at my legs but I kick them back and plant
my feet on the floor and push back along the dusty wooden flooring
while I reach my hand over my head and grab the rifle from my
backpack. I grab a hold of it and aim at the zombies and squeeze
the trigger and empty the clip into the wave of zombies but they
keep coming and I don’t have time to reload. I hadn’t planned on
falling off the roof; if I had (or should have considered that
possibility) then I would have made sure I landed in the
backyard.

     Onto my feet again quickly and run out
of the living room as the zombies force their way in through the
window. I open the back door and run out onto the backyard. I could
hear the groans coming from the backyard of the house I partially
blew up. Their hands are reaching over the wooden fence – looking
like there are waiting for someone to crowd surf.

     I make my way through the grass and
over to the gate and open it. And as soon as it swung open a zombie
lunged forward. I slam the wooden gate against the front runner’s
dirty zombie face and back off as they quickly pile in from the
alley. I raise the rifle and pull the trigger in a moment of panic
even though I knew the clip was empty. I was praying for
miracles.

     The back door I just ran out of was now
out of bounds as the zombies found their way through the house.
They probably followed my scent like a pack of hungry dogs. I was
in real danger of becoming that piece of bacon they think I am. I
turn around; saw the wooden fence leading to the next backyard that
hopefully didn’t consist of zombies and ran for it. Normally, the
idea would be to jump and climb over the fence, but my mind didn’t
process that option. I run toward it and shoulder barge through it
– the wood crunches and snaps. All that football training certainly
paid off in an unlikely circumstance. A section of the fence fell
with me as I stumbled – on all fours again like that gorilla I have
portrayed before and try and keep my balance. The grass was grown
and I could have stayed on my feet if I had more land to use but
instead, the backyard had other plans. A pool lay in my way and I
use my momentum to kick off the edge of it and jump as far into the
middle as I possibly could. I crash into the dirty water and fall
beneath its surface for what seems to be and eternity – but
realistically, it was only about five or so seconds. Maybe even
less but the way my mind was processing things at the moment, I may
not have went under at all, for all I knew, some water just
splashed in my face.

     The way I entered the pool was kind of
cool, shoulder and head first, one leg in the air as the other
drifted to other plans. It was a real uncoordinated attempt, the
judges wouldn’t have scored me on it, if this was a tournament, and
I reckon I would have been disqualified for making a mockery of the
sport of diving. What would have been really fucked up is that if I
entered the pool the way the teacher tells you to in swim lessons,
you know, arms spread out, knee raised and keep your head above
water. If I ever saw someone do that in a situation like this,
maintaining that kind of level of thought and safety, I would give
them a gold medal for being the most collectively aware minded
person alive during a zombie apocalypse – if such a medal
exists.

     I resurface and look back at the
zombies as they fall into the pool after me and sink like fleshy
anchors. I swim to the edge and pull myself up. I had some more
time to think as the zombies didn’t consider walking around the
pool. Now I had the option to climb the next fence. And I did, and
stand and lean against the fence and breathe a sigh of relief but
that was short lived as a dog ran out through the open back door of
the house and began barking me. It seems like it was still trying
to protect the house. Some zombies managed to walk around the pool,
apparently, and now they bang against the fence behind me and the
dog keeps barking. Every little move I make is met by a bark and
the dog pounces for me but I kick it full force under the chin.
Hold back I didn’t. I gave that kick my all. There is no time to be
fucking around in an epoch like this. I would shoot the dog if it
posed any greater threat to me – or if I could spare the bullets.
The idea of kicking a dog like I had just done didn’t sit too well
with me, but these are desperate times and I have no care for
anyone who may claim animal cruelty. If they were here, I’d
definitely waste a bullet or two. Across the backyard now and into
the house and close the back door behind me. The dog was back on
its feet now and it barks and jumps up at the back door. The bloody
thing was probably attracting more zombies to me. I release the
empty clip from the assault rifle and replace it with a new one.
The backpack was wet but not a lot of water got in thankfully. I
empty the water out carefully. If it was fully zipped up then I
wouldn’t be having to do this, inside of it was lined with
waterproof material. The gun was also wet but I think it should
hold up and not jam on me. These guns are used in wars; they should
be at least resilient to some water. I shake it anyway, trying to
ring out whatever water may be lodged in it. The radio I kept in
the backpack from the church was now fucked though, so I drop it
onto the floor and walk along the dark hallway with the assault
rifle raised. The chances that there are any zombies in the house
are minimal. Other than the annoying dog barking in the backyard it
was quiet. But the fact that the dog initially ran out from the
house proved that there was nothing else inside. Maybe survivors,
but I hope they weren’t stupid enough to leave the back door open.
My guess was that they took off leaving the dog behind. Or maybe
this wasn’t even their dog, and just some four legged animal that
claimed squatters rights.

     In the living room I stand at the
window, peeking out from behind the curtains, watching the zombies
drift on by. The sound of a helicopter chopping through the air
caught my attention as it hovered above the streets. The search
light was shining down on the street like in those shows that were
on TV before the outbreak: America’s Most Extreme Police Pursuits.
Or something along those lines.

     They must be looking for something, or
someone. I doubt they are just curious as to why zombies are
grouping together like this. It was obvious; they were hungry and
wanted food. End of the curiousness.

     Some of the zombies are following the
light that shines on the ground – similar to cats chasing a laser
on the wall. The zombies are distracted. This may be the best time
to make a run for it. I walk out of the living room and stand at
the front door. The keys were still in it. I guess the tenants
didn’t need them anymore. I take off the backpack and place the
rifle inside and zip it up and sling it back over my shoulders and
tighten the straps so it didn’t bounce off my back when I ran.

     It is time to make a run for it.

     I take a few deep breaths, trying to
consume as much oxygen as possible. I open the door and sprint out.
I jump off the porch and sprint across the lawn and out onto the
street, dodging the crawlers as they attempt to claw at my defined
calves that they knew lay under my jeans. The street ahead is
somewhat clear. I manage to evade the clutches and lunges of the
zombies with ease. The helicopter was drifting by. I hadn’t seen a
helicopter in about three months, now two come along in the one
night. Maybe this one was part of that convoy that rolled through
earlier. Could that convoy have been part of a military extraction?
I doubt it, the military have that leave no man behind
attitude, something that those in the convoy didn’t possess. They
left their injured friends behind without even trying to save
them.

     There is a howling – deathly – scream
coming from somewhere behind me. It almost sounded human, but far
more sinister or terrifying. I knew what it was, and I hated
them.

     A quick glance over my shoulder
confirmed it, and I see the infected human sprinting out of a house
and across its front lawn. There is a moment of panic (yet again).
I know exactly what these things are capable of.

     It is sprinting after me.

     If I wasn’t naturally quick on my feet
then I wouldn’t stand a chance of outrunning the infected. Unless
it was a fatty. And in that case, I would fancy my chances
greatly.

     But it wasn’t a fatty, and it was
gaining on me. I could hear it. But I can’t stop running; there are
other zombies in the street that I still have to dodge and crawlers
that I still have to keep an eye out for. I manage to get the
backpack off without breaking my stride and unzip it. I reach in
and grab a grenade and put it in my pocket and zip the backpack
back up and sling it over my shoulders as I continue to sprint and
dodge the zombies and their lunges. The wet clothes are making it
hard to run in, they feel heavy, like somehow, instantly, I
possessed greater gravitational mass. I grab the grenade from my
pocket and pull the pin on it and quickly glance over my shoulder
again. The infected is still gaining on me, so I drop the grenade
behind me and sprint even harder. It bounces off the ground and
bobbles and a few seconds later it explodes. I heard it loud and
clear, even felt a little bit of the shockwaves that followed but I
didn’t look back over my shoulder to see what happened. This wasn’t
no “cool guys don’t look at explosions” type of shit. I was running
scared; this wasn’t a cool guy act. But I couldn’t hear the snarls
of the infected behind me so I’m assuming it was blown apart.

