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Any similarities to those living, dead, or undead is unintentional.
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Sara is an eleven-year-old girl with a pleasant disposition. She loves horses, school, ice cream, and books. She also has dreams of being a writer. Her diary was used to record her story ideas as well as her daily experiences. She started keeping a diligent record of her life after reading “The Diary of Anne Frank” in school. She often wondered if she would experience anything monumental or historical like Anna Frank did.
Dear Diary,
Tonight we went to Aunt Jenny and Uncle Jim’s house for dinner. It was fun. I like visiting with my cousin and I love my Aunt’s string beans. I don’t think I would like having dinner there as much if she didn’t make those for me. Unfortunately, I found out that it has cream of mushroom soup in it. Yuck! I hate mushrooms! You can’t taste them, but just knowing that–yuck. My mom tried to keep it from me by distracting me when I asked Aunt Jenny what the ingredients were. It didn’t work, I persisted and Aunt Jenny “spilled the beans.” Ha! I guess I will have to find a new favorite dish.
The best part of the night was when Bridget and I switched around everyone’s drinks. We all had the same glasses, so when Dad wasn’t looking I would switch his beer with my ginger ale. B switched her water with Aunt Jenny’s wine. This went on for all of dinner and the grown ups were so into their conversations that they didn’t even pay attention. We laughed so hard when someone would sip the wrong drink, then find the right one, and not even notice that we were switching them. I even pretended to drink my dad’s beer. B pretended to drink her mom’s wine and actually took a sip! Then she acted like she was drunk. I can’t remember ever laughing so hard.
Ugh. Traffic. We’re not far from home, but we’ve been in traffic for a while now and it’s not moving at all. Dad’s rolling down his window and sticking his head out to see if he can find out what the hold up is. Mom’s asleep, which is normal for her after she drinks too much wine.
Dad said he couldn’t see anything, just a lot of traffic. He turned off the car and told me he would be right back. He’s going to walk up the highway and find out what’s going on. A lot of people were getting out of their cars. Dad slammed the car door when he left and it didn’t even wake Mom.
I’m going to try to sleep.
A loud bang woke me and I think the car shook a little. I saw a big orange fireball in the sky over the trees way up in front of us. I was having that nightmare again, where it’s dark all around and people are grabbing at me. I tried to wake Mom and tell her, but she won’t wake up. I hope Dad gets back soon. I fell asleep, so I’m not sure how long he’s been gone.
A police car siren startled me. The police car flew past us on the shoulder of the road, followed by an ambulance and another police car. I guess it’s an accident causing all this traffic.
This is weird. The highway we are on overlooks a shopping center. The stores are all closed, but there are people walking around the parking lot. Not walking normal, walking slow and stiff. I see seven–no eight. They are just wandering around. Creepy.
More people are honking now, Dad’s not back and I’m getting scared. Where is he? What’s taking him so long? What if traffic starts moving? I tugged on Mom’s sweater again. I even coughed really loud and tried to wake her that way. It did no good.
There is nothing to do, but sit here and look around. The people in the parking lot are gone now. It’s empty. Something is happening up ahead. It’s dark and hard to see. It looks like people are getting out of their cars and walking this way. What’s that noise? Is that screaming? Wait, let me open the window.
A few people walked quickly past the car, between the lanes, away from the traffic. They looked more scared than me. Where’s Dad? I want to go home.
Someone grabbed me. They reached through the window and grabbed me. I have never been so scared in my life. I screamed so loud, it woke Mom. I slipped out of my jacket and got away. I think it was one of the people from the parking lot. They walked up the hill. They’re all around the car now. They are around every car now. I climbed into the front seat and mom is holding me. We are both scared.
Who are they? What do they want? They keep banging on the car. Mom and I are in the middle of the seat, away from the windows. The girl in the car next to us is screaming. They broke her window and they are pulling her out. They are attacking her. Mom has covered my eyes and put my head down. I can see my page, but nothing else. What’s happening? The pounding is getting louder. The car is shaking. Mom is trying to cover my ears.
