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    Apocalypse: The Plan 
 
      
 
    When Mike Hodges and his friends decided one night on a whim to join the Army, they could have never imagined how their lives would change. As things worked out, their joining the Army didn’t have anything to do with what was to happen, but it did give them an insider’s view of what was soon to begin. 
 
    They always knew that with the state of the world, with climate change, over population and worldwide starvation, with the fact that no one was able to get along with each other, that if something didn’t change civilization would one day implode. However, when the world began to be destroyed all around them, they couldn’t believe what they saw happening. 
 
    As they watched the world fall apart, they soon realized that what they were seeing wasn’t just some horrible series of random events, there was a method to the madness. Someone was executing a mad but a deliberate plan. But who would be so crazy to do what they were seeing? 
 
    Wilson, the UFO fanatic, of course said it was an alien conspiracy. Mike, the levelheaded member of the group, believed it had been caused by government incompetency. Both found compelling evidence to support their point of view, but they also doubted that they would live long enough to know for sure who was right. 
 
    But thanks to the memories of a childhood adventure, they found a way to survive long enough to see the truth unfold before their very eyes.  
 
    The only question was, in the end, would they be able to live with the answer they found?  
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Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    I leaned back in my bent and lopsided lawn chair and looked out over the water at the city from my hidden lookout spot on Brunot Island (Brew-Know). 
 
    Brunot Island was a small island situated in the Ohio River off Point State Park in the center of Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. It had always been my favorite spot to get away from it all. 
 
    For as long as anyone could remember, the island had been here, but it was almost as if the island didn’t exist. No one ever talked about the island and if you would stop people on the street and ask them what the name of the little island out in the middle of the Ohio River was, no one would be able to give you an answer. They would always look out in the river as if to verify that it was still there before shrugging their shoulders and reply that they didn’t know. For some reason, the idea that the island even had a name had never crossed their mind. 
 
      
 
    The island was right out in the middle of the river where everyone could see it, but it didn’t exist as far as the citizens of Pittsburgh were concerned. 
 
    The island wasn’t open to the public and the only way to reach the island was by boat. The island was overgrown with trees and brush and was home to a small power generating station that had been built at the center of the island. All most people knew about the island was that there was a power generating station on the island and that no one was allowed to go there. There were no bridges to the island and no roads to take you there. There weren’t any docks to tie up a boat, and as far as anyone knew you would be arrested if you tried to go there. The constant sight of patrol boats going up and down the river around the island tended to keep curiosity seekers at bay and reinforced the idea that any trespassers would be prosecuted, even though I had never heard of anyone ever being arrested for getting too close to the island. It was just a place that you couldn’t go, so no one ever gave it much thought. 
 
    There had been rumors that there was a secret military research center located out on the island, but for the most part, people just assumed that there wasn’t much there of interest. The island looked very uninviting from the shoreline and from downtown, thick thorny brush and strange looking trees made the island appear to be dangerous and impassable by anything other than snakes and spiders. People said that if there would have been anything there worthwhile, someone would have already built an amusement park on it, or the Steelers would have moved their training camp out on the island. The Zambelli Brothers had never used the island to set off fireworks after a Pirate game or during the many Pittsburgh Fourth of July celebrations, so it had to be a worthless hunk of rock sitting out in the middle of the river that wasn’t suitable for anything. In Pittsburgh, if the Steelers, Pirates or the Zambelli Brothers didn’t have any interest in something, then it had to be worthless. 
 
      
 
    It had also been one of the few places in the area that had never boasted about George Washington having been there. We had another island on the Allegheny River on the east side of the city called Washington’s Landing. Everyone went to Washington’s Landing to boat, picnic and just spend the day relaxing. As the story went, George Washington was canoeing across the Allegheny River one day and his canoe capsized. Washington swam to the island, now called Washington’s Landing, to get out of the river. The thinking was that if Brunot Island had been anything special, Washington would have swam there instead of to the island now called Washington’s Landing. If it wasn’t good enough for George Washington, then it wasn’t good enough for us. Brunot Island it seems had always been ignored. 
 
      
 
    The island had always piqued my interest as a kid and I had always wanted to know why I couldn’t go there. The answer I always received was that it was too dangerous and that no one was allowed on the island. I was told to forget the island and to go get ready to go to Kennywood. 
 
    Kennywood was Pittsburgh’s world-famous amusement park where everyone in Pittsburgh went for entertainment, the roller coaster capital of the world. 
 
      
 
    Of course, I was always happy to go to Kennywood, but I still wanted to go out to Brunot Island. Why? I guess just because it was there. 
 
      
 
    I had gone to the Carnegie Library to try to learn what I could about the island, but all I could find out was that it was an island that had been owned by some French guy hundreds of years ago. When the island was flooded in the early 1700’s, he gave up and sold it. The island finally ended up being purchased by a local utility company that was interested in the island. Duquesne Light Power Company now had a small power generating station on the island, but the plant only operated during times of high energy demand to produce additional emergency power when their other facilities couldn’t keep up with demand, like during the summer when everyone had their air conditioners turned up to the max. The island it seemed wasn’t even suitable for a real fulltime power plant. 
 
      
 
    One summer evening I decided I wanted to see the place for myself, so I got my canoe and when I didn’t see anyone out on the river, I paddled over to the island. I guess I had been about twelve years old at the time. 
 
    I had seen the Pittsburgh River Patrol chase boaters away from the island many times in the past, which had also increased my interest in the island. So I had watched and planned my first trip to the island very carefully. I timed the patrols so I knew when and how much time I would have to make my move. I had packed a few candy bars for energy and around dusk I made my move. I was surprised when I made it all the way out to the island without being caught. I pulled my canoe up on shore and hid it behind the trees, then I went for a walk to see what I could find. It was a small island, so it didn’t take me more than twenty minutes to determine what was there. 
 
    I was pleasantly surprised at what I found. The island was heavily wooded around the edges of the island, but the center of the island was made up of two grassy overgrown fields. It was there I first discovered there was a herd of deer that lived on the island. There were rabbits, squirrels and geese also living on the island and it wasn’t the dangerous, uninhabited lump of rock that most people who had given the island a second glance would have thought. I found the small generating station in the center of the island, but it appeared to be quiet and deserted. To me it looked like it had been abandoned for years. 
 
      
 
     The island was much different than what I had expected. The trees hid the real island from anyone that looked out this way from the city. The island looked small, wild and uninhabitable from the outside, but I found it to be quiet and relaxing once I was there. I determined that since the island was privately owned, the owners just didn’t have any interest in sharing it with the public. Duquesne Power Company probably felt that the island served its purpose as it was, maybe it’s main value to Duquesne Power Company was as a tax write off, and they would only be opening themselves up to liability suits if they allowed people to come out here for recreation. Besides the island was less than a mile long, not really large enough to do much with. But whatever the reason for the island having mysteriously existed out in the middle of the river, hidden in plain sight from the people of Pittsburgh, I was happy to be the first person I had ever heard of to actually set foot on the island. 
 
      
 
    I spent many evenings out on the island as I grew older. It was my secret place to get away and do a little fishing, and I never really told anyone else about it. 
 
    Just like now, when I wanted to be by myself and enjoy a little peace and quiet, I would come here and sit behind the trees and watch the city and all the activity out on the river. It was cool knowing that I could see the city, but they couldn’t see me. I would spend hours out on the island every chance I would get. 
 
    I could see Point State park clearly from this end of the island. The Allegheny River flowed around the east side of the city. The Monongahela River flowed around the west side of the city. The two rivers met at the point, Point State Park, to form the Ohio River which then flowed around Brunot Island. I always thought it was interesting how the Allegheny River was always clear and blue, while the Monongahela River appeared brown and muddy. When the two rivers joined to form the Ohio River the clear water flowed to the right of Brunot Island while the brown water flowed around the left side before the water blended together and seemed to clear up on the other side of the island before continuing down the Ohio. 
 
      
 
    From my hidden spot on the island I could watch the kids playing in the fountain at the point, the fountain sprayed water fifty feet into the air and the kids would run under the water on hot humid days to cool themselves off. 
 
    The city was always fascinating at dusk when the buildings would turn on their lights, creating the beautiful bright Pittsburgh night skyline as the buildings stood out against the dark Pennsylvania night sky. During the day, the all glass PPG Building would reflect the sun light, creating a rainbow of colors over the city. I could see the traffic coming out of the Fort Pitt and Liberty Tunnels and spread out across the parkway. The cars going into and coming out of the city, as they shot through the city’s streets and highways, reminded me of the blood flowing through the veins and arteries of a living being. From the island, I could see that Pittsburgh was a thriving, living city. 
 
      
 
    At night, PNC Park and Heinz Field would send out a glow over the night skyline as the Pirates and Steelers would play baseball and football. I could hear the crack of the bats at PNC Park, a short burst of fireworks following that sound would tell me when the Pirates had hit a homerun. I could hear the fans chant of “Defense” coming from Heinz Field as they got behind the Steelers and cheered them on to hopefully another victory and another trip to the Super Bowl. 
 
    I would always get hungry when the smoke from the fans tailgating outside of Heinz Field would drift over the river filled with the juicy smells of burgers, hotdogs and Kielbasa, football fan’s favorite foods before a Steeler game. I would just have to sniff the air and suffer as I munched on a granola bar, because if I tried to bring a grill out to the island, the trail of smoke rising into the sky would give me away and would probably get me arrested or something. 
 
      
 
    The island was my way of watching the city, without the city knowing that I was there. It was my own secret island, a place that no one else could go. I had always loved this place and I loved looking at the city. 
 
      
 
    “Hey Mike,” a voice called out from behind me as I heard the sound of the approaching footsteps. “Why don’t you go get a bite to eat. I’ll stand lookout for you until you get back.” 
 
    I jumped, causing the wobbly lawn chair that I was sitting on to almost collapse, as the sound of Ed’s voice startled me. I quickly realized that I must have drifted off and had been dreaming, because when I opened my eyes, the view staring me in the face of downtown Pittsburgh was vastly different than what I had been dreaming about. 
 
    There were no cars coming out of the tunnels, making their way into town. The buildings were all dark, making a dark silhouette against the darkening evening sky. There were no kids playing in the fountain at the point any longer. PNC Park and Heinz Field were also dark, it had been ages since a ball game had been played in Pittsburgh, there would be no more Super Bowls for the Steelers. In fact, there were no more Steelers or fans to cheer for them.  
 
    There were no sounds or signs of life anywhere around the city to be found. In fact, the city had been this way now for about a year. What had been a thriving, vibrant city full of life and activity, was now a cold, dark city inhabited by the dead. 
 
      
 
    Pittsburgh had been the home to many horror movies. The zombie craze started in Pittsburgh in 1968 when the classic movie Night of the Living Dead was released. 
 
    Dawn of the Dead and Day of the Dead soon followed fanning the flames of the zombie craze even more. 
 
    Soon other horror films came out of Pittsburgh. 
 
    Flesh Eater, Two Evil Eyes, Silence of the Lambs, Innocent Blood, a remake of Night of the Living Dead, The Dark Half, Stigmata, The Mothman Prophecies, The Land of the Dead, Sorority Row, Homecoming, River of Darkness, Scream Park and many more had all been filmed in Pittsburgh. In all, over twenty-three major horror movies had been filmed in Pittsburgh. There were plans to build a Horror Movie Hall of Fame in the city to solidify Pittsburgh’s place as the horror movie capital of the world. However, from what I have seen and heard over the last year, all the cities in the country now had an equal claim to the title of the horror capital of the world, the dead world. 
 
    It now feels like all those movies had been a glimpse of what was soon to come. Maybe in a way, they had been a warning that everyone had failed to recognize and had just been ignored. 
 
    In a way, what I now saw in Pittsburgh was a fitting fate for the city, how it had always been meant to end, But unlike the movie The Land of the Dead, there were no longer any Zambelli Brothers to distract the dead by shooting off fireworks to make the zombies stop and stare up into the sky at night. 
 
      
 
    During the day, you can see the dark dead bodies that still stagger through the streets in the city. But for now, the bodies walking around in the city are not what worries me the most, what worries me are the bodies that float down the blood colored river towards our little island. The only way the dead can get out to the island is by being washed up on the island. That is why we continue to post a lookout to watch the river. What had been a forgotten or ignored island in Pittsburgh, my private place of escape, was now called home by the few of us that had been able to survive the death and horror that stalked the living in Pittsburgh. 
 
    The little forgotten island that patiently waited to prove to the people in Pittsburgh that it wasn’t a worthless piece of rock, finally showed that it had a purpose. 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Ed,” I replied. “I could use a break. I won’t be very long.” 
 
    “Take your time,” Ed replied as he took my place and made himself comfortable on the green and yellow lawn chair and lit up one of his famous homemade smokes. 
 
      
 
    I slowly turned and began to make my way to join the others. All I could think about after my trip down memory lane was that I knew this was coming, I just wish I had been better prepared. The problem was, even though I knew this was coming, I didn’t know where or when or if it would really happen. 
 
    You might say if I knew this would happen, why didn’t I do something to stop it? In my defense, the factors that would lead to the end of life as we knew it, where not things that could be controlled. There were so many things beyond our control that I wasn’t sure if anyone could have stopped it from happening. I believed, as I realized what could happen many years ago, was that it was already too late to even try to stop it. The chain of events that had led to this point were too far along for anyone to stop. 
 
      
 
    I had always been skeptical of mankind’s chances of survival. The world was a disaster when I was a kid and had been going down hill ever since. The world was overpopulated, thousands died every day from starvation and disease around the world.  
 
    Countries and people could not get along with each other and were constantly at war. More and more roque nations were now in possession of nuclear weapons, and many nations welcomed assured mutual destruction as their pathway to Paradise.  
 
    Global warming was creating large migrations of refugees seeking better living conditions free of starvation and misery. The refugees fled to countries already struggling to support their own people and did not welcome having to deal with other country’s problems, compounding the world’s problems. 
 
    On top of all the problems, no one had a plan to solve the world’s hunger and over population problems. From what I could see, the only plan that mankind had was to kill others before they could kill you. 
 
    The future of civilization had always looked bleak to me and I knew that one day mankind would finally destroy itself.  
 
    After what I had learned a few years back, I knew I had been right, but it wasn’t what I had expected. 
 
    Never in a million years would I have ever thought about civilization coming to an end in the way it did. 
 
    Looking back a few years at what I had seen, I now realized that I had been given a glimpse of what was to come. The problem was I was slow to realize what it had all meant and had chose to just be quiet and silently deal with my doubts so that I could go on with my life. 
 
      
 
    But deep down I knew this would eventually happen, maybe I didn’t do anything was because I was hoping that what I knew would eventually happen, wouldn’t occur until after I was long gone. Maybe the reason that I didn’t do anything was because I didn’t want to find myself locked up in an insane asylum because it had been determined I had gone crazy. I didn’t want to find myself locked up because I knew too much, things that I shouldn’t have known or things that weren’t to be talked about in public. 
 
      
 
    Maybe the problem was that there just wasn’t anything that anyone could have done about what was to happen. The ball had already started rolling, I knew there would be no way to stop it. The only thing left to do was to enjoy life for as long as I could. 
 
    I guess you could say that I felt that we were all living on borrowed time and our time was running out. Maybe, even now, we were still living on borrowed time, because honestly, even after everything that has happened, if you ask me, it’s not over.  
 
    It is far from being over.  
 
    It won’t be over until every last human on earth is dead. 
 
    In fact, I believe that we have only managed to survive the first attack. The worst is yet to come. 
 
      
 
    The world is filled with flesh eating zombies and what is left of the living is not able to do much more than hide and wait for death to find them. 
 
    How much worse could it get? 
 
    It depends upon what you are afraid of. 
 
      
 
    If I could go back, would I do anything differently? 
 
    Hindsight is 20 – 20, and at this point, thinking of such things is a waste of time. 
 
    But if I had to answer that question, the only answer I could come up with would be, probably not.               
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Four years ago, Roswell, New Mexico 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my pack and along with our ten-man unit, began to exit the C-130 transport. My unit had been assigned to Roswell to provide security at the base for the next sixty days. Providing security to a base out in the desert seemed like a dream job and I was looking forward to a month of peace, quiet and boredom. 
 
      
 
    Five of the men on our transport I had never seen before, but the other four I knew very well, in fact, we had grown up together or had been friends since high school. We all had decided to join the Army together, after one of our weekend drinking binges. I honestly don’t remember or have managed to mercifully forget the hazy details of the chain of events that ended up with us enlisting. All I can say was it just seemed like the thing to do at the time. 
 
      
 
    My name is Mike Hodges, my family lived in the Overbrook neighborhood of Pittsburgh and my dad had worked at U.S. Steel, but had passed away when I was in high school. Except for my dad passing away, I thought it was a normal childhood and was the way everyone else in Pittsburgh lived and was raised. Half of my friends didn’t have a dad, so it didn’t make me feel too out of place or different from the other kids. 
 
      
 
    My best friend, Joe Bennett, lived down the street from me with his mom and two sisters. Of all the guys in our group, Joe and I have been friends the longest. I met Joe when I was tormenting one of his sisters and he came to her defense. We were just kids at the time. 
 
    The ice cream truck came through our neighborhood one hot summer day and all of us kids ran out to the truck to buy an ice cream cone. Joe’s sister tried to jump in line in front of me and I pushed her onto her butt. Joe came to her defense but decided that if I would let him get in line in front of me, he would buy me an ice cream cone, then he wouldn’t have a problem with me knocking his sister on her butt. Apparently, his sister was always making his life miserable at home and he liked me and ice cream better than he liked his sister. I liked the idea of getting a free ice cream cone, so our friendship began. 
 
    That was in first grade, but when we were in high school, things changed. Joe and I of course had remained good friends, but as we got older, I also became very good friends with Joe’s sister. She changed in ways that I couldn’t help but notice, and fortunately she no longer held a grudge about that day as kids when we met in line at the ice cream truck. We began to spend so much time together that our families thought that at some point we would end up getting married. But after she went off to college and began to experience life outside of Pittsburgh, we drifted apart and soon lost contact with each other. The last I heard, she ran off with a guy from Louisville, joined some environmental protest group and was living in a tent in Colorado. 
 
      
 
    Joe and I met and became friends with Albert Thomas and Bud Frick when we went to high school and we all went out for the baseball team. Al and Bud were from the Brentwood neighborhood a few miles away from where I lived. Kids from all the surrounding neighborhoods, thrown together for the first time, began to discover each other and make new friends when we all arrived at the high school. It was the next step in our growth and experiencing new and different things. 
 
      
 
    High school was also where we met Mickey “Wilson” DeAngelo. Wilson came from the Beltzhoover neighborhood. The Beltzhoover neighborhood was an area that all of us so-called normal people avoided. It was a rough neighborhood, a run down, high crime neighborhood that we were advised to stay out of for our own good as we grew up. Even at school, we didn’t interact with kids from Beltzhoover if we didn’t have to. The kids from Beltzhoover also stayed together in their own groups or gangs and seldom interacted with the other students, other than to threaten us or to glare at us. If anything came up missing from someone’s locker, everyone knew that it had been stolen by one of the Beltzhoover kids, but of course, unless you wanted to end up with a fat lip or worse, you didn’t make any accusations. It just wasn’t worth it. 
 
    Wilson had been at baseball practice for two weeks before we learned that he was from Beltzhoover. Wilson wasn’t like most of the kids from Beltzhoover, he seemed just like the rest of us, except for being a little weird. He was a short guy, about only five foot tall and not very intimidating. For a little guy though, he was pushy, and he was always talking about crazy stuff like aliens, ghosts, bigfoot, supernatural events and crazy things like that, but he never really caused any trouble. 
 
    By the end of the first semester, as we got to know the crazy Mickey DeAngelo better, he grew on us and he became a member of our small group of friends. 
 
      
 
    Joe was the first guy to start calling Mickey by the nickname Wilson. Mickey had a Wilson baseball glove, Wilson baseball shoes and Wilson sunglasses. None of the rest of us could afford an official Wilson glove or shoes. We didn’t think that Mickey’s family was able to afford them either, we just assumed that since he was from Beltzhoover he had obtained his expensive equipment the same way everyone in Beltzhoover got things, he stole them. Mickey had a habit of bragging about his shoes and glove, so Joe started calling Mickey, Wilson, and the nickname stuck. 
 
    Mickey actually liked being called Wilson because in Beltzhoover, Mickey was always referred to as Mickey Mouse. Life had been difficult for Mickey in the rough neighborhood where he grew up. He always stood up for himself, but usually being the smallest guy in the neighborhood, more often than not, he ended up on the short end of things. Being called Wilson, or anything other than Mickey Mouse, was fine with him. 
 
      
 
    By the end of high school, our small group had all been friends from four to twelve years. None of us were college material so we tried to get a job in the steel mill like men in the Pittsburgh area had done for generations. But the steel industry was dying, and with it most of the opportunities the area once held for its young generation. The Pittsburgh economy was not what it had once been and after a year of working dead end jobs, one night after celebrating a Steeler victory way too long into the night, we all agreed to join the Army together. The next day we marched down to the recruiter’s office and joined up.  
 
      
 
    The recruiter made us all kind of promises about what programs we would be eligible for, the special training we would be given, and the exotic places where we would be stationed. However, the only promise that the Army kept was that we were stationed together, most of the time, after boot camp. 
 
    The food was terrible, we were never stationed at the beach, we were never given the opportunity to be an undercover special agent or explosive experts. But life in the Army was better than hanging around with nothing better to do than stand out on the street corners in Pittsburgh and watch the world pass you by.  
 
    After a few years, the idea that we could earn a full pension, if we could manage to stay in the Army for twenty years, didn’t sound so impossible as it once did. 
 
    For a while, we started to believe we could actually make a career out of the Army. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Mike,” Private Wilson whispered. “Do you think we will get to see the alien body they have locked away here? I wonder if it is still alive or if it is dead?” 
 
    “I laughed, “Wilson, I hope you don’t believe all that UFO crap that has been spread around over the years. You know there are no such things as little green men or flying saucers.” 
 
    “I know there are no little green men,” Wilson replied as he smiled. “They have milky white flesh and their spaceships can be any shape, they don’t have to be shaped like saucers. I hear they also captured an alien ship back in the fifties and have been studying it here for the last seventy years. I also heard that they finally learned how it works and they take it out and fly it around at night sometimes. I hope that we get to see that, that would be unbelievable.” 
 
    “What’s unbelievable is that they let you in the Army in the first place,” I laughed. “I thought you told me that you aced the psych test?” 
 
    “I did,” Wilson replied. “They said they liked how I was able to think outside the box.” 
 
    “If I were you, I don’t think I would go around asking to see any alien bodies or spaceships,” I added. “You might find yourself locked up in that box.” 
 
    “I guess your right,” Wilson replied. “I should just play it cool. I don’t want them to think I’m too anxious. Maybe if I just keep my eyes open, I’ll get my chance.” 
 
    “Just don’t get us in any trouble,” I said. “I intend on spending a few weekends up in Vegas and I can’t do that if you get us all confined to the base.” 
 
      
 
    As we walked down the unloading ramp with our packs swung over our shoulders, beads of sweat formed on our faces as the sun began to beat down on us in the 107-degree desert heat.  
 
    Sergeant Mitchell greeted us when we reached the tarmac. 
 
    “Welcome to New Mexico,” the sergeant smiled. “I want you to break up into two groups. Pete here will take one group to Barracks A, George will take the second group to Barracks B. Get settled in, at 1800 hundred hours I expect you to be in formation in front of your barracks. At that time, I’ll give you a quick tour of the base and explain a little about what will be expected of you during your vacation here at Walker Air Force Base.” 
 
    “Sergeant?” Wilson asked. “I thought Walker Air Force Base had been closed down years ago. I thought we were being transported to Canon Air Force Base?” 
 
    “Walker was closed down back in 1967, as far as the public is concerned,” Sergeant Mitchell smiled, “but we still do some very important work here.” 
 
    “Top secret work?” Wilson smiled. “Does the work have anything to do with aliens?” 
 
    “Way to play it cool,” I whispered. 
 
    The sergeant grinned, “So, you’re one of those people. No Private, nothing as exciting as aliens, we still maintain an important antiballistic missile system here and your job will be to provide security to the base and not to talk about what you see here. Understand?” 
 
    “Of course, Sergeant,” Wilson smiled. 
 
    “As far as UFOs and aliens,” Mitchell laughed, “I’m sure you will get your fill of rumors and stories by the time you leave here, but if that is what your hoping to find here, I’m afraid you are going to be very disappointed.” 
 
    “If you say so,” Wilson grinned. 
 
    The sergeant just shook his head, “Get moving. You would be well advised to keep your mind on your job and forget all the nonsense you’ve heard or the next few months are going to be hell if I have to lock your ass up for not doing your job. The brig here isn’t airconditioned. Move it gentlemen.” 
 
      
 
    We broke up into two groups. Wilson, Al, Bud, Joe, and I had joined the Army at the same time and had been lucky enough to be stationed together ever since then. We all walked over to the first truck as the rest of the men went over to the second truck. 
 
    When everyone was in the back of the trucks, the drivers started the engines, put the trucks in gear and started towards Walker Air Force Base. The base was located about three miles south of the Roswell airport, about a ten-minute drive. When we arrived at the base, we were all drenched in sweat and covered with a thin layer of dust that had been sucked into the back of the canvas covered truck where we all had been seated on hard wooden benches that were attached to each side of the bed of the truck. 
 
    The trucks sat at the front gate of Walker Air Force Base for a few minutes while the driver talked to a guard, then we started driving again. After a couple more minutes the truck again stopped, and the driver shut off the engine. 
 
      
 
    When the driver came back and opened the flaps, we all gratefully jumped out of the oven like enclosure to find ourselves in front of a building with a faded sign in front of it that said Barracks A. 
 
    “This place looks like it needs some maintenance personal more than it needs security guards,” I said as I studied the area. The barracks was a faded tan wood building. The paint on the building, that is what paint was still clinging to the building, was faded from many years of being baked in the desert sun and blasted by the sand that the wind was constantly pelting the buildings. The rest of the base looked the same, faded, sandblasted, rundown and except for us, deserted. 
 
    “This isn’t what I was expecting,” Wilson replied quietly. 
 
    “I feel like I died and went to Hell,” Joe added. “We’re going to be guarding this place for how long?” 
 
    “Why the hell does this place need security,” Al said. “Any self-respecting criminal wouldn’t set one foot on this place. It would be a waste of time.” 
 
    “Maybe we are being prepared for a tour of duty in Iraq, but they didn’t want us to know that for fear that we would go AWOL,” Bud said. 
 
    “That sounds like a good plan to me,” Joe laughed “Do you think if we left around midnight that would give us enough of a head start to reach the Mexican border before they came looking for us?” 
 
    “From what I hear,” Bud replied. “Mexico isn’t much better.” 
 
    “Quit your bitching,” I laughed. “This place is a soldier’s dream assignment, sand, sun, and no one shooting at you. We couldn’t ask for more.” 
 
    “If you say so,” Joe replied. 
 
      
 
    We walked over to Barracks A, our new home for the next two months. When we opened the door and stepped inside, it was if we had stepped into a different world. 
 
    The first thing I noticed was the cool air that hit me in the face, it was a good thirty degrees cooler inside the building than it was outside. The walls and the bunks looked almost new, it was as if the inside of the barracks had been recently remodeled. From the spot where we stood inside the door, I could see through another door into a spotless shower room. The bunks were made up with clean blankets and pillows. 
 
    “Wipe your feet,” I said, “I think we are going to want to keep the maid happy.” 
 
    “Mike, what’s with this place?” Joe asked. 
 
    “The hell if I know,” I replied as I stepped inside and continued to look the place over. 
 
      
 
    Bud walked back outside for a minute, looked at the sign in front of the building again, then he returned and smiled, “I had to make sure we didn’t accidently come into the officer’s quarters. We were assigned to Barracks A, right?” 
 
    Joe threw his pack on one of the beds and headed for the showers. “If this is a mistake, I’m at least going to get a comfortable shower out of this before they discover they made a mistake and send us out back to pitch a tent.” 
 
    “Look at these books,” Wilson called out as he ran across the barracks and knelt down in front of a bookshelf that contained about twenty books. A moment later he turned around holding a book out in front of him. “The Day the Earth Stood Still, did you ever see this movie? This is a classic. This is a book about aliens that come to earth to give us a warning, stop making war or be destroyed.” 
 
    “Someone has a sense of humor,” I replied. 
 
    “I’m starting to like this place already,” Wilson grinned. “Hey, look at this, they also have War of the Worlds, It Came from Outer Space, Invaders from Mars and…” 
 
    “Just what he needs,” Todd growled, “more encouragement, he is going to be seeing little green men in his sleep. Do you think we can trade him to Barracks B?” 
 
    “No, I think were stuck with him,” I replied. “Besides, he already sees little green men in his sleep.” 
 
      
 
    Joe, Wilson, Al, Bud and I each examined the bunks and finally claimed the one we wanted. Over the next twenty minutes we all had taken a shower and made ourselves comfortable on the soft beds and enjoyed the air conditioning. Al, Joe and Bud talked about the last time they were in Vegas, Wilson buried his face in Invaders from Mars, and I just laid back and listened to Joe talking about his last trip to Vegas. I had never been to Vegas but was looking forward to going there on my first leave, listening to Joe gave me an idea about what to avoid on my first Vegas trip. Joe had missed all the fun the last time he was there, instead of hanging out with chorus girls like he always bragged about, he had spent his time in the brig with card counters and drunks. 
 
      
 
    1800 hours quickly came around and right at 1800 hours, Sergeant Mitchell entered our barracks. The men quickly got up and got into formation next to their bunks. 
 
    “It appears that you men can’t tell time,” Mitchell bellowed. “I did say to be in formation in front of this barracks at 1800 hours, not 1805, not 1810, or whenever the hell you finally felt like honoring me with your presence.” 
 
    “Yes Sergeant,” I replied. “Sorry Sergeant.” 
 
    “And look at these bunks, you’ve only been here for a few hours and they look like hell,” Mitchell continued. “Didn’t your last sergeant teach you how to make you bunk properly. What the hell kind of men did they send me. What are you doing standing there, are you expecting me to hold your hand and walk you through how to fix your bunk?” 
 
      
 
    The men quickly tightened up their bunks and returned to their positions at the foot of their bunks. 
 
    “This is the last time I expect to see something like this. I’m your sergeant, not your mother. This is an important assignment and if you are not up to it, if you don’t like sleeping in air conditioned comfort, tell me now, you can spend the balance of your time here somewhere a little less comfortable,” the sergeant glared at us. “I would also advise you to listen very carefully to what I say. When I give you an order, or instruct you to do something, I am not making a suggestion. I also do not make idle threats. Now that we understand each other, we have a job to do, instead of me having to teach you what you should have learned in basic training. You men did go through basic training?” 
 
