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Chapter 1


“Watch it! On your left! Other
left!” A shot rang out and Kevin jumped a foot into the air, the
voice continued, “That 'sokay, I mighta missed that one
myself.”

Kevin looked around, eventually
looking upward to discover a badly sunburned, Caucasian male
standing next to an Hispanic man on the roof of an older Gas n’ Go
convenience store. The white guy was in his mid thirties, about six
feet tall and maybe two-hundred and ten pounds, he had brown hair
and blue eyes, where his skin wasn’t sunburned it was a fair shade
of white. The Hispanic guy was about the same age, he was shorter
than his companion, maybe five-ten and a hundred and seventy
pounds, he had black hair and brown, almost black eyes with a fair
tan skin. Both men looked like they had not shaved in a few
days.

“Hey I am Hank, this is
Juan, he don't talk much, leaves it to me, lemme give ya a hand up
here with us, okay?”, the white guy reached down offering his hand
to Kevin, in order to reach it Kevin had to climb up on the
dumpster by the side of the building. Once on top of the building
Kevin looked around, he quickly squatted down as 'Hank' and 'Juan'
did.

The rooftop they were on had several
pipes spearing upward out of it, along with a huge heater or air
conditioner that blocked off the view of the rear of the building.
In front there were two islands of gas pumps with a large covering
over both of them to keep customers from getting rained or snowed
during bad weather and kept the hot July sun off them in times like
this. The roof itself was flat with some sort of beige gravel on
it, a low wall separated the roof from the 12 foot fall to the
ground below. The building stood alone and apart from the
surrounding stores, in the back there was a loading door and a
place for employee parking. On the east side of the building was a
dumpster in the alley and the other side of the building had more
parking, which ended in a side street. Beyond the pumps was a large
four lane street with a turn lane. Across from the Gas n’ Go was a
strip mall, an upscale set of shops with several nice looking, if
pricey businesses.

“Yeah” Hank said from his
crouching position, “ We don't want to advertise our presence much,
ya know? So you gotta name?”

Kevin nodded and tried to speak, but
all that came out was a murmured squeal, he tried again until Hank
held up his hand, “No, don't worry about it partner, don't let it
bother ya, seen it lots of times, hell Juan wasn't much of a
conversationalist before this mess and he ain't good for shit
around a campfire now. You know how to shoot a gun?” Kevin shook
his head 'no'. Hank shrugged, “Well, ain't no time like the present
to learn.” Hank leaned over behind him and picked up a rifle
sitting on the roof of the building. “Me and Juan, we got trapped
here this afternoon, just trying to make our way back to the
“Mike's Club” off of Platte Street. Fucken' 'A' but we ran into a
bunch of the shit heads on the way there. This was supposed to be a
milk run, get to the gun shop, get back loaded down with guns and
ammo, simple. Then we ran into some people by this clinic, plus the
doc his self an' his nurse. We loaded their car up with medical
stuff and a few guns and stuff and told em how to get into 'our'
store, no room for us in the car. Ya think Juan or I could at least
hot wire a goddamn car, eh?”

“If we had the tools we
could.” said Juan in a heavily accented Hispanic voice.

“Hell yes we could, it
don’t mean nothing anyway anymore, right? We holed up at this giant
discount store, “Mike’s Club” off of Peoria, you know the one? No?
Anyway we figured it would be a good place, full of food, blankets
beds, even generators, right? Plus the place is huge and we wanted
someplace the whole neighborhood could hole up in, by neighborhood
I am talking a lot of people, over a hundred for sure. We made it
to the Mike’s, it was not close, by the way, several miles on these
streets, we had a wrecker though, a tow truck and we had to clear a
few cars and deal with zombies to get there. Once inside the place
it was empty, doors still worked and all so people and zombies were
coming in, but then Juan’s niece? Or is she your
cousin?”

“Mi sabrina.” Juan answered
in Spanish.

“His niece, she had worked
there and knew how to turn the doors off, we did that and then me
and Juan and some others cleared the place out, top to bottom. We
had maybe half a dozen guns among all of us so mostly it was bat
and hammer work. We got the zombies out, and the women folk started
in on the clean up. The men got the generators up onto the roof and
started filling up the pallets of empty gas cans out at the ‘in
lot’ gas station the place runs, so we are pretty much set for
power and stuff for awhile. The place even sold guns, but not ammo.
So Juan and I looked up the nearest gun shop and headed off to get
at least a few boxes of ammo. Anyway after seeing the Doc off in
the car, we started back, no big deal. We kept a few guns for
ourselves and hell we had walked to the gun store, so we could hump
our sorry asses back. The Doc, we-ell hell me and Juan, we're
grunts, the Doc is a Doctor, important, right? So we walk and he
rides. End of story. Only we run into some goddamn zombie party,
you seen it? About two blocks over on Ivy? Maybe you seen the
mounds of dead bodies in the street? No? Well probably for the best
anyway, you might not a made it if you had been by there. Say, can
you write? Juan you got that pen?”

“Si”, replied Juan, handing
over a pen and a notepad to Kevin.

“Gimme your name, eh? Makes
it easier than calling you that 'black kid' or something. No
offense or nothing. Sometimes I don't think I talk so well, correct
and all. I may be a southern transplant, but I ain't no racist, the
feds they done burned that outta my family a couple generations
ago.” Hank took the paper from the young man, “Let's see, 'Kevin'
then eh? Good name and I am pleased to meet 'cha Kevin.”, Hank held
out his beefy hand to Kevin, Kevin shook it with hardly a moment's
hesitation then shook Juan's hand as well.

Turning back to the west Hank looked
at the sun, which was just a small sliver above the distant
mountains, the day was almost ended.

“Well Juan, it looks like
we are in here for the night. You wanna go down into the store and
rummage around for a blanket or sleeping bag?”, Juan shook his head
from side to side.,”No? Want me to go?”

“Si.”

“Okay, sure I’ll do it,
next time you gotta go though, right? Really does that look like a
camping store over there?”, Hank gestured across the street from
them. “What do you think Kevin?”

The black youth nodded yes at the same
time Juan answered with his ever popular “Si”. Hank sighed and
said, “Okay then I am off, just you be watching my back and, here,
you Kevin, you watch behind Juan. I don’t know you from nothing
yet, you might be a good shot or you might not shoot for shit, but
Juan, he can peg the eye out of a sparrow at a hundred
yards.”

Juan protested with a “No!” pretty
strongly, but Hank waved him off and continued, “Oh no need to be
modest, you are a good shot buddy and it makes more sense for me to
get down there, than you any day. Cover my ass bud!” With that Hank
hopped off the side of the convenience store onto the dumpster
below and ran across the street, the slow moving lumbering zombies
followed him away from the store, but could not keep up with
him.

Out of the corner of his eye Juan saw
another, faster zombie, making his way down the street, taking
cover behind cars so as not to be seen by Hank. This was perfect as
it put him in full view of Juan, who was crouched down behind the
low cinder block wall that went around the edges of the convenience
store roof. This zombie was a middle aged Caucasian wearing a
bloodied red and white cowboy shirt and had on soft leather boots
to match. His blue jeans were partially torn near the ankles, a
sure sign, Juan thought, that he had been bitten there, then got
away, and died somewhere else. The only thing missing was a nice,
white, ten gallon cowboy hat.

Kevin touched Juan’s shoulder and
pointed at the faster undead. Juan nodded and said in a soft,
Hispanic accent, “Not today esse” before firing. The Talon II
rifled bullet struck the cowboy zombie just below his Adam's apple.
The impact from the bullet cause him to take a step back, the
cowboy then lunged forward and hid behind a yellow Toyota. Not a
bad shot considering the rifle was ‘off the shelf’ and not sighted
in. However when fighting the undead ‘not a bad shot’ was fully
equal to ‘a bad shot’. Without a brain destroying bullet the zombie
was just winged and not dead again, and now he knew they were
there. Both Juan and Kevin could see the cowboy peering from the
sidewalk through the Toyota's windows at the roof of the Gas n'
Go.

“Puta”, Juan swore softly
as he worked the bolt action rifle back and chambered another
round.

Kevin pointed at the cowboy indicating
that Juan should try and shoot him through the glass.

"No." Juan replied curtly.

Kevin knew from the quickness of
Juan's reply that he had better leave him alone to watch Hank’s
back, he returned to the back of the store and kept watch on the
back parking lot and alley.

When Hank heard the shot he
immediately dodged left. For about the hundredth time since leaving
the Mike’s Club he wished he had radios like those soldiers out of
the movies. “Always the dumb ‘good ole boy’ volunteering for this
shit”, he thought. He made the front door of the store to find it
was locked and had a security gate. It was a newer style store and
obviously it had to follow a builder’s code of the area, which
seemed to stipulate a lot of wood and earth tones. The door, while
supporting painted brown metal bars running vertically up and down
in front of the glass, was wood. Hank used the butt of his shotgun
to smash the window, no alarms when off, despite the fact that the
area still seemed to have electricity. Hank reached in passed the
broken glass and pulled the fire safety bar down to open the door.
‘Thank God for fire codes’ he thought as he let himself in. Turning
he scanned for major problems, and seeing nothing Juan could not
handle he pulled the door shut. Looking around he spotted a box
full of ‘fold-a-chairs’, on special right near the front door, he
pulled one out and stuffed two of its legs between the safety bar
and the security bars outside the broken window. It was not a
permanent solution but anyone messing with it would make noise
trying to get in.

Sure enough the store did
hold a variety of camping gear, for the most part it held
overpriced, ‘high-tech’ clothing. Hank did a quick circuit of the
entire place, going around the outside and looking for undead or
other survivors. Finding nothing in the main room he chose to start
looting immediately. First he grabbed a backpack, then went for the
highest priced sleeping bags he could find, he torn them out of
their boxes and stuffed the lightweight sacks down into the
backpacks. The three bags filled the main compartment and Hank made
sure to put the ‘stuff sacks’ they came within as well, though he
kept one out to fill with other loot from the store. He grabbed a
small stove, three sets of cookware, five bottles of stove fuel and
just about every dehydrated food pouch he could find. On the way
towards the front door he grabbed some pants and shirts he thought
would fit Kevin. He topped this off with three boxes of power bars
that were near the register and then turned to the small
refrigerator next to it to clean it out of bottled water. He also
grabbed two of every kind of soda they had and a couple extra pepsi
colas, the stuff sack was fifty pounds now if it was an ounce so he
returned to the backpacks and loaded it up into another another
pack instead. Jackets. They would be nice, maybe if he made another
trip… No time, Juan was already firing outside and Hank started to
worry about the kind of crowd gunfire always drew. He put the pack
with the sleeping bags on his back, carried the other in his left
hand and cradled the shotgun with his right. Heavy, but there were
only the slow zombies to deal with outside, he hoped.

Juan saw Hank duck into the sporting
goods store as he fired for a third time at the fast zombie on the
street. Each time he fired he kept thinking, “Gotcha pendejo!”, but
each time the gun was just slightly too high or too low or too far
to the right or left. After missing his last shot he threw the gun
down in frustration and looked at the remaining weapons. They had
brought four rifles and two shotguns with them all fully loaded and
each with an extra box of ammo. In addition both Hank and Juan had
pistols belted to their waists and metal baseball bats as last
resort weapons. They had burned through most of their shotgun
ammunition getting away from the Ivy street mob. Kevin now had one
of the rifles, Hank had one of the shotguns with him. Debating for
a second Juan selected the other shotgun, it was loaded with double
ought buck and while the range was extreme for a shotgun, the burst
should be more forgiving for Juan’s near misses. Turning back to
the street Juan saw that his recent firing had drawn plenty of
other slow zombies back into the area.

“Damn.” he swore softly in
English.

They had originally decided
to hole up on top of the roof for awhile because there were simply
so many of the slow zombies around, it made getting surrounded and
mobbed a real possibility. They had been deciding on whether to go
or leave when Kevin showed up. Kevin was beat, wearing a sweat
drenched shirt and he looked like he had not slept in two days.
Juan was pretty sure Kevin was not going to be up to traveling
without at least a night's sleep and leaving him was not something
that had crossed either Hank or Juan’s mind. So when the zombies
cleared out a little Hank made the dash to the store across the
street for blankets and maybe, if they were lucky, supplies. Of
course they were sitting on top of a convenience store. So Juan
somehow knew they would not be going hungry tonight no matter what
happened.

Hank returned to the
doorway and lifted his makeshift ‘lock’ out from the safety bar.
'Ugh', there were
a lot more slow zombies out there now, plus Juan was firing at
something, no doubt a speedy Gonzales, 'Well Speedy', Hank thought as he
patted his shotgun, 'I got a little
something for ya right here.'

Hank thought that if this were a movie
he would now chamber a round in his shotgun and rush blindly out
into the parking lot. In real life he already had a round
chambered, the safety was off and he had no desire to be hit on his
blind side by a zombie waiting just out of sight on one side of the
door.

He pushed the door open
and looked down the sidewalk. Nothing one way, turning he peered
the other way. All clear. Looking across the street at Juan on the
roof of the convenience store he waited for him to gesture go or no
go. Juan was a bit busy sighting at something beyond Hank’s
vision. 'That’s okay, I can get the door
shut.' Hank turned around and picked up
the chair from inside the door, holding it carefully he lifted it
from the outside until it was above the locking bar, then eased the
door shut. Once it was 'locked' again he pulled the chair legs back
down into position, locking the door against the really stupid
zombies. 'Or people.', he mused. Doing this had taken both hands and when he
finished he quickly grabbed his shotgun and second backpack. Just
in time, a slow zed was a little too close for comfort. This time,
it was an old man wearing a hospital robe. The ties in the back had
come loose and now the only thing holding the robe on was his
outstretched arms. Hank shuffled forward, pointed the gun at his
head. The discharge made mincemeat of the man's head and the body
toppled backward.