     I eventually glance back just to make
sure but the infected wasn’t chasing me anymore, and the snarls
could hear were from the zombies that still linger the streets that
continue to pursue me.

     The sound of screeching tires caught my
attention and the headlights came around the corner up ahead. The
car was dodging groups of zombies but intentionally running over
the odd one that was stranded out in the middle of the road. The
car was speeding down the street toward me. It was probably part of
the convoy; I’m assuming they all are. It can’t be a coincidence
that all this just happened on the same night can it? The driver
swerves across the street and tries to knock me down but I manage
to get out of the way. He must have thought I was a zombie – a
zombie with incredible reflexes, I might add.

     Along the street I continue, dodging
and weaving between the zombies as they flock toward me.

 

Chapter Thirteen

 

My attention was drawn to the bright, illuminating flair as it
scorches into the midnight sky. Its trajectory only appeared to be
a few blocks away. I was getting close. I make my way along the
street and stop on the corner and watch the zombies that linger
around in the cul-de-sac. There must be a few hundred of them here,
easily. This is where Kerri lived. This is why all these zombies
are here. They can smell her. There is only one way in and one way
out. There is absolutely no chance of me shooting my way through
(no matter how awesome it would look); I just don’t have the
bullets for it. And even if I had enough for these zombies,
including the grenades, if I gun all of these zombies down and blow
them up, the noise of the gunfire would just alert more from the
surrounding areas.

     I quickly make my way over to the house
to my left and try the front door – it was open. I enter and close
the door behind me. Take the rifle out of backpack and switch on
the tactical light and throw the backpack back on as I walk forward
through the dark house, making sure there aren’t any zombies
lingering around. There isn’t, at least on the ground floor, I
didn’t check up stairs.

     In the living room there is a big old
looking stereo – it was one of those big ones from the 90’s. I turn
it on and a song plays through the speakers quite low. I know the
song, I love the song: Wretch 32’s Blur. It was far better than the
other song I stumbled across. Although the story I imagined was
pretty good. I turn off the tactical light and stood in the
darkness.

     I slid up the window and turn the
volume up to the maximum on the music. The stereo was loud and it
sounded fucking awesome. I miss this. Not standing in a stranger’s
dark living room with zombies out in the street. That was a regular
occurrence these days. But music, I miss music, I miss new music. I
had the same old music on my iPod from the days before the
outbreak. I don’t like the fact that I will never see a live show
again, that realization sucks! I had to endure a whole generation
of shit music. I had to endure an era that was popular for Justin
Bieber and Lady Gaga. Before the Rising I always just assumed that
shit music had an expiry date and that maybe in a few years good
music will make a triumphant return. But then the infection broke
out and fucked everything up.

     I stand here in the dark and it felt
good. Maybe it was the defiance of the act: window up, music
blaring as death awaits outside. It felt good. I would have
moonwalked right now if ever learned how to do it.

     Out of the window I can see that the
zombies are making their way toward the house. I stick the song on
repeat, giving the zombies some good music to shuffle to. If only
the song was The Party Rock Anthem – everyday I’m shuffling!

     I close the living room door as I walk
out and I open the front door as the zombies stagger toward the
house. Quickly I make my way through the house and out to the
backyard. There is a toddler’s toy car that has been left behind
and I climb over the wooden fence as the zombies enter the house
behind me. The more zombies lingering and trapped in houses and
backyards the better, it means there is less for us out in the
streets to deal with. It keeps them off the streets and stops them
from getting killed for a second time. When that thought ran
through my mind I felt like an overprotective parent – apparently a
parent to zombies.

     I keep leaping over fences, making my
way around the backyards of the cul-de-sac, looking for the house
that shows absolutely no sign of life. No windows open, no doors
open. The curtains draped over the window, maybe even boarded up. I
need to find that house. Once I find it, I find her.

     Each backyard I invade the louder the
groans get. I stand at the fence, tiptoeing so I can get a look
over and the backyard is literally crawling with crawlers. This was
the house I was looking for. The windows of the ground floor were
painted black. The upstairs windows had blackout curtains pulled
tightly shut so it didn’t let a single light out. I continue to
look at the zombies crawling around in the backyard. They are
clawing at the wood trying to get through to me. From here I can
see through the gap between both houses and I can see the zombies
that linger at the front of them.

     The drapes in the upstairs bedroom that
ruffle caught my attention and I look up. She must have heard the
music playing from a few houses down. Kerri stares down at me as I
stand in her “neighbors” backyard.

     I found her.

 

Chapter Fourteen

 

After Taylor was been taken away to the police station, I was
left in the MM&G store as the riots continue outside. The
lights are turned off, trying to make the store look less
attractive to the public. I lock the entrance door and stand by the
window looking out onto the street, watching people attacking each
other for no apparent reason. They were trying to eat each other –
watching on in tacit horror, trying not to believe what was
actually happening. The sign were there; I saw the proof but didn’t
want to believe it. Who could blame me?

     The doors are all locked and the lights
are all out. Behind the counter I sit, hoping that nobody will try
and enter the store. The glare from the street lights shone through
the glass windows.

     About an hour or so goes by and nobody
came back. No police officers coming back for a statement or to
question me about what happened earlier. Nobody even came back to
see if I was okay. Every ten minutes or so that pass that pass, a
police car or an ambulance drove by with their lights flashing and
sirens ringing. Things must have been pretty bad everywhere. I take
a look at my iPhone and searche through the contacts and stop on
Taylor’s number then hit dial and put the phone to my ear. It was
ringing but could hear it coming from the staff room. He must have
left it in here, I thought, then hung up.

     The worry was on my face to see, it was
clear and also expected, given the uncertainty of what was
happening outside in the streets. There is a radio behind the
counter under where the cash register once sat. It still lay on the
floor with blood smeared over it – can’t touch a crime scene. But
the whole procedure was wrong. Everything just felt uneasy,
unnerving.

     I turn on the radio and flick through
the stations until I stumble on a local station and stop as the
man’s voice sounds through. ‘…there is shelter in the White Hill
High School, people have already gathered…There is safety in
numbers…’ the man’s scared voice preaches.

     The radio got turned it off as I hear a
thump coming from the staff room. I get up off the chair and make
my way around the counter and along the small corridor and opens
the staff room door and look at the boss, Carl Saunders, lying on
the floor – face first – passed out. I walk over to him,
cautiously. ‘Hey, you okay?’ I say and kick his leg to see if he
wakes up. He doesn’t. He was a fat lump of man but I manage to roll
him over and look at his chest. There was no rise or fall. He
wasn’t breathing. Maybe his fat hid the lung inflation, it was the
only thought I had, and then I reach down and place my finger on
his neck, checking for a pulse that he didn’t have.

     He was dead.

     Slowly, I stand up, and look down at
this dead lump of meat. He was running a fever for the last few
days but I didn’t expect him to die. Out of the staff room I walk
out and close the door behind me and make my way back around the
counter and sit down, thinking about what I had just seen. Nobody
liked the man at all but I would never wish death upon a single
soul. It just wasn’t the kind of person I am.

     With my right foot resting on the shelf
beneath the counter top, I sit on the chair thinking about
everything that has been happening. Taylor and I had sat here and
watching zombie movies countless times. And all the signs point to
what I’m now starting to believe. That an outbreak of some kind of
zombie-like virus, and it was tearing this neighborhood apart,
maybe even the whole city, perhaps the entire country.