      
 
    “Sergeant, if I may ask, why is this barracks so nice?” I asked. “The rest of this place looks like it belongs in an old western ghost town. I’ve never seen a barracks so clean and that has been air conditioned before.” 
 
    “This is a very special place as you will soon learn and we expect the people here to be alert and be ready to act, so we provide suitable accommodations to encourage the high degree of effort we require and expect,” Mitchell replied. 
 
    “I don’t understand,” I said. 
 
    “I understand,” Wilson grinned. “We have to keep our eyes open so we can report any of those special things we see around here. If you know what I mean.” 
 
    “Son, are you going to be a pain in my ass your entire time here?” Mitchell asked. “None of you understand a damn thing yet. Teaching you to understand is my job. That is what I am going to do now. If you don’t end up in the brig by the time we’re done, you may get the opportunity to enjoy the fine food served in our commissary before you start to earn your keep. Line up!” 
 
    “So much for being on vacation,” Joe whispered. “Care to reconsider that midnight break for the border?” 
 
      
 
    We followed the sergeant outside where the truck waited. None of us were very happy about getting into the back of the truck again after having had a shower and spending time in the airconditioned comfort of the barracks. However, we were already drenched in sweat once again and none of us wanted to express our discomfort to the sergeant. It seems we had gotten off on the wrong foot with Sergeant Mitchell and if we didn’t want the next sixty days to be the worst days of our lives, we needed avoid making matters worse. We all crawled into the back of the truck as the sergeant got into the cab of the truck, which we all agreed was probably air conditioned. 
 
      
 
    The truck started and we drove for ten minutes over a rocky unpaved road before the truck finally came to a stop. When we got out, we found ourselves at the far southern end of the base. All that was here was a fence, a small concrete bunker containing a coffee pot, some strange looking equipment that none of us had ever seen before and a radio. A small, what appeared to be a radar unit rotated slowly on the roof of the bunker. A small trench with a great view of sagebrush blowing across the barren desert had been constructed in front of the bunker ten feet from the cyclone fence. Except for the equipment inside the bunker, the place didn’t look very impressive, it looked like what we saw at the main part of the base, dull, weather beaten and abandoned. 
 
      
 
    The sergeant walked over to where we had gathered. 
 
    “This will be the post that you will man each night, starting tonight, from 2200 hours to 0600 hours.” 
 
    “Will the other group man this post during the day?” I asked. 
 
    “No, they will be manning a post like this one on the northern end of the base each night,” the sergeant replied. “It is not felt necessary to man the posts during the day.” 
 
    “Why isn’t any one here during the day?” I asked. 
 
    “No one has ever tried to get on the base before during the day,” the sergeant replied. “During the day it is easy to spot any intrusion attempts, under the cover of darkness, it is much harder to detect intruders and all past attempts to breach our defenses have all occurred at night.” 
 
    “What kind of attempts to get into the base have you had in the past?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Nothing special, kids trying to get inside on a dare, things like that,” Mitchell replied. “But it is important that we don’t let anyone get on the base and discover what we have here.” 
 
    “What do we have here?” I asked. 
 
    “Have you ever heard of THAAD?” the sergeant asked. 
 
    “It is an antimissile system that is supposed to shoot down enemy missiles fired at our country,” I replied. “I thought the THAAD system was a mobile system, mounted on the back of trucks?” 
 
    “As the system has matured, they have been setting up a number of land-based systems to house the new missiles,” Mitchell replied. “By basing the missiles on land, they can concentrate a larger number of missiles that are ready to be launched at any one time to protect an area of the country. The number of missiles here are classified, but my guess is that there are at least fifty silos buried on this base. In order to be effective, it is important that the exact location of these missiles be kept secret, or the base could be targeted by a first strike attack. In that case, the base would end up launching all of its missiles to defend itself from attack, leaving the rest of the country vulnerable to attack.” 
 
      
 
    “OK,” I nodded. “So what is our mission? I know we are to watch for intruders, then what? Do we just tell them to leave, or do we take them into custody?” 
 
    “Your job is to monitor this equipment,” the sergeant replied. “When the equipment tells you that there is someone approaching the fence, you are to call the command center and report what is going on. Command will send out a chopper to investigate.” 
 
    “That doesn’t seem so tough,” Wilson said. 
 
    “It’s not difficult, even a bunch of rejects like you men should be able to handle this,” Mitchell smiled. 
 
    “But why do you need five men to man this post?” I asked. “One or two men should be sufficient for a job like this.” 
 
    “The Brass considers this base to be of the highest priority and you will be the first line of defense,” Mitchell replied. “We are posting five men at this post to ensure that nothing goes wrong and it is your job to be sure that nothing does go wrong.” 
 
      
 
    “So what are these machines?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “These monitors are connected to a bank of motion detectors and infrared sensors,” the sergeant replied. “When one of these monitors detects anything, use your night vision goggles to identify the cause of the alert if you can, then call the command center to make your report. I want two of you to watch the monitors, the other three of you should scan the area using your night vision goggles in the event that the intruders somehow manage to evade the sensors. At 0600 hours a truck will arrive to take you back to your barracks. Any questions?” 
 
    “Where is the command center?” I asked. 
 
    “The command center for all base operations is located in the large hangar at the center of the base,” Mitchell replied. 
 
    “Do we get a tour of the command center too?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “No, in fact you are never to approach the command center, it is off limits,” Mitchell replied sternly. “Now, I want you to put these arm bands on and you are to wear them at all times while you are here on the base.” 
 
    As Mitchell handed out a blue vinyl arm band to each of us, Wilson asked, “What are these for?” 
 
    “They are GPS units so that we know where you are at all times,” Mitchell replied. “In the event you get taken hostage or are captured, we will know where to go to rescue you.” 
 
    “I thought all we had to worry about were drunk college kids out for kicks?” Joe asked. 
 
    “We want to be prepared for any unforeseen events,” Mitchell smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I know what these are really for,” Wilson whispered. 
 
    “Shut up, Wilson, and put on the damn armband,” I said. I knew there had to be some other reason we had to wear the armbands, but we could discuss that when the sergeant wasn’t with us. I didn’t want to piss him off anymore than we had already done today. 
 
    “How long was the last crew that manned this post here?” I asked to change the subject. 
 
    “We rotate men at this post every thirty to sixty days,” Mitchell replied. “It is important to keep fresh eyes and minds at this station, we can’t afford any screwups at this base. So, don’t screw up.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Now let’s go get something to eat,” Mitchell said. “I think you will find, that like this base, the mess hall is something special.” 
 
    “I bet the food will be out of this world,” Wilson snickered. 
 
    “Private Wilson,” What time will the truck pick you up tonight?” Mitchell growled. 
 
    “2200 hours,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Correct, not 2205 hours, not even 2201 hours, 2200 hours exactly, I had better not find out you men weren’t waiting for the truck when it arrives tonight, or you will spend the rest of the week in the brig. Understood?” 
 
    “Understood Sergeant,” we all replied in unison. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    We were all in our bunks at the airconditioned barracks trying to catch some extra shuteye. It was easy to sleep in the air conditioning, especially after the big meal of pulled pork and fries we had eaten at the mess hall. We were stuffed and had probably over done it a little. The scene over at the mess hall reminded me of a hungry pack of lions that hadn’t eaten in a month. If they served chow like that every day, I was sure all of us would have to requisition larger uniforms by the time we left this assignment. The sergeant had been right when he said the food here was first class. We had the mess hall to ourselves and we could eat as much as we wanted. It was food and an atmosphere that we weren’t used to, is was so unlike the normal Army mess halls, it made us start to wonder what this place really was. But we were too stuffed and sleepy to think about much other than we wanted to sleep. 
 
      
 
    About 2100 hours someone shook my shoulder. 
 
    I slowly opened my eyes and was finally able to focus enough to recognize who was trying to wake me. 
 
    “Is it time to get up already?” I asked. 
 
    “No, we have an hour before the truck will be here,” Joe replied. “But I think we have a problem.” 
 
    “What’s wrong,” I asked as I slowly sat up in my bunk. 
 
    “Wilson isn’t here,” Joe replied. “You don’t think he took our talk about heading for the Mexican border seriously?” 
 
    I looked over at Wilson’s bunk and spotted his blue armband sitting on top of his pillow. 
 
    “No,” I grumbled. “Damn it, I know where he is. I just hope he doesn’t end up getting us all confined to the base.” 
 
    “Where is he?” Joe asked. 
 
    “If I was a betting man, I would put money on it that he is out looking for little green men,” I replied. 
 
    “He’s what?” Joe asked. 
 
    “I bet he is out looking for where they are keeping the alien body that he claims they have locked up here,” I added. “He took off his arm band and put it on his pillow so if they are tracking us, they will think he is still in his bunk.” 
 
    “I meant to ask you about these damn armbands,” Joe said. “Why do they need to track us, the sergeant knows where we are every minute of the day, he has us on a short lease. We can’t go to the bathroom without him knowing about it.” 
 
    “I’m not sure, I really haven’t thought about it much yet,” I smiled. “Wilson says the bands are so they can track us in case we get abducted by aliens.” 
 
    “Right,” Joe laughed. “That sounds like Wilson. Do you think we should go look for him before someone else finds him?” 
 
    “No, the sergeant would lock us all up if he found us out wandering around the base. He said the command center is off limits, and if I’m right, that’s where Wilson is,” I replied. “If the sergeant catches him, that’s his problem. We need to stay here and be ready for the truck when it gets here at 2200 hours sharp.” 
 
    “If Wilson isn’t back by then?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Then it’s his ass, not mine,” I replied. “I told him to behave himself. This is his problem, not ours. Get the guys up and let’s get ready to go on duty.” 
 
    “If the sergeant shows up at our post tonight and Wilson isn’t with us, what do we say?” Joe asked looking conflicted. 
 
    “We tell the truth, we don’t know where he is,” I growled as I got up and headed for the head. “I’m not lying for him, he got himself into this, and if he gets caught, he will have to get himself out of it.” 
 
      
 
     Ten minutes before the truck was due to arrive, Wilson finally crept back into the barracks. 
 
    “Where the hell have you been?” I asked as the others looked at Wilson. 
 
    Wilson was drenched with sweat and was dirty as hell, but he had a large smile across his face. 
 
    “This place is amazing,” Wilson grinned. “You should see inside the command center. They have big screens mounted on the walls everywhere and guess what they are watching on the monitors?” 
 
    “Since the base is an antimissile defense center, I would imagine they would be projecting radar images looking for early signs of a ballistic missile being launched somewhere in the world,” I replied. “Didn’t I tell you not to do anything stupid? You’re going to get us all in trouble.” 
 
    “They are using the big screens to monitor space,” Wilson said. “They are watching space. You know there is only one reason to watch space. They are looking for alien space craft or they are trying to communicate with someone out there. I wouldn’t doubt that they have been in secret communications with some alien group now for years.” 
 
    “If they are watching space, they are watching it because ballistic missiles travel through the lower layers of space on the way to their target. The THAAD system is made to intercept incoming missiles in space before they begin their descent back into the atmosphere,” I said. “Wilson, I don’t have time to discuss this nonsense with you now. Put your damn armband back on and get your ass out in front of this building before the truck gets here. The sergeant is probably hiding out there somewhere just watching to be sure we are out of here by 2200 hours.” 
 
    Wilson slipped his armband on as we all hurried to get out in front of the barracks. 
 
    We managed to beat the truck by a margin of only a few seconds. 
 
      
 
    We had no sooner jumped into the truck, than the truck pulled out and began its trek to take us to the lookout post. 
 
    The driver apparently had strict orders not to hang around the barracks or wait for any stragglers. 
 
      
 
    “You know how there is no sign of any activity on the base during the day? You know how this place looks deserted?” Wilson asked shortly after the truck pulled away from the barracks. “You wouldn’t believe all the activity near the main hanger now that it is dark. I was able to sneak inside the building. Do you know there are four levels below ground in that hangar? Why would a missile base need to have four levels underground? What are they keeping down there that they don’t want anyone to see?” 
 
    “Did you ever think that maybe that is where they keep the missiles,” I replied. “They wouldn’t just leave them lying around out in the open where everyone could see them, Look Wilson, I don’t think we should be talking about this here. If the driver hears us and tells Sergeant Mitchell, your ass will be in big trouble. We can talk about it later.” 
 
      
 
    The back of the truck was silent the remainder of the bumpy ride to the lookout post, however even in the dark I could see the big satisfied grin on Wilson’s face. 
 
      
 
    When we reached the lookout post, I said, “Wilson, you will be in the bunker with me watching the monitors. Al, Joe and Bud, I want you three to use the night vision goggles and to scan the fence line from the trench. If things get too boring, we’ll change places every few hours to break up the monotony.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Joe said as he slid a pair of night vision goggles down over his face. He laughed as he looked at Wilson and I standing there in front of him. 
 
    “Maybe you should let Wilson use these,” Joe laughed. “It makes everyone look like little green men.” 
 
    “Funny,” I replied. “Just make sure you stay alert. I wouldn’t put it past Mitchell to have someone crawling around out there as some kind of test to see that we are doing our jobs. If any of you finds that you can’t stay awake, just make sure that all of you don’t fall asleep at the same time.” 
 
    “Don’t worry, we got this,” Joe said, then he, Al and Bud went outside and took up their assigned positions in the trench. 
 
      
 
    The others had been outside for only a few seconds when Wilson started telling me what he had seen, “I watched at least ten different medical units go into the command center, why would they need all those medical units unless they were doing some kind of medical experiments?” 
 
    “I don’t care what they are doing in the command center, that’s none of our business,” I sighed. 
 
    “What I care about is doing our job and staying out of trouble,” I continued. “What were we supposed to say if Sergeant Mitchell had showed up again while you were out snooping around where you weren’t supposed to be?” 
 
    “Tell him the truth,” Wilson replied. “Tell him I went out to stretch my legs or something. Don’t worry, I won’t get you guys in any trouble. I’ll accept full responsibility if I get caught. I’ve wanted to come here for as long as I can remember. I can’t pass up this opportunity. People have been trying to come here and investigate what the Army has been hiding here for years, but no one has been able to get passed security, until now.” 
 
    “Even if it gets you in hot water?” I asked. 
 
    “Even if it gets me in trouble,” Wilson smiled. I could see the wide grin on his face in the light coming from the monitors. “I know there is something going on here. This place is more than a secret antimissile base. I’ve heard rumors for years, but just being here and from what I saw tonight, I know there is something to what I’ve heard. I can feel it, Mike, and I’ve only begun to scratch the surface of what is here.” 
 
      
 
    “Wilson,” I sighed. “I think you’re a good guy, I’d hate to see you get court martialed and booted out of the military over this crazy obsession you have with aliens. In another few odd years you can retire on a full pension. Then you can do whatever you want. Don’t be stupid about this.” 
 
    “You know I’ll never stay in the Army that long,” Wilson replied. “I just joined up because I needed a paying job like the rest of you, when my time is up in six months, I’m out of here. I don’t think I can handle any more marching, taking dumb orders and being sent to a different hell hole every few months.” 
 
    “I can’t order you to forget this crazy shit,” I said. “But can you just try to tone it down so you don’t get yourself in trouble. If all goes well, and you can stay out of trouble for a few weeks, we’ll get a weekend pass and you can come with us to Vegas. Isn’t Area 51 up near Vegas somewhere?  Isn’t that the Mecca of alien abductions or some shit like that?” 
 
    “I used to think it was until I went to a convention a few months back, A professor from Dartmouth who just finished his doctorate spoke on the history of alien visits to our planet,” Wilson replied. “He claims that Area 51 has been used as a diversion to draw everyone’s attention away from Roswell. You know in 1947 an alien craft crashed here in Roswell. Their space craft and some alien bodies were recovered from the sight of the crash and secured here at the base. He said he believes that the space craft and alien bodies are still here in Roswell, not at Area 51 like everyone believes, because it was too dangerous to take them anywhere else.” 
 
    “Why would it be too dangerous to move some wreckage and dead bodies?” I asked. 
 
    “Because the aliens have been coming back and looking for their ship every few years. The Army sealed the aliens and the wrecked spaceship in an underground bunker where the alien sensors couldn’t penetrate and locate them,” Wilson replied. “They have been studying the bodies and the alien technology ever since in hopes of learning how to defend the human race, just incase the alien intentions are not peaceful.” 
 
    “I wish I could record you and let you listen to yourself and hear how crazy you sound,” I said. 
 
    “Professor Johnson said he believes that the government  knows why the aliens have come here, after thirty years of analysis they were able to crack the code in the computers in the alien craft and what they found scared the hell out of them.” 
 
    I looked at Wilson and just shook my head. 
 
    “I know this all sounds crazy, but researchers have already proven that the Government’s explanation for what happened here years ago was a lie,” Wilson continued. “All the evidence points to a cover up. Now I’m where no one else has been allowed to go, I’m on the base where the wreckage is supposed to be stored. I just feel I’m so close to the proof everyone has been trying to find that I can almost taste it. If they have been able to discover why Earth has been visited and what the aliens want, we are entitled to know what it is. Especially if the news is bad.” 
 
      
 
    I just shook my head. I could see that there would be no talking Wilson out of this insanity. 
 
    “OK, Wilson, it’s your ass, do what you want, but do it on your own time,” I sighed. “When you’re on duty, I want your full attention and I expect you to do your job. I catch you doing anything that could get the rest of us in any trouble and I’ll report you to Mitchell myself.” 
 
    “No problem,” Wilson replied. “You don’t have to worry, and when I find what I’m looking for, you will be the first one to know about it.” 
 
    “That makes me feel so much better,” I replied. “Now keep an eye on that monitor. I keep having a feeling that Mitchell is going to try and trip us up somehow tonight and I don’t intend to let that happen.” 
 
    “You can count on me, Mike,” Wilson said as he began to focus on the monitor. 
 
      
 
    We had been at our posts for about two hours, as I had expected, it had been quiet and we hadn’t had to report any suspicious activities. All I could think was that someone would have to be crazy to be wandering around out in the desert in the middle of the night with the threat of poisonous snakes and other irritating crawling creatures of the night. Added to all of that it was a well-known fact that the military was on the lookout for trespassers, there would be too much to lose for any normal person hoping to live a normal life. But of course, in today’s world it was becoming harder and harder to find normal people. Today everyone was either a wacko or a self-proclaimed activist for some self-serving cause, it was becoming a different world than the one I grew up in. It made me wonder what kind of future awaited mankind. 
 
      
 
    About 0200 hours, Joe came into the bunker. 
 
    “Have you noticed anything on the monitors?” Joe asked. 
 
    “No, why?” I asked. 
 
    “We’ve just noticed some movement a few hundred yards out in front of our position,” Joe replied. “We haven’t been able to identify what it is, it just appears to be some kind of shapeless blob that rose up from the desert a few feet, then the shape moved off to the west.” 
 
    “Wilson, have you seen anything on the infrared monitor?” I asked. “There hasn’t been anything from the motion detectors.”
“Nothing here,” Wilson replied sounding excited. “Maybe there is something out there that can’t be detected by our equipment.” 
 
    “How did you pick up the movements?” I asked Joe. 
 
    “The night vision goggles,” Joe replied. “It appears to be some kind of dark shape that is blocking out the stars as it moves. Grab a pair of goggles and come with me, I’ll show you.” 
 
    I grabbed a pair of goggles and followed Joe out to the trench. Wilson was right behind us. 
 
      
 
    When we dropped down into the trench, Joe pointed out the area where he and the guys had seen the unusual movement.  
 
    I slipped on my goggles and stared out into the desert. A moment later I saw an oblong shape slowly rise up out of the desert floor and begin to move off to the west. I followed the shape for about three minutes before it just seemed to disappear into thin air. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” Joe asked. 
 
    “I have no idea,” I replied. “How many of those things have you seen?” 
 
    “I came to get you after we saw the first one, I wanted to see if the instruments had detected it and had maybe identified what it was,” Joe replied. “The one you just saw was the second one we’ve seen tonight.” 
 
    “Look, another one is starting to move,” Wilson said, shaking my arm. 
 
    I quickly looked out at the spot where I had just seen the unusual object a minute before. I saw another oval shape slowly rising up out of the desert. The stars flickered and then disappeared as the object began to move. 
 
    “AL, Bud, keep an eye on this one,” I said, “Joe, come with me, let’s see if we can see any activity on the monitors.” 
 
      
 
    We went back into the bunker and Joe located the object out through the window in the bunker using his night vision goggles as I walked over and looked at the equipment. 
 
    “Anything on the monitor?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Nothing on the monitor connected to the motion sensors,” I replied and then moved over to the monitor connected to the infrared sensors.  
 
    “According to the monitors, it’s telling us that there isn’t anything out there.” 
 
    “But we can see it,” Wilson said. 
 
    “I guess we have us a real unidentified flying object,” Joe chuckled. 
 
    “This is my first one,” Wilson said excitedly. “I knew as soon as I heard we were being transferred here that I would see something like this. I just knew it.” 
 
    “Should we go out and make contact,” Joe said sarcastically, “maybe they will take us to their leader.” 
 
    “Alright, knock it off,” I said to Joe. 
 
    “Yeah, this isn’t anything to joke about,” Wilson added. “We could be witnessing something amazing here, I say we try to communicate with them. Maybe we can talk to them and find out where they are from and why they are here.” 
 
    “I say we try to communicate with the command center,” I said as I reached for the radio. 
 
    “Maybe your right,” Wilson replied. “Command has probably been in contact with them for months and if we tried to contact the aliens, it might just confuse them.” 
 
    “Since we don’t know their language, we might end up telling them what they can go and do with themselves,” Joe chuckled. “We don’t want to piss them off.” 
 
      
 
    “Night Watch One, this is Night Watch Two,” I said. 
 
    “Night Watch Two, this is Night Watch One, how can we help you?” a voice replied. 
 
    “Night Watch One, we have detected an unidentified movement in sector one, over,” I replied. 
 
    “Please describe what you have detected and how this movement was detected, over,” the voice replied. 
 
    “Our monitors didn’t detect the motion, the motion was visually detected by our men using night vision goggles,” I replied. “The unidentified movement is an oblong shape that rose up off the desert, seemed to hover in the air and then slowly moved in a westerly direction. We followed the movement for about three minutes before it disappeared. We have just detected another similar shape in sector one a few seconds ago. Please advise how you want us to respond, over.” 
 
    “Please continue to monitor and advise if you see any other movements that can be verified on your monitors,” the voice on the radio said. “The movement you have identified is nothing unusual and is nothing to be concerned about.” 
 
    “I told you,” Wilson said. “They are already in contact with the aliens and don’t want us to get involved or they don’t want us to know what is really going on.” 
 
    “Night Watch One, can you identify what we have observed,” I asked. 
 
    “You boys must be new to the desert,” the voice on the radio replied. “What you have observed are heat pockets, pockets of warm air that builds up under the soil during the day. At night when the desert begins to cool off, these trapped hot air pockets work their way to the surface and rise up into the cooler air above the desert floor and hover above the desert for a few minutes until the warm air temperature of the hot air pockets cool off and blends in with the cooler air. The event usually lasts for about three minutes. You will see this event frequently until about 0300 hours. This is normal, nothing to be concerned about.” 
 
    “Thanks Night Watch one, Night Watch Two out,” I said and put down the radio. 
 
      
 
    “You see Wilson, not every unidentified sighting is a UFO,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sure that’s what they want us to believe,” Wilson replied as he dug out his cell phone. “But I plan on making a recording of these so-called heat pockets and getting a second opinion from someone without something to hide.” 
 
    “Wilson, just…” I started. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Wilson interrupted, “I won’t tell anyone here about it and if anyone finds out, you don’t know anything about it. It’s on me alone.” 
 
    “Just don’t do anything stupid,” I said. 
 
    “If Wilson stops acting stupid, the sergeant will start to get suspicious,” Joe laughed. 
 
    “Kiss my ass,” Wilson growled. 
 
    “Enough of this,” I said. “Let’s get back to work before something real gets by us.” 
 
      
 
    We saw about six more heat pockets rising up into the desert sky before 0600 hours, the time when the truck arrived to transport us back to the barracks. 
 
    Wilson eagerly recorded each of the events on his cell phone. 
 
    On the ride back to the base as I thought about what we had seen tonight, I asked Wilson, “Can you google desert heat pockets?” 
 
    “Sure,” Wilson replied, and he pulled out his phone and started tapping on the screen. A moment later he looked up. 
 
    “I’m not getting any hits,” Wilson said. “Either they are called something else, or there is no such thing as a desert heat pocket. Maybe a desert heat pocket is just a made-up explanation used by the government to dismiss UFO activity.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    We slept most of the morning. Around 1300 hours we all got up and made our way down to the mess hall. 
 
    While the rest of us chowed down, Wilson picked at a plate of French fries as he studied the screen on his phone. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing on that phone?” Joe asked. “I don’t see how you can sit here and pass up all this great food. I’ve eaten in Five Star restaurants that didn’t serve food this good.” 
 
    “I wanted to check out a few things,” Wilson replied as he took a drink of coffee. 
 
    “Like what?” I asked. 
 
    “First of all, there is no scientific definition for the term, desert heat pocket. I’ve googled the term twenty times and the only place I can find where that term has been used was in an article written in 1958 by the Nevada Times. The term was used in a military statement written to describe a reported UFO sighting near Area 51,” Wilson replied. “After that article, I couldn’t find the term used anywhere else, it seems to have been replaced by the term, Weather Balloon. But after last night, I guess the government has decided to dust it off and start using it again.” 
 
    Joe snickered. 
 
    “Second, I was watching the recordings of the shapes moving out over the desert that I made last night,” Wilson continued. “Did you know that each of the shapes moved to and disappeared at the same location. If these were random heat pockets, and they were each moving randomly and independent of each other that they should have drifted off to different places instead of all going to the exact same spot before they disappeared.” 
 
    “So are you telling us what we saw last night were alien spaceships piloted by little green men?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not,” Wilson replied. “But what I am telling you is that I believe the objects we saw last night were being controlled by an intelligent source and were going to a specific place for a reason. I don’t believe what we saw were just the random actions of hot air.” 
 
    “I agree on one point, we seem to have a lot of hot air flying around here,” Joe smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Wilson, when the hell did you get so consumed with all this UFO crap?” I asked. “I’ve known you for years and you were never this radical before.” 
 
    “I’ve always been interested in UFOs,” Wilson replied, “but it wasn’t until I heard Professor Johnson speak a few months back that it all started to make sense.” 
 
    “This UFO crap actually makes sense to you?” Joe grinned. 
 
    “There have just been too many documented incidents to be the hallucinations of some wacko,” Wilson replied. “The government has also been caught in too many lies trying to explain away the sightings. It makes me wonder what it is that the government doesn’t want us to know and why they don’t want us to know about it.” 
 
    “So, you think the government is trying to keep the little green men all to themselves,” Joe asked. 
 
    “If the knowledge that little green men existed was all there was to it, I could care less,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Let’s say that little green men actually exist,” I said. “Maybe the government just doesn’t want people to know about it because it might panic everyone.” 
 
    “Why would that make people panic?” Wilson asked. “In fact, polls have shown that the majority of people believe with as large as the universe is, that Earth isn’t the only planet where life exists. In fact, I would think that knowing for sure that we weren’t alone would be pretty cool, don’t you think so?” 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not,” I replied. “But why do you think the government would be keeping that knowledge secret?” 
 
    “According to Professor Johnson, the only reason to keep that information secret is because the government has discovered why the aliens are here,” Wilson said. “Maybe it is the reason the aliens have come here that would make people panic. Maybe the aliens want something, something that wouldn’t make us very happy to give up.” 
 
    “You mean something like they want the human race as a food supply?” Joe asked. “I think I saw that one on the Twilight Zone one time.” 
 
    “Professor Johnson doesn’t think it is that,” Wilson replied. “They have been abducting humans for fifty years now and returning them after studying them. If they were intending to eat humans, why return them? Why not just take them and eat them? The professor believes that the alien abductions were for the purpose of obtaining information in preparation for what they plan to do. He also said that maybe they are returning the people they abducted after planting instructions in their mind to be executed at a specific time in the future.” 
 
    “That sounds creepy,” I said. 
 
    “So, Professor Johnson believes that something is going to happen sometime in the future,” Wilson continued. “That something is something that is very bad, and the government knows what it is. If something bad is going to happen, something that could change life as we know it, wouldn’t you want to know about it?” 
 
    “If it was something really terrible, I don’t know, maybe I wouldn’t want to know,” I replied. Especially if there wasn’t a single thing that I could do about it.” 
 
    “Well, I would want to know about it,” Wilson replied. “That is why I’ve gotten into all these alien conspiracies. If I only have six months left to live, there are a lot of things I would like to do with what time I have left.” 
 
      
 
    “Supposed alien sightings have been going on for over eighty years, I think if something was going to happen, it would have happened by now,” Joe said as he took another bite out of the big cheeseburger he was holding, his second burger at lunch. “That is why I don’t believe in UFO sightings and little green men. I believe people see what they want to see, the crazier the people, the crazier the things they think they see. In other words, my friend, I think you’re nuts.” 
 
    We all cracked up, even Wilson. 
 
    “For all our sakes, I would like to agree with you,” Wilson laughed as he put down his phone and grabbed a big handful of fries. “But I believe the government is hiding something and what they are hiding is something really big that we need to know about.” 
 
    “Well, I hope you find your answer before they lock you up somewhere in a loony bin,” Joe smiled. “But on the other hand, you would probably find a lot of others there that would be happy to answer all your questions.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, you guys want to go back to the barracks and play some cards before we try to get some shuteye?” I asked, trying to change the subject back to a something more realistic and something that we all enjoyed. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Joe said as he grabbed two more burgers and shoved them into his pockets. He looked at us and smiled, “What? Playing cards makes me hungry.” 
 
      
 
    We went back to the barracks, as we walked I studied the base, the base appeared as it had yesterday. Dull buildings, deserted landscape, blowing sand, all giving the appearance of an old west ghost town. According to Mitchell, the sight I saw was what the military had intended to portray to the area residents. Walker Air Force Base, as far as the area population was concerned, was an abandoned base that maybe the Air Force used at times to store supplies. It was almost enough to make me believe that Wilson was on to something. Almost, but not quite. 
 
      
 
    We played cards for a few hours to pass the time, then we all crawled into our bunks to get some rest, 2200 hours would be here before we knew it and it had been harder to stay awake last night than I had expected. 
 
    I saw Wilson set the alarm on his phone, then he turned in. I was sure that he had set the time to wake him long before 2100 hours to go on one of his crazy alien scavenger hunts.  
 
    I just hoped that he didn’t get himself in any trouble, but that was his problem. If he wanted to chase after UFOs and conspiracy theories about the government hiding evidence of UFOs from everyone, there wasn’t anything I could do about it but tie him up so he couldn’t leave the barracks or report him to Mitchell. I didn’t have any plans to do either of those things to my buddy Wilson. But if he became much more obsessed with this crap, I would consider reporting him to sickbay for his own good. 
 