I hear glass smashing. It sprinkles across my book. Mom screams–
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The shit has hit the fucking fan. When this is over, we can do a whole CD of this shit. An entire living dead theme from the CD cover, to the videos, the T-shirts, our instruments, the stage, the tour, and living dead groupie girls. The possibilities are endless.
I have to write this shit down while it is still fresh in my head, pass it down to my future legitimate and illegitimate children.
Okay. Today was business as usual. I actually did not cut a single class all day long. I may lose the bet with Sean, he probably cut two today. But, I was on a creative streak. Some prolific shit poured out of me today and I put it all in this book. Future hits definitely. Two solid rockers and a ballad–got the melody and all.
So after school, Brad and I headed to his garage. Jen was working so I hadda pick her up at 7pm. On the ride, I told Brad about the new stuff and he loved it. I could see him working on the solos in his head. We got to the garage and worked on the first song until we noticed that Dipshit was late. We were waiting for him ‘cause we wanted to hear the song with the drums.
Dipshit texted me: “flat tire, pick me up.” Brad and I got in the van and headed over to Dipshit’s house, which sucked ‘cause he’s in the sticks. I texted Jen to see if she can sneak out early, so then we don’t have to make another trip. It was cool. The boss was home sick and the other waitress could punch out for her.
We got to Dipshit’s and he threw the flat in the back. We were all crashing at Brad’s this weekend since his Dad was away. Dipshit planned to get the flat fixed in the morning. We shot over to the Diner and Jen snuck out the back. Then we headed back to Brad’s. There was a shit-load of traffic for some reason, so we took the back roads.
That’s when we saw the first one. It stumbled across the road right in front of us. We had the music blasting. Brad jammed on the brakes and we stopped right before squashing this dude. He didn’t even flinch, or jump, or anything. He did turn and look at us. This dude was fucked up. His face was all shredded and his clothes were soaked red with blood. He eyed us through the windshield. He had these freaky albino eyes. They were like all white, but you could see these black dots in the center darting to each one of us. (We have to get contacts like that.) Then the guy smiled or growled, showing his big bloody teeth. Jen covered her eyes and Brad rolled up his window. The guy slapped the windshield and then went to the passenger door and started banging. We thought he was either trying to get in or trying to get at Dipshit. Now we know it was the latter.
At first, we thought this guy was in a bad accident on the highway and just walked away delirious. Jen was freaked out, so she said to take off. Dipshit said that we should take this guy to the hospital. Then Brad saw someone else on the sidewalk.
There was this guy sprawled out on the sidewalk. We could see him on his back between these two parked cars. He was faced away from us in a white business shirt and a red power tie like he just got home from work. This dude was covered in blood and lying in a pool of what had to be all the blood that used to be inside him. The guy’s leg started shaking and Jen screamed. The guy turned over to face us and all his guts spilled out onto the sidewalk. I mean everything; his intestines, his liver, his kidneys, his lunch–everything.
Just to recap–this guy’s neck was shredded to shit, he was sitting in all of his blood, and his guts are on the ground. All of a sudden, HE GETS UP. This guy is dead. He must be dead–he has to be dead. But, he gets up and walks toward us while dragging his organs behind him. A few short steps later and he’s slapping his bloody hands on Brad’s window. Brad hit the gas so hard my neck still hurts.
We got about a block away when Brad hit the brakes. He stared in the big side view mirror and kept repeating “What the Fuck? What the fuck?” Jen had that face like she drank too much and was about to puke. The two dead guys were walking after us. They weren’t moving fast, but they were making their way–until the woman came out. A lady came out of her front door with a cordless phone in her hand. We couldn’t hear what she was saying to them, even after we killed the music. When the two guys turned to the woman, and she got a good look at them, her hand flew to cover her mouth. Either in repulsion or to hold back vomit, take your pick.
The first dead guy leaped on the lady, went right for her throat, and took her down. We heard her screaming, even over the screeching tires from Brad hitting the gas again. We watched through the back windows as the second guy kneeled down and bit into the lady’s stomach. His intestines stretched all the way back to the other side of the street, but he was hungry.
Nobody spoke on the ride back. It was quiet for a good ten minutes until Jen was like “We should have helped her.” Believe me. there was nothing we could have done for her, she was dead before she hit the ground.