     Banging noises sound from the staff
room. It was the sound of fists furiously beating against the door.
It startles me a little. The thumping was ferocious and constant. I
stand up and lean over the counter and look down the short
corridor, expecting the door to give way any second now. I had felt
the man’s pulse, or lack of, and it was gone, he was dead. But now
he was back on his feet and attacking the door, trying to break it
down. That was it, it had now sunk in. This was for real. This was
no longer something that you saw in the movies. Now I’m starting to
panic. I run out from behind the counter, over the dead body and
through the aisles and stand at the locked entrance door and look
out onto the street as they ran wild with fiends. My eyes focus on
the man sprinting across the road heading straight for the story –
straight for me. One thing was for sure, this wasn’t a normal,
well-adjusted person. And he wasn’t slowing down.

     There is no chance I am waiting to see
this one out. I spin around and run through the aisles again as the
man came crashing (head first, not even putting up an arm to
protect himself) through the window and clatters into a metal
shelve. The gash was bad, the blood ran from his face, his head is
split open really badly but he rose and followed me.

     Along the short corridor as the staff
room door held out, thankfully, and push open the fire escape door
and reach into my pocket for the car keys. I click the button on it
to unlock the car and run across the small parking lot and got into
it. Slamming the door shut. The keys are now in the ignition and
the engine roars as I plant my foot on the gas pedal. The infected
man comes sprinting out of the fire escape and runs across the
parking lot and punches the window and opens the door but I was
quick to react, and slam my foot on the gas pedal again and reverse
the car quickly and the open door knocks the infected onto the
ground as I spun the car around. The momentum of the spin caused
the door to slam shut as the infected got back to its feet. But I
wasn’t waiting around to see what would happen, I put the car into
first gear and quickly drive out of the parking lot and skid out
onto the street without losing much speed as the infected
chases.

     My foot is firmly pressed down on the
accelerator as the car speeds along the street, leaving the
infected far behind. There are cars speeding along the other way,
reckless and imprudent. But when the world around you is falling
apart, law and order doesn’t seem so logical.

     A quick glance into the rearview mirror
now as the sound of screeching tires and the sound of crunching
metal forces my curiosity into action. The car that drove by just a
few moments ago was now tumbling down the street after the driver
lost control and hit into an oncoming car. I didn’t care at all. My
eyes are now staring at the road ahead and I turn on the radio. A
man’s voice sounds through the speakers. ‘…there is no running from
this madness…’ says the radio personality who sounds hurried and
lost. ‘…this is the end, prepare yourselves…’

     Through the radio stations I skip but
the message was the same no matter the voice: the end is nigh and
shoot to kill. 

     I turn off the radio and focuses on the
road again without even thinking about it. Apparently I had heard
enough from those people on the radio. Anybody could see it all for
themselves. There are people running around like lunatics,
everybody was going mad. I didn’t need somebody to tell me that.
There are cars driving through red lights without slowing down to
check to see if anybody else was coming. A car reverses out fast
and recklessly from a driveway right in front of me – unaware that
somebody else was driving along street, they clearly didn’t check,
maybe they didn’t care. But I crank the steering wheel to the
right, dodging the idiot driver but I’m unable prevent myself from
crashing into another car that is parked on the side of the street.
The alarm on the car she just hit into goes off but honestly, I
don’t care much for it, nobody else was. The reversing car that
caused the crash certainly didn’t care. The driver took off along
the street.

     I’m unharmed by the crash, the seatbelt
done its job, and I look through the window and stares at the White
Hill High School that was just a little further along the street.
The glove compartment was open and I grab the pistol from it and
exit the car, leaving the keys in it, there wasn’t a chance in hell
I was driving that thing any further with a busted engine.

     Down the street I walk and then across
the busy parking lot, heading for the High School. The Maxsell
Jackal full auto pistol is tucked into my jeans, being covered by
my red plaid shirt.

     The doors to the High School are manned
by armed guards wearing military uniforms. Along with the guards
were two men with sniffer dogs. Maybe they are hoping to sniff out
the virus before it spread like the common cold. After passing
through the doors without the virus sniffing dogs alerting the
guards, I walk along the ground floor corridor. It is crowded.
There are families camping out in here. There are little babies
crying. Grown men are parading up and down the corridor, scoping
everybody that walks by. It was like they were just waiting for
something to happen so they can try and beat it to death.

     Everybody is on edge. The details of
what was actually happening outside were just word of mouth and
nobody actually knew the truth. There are some mumblings of
biochemical warfare.

     I heard a few other theories as I
linger around but wasn’t interested in how it all happened or why
this happened at all. The only thing I was interested in, or cared
about, was how to survive it now that it was here.

     I have to get away from all the murmurs
and bullshit that people are spewing out of their mouths. Up the
stairs to the third floor now where it was a little quieter, in a
classroom by the window and stare out onto the streets, simply
watching cars speed on by, all of them trying to get away from the
nightmare that surrounds them. I can hear the sirens as the ring
out in the distance. The blue and red flashing lights are visible
in the streets ahead.

     A man comes walking in and stands
beside me, only a few feet of space separate us, staring out of the
same window. I shoot him a quick glance before returning my gaze to
the streets where the real action was happening.

     ‘It’s enough to make you miss all the
troubles and wars that we used to complain about, ain’t it?’ the
man says, his voice almost broke as he tried to stay strong.

     ‘Not really,’ I reply. ‘When it comes
down to survival, a year ago, hell, maybe even a few days ago,
before all this happened, most people would have done anything to
survive if pushed far enough. And now that people are doing
whatever it takes to survive, you are scared?’ I didn’t remove my
stare from the streets. ‘When it comes down to who is gonna die,
just know, that if it’s you or me, believe it’s gonna be you.’
Those words were spoken with a cold tongue, and I meant every
single word.

     The man doesn’t reply. He doesn’t say a
single word. He doesn’t even look at me.

     A group of men come barging into the
classroom, dragging three men who are kicking and screaming, trying
to free themselves. The stranger and I turn to see what is going
on. ‘What’s happening?’ I ask.

     ‘These three mother fuckers are
infected!’ one of the men shouts angrily whilst trying to restrain
one of them.

     After some struggle and refute from the
three infected, the men manage to tie them down to chairs with some
rope. The infected men plead, they beg for their lives to be
spared, trying to convince the classroom that they aren’t infected.
But one of them is further along the infection stage than the other
two and his bloodshot eyes lock onto me, apparently identifying me
as the weakest in the room – an easy meal.

     His heartbeat starts to increase and
with every beat his hunger grows stronger. His heart beats in his
chest like a battle drum right before a war. His breathing slows
down to the point where he’s almost not even breathing but his eyes
still lock onto me as I stare back at him, examining his every
move, no matter how subtle. I know he is a threat to the room. Both
of my arms are behind my back, with my right hand clutches the hand
of the pistol – southern girls.

     The infected man screams at the top his
lungs and tries to burst free from the rope. The screams send
shivers down the spine of everybody in the room. The rope isn’t
tight nor strong enough to restrain the infected’s erratic efforts
and it breaks free from the rope and quickly dashes toward me,
knocking over tables and chairs that stand in its way. My posture
remains eased as the other men jump back, shocked, and I quickly
pull out the pistol and put a bullet in the infected’s head. The
now lifeless body crashes into a desk and slides along the floor.
All of the men in the classroom that are not bound to a chair are
shocked that I, a girl, posed such a threat, and that I
remained calm while doing so. But the truth is, I wasn’t calm, my
body language implied so but inside I was just a nervous wreck like
everyone else.

     The other two infected men haven’t yet
turned into a violent monstrosity. The gang of men who dragged the
infected in use more rope to try and prevent that outburst from
happening again.

     Everybody walks out of the classroom
and the last man out locks the door, leaving the two infected men
bound to chairs and begging for their lives.