Hank aimed at the next
closest target, but did not fire, thinking of the fact that he only
had four more shots until he had to reload. Luckily this was a
magazine operated shotgun, which meant Hank could reload as he
fired. He snaked his arm up through the straps of the backpack to
the pocket on his shirt and pulled out another shell, which he then
loaded through the bottom of the gun. 'Excellent', he thought,
'back to five shots.'

Juan kept the shotgun trained on the
cowboy. Out of the corner of his eye he noticed Hank coming out of
the front of the store, but he did not shift his view. That fast
bastard needed to go down, otherwise it was going to be a long
night. The slow ones were uncoordinated and unable to climb. The
fast ones, well they were a different breed altogether, they could
climb, they could drive cars, heck Juan and Hank had even heard one
talk. Juan would not put jumping to the top of the roof past some
of them either.

What made some come back as ‘fast’ and
others as ‘slow’, they had not figured out yet. Juan’s thought was
maybe it was who they ate, maybe anyone with A positive blood gave
the undead brains. He shrugged, it didn’t mean anything. Sooner or
later Juan was afraid they were going to run into a fast zombie
with a gun, that would be bad, very bad.

The cowboy rolled out of cover and
broke for Hank without warning, “Sonofabitch!”, Juan exclaimed
trying to get a bead on the him. Just as Juan pulled the trigger
the cowboy passed behind another, slow moving, zombie. Juan's shot
completely destroyed the slower zombie's head and it fell to the
ground. Even from the roof Juan would hear the heels from the
cowboy's boots clopping on the hard concrete sidewalk.

Hank turned towards the cowboy and
brought his shotgun up, Juan watched in disbelief as Hank’s hand
got caught in a pack of some sort and saw that he was not going to
get the gun up for a killing shot in time. Juan chambered another
round and was just taking aim when Hank fired his gun. The cowboy
took the shot in his lower torso and went down. His momentum
allowed him to fall forward and drag Hank to the ground by his
legs. Both men were out of view behind an abandoned car but, to
Juan's relief, a second later Hank was up, one arm still wrapped in
the backpack strap. As he came up his target was still unseen from
Juan’s angle, he had cover behind a car while on the ground. As his
shot rang out Juan saw Hank flinch and pull his head back to avoid
being sprayed with cowboy brains.

Juan took a deep breath and relaxed
only for a moment because several new zombies had been attracted by
all the gun fire. Kevin had crept back to the front of the store
roof next to Juan. He timidly pointed to a mailman slowly
approaching from Hank's rear. He watched has the barrel of Juan's
gun followed the mailman's path. Simultaneously Kevin heard the
shot and saw the storefront glass of the camping supply store
splattered with red and black matter.

Hank immediately looked up and let out
a yell, “Fuck! Don’t shoot me ya dumbass! I swear ya holed my shirt
with that one!”

'Maybe I
did.', Juan thought, that zombie had been
awful close when he took the shot and the spread of the shot gun
made it all the more likely he would have winged his friend. He
made a mental note to check on the choke of the shotgun when he had
a chance, probably it was something he could set on the fly, this
was a good shotgun, they stole only the very best. If he could
adjust it to a tighter pattern it should give him a good compromise
between getting a head shot and getting the distance he needed from
the gun.

Hank took a second to adjust how he
was carrying his second backpack and then made a mad dash across
the fairly open ground of the street to the convenience store. Once
he got up to the dumpster Kevin was there and Hank handed off the
back full of water and food to him. Kevin had trouble pulling it up
onto the roof, he was surprised at how heavy the pack was. Hank
shrugged off his second pack, rummaged around for the empty stuff
sack he had put in it and handed the pack up to Kevin.

“I am going into the store
for a second, to get some more water and uh, a couple other things,
I will be right back.” he told Juan and Kevin.

Jumping off the dumpster Hank ran back
around to the front of the store. A sad part of life was that the
need to use the bathroom still happened at inconvenient times, like
when you are running away from slowly shambling undead. The store
was full of the slow zombies too. Hank hesitated and looked up at
Juan who was staring down at him.

“I need a bat Juan!” Juan
threw an aluminum bat down to Hank, who slung his shotgun over his
shoulder by the strap and pulled the door open. Stepping inside he
resisted the urge to back out again, the smell! Oh the smell was
bad! It smelled like these zombies had been stuck inside for days,
slowly decomposing. Real stupid zombies too, as the door opened
outwards. The closest zombie wore the uniform of the attendant, a
Gas n’ Go logo emblazoned with the name ‘Gus’ on his left breast.
He showed signs of bite marks on his arms and face, half of his
cheek was off revealing some broken teeth and a shredded, lolling
tongue.

“Bye Gus”, Hank said as he
slammed the bat into the zombie’s head, dropping him.

Hank counted nine zombies in the
store, plus there were probably a few crawlers, there always seemed
to be. Killing the slow zoms was not real hard unless they mobbed
you, the zombies in the store were spread out enough that Hank felt
sure he could take them all down without a problem. As he finished
off the last crawler a few minutes later Hank felt pretty good, the
store was cleared out, even the back rooms and office. He carefully
approached the bathrooms, the men’s was clear. Thankfully the
electricity was still working which made taking care of his
business that much easier. Once he was done he looked around the
store for anything else they might need. He decided that the dirty
yellow mop bucket in back would be good. The wheeled bucket was
once used for mopping up the floors, now it would serve as a decent
sink up on the roof. He filled it halfway with water from the low
tap in the back then made his way out of the store, stuffing his
pockets with candy bars and grabbing a four pack of toilet paper as
he made it to the front door. Outside he saw Juan peering down at
him worriedly.

“No worries amigo. I just
had to use the little boy’s room. Catch.” So saying Hank tossed the
toilet paper up to Juan who batted it onto the roof with his
shotgun. “Can you think of anything else we might need?”

“Si.”

“Er, what there Juan? I
think ‘si’ is a mighty fine word, but it don’t tell me what you
want, right?”

“Si, get those prepaid
phones and minute cards.”, came Juan’s accented reply.

Hank raised his eyebrows a bit at this
verbose reply and went back into the store, leaving the water
bucket outside.

“Let’s see, phones, phones.
What the hell was he talking about? Oh, I see, yeah, smart boy that
Juan.” He muttered to himself as he looked over the stuff on the
counter. Sure enough the store sold pre-paid phones and re-charging
cards, which were behind the counter. How to charge them up though?
Hank thought he had seen an extension cord in the back of the
store, first he went out to talk to Juan again.

“These amigo?”, Hank held
up three of the pre-paid phones.

“Si”, came the
reply.

“Okay, I will toss em up.
Say is there an electric outlet up there anywhere?” After tossing
the phones up to Juan on the roof Hank turned around and looked at
the zombies nearby, several were edging close to him and he knew he
was going to have to finish them off before he went back inside to
see about the extension cord. As he clubbed the first one with his
bat a nearby slo zomb broke out of its shuffle and dashed at him,
taking Hank by surprise, “Why you little son of a bitch!” Hank
exclaimed before poking the thing back with his bat. The zombie
woman was in good shape, heck she was probably still mostly a girl,
maybe 17, no bite marks anywhere on her that Hank could see and her
clothing was not bloody, as if it had been changed since she came
back from the dead. She twisted around and came in along one side
of the bat and probably things would have gone downhill if it had
not been for the water bucket that Hank had left near the door. The
zombie stepped right into it and it slid out from under her,
spilling her to the ground, a loud blast made Hank jump as Juan
shot the thing from the roof.

“Outlet. Si.”, Juan
said.

Hank nodded and approached the next
closest zombie, he finished off five before Juan’s voice warned
him, “H-hank! Zombies.”

Looking around Hank cursed. Shit there
was another whole mob of them heading his way, some at a faster
shuffle leading the pack right towards him. He grabbed up the mop
bucket and headed around the corner for the dumpster, where Kevin
was waiting to pull up his latest acquisition and Hank himself. A
few of the faster zombies were already in the mouth of the alley
and as a precaution Juan blasted them. He did not know if they
could climb up the dumpster, but did not want to take any
chances.

Once Hank was back on the roof, the
three of them backed towards the center where they were out of
sight of most of the undead.

Hank started dumping the contents of
the backpacks out on the gravel stone which covered the flat top of
the building. They had their backs to a large piece of machinery
which could have been a furnace or air conditioner and had what
Hank referred to as a ‘pow-wow’.

“This is how I see it, we
stay up here for the night, don’t draw any more attention to
ourselves and then try to make our way back to the Mike’s Club
tomorrow morning. I think we might be able to get one of those cars
working. I know I put down the worker in the store, his car is
probably that piece of shit fiesta on the side of the building. It
ain’t worth much, but we don’t have far to go. Those phones gonna
do anything for us Juan?”

Juan looked the boxes over and then
handed one out to each person, Hank read the box and saw that once
activated they could be keyed to be used as a walkie-talkie, that
would be useful.

Like the others he opened his box and
spilled the contents onto the roof. A few minutes later they were
all reading through the manuals trying to figure out how to get
their phones working. Hank pulled the credit card sized ‘minute
cards’ from his pockets, he had grabbed as many of the 500 minute
‘One Up’ cards that he could fit in his shirt pocket. Entering the
numbers into the phones they were able to activate them all,
however the power levels in the batteries were all very low. Juan
and Kevin plugged theirs into the all weather outlet Juan had found
on the roof, then started messing about with the phones, trying to
get the walkie-talkie feature to work. Hank gave up in frustration,
pushing his phone towards Kevin, who seemed to be having the best
luck figuring his out.

“Kev man, you gotta do it,
I just don’t mix well with computers. I am a good cook though.”
Juan rolled his eyes, “Well I am a cook, of sorts. You guys deal
with the phones, I should be able to get this food cooked up for
us.”

Stoves and cooking Hank could do.
Within twenty minutes he had two bags of the beef stroganoff
reconstituted and ready to eat. Everyone had already gotten into
the drinks and water and before they ate Hank pointed at the mop
bucket, which still had some water in it. “I know it ain’t the
cleanest, but you guys might want to wash up a little before we
eat. Kevin I grabbed these cloths for you at the store, thought you
might want to change, but you can wash up better after dinner with
the bottled water.”

They all washed their hands, Juan also
pulled out a tube of clear hand sanitizer out of his front pocket
which they all used before eating. No one knew what was causing the
dead to rise again, but germs were a real suspicion. Hank tossed
out packs of freeze dried ice cream for dessert and they all
lounged around while it got dark, mostly listening to Hank
talk.

“So Kevin you up to
speakin’ a piece yet? No? Sh’all right, me and Juan can fill ya in
about what has happened to us over the last few days. This started
for us on Monday, only Thursday now, four short days, seems a lot
can happen in that time…”

 


 



Chapter 2

Hank called up Juan on Monday morning,
“Hey buddy you ready? Ya know I gotta change that transmission out
of the caddy and man that guy is waiting for it, called me on
Saturday night. At home!”

“Si, I am ready Hank, come
an’ pick me up.”, replied Juan. Hank had moved to Denver nine years
ago, he loved the outdoors and while it was not his native South
Carolina, it also had things that South Carolina, at the time, did
not have, namely gainful employment. When he moved up he took a job
at “Carl’s Imports”, a garage that specialized in foreign cars,
repairing them with cheaper, American made, parts to save the
original owners a lot of money. Add the non-certified mechanics for
their make and model of car and the place was a gold mine. The
location worried Hank a bit when he applied for a job, south east
Denver was filled with lower income housing and most of it was
pretty old too. However under the veneer of age was a sort of quiet
dignity, the houses were old, but had new paint, well cut yards and
very little actual crime.

After nine months on the job Hank
bought an old 2 bedroom house about 7 blocks from where he worked.
Like all people moving into such a position, Hank figured he would
be walking to work every day and saving a bundle on gas, the
reality was it took 10 minutes to walk and 2 minutes to drive. So
he drove pretty much every day, figuring he was paying the gas for
an extra 16 minutes of free time every day.

At first his job was just a job, he
got along with the people he worked with, even if most of them
spoke Spanish and he could only remember three words of it from his
high school years. Over the months though, that changed, after
three years Hank was even invited over to several of his
co-worker’s houses for dinner and he could get along pretty well in
his second language, well enough to work, well enough to joke
around and well enough to understand when most of the ‘old school’
Hispanics started asking around why he did not have an
‘esposa’.

Hank was not the marrying type, he did
not talk about it much with his friends, though they could never
quite stop asking him when he was going to ‘settle down’ with a
good woman. He figured it was just a cultural thing, plus their
wives could not stand to see a good ‘catch’ like him getting away.
Now nine years later and with thirty seven years on this earth Hank
could just not see himself changing to the point of marrying
anyone. He drank beer on their back patios or in his friend’s
garage, never on the front porch stoop like a bunch of ‘boyz in the
hood’, the women of the house would never allow that. Hank enjoyed
hanging out with his co-workers, in particular he was good friends
with Juan, a slightly younger man of thirty four years who lived a
couple of blocks down the street from him. They rode in together,
they worked like a well oiled machine on any projects they had,
they just ‘clicked’.

Juan’s wife was a huge driving force
behind the neighborhood conspiracy to find Hank a wife, so far
though Hank had parried every attempt of hers to pair him up. And
this was seriously hard fighting, if setting people up were a
sport, Nanci would be in the major league. Parties were thrown with
Hank invited, oddly there were always a few single women. Dinners
with an added female companion; movies where one of her single
friends tagged along. Hank didn’t mind and enjoyed the odd
relationship of fencing he had with Juan's wife.