When we pulled in to Brad’s driveway, Decker was there waiting in his car and plucking his bass. No one replied to his “Where the hell were you assholes?”
Brad headed straight for the front door and we followed. All except for Dipshit. He pointed down the street. There was another one about six blocks down. We pulled Decker inside with us and filled him in on what happened.
At first, he thought it was a joke and waited for Dipshit to give it away. When Decker realized we were telling the truth, he went silent and said nothing until he had chugged two beers. That seemed like a good idea and we all had one.
Brad played with the TV. There was nothing on. No news, no special report–just a blank screen. The Spanish channels had pre-recorded soap operas on, but that was it. Jen dialed 911 on her cell and got a busy signal. I called Jen with my cell to see if cells were working at all and got a prerecorded “All circuits are busy” message. Dipshit tried the house phones and they were dead as well.
I looked out the front window and saw the one from down the street. It was a business woman in a skirt with one high heel and blood smeared down the left side of her face. She was about three blocks away.
Brad suggested we warn the neighbors. Jen was freaked and wouldn’t go outside. I gave her a fresh beer and said I would stay with her. Decker was buzzed already, so we didn’t want people to smell beer and think he was a drunken ass. That left Dipshit and Brad. Dipshit grabbed a stickball bat and a shovel from the garage. Dipshit handed Brad the bat and they went guerilla style out the front door. I flipped the dead bolt and watched through the window until Jen called for me.
Jen pulled me close and buried her face in my shirt. She cried on me for a good while, until we heard a knock at the front door. I went to open it, but decided to look out the window. Good thing I did, it wasn’t the guys. It was the dead business lady. She spotted me at the window and lunged for me. She slapped the glass and Jen screamed.
Brad and Dipshit came back and snuck to the front door behind the lady. Dipshit knocked on the door. What a Dipshit! They probably could have snuck right in, but Business Lady heard the knock, snarled, and charged them. Dipshit smacked the bitch in the head with the shovel and she went down. What a cool fucking “dunk” sound a shovel makes when it hits something. It would sound awesome under a percussion track. I let the two boy scouts inside and then locked up the door behind them.
“There’s more coming.” Brad warned. He had seen them approaching down both sides of the street.
Jen asked about the neighbors. They went up and down the block and there was nobody home, except for some old senile guy that wouldn’t listen. He saw the long hair and assumed that we were full of shit. So, he slammed the door in their faces. Fuck him. We tried.
Brad suggested we board up the windows and barricade the door. It was a good idea, so we did. I hooked the ipod up to the stereo and played some tunes. The music calmed Jen, which is what I wanted. Another beer helped too.
It didn’t take long at all to secure the house. Well, except for Decker, he was slow as shit. He kept smashing his thumb, so we made him just hold the boards in place while we nailed. “Nailed” is such a cool word. It would make an awesome song title. *Note: Write a song called “Nailed.”
Brad’s Dad had plenty of plywood and two-by-fours in the garage because he had just remodeled the house. He did a very nice job, spending considerable time on the woodwork in the livingroom alone. Brad hammered a nail right into the molding of a window without hesitation. Jen said something about destroying the wood. Brad shrugged it off, he didn’t get along with his dad too well. Besides, he helped with a lot of the remodeling.
It didn’t take long to board up the front and back door along with all of the downstairs windows. Brad went around and checked each window, pounding in a few extra nails here and there. He mumbled something about some of us missing the studs.
We finished just in time ‘cause those fuckers came out of the woodwork. We didn’t even hear them pounding until the playlist ended and the music stopped. By the time we finished, they had completely surrounded the house. We cranked the music again to drown out the wall thumping.
We gathered and watched from the upstairs window. There were all kinds of them out there. I saw a mechanic, a nurse, a maid, a little girl, a cop, and a tattooed biker with a helmet still strapped to his head. They all had bloody mouths and chunks of flesh missing from somewhere on their bodies. The cop was missing half his arm like it was gnawed off. The nurse had no face. The mechanic had no fingers.