 

Chapter Fifteen

 

Back down the flights of stairs now with the men who then veer
off in separate directions once they reach the ground floor lobby.
I look along the ground floor corridor to my left; it appears to be
even more crowded, and people keep on flooding in through the front
doors on the word of radio personalities that say this is a safe
place. If it was such a safe place then why aren’t they here? Are
they telling themselves that they are providing some sort of public
service by warning people of what they can see by looking out of
the window in their studio and telling them that somewhere else is
safe? Or are they simply diverting everyone else away from
themselves in order to survive?

     From what I have seen in the brief
stint in the High School, I know that this place is just a
zombie-time-bomb just waiting to blow. Two men with chains walk by
and they chain the emergency exit doors shut. These fools are just
barricading themselves in. It would be different if you were in
this place all alone, because then, all you needed to do was keep
everything that was outside from getting in. But just as I saw
upstairs, they are already in, whether they knew it or not.

     This place isn’t going to stay much
safer for long in this type of heated surrounding. When everybody
is a potential enemy, how can you trust them? And surely trust is
needed among survivors in order to keep the elite status of being a
survivor. The longer I stay here the more dangerous it
will become, and through no fault of my own, it was everybody
else’s for believing that a place like this could hold up.

     An argument broke out down the corridor
between families who claim the other one stile a bag of food. The
problem with a heated argument during such a fragile time like this
is that you can’t tell who the enemy is, because everybody is
acting harshly. And for all I know, one of them with a temper, in
fact, anyone with a temper could be in the early stages of the
infection. I reckon that I would have a lot better chance of
surviving out in the streets among the enemy that didn’t hide. At
least out there I know who is infected and who poses the real
threat. But in here, among hundreds of people, anyone of these
people could infected and try and kill me at any moment.

     Across the lobby to the main entrance
but my path is blocked by the armed guards who refuse to let me
out. With a firm open fist on the shoulder the guard pushes me
back. ‘It’s not safe out there!’ he shouts over the noise coming
from the scuffle down the corridor.

     ‘It’s not safe in here!’ I yell back,
being distracted by the same scuffle coming from the corridor as it
sounds like things are escalating quickly. ‘I need to get out of
here! This place…’

     A gunshot then echoes down the corridor
which was instantly followed by screams and people running away in
hysterics. The guard abandons his post as he runs to the corridor
to try and restore order in the corridor. The other guards know
that it is dangerous in here, and they don’t try and stop me, they
allow me to leave. One of them gave me a nod, his facial expression
was of pure worry. Not something you wanted from a man who was
there to keep the place calm and safe.

     I walk through the parking lot as waves
upon waves of people flock toward the High School. Out onto the
streets and I climb into a car that still had the keys in the
ignition. The engine is still running. The seat is still warm. A
family must have latterly just abandoned it mere moments ago and
headed for the High School, where I can only wish them luck.

 

Chapter Sixteen

 

As I drive into the cul-de-sac where I lived, my neighbors are
driving out in a panic. A car loses control as it dodges another
and scrapes along the side of the car I had stolen but nobody was
caring, material possession have lost their value. If this had
happened at 9am this morning, a fight would have broken out;
insurance companies would have been on the phone. Somebody would
have been demanding some money. But now, the car just drives away
in a hurry, almost like a hit and run.

     I drive up to my house and stop outside
it as my aunt and uncle load up their own car with whatever food
and water they had in the house. I get out of the car and walk over
and hug them both, glad to see that they are okay.

     ‘Oh thank god you’re okay honey.’ My
aunt says. The relief was more than evident. ‘Come on, get in the
car, we are leaving.’

     The neighbors pack their cars with
whatever they needed to survive and drove out, leaving everything
else behind. My mind is pacing. ‘We can’t go,’ I say and look back
at my aunt. ‘We’re safer if we stay here.’ I stare deep into her
eyes as my uncle gets into the car and starts up the engine. I knew
the look in my aunt’s eyes; they are leaving. It was clear. And
they were leaving with or without me.

     Then I realize that they are willing to
go, and ready to go. They also didn’t know that I was going to show
up but they were getting ready to leave. That hurt more than I let
on. ‘I’m not going.’ I say in a low tone, almost whispered, knowing
that it broke my aunt’s heart.

     ‘Get in this goddamn fucking car,
Kerri!’  Uncle Jack yells through the rolled down window.

     A tear rolls down my cheek as I watch
my aunt get in the car.

     ‘Kerri, get in this fucking car!’ Jack
yells again.

     ‘I’m not going,’ this time my voice was
louder. I knew that it was safer here. My uncle slammed his foot on
the gas pedal and drove off and I watch as they exit the
cul-de-sac. I get back into the car I stole and reverse it into the
garage.

     I didn’t think my aunt and uncle would
have left, at least I thought they would have put up a little more
fight in the matter. Not that I done it for attention. But I know
that this is an indecent time and normal rules and moral judgment
do not apply.

     At the garage door I stand, watching
everybody else desert their homes following empty promises made by
radio personalities and news reporters.

 

Chapter Seventeen

 

I look up at the window, and am relieved that she was still
alive and that I made it in time. She gestures to the roof and then
I notice the ladder that connected both houses together, making it
possible to cross without jumping. The house in front of me as I
stand in its backyard got examined. One of the patio doors has been
smashed; it was just a glassless frame. I walk through the frame
with my assault rifle raised with caution. After seeing how many
zombies loitered the street outside, there is a good chance that
some of them dawdled inside as well. The kitchen and hallway are
clear and I check the living room and guest room just to make sure
it was safe before I head upstairs. The last thing I wanted right
now was a few zombies wandering through the darkness behind me.

     At the top of the stairs I stand,
static, listening to the sound of chewing that was coming from the
room to my left. It only sounds like there was one zombie, but I
glance into the room and stand still – shocked at what I am
witnessing. The zombie is on its knees chewing on the remains of an
infant. There are some things you just can’t prepare yourself for
no matter how many scenarios you imagine, and for me, this was one
of them. The crib is tipped over and the blanket lay bloody on the
floor.

     Frozen with shock.

     That was once a human, it once had
feelings and a life, it had priorities, and it once had a family.
That devilish beast was once living a normal life. But now look at
it, feasting on a baby that was probably just month’s old, maybe a
year.

     The zombie cranks its stiff neck and
looks at me. It drops the infant from its clutches and crawls
toward me. I rest my rifle on the floor, leaning it against the
wall and reach behind me and grab the handle of the machete and
took it out. I take a few steps back, letting this thing crawl out
of the doorway and then I bring the machete down upon its head with
so much hatred, with so much force. The skull split in two and the
brains fall out onto the hardened fabric I stand on. Even though
the first blow I dealt to this beast killed it, I continue to hack
away at the rest of its body with brute force. The blood isn’t
spilling like a normal human’s would; it was slowly oozing out in
clumps from its veins in slow pulses and lands on the carpet.

     Here I am, towering over this pile of
severed limbs with a machete in my hand. In the pre-outbreak world,
this would have been the scene from a teen slasher movie but now,
in this world, this is what constitutes reality.

     I start to wonder if the baby was
already dead before this monster got to it, I hope so. Kerri would
have taken the baby if it had been alive; she wasn’t a cold hearted
person. A more disturbing thought enters my mind: who would leave a
baby here to die? And was the zombie I just mutilated was the
baby’s parent?

     I ran the flat surface of the machete
against the edge of the door, wiping the speckles of red clumped
cells and flesh off before putting it back into my backpack. I pick
up the rifle and make my way along the hallway. A door lay open up
ahead, and slowly walk toward it with the rifle raised and switch
the tactical light on, checking each other room as I pass. They are
zombie free.

     With the nozzle of the rifle I open the
door and behind lay a spiral staircase. It must lead to the attic.
I make my way up and look around, expecting to see old boxed of
junk but it wasn’t what I expected. It had been converted into a
teenage boy’s bedroom. There are posters of heavy metal rock bands
stuck to the walls and ceiling. The window was lying wide open and
the night wind blew in. I stand by it and look out onto the street
where the zombies are in force.