      
 
    Joe got us all up at 2100 hours again. 
 
    As I sat up on my bunk, I looked over at Wilson’s bunk. His bunk was empty, and the blue armband sat on his pillow. 
 
    “Wilson is out exploring again,” Joe said when he saw me looking at the empty bunk. 
 
    “I thought he was going out again when I saw him messing around with his cell phone before he turned in, I figured he was setting some kind of alarm to get him up.” I said. “I just hope no one spots him sneaking around.” 
 
    “Do you think there is anything to what he has been saying?” Joe asked.  
 
    “UFOs and such, I don’t know, I really don’t think so,” I replied. “But as far as the government hiding something, that I can believe, they are always up to something. I’d imagine people would be jumping off roof tops if they knew even half the stuff the government is up to. If he stumbles onto something like that, I’m afraid he could find himself in a whole lot of trouble.” 
 
    “Well, then I guess we should hope that he finds some little green men instead,” Joe smiled. “At least that way he won’t get himself into any trouble.” 
 
    “I don’t think we would be able to live with him if he discovered little green men,” I laughed. “Let’s get ready to go to work.” 
 
      
 
    “You want a burger?” Joe asked as he reached in his pocket and pulled out smashed cheeseburger wrapped in a napkin. 
 
    “It’s going to be a long night, but I must warn you, these things are addicting.” 
 
    “I’m starting to think that I am the only sane person around here,” I laughed as I got up and walked across the room to the showers. 
 
      
 
    2200 hours came around quickly, but Wilson still wasn’t back. 
 
    Before going out front to wait for the truck, I grabbed Wilson’s armband and slipped it in my pocket. 
 
    Joe saw what I did and looked at me. 
 
    “You think that’s a good idea?” Joe asked. “What if he is sitting over in the brig being questioned as we speak? If they have him and see that his armband says he is out at the bunker, we could end up in the brig with him.” 
 
    “In that case I guess I’ll play dumb and claim that he must have slipped his armband in my jacket before he left,” I replied. “Because if they don’t have him and the tracker says he is still here in the barracks when he is supposed to be on duty, his ass will be definitely in hot water.” 
 
    If Mitchell shows up at the outpost?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Wilson went out to stretch his legs and get some fresh air to help him stay awake,” I replied. 
 
    “You’re playing with fire, Mike,” Joe said. “Besides, I thought you said you weren’t going to lie for him?” 
 
    “I know,” I sighed. “But I can’t just let him get put in the brig if I can help it. He’s not a bad guy, he’s just a little crazy.” 
 
      
 
    We made it out in front of the barracks as the truck arrived. We all walked in a group, hoping that the driver wouldn’t be able to tell that we were a man short tonight. 
 
    We piled into the back of the truck and the truck pulled out a few seconds later. Either the driver wasn’t able to tell that there was only four of us tonight, or he didn’t bother to count. He probably didn’t care how many of us were there, that wasn’t his job and all he cared about was just doing his job and covering his own ass. Unfortunately, that seemed to be the normal mindset in the army. 
 
      
 
    When we reached the outpost, Joe manned the bunker with me, Al, Ted, and Wilson’s armband went in the trench. 
 
    Tonight wasn’t much different than last night. Around midnight, the so-called air pockets began to rise up out of the desert. We didn’t call in to the command center tonight to report the sightings, but we watched their movement closely. We watched as the shapes rose up above the desert floor and blotted out the stars. We watched as they drifted across the desert and finally disappeared. I wasn’t ready to say the air pockets were anything other than air pockets, but I was prepared to say that Wilson had been right about one thing, the air pockets all seemed to travel to the same spot before they disappeared. 
 
     I did feel that was strange. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    The next morning when we arrived back at the barracks, we found Wilson passed out on his bunk on top of the blankets. He was dirty and had a dried layer of sand caked to his arms and forehead. His skin was still covered in a thin layer of perspiration as he seemed to toss and turn in his sleep. I wasn’t sure, but he appeared to be having a bad dream.  
 
    “He looks like he is having a nightmare,” Joe said. 
 
    “After hanging us out to dry last night, he should be having nightmares,” I growled. “He’s lucky he isn’t having his nightmares in the brig.” 
 
      
 
    I reached out and shook Wilson’s shoulder. 
 
    Wilson jolted up into a sitting position and slid his back against the wall. His eyes were wide open, and a wild look shot across his face. His breathing was heavy as he panted and looked around the room frantically. Finally, his eyes settled on me and he began to calm down. 
 
    “Thank God it’s you,” Wilson gasped. 
 
    “Where the hell were you last night?” I shouted as I reached into my pocket and tossed the blue armband at him. “You put all of us in one hell of a spot last night and I put my ass on the line to take your damn armband with me so you wouldn’t get into trouble.” 
 
    “Sorry,” Wilson replied as he tried to compose himself. 
 
    “Well?” I asked. “Where the hell were you?” 
 
    “Not here,” Wilson whispered. 
 
    “I know you weren’t here,” I said. 
 
    Wilson stood up and dropped his armband on his bunk, then looked at us and motioned for us to do the same. Then he walked over to the door and signaled for us to follow him outside. 
 
    I took off my armband, tossed it on my bunk then looked at the others. 
 
    “Humor him,” I said. “It could be his final request.” 
 
    Joe grinned as he took off his armband, dropped it on his bunk and walked towards the door. 
 
      
 
    When we went out of the barracks and were about twenty feet away from the building, Wilson stopped and turned back to face us. 
 
    “Now what is this all about?” I asked. 
 
    “I didn’t want to take the chance that we would be overheard,” Wilson replied. “In case the barracks is bugged, I didn’t want to get us all in trouble.” 
 
    “If the building was bugged, we would all be in trouble already,” I said. “Now why weren’t you back here in time to go on duty last night?” 
 
    “If anyone else around here knew what I saw last night,” Wilson replied, stopped and swallowed, “I would probably disappear before the day was over.” 
 
      
 
    “Calm down,” I sighed, “stop acting crazy and just tell us what the hell happened last night.” 
 
    “Last night I was able to make it all the way into the command center and to the stairwell, so I went down to check out the second and third levels below the main command center,” Wilson said. 
 
    “How did you get inside the command center?” I asked. “If this place is some kind of secret missile base, security would be too tight for you to just walk in and go where ever you felt like going.” 
 
    “Security is heavy near the entrance to the hangar, but once you get inside, there is very little security,” Wilson replied. “You just have to be careful once you get inside to make sure you look like you belong there.” 
 
      
 
    “How did you get by the guards to get into the building?” Joe asked. 
 
    “The first night I sat and watched how the security worked,” Wilson replied. “They seemed to screen everyone really carefully before they let them get into the hangar, except for one group.” Wilson smiled. “Once people are admitted to the hangar, they spend all night inside and don’t come out until early the next morning before dawn.” 
 
    I motioned for Wilson to continue. 
 
    “Everyone going inside was given the third degree except for the guys coming over from the mess hall to deliver food,” Wilson said. “It seems that the people working in the command center and laboratories have their meals delivered instead of going over to the mess hall to eat. Anyone going into the hangar carrying trays of food are just waived through, especially if they have a small tray of donuts or burgers that they kind of drop off for the guards.” 
 
    Joe laughed, “I can see that happening. If a little green man showed up at the lookout post with a tray of burgers, I’d let him in.” 
 
    I shot Joe a look. 
 
    “I’d make him leave his ray gun at the guard booth,” Joe smiled. “What harm could he do without his ray gun?” 
 
    “Go on Wilson,” I growled. 
 
    “So after watching this go on for over an hour, I went over to the mess hall and filled a couple of trays with burgers and pizza,” Wilson said. “I then walked back to the entrance and handed one tray to the first guard that approached me and said I was told that they might be hungry. When the guard said he hadn’t seen me around here before, I just said I was new and was trying to learn the ropes. I then asked him how I would get to the lab. He just laughed as he took the tray and said the elevator is to the left and for me to go down to the second level. When I went inside carrying the tray, no one seemed to pay any attention to me.” 
 
    “Very impressive,” Joe said. 
 
      
 
    “So, getting by the guards has you all stressed out,” I said. “They would put you in the brig for doing something like that, but I doubt you would mysteriously disappear.” 
 
    “No, that part didn’t bother me, I figured if I got caught, I could play dumb and say someone at the mess hall had told me to take the tray over to the command center,” Wilson replied. “At the worst, I’d get a week in the brig for trying to sneak inside the hangar.” 
 
    “Look Wilson, I’m tired as hell and I want to get some sleep,” I said. “Get to the point.” 
 
    “Well, since it worked the night before and I was able to get inside to look around some, I decided to push my luck a little further tonight. I seemed to be invisible while I was carrying that tray of food, so I decided to go down and take a look at what was on the lower levels,” Wilson continued. “I went down to the second level. The second level was made up of a dozen different labs with men in white coats. They seemed to be really busy, occupied with doing strange looking experiments and they didn’t pay any attention to me. They were pouring colored liquids into test tubes, then heating the test tubes. I’m really not sure what they were doing, that kind of stuff is way over my head.” 
 
    “So what else did you see?” I asked. 
 
    “Then I decided to go down to the third level to see what was down there. I took the stairway instead of the elevator so I wouldn’t run into anyone. The second level labs must have been used to seeing food being delivered all the time, but I wasn’t sure if food was allowed to be delivered to the lower floors, so I decided to be cautious.” 
 
    “So what did you find on the third level?” Joe asked. 
 
    “The third floor was the doorway to Hell,” Wilson swallowed a few times before he whispered his answer. 
 
      
 
    Wilson stood with a blank stare on his face for a few seconds, apparently remembering what he had seen last night. When his eyes grew large, I urged him to continue. 
 
    “When I came out of the stairwell, what I saw was that the entire third level was wide open, it resembled a hospital ward of some kind. Rows of hospital beds that extended from one side of the floor to the other side. There must have been more than a hundred hospital beds there on that level,” Wilson said. “I scanned the third level and when I didn’t see anyone walking around, I decided to go look and see who was in the hospital beds.” 
 
    “I know who was in those beds, they were full of little green men,” Joe smiled. 
 
    “Be quiet, Joe,” I said. “Let Wilson tell us what he saw.” 
 
      
 
    “No, what I saw in those beds was human, or at least they were at one time,” Wilson said. 
 
    “What do you mean they were human at one time?” I asked. 
 
    “The people in the beds closest to the stairwell looked like regular people, sick as hell, but still they looked fairly normal,” Wilson continued. “But the further across the floor as I walked, what I saw started to scare the hell out of me. As I walked towards the far side of the floor, the bodies in the beds started to look worse and worse.  
 
    The really horrible sights were clear in the back. The bodies looked dead, like they had been buried years ago and had just been dug up, but they weren’t dead, they were still moving. Dark boney arms and legs, not much more than dried leathery skin stretched over a skeleton, moving around, straining against the ties that held them down. Half of them didn’t have any eyes, just empty eye sockets, but I swear they could still see me. Their heads turned as I walked by, those empty eye sockets followed me everywhere I went. It was creepy as hell.” 
 
      
 
    “Holy Shit, Wilson,” Joe said. “Have you been smoking some bad weed or something?” 
 
    “Are you sure this wasn’t just a bad dream or something you were having before we got back?” I asked. “What you just described sounds like a bad horror flick. Were you reading one of those space-alien books again before going to sleep?” 
 
    “I wish that was what is was,” Wilson said as he reached in his pocket and pulled out his cell phone. “I took some pictures of what was down there. Here, take a look at these.” 
 
      
 
    Wilson opened the gallery on his phone and started to slowly flip through the pictures, one after another. If I didn’t know better, I’d swear that Wilson had just returned for touring Ripley’s Believe or Not. The images became more disgusting and horrifying as he slid his fingers across the screen. 
 
      
 
    When he was done, I said, “Wilson, are these real?” 
 
    “They’re real OK,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “How can you be sure?” I asked. “Maybe you stumbled into some kind of wax museum where they are preparing exhibits for horror displays?” 
 
    “On an Air Force base?” Joe said. “I don’t mean to side with Wilson on this, but holy shit, Mike. Why would this be on a military base?” 
 
    “Have you ever been in a museum that smelled like a slaughterhouse?” Wilson asked, almost gagging as he talked. “The smell on that floor was something I’ll never forget. Imagine that you are walking in the desert and you come upon a dead horse that has been baking in the sun for three days.” 
 
    “That bad?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Then imagine that you weren’t watching where you were walking and tripped, falling into the rotting body of the horse, face first,” Wilson added. “If you can imagine that, then you are getting close to the smell on the third level.” 
 
    I just looked at Wilson. 
 
    “But that’s not all,” Wilson said as he started to tap on his cell phone again. 
 
      
 
    Wilson held up his phone again. 
 
    “Look at these pictures again,” he said. “Look at the plaques on each bed in these pictures.” 
 
    I looked at the pictures, “It looks like a word or a name and a number.” 
 
    “I wonder what that means?” I asked. “Do you have any idea?” 
 
    “I didn’t know when I was there, but when I got back, I did a little research,” Wilson replied. “You won’t believe what I found.” 
 
    “No, I’m sure we won’t,” Joe replied. 
 
    “I googled all the names on the plaques,” Wilson said. “What I found out was that each of the plaques have the last name of the person and the year they were abducted by aliens.” 
 
    “The year they were what?” Bud asked. 
 
    “Alien abductions?” Al added. “You’re kidding? If they were abducted by aliens, why are they in the hospital ward of an Air Force base?” 
 
    “Each of the names on the plaques had claimed at some time in the past to have been abducted by aliens,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “I knew this would all come around to having something to do with little green men,” Joe said. “This is getting crazy.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s say this is all real,” I said. “Why would the government have all those people here experimenting on them?” 
 
    “To find out what made them all go batshit crazy and to have claimed to have seen aliens,” Joe said. “They’re trying to stop this insanity before it spreads into the general population.” 
 
    “That’s the scary part,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Scarier than what they seem to have done to these poor bastards?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s why they are doing all these experiments on these people,” Wilson replied. “I also believe it is also why the government is trying to keep all the information about alien encounters secret. This is what would panic the world if this information got out.” 
 
    “Please, don’t keep us waiting,” Joe said as he rolled his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “When I was at the far end of the floor, I heard the elevator ding and the doors started to open,” Wilson said. 
 
    “I knew I would be in trouble if anyone found me here, so I quickly dropped down to the floor. I was pretty certain that guys from the mess hall weren’t allowed down there and there wouldn’t be any way to talk myself out of this one. So when I spotted a half open door on the back wall, and heard foot steps coming my way, I crawled through the door and found that I had crawled into a closet. That was why I was late getting back last night. I was trapped in that closet and there wasn’t any way I could get out of there until whoever had come into third level would leave. 
 
    I was lucky that no one came near the closet, with the door halfway open they would have seen me, and I didn’t dare take a chance and try to close the door, so I just huddled down on the floor and waited.” 
 
      
 
    “Did you hear anything or see who they were?” I asked. 
 
    “I saw three men come back and start working on this one guy,” Wilson replied, “and I could hear them talking. I’ll spare you all their small talk, but from what they said, all these people were brought here because it had been discovered that all the people that had claimed to have been abducted had a small implant in their brains.” 
 
    “A brain implant?” I asked. 
 
    “A small implant deep in their brains,” Wilson replied. “It was so small that it took years for our medical equipment to advance far enough to discover that they were there. Once the government became aware of the implants, the government started to abduct these people themselves and bring them here to find out what they could learn about these alien implants.” 
 
    “Where you able to hear if they had learned anything about the implants?” Al asked excitedly. 
 
    “The first thing they learned was that if you messed with the implant, it activated,” Wilson replied. “The people at the back of the floor all had their implants activated. When the implant is activated, the device disperses a blue liquid into the human brain. I heard them talking about the blue liquid and what it does, the result of the blue liquid being released into the brain is that the person is turned into some kind of zombie. The body dies, but there is something in the implant that is able to power and control the brain after the body is dead.  
 
    The first time that had they tried to remove one of the implants, the person’s body was transformed into some kind of zombie that killed all the doctors and nurses in the room. It was then they knew they had to find out more about the implants to determine why the aliens were implanting them into humans. 
 
    They started to take precautions to avoid being killed by the test subject if they would activate the implant by accident again, so they started to secure the people to the beds before trying to remove the implants after that.  
 
    Half of the people on the third level have been turned into one of those zombies because so far they haven’t been able to remove any of the transplants without activating them.” 
 
    “Did you hear them say all of that?” I asked. 
 
    “I learned all that and more,” Wilson replied. “The bodies they have on the third level where the implant has been activated, they are attempting to find an antidote to the blue liquid because they haven’t been able to find a way to kill the test subject or to control them in any way after the implant has been activated. The patients that still resemble humans are being used as test subjects to find a way to remove the implant. They have been trying to remove them for years without any success.” 
 
      
 
    “Did they say anything about the implant itself, what does it do besides release this blue liquid?” I asked. 
 
    “It sounded like that at first they thought the blue liquid was a self-defense mechanism that was built into the implant,” Wilson replied. “But after they removed the implant from a few of the people where the implants had discharged the blue liquid, they discovered that the implants were nothing more than containers for the liquid with a micro receiver attached to the container. They compared it to an IED used by terrorists in the old Iraqi War. It appears that the sole purpose of the implants is to release the blue liquid into the brain when the receiver is triggered. What the doctors are worried about is that they don’t know why the implants are meant to be activated.” 
 
      
 
    “That doesn’t sound like something that an advanced civilization would come all the way to Earth to do,” Joe said. “Not that I am buying any of this alien stuff, but that sounds more like a practical joke of some kind, or cruelty to animals. Stick a firecracker in some dumb animal’s butt, light it and watch him suffer.” 
 
    “What did they say about the blue liquid or the people that had been subjected to the liquid?” I asked. 
 
    “Like what?” Wilson asked. “They turn the person into zombie like animals that go crazy and try to kill everyone and everything they see, other than that I didn’t learn much else.” 
 
      
 
    “What kind of outfits were the doctors wearing?” I asked. “Were they wearing their regular scrubs and masks?” 
 
    “No, they were wearing, I know this isn’t the right description, but it looked like they were wearing space suits,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Hazmat suits,” Joe said as he looked at me. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what they were wearing, they looked like those people that go into nuclear reactors to clean up after a radiation leak,” Wilson smiled. 
 
    “They also wear those when they are dealing with an infectious disease,” I added. “Maybe those implants are not merely a practical joke after all.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Let’s say that whoever created those implants wanted something, something that a group of people had,” I replied. “But the people that had it were an obstacle to getting whatever the people that created the implants wanted. You implant a few of those devices and release the people with the implants back into the general population. When you are ready to take what you wanted, you activate the implants and wait for the people in your way to eliminate themselves, then you are free to go in and take what you want.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe the aliens aren’t interested in the people on Earth, they consider us to be an infestation that needs to be eliminated before they come to inhabit our planet,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Or maybe this doesn’t have anything to do with aliens at all,” I replied. “Maybe what you stumbled on is a top-secret experimental weapons facility.” 
 
    “You mean biological weapons,” Joe said, “but they are illegal.” 
 
    “That hasn’t stopped anyone from experimenting with that shit before,” I said. 
 
    “You could be right,” Joe nodded. 
 
    I could see Wilson thinking. 
 
    “But why are all the test subjects people that had claimed to have been abducted by aliens?” Wilson asked. “This all seems to be far and above anything Earth science would be able to come up with.” 
 
    “Everything isn’t always what it appears to be,” I replied. “All this alien abductions, alien sightings and UFO hysteria, seems to me to be the perfect cover for an operation like this.” 
 
    “If this doesn’t have anything to do with aliens,” Wilson smiled, “then why did the one doctor send his assistant down to the fourth level to get the materials he planned on using tonight to attempt to remove an implant without activating it.” 
 
    “I don’t understand what you mean,” I said. “What did he send his assistant down to the fourth level to get?”
“Alien skin tissue,” Wilson replied with a triumphant look on his face. “The doctor is going to cover his forceps with alien skin tissue in the hopes that the implant will not be activated when it is touched by a familiar substance from its home world as opposed to the alien touch of an Earth metal.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know Wilson,” I said. “Maybe you just misunderstood what they were saying.” 
 
    “I’m positive that was what I heard,” Wilson replied. “But I’m going to find out for sure tonight. Tonight, I plan to sneak down to the fourth level to see for myself what they are hiding down there.” 
 
    “Wilson, after everything you told us, I think you are in way over your head on this one,” I said. “In fact, forget what you said earlier about disappearing if anyone found out what you knew, you could end up strapped to a bed with a brain implant if they find you sneaking around.” 
 
    “It’s worth that chance,” Wilson replied. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    We all went down to the mess hall, except for Wilson, he stayed at the barracks to get some sleep after being out all night.  
 
    It was a suggestion I had made for Wilson to get some sleep that he quickly accepted. Wilson said he was beat and requested we bring him something back to snack on later when he got up. 
 
    I had made the suggestion not out of concern for Wilson needing some rest, but out of concern for the rest of us, I felt we needed to talk about what Wilson had just told us. 
 
    We were all tired after just getting off duty, but I felt we needed to determine what Wilson had just discovered. We also wanted to discuss the matter without Wilson. To Wilson, it was all about aliens, but I wasn’t so sure. 
 
    We again had the mess hall to ourselves. With as many people as were supposed to be here on this base, it was strange that we had never seen anyone other than Sergeant Mitchell and the truck driver in the few days we had been here. Only Wilson had claimed to have seen other people, and we weren’t sure how reliable Wilson was after the last few days. 
 
      
 
    We each grabbed a cup of coffee, then took a table in the far corner of the mess hall. 
 
    “What do you make of all of this?” Joe asked. 
 
    “I think I’m starting to believe in little green men,” Al replied. 
 
    “Me too,” Bud added. “In fact, this place is starting to creep me out with all this talk of alien abductions and pictures of humans with alien brain implants.” 
 
    “I’m not a UFO fan so I’m not ready to buy into alien brain implants, but I think Wilson has stumbled onto something here, I’m just not sure what it is yet?” I replied. 
 
    “I was beginning to think he had gone crazy or was delusional,” Joe said, “But what about the pictures he had? There were some disturbing images on his phone if he really took those pictures last night.” 
 
    “If he didn’t take those pictures last night, then where did he get them?” Bud asked. 
 
    “He has gone to a few UFO conventions over the last couple of months,” Joe replied. 
 
    “He has been talking about some professor from Dartmouth he heard speak on UFOs,” I added. “That was when he started getting really obsessed with aliens, but he never said anything about taking pictures at any of the conventions. I would think if he had taken the pictures before, he would have showed them to us before now.” 
 
      
 
    We sat silently and drank our coffee. 
 
    “Whether he actually saw something last night, or if he has finally gone over the edge, I don’t think we should let him go running around here at night by himself,” Joe finally said. “There is no telling what the hell he could get himself and us into.” 
 
    “Since none of us are his superior officer and can order him to drop it, what do you suggest we do?” I grinned. “Tie him to his bunk.” 
 
    “Why not?” Joe chuckled. 
 
    “He seems to be so obsessed right now that he would probably go AWOL at some point to get back over to that hangar,” I replied. “The way I see it, we only have two options.” 
 
    “I don’t think we can shoot him,” Joe said looking amused as he chuckled. 
 
    “Well, I guess we have three options instead of just two,” I smiled. “I was thinking we could have him confined to sick bay for a few days, but I don’t think we can trust Mitchell, he would probably have Wilson locked up for the rest of his life after he heard what Wilson has been doing.” 
 
    “So, what’s left?” Joe asked. 
 
    “I think we need to go with Wilson tonight to find out what he is doing,” I replied. 
 
    “All right!” Al exclaimed. “I’d love to get a look at all those creepy zombie people on the third level.” 
 
    “I’m really curious about what is down on the fourth level,” Bud added. “Do you really think they could have captured aliens down there?” 
 
      
 
    “We can’t all go with Wilson,” I said. “We would stand out like a sore thumb and all end up in the brig. I also don’t think we are going to see any aliens. I’m just concerned that Wilson stumbled onto something that could get him into big trouble if he is caught sneaking around down there.  
 
    I think we can only take the chance of having one person go with him and I think I’m the one that should go. I feel responsible for letting him go down there in the first place.” 
 
      
 
    “Another thing, if Wilson really was on the third floor and the government is experimenting with biological shit,” Joe asked. “Maybe we should all stay the hell away from Wilson until we see if he comes down with anything?” 
 
    “I think we need to keep an eye on him, but if he appears to be fine and heads back over to the hangar tonight, I’m going to go with him,” I replied. “We need to resolve this problem before it gets out of hand.” 
 
    “Before it gets out of hand,” Joe laughed. “This is already the weirdest assignment I’ve ever been on. Does it feel strange to anyone else that we haven’t seen anyone else around here? Where is everyone?” 
 
    “It’s a secret anti-missile base,” I replied. “The military doesn’t want satellite images to show any activity that could draw attention to the base. It’s supposed to be abandoned.” 
 
      
 
    “Also,” Joe continued, “why haven’t we seen Sergeant Mitchell in the last two days? Who drops off five grunts on a secret missile base and doesn’t bother to check on them? We’ve never had a sergeant that wasn’t chewing our asses twenty-four hours a day. It’s as if no one gives a shit what the hell we do. If you ask me, it’s like they are playing with us, watching us for some reason.” 
 
    “For what purpose?” I asked. “I admit it feels strange, but what could they hope to accomplish?” 
 
    “The hell if I know,” Joe replied. “All I know is that there is something about this place that doesn’t seem right.” 
 
    “Now you’re beginning to sound like Wilson,” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    After our discussion, which solved very little, we returned to the barracks to get some sleep. 
 
    Wilson was sound asleep. He seemed to be sleeping comfortably, and didn’t look like he was in any distress, but we all still took a bunk as far away from him as we could. 
 
    I wrote a note and put it on Wilson’s pillow to wake me when he got up. Against my better judgement, I was still intending to go with him when he went on his evening adventure. I could only hope that by taking this step that I could end all this craziness. But I had to agree with Joe, this had been the strangest assignment that any of us had ever been on.  
 
      
 
    I felt like I had just gone to sleep, when someone began to shake my shoulder. 
 
    I looked up expecting to find Joe telling me to get up, that the truck would be here soon, but instead I saw Wilson. 
 
    “Hey Wilson,” I said then asked, “What’s up?” 
 
    “You left me a note to wake you before I left,” Wilson replied. “I’m just about ready to leave, did you want to ask me something before I go?” 
 
    “What time is it?” I asked as I struggled to sit up on my bunk. 
 
    “It’s 1900 hours,” Wilson replied. “I need to get moving so I can get back here before we go on duty. I hope I don’t get stuck in another closet tonight, that scared the hell out of me.” 
 
    “I hope you don’t get stuck in another closet tonight too, because I’m going with you,” I said. 
 
    “You are!” Wilson replied, he looked excited. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m curious,” I said. “I want to see for myself what you saw last night.” 
 
    “Good,” Wilson smiled. “I know you think I’ve lost my mind, but you’ll change your opinion after you see what they are hiding down in the lower levels of that hangar.” 
 
    “We’ll see,” I replied as I got out of my bunk. “Give me a minute to go to the head before we go.” 
 
    “No problem,” Wilson smiled then added, “You might want to take off that armband while you’re at it.” 
 
    I looked down at my arm, at the bright blue band that I was wearing, then hesitantly slide it off and dropped it on my bunk. I could feel my heart begin to pound as I looked down at it laying on the blanket. I knew if I got caught without my armband that any future plans I had about staying in the military until I would earn a full retirement would quickly vanish. At the very least, Mitchell would make my life a living hell for whatever time I remained here at this base. I’m sure part of that time would be spent in the brig for disobeying orders. 
 
      
 
    Then the worst-case scenario flashed across my mind as I looked at Wilson smiling excitedly at me, what if Wilson had accidently stumbled upon a secret government research project? What if it was a project so sensitive that no one could ever find out about the project without the government feeling that person needed to disappear? 
 
    My body was beginning to feel like ants were crawling all over me as this thought ran through my mind. 
 
    Wilson was excited, believing he had discovered an alien cover up, I was more of a realist, I believed that he had found something far more dangerous. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
    Wilson and I left the barracks a few minutes later. Our actions were mostly hidden by the rapidly darkening skies. 
 
    I nervously scanned the area, something I hadn’t done until now. When we left to go on duty each night, we were always in too much of a rush to pay much attention to what the area around our barracks looked like at night. 
 
    The driver arrived at 2200 hours to the second each night, and he pulled the truck away from our barracks at exactly 2201 hours. If we weren’t in the truck within that short span of time, we would be left behind to face Sergeant Mitchell’s wrath. 
 
    I took a few seconds to look around the base as we walked, it looked oddly quiet and still. I could hear truck engines running off in the distance towards the main hangar, but there weren’t any lights to be able to see for sure who they were or where they were going. After the trucks drove off, the base was deadly quiet and dark, if I didn’t know any better I would have thought that we were out in the middle of the desert with the nearest signs of life being miles away. 
 
      
 
    Wilson started giving me instructions as we got near the mess hall, refocusing my thoughts on what we were doing, and on the fact that I must have been crazy to have come up with the idea to go with Wilson tonight.  
 
    “Now when we go inside the mess hall, just act normal and act like we just decided to grab a few trays of grub to take back to the barracks,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Have you run into anyone else in the mess hall the last couple of nights?” I asked. 
 
    “No, no one,” Wilson replied, “but if we do, we’re just getting a snack before we go on duty.” 
 
    Before going into the mess hall, Wilson stopped and pulled something out of his pocket. 
 
    “Here, put this on,” Wilson said and handed me a ball cap. 
 
    “What’s this?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s your disguise,” Wilson replied as he put on his hat. 
 
    “This isn’t much of a disguise,” I said. 
 
    “I wanted to wear a fake mustache, but I couldn’t find anything to use to make one,” Wilson replied. “It’s the best I could do. It has worked so far.” 
 
    I pulled the hat down over my head, feeling a little foolish as the hat slid down over my eyes. 
 
    “You could have at least picked a hat that fit,” I growled. “I feel like a little kid wearing his dad’s hat.” 
 
      
 
    When we entered the mess hall, the place was empty and the lights were low, just like it had been all the other times I’d been here.  
 
    The metal blinds to the kitchen area were also closed, so it was impossible to tell who, if anyone, was back in the kitchen. In all the other mess halls I’d been in, you could always see the guys moving around from one stove or oven to the next as they busily prepared the day’s meals. Here, there wasn’t a sound. 
 
    At each of the windows, the metal barriers were pulled all the way down, but unlike all the other mess halls I’d seen, the barriers were pulled down and rested on top of metal bins that sat on the counter. The bins appeared to have a door on both the front and the back of the bins. We opened the front bin door to see what food was inside. The cooks would slide trays of food into the bins using the back door. It almost reminded me of a large vending machine, except we didn’t need to put in any money for the bin doors to be opened. 
 