Eventually Juan asked him if he were
homosexual. This was not something Juan did after two years of
friendship, but closer to five years into their relationship and it
just came up one day when they were working on a Camaro that
belonged to one of Juan’s cousins. A nice car and Hank could not
figure out what the hell Juan was talking about butterflies for. He
had a surreal moment where he was thinking to himself, “This can’t
be right, ‘Am I a butterfly?’, what the hell Juan?” Juan had looked
at him really embarrassed and as he explained Hank become more and
more embarrassed. They had been working together for so long that
sometimes Juan forget that Hank was not a native speaker and didn't
understand all of the Spanish slang. Juan patiently tried to
explain that 'mariposa' was a word with a slang meaning of
'homosexual'. It was a gentle, teasing way of asking if Hank were
gay.

Hank had burst out laughing when he
finally figured out what Juan was talking about. He had always been
tight lipped about his past and this was the result, his friends
and neighbors thought he was gay! Nanci and Juan were devout
Catholics and Hank had attended church with them a few times, even
though he was more of a non- denominational kind of man. Nanci had
come up with a theory, Juan explained, that Hank was religious and
gay. So religious that he would not think of blasphemy by actually
practicing his homosexuality, which is why no one ever saw Hank
with another man.

Hank told Juan he just didn’t want to
date anyone, he explained that he had been married before, a long
time ago. The experience he had as a very young married man had
left him sour on the whole thought of ever having a relationship
again. Hank and his wife had two kids too, which was news to Juan.
No one had ever seen any pictures of children in Hank's house or at
his work space in the garage.

Hank wen on to explain that the two
kids he had conceived while married turned out to be those of two
different men, if the dna testing were to be believed, but that was
getting ahead of the story a little. By the time Hank had found out
about his kids he been ready to believe anything. By then all his
savings were cleaned out, payments were coming due for loans he had
never signed on and his own mother had to tell him she came over to
talk to his wife and found her in bed with another man. Hank’s
parents were not rich, but they had fronted him money for the
divorce and the subsequent paternity tests.

Soon after the paternity tests came
back Hank had hard decisions to make. His wife sued him for alimony
and told him privately if he paid it he could still see ‘his’
children every two weeks. Hank had declined to pay alimony, his ex
filed suit to keep him from seeing the kids he thought were his, a
two year old and a four year old. Life had gone on. Only not quite.
His ex was fucked up, no one doubted that by then and Hank had been
given a choice of pressing charges against her for wrongfully
signing on over seventy thousand dollars of loans with his name or
of putting her away for forgery and a host of other charges. Still
thinking of ‘his’ kids, he declined to press charges and was
subsequently hit up for full payment of the loans. Hank hired yet
another lawyer, this one an ace at resolving credit disputes, the
lawyer explained the situation to the creditors and while they
commiserated with him about the mess he was in, they said he had
not pressed charges and they were still owed the money and needed
payment. Eventually Hank declared bankruptcy, he had tried for
months to keep up with the payment schedule demanded by the
creditors, but his salary was just not enough and then, suddenly,
he had no salary coming in anymore.

His ex would not leave him
alone, she had kept coming by where he worked and demandimg money,
if he did not pay she caused a scene in front of the customers.
Hank thought his boss was pretty good for putting up with it as
long as he did. Even after Hank had a restraining order his wife
still showed up. Even after she was arrested and spent three days
cooling her heels in jail, she continued to come back. Then cars
started being vandalized at night, then a rock was thrown through
the front window. Finally his boss called him in and they had ‘the
talk’. Hank couldn’t be fired for what was going on, but South
Carolina was a ‘no cause’ employment state and his boss explained
that he had to let him go due to all the problems caused by his ex
wife. The man was decent enough though; he paid Hank three months'
salary and gave him a great letter of recommendation.

Apparently the news was out; there was
no work in the area. In two weeks of applying for jobs he should
have landed, no one even so much as called him back. That was when
he stopped paying the loans and instead paid a bankruptcy attorney.
The process took a surprisingly long time, during which Hank moved
back in with his parents. He stretched the money he had and looked
into attending college. Four days after his bankruptcy was
finalized his parents were driving home on a rainy night and never
made it. A state patrol officer explained that they had been in an
accident, slid off the road and rolled, they had died quickly. The
weeks that followed were a blur, funerals to arrange, the estate to
settle, bills to pay off. They were some of the worst of Hank’s
relatively short life. At the funeral his wife had shown up. She
caught his attention and beckoned him over. She told him that if he
did not give her the money ‘she knew’ his parents had left him she
was going to start in on him again, he had two choices, pay her or
live in hell.

Hank knew then. He knew she had done
it, killed his parents, the fucking bitch. Hank’s first instinct,
which in retrospect was probably exactly what his ex wanted, was to
pound her into the ground for murdering his parents. He somehow
thought past that and merely nodded and said he would have a check
for her when the estate was settled, but that he had nothing now,
as his parents bank accounts had been depleted by his divorce and
paying for their funerals. Hank told her it would take a few months
to settle everything. She told him he had a week to make the first
of many payments. He asked how much she wanted. She said he could
keep anything over seventy thousand dollars. He merely nodded to
her.

If he had beat up his wife at his
parent’s funeral for what he knew she had done, she probably would
have sued him for every penny he owned. Instead he buried his
parents, and spoke to several guests who recognized his ex-wife. He
told them that she had told him she had killed his parents and if
he didn’t pay her seventy thousand dollars she was going to kill
him too. A little white lie. He cried too. The rest was as easy as
it was painful. First his ex had violated the restraining order, a
fact seen by any number of attendees at the funeral, second the
district attorney already had a history of his ex harassing him and
knew the story of what she had put him through. The district
attorney's investigation into the possible murder of Hank’s parents
was far more thorough than it might normally have been. Witnesses
were found, alibis turned up to be false, his wife was in a lot of
trouble.

The day his ex wife was charged with
the homicide of his parents and the police went to her home to
arrest her they found her incapacitated in her apartment. She had
slit her wrists, after drowning her two children. She had also left
a long, rambling note accusing Hank of abuse, and made up stories
of harassment. Worse yet the bitch did not have the courtesy to
die. They rushed her, barely alive, to the hospital and she
recovered. The kids did not recover. His ex-wife was remanded to
custody for her trial and had the great big, brass balls to send
Hank a letter saying she still loved him and asking him to hire her
an attorney to defend her. Hank had never answered her and her
subsequent letters were less kind, in fact they were used by the
district attorney at her sentencing hearing, the last Hank had
heard anyway. By then he had left South Carolina to start a new
life.

By this time Hank and Juan had given
up all pretense at working on the Camaro and Nanci had started
bring them beers, beer after beer after beer. Hank had ended his
story well and truly drunk, he recalled. Coming back to the here
and now, he looked out over the mostly deserted and still eerily
light streets and says, “Ain’t that about right Juan?”

“Sì. Yeah Hank.”

“Of course after that,
everyone knew about it. It was great that not everyone was talking
about my sexual orientation anymore, but it took a few months
before the pity came out of their eyes and that was pretty hard to
take. Juan though, he was always there for me, so was Nanci.
Nanci….”, Hank stared off into the night some more.

Kevin heard the story and knew there
was more to come, he doubted Hank or Juan would be up here on this
roof, leaving Juan’s wife behind.

Hank started a bit, as if he had half
fallen asleep and then said, “Hey Kevin, you can take some of the
extra water and wash up a bit around back of this furnace, I got
all these cloths for you, I hope something fits anyway. We should
probably be hitting the hay, you want first watch Juan?”

“Si.”

“Okay, wake me when you
start dozing off. Kevin you get a night’s sleep, you need it more
than Juan and I do right now.”

Kevin nodded his thanks and moved over
to the clothing Hank had picked up.

Hank drifted off to sleep
thinking of the way things had been, might have been and how they
were now, the last thing he heard that night was Kevin quietly
cleaning up behind the furnace.

 



Chapter 3

Juan watched the dark areas
between the street lights very closely. Kevin had long since gone
to sleep and was snoring pretty loudly, the noise was making Juan
nervous. Tomorrow he was going to try and find some of those sprays
or metal nose clips to help keep Kevin from snoring, it could be
the difference between life and death these days. Juan made every
effort to stay very, very still as he watched the darkness, the
slo-zoms had mostly wandered off, the few left in the street were
wandering around aimlessly. Those were not the creatures Juan, or
Hank, worried about. They both had seen faster, deadlier zombies
over the last few days, zombies that made the one that had attacked
Hank earlier today seem slow. Some of them were definitely super
human in speed and strength. So far there was nothing. Juan lifted
a set of light intensifier binoculars from his vest pocket and
checked all the pockets of darkness again. One thing about the
Mike’s Club store was that it stocked a ton of camping gear this
time of year and they had about two hundred pairs of these pocket
sized ‘see in the dark at four times your normal eye power’ gizmos.
They had both grabbed a pair before heading out. Unfortunately July
was just a little too early for the Mike’s Club to have started
stocking firearms for the fall hunting season. While there were no
guns out front they had found a pallet of shotguns in the back,
which was better than nothing.

As for the rifles they carried, well
they had gotten them from the gun store. Hank had originally
suggested they head for the Mike’s because he thought they would
have guns and ammo in stock by now. The group that had gotten into
the Mike’s had not found any firearms on display only the one
pallet in the very small backroom inventory of the club, hence they
had to make the trip out to one of the very few ‘local’ gun stores
to better equip their group. They left most their neighbors back at
the club with what few weapons they had, mostly old thirty eight
revolvers, hunting rifles and a couple of shotguns, except for the
shotguns, none of the firearms had more than fifty rounds of
ammunition.

Even though the place didn’t have the
guns they were hoping for, it did have literally tons of food,
enough to feed everyone there for weeks or maybe even months with
careful rationing. Hank had been worried about more and more people
showing up, however the refugee rate had been pretty small, most
people were holed up in their houses or at work. Better yet the
store had six generators that ran on unleaded fuel and there was a
gas station associated with the club in the parking lot.

Juan had enough family that had worked
in blue collar positions to know what to do to get the pumps
working, so long as they could get a power supply, which they could
so long as they had a little gas. It was a self feeding circle.
Hopefully, when everything died down a little, his family and
neighbors (which were the same in many cases) would be able to
restart their community. Juan was thinking of the future
constantly, he thought that with the grace of God his family and
friends might come through this horror okay. Hank had been putting
on a bit of a show for Kevin, making like Juan was not able to
speak for some trauma or something, like Kevin had gone through.
The truth of the matter was Juan just did not feel a need to speak
out that much. Hank and Juan had known each other long enough to
almost be able to read each others minds.

After Juan had finally succumbed to
his family’s subtle pressure to ask Hank point blank about his
sexuality, they had grown far closer, for the last five years, not
only every day working together, but most nights socializing. Hell
Juan could not even remember a time in the past five years when
they hadn’t gone on vacation together. Hank just asked if it was
okay if he went with Juan and his family and tagged along with them
wherever they went. California one year, the Black hills another,
Gaudelupe to visit Juan’s great grandmother, that had been a
vacation worth remembering! Why Hank had actually, almost, gotten
romantically involved with one of Juan’s distant cousins! It had
been Nanci’s dream to marry Hank into the family five years ago,
now the entire neighborhood was working on it.

Hank didn’t even know it yet, but he
was doomed. His family and customs allowed a man only so long to
mourn before they slowly and steadily started working on the
individual to succumb to the social norm. In this case, marriage.
After all Juan and Hank were already like brothers, why not make it
official? Juan would be honored to count Hank among his family and
Juan’s father, Juan senior, had already told Juan that when that
happened he would probably let Juan and Hank take over the
business, which he owned.

Now, well now, who knew what tomorrow
would bring? Juan half expected to see golden ladders reaching down
out of the clouds that people could climb into heaven like the
bible said. Or perhaps if zombies were running around, maybe they
would see people flying around on broomsticks, like those movies
his children loved so much. One thing was certain, the business was
no longer going to be needed the way it was. Probably they would
switch to domestic vehicle work, as opposed to high end European
vehicles. That made sense to Juan, keep both lines open. He was not
looking forward to working on the Asian cars, but there were bound
to be a few mechanics left who could. Shaking his head slightly
Juan laughed at himself, here he was thinking of the future
again!

“What’s so funny Juan?”,
Hank whispered softly.

“Manana.”, Juan
replied.

“Oh? Yeah you are planning
again, huh? Hard to plan for when this is over, when we are going
right through it, huh? It is like we are in a war, I guess we are.
I wonder if the people in Berlin in nineteen forty five planned for
things like we do too? Anyway I am awake now, you let me sleep too
long, ya shouldn’t do that brother, you gotta be sharp tomorrow
too. Any bad guys running around spying on us?”

“No.” Juan nodded towards
the dark alleyways with pools of shadows littering the streets and
pointedly held up his light intensifier binoculars.

Sighing, Hank said with good humor,
“Okay, okay you were right, it was a good idea to bring them along,
another eight ounces of gear I thought we could live without has
proven invaluable. Turn in partner, I’ll take your spot, seeings
how you got it all warmed up for me.”

Juan laughed as Hank got out of his
sleeping bag and moved behind the furnace to urinate before
settling into his position.

When Hank came back he found Juan
snuggled down in Hank’s sleeping bag and laughed too, “Yeah, okay,
you got more warmth out of that deal too, ya bastard! Still you are
welcome to it and I ain’t gonna wake you guys until one or the
other of ya wake up Maybe you will get a nights rest anyway. Sleep
well amigo.”

Juan fell asleep watching Hank check
the pools of darkness with his pair of binoculars.

Hank lowered the binoculars and
checked his watch, a gift from Juan and his family on his last
birthday, two am. A very tiring time of night. Hank had not meant
to go on and on last night telling his life’s story, but somehow
getting to where they were now he felt a need to complete the
picture. Kevin snorted loudly in his sleep, rolled over and then
started to snore more loudly, there had to be something wrong with
that kid, his snoring was terrible. Of course he might have just
been tired. Hank had no idea what his story was, probably it was
typical of the day though. He started living a normal day, about
three days ago then everything went to hell.