     I take off the backpack and slot the
assault rifle in and zip it up. There’s another roof to climb.

     Out of the window and onto the roof.
This time it was easier, the window led straight to the roof, there
was nothing to try and pull myself up onto. Up the slanted roof and
I stand it the peak and glance down at the zombies below. The gap
between the houses wasn’t great but I reckon I could make the jump
but if I were to fall again, the odds of me surviving down in the
street aren’t looking favorable. The ladder in front of me is
balanced at the peak of both roofs with the first two steps at
either end broken to keep the balance.

     Slowly, I crawl across the ladder,
coming to the instant conclusion that I don’t like this at all. I
have seen a viral video on the internet were a ladder folded with a
guy on top. The video was taken from one of those shopping channels
that you could buy products from. Even after it snapped, the guy
still continued to try and sell the ladder. It was one of the
funniest things is have ever seen. If this ladder snaps though, I
would fail to see the funny side.

     I made it across the ladder without
becoming a viral sensation, and slowly make my way down the roof,
trying to be as careful as possible. One wrong foot and my last
moments with conscious thought could be terrible ones. Through the
open window that Kerri has left open for me and I stand in the
attic/bedroom as Kerri stands at the door staring at me. We share
the same moment of disbelief and relief. I didn’t know if she was
still alive. I hadn’t heard anything from her since the night of
the Rising. I just figured she’d have gone with everyone else who
fled after being promised a land free of infection, although I
hoped that she didn’t, because I knew that was even more dangerous,
but here she was.

     She quickly makes her way across the
room, over the soft blue carpet and embraces me and surprises me
with a passionate kiss. I don’t know if it was because she knew the
risk I must have took to get here. But in my eyes, this kiss was
long overdue.

     I don’t care if it sounds cheesy and
generic. But I had (honestly) a crush on her from the first day we
met. And look at her, what was not to love? She was the perfect
country girl. Her hair is dark; her eyes are beautiful yet cryptic.
It was a devastating combination. I wasn’t sure if she liked me, we
spent a lot of time together but none of us made a move – although
this was worth the wait.

     We don’t even say anything; we know
from the look in each other’s eyes what this moment meant to
us.

     After the kissing was done we both
stand at the window as the zombies continue to attack the front of
the house. Some of them are still at the house as the music
continues to play.

     ‘So what happened?’ she asks. ‘What did
you do?’

     ‘After what happened in the store, I
spent the next few hours in the police station. Shit seemed to get
worse; a rookie cop let all of us out. I went home to see if Becky
and my mum where still there, they weren’t. They had left, leaving
a note behind saying they went to Canada.’

     ‘Are they okay?’

     ‘I don’t know. I haven’t had any
communication with them at all.’

     She nods sympathetically.

     ‘So how did you survive this long?’ I
am curious.

     She smiles. ‘Do you remember that
conversation we had in work after watching Dawn of the Dead? That
plan? That is how I survived.’

     I smile a little and look at the
zombies that gather here. ‘How did all this happen? How did they
know you were here?’

     She looks at them and I can see the
resentment in her eyes. She hated these things. ‘I was out trying
to get supplies with Megan, then the convoy came, and so did
they.’

     I didn’t have to ask what happened to
Megan, the look of heartache was clear to see. I knew Kerri enough
to know that she didn’t have a little sister or a cousin named
Megan, this person was probably someone she met after the outbreak.
I don’t press on the issue – especially when it was such a recent
loss.

     Down in the garage we stand at the car,
and I notice the scrapes on the side of it. I open the back door
and put my backpack along with my assault rifle. And also whatever
food and water there was in the house – everything was needed
nowadays. Kerri slid the keys along the top of the car and I catch
them as the fell. I open the door and look across to her as she
opens the passenger side door and asks. ‘Where we gonna go?’

     ‘There is a helicopter coming back for
me at dawn, over at the college.’ I reply.

     ‘That’s away on the other side of
town.’

     I nod, ‘yeah.’ I could hear the doubt
in her voice. ‘They said they’d be there, we have to give it a
shot.’

     She then nods, knowing that even if it
was a bad plan, it was the only plan we have. I hope she trusts me.
And ultimately, I think she does, because after all, it was my plan
for survival that she adopted and here we both stand while most of
the world is dead and hunting us down. And she should know that I
would never let her die if I could prevent it.

     We both look at the garage door as the
zombies continue to attack it. We both get in the car and close the
doors behind us. I slot the keys into the ignition and start up the
engine. There is enough gas in the tank to get us where we need to
be – on the other side of town.

     We both fasten our seatbelts; even with
the world turning into a hellish nightmare, safety is still a
priority, even more so than ever. And I know from experience and
apparently so does she, that being out in the streets is a bumpy
ride. You would feel foolish if you survived the hell that walks
the earth only to die from something so trivial like forgetting to
fasten your seatbelt.

     Kerri holds that mystery named garage
remote in her hand, and presses the button and the door slowly
retracts. The headlights are now on and they shine against the
door. The legs of the zombies are showing beneath the door as it
retracts. Some crawlers have made their way in. As soon as the door
reached shoulder height on the zombies it was time to move. I slam
my foot on the gas pedal and lift the clutch. The car accelerates
out of the garage, mowing down whatever zombie stood in our way. I
drive by the house as Wretch 32’s Blur continues to blast out from
the speakers and kept going, kept driving and drove out of the
cul-de-sac, dodging the zombies that I didn’t have to hit. Not out
of love for them, I just hate the sound of their bodies clattering
into the car; it was a weird thud that I haven’t gotten used to
yet.

     I drive through the streets like a
reckless boy racer, dodging groups of zombies and drifting around
corners.

     We make it out onto the main road and I
put the pedal to the metal and race along the tarmac. Further along
the road there are groups of zombies. I have no choice; I have to
go through them. There is no other way we can go that doesn’t
involve more groups of zombies or isn’t an unnecessary detour.

     As I drive through the first group of
zombies I keep my foot on the pedal and drive through another
without dropping much speed. Then through another group of these
dirty bastards now but there is a fatty lingering behind the
skinnier (more healthy) zombies that I don’t see until it is too
late. I ran the car into him and the bastard explodes, splattering
all over the front windshield with thick gooey blood and guts.

     Instinctively I reach for and flick the
windshield wipers on and they flap from side to side but don’t
really make a difference. It only smears the gooey blood and
creates almost a paste-like red paint that blocks my view of the
road ahead. The wipers keep flapping and I keep my foot on the gas
pedal. I could hear and feel their bodies clattering into the car.
The wipers start to do their job as the water spays up by now it is
too late.

 

Chapter Eighteen

 

The car smashes into a very sturdy object and the car topples
onto its side and skids across the road and eventually comes to a
stop. I am dangling from the seat; luckily, I am still hooked into
the seat by the belt. Safety precaution prevails. If I hadn’t
strapped myself in then maybe the window would have my brains
smeared on it also, along with Kerri’s if she hadn’t taken the
simple precaution as well.

     I unlatch the seatbelt and fall on top
of Kerri who has just unlatched hers. ‘Are you okay?’ I shout the
question, slightly disorientated by the sudden impact.

     She nods, ‘just about.’

     I look into the back seat at the bags
that lay upon tarmac and broken glass where the window should be. I
grab the assault rifle and look through the sun roof at the zombie
clawing at it trying to get in at us. ‘Cover your ears!’ I shout
again and aim the rifle at the zombie’s head and pull the trigger.
I didn’t give her much time to react to my demand. She flinches as
the gunshot sounds – naturally. Although she is a Texan girl who
spent most of her life around guns, in situations like this, past
experiences don’t count for much. This wasn’t something you could
essentially prepare for. The bullet breaks the window and exits
through the back of the zombie’s skull and it falls back and
clatters into the ground. I knock away the rest of the shattered
glass that consisted of the sun roof and climb out, aiming the
rifle at the zombies that close in on us and pull the trigger,
putting a bullet in each of their heads. When I have time to aim
and pick my shots, very rarely do I miss.