      
 
    The first bin door we opened was filled with trays of hot pizza. 
 
    “Take a tray of Pizza,” Wilson whispered. “The guards really get excited when they see pizza. Make sure there is pepperoni on the tray you take. When they see pepperoni, they won’t bother asking any questions.” 
 
    I grabbed a tray of pepperoni pizza, then closed the bin door. I listened for a minute before closing the bin to see if I could hear anyone talking in the back, but there wasn’t a sound. 
 
    Wilson walked down two bins, as if he had memorized what was in each of the ten bins that lined the counter. He opened the bin and slid out a tray of burgers. 
 
    He looked at me and nodded for me to also take a tray from the bin. 
 
    When we each were holding a tray in each hand, he said, “OK, follow me.” 
 
      
 
    I followed Wilson out of the side door then we began to walk towards the large hangar that was about two hundred yards away. As we walked, I heard and could now see the dark shapes of three vehicles that had pulled up to the hangar, they sat there for a few minutes and then pulled away. 
 
    As we got closer, Wilson started to give me more instructions. 
 
    “When we get to the hangar, we will be met by two guards. It will at first seem like they just came out of nowhere, but they are standing guard in the dark shadows in front of the entrance door and you just can’t see them until they are right in front of you,” Wilson said. “Just let me do all the talking, they know my voice.” 
 
    “OK,” I replied, as I began to reconsider the sanity of my decision to go along with Wilson tonight. I felt like that any minute now I would open my eyes and find myself in the brig. 
 
    “When we get past the guards, we’ll go through a door into a dark room. The room is just a chamber we pass through so the light from inside the hangar won’t shine directly to the outside. We close the door then walk to the other end of the chamber and open the door that will get us inside the hangar,” Wilson continued. “Once inside the hangar, we’ll go to the left, that is where the elevator and the stairs are that we’ll take to go down to the next level. Just follow me and act like you have been here a dozen times before and no one will pay any attention to us.” 
 
      
 
    “I see it’s pizza time again,” a deep voice said in the darkness, scaring the shit out of me as two large dark figures suddenly appeared in front of us. 
 
    “I hope you’re hungry,” Wilson said. 
 
    “I’m always hungry for pizza,” another voice added. 
 
    “That’s what I figured,” Wilson laughed. “They were having a special on pizza today, so we brought you two trays tonight, just don’t tell anyone about the second tray.” 
 
    “You got it,” the first voice laughed. “I see Doctor Chen is on a burger binge again tonight.” 
 
    “How the hell can those guys see what is on these trays?” I thought. “I’m holding the trays right in front of me and I can’t see shit.” 
 
    “I don’t judge, my job is to just bring what they give me,” Wilson laughed. “I also made sure to bring you pepperoni pizza tonight. They set out a regular pizza, but I took one of the pepperoni trays instead and took off before they could see what I did.” 
 
    “We owe you one Pete,” the second voice laughed.  
 
    “Come on Charlie,” Wilson said to me, “Let’s get these burgers to the lab. I just hope the doc isn’t in a talkative mood again tonight and we can just get in and back out. The doc practically talked my ears off last night. He seems like a nice guy, but honestly, I couldn’t understand a thing he was saying, whatever he is working on is way over my head. Besides, I have a card game I don’t want to miss later tonight.” 
 
    The guards laughed then disappeared into the darkness, but I could hear them tearing open the pizza boxes, then the oohs and awes they made as they bit into the pizza.  
 
    When Wilson opened the door to the entrance chamber and pulled me inside letting the door click shut behind us, I said, “Pete and Charlie?” 
 
    “I’m not dumb enough to give them our real names,” Wilson laughed. “If anyone starts asking questions, they will be out looking for Pete and Charlie and not us.” 
 
    I was going to tell Wilson that since there seemed to only be a handful of people on this base, regardless of what we called ourselves, it wouldn’t take long to identify our voices, but decided to keep it to myself until we made it back to our barracks. 
 
      
 
    We next entered the main area of the hangar. I didn’t expect what we saw next. By the way Wilson had talked, I expected to see the hangar crammed full of monitors being closely watched by technicians. However, what we saw next was underwhelming to say the least. The hangar was mostly empty with a few lights hanging from the ceiling that barely provided enough light to see by. In the far corner were two desks with four monitors mounted to the wall above the desks. The view on the monitors changed every few minutes, at this distance I couldn’t see much, but I could see enough to know what they were looking at were pictures of somewhere in deep space. I wasn’t a missile specialist, but it seemed odd that the cameras were scanning somewhere in deep space instead of analyzing continents around the globe to detect a missile launch. 
 
      
 
    “I expected to see a lot more than this,” I whispered. 
 
    “Don’t talk now,” Wilson replied. “Just keep walking.” 
 
    I followed Wilson to the elevators. There were three elevators at the left side of the hangar, two normal sized doors which I assumed where for transporting people to the lower levels and one massive elevator platform. The massive platform was large enough to hold a fighter jet or maybe missile launchers. I assumed this was the elevator that they used to take the extra missiles below for storage until they were needed. 
 
    When we reached the elevators, Wilson lead me off to the side where the door to the stairwell was hidden in the shadows. 
 
      
 
    “Down the stairs,” Wilson whispered. “We should be able to use the stairs to get down below without running into anyone.” 
 
    When we started down the stairs, I said, “I expected to see a lot more activity in the main hangar,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, what you will see below will more than make up for that,” Wilson replied. “You won’t believe what is going on down on the second and third levels.” 
 
    “What is on the first level?” I asked. “You didn’t say what you saw on the first or fourth level last night.” 
 
    “I didn’t get a chance to check out those levels last night. Since the guards were expecting me to deliver food to the second level, I went there first in case they called down to verify that I actually delivered food to the lab. I didn’t want them to come looking for me,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Good idea,” I said. 
 
    “Since they seem to trust me now,” Wilson continued, “I thought we could check out the other two levels tonight.” 
 
    “I’m surprised that you have put so much thought into this,” I said. “I didn’t take you for an uncover type of guy.” 
 
    “If you remember we all had to take a course on what to do if we were captured. How to make your captors trust you and how to escape,” Wilson replied. “Unlike the rest of you guys, I didn’t sleep through the class and I actually learned a few things.” 
 
    “You never cease to amaze me Wilson,” I said. 
 
    “Well, then be prepared to be amazed beyond your wildest dreams tonight, Mike,” Wilson smiled. “Because you haven’t seen anything yet.” 
 
      
 
    When we reached the door to the first sub level, Wilson signaled me to be quiet, then he put his ear to the door and listened. 
 
    “It seems quiet here,” Wilson said. “When I open the door, just hold the trays out in front of you and act normal. If anyone stops us, just say we made a mistake. We weren’t paying attention and were delivering food to the lab. We just got off on the wrong floor.” 
 
    I nodded, then Wilson opened the door and we stepped out of the stairwell. 
 
      
 
    We blinked our eyes a few times until we adjusted to the bright light on the first level. In the center of the large cavernous second level was a large enclosure made of glass, or some transparent material. Spotlights shined down into the center of the enclosure from the ceiling, brightly illuminating what was inside. Inside the enclosure was some large, for lack of a better term, object. The object was fifty feet long, forty feet wide, thirty feet thick and floated three feet off the floor. If I was a UFO fanatic like Wilson, I would say I was looking at an alien spaceship, but I’m not Wilson. But I couldn’t think of a better description at the moment. Wilson just stood, staring in amazement at the object. 
 
    “I knew it,” Wilson muttered with his mouth hanging open. 
 
    “What is it?” I asked out loud without thinking. 
 
    “It’s an alien space craft,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “It could just be a meteor or something,” I said. “It doesn’t look like any spacecraft that I’ve ever seen before.” 
 
    “That’s because it’s an alien spacecraft,” Wilson replied. “It’s beautiful.” 
 
    “It looks like a big rock,” I said. “It could be a meteor that crashed out in the desert and they brought it here to study it and find out what it is made of.” 
 
    “But it’s just floating there in midair,” Wilson replied. “I bet it is an alien space craft that crashed in the desert. They brought it here before the aliens could repair whatever the problem was and then fly away. They must be waiting to see if the aliens are going to come out and try to communicate. That’s why they have it encased in some kind of invisible forcefield so it can’t fly away.” 
 
    Wilson pulled out his phone and began to take pictures of the object. 
 
      
 
    I looked around the large bay and noticed the equipment that seemed to be monitoring the object, but fortunately I didn’t see anyone else on this level. 
 
      
 
    As we stared at the object, the object appeared to drift towards us, it moved closer to us until it bumped into the glass enclosure, a few feet away from us. 
 
    “Let’s get out of here before someone comes down here, I’m sure that thing has just set off some kind of alarm and someone will be here in a few minutes to see why that thing just ran into the enclosure,” I said. 
 
    “I bet it came towards us because it saw us and wants to check us out,” Wilson replied excitedly. “I bet the aliens are as curious about us as we are of them.” 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what this damn thing is,” I said. “but I don’t want anyone to find us here if they come down to see why it hit the glass. Let’s get the hell out of here.” 
 
    “OK,” Wilson replied as he took a few more pictures. “We can come back down here tomorrow night and see if it was able to break out or if the aliens decided to come out and look around. This is so exciting.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t expect for the object to try to break out of the enclosure or for any little green men to come out of the object to go for a stroll, I was sure there was something else going on here. However, I didn’t feel it was advisable to hang around much longer to find out what it was. This level was too wide open and brightly lit with few places to hide if someone did come down to find out why the object had run into the barrier. Besides, I was more interested in determining what Wilson had see on the lower floors. The pictures Wilson had shown us were troubling and I wanted to see for myself what was down there. A floating rock was interesting, but to me, not all that exciting. 
 
      
 
    Wilson finally stopped taking pictures, slipped his phone back into his pocket, then picked up his tray of burgers. 
 
    “Follow me,” Wilson smiled. 
 
      
 
    As we went into the stairwell, I head the elevator door swish open and the sound of voices and feet running into the area where we had just left. I wasn’t sure what we had just observed, but I was sure of one thing, that was a little too close for comfort. 
 
      
 
    We carefully walked down the dimly lit stairwell, listening to be sure that there wasn’t anyone coming up the stairs or following us as we went down. 
 
    When we reached the door for the second level, Wilson grabbed the door handle and looked at me to be sure I was ready move out of the stairwell. 
 
    I looked at Wilson, shook my head no and motioned for him to continue down to the third level. 
 
    “Don’t you want to see the lab?” Wilson whispered. 
 
    “Maybe later,” I whispered back. “I want to see those people in the pictures you showed us. If we have time, we can stop here on the way back.” 
 
    Wilson nodded, “OK, I think we can set these trays down here. I don’t think we will need them below, and we can move around easier without them.” 
 
    We put the trays down quietly then started down to the third level. 
 
      
 
    When we reached the door for the third level, Wilson motioned for me to be quiet, then he slowly opened the door and took a quick look into the third level. 
 
    He pulled his head back into the stairwell and looked at me. 
 
    “There are two guys on the floor doing something with one of the patients in the back corner,” Wilson whispered. “I don’t think we will be able to go in until they leave.” 
 
    I thought for a second and decided that I should at least get a fast look at what was in there.  
 
    “Let me take a look,” I said as I moved next to Wilson. 
 
    “The doctors are in the back to the far left,” Wilson said. “Just don’t make any fast moves. They are focusing on the patient they are working on so they shouldn’t be looking this way unless something attracts their attention.” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    I slowly opened the door and began to press my face against the opening between the door and the door frame. 
 
    A powerful strong odor that took my breath away, hit me when I started to push my head out of the stairwell. 
 
    The smell reminded me of roadkill in the middle of a long hot summer day in July. 
 
    I quickly pulled my head back and gasped to get fresh air in my lungs and that smell out of my nose. 
 
    “Hold your breath as long as you can, then breath slowly,” Wilson said. “Use your shirt sleeve, hold it over your nose, that will help some.” 
 
    When the shock of the smell subsided, I held my sleeve over my nose and slowly opened the door to try this again. 
 
    Even through my shirt sleeve the smell was horrendous, but at least this time I was expecting it. 
 
      
 
    I looked first at the beds closer to where I was and to the right side of the large third level area. 
 
    Wilson had been right, it looked like a massive hospital ward full of emergency victims from some major disaster. The people were all unconscious, strapped down on the beds with clear tubes running to various parts of their bodies. They looked pale, thin and seriously ill. 
 
    I slowly pushed my head out of the space between the door and the frame as I turned my head to take a look off to the left side of the ward. 
 
    I almost jerked my head back inside the doorway when I spotted two men in hazmat suites standing over a bed in the far left corner. But when I looked again, I could see that they were occupied and working carefully, focusing their full attention on something on the bed in front of them. I didn’t want to press my luck, but I felt I could at least get a fast look at what was in the back of the ward before closing the door and moving on to the next level below. 
 
    As I pushed my head into the room a little further, I began to see heads of the bodies strapped down on the beds in the back of the ward raise up off the beds and look in my direction. Then as my attention began to focus on the heads, I realized were all looking my way. I felt my body freeze when I looked at their faces, my breathing stopped, and my heart began to pound in my chest. 
 
    The faces were little more than skulls, half the skin on their faces was gone, most of their eyes were missing. 
 
    Their jaws were hanging open, then their teeth began to open and close, filling the ward with a snapping sound. 
 
    I quickly pulled my head back into the stairwell and softly closed the door. I was afraid the movement, the faces looking in my direction and the growing clacking noise would get the attention of the two men in the room who would then come to investigate. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get out of here,” I whispered to Wilson. “I think I might have been seen by a few of those people in the back. We should go down to the next level before anyone comes over to the stairwell to investigate.” 
 
    “One of the doctors saw you?” Wilson asked looking concerned. 
 
    “No, some of the patients in the back,” I replied. The sight of the people in the back was disturbing, from what I saw those people shouldn’t have been alive, let alone moving and looking in my direction. I was only able to get a fast glimpse, but the pictures Wilson had showed us didn’t do justice to the horrors I just saw. 
 
    I added, “When the coast is clear, we need to come back and examine more closely what is in that room.” 
 
    “Let’s go down to the last level and we can stop here before we leave,” Wilson replied. 
 
    I just nodded and started to slowly go down the stairs. I held on to the railings as we descended to steady my shaking, unsteady legs. 
 
    I wasn’t sure if we should go down to the next level or turn and run like hell while we had the chance. 
 
      
 
    When we reached the door to the next and final level, I practically had to restrain Wilson before he could yank the door wide open and run into this last level in search of aliens. The light in the stairwell was very low, but I could clearly see the nervous excitement in Wilson’s body language. 
 
    “You wait here and let me open the door to see what’s on the other side,” I said, “you’re need to relax before you explode.” 
 
    “This is the door I’ve been waiting to open all my life,” Wilson grinned. “I just know this has to be where they are keeping the alien bodies that they have recovered from the different crash sites over the years. If I’m lucky, we’ll also find that they have captured a few living specimens, or that they have a few aliens working with our people on this level. Some of the recent discoveries and some of the new Air Force planes and weapons that have been developed could only have been developed with the help of alien intelligence, they are so far above earth’s abilities.” 
 
    “I’m afraid you are going to be seriously disappointed when we open that door,” I whispered, “because I haven’t seen anything here tonight that convinces me that this place has anything to do with aliens or UFOs.” 
 
    “You’re joking,” Wilson replied. “This place is proof to me that the government has been hiding evidence of alien contact from us for years.” 
 
    “What proof?” I asked. 
 
    “How about that alien ship up on the first level?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “You mean that floating rock?” I replied. “That could simply be a meteor that struck earth and was brought here to be studied. It could be made of a material that is resistant to earth’s gravity and our scientists are studying it to find out why. Or our scientists have developed some kind of anti-gravity force that they are testing using that big rock. It could be a hundred different things.” 
 
    “I still feel it is an alien craft, but how about the alien brain implants on the third level?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I agree that there is something seriously wrong going on up there,” I replied, “but I haven’t seen anything that says alien involvement to me.” 
 
    “Why are all those people on the third level, people that have been abducted by aliens?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “People that have claimed to have been abducted by aliens,” I replied. “There has never been any actual proof that they had been abducted by aliens or even that there are any actual aliens.” 
 
    “Mike, all of this can’t just be a coincidence,” Wilson smiled. “There has been UFO sightings for over fifty years that the government has been trying to cover up. The freedom of information act has revealed UFO sightings by Air Force and Navy pilots as recently as over the last five years, and I’m sure you would agree that those people are not some wackos that are easily swayed or make up shit like that.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and said, “I agree the government has been covering up and trying to keep all kind of weird and sick shit from us, but I don’t think UFOs and aliens are part of it. Besides, I don’t want you to be disappointed when we open this door and all you find is a janitor’s closet complete with a bucket and a mop.” 
 
    “Even if that is all we find behind this door, I will not be disappointed,” Wilson smiled. “I’ve discovered the holy grail of alien contact here. I can’t wait to see that Professor Johnson again and tell him what I’ve discovered. He is going to be thrilled to get this information, it will give him all the information he needs to confirm his theories about alien contact. With this information he may even be able to determine why the aliens have been coming to our planet all these years.” 
 
    “Wilson,” I said shaking my head, “I think you are a lost cause. You need to keep an open mind and stop seeing little green men behind every stone. I agree that there is something strange going on around here and that it is something that maybe we really don’t want to know about. In fact, it might be a good idea that if we manage to get out of here, that we stay the hell away from this place.” 
 
    “Mike, you have always been so skeptical about everything,” Wilson smiled. “What do you say we just open the door and see what is inside?” 
 
      
 
    “OK, I give up,” I smiled. I then turned to open the door. 
 
    Wilson moved in close so he would be able to see into the fourth level as soon as the door began to open. 
 
    I pushed down on the handle and slowly pushed the door. 
 
    The first thing I noticed as the door began to open was the hot humid air that poured out into the stairwell. The second thing I noticed was the eerie green light that lit up the area where we were standing. 
 
    “Aliens are far more advanced than us, but their bodies are more fragile than ours,” Wilson whispered, “they need a warmer, softer environment that is more like their home world when they come to earth.” 
 
    “Of course,” I whispered sarcastically. 
 
      
 
    We both stared into the area as I slowly pushed the door open further. A thin, delicate shadow moved across the wall across from where we stood. As I followed the shadow moving across the room, I looked up at the ceiling as a movement caught my eye. 
 
    “Oh shit,” I said as I quickly pulled the door closed. 
 
    “Why did you close the door?” Wilson asked, sounding disappointed. “We were just about to meet our first living alien in person.” 
 
    “We need to get out of here fast,” I said as I looked around the ceiling and the upper areas on the walls of the stairwell. I grabbed Wilson’s arm and pulled him into the shadows. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” Wilson asked. “I don’t think we were in any danger.” 
 
    “We’re in a shit load of danger,” I replied. “Keep your hat pulled down over your face and follow me.” 
 
    “I don’t understand,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Cameras,” I replied. “We have been so busy looking around at all this shit down here that we forgot to look for cameras.” 
 
    “Where?” Wilson asked and started to look around. 
 
    “Keep your head down,” I whispered as I grabbed Wilson to keep him from lifting his head and showing his face. “When I was watching that shadow moving across the room, I spotted a camera scanning the room as it panned the room, moving from right to left. Then I started looking around the stairwell, there is a camera directly above our heads. Who knows how many cameras have captured our movements since we entered this damn hangar?” 
 
    “Are you sure they’re working?” Wilson asked. “Why hasn’t someone come down here looking for us?” 
 
    “As lax as security has been around here, maybe they haven’t been watching the monitors too closely, feeling that there wasn’t any way someone could sneak into the facility and do what we’re doing. Maybe they aren’t even watching the monitors in real time, but sooner or later someone is going to look up at the monitors or they are going to review the recordings, then all hell is going to break loose around here. We need to get out of here now. Keep your head down and start moving and you better hope to hell that we can get out of here before someone sees us on the monitor.” 
 
      
 
    We slowly but steadily walked up the steps and went out through the main entrance. 
 
    My heart almost jumped out of my chest when the guards appeared out of the darkness as we went outside. 
 
    Fortunately, the guards just wanted to express their appreciation for the pizza, laugh about Doctor Chen being in another talkative mood again tonight and tell us that they looked forward to seeing us again tomorrow night. 
 
    We exchanged a few pleasantries, then hurried back to the barracks. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    When we returned to the barracks, the guys were getting ready to go on duty. It was 2130 hours already and they were starting to worry how they were going to cover for two missing men tonight. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my blue armband, slipped it on my arm then dropped down on my bunk feeling exhausted. 
 
    “Shit,” I said as I leaned forward and rested my forehead in my hands. 
 
    “What happened?” Joe asked as the others gathered around me. 
 
    “Cameras.” I said. “They had cameras mounted everywhere inside the hangar monitoring everything going on inside that place. I didn’t even think of looking for cameras until we were down on the fourth level.” 
 
    “But we had on disguises, maybe no one will recognize us,” Wilson said. “Besides we didn’t do anything but walk around acting normal, maybe no one noticed us. I’ve been in the hangar for the last three nights and no one has said a word or have come looking for me. I don’t think we need to worry about it.” 
 
    “Wilson has a point,” Joe said. “If they are keeping track of us using these arm bands, they will think you have been in the barracks all evening.” 
 
    “The stairwell was too dark to be able to get a clear picture that could identify us,” Wilson added. 
 
    “Unless the cameras have night vision capabilities, which I’m sure they do,” I replied. 
 
    “But if Wilson has been in there for three nights in a row and no one has come looking for him, maybe the damn cameras don’t even work,” Joe said. “You know the military, when it comes to maintenance, security cameras probably rank near the bottom of their priority list.” 
 
    “Yeah, I think all we need to do is just sit tight and if anyone asks, we’ve been here all evening,” Wilson said. “If they had been able to clearly identify us, we’d have known about it by now.” 
 
    “I don’t think we really have a choice but to play dumb,” I replied. “It’s either that or just go over and lock ourselves in the brig.” 
 
      
 
    “We’ll vouch for you,” Al grinned. “You have been here all night.” 
 
    “That’s right, you have been here all night,” Bud added, then asked, “Now, tell us what you saw over there tonight.” 
 
    “They have a live alien down on the fourth level,” Wilson chimed in, “and we found an alien spaceship on the first level.” 
 
    “No shit!” Bud replied. 
 
    “Was the alien green?” Al asked. “Or did it have that milky white transparent skin that they always show on the Twilight Zone?” 
 
    “There is a real alien spaceship in that hangar?” Bud exclaimed. “How big is it?” 
 
    Joe looked at me, grinned and asked, “We just heard what Wilson saw, Mike what did you see? What’s really down there?” 
 
    Bud and Al turned and looked at me anxiously. 
 
    “Well, there is definitely something going on down there that could get us killed if anyone finds out that we were down there,” I replied. “There are some kind of sick experiments taking place down on that third level. The pictures Wilson showed us don’t come close to showing the horror I felt when I stuck my head in there. If you ask me, what is going on down there is illegal, or at least it should be.” 
 
    “What about the alien and the spaceship?” Bud asked. 
 
    “I saw a floating rock,” I replied, “and a shadow moving around down on the fourth level…” 
 
    “The fourth level has been converted into an artificial atmosphere like is on the alien’s home planet so he can survive here on earth,” Wilson butted in. “The so-called floating rock is over fifty feet long. It’s the size of an alien spaceship. Alien spaceships don’t look like they do in cartoons, they’re not saucer shaped.” 
 
      
 
    I got up and headed for the bathroom. 
 
    “We can talk about this later. Let’s just leave it for now that there is a lot of crazy shit happening over there,” I said. “We need to get out front before the truck gets here. The last thing we need to do right now is to draw attention to ourselves by getting reported to Mitchell by the driver because we were late for our ride. I don’t want to try and explain why we were late for duty tonight.” 
 
      
 
    We all finished getting ready and went out in front of the barracks as the truck was pulling up. 
 
    “So, we can rule out little green men and flying saucers?” Joe smiled as we walked towards the truck. 
 
    “To tell you the truth Joe, I don’t think we can rule out anything,” I replied. “The only thing I can say for sure is that whatever is going on over there scares the hell out of me. I’ve never seen anything like what I saw over there tonight.” 
 
    “Are you going back again tomorrow night?” he asked. 
 
    “Hell no,” I replied. “I’m not going anywhere near that place again and if Wilson gets any ideas, I say we tie him up and keep him in the barracks until we get transferred out of here.” 
 
    Joe laughed, but he was looking unsure what to make of my response. 
 
      
 
      
 
    We arrived at the bunker ten minutes later. 
 
    Joe, Al and Bud took up their usual position in the trench and began to scan the area in front of the fence with their night vision goggles. 
 
    Wilson and I went into the bunker and examined the monitors. 
 
    “Mike, about what we saw tonight,” Wilson started. 
 
    “I think we need to just do our job and let what we saw sink in,” I replied. “After we sleep on it, we can discuss what we saw with a fresh mind. We saw so damn much that I just need to think about it, try to figure out what it means. We also need to stick to our story that we never left the barracks and hope to hell no one was able to identify us.” 
 
    “OK,” Wilson said. “But I think we stumbled onto to something really big here.” 
 
    “I agree with that,” I replied. “By the way Wilson, I’m not a UFO fanatic like you, and I haven’t figured out what the hell is going on around here, but I haven’t ruled out little green men and flying saucers.” 
 
    Wilson smiled. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later, Joe came running into the bunker. 
 
    “Mike, we have another heat pocket,” Mike said urgently. 
 
    “Just keep an eye on it,” I replied.  
 
    “I have been keeping an eye on it,” Joe replied. “But there is something different about this one.” 
 
    “Like what?” I asked. 
 
    “This one instead of drifting off to the west and disappearing like all the others,” Joe replied. “This one is heading straight for us. I estimate it will be on us in thirty seconds.” 
 
    “Get Al and Bud and get inside the bunker,” I said quickly.  
 
    Joe turned and ran back out to the trench. 
 
    “Anything on your monitor?” I asked Wilson. 
 
    “Nothing, as usual,” Wilson replied. “What are you thinking?” 
 
    “I’m thinking that us being where we were tonight and now this so-called heat pocket acting strangely and coming our way is just too much of a coincidence,” I replied.  
 
      
 
    Joe, Al and Bud ran into the bunker and closed the door. 
 
    “It’s almost here,” Joe said. “Now what?” 
 
    “Just sit tight and keep your eyes open for anything unusual,” I replied. 
 
    We watched as the heat pocket moved over the bunker, then it slowly settled down over us. 
 
    The stars grew dim and soon we found ourselves, except for the low glow coming from the monitors, surrounded by total darkness. 
 
    I was about to ask Wilson to check his monitor again when I was distracted by a fine mist that started coming into the bunker under the door. 
 
    I then began to feel light-headed. 
 
    I noticed Joe falling to the floor. Al fell against the monitors then slid to the floor. 
 
    I saw Wilson run towards the door, then everything went black as I felt myself hitting the floor and my thoughts faded out completely. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    I remembered starting to wake up and then realizing that I couldn’t move, my arms and legs seemed to be tied down or glued to my sides. 
 
    I opened my eyes, but I couldn’t see anything. 
 
    Well, I could see light coming through something that was covering my face and eyes, but all I could make out were shadows that seemed to be floating around in front of me. 
 
    I felt warm, the air around me felt warm and dry, and whatever I was laying on felt soft and warm. 
 
      
 
    I then felt a sharp pain in my head, and I could hear sounds. The sounds seemed like voices, but I couldn’t understand what the voices were saying. At least I thought the sounds were voices, the sound was rhythmic and pleasant sounding. Each sound seemed to receive an answer in that same rhythmic sound. 
 
    Something touched my arm, then quickly moved away. Then something touched my head, then other areas on my body, but quickly stopped. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what was touching me, and some of the touches felt uncomfortable and I wondered who or what was touching me and why were they touching me. 
 
    I tried to speak, but something in my mouth and down my throat stopped me from speaking, so I just laid there and tried to determine where I was and who was touching me. 
 
    The last I remembered, I was in the bunker and a heat pocket was coming towards us. 
 
    No, now I remember, it wasn’t coming towards us, it had already made it, it had surrounded the bunker and I remembered a mist. 
 
      
 
    I grew tired trying to remember things and trying to understand why I couldn’t move. I grew more and more tired, then I felt myself falling asleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I again felt myself regaining consciousness, I didn’t know if I had been out for a few minutes or a few days. 
 
    I can’t remember how many times this has happened, but I’m trying to remain as motionless as possible because I’ve noticed that if I try to move my arms or legs, or I move my head too much, I hear those rhythmic sounds again, then something starts to touch me and then I lose consciousness again. 
 
    It makes me wonder where I am and what is happening to me. I wish whoever is touching me would stop it, it is starting to become annoying, but there doesn’t seem to be anything I can do about it. 
 
    I just felt a sharp pain in my leg and now everything seems to be fading. 
 
    What the hell is going on? 
 
      
 
    I can feel myself waking again, someone or something is touching me and I am really getting annoyed at where they are touching me. Why do they have to touch me there? 
 
    Then my mind wanders and I start to think about Wilson and Joe. I couldn’t quite remember where I had been, but something in the back of my mind kept shouting at me and telling me not to tell anyone anything.  
 
    Tell anyone what? I can’t remember. 
 
    I then started to get paranoid, am I being held prisoner? 
 
    Is that why I’m here? 
 
    What do they want to know? I can’t seem to remember much of anything that anyone would want to know. 
 
    What is going to happen to me if I can’t remember what they want to know? 
 
    What is going to happen to me if I can remember what they want to know? 
 
      
 
    Suddenly the material that was covering my face and eyes was lifted off my face, the bright light hanging above my face blinded me and I quickly shut my eyes tightly to ease the pain. 
 
    I then heard a shriek, and whatever had been over my face quickly covered my face once again. 
 
    I then heard a flurry of rhythmic sounds coming from all around me, then I felt a pinch on my arm and the darkness once again closed in around me. 
 
      
 
    I was awakened once again, this time by a sharp pain in my head. 
 
    My God, I’m going to go mad. 
 
    How long have I been here, a few minutes, a few days, a year? Why am I here? Why the hell doesn’t someone tell me what I’m doing here? 
 
    I have the feeling that they want something from me, but I don’t know what it is. I can’t make sense out of anything I hear. I wish I could see something and why the hell does someone keep touching me like that? 
 
    I felt my heart rate go up and could feel the pounding in my chest. 
 
    Then came that familiar pinch on my arm and everything faded. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Once again, I felt myself regaining consciousness. 
 
    How many times have I gone through this? How many more times do I have to go through this? 
 
    I was feeling frustrated, but my mind felt clearer and I was cold. The air around me felt much cooler than I remember it being, the last few dozen times I’d awakened. 
 
    Has it only been a few dozen times, I had lost track? I had tried to count the number of times I had awakened feeling frustrated and confused, but I kept forgetting what number I had counted up to the last time I was awake. 
 