Juan and Hank had ran into enough
stragglers over the past day to know the basics. At the clinic
where they had found the doctor holed up they had run into a whole
slew of people. Hank had tried to tell them to all meet at the
Mike’s Club, but only the doctor and one of the nurses who worked
for him had agreed. There were three distinct groups, four
including Hank and Juan, the groups were the Doctor and his staff,
a group led by a female police officer and a group of teenagers
with their younger siblings. The doctor was the only one that had
any sense so far as Hank was concerned. The cop would not even talk
to the teens and tell them to go with Hank or the doc. Hank still
shook his head at the memory. She, officer Jane Stewart, had said
the kids had lived for three days on their own and were entitled to
make their own choice of what to do. Pretty goddamn liberal for a
police officer. It had infuriated Hank the way the decision makers
from all four parties involved had gotten together and then pretty
much went their separate ways. The kids wanted to find their loved
ones, Jane was going along with a guy, Max, who was unconscious and
shot for God’s sake! They were heading out to find his family in
the western suburb of Arvada. Max and Juan had argued long and
quietly with Jane to come with them, they could use her help, hell
they needed her help and she was the first person with ‘authority’
they had run into since this mess started. Jane was determined; she
said they would make every effort to hook up with Hank at the
Mike’s club after they checked on Max’s family, one way or the
other they had to do that first. As for the kids, they were led by
a guy named Michael and he said he would meet up at the Mike’s, but
only after they had hiked halfway around the goddamn city trying to
find their parents.

While Hank had been mad about the
decision to split the four groups back up instead of traveling
together he was also very pragmatic. He spoke to them about what
the areas they had come from were like and asked about how the
zombies they encountered acted. All three of the groups that had
been outside had encountered the smarter, faster zombies to a
varying degree. No one understood where they came from, everyone
had an idea or two about it. Hank and Juan thought that some of
them just revived smarter and better than others, just like some
people grew up to become nobel prize winners and other worked
contently at fast food joints their entire lives. Jane thought
maybe it was the amount of time it took for them to revive, so if
they came back right away they retained more of their memories and
abilities. She didn’t have the opinion that they were stronger or
faster than a normal human, only that they no longer feared
anything and that just made them uninhibited so they acted stronger
and faster than ordinary humans. The kid Michael thought that they
grew more powerful and even super human by killing and devouring
the living. Of all the theories Hank liked Michaels’ the least. If
it were true, well they could start driving again and use weapons
or even…guns. A zombie sniper was something Hank never wanted to
encounter. Plus what if they kept eating more and more and more,
would they start to fly around like a super hero and become
completely unstoppable?

Hank lifted the binoculars and slowly
checked all the dark areas again. Nothing. He could see almost all
of the front and sides of the building from where he sat crouched
in the nest Juan had made of his sleeping bag, but he could not see
directly behind him, where the huge roof mounted furnace was at.
The back of the building was a wide alleyway with a couple of
parking areas, in one of which sat the beat up car Hank thought
belonged to the store clerk downstairs. There were no easy ways to
climb onto the roof from the back. The best way to get up was the
dumpster Juan and him had used yesterday and that approach was
clearly visible to Hank from where he sat.

True to his word Hank let the other
men sleep in until well after sunrise. As soon as Juan started
moving around Hank got up and started the stove, warming up some
eggs and making pancakes and some corned beef hash from the camping
store packs he had looted the night before. Four days ago this
stuff would have been inedible, today all three of them were glad
to have it. Kevin had gotten up pretty quickly after Juan and
started his day with a subdued, “Good morning.”, surprising them by
speaking.

 



Chapter 4

The men sat around eating off their
new mess kits before Hank started talking.

“Well I think we can get
back today, there are only a few slow zoms down there, not the mob
like yesterday. You think you are up to moving Kevin? We gotta go
about two, maybe three miles.”

Kevin smiled softly and asked, “Where
are we?”

“Ah, south Denver, like
maybe five miles south of E-470 and three east of I-70.”

“I think I can do three
miles. I pretty much ran from north Denver yesterday. It's a mad
house. There were a lot of them and more every minute.”

Hank just nodded and said,
“Yeah?”

Kevin went on, “Okay I will tell you a
little about it, you did a little last night, but I won’t talk like
that, so long and all.”

“Sì. Good.” said Juan,
laughing a little around his eyes at Hank. Hank scowled at him
briefly and said, “Yeah, not everybody is a story teller like me,
do the best you can though, any information you give us helps, ya
know?”

Kevin nodded yes to that
and started talking, “It started about three days ago, it probably
started for other people earlier than that but you see on Sunday I
had lost my job. It was a shitty job, loading trucks at what they
call a ‘hub’ not too far from my house. I had a car a sweet ride,
man it was everything to me. My friends and I would take it out,
pick up the ladies, go clubbing, all that flash makes for good
times. I supported it by humping my ass off five nights a week
loading trucks. Hell I live, in my mom’s place, you know how it is.
I am only twenty. Tried college, still thinking, was thinking, of
going back, but now, no. I got this job loading trucks when I
started at Red Rocks Community college, class during the day, boxes
every night until eleven. Get up, do the homework, go to class, do
it again. Only I wanted this car, so bad man. I have money saved up
for tuition, thought I could get more, blew it on a down payment
and come time to pay for school I didn’t have the money. I was
doing okay too, ya know? Not straight A’s, but close enough to get
a partial scholarship, but when the money was not enough, they said
I couldn’t go anymore. My fault, I had to have this stupid car. My
mom was so pissed, she beat me, I mean not a yellin’ at or ‘you are
dumb ass’, or even , ‘take that goddamn car back right now and get
into school’, a physical beating, with a goddamn cast iron skillet.
You ever been hit by a goddamn cast iron skillet? It hurts,
probably she would have killed me, maybe by accident, but my old
man was around and after about half a dozen whacks he got the pan
away from my mom. Then, to make it clear where he stood on the
matter he whacked me once too and told me I was a dumbass and said
'Dumbass is what dumbass does.' What the fuck does that even mean?
Anyway I had to spend a few nights out at a friends before my mom
let me come back home. That was three months ago, since then I just
worked the package factory and tried to keep up with the car
payments and insurance. You know what full coverage on a new car
costs in North Denver? The insurance was more each month than the
car payment, it pretty much ate up eighty percent of my cash every
month, the rest went to gas and going out, no progress in getting
back to school this fall. I filled out loan applications, my mom
scraped, my dad saved. I was going back in a month. I had worked a
little after high school, missed a year otherwise I would have
graduated from Red Rocks this past spring. Now I am thinking an
associate degree in computer science ain’t going to be worth much
anyway. So I have been working and working, but I missed a few
nights here and there, one of them was last Friday, it was an
‘extra night’ of work, we have been having a lot of those, good
money but when you have to work Saturday through Wednesday, you
have to have Friday off, I mean working both of the best nights of
the weekend? So I called in sick, went out had a good time and when
I showed up on Saturday I was talking with my co-workers on my
shift about the good time I had been having, while they were all
working. My supervisor heard me in the break room. Sunday I showed
up for work and was handed a last paycheck and let go. Fucking
bastard, people like him never went out when they were young, never
had a good time. I mean I am a good worker, but I need a night off.
Didn’t matter. I couldn’t go home, my mom would know right away, so
I called up my friends and did another dumbass thing, we started
drinking at a friend's house, older guys had gotten a keg and were
having a little party.

“I drank hard, around
midnight I remembered that I needed to get home. Only I was in no
condition to drive, you know? I did anyway. Got pulled over three
blocks from the party, about two miles from my house. The guy
looked at me, knew I was drunk off my ass and said, 'It’s your
lucky night, we got a lot of fights tonight, so here is what we are
going to do. I never saw you, you never drove. You get out of this
car right now, put your car keys in your glove box. Lock the door,
shut it and walk home. Come and get your car tomorrow. Unless you
want to do this some other way?' Dumbass I may be, but not fucking
stupid, I tossed the keys in, then, you know it took me awhile to
figure out how to lock the goddamn doors, I had never done it
manually before. The cop, he was a good guy, but he laughed at
that, kinda made me mad, but I hid it, I didn’t need no ‘Tom Jones
Whitebread American Cop’ putting a beat down on my ass. Long story
short I got home about one, my mom came unglued, but the walk had
cleared my head a bit and the extra time let me make up a good
cover story, same thing basically, but only I got off a little
early hit my friends party, got a little drunk and got a lucky
break. My mom was not happy, I almost thought she was going to go
for the fry pan again and dad was already sleeping. Instead she
just said to go to bed and stop making stupid decisions. That was
the last time I saw her.

“Monday I had nothing going
on, so I thought, I will stop making bad decisions, I will get up
and find a job, make my family proud, make myself proud. I ended up
sleeping all day, got up about two pm, watched a little television,
all news crap, I switched over to a music channel and just chilled.
I fired up my dad’s old pc and checked my email, updated my
internet blog, read a few of my friend’s blogs and then hit some
Grand Theft Auto New York City, a good game, well about seven that
night I realized no one had come home, no mom, no dad, no little
brother. My brother worked at the ‘Water City’ amusement park,
usually the full day, ten in the morning until six at night, he had
my parents old car and I was hoping he would give me a ride over to
my car when he got in. They never came home. At eight I called my
mom’s work. Nothing. I had to look up the number for where my dad
worked, I had never bothered him before. He worked at a foundry,
and they were pretty good about letting him out on time every day
too. No answer. I called ‘Water City’, could not get through. By
nine I was scared. One thing that had to go when I picked up the
car was my cell phone. I just couldn’t afford an extra sixty
dollars a month, not when I made such a mess of buying a car. So I
called around to my friends, no one answered. You ever see that
movie 'Twenty Four Days Later' I think it is called. Where the guy
wakes up in a deserted city? That is how I was beginning to feel. I
went outside. Everything looked normal, right? Only, no traffic.
Now I live down a side street, we don’t get a lot of cars or
nothing, but there is a cross street a block and a half up that is
pretty busy, a car every three or four seconds. I looked up there.
No cars. I stood there and counted to one hundred and twenty. Not
one car. Even at three in the morning on a Sunday a car will go by
every ten seconds. At nine o'clock on a Monday night there should
have been plenty of traffic. Something was wrong. I went back in
and grabbed one of my dad’s beers out of the fridge, then came back
and sat on the porch. I popped it, leaving the door open, in case
the phone rang. I sat there until almost ten thirty, when I finally
saw someone coming down the street. You know it now, I mean you can
see where this is heading. From what I saw on tv later, most
everything started going to hell Monday, and I SLEPT through it. So
much for not being a dumbass, huh?

“Anyway this fat, white
chick comes walking down the block, she has a t-shirt on, some sort
of concert shirt, like ‘Bare Naked Ladies’ or something like that
and these green stretchy shorts, no shoes, one of her fucking knees
looks like it is missing, I mean totally not there, she was limping
along, this fat chick and I was like, “Oh Shit!”, thinking she
musta come out of a car accident or something, I ran in to call
911. Well this fat bitch slowly trudged in after me, you know how
it is, I tried to tell her to sit down, she was hurt, lay down on
the couch or floor, I mean she is the only person I had seen in
hours and she is hurt. She came right for me opened her mouth, it
was all red and bloody inside and she was attacking me. I tried to
be ‘nice’ thinking, hey she is fucked up and hurt she does not know
what she is doing. But she kept coming, and coming and coming. I
hit her in her flabby belly, that blow ripped half her shirt off,
disgusting man, totally gross. I am an ass man myself and her jumbo
sized flabby titties did more to freak me out than her trying to
bite me. I ended up shoving her away onto her ass and I ran into
the kitchen. I yelled at her to stay the fuck out of my kitchen or
I was going to brain her. She came in anyway, I grabbed the cast
iron skillet off the stove and slammed her up against the head, not
as hard as I could, I mean I still didn’t want to kill her. She
barely hesitated before grabbing me, I slid backward and let her
have it again, but she just kept on coming. I…I…I started whacking
her full on, finally something just snapped and she stopped moving.
Funny, huh, I mean here I had this half naked, dead white chick in
my kitchen and I am thinking, 'I just made another dumbass move. Oh
Lord I am going to prison for this for sure.', when actually for
the first time in two years I had done the right thing. I got
scared then, went out and looked to see if anyone had seen what had
happened.” Kevin laughed, “I hadn’t seen anyone since the night
before in a goddamn city and I am worried that someone happed to be
walking by on the side walk and notice me killing a woman in my
kitchen. The coast was clear, I shut my front door and dragged the
white girls body into the back yard. We have one of those crappy
storage sheds in our back yard, I opened it up and took her body in
there, it barely fit, man that shed is crammed full of all the shit
we never needed, but could not get rid of. I could barely get the
door closed. Again I looked around the backyard and made my way
back into the house. There was blood all over the kitchen, not the
red, 'Oh shit I just cut myself' kinda blood, but nasty black
stuff, like half dried. I spent until midnight cleaning that shit
up with the bleach out of the laundry room. I went back into the
living room and turned on the news, fully expecting to see a swat
squad being broadcast live outside this black guy’s house, my
house, you know what I mean? And I was not let down about the live
coverage, this was only a few hours before the stations when off
the air, they were showing people attacking other people here in
the U.S.A., the reporter called them zombies and said one bite was
fatal, you had to hit them in the head, destroy their brains and
they stopped moving. They named a few places to go, to gather for
help. I think they said Coors Stadium. Then I saw the light, I was
not going to spend my life in prison the chick I killed was one of
them! I went back in and got another beer while I thought about
what it meant that my brother and parents had not come
home.

“I cried as I watched the
news. I mean I knew, then I just knew my family was gone and the
last contact I had with my dad was when I headed off to work and he
told me not to hot-rod, watch out for the cops, my brother I hadn’t
seen since Saturday and, of course the last contact I had with my
mom was seeing the look in her eyes when I told her the lie about
being pulled over by the cops. Not a good ending man, not a good
ending at all.