     There are still zombies coming from
further down the street but we have a few a minutes before they
catch up. I spin around and help Kerri out through the sun roof and
then reach into the back seat and grab my backpack and sling it
over my shoulders. The zombies are closing in from all different
angles. We have to run. And we did. We sprint and dodge the zombies
as they lunge for us. There is a train station up ahead that we
cohesively run toward as we continue to dodge the oncoming zombies.
We manage to put a little bit of distance between us and them.

     In the grandness of the station we run
into and look around at the platforms that house zero trains. Not
that I had expected any. In fact, I had zero expectation of what
this place would be like at all. I wasn’t expecting to be here at
this precise moment in time. The plan was to drive straight to the
college and wait until sunrise. Being here wasn’t part of the plan,
but there is no point dwelling over what I may or may not have done
wrong. Too much depended on our ability to keep moving – our lives
depended on it.

     The place is deserted. Newspapers blow
across the tiled floor like tumbleweeds.

     We have to keep going. We have to keep
moving forward no matter what.

     Standing on platform two, my first
thought is to run along the empty track but it doesn’t lead to
where we need to be. Plus we don’t know if that route is safe.
There could be zombies lingering around abandoned trains like
hobos. The echoing moans that sound through the hollow station grab
our attention as we stand still just looking around – wondering
what the next move is.

     I spot the sign to the underground and
we both run for it and make our way down the static escalator
stairs to the lower levels. We move through the dark, eerie
tunnels, running across dry puddles of blood and dead bodies with
the tactical light on my rifle guiding the way.

     There is a train on platform
sixteen.

     I raise the assault rifle as we make
our way over to the train and keep an eye out for any zombies that
may lurk in the darkness. Kerri tries to pry open the doors but
there is no chance of that happening. It is nothing to do with her
strength, those things are mechanical.

     ‘In my backpack, grab the hammer.’ I
say as I turn my back on her and continue shining the light through
the obscurity. She unzips the backpack and rustles through it and
pulls out the hammer and whacks the metal head of the hammer
against the train’s window but it isn’t doing enough damage but she
continues.

     ‘Let’s switch.’ I say and gave her the
assault rifle and take the hammer as we switch duties.

     She shone the light toward the tunnel
and I start attacking the window with the hammer.

     ‘Why don’t we just shoot it?’ Kerri
asks, trying to persuade me to take the quick route.

     ‘We need all the bullets we have.’ I
reply and continue with the effort filled swings and eventually the
window breaks. I knock away the surrounding glass from the edge
with the hammer and then put it in my backpack and zip it up. The
groans are coming from down the tunnel. Kerri shines the light down
at them as I climb through the window. She passes me the assault
rifle and then climbs through. We both make our way through the
cabins. I know the train lines down here. I used the subway quite a
lot during pre-outbreak life. I knew the routes around town.

     The cockpit door is open. Kerri and I
look back through the cabins and I shine the light back as the
zombies found their way in and follow behind us but they aren’t a
danger. Unless they accidentally reach for the door handle and open
it, otherwise they will be kept in that cabin, banging their bodies
against the door with the “pull open” sign on it.

     In the cockpit we both stand and stare
at the control panel as the door slowly shuts behind us. We have no
idea what we are looking at, or how it works. I push some buttons
and pull down the throttle but nothing happens. I thought maybe the
power would turn on but that seemed like a long shot. Then I shine
the tactical light through the window in front of us. There aren’t
any zombies in the tunnel. Kerri opens the door at the side of the
cockpit that leads to the tunnel. I follow her out of it and we
both proceed north through the tunnel with nothing but the tactical
light on the assault rifle to illuminate the darkness ahead. There
is a long bend up ahead that we gradually make our way around.

     Groans are now echoing through the
tunnel behind us. Maybe it was our echoing footsteps that sound
prominently in the hollow tunnel that has alerted them. Or maybe
they have caught our scent – the scent of living flesh.

     Our footsteps are loud and probably
echo along the tunnel quite a bit, but that isn’t all that has
alerted them. There is something else coming. It sounds like a
train making its way through the tunnel. ‘Stop,’ I say and slow
down and shine the light down onto the ground; there are two sets
of tracks.

     Kerri looks down at them. ’50-50.’

     She’s right.

     There is 50-50 chance of it being on
the side we choose. For a moment I felt like Han Solo and almost
said: never tell me the odds. But I didn’t, and the odds didn’t
sound good. The groans from behind us are getting louder. I spin
around and shine the light at the few zombies that are making their
way around the bend. They are being followed by fellow undead
tunnel dwellers.

     We are stuck in a tunnel with zombies
and there is a train coming toward us with an unnerving 50-50
chance of it being on our side. But that 50-50 chance of survival
when a moving train is a whole lot better than the 100% chance of
death we face if we decide to head back along the tunnel into the
horde of zombies. I let off a few controlled bursts of the assault
rifle, trying to lower the odds a little.

     We both know the odds are stacked
against us no matter which way we choose to go. But moving forward
seems like the most proactive way to survive. We share the same
instincts in this moment and we run forward. I try to maintain the
light as steady as possible to get a clear view at what we are
running into while also trying to not trip of the tracks.

     The sound of the train is getting
louder. Around the bend in the tunnel now and we can see the
train’s lights further along but neither of us could determine what
side of the tracks it was on. One thing it did succeed in doing was
making us aware that there was a wave of flesh eating silhouettes
making their way toward us.

     The zombies are getting close, from
either end of the tunnel now.

     My heart is truly pounding. They are
closing in fast. We stop in the middle of the tracks just watching
the bright light at the end of the tunnel. It was like an actual
cliché that death is approaching. But it was also quite
literal.

     Kerri takes control of the situation as
I was caught between many minds. She grabs my hand and pulls me
over to the left side of the tunnel and into alcove. It was about
five yards deep and wide. As we back into it we can hear the groans
of zombies as they make their way toward us. I guess they are about
fifteen yards away. I shine the light out of the alcove and look
either way and both of directions look deathly. We are sitting
ducks here. And they are closing in fast. With the assault rifle
aimed I pull the trigger, maintaining accuracy with controlled
bursts until the clip is empty but the zombies keep coming. The
odds of surviving through this seem to get that little bit more
unlikely with every second that passes.

     I drop the backpack take out a grenade,
pull the pin on it and throw it down the right side of the tunnel
and then pull another one out and throw it down the left side of
the tunnel. Both explosions cause me to flinch as the noise of it
in a tunnel amplifies and echoes around us. I release the empty
clip from the rifle and throw it at the zombies out of desperation
and then grab a fresh one from the backpack and reload. I stand up
and take aim again and fire in controlled bursts, taking shots at
the zombies coming from both ways, trying to keep them back. The
clip is empty again but the zombies keep coming.

     As I release the clip and throw it at
them again I lean down to the backpack as Kerri takes over. She
takes careful shots with her pistol, and as anybody in this world
was taught to do, she aims for the head.

     I reload the rifle and join her in
trying to stop the zombies. I unload the clip into the advancing
horde but there just seems to be too many of them. I honestly do
not know where the fuck they came from, or why the hell they are
down here in the first place. Was this a place people came for
shelter? The reason I decided to choose this route was because I
thought nobody else would be dumb enough to come down here. Perhaps
these zombies just followed a few people down and got stuck. But
there is a train heading along the track so somebody must be using
the tunnels.