    I wish someone would tell me what the hell they want and what I can do to get out of here. 
 
      
 
    I could feel the anger deep down inside of me and I finally felt myself calling out, “Where the hell am I?” 
 
    Not only could I feel myself calling out, I heard myself. 
 
    My throat hurt like hell after the effort, but I was amazed that I had finally been able to make a sound. The tubes that had been down my throat were now gone. 
 
      
 
    “You’re in the hospital,” a voice said. 
 
    I was shocked, I had finally heard someone say something that I could understand. 
 
    “Hello, is someone there?” I asked softly. I had to ask softly, after shouting, even when I wasn’t trying to speak my throat was sore and throbbing. 
 
    “I see you are finally awake,” the voice said. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Who are you?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m your nurse,” the voice replied, then it struck me for the first time that the voice was a woman’s voice. 
 
    “I’m in the hospital?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” she replied. 
 
    “Why?” I asked. “Why am I here?” 
 
    “It seems you had a bad accident,” she replied. 
 
    “I did?” I asked. “What kind of accident?” 
 
    “I believe there was an explosion and you are lucky to be alive,” she replied. 
 
    “I don’t remember any explosion,” I said. 
 
    “Temporary amnesia is common when one has been involved in the type of accident you had,” she replied. “Can you tell me your name?” 
 
    “Of course I can tell you my name,” I replied, then I got suspicious. “But why do you want to know my name? You say I’m in the hospital and that you are my nurse, but how do I know that is true? I could be being held prisoner and you are just trying to find out who I am.” 
 
    “So, you think I’m trying to trick you?” the voice replied with a hint of humor clearly sounding in her voice. 
 
    “Could be,” I replied. 
 
    “How about if I tell you my name?” she asked. 
 
    “You could be giving me a fake name and I would have no way of knowing,” I replied. “Besides, if you were my nurse, you should already know my name.” 
 
    “I do know your name, it’s right here on your chart,” she replied. 
 
    “Then why do I need to tell you my name?” I asked. 
 
    “In case you forgot,” she replied. “We were talking about you possibly having temporary amnesia. I was just trying to determine if you could remember who you are. It would help me determine how serious your situation might be.” 
 
    “Oh,” I laughed. “Well, how about we do this. If you are really telling me the truth, if I give you five names and you can tell me which one is mine on the first try, I just might believe you.” 
 
    “OK, if that will make you feel better,” she replied. 
 
    “OK, here are the five names, George, Tom, Albert, Ralph or Timothy,” I said. 
 
    “Now you’re trying to trick me,” she replied, “because none of those are your name.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, I’m sure,” she replied. 
 
    “Well then, how about Mike, Bud, Mickey, Joe or Bob?’ I asked. 
 
    “That’s better Mike,” she replied then asked. “Will you just tell me your last name without us having to play fifty questions. Your mind is obviously better than you are letting on.” 
 
    “Hodges,” I replied. 
 
    “Mike, your mind appears to be working fine and I would think that your memory should return in a few days,” she replied. “I’ve been involved with a few cases where the patient wasn’t able to remember their own name for two weeks.” 
 
    “So, what is your name?” I asked. 
 
    “Susan,” she replied. 
 
    “So, Susan, are you going to remove whatever this is on my face so I can see you?” I asked. 
 
    “Not today, maybe tomorrow if the doctor says it is OK,” Susan replied. 
 
    “What is this on my face?” I asked. 
 
    “Just a gauze bandage to protect your eyes from the light,” Susan replied. “The explosion bruised your eyeballs and the doctor felt that your eyes should be covered to give your eyes a chance to heal before being exposed to any bright light.” 
 
    “I can’t move my arms or legs,” I said. “Is there a reason why I can’t do that? I didn’t lose any limbs or anything in the explosion, did I?” 
 
    “No, we had to restrain your arms and legs so you wouldn’t pull out any of your tubes or monitors,” Susan replied. “You wouldn’t be still so for your own safety we had to restrain you.” 
 
      
 
    After another minute I asked. 
 
    “Susan, are you still there?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m still here.” She replied. 
 
    “You say I’ve been here for a month?” I asked. 
 
    “A little over a month,” she replied. 
 
    “I kept hearing strange soft sounds when I would come to,” I said. “I thought it was someone talking but it sounded so strange, like birds singing or imitating a human voice, but I couldn’t make out what the voices were saying. Do you know what that was?” 
 
    “I’m not sure,” she replied. “Your head has been bandaged and the bandages covered your ears, maybe what you heard was the doctors and nurses talking when they were treating you, but the bandages muffled and changed the sounds.” 
 
    “I guess you could be right,” I replied. “I also felt some one touching me a lot, who was that?” 
 
    “That was probably me,” Susan replied. “I had to take your temperature every day, replace the IVs and bandages, check for bed sores, give you injections and change your catheter.” 
 
    “Catheter,” I said. “Did you have to replace it every day?” 
 
    “No, I only had to replace it once each week,” Susan replied. 
 
    “It seemed like every time I woke up someone was down there,” I replied. “I was beginning to wonder why someone was spending so much time down there.” 
 
    Susan chuckled, “Sorry if my cold hands disturbed you.” 
 
      
 
    “When am I going to get out of here?” I asked after another few minutes. 
 
    “The doctor will give us a better idea about that after he examines you tomorrow morning,” Susan replied. “Right now, I’m going to give you another shot to make you sleep. You need to rest.” 
 
    “I think that’s all I’ve been doing,” I replied. “I want to get out of here and go back to work. I don’t know how much more of this laying around I can take.” 
 
    “If you behave yourself and do what the doctor tells you, he might release you to light duty in a few days,” Susan said, “as long as your eyes pass the doctors inspection tomorrow. Are you feeling a little tired now after playing fifty questions with me?” 
 
    “A little,” I admitted. 
 
    I heard the sound of Susan’s footsteps as she moved closer to my bed. 
 
    “You are going to feel a little pinch, just relax,” she said. “Then you are going to go to sleep. I’ll see you again in the morning.” 
 
    “It was nice talking to you,” I said. “I feel better knowing that I’m not being held prisoner somewhere, I was beginning to worry about that possibility. Of course, until I get the bandages off my eyes, I still can’t be sure I’m not being held prisoner. Even so, it was finally nice being able to talk to someone again.” 
 
    “Go to sleep Mike,” Susan laughed, then I felt another pinch and fell into another deep sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    I started to wake up when I felt someone touching my face. 
 
    “Susan, is that you?” I asked. 
 
    “No, this is Doctor Stanley,” a man’s voice said. 
 
    “Susan said a doctor would be stopping by to remove my bandages and check my eyes in the morning,” I said. “Is it morning now?” 
 
    “Yes, it’s morning,” the doctor replied. 
 
    “So if my eyes pass your inspection does that mean I can get out of here?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “He asks a lot of questions,” I heard Susan’s voice say to the doctor. “I had to play fifty questions with him yesterday to get him to tell me his name. He also thinks we’re holding him prisoner and our goal is to force secret information out of him.” 
 
    “Is that what you think?” the doctor laughed. 
 
    “Until you remove the bandages so I can see, I’m not ruling anything out,” I replied. 
 
    “You do know that to get information I wouldn’t have to go through all the trouble of trying to interrogate you?” the doctor asked. “I could just give you a shot that would make you tell me anything I wanted to know.” 
 
    “I think I remember hearing about those kind of shots,” I replied. “I also remember being jabbed by a needle an awful lot since I’ve been here. I hope you got whatever information you were looking for.” 
 
    The doctor laughed again. 
 
      
 
    “Susan, please turn the lights down,” the doctor said. “Now in a moment, I’m going to remove the bandages covering your eyes. Keep your eyes closed until I tell you to open them, then I want you to open your eyes slowly to give your eyes a chance to adjust to the light.” 
 
    “OK,” I replied. 
 
    I could feel the doctor slowly unwrapping the gauze, then pulling tape or something sticky from around my eyes. 
 
    Finally he said, “Open your eyes very slowly.” 
 
    I slowly started to open my eyes, but quickly closed them again as a pain shot through my eyes. 
 
    I tried to move my hands up to cover my eyes, but I still couldn’t move my hands. 
 
    “Would it be possible to take the restraints off my arms so I can use my hands?” I asked. 
 
    “Susan,” the doctor said. “I think we can do that, most of the tubes and wires have been removed and Mr. Hodges seems to be aware now of what he is doing.” 
 
    “Promise you won’t try to escape?” Susan asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” I replied and laughed. 
 
      
 
    I could feel Susan pulling at the restraints on my wrists then finally I was able to move my hands. 
 
    I moved them up to my face and began to feel my face and head. 
 
    “It seems that everything is still here,” I said as I finally held my hands over my eyes, then I slow reopened my eyes and looked through the spaces between my fingers. It took a few minutes for my eyes to adjust before I slowly removed my hands. 
 
    I could then see the doctor, a man in his mid-fifties, dark thinning hair, a little gray around the sides, wearing white scrubs over a green military uniform. He was watching me carefully, studying my face. 
 
    “How many fingers am I holding up?” he asked then held up three fingers. 
 
    “Three and a half,” I replied. 
 
    “His eyes are fine, but I’m starting to worry about his mental state of mind,” Susan said. 
 
    I turned to see a small blonde girl in a green army uniform, holding a clipboard, standing to my left. 
 
    When I saw the ornery grin on her face I couldn’t help myself. “I must have died and gone to heaven,” I smiled. 
 
    “I see what you mean about his mental state,” the doctor grinned. 
 
    “If I had a dollar for every time I’ve heard that line from a man that just came out of a coma, I could retire,” Susan laughed. “Mike, I had expected a better line than that from you.” 
 
    “Sorry, but I’m not exactly at my best,” I replied. “I’ll try to do better tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    I turned my attention back to the doctor. 
 
    “Well Doc, what do you think?” I asked. “When can I get out of here?” 
 
    “I don’t think we should be in too much of a hurry,” the doctor replied. “You have suffered a severe concussion and your body has been immobilized for over a month. Your muscles are weak and it will take a few days for you to get your feet back under you. I also want you to rest your eyes as much as possible the next few days. I want to observe your retinas to be sure that they won’t suffer any tears as your eye muscles begin to work again.  If after three days all appears to be progressing normally, we’ll talk about a possible discharge.” 
 
    “Will I have to stay in this bed the entire time,” I asked. 
 
    “Susan will get you a walker and you can try to walk around your bed a little,” the doctor replied. “Don’t over do it, a few steps this morning, a few more this afternoon. When Susan feels you are making progress, then maybe you can try to walk down the hall.” 
 
    “Thank You,” I said.  
 
      
 
    The doctor signed my chart and wrote down his instructions, said a few words to Susan, then left my room. 
 
    When the doctor was gone, I looked at Susan. 
 
    “Maybe if I start walking OK, we could go visit my friends,” I said. “Do you know what room they are in and how they are doing?” 
 
    “What friends would that be?” Susan asked. 
 
    “There were five of us together when the accident happened,” I replied. “I remember there were five of us together, but as hard as I try, I can’t remember anything about the accident.” 
 
    “I don’t know anything about your friends,” Susan said. “But if you can give me their names, I’ll see what I can find out about them. Do you remember their names?” 
 
    “Of course I remember their names,” I replied. 
 
    “Just testing you,” Susan smiled. 
 
    “Their names are Joe Bennet, Albert Thomas, Bud Frick and Mickey DeAngelo, but Mickey goes by the name of Wilson,” I replied. “I hope they are all OK.” 
 
    “When I go back out to the nurse’s station, I’ll see what I can find out for you,” Susan said. “As far as remembering anything about the accident, I’m sure you will start to remember in a day or two. Your memory and thought processes are doing far better than I expected at this point, so I’m sure it will all come back to you soon.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I replied.  
 
    “I’ll go locate a walker for you,” Susan said. “Would you like to try walking?” 
 
    “To tell you the truth, I’m hungry,” I replied. “When do I get something to eat?” 
 
    “When I go find a walker for you, I’ll see if I can get you some soup,” Susan smiled. “Just close your eyes and rest until I get back.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and let my head fall back against my pillow. I heard Susan leave my room and heard the sound of her footsteps fade as she walked down the hallway. 
 
    My thoughts began to drift back to the last thing that I could remember, the night we were on duty at the bunker. I remembered the heat pocket drifting towards the bunker and then telling the guys to come into the bunker until the heat pocket would pass us by or dissipate. I then remembered seeing a fine mist coming under the door and into the bunker. That was all I could remember, no matter how hard I tried to remember what happened next, my memory of that night ended with seeing the mist entering the bunker. 
 
    Susan said there was an explosion, but I couldn’t remember anything about an explosion. I think I remember everything going dark, maybe I passed out. Maybe the heat pocket was made up of some kind of highly explosive gasses, I guess that would make sense. Maybe something, the electronic equipment possibly could have ignited the gas causing an explosion. But I didn’t seem to have any burns, I would think an explosion in the small confines of the bunker, that I would have suffered some severe burns. 
 
    I guess if my memory starts to come back I’ll remember what happened. I just hope the guys all came through the explosion as well as I did. I hope none of them were seriously injured.  
 
    Then I started to remember where Wilson and I were before we went on duty. Hopefully if our actions had raised any suspicion about someone sneaking into the command center, the explosion would have side-tracked any investigation into where we were that night. I’d hate to find out the day I was released from the hospital was also the day I got sent to the brig. 
 
    Even though my memory seemed fine to me, it would be a good idea for me to fake amnesia when it came to any questions about being in the command center. If they had been able to identify me on the security cameras but thought that I wasn’t able to remember a thing about what I might have seen, maybe they would just drop the whole thing. 
 
    I’ll have to remember to tell Wilson that he should fake amnesia about being in the hangar too. This accident could end up being a blessing in disguise. 
 
    Feeling pleased with myself, I just tried to relax while I waited for Susan to come back. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I had drifted off before Susan returned, but she woke me when she came back so that the chicken soup she had brought me wouldn’t get cold. 
 
    The soup tasted like I was eating a lobster dinner. I knew I was hungry, but when I put the first spoonful in my mouth, then I did an imitation of a starving dog wolfing down a bone before anyone could take it away from him. 
 
    Susan yelled at me to slow down or I would get sick, but I couldn’t help myself. 
 
      
 
    After I was done eating, I asked Susan if she had a chance to find what room my friends were in. 
 
    “I looked at the computer at the nurse’s station, but I didn’t see any record of anyone by the names you gave me of having been in the hospital,” Susan replied. 
 
    “That’s strange,” I replied. Then another thought crossed my mind, was I the only one to have survived the explosion? 
 
    I guess the horrified look on my face told Susan what I was thinking. 
 
    “I also make a call over to the morgue, but they told me there hasn’t been anyone over at the morgue for months,” she added. “I thought that would be your next question when I didn’t find any record of them here at the hospital.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I sighed with relief, “that thought did cross my mind. Did anyone try to visit me while I was unconscious?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t know anything about that,” Susan replied. 
 
    “Would you be able to get word to them that I’m OK and that it would be OK if they wanted to stop over for a visit?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” Susan smiled. “Now, are you ready to go for a walk? 
 
    “I thought you would never ask,” I smiled and tried to sit up unsuccessfully. 
 
    “Not as strong as you thought,” Susan grinned as she slid the walker close to my bed. “Let me help you, just take it easy because if you fall, I don’t think I’m strong enough to pick you up.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    I slept very well last night and didn’t wake up once. 
 
    Yesterday I went for two walks around my bed, a combined total of about twenty feet. It was more difficult than I had expected, but Susan advised me that after a month of inactivity that my muscles would be weak for a few days. 
 
    I had more soup and some Jello for dinner, then I quickly fell asleep. The feeling of freedom, not being strapped down to the bed for a change, was refreshing. 
 
    Susan said that I had progressed well and that today we might try going for a walk down the hallway. I never thought that being told that I could go for a walk down the hallway in a hospital would make me feel so excited. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” smiled Susan as she walked into my room carrying a tray with a glass of juice and a small bowl of oatmeal on it. “Are you ready for your big adventure today?” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about it all morning,” I replied. 
 
    “Good, but first you have to eat your breakfast,” Susan said. 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about that all morning too,” I replied. 
 
    “I’m sure you have,” Susan laughed. 
 
      
 
    After breakfast, Susan slid the walker over to my bed. This morning I was able to get out of bed and stand at the walker without any help. 
 
    Susan walked beside me as I moved slowly out of the room and down the hallway. 
 
    I could feel my muscles getting stronger as I walked and decided to extend my morning stroll further than intended. I made my way down to the end of the hall with the intention of getting down to the windows to get my first look outside in a long time. 
 
    The hallway felt chilly, I figured that my hospital gown was probably open in the back making my butt get cold, but I was too excited to be on my feet to worry about my modesty. 
 
      
 
    When I reached the windows at the end of the hall, I just stood, staring out the window looking confused. 
 
    Susan must have seen the confused look on my face, and she asked, “Something wrong?” 
 
    “I didn’t know that it snowed in the New Mexico desert,” I said. 
 
    Susan looked out the window, at the foot of snow that covered everything and smiled, “I don’t know about the New Mexico desert, but all this snow is normal for around here at this time of the year.” 
 
    “It is?” I asked as I watched the snow falling, adding a fresh layer to an already substantial amount of snow that covered the base. 
 
    “So far this year, I’d say we were lucky, we usually have twice as much snow as this by now,” Susan replied. 
 
    I stared in disbelief. 
 
    “Susan, where are we?” I asked. 
 
    “You don’t remember?” she asked as she looked at me curiously. 
 
    “Is this Roswell, New Mexico?” I asked. 
 
    Susan laughed, but stopped herself and looked at me closely to see if I was serious or not. 
 
    “No, this isn’t Roswell, New Mexico,” she replied. “You really don’t remember where you are?” 
 
    “I’m supposed to be in Roswell, if this isn’t Roswell, then seriously I don’t know where I am,” I replied. 
 
    “You’re at Buckley Air Force Base in Denver, Colorado,” Susan said, “You don’t remember?” 
 
    “Why am I here?” I asked. “Did they bring me here after the accident for treatment?” 
 
    “Mike, you were transferred here over six months ago,” Susan replied. 
 
    “What kind of accident did I have?” I asked. 
 
    “You were transferring missiles to the hangar housing the F-15 squadron when something exploded,” Susan replied. “You had been assigned to that job when you first arrived here and had been in charge of that job for six months. No one has been able to determine what happened, except they are sure it wasn’t your fault.” 
 
    “This can’t be right,” I said. 
 
    “Are you saying it was your fault?” Susan asked. 
 
    “No, not that. This,” I said pointing out the window, “this isn’t right. I was never assigned here. I was assigned to Roswell. I’m supposed to be in New Mexico.” 
 
    “I’m sure you are still confused after your accident,” Susan said. “I’m sure everything will come back to you in a few days.” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to shout at Susan and tell her that my memory was fine, well, mostly fine, I still couldn’t remember what happened in the bunker after I saw the mist coming in under the door, but everything else that had happened before that was perfectly clear. 
 
    I had to fight back the panic that had my stomach tied up in knots. All of this was wrong. All of this was very wrong. 
 
      
 
    I pulled myself together and tried to appear calm. 
 
    “Susan, did you notify my friends that I was able to have visitors?” I asked. 
 
    “I checked with the girl that works over at the Captain’s office,” Susan replied. “I’m sorry to tell you that she said there isn’t anyone stationed at the base by the names you gave me. In fact, she said there has never been anyone at this base by those names.” 
 
    “I’m confused,” I said. “None of this makes any sense. I was stationed in New Mexico with my friends, I was never supposed to be here. I don’t understand why this is happening, this is all wrong.” 
 
    “Mike, maybe we should get you back to bed,” Susan said. “You were involved in a very serious accident that has obviously affected your memory more than we first suspected. You need to rest. I know you are feeling confused, but your memory will come back to you in a few days with some rest. Everything will be clear again soon, then you won’t be confused anymore. Just give it some time and don’t be concerned about what you can’t remember, it will all come back to you.” 
 
      
 
    “I think I need to lie down,” I said. 
 
    “Good idea,” Susan said and helped me turn around and go back to my room. 
 
    She helped my get back in bed and asked if she could get me anything. 
 
    “Susan, do you still have the names of my friends?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course I do,” she replied. 
 
    “I know that you probably think I’m crazy and that I’m not able to remember anything, but would you do me a favor?” I asked. 
 
    “Sure,” Susan smiled. 
 
    “Do you know the girl in the Captains office very well?” I asked. 
 
    “We get together for drinks occasionally,” Susan replied. 
 
    “The names I gave you really are the names of my friends,” I said. “It might help me if you could find out where they are stationed. It might help me piece together where I’ve been and what has happened to me. It would mean a lot to me if you would do this.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do,” Susan replied, then took out a needle and began to rub my arm with a cotton swab. “But now, I think you need to sleep, so I’m going to give you a shot to help you.” 
 
    “But I just woke up an hour ago,” I protested. 
 
    “Trust me,” Susan replied. “You need to get more rest to let your body recover.” 
 
      
 
    What could I do, I received my shot without any further complaints, then felt myself drifting back to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    I must have slept all day, but if I did, it wasn’t a restful sleep. I kept dreaming that someone was talking to me, telling me what I couldn’t remember. 
 
    My mind listened, but what I kept hearing didn’t make any sense. The voice kept telling me that I had been transferred here six months ago after spending the last two years in Afghanistan. I had never been in Afghanistan in my entire life. The voice also kept telling me that I had never been in Roswell, New Mexico. I also knew that wasn’t right. 
 
    It was as if the entire time I had been asleep that a voice kept bombarding my mind with information that I knew wasn’t right. Whatever it was, a nightmare or my mind healing and trying to relive the last year, I was exhausted when I woke up. 
 
      
 
    When I opened my eyes, I saw Susan watching me from her chair across the room. 
 
    “Did you have a good rest,” she smiled. “I was afraid you were going to sleep through dinner.” 
 
    “I still feel a little groggy,” I replied, raising my hands to rub my head which was throbbing. 
 
    “Maybe you will feel a little better after you eat,” Susan said. “Tonight, you get to eat some solid food, meatloaf and mashed potatoes.” 
 
    “That sounds good,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “How are you feeling?” Susan asked. “You seemed confused and almost delirious this morning. You were starting to worry me.” 
 
    “I was?” I asked, deciding to play the amnesia card until I had time to think about what was happening to me. “I don’t remember much about this morning, I guess my memory is still not working right yet. Memories just seem to pop into my head then vanish, I’m not sure what is real or not anymore.” 
 
    I was sure my memory was fine, but I also felt that it was possible someone didn’t want me to remember something. 
 
      
 
    “Susan, one thing I do seem to remember was that you were going to check on my friends,” I said. “I don’t remember what you were going to find out for me, but maybe I’ll remember when you tell me what you found out.” 
 
    “You had asked me to find out where your friends were stationed,” Susan replied.  
 
    “Did you find out?” I asked. 
 
    “I did, but I’m not sure you are well enough to hear what I found out,” Susan replied. 
 
    “Maybe after you tell me where they are stationed, it will start filling in the missing pieces and my memory will come back faster,” I said. “I guess I will remember where they are stationed myself eventually, but if you could tell me I think it might help.” 
 
    “I guess you’re right,” Susan replied. “Let me start with what may be the most difficult for you to remember. Your friends Al and Bud died a few months ago.” 
 
    
Al and Bud are dead?” I asked, “How?” 
 
    “They died in Afghanistan when their unit was ambushed in the mountains,” Susan replied. “You probably don’t remember, but you went to their service when their bodies were returned to the states.” 
 
    “No, I don’t remember anything about that,” I said. “What about my other friends?” 
 
    “Joe is stationed at a base in Georgia and no one is sure where Mickey is,” Susan continued. “The last anyone heard about Mickey, he was suspected of going AWOL from an assignment in Montana.” 
 
    “Wilson went AWOL?” I asked. 
 
    “It appears so,” Susan replied. “I’m sorry I didn’t have better news for you. I felt bad telling you about your friends, but I think you were right, you would have remembered about them yourself soon enough. I hope this information helps you.” 
 
    “Thanks,” was all I could say. 
 
      
 
    The information was helpful, because it told me that either I had gone crazy, or the world around me had gone crazy. If I had to pick one of those two options, I would say that I was fine. Now I had to figure out why the rest of the world had gone crazy and why they were trying to convince me that I was the crazy one. I decided to keep my mouth shut and remember as little as possible, if anyone asked, and just try to make everyone happy. If someone was trying to make me remember what they wanted me to remember, and forget what they didn’t want me to remember, my only way out of this was to convince them they had been successful. And of course, I knew I couldn’t trust anyone. 
 
      
 
    Susan helped me to go for another walk after I finished my meatloaf and potatoes. I again saw things that didn’t make sense to me, but I was determined to be quiet and just observe and not to challenge anything. 
 
      
 
    The next few nights I kept having the feeling that someone was talking to me in my sleep. One morning when I was waking up, I saw Susan removing a speaker from next to my pillow and dropping it in her desk drawer. 
 
    I had heard that you could learn a second language, or study for an examine by listing to a recording of the information in your sleep. I was beginning to suspect that someone was trying to fill my mind with memories of events that I had never experienced, to replace the memories of my real experiences. But why? 
 
      
 
    The more I thought about what I suspected over the next few days, a thought hit me. Could Wilson and I have been identified on the security cameras at Roswell? Was this the military’s way of dealing with the situation, their way of shutting us up or discrediting anything we might say, by convincing us or anyone that might listen to us that we were crazy. 
 
    Then there was Al and Bud, were they dead, were they killed to keep them quiet because the attempt to brainwash them had failed? Did Wilson actually go AWOL, or was that just an excuse to explain why no one was able to locate Wilson’s dead body?  
 
    So Joe was supposedly at a base in Georgia, did the military feel that they had successfully reprogramed Joe, or was he still there being reprogramed, like I was? 
 
    Maybe the military hadn’t yet decided whether or not to kill us and come up with some story to explain our deaths. 
 
    I wish I could talk to Joe and compare notes, but I knew that was not going to happen. 
 
    I just had to go with my gut and hope that I was a good enough actor to convince whoever was watching that I was no longer a threat capable of exposing whatever the hell they were trying to hide at Roswell. 
 
    Or just possibly, I was crazy or the explosion that I was allegedly involved in was making me hallucinate and imagine I had been at Roswell.  
 
      
 
    The next few weeks I played along the best I could. My muscles were almost back to full strength and I was able to walk normally once again. 
 
    When asked any questions, I tried to give the answer that I thought was expected of me, that or I claimed that I couldn’t remember. 
 
    I must have been successful, because I was soon released from the hospital and sent back to my old job, transporting air to air missiles for the F-15 squadron. Of course, they had to teach me what to do. I claimed amnesia, but I knew I had never done that job before in my entire life. 
 
      
 
    Six months later I was called into the Captain’s office. He explained to me that since my accident that I hadn’t been the same and he was concerned that I was unable to perform my duties any longer. He informed me that I was being discharged, with a full disability pension of course. He thanked me for my service, was sorry for my condition, and told me that I would be going home at the end of the week. 
 
    My dream of retiring from the military with a full pension had finally become a reality, but not in the way I had imagined.  
 
    The best thing was that it looked like I was going to make it out of the military alive. Something that at least three of my friends we not lucky enough to accomplish. 
 
    It made me wonder what had we really stumbled upon at Roswell?  
 
    Did we really find a conspiracy to cover up alien contact? 
 
    Could our government really be cooperating with aliens, and if so for what purpose. 
 
    Was I beginning to believe in aliens? I wasn’t sure, but I can say that I wasn’t going to dismiss the idea as quickly as I once did. 
 
    Did we stumble upon a top-secret government weapons testing facility? 
 
    Whatever we had found, it was something that the government was willing to kill to keep it secret. 
 
      
 
    I should probably just be happy to have come out of this with my life, but I didn’t know how long I would be content with just that. 
 
    I knew that I wanted to know more, that I wanted someone to pay for the deaths of my friends, but also that I didn’t have the least idea where to start. 
 
    I also knew that if I ever stuck my nose into something like this again, I would probably end up dead next time.  
 
      
 
    This was something that was way too big for one man to take on by himself. I also firmly believed that whatever we had stumbled on, has been going on for many years. It was also possibly that at this point, even if I could find some help and people who would actually believe me, that is was probably way too late to stop it. 
 
    That being said, the one big question remaining is: What is it that may be too late to stop? 
 
    The facility at Roswell was obviously created to accomplish something, in a way I hoped that we would never learn what that purpose was.  
 
    That knowledge would be too dangerous for anyone to possess and still live. 
 
      
 
    Then another thought hit me. 
 
    As horrible as what I had seen taking place in the lower levels of that hangar at Roswell was, there was also another way that I could find out what they had been doing there. This thought was even worse than the possibility of being killed for what I knew. 
 
    If what ever they were working on was to ever be unleashed on mankind……..I didn’t even want to think what that could mean. The idea was too horrifying to even consider the possibilities. 
 
    “Shit, what the hell have I got myself into?” I wondered. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Six months later in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 
 
      
 
    After I was discharged, I didn’t have anywhere to go but home with my mother. Even if I would have had another place to go, I think I would have still come here. My mind was, with all the conflicts going on inside me, confused and in many ways frightened. I was beginning to doubt myself and what I had experienced. I was no longer in the military and I was not able to talk with anyone that had been a part of what I had remembered experiencing, no one that could tell me that I wasn’t crazy. I was almost certain that I wasn’t crazy, but without anyone to tell me that I really did see what I believed I had seen, I was no longer as convinced as I once was. 
 
      
 
    I also had another problem that made me want to be around friends or family. I had experienced it once when I was in my so-called coma, then again before I left Denver. I have begun to experience it again after returning home. A sharp pain that shot through my head. The pain is so bad that it blinds me for a few seconds. When I first arrived home, I had experienced the pain about once a month. Now I have the pain once every other week.  
 
    I have a theory about the pain, but there isn’t anyone that I dare tell about it. I keep thinking back to Wilson telling us about the alien brain implants at Roswell. I’m not sure I believe in alien brain transplants, but it does give me one more thing to worry about. 
 
    I also always had the feeling that someone was watching me, but that could just be that I was being paranoid. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, I have to get moving so I don’t miss my appointment,” I said. Part of my discharge agreement was that I had to attend a weekly counseling session for six months. I believed that it was the military’s way of making sure that I was certified unstable in the event that I decided to talk to anyone about what I had seen at Roswell. 
 
    I told my mother that the military just wanted to follow up on the head injury I had experienced in Denver to make sure that it was healing properly. I didn’t want to tell her the truth, that I was required to see a shrink. Besides, today was supposed to be the final session, provided that Doctor Lester was satisfied. 
 
    “OK dear, you just be careful in that traffic,” my mother replied. “Pittsburgh traffic has gotten so bad. There are so many cars on the road now days, I don’t know where all the people are coming from.” 
 