“I must have fallen asleep
in front of the television, the next thing I knew I was waking up
to static about five in the morning. I turned off the tube and
stumbled upstairs into my own bed. I didn’t wake up again until I
heard them in the house, not zombies, looters running from zombies.
Sounded like white guys, white guys with guns. I am not too happy
being around anyone with guns, but white people with guns make me
more nervous than most. I am not some hardened criminal or
‘gang-banger’, sure, sure I did the show for the ladies now and
then, but never in real life, I wanted to live and do something
with my life not die over a handful of mind rotting stamps in an
alleyway somewhere.

I heard them break in the front door,
heard them make some plans while they rifled through my house for
anything they could use, then heard them being attacked by a mob of
zombies. The power was out, so I don’t know what time this was on
Tuesday, probably still in the morning, close to noon. They almost
came upstairs, then one of them said something along the lines of
getting trapped with no way out and I heard them running out the
back door into the back yard. I ran through the house to look out
the back windows and saw three of them climbing over my back fence
into the neighbor’s yard. The zombies, they could not climb the
fence. I heard more inside my house downstairs. So here I am with a
full bladder, twenty zombies in the back yard and who knows how
many on the first floor. We lived in an older house, it was pretty
cool, two stairways one, with a door, leading into the kitchen,
coming down near the back door and the basement stairs, and the
other stairway in the front room. We had kind of a balcony
overlooking the living room, kinda nice, but small and it made the
living room look larger than it really was. I crept down the hall
to the balcony and looked over it. Packed man, it was just packed
full of zombies. They did not see me, I know that, but you get that
many in one place and they start spreading out, some were coming up
the stairs. I backed off slowly and headed into my room. Upstairs
only had four rooms, three pretty small bedrooms and a bathroom,
the balcony was not much of a room, ma kept knick-knacks there, all
sorts of crap my dad was always threatening to toss out. He had his
television; she had her loads of knick-knacks. In my room I shut
the door and just grabbed the bed and heaved it over in front of
it. I didn’t know what else to do. Grabbed my dresser and put it on
top of my bed, then shoved every other thing I could get up onto
the bed. I went into my closet, grabbed clothes, a light jacket,
took the fifty bucks I had managed to save over the summer and my
spare car key and opened the window. By now they, the zombies, were
doing the zombie thump on my door. Believe it or not it was
starting to be pushed open too, and the whole fucking floor was
creaking pretty bad, it was an old house, like I said.

“After getting dressed I
had a hard decision to make. You’ll laugh, no you will, but I stood
there for thirty seconds while the floor creaked and the zombies
were pushing open my door trying to talk myself into peeing on my
floor. I mean I was not coming back, but you grow up your whole
life pissing in a toilet, not on your floor. I had to go, I had
lots of beer in me wanting to get out. You ain’t laughing? Yeah,
maybe it ain’t that funny, but it is to me. I ended up choosing my
closet, a good decision, cause while I was whizzing I took a last
look around and saw the bat from, like, eight years ago when I
played little league. I took it with me and got to the window as
the floor started to sag. I was half over the window sill, no
problem there, I had climbed out onto the tree probably fifty or
sixty times when I was younger, when the floor collapsed, just the
floor for the most part. You know how weird it is to see your four
walls there, hanging over empty space and your floor just gone.
Dusty too, the dust that came up hid everything from view. I
thought my momma cleaned house real good, but so much dust! She
would have been appalled, that was one of her favorite words when
describing the latest thing I did wrong, appalled.

“Anyway, here I was one leg
out, one leg in and my house is collapsing, the walls were moving,
like they were gonna give in. They didn’t, at least not while I was
there. I grabbed for the tree limb, which seemed smaller than I
remembered it and hoped it would hold me up so I could get to the
main part of the tree and climb down. The zombies, zoms, were all
twisting around in the main room, maybe a couple of them died, I
really couldn’t tell. There was a couple down on the ground out
front of the house, I thought they might come at me right away, but
they didn’t notice me climb down and onto my neighbor’s porch, they
were too interested in all the movement inside the
house.

“I got across my neighbors
porch without anything seeing me, then moved to where it met up
with the fence to his backyard and hopped over it. I crossed the
yard and jumped over his back fence and headed out onto the street
on the other side of that house, so I had two rows of houses and
fences and stuff between me and all the zombies anyway. I didn’t
really know what to do, so I moved up onto a nicer looking porch
and sat down on a chair I found there. I was just sitting there
when I hear this barking inside, a dog. I look in and see this
little mutt at the window, barking at me, then turning and barking
at something inside the house, then at me, then it runs away from
the window. I stayed real still, I figured a zombie was in there
and maybe it would not notice me with the curtains and me not
moving any. No luck, an old woman started attacking the curtains,
then the window. It was an old house, old windows, single pane and
stuff. I know all about it, cause about five years ago my old man
had to replace all the windows in our house, they were cracking and
cold in the winter, so he paid to get double paned ones installed,
and has bitched at the cost ever since. So she hits the glass and
breaks through it, cuts her arm up real bad, no real bleeding, just
that thick blood like tar oozing out of her. She had an old lady
robe on, pinkish and a bandage on one of her arms, like she had
been bit there or something, I figure that is what killed her
anyway.

“She is coming through at
me and her robes get caught up in the glass, old lady titties. I
tell you this undead stuff is bad for sex, I have images I will
never get out of my head and why is it every undead woman who comes
at me has to show me her titties? Anyway she about cuts one off
coming through the window at me, I swear a nipple hit the porch
before she was done moving. But she was caught. Old windows, old
drapes, stuck solid to the wall and her tangled up in them so she
about cannot even move by the time she gets halfway through. Plus
the dog is hitting her from behind, I can see her moving as it
bites at her, though what could that little piss-ant dog really do?
Meanwhile I just kinda sat there watching it all happen. I got up
and took the bat to her head, I was not going to leave her there,
you know, in case someone else came by. With her dead I was going
to go find another house, except for that dog. I didn’t want to
leave it in the house all locked up, maybe able to get out of the
window, maybe not. I forced the front door in and the damn thing
came at me! I fended it off with the bat and looked around the
place, no more zombies running around at least. I shooed the dog
outside and shut him out, but then he kept barking at the door.
Fuck. Noise does seem to draw the bad guys too. I talked to him and
tried to calm him down then let him back in. Nope, little bastard
still came right at me. I ended up whacking him with the bat, not
hard enough to kill the little dope, but he backed off after that
and let me sit down for five minutes. My car was two miles away,
but this old broad, she probably had an old person car. I could use
that to get to my car if I could find her keys. Heck maybe she had
a caddy or something and I could just use that to go….where? Where
was I going to go? It hit me then that I didn’t have any place to
go. Not to a shopping mall to hold up like those guys in the
movies, that didn’t end well for them, you know? I figured I would
have to just get out of town, if the old lady had a full tank I
would take her car, if not I would drive over to my car and drive
it into the mountains. I went to her fridge, she had a sweet tooth,
cake, coke, and more of the same in her pantry. I looked around at
the door to her garage and found a note-board with her keys on it.
I popped open the door and looked at her car. An old Buick, like a
nineteen eighty Buick or something, a nice car, a boat, and
probably fast enough, but it didn’t look like it had been driven in
awhile, one of the tires was flat. I went and grabbed a coke and a
couple of twinkies from the pantry and headed into the garage. It
had an automatic door opener, and I found an air compressor under a
tool bench in the back of the garage. Hopefully the tire had a slow
leak. Now I am not a mechanic or anything, but I can handle
changing the oil and checking my tire pressure. I found a pressure
gauge in a little nook on the tool bench, behind a load of old lady
stuff. I plugged in the air compressor, a lot of noise but I wasn’t
sure it would work or not, it was old, but the power was still on
at her house. It worked, loudly, forty seconds of loud noise to get
the tank full again. Meanwhile I checked the tires, they all needed
air. There was a can of ‘fix a flat’ behind all the junk, I pumped
that into the flat tire then filled it up to pressure and then I
went around and topped the three other tires. After this I went
back into the house and grabbed the rest of the six pack of coke
from the fridge, the box of twinkies and a bag of chips and headed
back to the car, leaving the door open so the dog could get in and
out after I left. I hopped into the car, turned the key and it
started, no problem. I adjusted the seat and hit the garage door
opener. Zombies man, four of them, two little kids, I knew one of
them, a man and a woman. The man seemed, weird, he looked at me,
his eyes were not all foggy like the others and he when he gestured
for the others to get out of my way, the started moving slowly off
the drive. He came at the side of the car and raised his hand, he
had a tire iron! As he swung for the driver’s side window I gunned
it, and killed the engine, fortunately by moving forward a few
inches I had done two things, first I made him hit the place
between the driver and rear passenger’s windows, so he hit metal
and did not break the glass, and I had also moved forward far
enough to get onto the slope of the drive. I pushed it into neutral
and coasted to the bottom of the drive and into the street, I
turned down street and kept rolling until I hit the end of the
block, where I had to stop, put it into park and start it up again.
Scared the piss out of me, him using a tire iron. If he had not
ordered the others out of my way I probably would have gotten stuck
on their bodies, and I know he told them to move, I just know
it.

“The car continued to
hiccup for a bit after that, but after another three blocks it
started to purr like a kitten. It had a good three quarters of a
tank too, so I didn’t have to go back for my car right away. I
decided I would scout around a little, see if I could pick up one
of my friends and then maybe, go get my own car. I headed over to
Scott’s place, one of my buddies. The way was pretty clear, I was
on back streets though, I had not tried a major street yet. I get
to Scotts and his house is trashed, no bodies, but broken windows,
blood on the front door, next was Jerome, his place looked good,
but the front door was open, the screen was shut, but the door was
open. I sat on the street and honked three times. That brought them
out, oh yeah the whole zombie neighborhood. Jerome was missing an
arm, he came to the door and could not get through it, his parents
had installed a security door there with bars, if he had just
pressed the lever he could have gotten through it. I sped off and
decided to go get my car now, not later and get the hell out of
town now, not later. I hit Pecos and a traffic jam of destroyed
cars. I backed down forty eighth street to get to a secondary
street and made good progress towards the highway, my car was just
on the other side of it, but as I got closer to the highway I kept
running into more and more cars.

“I backtracked and got on
to thirty second and headed towards Federal, the next main
thoroughfare, it was pretty packed but I made it to the highway by
driving over lawns and through parking lots. When I got on the
highway I was stoked, until I hit the first big snarl up around 9
blocks later at the next major exit. Someone had broken through the
guardrail though and took the eastbound lane west, I did too, there
were zombies around the wrecks, probably thirty or forty. One of
them was fast and he threw a spare tire at me, one of those hard
dough nut kind. It bounced off the right side and I hit the gas and
got out of there.

Around Wadsworth I came
across another accident, I was back in the westbound lane again and
this one was bad, there was a white dude and his woman and some
kids in a blue two door and the zombies were breaking in. The guy,
he was all bloody and bitten up from trying to protect his family,
I guess. The zoms had pulled him halfway through the driver side
window. From inside the car I can see his woman, she's screaming at
me but the windshield blocks her words. I know what she wants,
though, for me to help them. As I rolled past she looked me dead
straight in the eyes, her blue eyes, and pleaded for me to do
something. I just know those crystal clear blue eyes followed me
the whole way. Even when I was out of sight, I still felt those
blue eyes on me. I couldn't, they were already gone. Right? I
couldn't stop for them. If I had even slowed down, I would have
been dead, they would have got me too. Those kids crying, and
banging on the rear window, trying to get out, crying. I won't ever
forget it.

Here Kevin started to sob, tears
running down his cheeks. Hank reached over and patted him on the
back and Kevin grabbed him into a hug and started sobbing, “I just
left them! I had to just leave them. How could I leave them? They
were kids!”

“Yeah, Kevin, I know, kids,
they are the worst. We saw and did worse, you ain’t the only one
man, you did what you had to do.” said Hank, trying to comfort
him.

Juan moved over and patted
him on the back too, saying “It's okay, it's okay.” Looking
anxious.

After a bit Kevin calmed down and Hank
said, “You wanna go on or do you want to get out of here and finish
up later?”

“Will there be a later?”
Kevin asked.

“Maybe you better finish
up. See you tell a good story too, longer than mine, but mine ain’t
done either.”

“Okay I think I can finish
it up. We should get this out now, before we decide what we are
going to do. I, uh, kept going up I-70, after the Ward exit it got
a lot easier, not so many wrecks, except by Youngsfield and that
was on the other side of the highway. I made it up to the hogback,
well the bottom of the hill anyway, before it got into the
mountains. Hank, it was terrible, like imagine bumper to bumper
traffic. Only it is all stopped, every last car. Near the tail end
there were cars in the median, cars in both lanes smashed up in
both directions. I could see on up the hill and the cars there were
still in neat little lines, with what looked like maggots crawling
in and around them, only I was far away. As I got closer I stopped,
they were zombies you know, crawling inside the cars, under them,
over them, through them, like maggots on a piece of meat. The wind
shifted a bit and I threw up in the old ladies car, it was that
bad. I was still maybe a mile away from the bottom of the real
mess, I could still go back or try and turn in the median. I
decided to turn around remembering the wreck at the Youngsfield
exit. As I did I attracted their attention. The whole mob of them
started towards me. Some pretty slow, but a surprising number of
them were runners, fast zoms I think I heard Juan call them.
Running full tilt all out at me. It is not like they could have
caught me or anything, but man it was scary. I swear some of them
about touched my rear bumper as I sped off, but I know that can’t
be true. I went past Youngsfield when I saw the last one disappear
from my rear view. By the time I got back towards my end of town I
was thinking I could head east, I-70 or I-76 or maybe north, there
was too much town south, you know?