     The zombies continue to close in –
staggering over the cold corpses of their predecessors. My clip was
empty again and I release it and kneel down to get a new one as
Kerri continues to take careful shots at the closest zombie, trying
to buy us some more time that we can spend in a bit of a pickle,
fighting for dear life and terrified to the core. But each zombie
that falls only paves the way for their emulations.

     ‘I’m all out.’ Kerri yells as her
pistol clip empties.

     I reload the assault rifle and stand up
and start firing at zombies who and now just mere yards away and
closing in from our left and right. I squeeze the trigger until the
clip was empty but the zombies keep advancing. This time there
isn’t enough time to reload. I use the stock of the assault rifle
to knock a zombie back by forcing the stock into its face. This
wasn’t the first time I thought this was the end. But it may be the
first time that I actually believe it. I pull out my pistol that is
tucked into my jeans and start firing but that quickly empties.

     I drop the assault rifle and pistol
onto the ground and quickly grab the handle of the machete and
start bringing it down on their heads and kicking them back but it
only prolongs the inevitable. I station myself in front of Kerri
like I was a human shield as I wielded the machete, splitting
skulls and destroying brains, trying to hold them at bay, kicking
them back and swinging the machete in a frenzied effort to stay
alive for as long as possible. I am fighting as hard as I can in
this alcove, trying to fight for both of our lives. I pull the
bandana over my mouth so that the clots of blood and flesh that
splatter don’t end up in it. I swing, kick and swing again but they
keep on coming. Kerri grabs the assault rifle and reloads it while
I try and hold them at bay.

     ‘Get down!’ she shouts and I do as she
demands. I crouch down and cover my ears and she starts firing. The
clip empties and I get back to my feet and keep swinging the
machete at the zombies that keep coming as Kerri tries to reload. I
am being overrun. I can’t swing the machete fast enough to kill all
these zombies. I back off from the edge of the alcove, being forced
back by them. This is it, it looks like it is all over, there are
too many of them. And there is nowhere for us to go. I kick them
back and continue swinging the machete. I am not going to die
without a doubt. I can hear the train getting louder and louder and
the tunnel lights up and the zombies are rolling in serious
numbers. But all of a sudden the train speeds by on our side of the
tracks and annihilates the zombies. Just in time. A few moments
later and we may not have been lucky enough to count our blessings.
A few seconds later and these zombies would have been tearing us
both apart.

     I look back at Kerri as the train
continues to pass. I know it was her who made that decision that no
doubt saved our lives. I breathe a sigh of relief and she does too,
but this isn’t over just yet. She hands me the reloaded assault
rifle and gave her the machete, just in case.

     The train passes and we both stand at
the edge of the alcove and I shine the light down both ways. There
are still zombies in the tunnel. They are the lucky ones who
managed to escape the pulverization. They stagger toward us. But
this wasn’t a frightening sight now. Not like it was moments ago. I
sling the backpack over my shoulders and we both head north through
the tunnel. The zombies are more elusive now. They are easily
dodged. Some of them are tripping over the tracks and face-planting
the ground. The fact that they are undead beasts only adds to the
novelty but this is no time for laughs. A loud thump and the sound
of crunching metal echoes throughout the tunnel – the train must
have crashed into the one we left behind. I wonder if there were
any people on the train. If there was, they saved our life, and I
am grateful, truly, but no doubt they are dead now and I have
zombies to worry about. But I do hope it was driverless, and
somebody, somewhere along the tracks sent a rogue train through to
kill zombies.

     Zombies kill of the week?

     Perhaps, at least it would merit an
achievement if this were on the Xbox.

 

Chapter Nineteen

 

We make our way through the hollow train station tunnels, across
the platforms and over the ticket hurdles and up the stairs and
onto the street. The college that the soldiers spoke of wasn’t far
away; it stood across the street, standing like a beacon of hope.
No matter which way we look there aren’t any zombies in sight –
which is a good thing as we make our way toward the college.

     We walk across the somewhat empty
parking lot heading for the dormitories. There are few cars around
but not as much as I expected. The High School parking lot was
crammed with cars as people once tried to take refuge there, I
expected the same for here. And there is still no sign of
zombies.

     I push open the glassless door frame
and walk through into the dorm as Kerri follows closely behind. The
walls are smeared with blood. There are guts lying on the floor
along with dried puddles blood and clumps of red gooey zombie
blood. There are dead bodies slumped up against the wall with their
stomachs ripped open. They are just lying there, decayed and
malodorous. Even though I couldn’t see any zombies outside in the
street or parking lot, there is no denying that this place has seen
its fair share of them.

     We pass by the elevators and walk up
the stairs. The flight of stairs that leads up to the fourth floor
is blocked off by furniture. It is stacked high. There is no way up
through it. I felt like if we attempted to move one object, even
something as little as a chair, this could topple down on us like a
game of Jenga.

     On the third floor we walk along the
hardened fabric of the carpet and behind us we both hear the sound
of hinges creaking. We turn around and I aim the assault rifle down
the corridor as the door slowly opens. I don’t know why but the
door opens outward, not the traditionally inward system that is so
often seen in the world. It was probably those forward thinking
college kids that wear shorts and t-shirts and a woolly fucking
hat! They probably just installed outward hinges just to mess with
people.

     And it worked.

     The zombie staggers out of the room and
slowly along the corridor. I lower the assault rifle and hand it
Kerri and take the machete off of her and walk toward the zombie
and split its skull in two with one heavy swing and watch as it
drops to the carpet. I wipe the goo off the machete on the zombie’s
woolly sweater and hand it to Kerri as I take the assault rifle
back. We only make it about five steps before we hear pounding
footsteps coming from behind us. We both turn around again but
there is nothing there. It must be coming from around the
corner.

     We wait.

     We stare down the hallway.

     An infected comes sprinting around the
corner and dashes toward us. The infected must weigh around twenty
stone – minimum. It was a huge lump of zombie that is moving faster
dead than it probably ever did alive. I raise the assault rifle and
aim at its head. I steady my aim and pull the trigger. The bullet
tears through its skull and the huge infected lump crashes to the
floor and slides along a few yards due to the momentum behind it
before it came to a gradual stop. The rug burn on its face would
have hurt if this happened pre-outbreak. The gunshot echoes
throughout the hallway and possibly through the entire
dormitory.

     We stand there anxiously for a moment,
hoping that this fast bastard with a hole in its head was a one of
a kind, and that no other zombies are in the dorm. But two of them
lay dead at our feet, and one was an infected, which meant the
chances that there are more of them in here are quite substantial.
A few moments went by and now we can hear the groans coming from
the stairway. ‘We need to go.’ I say, slightly hurried and we both
turn and run along the hallway toward the fire escape stairway. I
pull the door open and get in and slam the door shut behind us. A
zombie lurks in the darkness and lunges for Kerri who tries to
dodge it but I kick it back against the wall and in a moment of
panic I pull the trigger, sending bullets crashing into its torso
and head. It slid down the wall and clatters into the concrete
floor at the top of the stairs. I give it the extra kick it needs
and it slides down the stairs. It looks like a skin sack full of
boney meat just tumbling down.

     The sound of the gunshots are deafening
in such a confined stairway. We both feel the disorientation that
also came with the ringing in our ears.

     After gathering ourselves, overcoming
the momentary deafness we make our way up the stairs, two at a
time.

     The roof door was open and we walk
through and I close it behind us.

     On the rooftop we stand and look around
at the surrounding neighborhood as the sun began to rise. I check
my watch; 6:07 a.m.

     ‘What time is it?’

     ‘Just after six,’ I reply with a hint
of expectancy and stare at the sunrise. I reload the assault rifle
but keep the half empty clip in the backpack just in case I need it
further along the line. A half clip was better than no clip at
all.

     An hour went by and the military
helicopter evidently hasn’t shown up yet otherwise we wouldn’t
still be here.