    “I will Ma,” I replied. I was taking the bus to Oakland for my appointment like I always did, but for some reason my mother couldn’t seem to remember that. I suspected that her memory was starting to go, but I didn’t want to explain it again to her, I didn’t want to embarrass her. 
 
      
 
    As my mother walked through the living room looking through the mail she had just picked up off the floor in front of the mail slot on the front door, she said, “Here, it looks like the letter you sent to your friend Joe has been returned again. It says that the letter was unable to be delivered, no forwarding address. Maybe you should talk to Joe’s mother and get his new address.” 
 
    “I tried that, Ma,” I replied, “but Mrs. Bennett doesn’t have a different address.” 
 
    “I don’t understand why the Army can’t forward the letter, surely they know where he is stationed,” my mother said. “I would be concerned if the letters I sent to you were returned like that.” 
 
    “She is concerned, but she thinks that maybe he has been sent on a special assignment that has to be kept secret,” I replied. “When he gets back from the assignment, she is sure she will hear from him again.” 
 
      
 
    I started for the door. 
 
    “Here’s another letter for you,” my mother said. 
 
    “Who is it from?” I asked getting nervous as I looked at my watch, worried that I was going to miss my bus. 
 
    “There isn’t any return address on the envelope,” she replied. 
 
    I took the letter and looked at it curiously. I tore open the envelope and pulled out a typed letter and began to read it. 
 
    Dear fellow baseball fan, Like me, I’m sure you are a Pittsburgh Pirate fan. If you buy a ticket for a future Pirate game and send it with this letter to three of your best friends, and they do the same, in three weeks you will receive twenty tickets to future Pirate games. Be sure the tickets you buy are not for games in the same week, blah, blah, blah and so forth.  The letter went on for another page. 
 
    I tossed the letter down on the coffee table. 
 
    “What is it dear?” Ma asked. 
 
    “It’s some kind of chain letter about baseball tickets,” I replied. “I don’t have time for this now, I have to get going. I’ll see you tonight when I get home.” 
 
    “Be careful,” Ma said again. 
 
      
 
    I ran off the porch and jogged down to the corner as the bus pulled up to the bus stop. I paid my two dollars and slid into the second seat and moved over to the window. 
 
    I liked sitting next to the window when I rode the bus, I found it easier to let my mind go blank when I could watch the passing scenery instead of being stuck in the aisle seat where I had to look at the other passengers. My mother was always worried about the traffic, but if she saw some of the shady characters that rode the bus, I’m sure she wouldn’t be so critical of the traffic. 
 
      
 
    The bus crossed the Liberty Bridge, turned right onto the Boulevard of the Allies and drove into the Oakland section of Pittsburgh. Ten minutes later, the bus stopped in front of the Cathedral of Learning, the building where Doctor Lester’s office was located. 
 
    As I took the elevator to the thirtieth floor, I wondered how many patients Lester had that he was treating for fear of elevators or the fear of heights, and then how they managed to go up to his office. 
 
    His office was empty, except for his secretary when I arrived. She showed me into Lester’s office where I made myself comfortable on the couch. 
 
    Doctor Lester walked into the office a few moments later. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Mike,” Doctor Lester greeted me, “How have you been since our last meeting?” 
 
    “I’ve been fine,” I replied. 
 
    Doctor Lester picked up his writing pad and sat down across from me on his leather chair. 
 
    “Have you had anymore nightmares or any trouble sleeping?” Lester asked. “Any unusual pain?” 
 
    “No, I’ve been sleeping OK,” I replied. I was lying, but I wasn’t going to tell him that. I definitely wasn’t going to tell him about the sharp pain that I have been experiencing in my head. 
 
    “Have any of your memories about the explosion in Texas come back to you yet?” he asked. 
 
    “You mean in Denver,” I smiled at his effort to trip me up. “No, nothing at all. I don’t think those memories are ever going to come back after all this time.” 
 
    “You might be correct,” Lester said. “That happens sometimes, especially after a severe accident happens, like the one you had.” 
 
    “If you couldn’t get me to remember anything even under hypnosis, maybe there isn’t anything left in there to remember,” I smiled. 
 
      
 
    Doctor Lester had tried to hypnotize me on four separate occasions. I say tried because I was very careful not to let myself be hypnotized. I’m not sure if I believe that anyone can be hypnotized like they showed on TV, but just in case I made sure it wouldn’t happen to me, then I just played along.  
 
    Most of the sessions when I was under hypnosis was Doctor Lester asking me questions, trying to get me to reveal what I saw at Roswell. I answered his questions by telling him that I didn’t remember anything about Roswell and that I wasn’t aware that I had ever been in Roswell. He ended the sessions, before bringing me out of the hypnotic state by pretending to read my chart about my time in Denver and about my accident. I guess that was to reinforce the information he wanted me to remember. 
 
    I quickly figured out what Lester was looking for during our first meeting, and like I did in the hospital, I did my best to tell him what he wanted to hear. To convince him that my brainwashing had been successful and that I would not be a threat to what was going on at Roswell. 
 
    Once a week for twenty-four weeks, it was the hardest thing I had ever done, but I knew that if I failed, I would probably be hit by a car or something on my way home. 
 
      
 
    Doctor Lester and I talked for about thirty minutes. He tried to trip me up a few more times, like he always did, but I finally make it through our session. Hopefully convincing him that I couldn’t remember anything that I wasn’t supposed to. 
 
    “Mike, I think you are doing as well as we can expect,” Lester finally said. “The fact that you have been unable to remember any of the details leading up to your accident may mean that you may never be able to recall those details. This is not unusual. However, if you find that you are beginning to remember anything about the time before your accident, even the slightest details, call me right away. If that were to happen, the sooner we get together, the better the chances that I can help you while the information is fresh in your mind.” 
 
    I just nodded. 
 
    “It would be nice to remember something, I feel like a part of me is missing,” I said. 
 
    “I can understand that,” Lester smiled. “However, I don’t believe that there is anything else we can accomplish with our weekly sessions. I feel the best thing now is to give it a little more time and hopefully some event will trigger something in your mind that will lead to you beginning to remember the events leading up to your accident. I just want to remind you to call me immediately should you start to remember anything at all.” 
 
    “Calling you will be the first thing I do if I remember anything at all,” I smiled. 
 
    “Good,” Lester replied. “I will have my secretary set up another appointment with you in say, six months from now,” Lester said. “In six months without the pressure of coming in here every week, maybe I’ll have more success in helping you reconnect with your past.” 
 
    “Thank You, I appreciate everything you’ve done,” I said, just happy that I didn’t have to play this game ever week any longer. 
 
      
 
    “Good Luck, Mike,” Doctor Lester said as he shook my hand. 
 
    ‘Thanks again,” I replied, turned and walked out of the office. I made an appointment with the secretary for six months from now and happily left the office. 
 
    I felt like the weight of the world had been lifted from my shoulders, even though it was only for another six months. 
 
      
 
    When I got home, my mother was sitting on the couch reading the chain letter I had received in today’s mail. 
 
    She looked up and smiled when I stepped into the living room. 
 
    “I hope you don’t mind but I read your letter,” she said. “I think we should give this a try. It would be nice to get tickets for twenty Pirate games for the price of only three tickets.” 
 
    “I don’t know Ma, I’ve never had any luck with chain letters. I tried one that said if you sent a dollar to five friends that within a month you would receive a million dollars. I spent five dollars and I think I only got two dollars back.” 
 
    “Hmmm, I still think we should try it,” my mother said. “But whoever sent you this letter can’t write very well. The last page just seemed to ramble on and it didn’t really say much. Half the time the letter was talking about walking around Pittsburgh and didn’t really have anything to do with baseball. I wonder if that last page got put in with the chain letter by mistake.” 
 
    “Let me see the letter,” I said to humor her. I didn’t have any interest in the chain letter, but I was hoping to see something that I could use to discourage her from wasting sixty dollars. 
 
      
 
    I sat down next to her and she handed me the letter. 
 
    As I read the last page of the letter, I had to agree that it seemed to ramble on and didn’t make much sense. 
 
    But then something started to feel familiar about the letter. 
 
    “Ma, hand me a pencil,” I said as I studied the letter. 
 
    My mother slid over and opened the drawer on the end table where she kept her crossword puzzles, dug out a pencil and handed it to me. 
 
    I studied the letter for a minute, then I began to circle letters. 
 
      
 
    When I was a kid, Joe, Wilson and I had our own secret code that we used to send letters back and forth to each other. We made up our own secret code so if anyone intercepted the letter, they wouldn’t be able to read it. 
 
    Most of our letters were about girls and the crude things that most teenage boys thought about, things that would get us grounded if our parents found out about. 
 
    We called our secret code, Code Five. The first word in the first sentence was the key to line one. If the first word was three letters long, then we would circle the last letter of the third word in line one. 
 
    The second word in the second sentence told us that if the word was five letters long, we were to circle the last letter of the fifth word. The same went for the third, fourth and fifth line. Then we would start all over again, using the first word in the next line and so forth, until we reached the end of the letter. We would then write down all the selected letters in the order that we circled them to reveal the real message. 
 
    We tried to make it complicated enough that if anyone got their hands on our correspondence that they wouldn’t be able to easily decipher it. That’s why we had a separate key for each line instead of just one key that applied to the entire letter. 
 
      
 
    When I was done circling letters, I copied the letters on the bottom of the last page, spacing the letters when I felt a full word had been created, then I sat back and looked to see if results made any sense. After all, I had no idea who had sent me the letter and I was just playing a hunch because the ramblings of the last page just felt so familiar. 
 
      
 
    My hearty started pounding when I read the words that resulted from my attempt to use our old code. 
 
    . 
 
    Buy a burner call 8786450677 wilson. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    My mother had watched me curiously as I had circled the different letters, then as I was writing them down on the bottom of the last page. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Ma asked. 
 
    “Just trying to work through the numbers,” I replied. “I think following the instructions on this letter would just be a waste of money.” 
 
    “Oh,” Ma said looking disappointed. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want her to see what I had really done, as much for her safety as mine, I didn’t want her to know that the letter was from Wilson. If the military sent anyone out to ask questions, the less she knew, the better. 
 
    I folded the letter and slipped it in my pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Do you need anything from the store?” I asked as I stood up and took a few steps towards the door. “I’m going out to get a pack of smokes and I would be happy to pick up a few things for you.” 
 
    “I thought you had quit smoking?” my mother asked. “You know those things are not good for you.” 
 
    “I know Ma,” I replied. “I’ve almost quit. I’m down to just one pack every other day. I’m trying.” 
 
    “You need to try harder,” she said. “Now what did you ask me?” 
 
    “I asked if you needed anything from the store?” I asked and smiled sadly. 
 
    “No thanks,” she replied. “Just don’t stay out too long, I’m making perogies for dinner tonight, so don’t be late.” 
 
    “I won’t Ma,” I replied. “Perogies, what’s the occasion?” 
 
    “I know they are your favorite, I just wanted to do something nice for you,” she smiled. 
 
    “I would never be late for perogies,” I smiled, then headed for the door. 
 
    Ma smiled, sat back on the couch and pulled out one of her crossword puzzles and was soon engrossed in her own little world. 
 
    I closed the door quietly behind me. 
 
      
 
    I walked down the street until I reached the local Speedy Mart. I went inside and walked down the aisles until I found the display for Tracfone. Tracfone’s were cell phones that didn’t require you to register the phone or sign up for a yearly contract. You bought a phone and a card for a varying amount of minutes, entered information into the phone from the card and then you had a working cell phone that wasn’t traceable back to you.  
 
    I’m sure that a determined investigator would be able to trace the cell phone number back to the Speedy Mart that sold it, and then he would ask to see the stores security cameras to try and identify who had bought this particular phone, but that would be a rare occurrence. However, just in case, I wore a baggy shirt, a large brimmed hat, paid cash and kept my head down. If anyone went through all the trouble to check the store’s security cameras, I hoped that my efforts and outfit would result in the camera’s recording not offering much to the investigator that would identify me. 
 
      
 
    I bought three cheap flip phones for ten dollars each, kept my head down and left the store. When I left, I walked in the opposite direction from my house, in the event the salesperson was watching. If he reported that the person that bought the phone in question had left the store and walked towards Route 51, it would keep the investigator from adding two and two and looking in my direction. 
 
      
 
    I walked three blocks down Brownsville road and was about to go down to the next street to double back towards my house, but then I remembered from Law and Order and Criminal Minds that investigators could trace the origin of a phone call by what cell tower the phone connected through. So in order to try to keep the phone from pinging any cell towers around my house, I knew I needed to get further away from my house instead of going back home to make the call. 
 
    The problem was that I didn’t have a clue where all the cell towers were located or how large of an area one cell tower could cover. I could end up walking for ten more blocks and end up connecting to the same cell tower that I would from home, which wouldn’t help what I was trying to accomplish. 
 
    As I stood thinking about what to do, I saw a bus coming down Brownsville road, the LED sign on the front of the bus that showed its destination was Century III Mall. 
 
    The mall was a good five miles from my house, so I felt that location would definitely not use the cell tower closest to my house. 
 
    I reached into my pocket, pulled out another two dollars and flagged down the bus. The driver wasn’t too happy that I hadn’t walked to the corner and the regular bus stop, but he stopped and let me get on the bus with just a disgusted look on his face. The bus stopped twenty feet later and let another four people board the bus. I was slightly embarrassed when I saw how close I had been to the bus stop, but I had more important things on my mind to dwell on it for long. 
 
      
 
    The bus pulled in front of JC Penney at the mall twenty minutes later. Century III Mall had been a beautiful mall at one time, one of the first big new malls in the Pittsburgh area. But the area around the mall had gone down hill fast after the mall had been built, slums developed around the mall and now all that remained of the mall were JC Penny on one end, Dicks Sporting Goods on the other end, and a hundred empty, boarded up stores in between. It was a shame what had happened to the mall, but it was also a shame how a lot of other Pittsburgh neighborhoods had declined. I know that change is inevitable, but unfortunately the change that had taken place in my area had not been for the better. Many of the people that could afford it, had moved away from the area, compounding the negative effects on the remaining population. But again, I had come here for a reason, and that reason wasn’t for a trip down memory lane. 
 
      
 
    I walked off the bus and looked around, finally setting my sights on a statue standing in the middle of a dry, nonfunctioning fountain. I walked over to the fountain and sat down on the side of the dry pool around the statue and pulled out one of my new phones. I read the directions on the box, then powered up the phone. After hitting a few keys to log onto the Tracfone network, I pulled out one of the minute cards I had also purchased with the phones. After flipping through the screens on the phone, I found the add minutes screen and entered the number off the card. I now had thirty minutes of cell time showing on my phone and thirty days to use those minutes. 
 
      
 
    Satisfied with myself, I pulled the letter out of my pocket, turned to the last page of the letter and entered the phone number into the phone. I held the phone to my ear and listened as the phone rang on the other end. 
 
    I hoped that the information I had deciphered from the chain letter wasn’t just a coincidence and the number I had dialed would end up connecting me with the National Weather Service. But our code was complicated and the chances of it resulting in an intelligible message other than the one intended had to be a million to one. I guess it was just that I wanted it to be Wilson on the other end of the phone so bad that my mind kept searching for ways not to be disappointed. 
 
      
 
    Finally, I heard the call connect. 
 
    “Don’t say my name or your name. Just leave a brief message and I will call you back.” 
 
    After the beep, I left a short message. The voice in the recording was definitely Wilson’s voice. But the question I had was how long ago did he record that message? Was it before or after my ordeal in the hospital? Would I be leaving a message that would never be returned? Was Wilson even still alive? 
 
    “I got your chain letter. I’m waiting,” I said, then closed the phone, ending the call. I knew my cell phone number would show up on his phone, now all I had to do was wait. 
 
      
 
    “Wilson, it was nice hearing your voice again,” I said to myself, but the question was would I be hearing his voice again.  I sat and waited, hoping that I would get a call right back, but I gave up on that idea after twenty minutes had passed. 
 
    I looked around, trying to decide what to do to kill some time. I thought of going into the mall and walking around to see how the mall had changed since I had been here last, but I knew there would be very few people walking around inside. If anyone would see me, it would be possible that they could give a description of me, something that I was trying to avoid. As I looked around for another idea, I saw Burger King across the road. The drive-up window had ten cars lined up and the parking lot looked full, I also heard my stomach growl, so I decided to walk across Route 51, get a Whooper and blend in with the crowd. 
 
      
 
    I walked into Burger King and got in line, there were five people in front of me, and waited for my turn to order. 
 
    I kept looking at my watch as the line slowly moved. It had been an hour since I had made the call, I was starting to lose hope that I would actually get a return call. 
 
    I finally made it to the front of the line and ordered a Whooper, fries and a drink. I saw a small table for two that was empty in the corner of the room, so I slowly made my way to the table and sat down. I was halfway through my lunch when my phone rang. 
 
    I quickly looked around to see if anyone had noticed that my phone rang and to see if anyone was looking my way, but everyone else was too busy looking at their own phones to pay much attention to me. 
 
    I held the phone to my ear, hit the call button and said, “Hello.” 
 
    “Meet me at our favorite spot in three days,” Wilson’s voice said. “Destroy your phone as soon as you hang up. See you then.” The line went dead. 
 
    I just looked at the phone, frustrated that I hadn’t been able to ask Wilson where he was, what had happened since we were at the bunker, and what did he know. 
 
    I also remembered from the TV shows that I had watched, that a phone call could be traced in about twenty-five seconds. I’m sure that Wilson also knew that information, but I was wondering if all this cloak and dagger stuff was really necessary. But after everything I had been through, I decided it was better to be safe. I turned off my phone, took out the battery and the sim card. I used my napkin to wipe my prints off the phone, then dropped it in my Burger King bag. After I finished my lunch, I walked towards the door and dropped the bag with the phone and my trash into the garbage can. For good measure, I dropped the battery in the trash can in the men’s room and flushed the sim card down the toilet. 
 
      
 
    I then left Burger King, walked across the road, sat on the fountain again and waited for the bus. As I got on the bus, I looked across the road at Burger King. A police car pulled into the parking lot and two officers got out of the car and started looking around. They finally went into the restaurant and seemed to stand at the entrance way for a long minute, just looking over the crowd inside. 
 
    “It couldn’t be?” I asked myself as the bus pulled away and started back towards Overbrook. “Could it?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    I was dropped off at the bus stop on Brownsville Road where I had boarded the bus earlier today. 
 
    My heart continued to pound in my chest as I though about the fact that I was going to have the opportunity to talk with Wilson in person and find out what had happened to him since we were at the bunker. To hopefully find out where he has been since that last night at Roswell. To talk to someone that would not be trying to convince me that I was crazy. If anything, I would be the one talking to a crazy person, but that was OK with me. 
 
      
 
    As I walked, another possibility came to me. What if this was a trick? What if that hadn’t been Wilson’s voice, but a computer-generated voice to lure me into revealing that my acting ability wasn’t as effective as I had thought. If I showed up at the meeting spot, it would be an admission that I had remembered more than I was letting on. 
 
    But unless they had captured Wilson and somehow managed to get certain information out of him, how would they know where our favorite spot was? 
 
    Wilson was good at being evasive, I’m sure he would have given them a fake favorite spot. In fact, I wasn’t sure which spot he was referring to, we had a few favorite spots. We had our favorite drinking spot, our favorite parking spot where we would take girls, our favorite fishing spot, a favorite hunting spot and a favorite camping spot. I would have to think about which spot he meant. 
 
      
 
    I considered activating another one of my cell phones, but I was sure that Wilson had already destroyed his phone and the number I had wouldn’t be working any longer. I also didn’t think it was wise to take another bus ride to make the call from somewhere away from my house. I’m almost sure that the police showing up at Burger King after my call to Wilson was just a coincidence, but I didn’t want to press my luck. Too much strange shit had already happened. 
 
    But I had three days to think things over and decide what to do. 
 
      
 
    I arrived home and found my mother sound asleep on the couch, her crossword puzzle had fallen to the floor by her feet. 
 
    I quietly picked up her puzzle and set it on the couch next to her. When she didn’t stir, I just quietly walked to my room and closed the door. 
 
      
 
    I pulled the chain letter I had received from Wilson out of my pocket and began to look for clues to what favorite spot he meant on the phone. I tried using the code key on the first page to see if there was a hidden message on that page. The first page seemed to have been written fairly well, not the rambling meaningless dribble that was in the rest of the letter that always resulted when you were trying to insert the words you needed so the words would have the letters you needed for the secret message. The resulting letters, olpheyio, were meaningless. 
 
      
 
    I laid back on my bed and let my mind drift as I looked around my room. My mother hadn’t changed a thing in the room after I left for the army. Most parents that I knew wouldn’t have passed up the opportunity to make a sewing room or a TV room out of my room the day after I left. Most parents would have been moving out my furniture before I had reached the end of the sidewalk in front of the house. But my mother was the sentimental sort and left the room and the pictures and posters I had taped to the walls just as I had left it. I was sure, if nothing else, my mother would have torn down my poster of Katie Perry. She never liked that poster, she said it was too revealing for a boy my age, but it still hung over my dresser. The picture of me on the baseball diamond in my baseball uniform was still on the wall in the corner of the room. The picture of Joe and I with our prom dates was still on my door. The blanket, with the Steeler emblem in the center, was still on my bed. My autographed picture of Gerome Bettis, number 36, was on the wall next to the window.  
 
      
 
    I next looked over at my desk and laughed. The picture of Wilson and I whitewater rafting was still taped to the wall above my desk. Wilson loved to go whitewater rafting. He wasn’t very good at it and ended up doing more swimming than rafting, but the little guy just wouldn’t give up. 
 
    The picture on the wall was taken by Joe from the other raft, just before Wilson fell into the water, again. In the picture you could see Wilson, frozen in an unnatural position, right before he totally lost his balance and fell in the water. 
 
      
 
    I stared at the picture for a minute as a thought crossed my mind, then I got up and walked over to my desk and looked down at the collection of senseless letters I had written at the bottom of the first page of the chain letter. 
 
    I sat down and began to rearrange the letters. 
 
    I smiled when I had the letters where I wanted them. 
 
    The letters now spelled “ohiopyle.” 
 
    Ohiopyle State Park was where we had always gone whitewater rafting. The park was seventy miles from Pittsburgh. They had a small rustic campground where we camped in the tent Wilson had, which had five holes in it that made us get soaked when it rained. There was a little bar in the neighboring town of Confluence that never checked your ID, where we spent our evening after rafting. 
 
    I realized that I shouldn’t have had such a hard time deciding what favorite spot Wilson had meant.  
 
      
 
    “Damn Wilson,” I laughed. “Talk about sending cryptic messages. You give me more credit than I deserve. You’re lucky that I didn’t decide to go to our fishing hole off the West End to meet up with you. I was never that good with these coded messages when we were kids. I can’t believe that you expected me to figure all of this out by myself.” 
 
      
 
    Ohiopyle State Park was certainly an isolated location, I assumed that Wilson would meet me by the campground or the launch area, both were close together, so I didn’t have to worry about where to go once I made it to the park. 
 
      
 
    After having such as stressful day, I walked back over to my bed and laid down. I decided that I would try to get a few hours sleep before dinner. I closed my eyes and tried to fall asleep, but my mind wouldn’t shut down. All I could think about was what information I would find out from Wilson. 
 
    I knew flying saucers and little green men would be a part of what Wilson would want to talk about, but for once, I didn’t have a problem with that. 
 
      
 
    As I laid on my bed, another sharp pain shot through my head. A white light flashed across the inside of my tightly closed eyelids.  
 
    For a brief second I forgot all about Wilson and Ohiopyle as I worried what the pain could mean. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Thursday morning finally rolled around. 
 
    It had now been three days since I received the message from Wilson instructing me to meet him at our favorite spot. I wondered why he had me wait three days to meet with him, the only thing I could think of was that he wanted to give me enough time to think about where we were going to meet. He wanted to give me time to find the location he had hidden so well in the letter. Maybe he remembered how much trouble I had as a kid unencrypting our secret letters, but he knew I would keep at it until I finally found the meeting spot in his letter. 
 
    Or maybe just because it was Wilson, there was no real reason for the three day wait, he just picked it off the top of his head. 
 
      
 
    I woke up early to a mixed feeling of excitement and apprehension. I wanted to find out what had happened to Wilson and what he had discovered since that last night, but so much crazy shit had gone down since that night that I was worried about what could possibly be the next step in this nightmare. 
 
    Regardless of what might happen, I had to take the chance and the next step to put my mind at ease.  
 
    The last few days had gone a long way towards restoring my self-confidence. I now firmly believed that everything I remembered about Roswell was the truth. That what had happened in Denver and back in Pittsburgh, was all part of some conspiracy to make me believe everything about Roswell existed only in my imagination. 
 
    I had mostly felt this way since day one, but now the self-doubts I had been experiencing were totally gone. 
 
      
 
    By meeting with Wilson today I hoped to discover something about the how and why this was happening, but I knew I would probably never learn or understand the entire story. 
 
      
 
    I told my mother that I was going to fishing for a few days. 
 
    I packed my fishing pole, tackle box, and some camping supplies. My mother packed me a big lunch so I wouldn’t get hungry.  
 
    I told my mother that I was going to Pymatuning Reservoir, a place that I had gone to fish many times in the past. The reservoir was a hundred miles away from Ohiopyle State Park, which I hoped would be far enough away that if my mother told anyone where I had gone, that no one would be able to find me. 
 
    Pymatuning was also far enough away that if I didn’t come home for a few days that no one would worry and send the police to find me. I expected that I would be spending the night exchanging stories with Wilson at Ohiopyle and depending on what he had to say, I would have a few days to spend with Wilson and relive old times. 
 
      
 
    I loaded everything into the back of my old Honda which I kept in the garage out in back of the house. I didn’t use the car much. Getting around in Pittsburgh, it was much easier to just take the bus. When I wanted to go anywhere else, I always used my car.  
 
    I also didn’t want a record of me buying a bus ticket to Ohiopyle. I wasn’t sure if it was even possible to buy a bus ticket to Ohiopyle, but even if it was, I didn’t want anyone to know that I had been there. The last I heard, Wilson had been reported as AWOL and I knew the military was actively looking for him. I didn’t want to lead anyone to Wilson and be responsible for him getting arrested. Maybe the fact that I was sent home instead of being made to disappear, was because someone felt that I would eventually lead them to Wilson. Once Wilson was caught, it was also possible that my usefulness would be over. I would then be considered a liability that needed to be dealt with. There were so many things that I had to consider before making a simple drive to Ohiopyle. I longed for the simple life like when I was a kid, but I knew in more than one way, those days were long gone. 
 
      
 
    I got in the car and started the engine. I looked down at the gas gauge to see that I still half a tank of gas, more than enough for the trip. 
 
    I backed out of the garage and hit the button to close the garage door. As I pulled out on the street, I waved to my mother who was standing on the front porch waving goodbye. It reminded me of the day I left for the Army, an eerie sense of Deja Vu crossed my mind making we wonder what was going to go wrong this time. 
 
      
 
    I drove down to Route 51, then turned south towards Uniontown. It was about an hour’s drive before I reached Uniontown. I kept looking in the rearview mirror, watching the cars behind me to be sure I wasn’t being followed. I also kept an eye out for helicopters. I only spotted one helicopter, but it was KDKA Channel 2’s traffic helicopter which flew overhead before I left the southside of town. The rest of the way clear. 
 
    In Uniontown I took Route 40 up over the Summit, then followed deserted back country roads the rest of the way to Ohiopyle.  
 
      
 
    When I got within a mile of the park, I decided to park the car behind a clump of trees and walk the rest of the way to the campground. I was certain that I hadn’t been followed, but I wanted to know what I was walking into before I made it to the campground. It could be a trap, but I felt that was very unlikely, but I felt not being cautious enough was probably what got me into this whole mess to begin with.  
 
      
 
     I walked slowly through the park, which was mostly deserted at this time of the day and week. I passed the launch and the big falls in the middle of the park, then took the path that took me up towards the campground. 
 
    There were only two tents set up in the campground, but the owners must have been out rafting because I didn’t see anyone around. I looked around until I spotted a place on the hillside overlooking the campground that I thought would be a good out of the way place to sit and wait. 
 
      
 
    After sitting down, I looked at my watch to see that it was now 11:00 AM. I made myself comfortable, figuring I could be sitting here all day, since Wilson didn’t mention what time we were to meet. Even if Wilson had given a time, I knew he was always late. I was probably going to be for a long wait. 
 
    I had barely made myself comfortable when a voice said, “What took you so long?” 
 
      
 
    I turned to see Wilson standing next to a tree behind me. 
 
    “You’re lucky I made it at all,” I smiled. “If it wasn’t for my mother thinking your chain letter was a good deal and her wanting to go out and buy three Pirate tickets, I would have missed your message completely. Then the way you hid the letters for Ohiopyle, if it wasn’t for the picture of us whitewater rafting above my desk at home, I’d be waiting for you under the Westend Bridge.” 
 
    “I didn’t want to make it too easy if the letter fell into the wrong hands,” Wilson replied. “I wasn’t sure if you were staying at home or not, so I just took a chance. To be honest, I didn’t expect to hear from you. I wasn’t sure if any of us would ever see each other again.” 
 
      
 
    I ran over and gave Wilson a hug, neither of us had ever been huggers, but it just felt like the thing to do at the time. In a way, I felt like the greeting was more of a farewell statement than a greeting, but I didn’t know why. 
 
    Then I looked him in the eyes. 
 
    “Wilson, before you say another word, tell me, when was the last time you saw me?” I asked, then added, “and, where were we?” 
 
    Wilson looked at me strangely, “We were in the bunker at Roswell, and it was seven months ago. Why?” 
 
    “Now tell me what happened to you in Roswell?” I asked. “After that heat pocket settled over the bunker and we all passed out, when you woke up, where were you?” 
 
    “Well, first of all, I didn’t pass out in the bunker,” Wilson replied. “When I saw you guys starting to collapse to the floor, I held my breath and made a mad dash for the door, hoping to get outside before I passed out too. I managed to run out the door, and holding on to the bunker, I staggered around to the front of the bunker before I collapsed and fell to the ground.  
 
    The cloud around the bunker was starting to dissipate and I was slowly able to get some fresh air in my lungs and start to recover my senses. For a while I thought I was going to pass out too, but I guess I got out just in time.” 
 
      
 
    “What the hell happened after that?” I asked. “I was told that you had gone AWOL, that Al and Bud had been killed in Afghanistan, Joe was at a base in Georgia and I had never been in Roswell. I was told that I had been in Denver and was injured in an explosion there, that I had amnesia and couldn’t remember anything, and that I was hallucinating.” 
 
    “So that is how they are trying to cover up what they did,” Wilson replied. “It is starting to make sense to me now.” 
 
    “What is making sense?” I asked. “What the hell happened to us at the bunker that night?” 
 