Their skin was pale and lifeless. They were sluggish and slow. They weren’t the smartest things either. I don’t think they even knew that we were upstairs watching them. But, somehow they knew we were inside and they all wanted in. They all wanted us. Who the hell knows why? They can pound all night long, they ain’t gettin’ in. Decker spit out the window and his saliva splattered on some guy’s forehead.
Whatever was going on was happening all around. It was dark, but you could see for a couple of miles. There were some small fires up and down the street. There was a huge blaze past the trees in center city by the diner. We could hear sirens coming and going far away in every direction. There was the pop of distant gunfire. We even heard some screams. It was total chaos out there.
Jen noticed that, except for some stragglers, they were all surrounding this house and no one else’s. Dipshit said maybe they were like sharks, attracted to smell or sound. Decker said it was probably Dipshit’s smell alone. Good one. Sound made the most sense so Dipshit went downstairs and turned off the ipod. We waited in the quiet for a few minutes. They continued to pound against the walls–all of them–all around the house. We went from window to window and checked. Either it wasn’t the sound or it was too late and they just knew we were in here now. If that’s true then they might be a little smarter than we think.
What in Samhain is going on here? What happened to these people?
We stayed upstairs in Brad’s room where the pounding was quieter. We sat, opened fresh beers, and talked about what the hell was going on. We all shot out random explanations. Our two best theories were science experiment gone awry and governmental biochemical weapon disaster.
We figured by morning everything would be cleared up. The Police, the Army, or the National Guard–or some local hit squad would come storming through and wipe out all of this shit. If they can. If they don’t, then we might have a real end of the world apocalypse on our hands. Either way I can think of no better thing to do, but party like it’s our last day on earth. That makes an awesome album title: LAST DAY ON EARTH.
We moved the drum set, the amps, and all of our equipment from the garage to the living room. We powered up and jammed all night. We did some classics and played every song on our first CD, top to bottom. Jen was dancing and even sang a few tracks. I caught it all on the DAT recorder. After that, we all took a break to piss.
Decker belched and broke devastating news–we were out of beer. Brad yelled “Futher Mucker” into the microphone and plucked a bar dive on his guitar We did what all sensible teens would do in the same situation–we raided the liquor cabinet. Brad’s dad was a serious bourbon and scotch man, which totally sucked. The only item of use was a half bottle of vodka, but we polished that off with a round of shots.
As we put down our drained shot glasses, our eyes all wandered to Brad. He had his older brother’s ID and always got the beer. It was habit for us to look at him.
Brad said, “Fuck it, let’s go,” and drained the last of his can.
Jen refused immediately. Decker was too drunk to give a shit and Dipshit was gung-ho for it. He squeezed an empty in each hand, compacting the cans smaller than I could with a hammer. He’s a Dipshit, but he’s a strong bastard.
We went back to the upstairs window and scoped things out. There were hundreds of them out there now. An ocean of undead surrounded the house.
Brad said, “See I told ya we’d have a huge following.”
Decker stuck his head out of the window next to us and puked, showering the creatures below. He wiped his lip and said he was ready now.
The van was right next to the garage, so we could get on top of it from the roof. We needed a way to get them away from the doors though.
Apparently, Molotov was a Russian premier who invaded Finland during World War II. While dropping bombs on them he lied and told Russia he was dropping food. The Finns retaliated with Molotov “cocktails” to go with the “food” he was dropping. They stopped the Russian tanks and prevented the invasion. Brad is full of all kinds of knowledge. It’s the reason why I run all my lyrics by him before they are final.
We grabbed all of the scotch and bourbon bottles and brought them upstairs. Brad topped off the bottles with what little gas was in the can for the weed whacker. I pulled the curtain off of the window and started ripping it. Brad said we weren’t using that. He said we were using better rags. Then he asked Jen for her tampons. Jen rolled her eyes like we couldn’t know what a period was and that she even got them. She gave them up demanding they be replaced by next week. Dipshit unwrapped them and played with them for a bit while Brad soaked them in rubbing alcohol. We taped one to each bottle.
We each made sure that we had weapons. Brad and Dipshit had their stickball bat and shovel. I grabbed an old pickaxe from the garage and Jen grabbed a hammer.