     A half an hour goes by and it still
hasn’t shown up yet.

     We both sit on the edge of the roof
with our feet dangling off, knowing that we sit atop a zombie
infested dormitory.

     We have both given up hope of a
helicopter arrive now.

     ‘My uncle owned a garage not that far
from here.’

     I sit, deep in thought. Trying to plan
our way out, trying to figure out what our next step is. ‘How far
is it?’

     ‘About a mile,’ she says and nods to
her right.

     I look in that general direction,
looking over the football field and the buildings that lie behind
it. It is as good as a plan as any at the moment.

     ‘Maybe there is a car there we can
use.’

     ‘Yeah, those soldiers aren’t coming.’ I
state the obvious; my voice is slightly disheartened, but mostly
annoyed. I’m angry at the situation I have led Kerri into. Now the
only way out is to shoot through a horde of zombies with limited
ammo.

     We both stand up and walk to the door.
‘You ready?’ she asks and grabs the handle. I nod and raise the
assault rifle at the door and switch on the tactical light. She
opens and I walk forward into the stairway and she follows behind
me with the machete. We pass the third floor and keep going as the
groans sound from behind the door as the zombie’s batter their
bodies against it.

     We pass the second floor.

     On the first floor and the sound of a
door giving way upstairs echoes down behind us, the zombies have
probably busted the door down. The smell of us as we ran by the
door must have pervaded the zombies with a little more fight.
Halfway down the flight of stairs leading to the ground floor we
stop incredibly quickly and turn around as the gang of zombies
flood in through the open fire escape. We run back up the stairs
onto the first floor landing as the zombies pile down from the
second floor. I open the door quickly and we both run through as
the zombies try and claw at us. It was a close call. Too close.
They are moving with more speed than I have previously seen from a
zombie that has already been through the infection stage.

     We sprint along the bloodstained
hallway knowing that the zombies are behind us without the need to
glance back over our shoulders to check, we can hear their groans
and snarls. A door slowly opens up ahead – yet again with the
outward swinging hinges. I shoulder barge it, knocking whatever was
behind it back into the room and continue along the hallway.

     I lead the way as we run down the
stairs and then through the lobby and out through the glassless
doors, leaving the dormitory behind as we run across the campus
heading for the football field. I glance back over my shoulder at
the zombies forcing their way out of the dorm and now from various
other locations around campus. We climb over the metal fence and
run along the football field.

     We stop halfway down the field to catch
our breath. The zombies bang their bodies against the fence. I had
run down a field many a time in my life (all which came during my
time in High School) but never once to evade a horde of
zombies.

     The gathering of zombies continues to
grow as they flock toward the hopeful lure of a fresh meal.

     ‘That was almost devastating,’ Kerri
says with a smile. She has a weird sense of humor, also prolific in
a deadpan humor that I quickly got used to during those long shifts
in the store. We were the only employees there minus the boss and
his idiot nephew, also named Carl, who did fuck all.

     ‘Just a little,’ I reply and laugh.

     ‘Was it just me or did the doors in
that dorm weird you out?’

     ‘Yeah, they did. Outward hinges weirdly
got to me.’ I reply.

     She smiles and looks fitter than I am.
I seem to be the one doing most of the heavy breathing. Clearly she
has kept herself in shape during all of this.

     We (I) catch our breath and continue
along the field, this time it is less or a sprint and more of a
light jog. There isn’t a need for a sprint now; the zombies aren’t
gaining on us. We could walk it if we wanted, but we wanted to get
away from this area quickly, and also we don’t want to wear
ourselves out as we don’t know what lies ahead. Beyond the
bleachers we make our way down the verdant untamed hill, through
the trees and out onto the road.

     We look around. The place is deserted.
There are no cars idling, nothing but litter that blows by in the
morning wind. The place is like a ghost town.

     Kerri leads the way through the streets
and alleyways, taking short cuts to get to her uncle’s garage.

     She stops halfway down the alley and
looks at the red door. Her hand reaches out and she grabs the
handle and twists it but it is locked. She takes a step back and
then kicks it once and the lock snaps and the door swings open and
clatters into the wall. We both stare into the darkness, waiting
for anything that may lurk to come running out. We wait a few
moments, trying to listen for anything. But nothing comes out. I
turn on the tactical light and shine it in. From the door it looks
clear. I walk in and look around as Kerri stands at the door and
keeps watch down the alley, making sure nothing tries to ambush
us.

     There aren’t any zombies around that I
could hear or see. ‘It’s clear.’ I shine the light through the
window of what appears to be the main office and I spot the keys
that hang from the key rack on the wall. I walk in and flick the
light switch and they all turn on. Kerri now walks in and takes a
look around at the red and white paint job that looks like it had
been scheduled for a touch up for a few years. Or it had just aged
badly without care.

     There is a car in the garage that Kerri
checks out. She knows a lot more about cars than I do. I grab a
handful of car keys from the rack, as I have no idea which one was
for this car. They could have belonged to one of the half built
cars that are scattered around this place. I walk out of the office
and hold my hand out with the keys and let her rustle through them.
I don’t know which one fitted the car but apparently she does. She
grabs a key and I let the rest of them drop to the floor.

     Kerri walks around and opens the car
door and gets in and starts the engine up as I walk over to the
metal shutter and pull down on the chain that hung from the ceiling
and the shutter slowly rises. I stop pulling the chain as the
shutter reaches my head height. I take a quick look out onto the
street but there aren’t any zombies lingering.

     I open the back door of the car and put
my backpack in and close it before I get into the passenger seat
with the assault rifle, where I then fasten my seatbelt.

     Kerri drives out of the garage and
proceeds along the street heading for the highway.

     I tell her the directions. She takes
the next cut off from the highway and proceeds through various
streets until we are on the country-esque road heading for the
hills. I saw the look on her face; I saw it in her eyes as she
stares at the scenery. It was the same look I have. This place
looks surreal, considering the hell we have just left behind. At
the top of the hill she stops the car and we both get out. I leave
the assault rifle in the car, there is no need for it out here,
there aren’t any zombies in sight.

     On the car bonnet we sit and stare at
the backdrop of hills that blend into a city as the sun rests high
above it. The family that I had told to meet up here was nowhere to
be seen. Maybe they left after they thought I wasn’t going to show
up. Or maybe they didn’t make it themselves. I didn’t want to read
too much into it, they aren’t here, right now, that is all that
matters. But I do hope they made it to somewhere safe. They were a
nice family.

     ‘So, what’s next?’ her voice is soft
and she looks at me but I continue to stare at the scenery.

     ‘I’m heading to Canada.’ I reply
without my gaze focusing on anything other than the view.
‘Eventually zombies will die out. Their bodies will wither, they
will decay, and their bones will rot. They only thing is, will we
survive until that day comes?’

     In my peripheral vision I notice her
head turning back to the view, and then she asks. ‘Will we?’

     I think about it for a brief moment. I
could sense the doubt in her voice, it was understandable given the
times. I look at her and she meets my stare. I can see the doubt in
eyes. ‘If I didn’t think I could survive through all this, I
wouldn’t have tried to. We always have a reason to die these with
all the shit that is going on around us. But I think the key to
survival is having that person worth living for.’

     The smile complimented those cryptic
eyes, and then rests her head on my shoulder and we both stare at
the beautiful scenery. I think she took comfort in my words. I hope
so.

     We both get back in the car. This time
I’m driving. I do a U-turn on the small road and head back onto the
highway and proceed along it. Kerri reaches for the radio and turns
it on but there’s just static. She flicks through the channels and
stops when she hears the following statement: If anybody can hear
this, we need help, please, we need help.

     The voice of the little girl repeats
constantly on a loop: If anybody can hear this, we need help,
please, we need help.

 







  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