At Ward Road I got off and moved to
the 'right' side of the highway, no sense in running head on into
another car, not that I saw any moving vehicles on the road. I did
see a couple on some of the side streets as I drove by. The hair on
the back of my neck started to stand up when I saw the Wadsworth
street sign. As my piece of shit car reaches the top of this little
hill I see the blue two door. It was all pretty much over, I tried
not to look, but how can you not look. The man was gone, probably
totally eaten or a crawler and blue eyes had turned, she was
munching down on one of her kids....I don't think the kids were
going to come back...there were only parts of them left...guess
that's a good thing right? She stared at me as I rolled past, no
screaming this time, other than the screams in my head. I couldn't
look away from her, those blue eyes had slightly changed. Before
there was panic there, now, well, now the panic was gone and was
replaced with something else. Something calm and..."

"And what?" Hank asked, breaking into
Kevin's monologue.

"...evil. Anyway. I can see her in my
rear view mirror and she's standing there, licking her fingers,
watching me drive away, next thing I know BAM" Kevin smacks his
hands together, "I rubbernecked my way into the side guard rail,
twisted the old lady's car around and slid to a stop, but I
thankfully I didn't kill the engine. I backed up and got back on
the road, some of the zoms started coming my way, but she didn't.
Nope, blue eyes just stood there, guess she already had enough to
eat.

“When I made it back to the
next major exit, where that zombie had thrown the dough-nut tire at
me I was surprised to see a couple of zombies standing about a
quarter mile in front of it, just around the corner, I had time to
wonder if they were still trying to catch me when I came back to
the wreck site. Someone, something, had been busy, alls sorts of
shit was piled on the ‘clear’ side of the road, along with maybe a
dozen zoms all working pulling more crap off the wrecks to block
the good side of the road. Maybe twelve of them had half lifted a
little Corolla up onto the center guardrail and were trying to push
it the rest of the way over. I hit all the shit in the road and I
think I ran over that god damned donut and it twisted under the
car, it didn’t really stop me but man there was a bad grating and
scraping sound after I got by, I was almost to Federal Boulevard
when all the idiot lights came on and the car just stopped. Turned
off, like and I coasted it up the off ramp to try and find
someplace to hide. Not a lot of luck, as soon as I started slowing
down, near the top of the off ramp I got the attention of three
zoms near the head of the ramp.”

“I just had an image of all
the people on the highway, staying in their cars, waiting to be
torn out by a zombie mob. I knew the car was no defense. I grabbed
one of the cokes, the bat and was out of the car before it slowly
ran into the first of the three zombies. I had physics in community
college, I know how mass works, that of the car versus that of the
zombie was no contest, the car, even going so slowly won, the
zombie got pushed into another stalled car, practically squished in
half, didn’t kill it, but trapped it. The other two were too slow,
one of them was a bit faster, I don’t think I could have outrun it,
not over the long haul. I tried, I ran across the overpass towards
the Village Inn and gas station on the other side of the highway,
but it was keeping pace with me so I turned and made a stand. It
tried to tackle me, but side stepped and smashed it in the back of
the head, didn’t kill it though, it started to roll away from me
and I followed, smashing it or the pavement with every roll.
Eventually it ran into the side of the guardrail and I got it then.
The other zombie had already given up and was looking at the
highway again. I moved to the gas station, at least I was on the
same side of the highway as my car now, and only had to go about a
mile to where I left it.

I headed off, keeping in lawns and
near houses trying to avoid being seen, but I came across a mob of
them on the side street, near a bar. I ducked into the back yard of
the nearest house and tried to get in the back door. I tried to
bust it down, you know, Rambo style, only I bounced, hurt like hell
too, a fucking door! I got mad and was going to give it another try
when I saw the guy, he had an old gun, maybe a shotgun, pointed
right at me. He was an older guy, a brother, he had short grey
hair, was a bit overweight and had on thick glasses, what my mom
would’ve called coke bottle glasses, whatever the fuck that means.
He said, “You one of them?”

I shook my head and said, “No! Could
you let me in?”

The old gray hair looked me over,
looked at my bloody bat and said, “Show me your arms and legs, I
wanna see that you aren’t bit up before I let you in.”

I pulled off my shirt and pulled my
jeans up as far as they would go, which is pretty far as they are a
couples sizes from being tight, the oldster nodded and took the bar
off the door. Like a big old piece of wood, like you see in old
movies with knights and shit. He let me in and said, “I’m Alvin.”
His gun was pointed away from me and he offered me his hand, even
before he had the door barred again. I shook it and said, “Kevin,
thanks!” Alvin re-barred the door with his hunk of wood and
motioned me to head down some stairs into his basement.

I got downstairs and into an old
cellar, not much like a basement at all. The whole area consisted
of one rather large room with old brick walls, there were two doors
in the far wall across from the stairs, between them sat an old
refrigerator, probably fifty years old. There was also couch that
looked like it came from a dentist office, a desk with one new
looking office chair on wheels, a coffee table stained with rings
and a television stand with a decent television, probably high def,
but small. The mix of old stuff and new stuff definitely did not go
well together. I looked back at Alvin and he shrugged, “It’s worked
so far, figure it will work for both of us for awhile
yet.”

I sat down on the couch and
Alvin sat across from me on the desk chair which wobbled as he sat
down. That is when I noticed the bandage on his leg. He saw me
looking and got kind of weird, he said, “Yeah, it's what you think
it is, so far I haven’t changed though, don’t feel it in me and,
and, my wife, she got bit up and was dead in an hour. She got it
worse than me though, and lost a lot of blood. Me? I feel
fine.”

I didn’t say anything to the old guy,
but I was already making plans to get out of there, that is when I
heard something walking around upstairs. I got scared then, real
scared and the old man he never quite put his gun down, in fact it
was pointed right at me, he said, “Nothing to worry about, she
won’t come down here, she never did when she was alive and right
now she is too stupid to get through the kitchen door.”

“Right now?”, I asked the
old man.

“Yeah, maybe she will get
better, I have seen a few smarter, faster ones, the one that got
her was that way, I put it down though, not soon enough. I brought
Shandra back here and cleaned her up good, but she ‘died’ quick, I
saw her turn, her eyes, her eyes they were, so blue, ‘Betty Davis’
blue we used ta call it. You know that color?”

Uneasily, I answered, “Yeah sure, my
ma used to talk about it, she white? Your wife?”

The greybeard nodded ‘yes’,
“Used to be more of a hassle, you know? Mixed marriage. Nowadays
not many care that much, we got skin heads and things, but not
around here. Still old habits die hard and we were always careful,
strangers come to the door and we would look em over real good. We
always got more crack-heads than skin-heads though. That is why I
have this.” He pointedly held up his gun. “This is loaded with
shot, pretty fatal real close, but I have some rock salt shells
around here somewhere too. An eight shot, cut down shotgun, a
little illegal too, they don’t make them this way anymore, not with
an eight shell magazine or such short ‘coach gun’ barrels. I never
fired it, not even since this trouble started.”

I nodded, “You got a bathroom down
here?”

Again, the old man shook his head yes
and pointed to the door on the right, “Bathroom, is right through
there, it is the nicest part of this basement, Shandra fixed it up
for me two years ago as an anniversary present. The other door is
the furnace, water heater and pantry. We won’t starve
anyway.”

I stumbled through the door into the
bathroom, it was nice. Tile covered the walls and there was a
shower stall with the kind of bars old people use to keep from
falling, I did my business and headed back out. Alvin had turned on
the tv. It was CNN, broadcasting live from, Chicago, I think or
maybe New York. A big city somewhere. Live broadcasts from an
office building, probably the second story. The reporter was saying
how he was broadcasting pictures live from the street and his
building was surrounded, but he was not worried because he had a
whole troop of national guardsmen with him. There was constant
firing of bullets, in the background and the swarm of shambling
dead was growing larger, not smaller as we watched. CNN eventually
cut back to the announcer and the guy was said something stupid,
like, “Well, Bill we wish you luck and will check up on you in a
few minutes. Now Deana, you have more information about this plague
from Florida? Good lets cut to…” I looked at Alvin and he looked at
me and we both just shook our heads. After flipping through several
news channels we caught the presidential order that there would be
no prosecution for killing the zombies, and everyone was encouraged
to fight for their lives if they needed to. I was thinking to
myself, “Thank you God almighty for allowing us the privilege of
not worrying about going to jail if we fight for our lives against
these things and happened to kill one or two! What a dumbass!” I
could tell Alvin was thinking the same thing. He got up and said,
“You hungry boy? I got a microwave in the furnace room, got popcorn
or we could get water from the sink, warm it up to make
noodles?”

I nodded and he motioned me to come
with him into the furnace room, once there he said to just pick
whatever I wanted, I went for some chili he had and he nodded his
approval, “Probably a bit better than noodles anyway.” The
microwave sat on a small counter and Alvin reached under it and
pulled out a couple of bowls, grabbing two cans of chili he opened
them and popped one bowl in to heat up. Once it was done he handed
it to me with a spoon and put his bowl in. I went and sat on the
couch and was soon joined by Alvin. After a few bites he said, “You
want something to drink?” I nodded yes and he went over to the old
refrigerator, “Ah, I got water and, uh, beer, you old enough to
drin…Ah never mind you want a beer?”

“Hell yes!
Thanks!”

Alvin opened the fridge and it was
stocked full of beer, all ‘Natural Light’ pretty much from top to
bottom. “I hope you don’t mind drinking my brand.” He said as he
came over with a couple of beers.

“No, this will be fine.
Thanks Alvin. Thanks for letting me in here too.”

The rest of the day we watched the
news and ate popcorn, cookies and soup. And drank beer, probably we
killed a case between us. As we got our buzz on and watched the
news I knew we were dead, there would not be a way out of this one,
Armageddon, like my momma always told me it would, had
come.

The worst part of it was I had no way
to atone for my sins, you know? I had just fucked my life into a
corner and now there was no time left to make up for my mistakes.
Once it was dark Alvin said, “You mind taking the floor too much?
My old bones won’t do well on the cement, I have couple of blankets
and there is an old kids sleeping bag in the furnace room, you
could put that down for added padding.”

“No problem.”, after using
the pisser I made myself pretty comfortable on the floor with the
old sleeping bag and fell asleep. We left the tv on and I drifted
off watching the news. I woke up in the middle of the night and the
tv was off, I heard the door to the basement rattling, kinda
thumping and moving a bit.

“Alvin!” I whispered as
loud as I dared, “Alvin!”

“Wha-what? Who’s
there!?”

“Its me, Kevin! Alvin, I
think your old lady is at the door near the top of the
stairs!”

We listened and heard the door rattle
a couple more times, before we heard footsteps moving away from it
into the living room.

“See? We’re okay, she never
comes down here.”, Alvin said.

I didn’t sleep well the rest of the
night. In the morning we made breakfast of some ramen noodles, with
instant coffee to drink. By mid-morning we were into the beer
again. The power was not off, Alvin had just shut the tv down at
some point last night, so we watched as the news went from slightly
graphic, to very disturbing as the day progressed. The guys at fox
had charts of the whole US, predicting where the plague was
spreading, the graphics were downright scary, it looked like most
of the coastal cities had been hit pretty hard, plus Toledo,
Dallas, Denver and Salt Lake City. Iowa looked mostly intact, at
least according to the guys on Fox news. As we watched Alvin shook
his head and said, “You know I always pictured in my head that they
had a room somewhere with all these charts and stuff in them, ready
to pull out for any occasion. I thought to myself, ‘someday Alvin,
you will see something come up that they do not have a graph for’
and I was looking forward to that day, just to see how they handled
it. I don’t guess I will ever see that happen now. They must just
have people waiting around to make this stuff up as it happens.
That’d be a nice job wouldn’t it?”

We whiled away the whole of Tuesday
and most of Wednesday that way, eating drinking beer and hoping the
power wouldn’t go out and that someone would save us. We got half
our wish anyway, the power didn’t go out. Every once in awhile the
basement door would rattle. Once Alvin tried to reason with his
Shandra through the door, he got nothing but moaning and some door
pounding for his efforts. I didn’t tell him to shoot her, he didn’t
ask me about it, just looked at me with those brown eyes of his,
all sad and mopey. What did he think? That she was going to recover
and they could get on with living their lives?

Wednesday afternoon we were watching
CNN, Fox had gone off the air, and the power went out. It got dark.
Did I mention there were NO windows in the basement. None at
all.

“Alvin?”

“What?”

“You got a flashlight
man?”

“No Kevin, I, I had it
upstairs with me, a big police model, good for hitting things and
when I ran down here I ended up leaving it on the kitchen
table.”

“Fuck!”

“Hey, I know how ya feel,
but don’t go swearing like that! I think I got some matches in the
furnace room for relighting it when pilot goes out. Let me try and
get over there.”

I heard him stumbling around in the
dark, knocking over all the beer cans we had sitting everywhere
until he made it to the door. I heard him open it and then the
power came back on.

He let out a big ole, ‘thank God’ sigh
and made to come back over and sit down.

I said, “Alvin you better get those
matches anyway, just in case and we better go upstairs and try and
get the flashlight too. I could hold Shandra off and you could grab
it or you could hold her off and I could grab the
flashlight.”

He agreed pretty quickly, neither of
us were looking forward to another power loss. I drank another beer
and Alvin said that he would hold his wife off if he needed to, and
he briefly sketched out the kitchen floor plan so I would know
where the table was to grab the flashlight.