We had to create a fire wall around the van, so I hung out the window, lit the tampon, and dropped the first cocktail. It plunked a dead guy in the head and dropped to the lawn without breaking.
“We have to hit the concrete and work back,” Brad said. He leaned out and tossed one high in the air. It spun slowly and shattered in the driveway, just outside the horde of undead. It exploded in this tall orange fireball that we could feel the heat from all the way at the window. Twenty of them went up in flames. They made noises, almost like screams, as their flesh sizzled. It cracked and popped even after they fell to the ground. It smelled terrible, but it worked awesome.
Just that one bottle killed a bunch of them and pushed the others back some fifteen feet. They didn’t like the fire at all. We tossed three more cocktails and it gave us all the space we needed. We saved the last four for our return. Dipshit decided we needed more fire and tossed a bottle. It hit too close to the van. He’s a fucking uncoordinated asshole. I am shocked that he even questions his nickname. We hurried out on to the roof of the garage, and then the roof of the van. We climbed inside as quick as we could.
Brad screeched the van backwards out of the driveway. There were a few thumps on the back door where we hit some of them, but we couldn’t see anything.
Once we were off the block it looked like we had driven into a warzone. Abandoned cars were in the middle of the street with their doors opened. There was a house completely engulfed in roaring flames with no firemen to put it out. The undead were wandering everywhere. There were not as many as around Brad’s house, but there were a lot.
The closer we got to town, the worse it was. There were more fires, more abandoned cars, and even more undead. We maneuvered around a flipped police car with a smashed, bloody windshield. It had another police car mashed into the side of it with a pedestrian pinned between. The pedestrian was one of the undead. Whether he was before the crash or not, I don’t know. He flailed his arms and his bloody jaws nipped air.
An ambulance sat with all of its doors open and a gurney hanging out of the back. Someone was strapped to the gurney under bloody sheets. The body was covered head to toe with the sheets. Which means that they were probably dead when they were buckled in by the paramedic. An arm reached out from under the red tinged fabric and grabbed for us. They must have heard the van creep past. Maybe Dipshit was right about the sound thing after all.
There were splatters of blood everywhere; a puddle here, a splash there, a trail here. I think that’s what made my bones cold and gave me a shiver. It was seeing a splash of blood, say one on the side of a car–smeared into a Rorshach pattern, and wondering how it got there.
We stopped a block from the beer distributor. There were a bunch of the creatures stumbling around the street. It wasn’t bad, but we knew that once we got into the store, they would surround us quickly. We needed to figure a way to get in and out with no problems. It was like we were planning a heist. Well we were, but no one was gonna come after us. No one alive anyway.
Brad turned the van around and backed through the front double doors. The aluminum frames squeaked as they bent and glass showered the top of the van, spilling to the concrete. The ass of the van was bigger than the doors and squeezed the door frame out. Big spider cracks ran out along the store’s large glass windows. We poured out the back doors of the van right into the store.
There was a fat guy in there with a baseball cap on. He waddled toward us and groaned as if he was saying, “What are you doing in my store? Get out you assholes.” Dipshit whacked him in the head with the shovel making that “thunk” sound again. The guy went down and didn’t get back up.
We threw stuff in the back of the van in a mad frenzy, like a shopping spree won on a game show. Brad and I got some cold cases from the freezer. Jen piled pretzels, chips, and mixed nuts in the back seat. Decker stood guard on one side of the van and Dipshit was on the other. We were squeezed in there pretty tight, but there were gaps that they could crawl through.
They started to gather at the window. We didn’t have much time left. They started to crawl through, cutting themselves on the glass. Decker switched his bat for the pickaxe I had set down. A bald mechanic got in and Decker brought the pick right down on his head. It stuck in the guy’s skull and Decker couldn’t get it out.
We grabbed some warm cases, for reserve beer, and then piled into the van.
They were all around us–banging and rocking the van. Brad hit the gas and plowed through them. It was like going over a whole bunch of speed bumps.