      
 
    “I was lying at the base of the wall in front of the bunker, trying to breath and clear my head, when I started to hear voices,” Wilson said. “I tried to get to my feet, and I was going to call out for help. I managed to hold on to the side of the bunker and was leaning against the front corner. I pushed my head around the corner slightly, it was then that I saw three guys wearing gas masks walking towards the bunker. Before I could call out, I heard them talking. They were shouting at each other so they could hear each other through the gas masks. I heard one man ask, how long do we have to wait before we go in to get them? A voice answered him, it was Sergeant Mitchell’s voice. He said give it two more minutes and they, meaning us, will be out cold for hours and will never know what hit them.” 
 
    “Mitchell?” I asked. “It figures he would be involved in this somehow. Then what happened?” 
 
    “Yeah, that bastard Mitchell,” Wilson replied. “When I heard his voice, I knew something was up. I figured that they knew I had been in the hangar and if he found me, I had a feeling that I would end up dead. So, I took off my armband and tossed it up into the trench, then I circled around to the far side of the bunker and waited, hoping they wouldn’t see me.” 
 
      
 
    “So, you think that what happened at the bunker wasn’t an accident, this was intentional?” I asked. “What about that damn desert heat pocket we saw?” 
 
      
 
    “You bet your ass this was intentional,” Wilson growled. “First of all, there are no such things as a desert heat pockets, but I’ll tell you about that later. Second, they discovered that we had been snooping around in the Command Center, probably from reviewing the surveillance camera footage, and I believe what happened after they came to get us, was all part of their plan to cover up everything in case we had talked to anyone and told them what we had seen.” 
 
    “That’s what I’ve been thinking,” I said. “But what happened after you crawled to the far end of the bunker?” 
 
    “I watched them from the far side of the bunker until I heard Mitchell order the men to go in and bring everyone out of the bunker. I watched all three of them as they opened the door and went inside. When they did that, I ran back towards the base until I found a pile of rocks to hide behind. From there I watched to see what they were going to do.  
 
    They carried you, Joe, Al and Bud outside and loaded you into the back of the truck they had. I saw them start to frantically search around the bunker with their flashlights. I guess it was then they realized that I wasn’t there. I could hear Mitchell swearing when the spotted my armband in the trench. They were only there for a few minutes after that before they went back to their truck and took off and went back to the base.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re lucky that they didn’t send a chopper out with a search light to find you,” I said. “There isn’t much cover out in that area.” 
 
    “They did that next,” Wilson replied. “I anticipated that would be the next thing they would do. A few minutes after the truck left the bunker, I heard a helicopter coming my way from the base. The helicopter didn’t have any running lights on, but I could hear it getting closer.  
 
    I knew that I couldn’t make a run for it, there wasn’t any cover or anywhere I could hide from the spotlight, so I ran back into the bunker. I figured they wouldn’t bother to look there again. The spotlight came on a few seconds later and the helicopter searched the desert and that end of the base for about an hour before they gave up and left.” 
 
    “Good thinking, then where did you go?” I asked. “How did you get away from the base?” 
 
    “I didn’t,” Wilson replied. “I figured there was no way I could escape out there in the desert, that someone would find me before I would get very far, so I just decided to hide and play it cool for a while until I figured out what had just happened and then wait for my chance to get away.” 
 
    “Where did you hide?” I asked. “Surely you didn’t try to stay in the bunker?” 
 
    “No, I found a better place,” Wilson smiled. “I just ask myself, where would be the last place they would go looking for me, and I hid there.” 
 
    “And where was that?” I asked. 
 
    “I went back and hid in the hangar,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “You’re crazy Wilson,” I said. 
 
    “Not really, if you think about it, it made sense,” Wilson replied. “Anywhere else on the base and I would have looked out of place.” 
 
    “But the cameras,” I said. 
 
    “I had better disguises this time, and I mostly just stayed out of sight,” Wilson replied. “I knew what to look for this time. Besides, they thought they had caught the two guys that had been sneaking into the Command Center, so no one was expecting me to sneak back inside.” 
 
    “How long did you hide out there?” I asked. 
 
    “I was there for about a month,” Wilson replied. “I was only going to stay for a day or two, then try to find a way off the base some night, but there were two things that made me stay as long as I did.” 
 
    Wilson paused and his lips started quivering. 
 
    I looked at Wilson, wanting to urge him to go on, but when I saw the tears well up in his eyes, I just waited until he was ready to go on. 
 
    “I stayed trying to find a way to save Al and Bud,” Wilson struggled to speak. “That night after they took all of you from the bunker, I heard two helicopters leave the base around 0300 hours. I had just made it up to the barracks by that time. At first, I thought they were sending two more helicopters out to look for me, but then I saw them just fly away. I later determined that you and Joe must have been on those two helicopters.  
 
    Anyhow, the next day as I was looking around down on the third level, I saw two men in white coats wheel a couple of gurneys in from the elevator. Al and Bud were strapped to those gurneys and they had tubes and wires connected to them. After the men left, I ran over to see if I could talk to them.” 
 
    “What about the cameras?” I asked. “How were you able to even get close to them?” 
 
    “I had taken a lab coat and a surgeon’s mask and cap from the lab on level two when I entered the hangar to make me blend in better,” Wilson replied. “My God, Mike, Al and Bud looked like hell, their heads had been shaved and there were stitches all over the top of their heads. I think someone operated on their brains. I watched them for days, waiting to see if they would regain consciousness. After three days they started to look like the poor bastards in the back of that level. After that, I knew there was no way they would ever be human again.” 
 
      
 
    “Why would they do something like that?” I finally asked after a minute of anguish running through my body. 
 
    “The second reason I stayed longer than I had planned, was to snoop around for some answers before I left,” Wilson replied. “The people at the base thought that Al and Bud were the two men on the security film that had snuck into the hangar. I think that’s why they decided to shut them up permanently and use them as part of their experimental research. I hadn’t been able to figure out how they were going to cover that up until now. 
 
    When you told me that you heard that they had been killed in Afghanistan, it suddenly seemed to make everything I’ve seen here make sense. I bet after they put out the story that they had been killed on assignment in Afghanistan, they sent their families empty sealed coffins with some unidentifiable remains inside. Mike, they will do anything, kill anyone, to keep what they have here a secret.” 
 
      
 
    “I wonder why they let Joe and I live?” I asked. 
 
    “I can’t answer that,” Wilson replied. “I had no idea what had happened to you or Joe until the day I decided to get off the base. I didn’t dare mess with any of the computers while I was there, because the computer logs would give away what I was doing. But on the day I decided to leave, I entered yours and Joe’s names into the computer, hoping to find out what had happened to you. It was then I saw your status was listed as discharged. Joe was labeled missing. What did happen to you after you were flown off the base?”  
 
      
 
    “The start of seven months of hell,” I replied. “When I woke up, I found myself strapped down to a hospital bed, I couldn’t move and with all the tubes down my throat I couldn’t talk. Every time I moved around too much I was given a shot that knocked me out.” 
 
    “What did you see?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I couldn’t see or hear a damned thing,” I replied. “They had some kind of bandage wrapped around my head and I couldn’t see anything. I heard a lot of strange sounds through the bandages, but I couldn’t tell what it was. Finally one day they removed the tubes from my throat and I asked where the hell was I.” 
 
    “Where were you?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “They said that I was in the hospital, that I had been unconscious for over a month, that I had been injured by some large explosion, then started asking if I knew who I was.” 
 
    “Where you able to see anything yet?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “No, they didn’t take the bandages off for another day, then all I saw was the doctor and nurse that were taking care of me,” I replied. “The next day they got me a walker and the nurse helped me go for a walk. When we walked down the hallway and I looked out and saw that it was snowing, I said I didn’t know it snowed in the New Mexico desert. It was then the nurse told me that I was in Denver. When I questioned her, she told me that I had been transferred there six months ago and had been injured when a cart of missiles I was transporting exploded. It was then that I began to realize that something wasn’t right. I decided to pretend that I couldn’t remember anything so I wouldn’t say the wrong things until I could figure out what was going on.” 
 
    “That was a good move, maybe why you are still alive,” Wilson said. 
 
    “When I got back to my bed, I asked the nurse if she would find out what room you guys were in so I could go for a visit,” I continued. “But she came back later and said that there wasn’t any record of you guys being in the hospital. I asked her if she would find out where you guys were stationed and that is when she came back later and told me that you had gone AWOL, Al and Bud had been killed in an ambush in Afghanistan and Joe was stationed somewhere in Georgia.” 
 
    “Damn,” Wilson exclaimed. 
 
    “So from that point on, I just played dumb and didn’t say anything more about being in Roswell,” I said. “At night sometimes, I swear that I head voices telling me about my time in Denver, as if they were trying to plant false memories in my mind, so I just played along. A few weeks later I was informed that I could return to my old job, loading missiles on to F-15 fighters, but they had to teach me what to do, I knew I had never done that before.” 
 
    Wilson just listened and shook his head. 
 
    “Finally, the Captain called me to his office and informed me that due to my accident, I was no longer able to perform my duties satisfactorily and that I was being discharged and sent home. I guessed that I had convinced them that their attempt to brainwash me had been successful. After they sent me home, I had to see a shrink each week for six months. I guess that was their way to be sure I didn’t remember anything and also to have me certified unstable in the event that I said anything to anyone about Roswell.” 
 
    “You must have done a good job convincing them that you couldn’t remember anything,” Wilson said. “But, I’m still surprised that they didn’t just eliminate you and be done with it. Why take the chance?” 
 
    “I’ve thought about that,” I replied. “The only reason that I could think of was that they wanted to use me as bait to find you. They probably figured that eventually you and I would get back together again.” 
 
    “Are you sure you weren’t followed when you came here?” Wilson asked suddenly looking nervous. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I replied. 
 
    Then I asked, “Have you had any contact with Joe?” 
 
    “No, last week when I sent you that chain letter, I sent one to his house, but you were the only one to respond,” Wilson replied. “I was surprised when you called, it was just a shot in the dark.” 
 
    “No one else has called that number you gave me?” I asked. 
 
    “No, you were the only one and I destroyed the phone right after I called you back so they couldn’t use that number to locate me,” Wilson replied. 
 
      
 
    “I was meaning to ask you, why the three day wait after you called me?” I asked. 
 
    “I needed time to get here,” Wilson replied. “I was in Illinois when you contacted me and I figured it would take me three days to get here, but I was able to do it in two. I arrived here last night and slept in the woods.” 
 
    “Did you come by car?” I asked. 
 
    “I came part of the way on a motorcycle I stole in Montana. Then I stole a car in Illinois for the rest of the trip. I parked the car in Normalville and took an old pickup truck that I saw parked along the creek. I was hoping to catch a ride from here with you for a few miles,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “What are your plans from here?” I asked. 
 
    “I plan on going up to New Hampshire and finding Professor Johnson at Dartmouth,” Wilson replied. “You care to come along?” 
 
    “Maybe,” I smiled, “My only hesitation is that I have this feeling that someone is always watching me. I’m not sure what would happen if I didn’t come home for a few days.” 
 
    “You could be right,” Wilson smiled. 
 
      
 
    “You said that you spent almost a month at the hangar snooping around,” I said, then asked, “Did you learn anything new?” 
 
    “I think I learned more than I wanted to know,” Wilson replied. “I don’t even know where to start. It’s why I’m going to find Professor Johnson, maybe he will know what to do with everything I found.” 
 
    “Did you go back down to the fourth level?” I asked, then grinned. “Did you finally find any little green men?” 
 
    “Yes, I spent some time down on the fourth level and no, there aren’t any little green men down there.” 
 
    “I didn’t think so,” I smiled. 
 
    “They are blue and there are three of them,” Wilson replied. “They have had them down there for twenty years. They are all dead now, but one of them was alive for a few weeks after they found him, but he eventually died too. They weren’t sure if he died from injuries caused when he crashed or if he starved to death. They weren’t able to find any way to communicate with him before he died.” 
 
    “Seriously?” I asked. 
 
    “After everything that we’ve seen and been through, I have no intention of joking about any of it,” Wilson said seriously. “This shit has cost Al and Bud their lives, maybe Joe too, and you and I aren’t out of the woods yet either by a long shot. If you want to think I’m crazy, that’s up to you, but I’m serious about all of this.” 
 
      
 
    “Wilson, if you don’t question my sanity, I have no desire to question yours,” I said. “What else did you learn?” 
 
    “Let me take you down each level,” Wilson replied. “On level one, that big floating rock, it is really an alien craft. But it was just one of their scout ships. The mother ship is out in the Nevada desert camouflaged as a stone quarry. It has been there since 1962. They have been studying it ever since and have recently made some fantastic discoveries. You know the desert heat pockets?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “By studying how that ship on level one floats around in our gravity, they have managed to reproduce that effect to a limited degree. They haven’t been able to make any large objects float, but they have been able to create a forcefield that contains about thirty square meters of air, gas, or any other gaseous material and direct it to go where ever they want it to go, for up to twenty miles,” Wilson continued. 
 
    “That’s what they used to knock us out at the bunker so they could capture us?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, and from what I overheard, they have decided to send ten units to the Middle East and five down to the Mexican border for testing,” Wilson added. “I can only guess at what they plan to do with them there.” 
 
    “Border control and to take out terrorists maybe,” I replied. 
 
    “Or maybe something far more deadly,” Wilson said. “If they can ever develop the technology to the point where they can move larger objects, like maybe missiles or bombs, we would be invincible in any war. We could wage war without putting any of our people in harms way. We could attack someone, and they would never know it was coming until the explosions started.” 
 
    “How did you learn about this?” I asked. 
 
    “There are a lot of places down there where you can hide, then all you have to do is listen to them talk,” Wilson replied. “On level two at the labs, I learned that they have finally been able to duplicate the blue liquid that is injected into the brain when one of the brain implants are activated. 
 
     They found a way to, just like when the brain implant explodes, to turn a person into a zombie. 
 
     However, unlike when a brain implant turns a person into a zombie, the zombie dies after twenty-four hours. When an alien brain implant injects the blue liquid into a person’s brain, the container that holds the blue liquid holds a power source that is able to energize the body to attack and kill for an unlimited amount of time. The first people they experimented with, trying to remove the implant and accidentally activated the implant, are still moving and trying to kill anyone that gets close to them. Some of those people have been this way for over ten years now. They are trying to reverse engineer the implant containers, but they are so far above our technology that it will be many years before our science is capable of that task.” 
 
    “That’s disgusting,” I said. 
 
    “That is our government,” Wilson sighed. “They will go to any limit to develop the newest and best weapons. But I can’t blame them in a way, if we don’t do it, someone else will.” 
 
      
 
    “Now down to level three,” Wilson continued. 
 
    “I’m almost afraid to ask what else you learned from that chamber of horrors,” I replied. 
 
    “Remember that I said the scientists felt that the brain implants were inserted into people’s brains for a reason? The purpose being to be activated at some point in the future for some unknown reason,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Did they discover what that reason is?” I asked. 
 
    “No, but they think the reason has to be some kind of end of life on Planet Earth event,” Wilson replied. “But what they have learned is when this event is going to occur.” 
 
    “What?” I asked, feeling a cold chill run down my spine. 
 
    “The scientists weren’t able to learn much about the implants until one of them decided to try and do a carbon dating test on one of the implants,” Wilson said. “They had tried everything else they could think of, and just out of curiosity one of the scientists proposed trying to do a carbon dating analysis on one of the implants.” 
 
    “Did the test tell how old the implants were?” I asked. 
 
    “No, but the testing revealed how much life was left in each implant before it would activate,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “And just how much time do we have left?” I asked. 
 
    “Well, they have discovered that there are two different time frames that all of the implants fit into,” Wilson replied. “In three years, two thirds of the implants will activate. In three years six months all the remaining implants will be activated. 
 
    So the lab is working frantically to find an antidote for the blue liquid contained in the implants. The clock is ticking, giving them three years to accomplish this before all hell breaks loose.” 
 
    “Are they making any progress?” I asked. 
 
    “Some, but three years isn’t very long when mankind is facing possible extinction,” Wilson replied. “But there is also another problem. The implants that are set to activate in three years six months, the liquid in those implants have all turned red.” 
 
    “What happens when a red implant is activated?” I asked. 
 
    “That is the problem, no one knows,” Wilson replied. “They have tried to get one of the implants with red liquid in it to activate, but they seem to be protected by some kind of forcefield that prevents any kind of direct contact with the implant. Until they can get one of the red implants to activate, they can’t possibly find a way to defend against it.” 
 
      
 
    “This is some heavy shit you are talking about,” I said to Wilson. “Could there be another explanation for all of this? Do you really believe this all originates with aliens?” 
 
    “It could be possible that some of this originated in Russia, China or even in the Middle East, but the scientists don’t think so. Even if it did, someone is planning to kill a lot of people, starting three years from now,” Wilson replied. “This is why I have to go to Dartmouth and find Professor Johnson. He has studied this for years, long before I became interested in UFOs. I’m sure he is aware of this and maybe much more, but maybe the information I have will be the final piece for him to know what is happening and maybe how it can be stopped.” 
 
    “Why would aliens want to kill all of us?” I asked. “It just doesn’t make any sense to me, what do we have that they could want or that they couldn’t get somewhere else? Did you hear the scientists make any guesses?” 
 
    “Water, of all the known planets in the universe, only five have water on them” Wilson replied. “71% of the Earth is water. There is a lot that we don’t know, but for life to exist, it needs to have water. If the water is disappearing on one of the other four planets, and the beings living on that planet have to abandon their planet to settle somewhere else with enough water to support their civilization, Earth might be their planet of choice.” 
 
    “So they think that some alien civilization will have to abandon their planet for some reason within the next four years,” I said. “So they came here and sowed the seeds necessary to eliminate human life on Earth so that when they arrive here, all they have to do is just move in?” 
 
    “It sounds crazy, doesn’t it,” Wilson replied. “Almost as crazy as someone trying to brainwash you so you won’t remember what you saw at Roswell? Almost as crazy as our own people eliminating Al and Bud because of what they might have seen?” 
 
    “Yeah, that crazy,” I sighed. “Your point is taken.” 
 
    “Who knows?” Wilson smiled, “We’re just two normal guys that happened to see a whole lot of things that we weren’t supposed to see. What does it all mean? Maybe nothing, or maybe the end of life as we know it? Only time will tell. If in three years all hell starts to break loose, I’d say that all of our questions will have been answered.” 
 
    The way Wilson said that made me start to laugh. 
 
    “I’m glad you find me humorous,” Wilson smiled, “But it is going to happen whether we believe it or not. It is up to us to decide what we are going to do with this information.” 
 
      
 
    “What have you been doing for the last six months?” I asked. “You said you left the hangar after a month, where did you go after that?” 
 
      
 
    “I spent a few weeks just watching the base from out in the desert.” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Did you see anything interesting?” I asked. 
 
    “They were doing a lot of crazy stuff with the so-called heat pockets,” Wilson replied. “Over-all I didn’t see much from there. You remember the other five guys that arrived in Roswell with us?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “I never saw them again,” Wilson continued. “Makes you wonder doesn’t it?” 
 
    “It does,” I nodded. 
 
    “I then worked my way over to Nevada, visited Area 51 and the quarry where the mothership is located before I started back East,” Wilson said. “I saw a few weird things going on, but I didn’t feel it was worth the risk to get too close to those places, not with the information I already had discovered.” 
 
    “Did you ever get to see an alien spaceship flying around at night like you hoped to see?” I asked. 
 
    “I think I did, but I’m not sure,” Wilson replied. “It could have just been someone testing another one of those heat pockets.” 
 
      
 
    I started to smile, but suddenly grabbed my head as a sharp pain shot through the top of my head. 
 
    “Are you OK?” Wilson asked, looking concerned. 
 
    “I’ve been having sharp pains in my head ever since I woke up in that hospital bed,” I replied. “I only used to have the pain once a month, but it has been happening more frequently as of late.” 
 
    “Where on your head?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Right here on the top of my head,” I replied and pointed to the top of my head. 
 
    “Let me see your head,” Wilson said, then leaned over and examined my head. I felt him running his finger over a spot near the top of my head. 
 
    “Are you aware you have a one-inch scar here on the top of your head?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “No, I wasn’t,” I replied. “Is it an old scar or does it look like it is a more recent scar?” 
 
    “More recent,” Wilson replied slowly. 
 
    “Shit!” I said. “What the hell did they do to me in Denver? Does it look like the scars the people with implants have?” 
 
    “No, it’s larger,” Wilson replied. “Maybe they put some kind of tracking chip in your head.” 
 
    “Or maybe it is an improvised implant to eliminate me after a certain period of time, in the event they lose track of me,” I suggested. “They don’t plan on letting me regain my memory and start talking about what I’ve seen.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Wilson replied. “I’m sorry.” 
 
      
 
    Finally, I looked at Wilson. 
 
    “Well Buddy, I have been having a feeling lately, that one way or another, that none of us were going to survive this,” I said. 
 
    “I’m sorry I got everyone into this mess,” Wilson said and hung his head. “If I would have done what you told me to do and stayed away from that hangar, none of this would have happened.” 
 
    “Maybe, maybe not,” I replied. “I think this might have happened regardless of what you did. The more I thought about things, the more I thought we were selected for this assignment for a reason.” 
 
    “Like what?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “Does the Army normally provide security personnel for the Air Force?” I asked. 
 
    “Not that I know of,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Then why were we assigned to an Air Force base?” I added. “I also doubt that the people we encountered at Roswell were regular military. Either way, all of that is water over the dam. Are you interested in going rafting since we are here? It would get our minds off this shit.” 
 
      
 
    Wilson laughed, “No, but thanks. I should probably keep moving.” 
 
    “Maybe you’re right, if this thing in my head is some kind of tracking device, I should probably head back to Pittsburgh before someone starts to wonder what I’m doing and comes looking for me,” I said. “You would also be safer not hanging around me too much.” 
 
    “Well, Mike, take care of yourself,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Here,” I said as I reached in my pocket and pulled out a piece of paper. “If you ever need to get a message to me, you find out anything else that you think I should know, or when you come back down this way, give me a call. I bought three phones when I got your message. No one else has this number, and I don’t plan on giving it to anyone else. If you ever need help or anything, call me.” 
 
    “Thanks, Mike,” Wilson said. “Sorry we couldn’t make this visit last longer, go to a game, go rafting or go have a few beers. But I think it’s safer if I keep moving.” 
 
    “It was nice seeing you again,” I said. “At least now I know I’m not crazy. I was beginning to have my doubts.” 
 
    “Take care of yourself,” Wilson said. “I’ll see you again real soon.” 
 
    “Sounds good, I look forward to getting together again and catching up,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Wilson and I gave each other one final embrace. We both knew that we would probably never see each other again, but we both tried to pretend that is was just another normal day. But we both knew. 
 
      
 
    I saw tears well up in Wilson’s eyes as he turned and walked away. I watched as he walked into the trees, then I heard the engine of an old pickup truck start up. 
 
    A few seconds later. I caught a glimpse of an old red truck, a smoky exhaust trail followed, as Wilson drove away. 
 
      
 
    I slowly began walking back to where I had parked the Honda. In one way my meeting with Wilson made me feel relieved, knowing that I wasn’t imagining what had happened to me. On the other hand, it also gave me something else to worry about. 
 
      
 
    I also felt sad to realize that a part of my life was gone forever. That whatever had happened, that four men I had called my friends, close friends that had been with me for most of my life, were now gone. I suddenly felt alone, and in many ways afraid of what the future held. 
 
    But Wilson had always been crazy with his government conspiracy theories and UFOs. I planned on going home and trying to pick up my life where I had left off before joining the Army. I was going to leave handling of the unknown to Wilson and his Professor Johnson. I didn’t know what else to do. I could only hope that it had all been a bad nightmare. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Six months later in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania 
 
      
 
    I had arrived home that afternoon after my visit with Wilson. Every day since, I would power up the phone that I had given Wilson the number to call if he ever wanted or needed to call me. I charged the phone each week so it would be ready in the event I ever received a call, but so far, I haven’t heard from Wilson or anything about him. 
 
      
 
    I visited Joe’s mother every Friday to see if she had heard anything from Joe, but the visits were becoming depressing. Joe’s mother would start to cry whenever she would see me coming up her walkway, and she would continue to cry until I left. She had received only one letter from the Army. The letter stated that Joe was missing in action and that they would inform her if and when they had anymore information, but that had been months ago. 
 
    She was worried that something terrible had happened to Joe. I was certain, but I didn’t want to tell her that, so I continued to visit and try to keep her spirits up, despite the fact that the visits were painful and kept reminding me about things I was trying to forget and move on with my life. 
 
      
 
    I recently had my six-month visit with Doctor Lester. He was happy to hear that I had taken a job at Speedy Mart and that I had recently bought a new car. A new Honda hybrid that got fifty-four miles per gallon. 
 
    I was still having pains in my head, at least once a week now, but of course I didn’t tell him about that. I did my best to make him feel that I had returned to living a normal life and had never thought about my time in the Army any longer. He of course was happy with my life as I presented it to him, and he scheduled another visit in six months, a final check up he said, and then sent me on my way. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t need the money, but I took the job down at Speedy Mart as something to occupy my time. 
 
    It mostly kept my mind from thinking about the last year, except when I had to restock the Tracfone display. That made me think about Wilson and our meeting. I wondered if he ever made it to New Hampshire. 
 
      
 
    Today as I was reading the paper to kill time, as I often did when there weren’t any customers to wait on, I saw something on the back page of the news section in USA Today that told me that Wilson did indeed make it to New Hampshire. 
 
    The headline read, Dartmouth Professor struck by a car and killed. The Professor, in possession of new information from Wilson had probably began to talk about things that someone didn’t want talked about in public. I read the article, but it didn’t say anything about anyone else being killed or injured. It made me wonder where Wilson was now. Did he move on after his visit with Professor Johnson, to find another UFO expert to pass along his findings, or had he been discovered and quietly eliminated. Just in case, I kept the cell phone charged and with me every day and continued to wait and hope. 
 
      
 
    Other than my trips down memory lane every Friday and every time I walked past the Tracfone display, life had settled into an uneventful routine. I often thought about my friends, about our times in high school and felt sad about how things turned out. I also thought about what I could have done to have made things turn out differently, but I was never able to think of anything that would have changed the outcome. I also wished that there was something I could do about what had happened, but I was just one person. Anyone that I knew that had strayed and dared to talk about what had happened were dead, or at best, missing. I was considered certified unstable, but I knew if I ever opened my mouth, another article might appear on the back page of the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette about a man from Overbrook being hit and killed by a car while attempting to cross the street. The best I could hope for was to try and live a quiet life and hope that what I had seen in Roswell continued to remain in Roswell. 
 
      
 
    As time moved on, I thought less and less about the past. I started dating again, but for some reason, I had never moved out of my parent’s house. I guess I enjoyed the comforting feeling I always had when I was there. 
 
      
 
    It was another six months before reality hit me square on the jaw, reminding me that I could do anything I wanted to forget about the past, but that didn’t mean that by doing so I could change the future. 
 
    One night after getting home from work, I was sitting on the couch watching the eleven o’clock news. 
 
    The news played a clip from Mexico that showed hundreds of dead bodies spread across the desert in Mexico, twenty miles from the U.S. border. The reporter explained that it was believed that poisonous gas had made its way to the surface of the desert and had killed three hundred refugees that were trying to make their way to the United States. He also explained that he was receiving other reports about refugees succumbing to some sort of poison gas along other locations, all approximately twenty miles from the U.S. border. An investigation was being undertaken to find the source of the poison and confirm the reports. 
 
    To me, the situation had Roswell and desert heat pockets written all over it. 
 
      
 
    Two days later, a report from Syria told of a Syrian town located in the desert south east of Damascus. The facts were still coming in, but it appeared that the people in the town of seven hundred people all turned on each other. Twenty-four hours after the first report, all the people in the town were dead. Someone said that it looked like they had been all been ravaged by wild animals. Most of the bodies appeared to have been half eaten and left lying in the streets. Various terrorist groups had claimed responsibility, but I knew better. Roswell was apparently again testing their new toys and I was sure they had been thrilled with the results. 
 
    Each day, I found more and more reports that reminded me of what I had seen in Roswell. 
 
      
 
    The past was not going away. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Two years later in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 
 
      
 
    It had now been three years since my experience in Roswell, New Mexico. 
 
    Each day, since the first reports of unusual events happening around the world that I became aware of two years ago, I have scanned the newspapers and late night world news reports on the TV for other signs of events that I thought could be related to what I had learned in Roswell and from Wilson. 
 
    What have I seen over the last couple of years? 
 
    I’ve seen evidence of many so-called unexplained events around the world, but I have tried to remain neutral in my opinion as to what the cause of these events were. I often felt that Wilson saw evidence of alien involvement behind every questionable event he saw. To Wilson, Roswell was the Holy Grail of alien information, proving every suspicion and conspiracy about UFOs and alien visitation that had ever been reported. 
 
    I didn’t want to be blinded to other possibilities, like Wilson had been. To me, Roswell was more about government secret ops, secret weapons development and testing. It was about government corruption and abuse. That is what I saw in Roswell, but I also saw many things that I just couldn’t explain or attribute to government actions. Wilson had been very convincing with some of his alien theories. After everything we had seen, I felt there had to be other earthly explanations, but I also tried to keep an open mind about the possibilities. But I also found myself, over the last year, visiting UFO and alien abduction websites. I made sure to purchase and use a VPN (virtual private network) so no one could see what I was looking at and decide that it was time for me to have an accident. 
 
      
 
    I found much of the information to be confusing and farfetched, but occasionally there was something useful. 
 
    One day I found two people talking on a blog. 
 
    I swear that it was Wilson talking as I read the blog. The scary thing was that this person was talking about something I had only ever heard about one time before, and that one time was the day I had met with Wilson at Ohiopyle. Wilson was telling me at that time about the brain implants that Roswell was investigating. He had said that they were unable to determine what the alien reason was, what their end game was, but Roswell had determined by carbon dating when the implants would begin to activate. He said the implants would begin to activate in three years.  
 
    I had forgotten all about that information, until now, but here was someone on this blog talking about it. Not only was he talking about it, but he was warning anyone that read his blog that an alien attack was imminent. His exact warning was, “Aliens to destroy the Earth on April 21st.” 
 
    To me it sounded like some religious fanatic on the streets of New York walking around with a sign that said to repent, the end of the world was near. 
 
      
 
    I would have just laughed and moved on, except a few things about the warning started to bother me. 
 
    First, Wilson and I had been in Roswell, three years ago on April 21st. According to Wilson, the first of three groups of implants were to activate in three years. I had never heard that fact or theory anywhere else. 
 
    The final fact that had me a little unnerved was that today was April 18th. 
 
      
 
    Wilson had been right about the desert heat pockets, or at least the news reports about what had happened in northern Mexico seemed to indicate that he had been correct. The mysterious gas had been so frightening in northern Mexico that illegal immigration along our southern had almost completely stopped. 
 