He went through the door first and his
wife, man she was right there all big, white, old and scary. You
know how sometimes thin guys seem to marry fat women, tall guys get
short women or vice versa? Well Alvin was playing the fat guy here,
the woman was shorter than him and rail thin. She was wearing a
bathrobe and under it she still had on a white bra and panties, I
could see her legs and arms, all full of half healed bites, some
neatly bandaged, others with the bandages ripped off exposing
bloody divots of missing flesh. Alvin used the gun to bodily force
his wife back, yelling at me to get what I needed, while pushed his
wife into the living room beyond the kitchen. She was pretty slow
and stupid, no sign of her getting smarter with ‘age’. I grabbed
the flashlight and looked in to see if I could help Alvin any, he
had backed her up into a bedroom and pulled the door shut in front
of her. Seeing me, he said, “We shoulda done this yesterday. Coulda
been eating steaks and chicken instead of canned chili and popcorn.
C’mon, lets clean this up a little.”

We cleaned up the things his wife had
knocked over and while we did this the bedroom door kept pounding.
This was an older house though, solid doors not those thin things
on houses that are new. So the pounding kept on coming but she
never got through.

Alvin had a large plasma tv in his
living room, I eyed it and he said, “We paid for our house 20 years
ago, we got the tv’s, ‘cause, that’s what we do.” By way of
explaining things. CNN came roaring to life at full volume, scaring
the living piss out of me, I swear I jumped a foot and Alvin, he
must cleared 18 inches himself. He used the remote to turn it down
and I quickly went to the front window and peered through the
drapes trying not to move them much. Outside the mob was STILL
there, but none of the zombies were on his front porch or even in
his yard and none were moving towards his house, somehow whatever
was over there kept their attention. Or they didn’t hear the
noise.

“Hey Alvin, the mob is
still there, do you know what has their attention?”

“Uh, I think so Kevin,
there was a minivan over there, had a bunch of people, they
couldn’t be in it still, do you think?”

I slowly shook my head ‘no’, “I
wouldn’t think so, no. But something is there. I can’t see past
your bushes or through the mob. God I hope they are not still out
there, its been two days!” Realizing what I had just implied (that
the people were dead, not still alive), I scowled.

Alvin came over and clapped me on the
back and said softly, “Don’t worry about it, I know what you
meant.”, Turning back into the living room he went on, “So steaks?
They have been in the fridge for three days, probably thawed enough
by now. I think we shouldn’t keep any lights on up here and should
still sleep in the basement, what do you think?”

As I watched him pull steaks out of
the refrigerator in the kitchen through the kitchen doorway, I said
softly, “Sure Alvin, sure man.”

We spent the afternoon cleaning up the
basement, I even went so far as to toss a bag of beer cans outside
into the back yard. I also brought a load of blankets into the
basement; the floor would be a bit easier to sleep on at
least.

Dinner was great, we ate steak,
potatoes, even a salad, I don’t imagine I will be getting that good
of meal again anytime soon. Around 8 it was starting to get darker
out and we headed back to the basement. I shut the door tight and
propped my bat against it to hold it shut before we went down to
our nest.

About halfway through the night I woke
up, something was wrong, it took me awhile to realize it was the
power out again. I mean, no lights on the tv or vcr, no lights on
Alvin’s smoke detector, nothing. I heard a noise in the bathroom
then, heard Alvin doing his business in the dark, trying to be
quiet. Then I heard the back door crash in, as I heard something
running around in the upstairs part of the house I jumped up and
whispered for Alvin, “Alvin! Alvin, come out of the bathroom man,
somebody just broke in, sounds like a real guy.” Then I remembered
the short 2x4 that Alvin used to bar his back door, nothing shoulda
been able to get through that, nothing normal. Upstairs I heard the
bedroom door being opened and whoever it was did not fight with
Shandra, they had to be dead already. “Alvin!” The bathroom door
opened, and Alvin called out softly, “Kevin? That you? What is
going on?”

“Somebody broke down your
back door, they went into your old lady’s bedroom and there was not
a fight.”

It took the old guy a second, then he
said, “Okay Alvin, my gun is by the couch, the flash light is on
the table, grab the light, I’ll get the gun.”

I had been quietly pulling on my jeans
and shoes and grabbed up the flashlight and clicked it on so Alvin
could see to get to the shotgun. He scrabbled over and picked up
the gun, just as he got it up the basement door was pushed in,
splinters came down the stairs and I heard one of the zombies doing
that slow shuffle of theirs down the stairs. I also heard something
else behind the first one and I heard my bat roll down a stair or
two then stop. I nodded at Alvin and pointed his light to the
stairs, where his wife was slowly coming down, behind her was
another guy, a normal looking dude with a pretty clean t-shirt,
worn blue jeans, Reeboks and he was carrying my bat! He was a white
guy too, a normal enough looking man, with Sandy brown hair and
what looked like he had been a couple of days since shaving, had a
bit of a rough face. Something about him was not right though, he
kind of gave off this, I dunno, ‘aura’ of power or something, like
when you get a power up in a video game? Not really glowing, but he
looked strong.

“Shoot Alvin! Shoot!”, I
yelled, only Alvin just stood there, he couldn’t shoot his wife and
the white guy was gonna get us because Alvin wasn’t taking a
shot.

He was backpedaling towards the
furnace room and mumbling, “No. God, no. I can’t, I
can’t!”

Shandra zombie rushed him towards the
door and whitey took a swing at me with his bat, I ducked around
and took a pretty solid hit to the back, it put me on my stomach on
the floor and whitey just kept right on going towards Alvin, who
dropped the damn shotgun and ran into the furnace room, I heard him
tip the food shelf in front of the door and Shandra started beating
on the door. The guy, and I swear this is true, the guy just shoves
her aside and smashes his fist through the door. A solid wood door,
like he was a kung-fu expert or something. The light was pretty
bad, I had dropped the flashlight on the floor and it was pointed
directly at the bathroom door now, but I swear his hand was all
mangled and broken up, as I watched it seemed to pull itself back
together and he punched again, then shouldered the door forcing it
open a little at a time, I heard Alvin screaming as the guy broke
in. I couldn’t help him, I could hardly even get up myself, somehow
I made it to my hands and knees and then started crawling up the
stairs, whitey and Shandra didn’t pay me no mind, they just kept
working to get past the door and shelving and food and get to poor
Alvin. I made it outside without hearing any screaming. Once I made
it upstairs, I struggled to my feet and went out the back, the
board that had been holding it shut was broken like a matchstick
and the door was barely hanging too. I closed the back door as I
left and pulled the bag of beer cans over in front of it. I know, I
know, that wouldn’t do shit to slow the guy down, but maybe he
would trip on the bag and if it happened while I was close I could
at least hear him pushing the bag out of the way, right? I edged
slowly around the corner of the house to the front, the zombie
crowd was still there and if anything it was larger than ever, a
few zombies were even in front of Alvin’s place now, I decided not
to risk it and went back into Alvin’s backyard, no one was out the
back door yet, so I got over his fence into his neighbor’s yard, it
was hard, I thought at the time that maybe that bastard had broken
a couple of ribs or something. I am damn lucky he didn’t break my
back!

Once in the neighbor’s yard I went
over his back fence to get to the other row of houses and spent a
few minutes looking around for weapons and other fences that would
be easier to crawl over. One of the houses had a couple shorty bats
in it and I took the longest one, I figured at least I would go
down fighting. Then, a few houses down I heard the crunch of a
bunch of beer cans and someone cursing. I headed to the side of the
house I was on and slowly opened their gate, it squeaked enough to
wake the dead, but whitey didn’t hear it, lucky me. Then I ran,
back towards where I had ditched the car on Monday, no way I was
going to get around the zombie mob and I didn’t know the back
streets that well, I could end up lost and trapped. In fact I was
not even sure where I was now, the street I was on could end in a
dead end or it might open up on Federal, like I hoped.

For awhile I ran, not even caring, I
knew one thing and that was that I did not want to meet whitey
again. Ever if I could help it. Eventually I hit Federal, I was
tempted to go hide out in the car, then I remembered the mob around
the car at Alvins’, no way I could chance it. Heck I was closer to
my neighborhood, I could go find someplace to hide out for awhile
closer to home. I was jogging down Federal when I came across this
mountain bike, a real nice one, with saddle bags and everything,
looked pretty good, no blood on it or anything, we are talking a
thousand dollar bike here. I looked around suspiciously, a few
zombies shambled around not too far enough away, slow-zoms though.
I picked the bike up. No flat tires as I had feared, nothing wrong
with it all as far as I could tell. I got on and started pedaling,
whenever I saw zombies I avoided them, I even saw a few faster
zombies, some chased me, but the bike was faster than they could
run.

I started thinking how funny this was,
me riding a bike around town, no shirt, middle of the night. I
hadn’t done this since I was a kid, you know? I am not sure why I
headed south, but it was always clear, at Colfax I decided to head
east, probably not a smart move really as it leads right into the
heart of down town, but I figured I would try to get to Colorado
Boulevard and head south again, or keep heading east if the way
stayed clear. What I didn’t count on was getting so tired, by
sunrise I was hardly able to keep pedaling and daylight seemed to
make the zoms more active. I looked around for some place to crash
after I reached Colfax. Man that is right where the stadium is, and
it was crowded I had to pick my way through a dozen wrecks and past
ten or twelve zombies, not good. I ended up heading further south
until I hit eighth avenue, then I turned east. There was this dry
cleaning place that still had power, it had a neon ‘open’ sign
still light up, I tried the door, it was unlocked, I pulled the
bike in and turned it around, in case I had to make a quick
getaway. Then I checked the shop out, it was empty, but there were
pieces of bodies in a back room. It looked like the room had been
barricaded off from the rest of the shop, then broken into. I had
found an office with a locking door while I was searching the place
and decided to hide out there for as long as I needed. On my way
back to it I snagged some white t-shirts, looked like employee
shirts to me, only no names or anything on them. I lugged a couple
of huge bags of clean clothing into the office to use as a
mattress. Once inside the office I locked the door, then shoved the
desk in front of it, along with everything else I could move, which
was not much considering the pain I had in my back.

I looked around and found a first aid
kit, popped four of the ibuprofen tablets from it and quickly fell
asleep. There was one window in the office, barred on the outside
and high up on the wall, it let in light, but I didn’t think anyone
would be able to see inside to get a look at me. I woke up in pain,
my back was killing me. I searched through med kit more, you know,
hoping for something like morphine to kill the pain, there wasn't
any. I found some aspirin and Excedrin and took plenty of both,
washing it down with some Spanish drink I found in the bottom
drawer, it was nasty, tasted like sweet rice or something. Then I
just sat and waited for the pain to go away. Probably several hours
had gone by since I broke in there, another half hour and I felt
better, and hungry. There was no food in the office so I was going
to have to go out. I had not heard anything while waiting for the
aspirin to kick in so I slowly slid the desk back so I could open
the door. Only I could hardly move the thing, my back hurt so bad!
In the end it took me twenty minutes to move the damn thing out of
the way and I threw up once. I forced some more aspirin down with
the rice drink and moved out into the shop. Everything was the
same, except one thing, no bike. Someone had stolen my goddamn
bicycle when I was sleeping!

Looking out the front windows I saw
the zoms were pretty sparse, across the street was a gas station,
but I didn’t have my bat anymore, I vaguely recalled having tucked
it into the saddlebags on the bike and not bringing it with me into
the office when I slept. In fact I had not even seen what was in
those saddle bags, it could have been food, or a gun!

Searching the shop I found a metal rod
about 3-4 feet long, it had a kind of ‘u’ shape in one end and I
think they used it to reach hangers on the upper rack, it didn’t
matter it was pretty hefty and actually better than the bat anyway.
I used the pisser, passed a little blood in my urine, that made me
nervous.

I got out of the store quietly, trying
not to draw attention to myself as I made my way to the nearest gas
station or convenience store. Before lone0g I was outside of a
seven eleven, but there were zoms inside and out, not too many, but
enough to make me nervous. Still I was hungry and need food. As I
went for the front door a zombie clawed out from beneath a parked
car and grabbed one of my ankles and started trying to pull me
under the car. I fell over twitching my back, still I managed to
get my foot on the car and pulled my leg out from this thing’s
grasp. Of course while I was down, several others started crowding
me. I used my rod as a stick and levered myself up. The first
zombie died like a piece of cake in a fat man convention, it was
gone so quick you wouldn’t have know it ever existed. After that
things got dicey. I managed to knock out a couple more and get into
the store, then I had to deal with all of the store zombies, while
the others crowded around the front door on the outside, not able
to ‘pull’ the door open. Stupid zoms!

“Inside the store I clubbed
the old clerk to death first, the pipe thing worked great, it was
thinner than a bat and heavier, plus the end could poke really
well, like a spear, even though it was not sharp or anything. The
store had, like I said, maybe five zombies in there at least and
after the first the others were a little easier, I had to put down
one chick, man she was hot, had a bunch of wounds, like a shotgun
or something, but she was still hot. You maybe understand that I
waited to hit her last? Weird huh? Like I am thinking, hey this
bitch will snap out of it and ‘be normal’ if she sees me kill off
her friends. No luck there, I went around the store even looking
for crawlers, but had to face the reality, the cute chica was gonna
keep chasing me around. She was a little faster than most of them
too, not much, but a hair, you know?”

Hank and Jaun nodded 'yes'.

“It seemed like she was
like trying to tell me something, her in her baby pink t-shirt
coated with dried blood. Short-shorts too, did I mention she was
hot? The effect was ruined by the fact she only had on one shoe
though, well that and the blood. Eventually I had to just club
her.

I looked around the store, pulled open
the cash drawer, grabbed the twenties, just in case. Hey I knew
then money was worthless, but maybe I would run into someone who
wouldn’t know that. Then I grabbed a bunch of candy and chips and
headed back to the back room. Then I came to my senses and dropped
the trash I was carrying and came out looking for something with
real value, you know, beef jerky, nuts, dried fruits, anything that
was not shit. Eating with Alvin may have been a little boring when
we were stuck in the basement, but it was real food, man, not sugar
and fat. I took the food and went into the back room, out of sight
of the zoms. It took about two minutes before I heard the glass
break. I didn’t even go look, just grabbed my Mountain Dew, stuffed
the granola bars and jerky in my pants pockets and lit out the back
door of the place. Funny thing too, the place was pretty well
built, the back door was metal and all, with all these latches and
stuff, seemed like it took me ten minutes to get it unlocked, while
I heard them in the front of the store.