On the ride back, Brad was drifting from lane to lane and picking off the walking dead one by one. It was dark, but the streetlights were on. The undead were nothing, but dark shadows until they got close. You could see a surprised expression on their face just before their head cracked on the grill and sent them flying.
Brad would yawn, pretend to fall asleep at the wheel, and veer right into a dead walker. After the thump, he would steer straight and pretend to wake up. “What? What? I’m not sleepy, I’m fine to drive.” He did it a few times. We laughed so hard. I think Jen peed herself.
When we were almost back, Brad slammed on the brakes and we all slid forward. “Whoops missed one,” he said and backed up. I didn’t see it, but you could hear the “thunk” at the back door and the sound of a body sliding across the pavement.
When we got back to the house there were not as many dead surrounding it. I guess they saw us leave or it was too quiet inside. There were still a hundred or so, but not the crowd from before.
Driving into the garage would be the best way to get back in. We had moved all of the equipment out earlier so there was plenty of room. We made another firewall with two of the cocktails. The dead freaked. We cooked about five or six. Brad clicked the garage door opener and we were back in the house in no time. We unloaded the van and cracked open fresh beers. We were into our second round of beers before the firewall outside had died down. We got drunk and played music all night long.
A little after four in the morning we were tired and totally hammered. Decker had already passed out in Brad’s Dad’s recliner. Brad went to his room and Dipshit fell on the carpet and just stayed there. Jen and I took the couch. Despite the pounding, we all slept through most of the day. I got up late in the afternoon and wrote while everyone else slept.
Both Decker and Dipshit got up a few times, used the bathroom, and raided the snacks. So did Jen. We sat around watching movies, since there was nothing but static on all of the channels. Everyone pretty much fell asleep again.
The undead continued to bang on the house–hundreds of them, loud as can be. Right after the sun went down, the power went. I scoured the kitchen for candles and some apirin. I found both and kept writing.
Later, Brad emerged from his room.
“Dude, we could really use a generator.” he smirked and twirled the van keys in his hand.
I put down my pen and smirked back.
Video Transcription
The beginning of the video contains shots of teens doing tricks on skateboards in the parking lot of an industrial building. The camera operator is John. Tim and Austin are doing tricks. Tim glides down a railing from the loading dock and lands perfectly.
AUSTIN: (laughter) That was awesome!
JOHN: (laughter)
TIM: I think we’re busted.
The camera pans away from the boys to a man in a suit, approaching from the other end of the parking lot. The camera zooms in on the older man with disheveled gray hair. His hazy eyes are sunken and his mouth is covered with dark coagulated blood that runs down onto his shirt. He shuffles across the lot toward the boys, dragging his right leg.
JOHN: I don’t think so. This guy is messed up. He looks like he’s been in a car accident or something.
John zooms out. Tim flips up his board and tucks it under his arm. Austin jumps down off of the dock and joins the others. Tim steps closer to the approaching man.
TIM: John, you got your cell? We may have to call an ambulance for this guy.
The injured man creeps closer and then lunges at Tim.
TIM: Hey! What the. Get (inaudible.)
Tim pushes the man back with the tip of his skateboard. The injured man presses his chest against the board, clawing for Tim. He nips the air with blood soaked teeth. Austin steps in and pushes the edge of his board against one of the man’s flailing arms, trying to help push him back.
AUSTIN: Sir, what are you doing? Sir please stop.
TIM: Get him away from me.
Tim musters a strong push. The man stumbles back and falls to the pavement with a loud crack.
JOHN: Did you hear that?
AUSTIN: Was that his hip? I think he just broke his hip.
The man sits up and lunges for Tim, but unable to move his legs or get up.
TIM: Is he trying to talk? He keeps moving his jaw.
AUSTIN: Dude, look at his eyes. John, zoom in on his eyes.
John repositions and zooms in on the man’s eyes. They are cloudy white with small dark circles in the center.
JOHN: Weird. You can’t even tell what color they are.
TIM: Is he an albino?
AUSTIN: He’s bleeding out of his mouth. John, call the police or an ambulance.
The camera faces the ground momentarily.
AUSTIN: Give it to Tim.
John hands the camera to Tim. Tim focuses on John dialing his cell phone.