“Once out the back, well
there was no stopping, after I left I kept looking for a quick car
to grab, or even another bike. I found a kids bike, like one of
those bmx bikes, way too small for me, but I took it and was riding
it when I came to Speer, I followed Speer kinda south east, but
when it got up to this park area, it was like a zombie fest, a
bunch of messed up cars and stuff ahead so I turned down Washington
or some other street there, Emerson? I don’t really know, but I had
some luck then, I came on these zoms finishing this guy off, three
of them, pretty speedy ones too, but they had pulled this dude out
of a car and the car was still running! I rode right up to them and
swung the metal bar at the lead one, a guy dressed in a grey suit
with a red shirt underneath, he had a nice tie too, like a bird or
something, silk. Well when I swung he raised his hand up and I
snapped his arm, just like a twig, went through his arm and smacked
him in the head, I swear I heard him holler “SHIT!” as he went
over. I lost the bar, it fell out of my hands when it hit him. I
stopped the bike a little after I got past that guy and after
hopping off of it I picked it up and threw it at em. The car was
behind me and I backed up until my calves were right on the door,
then quickly turned and got in. It was an automatic, my lucky day!
I pulled it into forward and hit the gas. The seat was wet, had
splotches of blood on it. Disgusting. I checked the rear view, they
were not coming after me, barely looked up as I left them in the
dust.

I got up to a good through street,
Alameda and headed east again, followed that until it turned into
Cherry Creek and then just kept on heading south. When I reached
Colorado Boulevard I had to stay on Cherry Creek, Colorado was
packed. I was lucky again, someone had cleared Alameda through the
intersection, looked like they had driven a truck through the
entire street, pushing all the cars sideways making a path that I
easily drove through.

Cherry creek was pretty clear after
that, until I hit...Holly street? I think it was Holly. The road
kind of turned left real hard and right into a pile up, I was going
a little too fast, ha! By a little too fast I mean maybe thirty
miles per hour, positively speeding man. I slowed down, but skidded
on, skidded on, well some bodies, all pieces and stuff in the road,
it made it so slick! I ran right into the bumper of this old white
Volvo, well almost into the bumper, I actually hit a couple of slow
zombies, kind of cushioned the impact, but I still smacked my head
hard on the steering wheel, put a fucking dent in it, the wheel,
maybe my head. This old car didn’t have any air bags or nothing,
just steering wheel. I think I must have blacked out for a little
bit, when I came to it was to see a zombie pulling itself up the
hood, only it was trapped between the bumper of my car and the
trunk on the Volvo. As I was sitting there all groggy, it started
pulling harder, and harder and was separating itself from its own
hips, it was not quite able to do it and I started to laugh a bit,
then heard a voice next to my ear, just out the window.

“Yeah pretty funny these
dumb stupid ones, huh friend?”

I kinda jumped at that, then turned to
look and found myself staring at a guy in a mechanic shirt, he was
a large man, maybe pushing two hundred and fifty pounds, he had on
black steel toed boots, oil stained jeans and on the left breast of
his shirt was a name “Dave” printed off in red letters. I smiled
back and said, “Yeah thank God for the dumb ones.”

‘Dave’ let out a hearty
laugh at that and said, “Yeah, friend, thank God for the dumb
ones!”

He helped me get out of the car, the
door was wedged shut, and I could not push it open, but Dave
grabbed and pulled while I was shoving the door and between us we
got the door open. As he gave me a hand out, he pointed back into
the car, “Don’t forget your bat.” I didn’t know what he was talking
about, but when I looked back in I saw a bloody bat on the seat, it
must have belonged to the guy who had the car before me. I reached
in for it and pulled it out with me. Turning in time to catch a
fist to the face, it about knocked me out, only the fact that I was
kind of moving up saved me from taking the blow full force on.
Still it knocked me back into the car and then on my ass. ‘Dave’
reached down, grabbed my right ankle and started pulling me across
the street. I was groggy, a bit, but I heard him say, “Yeah, buddy,
thank God for the dumb ones.”

Only I didn’t let go of the bat, that
mother fucker, dragging me across the street, he thought he had
knocked me out, ya know, and he mostly had, only I was not going
down without a fight. He pulled me up over the curb and across the
parking lot of the local Safeway. I kept thinking, “No way, this is
not happening.” As we got closer to the front door I could see a
mob of zombies and the door, it had a chain around the handles, so
they could not get out, I was just thinking, I knew! That this
bastard was going to feed me to this mob. Why? Why!?

I gripped the bat and when the guy
paused for a rest, I swung it up and around, hitting him in the
knee, he went down pretty quick and rolled away, now any other guy
you hit em in the knee like that, even half as hard as I did and
they would be grabbing at it, cussing me out. Ole Dave, he just
rolled away and onto his hands and knees and he sat there like that
for a second, looking over at me, then he smiled, something in his
eyes man, his eyes were like red, and I saw then, he was one of
them. He started getting up, I scrambled to my feet, still a little
woozy and we ended up on our feet about the same time, I shouted at
him, “WHY? Why you dumb mother fucker? What are you
doing?”

He kinda looked at me again and said,
“Man, the kids. It’s the kids. They are hungry and the more I feed
them the better they behave.”

Then he moved, he moved so fast! He
came at me from the right, then he was there on the left, hitting
me in the ribs and pushing me backwards. I almost fell, if I had, I
wouldn’t be here right now, he would have got me. When I flailed
around I managed to hit him with the bat pretty hard, glanced off
his shoulder and into his head, not a killing blow, but it spun him
around, he kept right on going and backhanded me. I turned it into
a running start and took off, no way I could go hand to hand with
him, he was tough, but maybe with him a bit lamed up, I could out
run him. I looked back after running about half a block, and he was
pacing me, sure enough limping a little, not much for a guy with a
broken leg though.

I turned and started running again,
south, south, south as far and as fast as I could go, I would run a
ways, then try and rest, then run more. I kept an eye out for cars
or bikes, and of course for any zombies, I had to make a few
detours too, then those faster zoms got on my tail, they dogged me
for a long way, until I ran into you guys, in fact. You pulled me
up and I was so tired, so tired. Couldn’t talk, couldn’t say,
‘Thanks’.”

“Aw now…”, started
Hank.

“No really, thank you! I
mean you guys saved my life and I owe you, I will help you out from
here on out, forever really, if you don’t mind me coming along?”
here Kevin looked up anxiously.

Hank looked at him real hard and after
Kevin swallowed he said, “No doubt about that Kevin, you can stick
with us as long as you want to or forever for that matter. Safety
in numbers.”

 



Chapter 5

Juan looked out at the streets, it was
about ten am now, they had talked away most of the morning already.
He said, “Si” softly though and that brought Hank out of his brief
wool gathering, he too looked around at the mostly deserted
streets, “Well I think your talking drove the zombies away Kevin,
right there that makes you a valuable asset. We didn’t know they
were so impatient, now we do. I think we should head back to the
Mike’s club and maybe I will finish up Juan and my part in this,
okay?”

“Yeah, sure, how far is it
to the Mike’s anyway?”

Juan rolled his eyes a bit and Hank
said, “Now Juan there you go, being all negative Nancy on us! Not
far Kevin, maybe two miles? It is over on Dartmouth and Parker.
Maybe more than two miles from here, piece of cake after what you
went through, plus we got the piece of shit of the clerk’s to
drive, right? We could be there in ten minutes. First part of a
journey starts with one step, or something like that.”

Hank gestured Juan to take up a
position at the front of the store on the roof, while he hopped
down onto the top of the dumpster, “Kevin, you just watch the back
and alleys, I am gonna go in and get the keys to that Fiesta and
see if I can get it started. Cover me, okay?”

Kevin nodded and Hank jumped off the
dumpster and headed around to the front of the store, the zombies
were distant and not too interested in him, yet, something was
wrong, Hank could not quite put his finger on it. He looked around
carefully again, seeing nothing he decided to pay closer attention
to his surroundings, these days it didn’t pay to ignore your gut
instincts. He pulled open the door to the store and looked around
for any hidden zombies which may have entered during the night.
Nothing. With some hesitation Hank approached the guy with the
clerk’s uniform on. The corpse was face down, grimacing Hank
realized he would have to turn it over to get to the front pockets,
he only hesitated a second before grabbing the body by one arm and
heaving it over, some flies flew up, they appeared angry at being
disturbed from their work. Hank tried to keep his eyes focused on
the body’s belt line and mostly succeeded. He pulled a set of keys
out of the left pocket of the guys blue jeans, looking at them one
had a thick black lump of plastic embossed with the word “Ford” on
it, thinking about it Hank removed the key from the key ring. He
thought there was little sense in keeping the guys house keys. As
he went by the counter he did grab a new key chain off of a rack,
one with a long black strip of leather attached to it. It was not
for use as a weapon, it would just make the key easier to find, if
he should drop it.

Hank pushed out the front door and
again was struck by the feeling that something unseen was watching
him. He nodded up to Juan and headed around the side of the
building to where the car was. All in all it was no worse than any
car last sold ‘new’ in the United States in nineteen eighty could
be. Hank paused a moment, yeah, this was an old first model, part
of him was reluctant to even take the car, anything this old would
have to have been driven three hundred thousand miles by this time,
unless it was an old lady car recently rediscovered and sold from
her estate. Another part of Hank was oddly attracted to this marvel
of engineering, just how many miles did this baby have on it? It
should make two more miles easily enough. Hank approached the door
and opened the latch. Or rather tried to, the owner had it locked.
Letting out a little laugh Hank used the key to open it up, why
would he bother locking this piece of crap? As Hank hopped in and
adjusted the seat he checked the mileage, it said eighty nine
thousand and two miles. The Fiesta’s mile gauge only went to ninety
nine thousand, nine hundred and ninety nine and nine tenths, which
Hank should have remembered. ‘Oh well’, he lamented, ‘what
difference does it make? It’ll make another two miles.’

He turned the key and was rewarded
with a sputtering cough of the engine turning over and a red light
on the dash, indicating low fuel. “More like ‘no fuel’.”, Hank
muttered to himself. How could this kid work at a gas station and
leave his ride running on fumes? Shaking his head Hank put the car
into reverse and then pulled around to the front of the gas
station. A ringing sound caught his ear and after a moments
fumbling he remembered the cell phone and grabbed it out of his
breast pocket.

“Hello?” he
answered.

“Man where are you going?
Me and Juan want to come too!” said Kevin.

“Oh, yeah, sorry Kevin, I
shoulda maybe yelled out, this thing needs gas, only has fumes. Hey
at least the cell phones work!”

“Oh okay, you fill it up
and we will cover you. Bye.”

“Bye.”

Hank pulled up alongside the second
set of pumps and tried to fuel up the car. Nothing. Yeah that’s
right he had to go inside the store again to authorize the sale and
turn the pumps on. At least there was still power. He headed back
into the store with his shotgun and looked around behind the
counter for a button to press so he could fill up. It was not hard,
there was a beeping noise to go along with the flashing light and
after the simple press of a button Hank had the pump working. He
also spotted a bright red two and a half gallon plastic ‘station
gas can’ for loaning out to people who had run out of fuel, it
looked like it had only been used a couple of times, Hank grabbed
it and a yellow coke out of the cooler before he headed back to the
car. He sat his soda pop down on the hood while he bent over the
gas can, taking off the lid he filled it up before jamming the
nozzle into the car’s gas tank. As he grabbed his pop and went to
take a drink he became aware of a man leaning up against the
outside of the Gas ‘n Go building. Hank would swear the guy was not
there a second before, now he was. The stranger was wearing a gray
shirt, dirty jeans and black work boots. Hank knew it was the same
‘Dave’ Kevin had run into even before he read the lettering
stitched into the shirts breast.

Everything seemed to slow way down for
Hank then, he saw ‘Dave’ start to say something, then something
about his demeanor changed as he saw Hank’s reaction to him and he
started forward faster than Hank would have thought possible. Hank
had originally thought he would play it cool by sitting his drink
back on the car, then reach down and pull up his shotgun to get a
shot off while the son of a bitch was still smirking up against the
wall of the store. However by the time he had his hands on the
barrel of the shotgun to pull it up for use Dave had slammed into
him, he heard a shot ring out from the top of the building, but all
it did was puff up some dust and concrete from behind his legs.
Then Hank was pushed back into the car with enough force to break
the side window and maybe a couple of his ribs.

Twisting sideways Hank used Dave’s
momentum to propel the zombie over the roof of the car. As Dave was
sliding over the roof his hand smashed out and made a grab for
Hank. Somehow Hank got his face out of the way of that grasping
claw and Dave hit the pavement on the other side yelling. Hank’s
shotgun had fallen to the ground, requiring him to bend over to
pick it up, as he did so a sharp pain spiked through his back from
the damage he had taken from being shoved into the car. He ended up
on his knees with one arm holding him off the ground and the other
grabbing at his back. Hank knew he had to ignore the pain or he
would die, looking under the car he could see Dave’s booted feet
heading around the back end. Hank reached out and grabbed the
shotgun but Dave had gotten a grip on the other end. Fortunately
Hank had the trigger end and as Dave hauled the gun, and Hank,
upwards he pulled the trigger, releasing a round of buckshot at
point blank range into Dave’s abdomen. The son of a bitch jerked
back, but did not let go of the gun, which was ripped out of Hank’s
weakened grip, half falling Dave caught himself on one hand while
Hank stood there gaping at him.
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