TIM: Austin step back, let me get all around him.
AUSTIN: What for?
TIM: I don’t know, in case the police ask questions.
The injured man follows Tim as he circles around. He lunges and snaps his jaw, but he is unable to move below the waist.
AUSTIN: Sir, were you in an accident?
The injured man is focused on Tim, lunging at the camera.
AUSTIN: Sir, we are getting you some help.
Tim zooms out. Austin looks into the camera.
AUSTIN: Man, he’s in shock or something.
JOHN: No signal.
AUSTIN: What? You should have full bars. I always get full bars here.
JOHN: Where’s your phone then?
AUSTIN: My bitch sister swiped it.
John holds up the phone to Austin who checks the screen.
JOHN: Believe me?
Austin nods. John takes the camera back and zooms in on the injured man.
AUSTIN: Let’s head up the block. Maybe we can find a cop.
TIM: We should just wait. There should be one by soon to kick us out of here.
AUSTIN: (laughter) right.
JOHN: Figures today they won’t show.
AUSTIN: Huh?
JOHN: They’re here all the time. It figures now that we need one–they won’t show.
AUSTIN: Assholes.
JOHN: Should one of us stay with him?
AUSTIN: Tim can stay.
TIM: No way! This guy creeps me out. I ain’t staying.
END RECORDING
BEGIN RECORDING
Tall dead grass moves past the lens. The camera faces the ground and then is tilted up. John looks into the lens. Austin walks beside him. Tim is not present.
AUSTIN: (whispering) See right there, I can’t make it out. Zoom in on that.
John straightens the camera and zooms in on two crouched figures a distance away. The figures are huddled together and have their backs to the camera.
JOHN: (whispering) There’s two people, a guy and a girl, hunched over.
AUSTIN: (whispering) What are they doing?
JOHN: (whispering) I don’t know–praying or some shit. Are we facing East?
John zooms in closer and steadies the camera. The woman, who is kneeling on the right side, moves further to the right. In the gap it’s clear that they huddled over a man lying on his back. The woman plunges her face into the man’s chest and tears away flesh with her teeth. The camera drops.
JOHN: Holy shit. Holy (inaudible) They’re eating that guy. They’re biting and…
AUSTIN: What?
Austin takes the camera and steadies it on the couple. The man on the left side, gnaws at the dead man’s throat, ripping bloody flesh from it. The man takes a moment to stop and chew what he bit off.
AUSTIN: Fuck! (inaudible)
The camera shakes and then steadies on the man feeding. The man holds his head up and has a long chunk of meat dangling from his mouth. His face is covered in blood. He turns sharply and stares directly into the camera. The man leaps to his feet and walks quickly toward Austin and John.
AUSTIN: They heard us.
JOHN: What?
AUSTIN: They heard us. Run.
The two boys run with the camera pointed to the grass.
END RECORDING
BEGIN RECORDING
The camera faces concrete.
JOHN: We need to get someplace secure.
(the sound of a gunshot)
AUSTIN: Check this out.
The camera is raised and John moves past Austin and peeks around the corner of the building. They are surrounded by shrubs. The camera auto focuses on a police car stopped in mid-street. An officer stands outside the open door and fires his weapon at the approaching walking dead.
AUSTIN: No way! He hit him three times in the chest and he’s still going after him.
The dead man reaches the officer and takes a bite out of his arm. The officer yells in pain and shoots the man in the head. The back of his head disintegrates, spraying blood and grey matter on the hood of the vehicle. The dead man collapses to the street.
JOHN: I think I’m going to be sick.
AUSTIN: Don’t hurl dude. Did you see that? He shot it in the head and it went down.
The officer reloads a clip as a swarm of people stagger toward him. In a barrage of gunfire he shoots six walking dead in the face and the backs of their heads explode. More and more of the dead surround the officer. He enters his patrol car, slams the door and speeds down the street. Mowing down two walking dead in his path.
AUSTIN: We have to get some guns.
John pans the camera around. He and Austin are hiding behind bushes. The group of creatures seem to be following the departed police car and don’t notice the two young men. John pans along the side of the building.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/14901 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!