    Wilson’s claim about the scientists at Roswell being able to duplicate the blue liquid that turned people into something resembling zombies also appeared to have some validity. Syria and Iran had over the last two years had a number of 24-hour crises, Roswell’s research had only been able to duplicate the effects of the blue liquid for a duration of twenty-four hours. The crises had been so terrifying that terrorist activity and Iran’s sabre rattling in the Middle East had stopped. The Middle East had never been so peaceful. Terrified countries turned their attention inward, trying to fight the devil was too overwhelming to leave them time to fight with their neighbors. 
 
      
 
    I tried to post a response on the blog to the warning, using our “Code Five” to ask the writer if he was Wilson, but I couldn’t post the response without registering with the website and giving my name and an email address. I considered that to be too dangerous and was going to just forget about it. Then I remembered that I could create a fake email address on G-mail and make up a phony username. So I created the email address, RoseWell@gmail.com and my fake name was Roselyn Well. If the writer of the blog was Wilson, I’m sure he would get a kick out of the email address. 
 
    I posted my response and hit send. 
 
    I waited for a few minutes, but the owner of the blog was obviously not online or wasn’t able to unencrypt my message. I decided to check back later. 
 
      
 
    The next few days I felt nervous. On April 21st, before I went to work, I told my mother that she should stay inside because I heard there was a stray dog with rabies that had been reported running loose in our neighborhood. I told her that I didn’t want her to go outside until the dog had been captured. I knew my mother was afraid of dogs and felt confident she wouldn’t go outside. 
 
    Of course, there wasn’t any rabid animal in our neighborhood, but I told her that story to keep her inside, just in case there was anything to the warning about April 21st. 
 
    Since her memory had been getting progressively worse, I wrote her a note to remind her not to leave the house and left it on the table when I left for work. 
 
      
 
    I started my Honda and left for work. Brownsville Road was only a few blocks away and I usually walked to work, but today I wanted to have my car with me in the event that I needed to get home quickly. 
 
    When I reached work, I signed into the computer, verified the money in the cash register and began my shift.  
 
    Every time the date, April 21st, showed on the computer or on a customer’s receipt, I could feel the butterflies in my stomach get active. Between customers, I flipped through all the papers on the news stand rack, focusing on the back pages to look for any clues that anything had started elsewhere in the country to forewarn the possibility of things to come. 
 
    I didn’t find anything of any interest in the papers, but for the rest of the day I couldn’t shake the nervous feeling of dread that seemed to hang over me. 
 
      
 
    My shift ended without anything unusual happening. 
 
    When I arrived home, I found my mother sitting on the end of the couch with the drapes pulled to one side, watching for rabid dogs. The look of concern on her face made me feel guilty that I had scared her. 
 
    I went to my room and signed on to my computer and logged on to the alien discussion blog. There hadn’t been any additional posts to the blog since I had first read the blog three days ago. I also checked my email to see if I had received a response from my email to the owner of the blog. Again, there wasn’t anything.  
 
      
 
    How many times have wackos blocked the streets, screaming that the end of the world was near? How many times have these wackos yelled out the date the world was going to end? How many times had the world ended? 
 
    None! 
 
    “I guess another doomsday prediction had come and gone,” I said, feeling myself begin to relax. 
 
      
 
    That night after dinner, I turned in early and went to sleep. 
 
    Sleep came easily, a lot easier than it had the night before. 
 
    I tried to push the thoughts of the last few days out of my mind and write my fears off as having just been paranoid after my past history. 
 
    I should have just taken the warning with a grain of salt as I would have if I had heard it when walking the streets of downtown Pittsburgh, there wasn’t any shortage of wackos in the world today.  
 
    I reminded myself to stay off wacky websites, my life had been crazy enough without me looking for help to make it even crazier. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    The next morning my mother had a pancake breakfast prepared when I woke up. 
 
    “Did they catch that dog yet?” she asked as I walked into the kitchen. 
 
    “I think I saw something on my computer this morning that said they got him,” I replied. “You don’t have to worry about it anymore.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Betty wanted me to come over yesterday to help her make cookies, but I told her that it wasn’t safe to go out until they got that dog. I think she called me four times yesterday to ask about the dog. She probably didn’t sleep a wink worrying last night. I think I’ll call her after breakfast. You’re sure they caught it?” 
 
    “I’m sure,” I replied, still feeling guilty. “You can tell her it is now safe for you to come over.” 
 
    “Good, Betty makes the best chocolate chip cookies,” Ma said, “I usually don’t get too excited about someone else’s chocolate chip cookies, I usually prefer my own, but for some reason, eating one of Betty’s fresh hot chocolate chip cookies right out of the oven was all I could think about yesterday.” 
 
    I laughed. 
 
    “I guess that proves that old saying that people always want what they can’t have,” I smiled. 
 
    “I guess so,” Ma smiled as she scooped three hot pancakes off the griddle, put them on a plate and set the plate down in front of me. 
 
    “Thanks, Ma,” I said and poured Maple syrup over the pancakes and began to dig in. 
 
      
 
    As I ate, I could hear my mother on the phone with Betty, making plans to go over around noon to bake cookies. 
 
    I smiled to myself as she explained to Betty that the dog had been captured and her life was no longer in danger. 
 
    Betty was also happy that she could now let her little dog, Bob, go outside to go to the bathroom. Apparently, Bob had a bad day yesterday, going to the bathroom three times on Betty’s carpet. 
 
      
 
    After finishing my breakfast, I put my plate in the dishwasher, interrupted my mother’s phone conversation with Betty long enough to tell her I was leaving, and then headed outside and my car to go to work. 
 
      
 
    As I walked out the back door and started for the garage, I noticed how quiet it sounded in the back yard. The birds and squirrels were usually making a racket out here every morning when I went to work. Halfway to the garage I stopped and looked around to see why it was so quiet this morning. 
 
    The only reason I could find for it being so quiet was that I didn’t see any birds or squirrels. Why? I didn’t know or think about it for long and just continued to the garage to get my car. Why wasn’t there any birds or squirrels? I didn’t really care, I guess birds and squirrels are entitled to take a day off just like the rest of us. Maybe today they had something better to do, whatever it was that birds and squirrels did. Maybe the apples on the Bailey’s apple tree were finally ripe and all the critters decided to visit the Baileys today. Too bad the Bailey’s apple tree didn’t have ripe apples on it all year round. 
 
      
 
    I finally got my car started, closed the garage door and pulled out onto Overbrook Boulevard. 
 
    I had driven only two blocks when I again noticed something strange. There wasn’t any traffic on Overbrook Boulevard, I would usually pass six or seven cars before reaching Brownsville Road. Brownsville Road was also deserted. Now that was really unusual because Brownsville Road was always crowded, bumper to bumper at this time of the day as everyone made their way to work each morning. 
 
    When I reached Speedy Mart, I pulled into an empty parking lot. The door was closed, and a sign was hung on the door. Something must have happened that Ken had to go home early this morning.  
 
    Ken had never missed a day’s work since I’d started working at Speedy Mart. He always worked the late-night shift and would meet me at the door each morning and tell me about all the weirdos that had come into the store during the night as I logged in and counted the money in the cash register. 
 
    Maybe the note on the door would explain what had happened I thought as I parked my car behind the building and walked towards the door. I was shocked when I reached the door and saw a sign that said, “Closed until further notice.” 
 
    “Shit,” I said as I read the sign. “The damn company must have filed bankruptcy and closed all their stores in the middle of the night.” I thought about how many times I had heard that story over the last few years. 
 
      
 
    The job didn’t pay much, but with my military disability pension I didn’t need much. I just enjoyed the job. It was an easy job, there wasn’t much to it, but it occupied my day and gave me some mad money to do with whatever I felt like. I used the money to make my car payment, I bought a new stereo and a new computer. I bought lottery tickets, ice cream, Big Macs and anything else I felt like buying. I used my pension money to help my mother with the bills and bought food to make it easier for her. The only income she had was my dad’s U.S. Steel pension which didn’t go as far as it once did. 
 
      
 
    Feeling dejected, I turned and began to walk back to my car. Once again, the silence caught my attention. Besides all the traffic that was usually on Brownsville Road, I would always hear all the traffic five blocks down on Route 51. Bus engines roaring, car horns honking, people shouting, and sirens were part of the normal day out on Route 51, but today all I heard was dead silence. 
 
    As I turned the corner of the building, I saw a man standing with his back to me, staring at my car. My new Honda was a nice car, but I don’t remember anyone staring at it with such concentration before. The car was nice but not that nice. 
 
    “Well, I’m happy he likes my car,” I thought as I walked closer, then another thought struck me. “I wonder if he knows where everyone is today?” Feeling that apparently, I had missed something. 
 
      
 
    “Hey buddy,” I asked as I moved closer, “do you know where everyone is this morning? I’ve never seen it so quiet around here before.” 
 
    The man turned slowly to look in my direction. 
 
    When I saw him, I froze, stopped and just stared. 
 
    The man’s face was bloody as if he had been struck with a club. His one eye was red, filled with blood. His other eye was all white. A blue liquid ran from his greasy, matted hair, then ran down over his forehead and mixed with the blood in his eye. 
 
    It was then that I also noticed his clothes. They were covered with blood, they were also filthy and torn in many places. The man was only wearing one shoe and his right arm hung limp at his side.  
 
    When he started to move towards me, I began to slowly back up. When I saw how he was moving, slow and jerky, as if dragging his body across the parking lot, I started to get nervous. When he opened his mouth, exposing a mouthful of bloody teeth, then his teeth began snapping open and closed, just like the people I had seen down on the third level in Roswell, I turned and ran. 
 
      
 
    As I ran around the building, I could see down Brownsville Road and saw another figure, walking strangely down the middle of the road. The slow jerky motion told me that this was another person like I had just seen by my car. 
 
    I then heard the man following me let out a loud moan that sent chills through my body. The load moan was answered by the man out in the middle of Brownsville Road. If that wasn’t crazy enough, I began to hear other loud moans, apparently in reply to the man following me, coming from the buildings and alleys around me. 
 
    I stopped and listened, trying to locate the new moaning sounds to determine what direction they were coming from, but soon the moans seemed to be coming from all around me. 
 
    The man that had been following me staggered around the corner behind me and let out another bone chilling groan. I jumped, then turned my head to look back in his direction, the horrifying look on his face almost took my breath away. 
 
    As the other moans began to get closer, I decided that I didn’t want to try and go back home on foot, I had seen too many horror movies in my life to know how that would end. I continued to run, circling around to the other side of the building to where my car was parked, grabbed my keys, unlocked the door and jumped inside, slamming the door behind me. 
 
      
 
    I just sat for a few seconds and tried to catch my breath and to compose myself. As much as I had thought about something like this happening over the last few years, seeing it actually happening in front of me was so terrifying that I couldn’t think. I didn’t want to believe it. It was so much worse than I had ever imagined. Even after seeing the third level in Roswell half filled with these poor mutilated bodies, growling and snapping their teeth at me, staring at me with their empty eye sockets, this was worse. Seeing these horrible creatures, that weren’t tied down or restrained, on their feet and coming for me had added a new dimension to the nightmare that I hadn’t experienced before. Now, it felt personal. I was no longer just a spectator, I was the focus of this madness. 
 
      
 
    After seeing what I had seen in Roswell, I thought that if I ever saw anything like that again, it wouldn’t affect me like it did at Roswell.  Let’s just say I was wrong, very wrong. 
 
    But what had me so confused, was why was this happening here in Pittsburgh. Assuming that Wilson was right and two thirds of the people that had been supposedly abducted by aliens would have their brain implant activated on today’s date, turning them into zombies, that didn’t explain what I was seeing here. 
 
    I assumed that if Wilson was correct, that two thirds of the people held at Roswell would become zombies. Then if they managed to escape Roswell, the situation would begin to spread out into the surrounding areas around Roswell. 
 
    It would be a slow process that would take months to reach Pittsburgh. Besides, I doubted that the situation would be able to spread very far before the military contained the damage to the Roswell area. I also had been watching the news closely and I hadn’t heard anything about something like this happening around Roswell.  
 
    This didn’t make sense to me, what I was seeing wasn’t what I was expecting to happen, but here it was. This was Roswell’s third level, somehow turned loose in my hometown of Pittsburgh. 
 
      
 
    When a body collided with the side of my car, ramming his face against the windows a few inches from my face, breaking teeth and smearing blood across my window, I started the engine, threw the gearshift into drive and hit the gas. 
 
    My car shot out of the parking lot, tires screeching as I drove back down Brownsville Road. All I could think was that I had to get home to my mother. 
 
    I hoped that she hadn’t started walking to Betty’s house, two blocks down Overbrook Boulevard. 
 
      
 
    Then another thought hit me as I drove down Overbrook Boulevard, dodging the staggering bodies that had begun to come out on the road. The man that was staring at my car had a blue liquid running out of his head. Was the government testing their version of the blue liquid from the so-called alien brain implants here in Pittsburgh. But why would they do that here? In the Middle East I could understand their motivation, but testing it in Pittsburgh made absolutely no sense. Where they transporting their samples and had an accident, was this what had happened?  
 
      
 
    Three years had passed and as Wilson had predicted, now it was starting. But my mind was barely able to comprehend why or how this was starting here and what it could mean. 
 
      
 
    All I could think about was that I just had to get home as soon as I could. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    I arrived home five minutes later, my car was dented and bloody, but I had made it home safely. 
 
    I parked the car at the side of the house, jumped out and ran for the door to the house. 
 
    It was comforting to not see any of the deranged people staggering around my neighborhood. Maybe what I had just seen was limited to Brentwood, near Route 51. Maybe a military truck carrying the blue liquid had an accident on Route 51 near the Speedy Mart. 
 
      
 
    Then I started to be concerned that the people that were following my car, could end up coming this way. The car was too fast for them to know exactly where I had gone once I was out of their sight, but I hadn’t gone all that far. If they just kept going in a straight line, it was conceivable that they could end up here. 
 
    I had to find my mother and make sure she stayed in the house. If we were lucky, this would all be over in twenty-four hours. 
 
      
 
    I ran up to the front door and turned the handle, the door opened telling me that my mother was still here. She always locked the door whenever she left the house. 
 
    As I ran inside, stopping long enough to look over my shoulder to verify that there wasn’t anyone or anything watching where I had gone, I heard my mother. 
 
    “Did you forget something,” my mother asked as she was pulling on her sweater, preparing to go over to Betty’s. 
 
    “Thank God, you’re still here,” I sighed. 
 
    “I was just leaving for Betty’s house,” my mother said. “What’s wrong, you look like you just saw a ghost.” 
 
    “Call Betty and tell her you won’t be coming over and that she should stay inside,” I said breathlessly. 
 
    “Is that dog loose again?” Ma asked. “I thought you told me they caught him.” 
 
    “It’s not the dog, Ma,” I replied as I tried to think of how to tell my mother what I saw. “There is some kind of riot up on Brownsville Road.” 
 
    “Are the people rioting because they got bit by that dog and got rabies?” my mother asked. 
 
    “No, it doesn’t have anything to do with that dog,” I replied. 
 
    “Well, why can’t I go over to Betty’s house. She and I could stay inside at her house?” Ma asked. 
 
    “We need to stay inside so no one sees us,” I replied. “If they see us, I’m afraid they will try to break into the house to get at us.” 
 
    “Oh my,” my mother said then asked, “who are these people?” 
 
    “The people I saw up on Brownsville Road look like they will kill anyone that they find out on the streets,” I added.  
 
      
 
    I could see my mother’s body begin to tremble as she looked confused. 
 
    “I think we will be fine as long as we stay in the house,” I said. 
 
    “What kind of people are out there?” Ma asked. “Why would they do something like that?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ma,” I replied. “All I know is that all the streets are deserted and what I saw up on Brownsville Road is scary as hell.” 
 
    “You won’t get into trouble for not going to work, will you?” Ma asked nervously. 
 
    “No, in fact the store has a sign on the door that they will be closed until further notice,” I replied. “It looks like everyone else has already heard about the riot and are staying inside. Why don’t you call Betty, then you and I will watch TV. Maybe when the news comes on, we’ll find out what is going on.” 
 
      
 
    “OK,” Ma replied and walked over to the phone to call Betty. I turned and pulled the drapes to the side of the window and began to scan the street in front of the house. 
 
    I could feel the tension leave my body when I didn’t see any activity outside, maybe the people that were trying to follow my car had turned down Maytide Street and were now on their way to Bethel Park. With a little luck, maybe Overbrook would be spared today. 
 
      
 
    My mother hung up the phone, then walked over to the couch and picked up the TV remote and hit the power button. I walked over and sat down on the couch and my mother came over and sat down next to me. 
 
    “Betty was really upset,” she said. 
 
    “I can imagine that she was disappointed,” I replied.  
 
    “She doesn’t know what to do with Bob,” Ma said. “After yesterday, he seems to think that he is supposed to go to the bathroom on her living room carpet now. He has already gone on her white carpet twice this morning. She is having a hard time getting the stains out of the carpet.” 
 
    “Well, hopefully after today, she can get Bob retrained to go back outside,” I replied. 
 
    “I don’t know, that Bob is the dumbest dog I’ve ever seen,” Ma said. “I don’t know how she was ever able to train him in the first place.” 
 
      
 
    The TV finally came on and the screen came into focus, it was an older TV that didn’t come on instantly like the newer ones did. I was tempted to buy my mother a new TV, but she had taken so long to get comfortable with this one that I didn’t want to complicate her life until her old TV finally gave out. My mother didn’t handle change well, in fact she was the only person I knew that still had a rotary dial telephone. It was a large black, 1950’s style monstrosity that amazingly still worked, but it made my mother happy. 
 
    When the picture focused, I stopped and stared. 
 
    Across the bottom of the screen in large red letters, a message scrolled across the picture. The message said, “National Emergency Declared. Stay in your homes until further notice.” 
 
    The word “National” is what first got my attention. How could this be a National Emergency already? Was what was happening in Pittsburgh so terrifying that the President declared it to be a national threat? 
 
      
 
    “Turn up the sound Ma,” I said. 
 
    She held the remote out in front of her and pointed it at the TV, then pressed a button and the sound increased so I could hear the voice of the man on the screen. 
 
      
 
    “For those of you that are just tuning in, let me recap what has happened and what we know at this point,” the reporter said. “Last night shortly after midnight, across the country, for some unknown reason people began to collapse and fall unconscious. The ambulance services were called to take the unconscious victims to the hospital.  
 
    When the news services began to see the same story showing up at all the major hospitals across the country, reporters started calling the hospitals to get an explanation for this rash of unknown incidents. All they were able to find out was that the doctors could not explain the reason behind the mysterious illnesses. 
 
    At that time, the news services put out a minor story about the mysterious events taking place and that more information would be released when available.” 
 
      
 
    “The story again began to attract attention around 3:00 AM when what would be described as riots began to breakout at the hospitals where the people with the mysterious illness had been taken,” the reporter continued. “Around 5:00 the police released a statement that people that had been taken to the hospital earlier in the night, had regained consciousness and had become violent. Numerous deaths and injuries were reported and efforts to contain the disturbances were being continued. At 6:00 AM, the CDC had been called in along with the national guard. Rumors began to be circulated that the police had been unable to contain the disturbances and the situation in the hospitals were out of control. Other unconfirmed rumors said that the people that had become violent, could not be controlled by any means used by the police. The people apparently could not feel pain and had been eating their victims and the unknown condition that they had been inflicted with was rapidly spreading throughout the hospitals. 
 
    At 7:00 AM this morning when the condition in the hospitals began to spill out into the cities, the CDC convinced the President to declare a national emergency. 
 
    All I can add at this point is that violence and mayhem are spreading throughout the cities. The President has ordered all citizens to remain in their homes until further notice. Anyone out on the streets will be arrested. If you come in contact with anyone who is acting strangely, do not approach them, get inside and avoid them at all cost. They are violent and extremely infectious.  
 
    When we have more information, we will break into your local programming to report the latest information. 
 
    We now send you back to your local station.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    I sat back and felt myself start breathing once again. This was definitely not what I had expected to hear. How could this, even if Wilson had been right, have spread so far, so fast. 
 
      
 
    The screen on the TV switched back to the local station, the WTAE Pittsburgh emblem appeared in the lower righthand corner of the picture and Michelle Wright, the station’s morning anchor was speaking. The National Emergency Alert still scrolled across the bottom of the screen. 
 
    “We have lost all contact with our reporters at Allegheny General and Mercy Hospital. The neighborhoods around these hospitals have become a battle ground. We have had calls coming into our station reporting that the streets in these areas are littered with bodies. We have been unable to confirm these reports, but they are consistent with the numerous calls that have been received at the station,” Michell said. “If all the calls we have received are to be believed, again we are unable to send anyone to these areas, but our helicopter has flown over the city and has given us a visual confirmation. The entire north side of the city appears to be in total chaos. Bethel Park and Mount Lebanon areas are also experiencing extreme violence and the mobs appear to be moving towards the south side of the city. 
 
    The Hill District and the west end has been spared so far, but the violence looks to be moving in their direction. If you are listening to my voice, please get inside and lock your doors and windows. There is nothing you can do to stop the violence. All you can do at this time is to stay inside to keep yourself and your family safe. The Pittsburgh Police have called in all units in an attempt to control the spread of the violence. The National Guard is reportedly heading into town from the airport as we speak. Their convoy should be approaching the Fort Pitt Tunnel within the next twenty minutes. 
 
    Again, stay inside and let the authorities do their jobs. We will be back on the air every fifteen minutes to update you on what we have learned. Until then we will broadcast footage from our helicopter and from the various webcams that we have mounted on rooftops of building around town so you can see for yourself what is happening. 
 
    This is Michell Wright for WTAE News.” 
 
      
 
    The TV screen then began showing footage from the station’s cameras mentioned by Michelle Wright. The scenes were unbelievable and obviously not being edited or censored. The station had to be overwhelmed by what was happening. The things being shown on the screen would have never been shown before. 
 
    I watched the violence in silence, all sound coming from the TV had stopped. 
 
      
 
    I watched the footage from the station’s helicopter as it flew over the north side. The images were beginning to show the streets starting to appear to turn a reddish color. Bodies were visible everywhere, many laid on the streets and sidewalks, other bodies sprinted across the streets fleeing for their lives. Large hordes of slow moving, staggering bodies followed in pursuit. 
 
      
 
    The screen changed to a picture of downtown Pittsburgh. The words at the top of the screen identified the location of the camera as being on the top of the Highmark building. 
 
    As the screen changed, a gruesome image appeared. 
 
    At the bottom of the picture were three Roswell type creatures sitting on top of a young woman. The three figures were ripping the clothes and flesh off the young woman and jamming it into their mouths. The blood covered young woman was thankfully already dead. The bodies on top of her were so covered in blood, only their shapes identified them as being human. If that was what these things still were. 
 
    Thankfully the screen changed to another camera on the west end bridge. The scene was of the bridge with all lanes crossing the bridge being empty. The water flowed rapidly under the bridge. There were no signs of violence or bloody staggering bodies arriving yet in the west end. 
 
      
 
    The camera changed again, this time to a camera in Bethel Park. Blood covered bodies, moving and unmoving filled the screen. 
 
    I had to get up, I didn’t want to see this any longer. I walked over to look out the living room window. My mind was numb. 
 
    Fortunately, our street was still quiet and deserted. 
 
      
 
    As I stared outside, I heard a beep coming from my pocket. 
 
    I was surprised and at first didn’t realize where the sound was coming from, but after eliminating all other options, I pulled the phone out of my pocket. It was the phone that I had given the number to Wilson. 
 
    I opened the phone and looked at the screen and saw that I had received a text message. 
 
    I tapped the screen and the text app opened on the screen. 
 
    “Are you OK?” 
 
    I tapped in a response, “I’m fine so far. Who is this?” 
 
    “Wilson,” came the reply. 
 
    “What are you doing giving your name over an open line?” I typed in. 
 
    “If you have been watching the news, the government has bigger problems to worry about at the moment than me,” Wilson replied. “Besides, by the time they get around to looking for me again, I’ll be long gone.” 
 
    “Where have you been?” I asked. “I’ve been worried about you for the last few years. Why no contact?” 
 
    “I’ve been in hiding,” Wilson replied then added. “I saw your post on the blog.” 
 
    “It sounded like you so I thought I would send you a message to confirm it,” I replied. “How come no reply until now?” 
 
    “I couldn’t take the chance to reply until now,” Wilson replied. “I was sure they were watching the internet for any signs of me, but after today, like I said, they have bigger problems.” 
 
    “What the hell is happening?” I asked. 
 
    “April 21st, you read the blog and I told you about the carbon dating information before,” Wilson replied. “Weren’t you paying attention?” 
 
    “I was, but this wasn’t what I expected,” I replied. “I thought it would start with the people that had been abducted and given brain implants.” 
 
    “It was,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “But how did the people abducted in Roswell spread out this way, and all across the country so fast?” I asked. 
 
    “The people they had in Roswell were only a small sample of the people abducted,” Wilson replied. “I estimated that there have been thousands of abductions across the country. Most people that have been abducted don’t remember a thing about being abducted. Most of the others were too afraid to tell anyone about it. Only a few, mostly the ones in Roswell on level three were dumb enough to tell the government about it.” 
 
    “So everything I’m seeing on the TV is the people that had been abducted, had been given brain implants and they were all activated today?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes, and there are thousands more that will be activated in another six months,” Wilson replied. 
 
      
 
    I thought for a minute, trying to recall our last conversation at Ohiopyle. 
 
    “Have you discovered anything else about the brain implants that will be activated in another six months, the implants with the red liquid?” I asked. 
 
    “I told Professor Johnson about that,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “I saw where Professor Johnson had an accident and was killed,” I said. 
 
    “The government killed him.” Wilson replied. “He was getting too close to the truth.” 
 
    “That’s what I figured,” I said. 
 
    “Professor Johnson said he felt that the red implants were the final piece in the alien plan to eliminate all life on our planet,” Wilson replied. “He believed that the red implants will produce a super zombie, a smarter, more aggressive hunter to search out and destroy any humans that have managed to survive the first wave.” 
 
    “Why didn’t the aliens just start with the red implant zombies?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m not an alien, how would I know that?” Wilson replied. “Professor Johnson said he believed that the byproduct of the red implant zombies could be something harmful to the aliens that would arrive shortly afterwards, so they wanted to limit the damage as much as possible but still accomplish their mission.” 
 
    “So, what is their mission?” I asked. 
 
    “Hell if I know, all I know is that it doesn’t involve us,” Wilson replied. 
 
      
 
    Just then I heard a sound, something had bumped into the side of the house.  
 
    “Wilson, I’ve got to go, something’s happening outside,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll get back to you tomorrow. Even though I feel the government has their hands full, I’m not going to be dumb about it. I’m going to sign off and move somewhere else,” Wilson replied. “If you have to hide, do not go down into the basement. Go up as high as you can go, the attic if possible. Talk to you tomorrow. Be safe and smart.” 
 
      
 
    I slipped the phone back into my pocket then leaned over to the window and pulled back the drapes slightly. 
 
    I saw two staggering bodies coming down my street. I heard another body scrape against the front door, two feet to my left. 
 
    I let the curtains fall back into place. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    I looked back over at my mother and whispered, “Turn off the TV.” 
 
    She held up the remote and turned off the TV. 
 
    “Is this real?” Ma whispered. “I think I remember seeing a movie like this one time before, is this what we were watching?” 
 
    “No Ma,” I whispered back, “this is real, but right now I need you to stay quiet. I think there is someone on our front porch.” 
 
    “Well, open the door to see who it is,” Ma replied. 
 
    “No Ma, the people outside are like the people we just saw on TV,” I replied. “They are very dangerous, and we can’t let them find out we are here.” 
 
      
 
    I knew my mother didn’t understand what was going on and I really couldn’t blame her. I felt that I knew what had happened, but what I had seen in Roswell and now what I was seeing in Pittsburgh was still unbelievable.  But my entire understanding was based on things that I didn’t believe in, like UFOs and aliens. I believed that we were not alone in the universe, but I had never believed in all the UFO conspiracies or alien visitation stuff. I however had to admit that the things I had never believed in were the only things that could explain what I was now seeing. Was that what was really happening? I guess at this point, all that was important was that I accepted it was happening and did whatever it would take to keep my mother and I safe, regardless of why it was happening. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, this is very serious, and I don’t understand everything that is happening myself,” I said. “But I do know that the people outside are very dangerous. Until we understand more, we have to be very careful. So just work with me here, OK?” 
 
    “OK, I’ll try,” Ma replied. 
 
    “Right now, while I try to deal with the people outside, I need for you to make sure all the blinds are pulled down and curtains closed so that no one can look inside the house.” 
 
    “OK,” Ma replied. 
 
    “Just do it very quietly and stay away from in front of the windows so no one will see you,” I added. 
 
    My mother turned and started to check the windows. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the front door and looked out through the peep hole. I felt my body tense as I saw something I had never seen before, this close.  
 
    A face outside the door was staring directly at the peep hole, its mouth was hanging open, mainly because the right cheek had been torn away, leaving the lower lip hanging down over his chin. A reddish black drool flowed through his bloody red teeth and ran down the hanging lower lip and dripped off the lip, falling to the ground. 
 
    The skin covering his face was a pale gray color, the eyes were white and cold. It reminded me of looking into the eyes of an alligator. The only thought behind those eyes was to attack and kill whatever got close to those teeth. There would not be any sympathy or regret, only a cold calculating killer that didn’t understand anything else. 
 
    It sent chills to know that this face was a mere four inches from my face. 
 
    I slowly reached down and quietly slid the deadbolt into place. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the front window for another look. This time instead of only two bodies, there were now over a dozen bodies staggering around out in front of the house. 
 
    I watched their movements but instead of just dragging their rigid bodies down the street, they seemed to be standing, turning their heads as if trying to find something. 
 
    I didn’t know much about these people or what they were capable of in their present condition, but it looked to me that they were searching, that maybe they had the ability to sense when there were normal people nearby. Since looking in the eyes of the one at my front door told me that they were cold killers, the idea that they might be able to sense when normal people were close by, I found that thought to be disturbing. 
 
      
 
    My thoughts were interrupted when my mother came running into the room, a look of shock and disbelief on her face. 
 
    “Ma?” I asked. “What’s the matter?” 
 
    “Those people just broke into the Miller’s house,” she replied. 
 
    I quickly pushed by her on my way to the kitchen window so I could look out back. The Miller’s house was located behind our house, next to our garage. They were a younger couple with three kids and a dog that had moved into the Keller’s old house. Mr. Keller had passed away a few years before I had enlisted in the Army, her kids put her in a nursing home and hired a realtor to sell the house. It had been on the market for almost a year before they lowered the price and the Millers moved in. My mother had been good friends with Mrs. Keller and was devastated when her kids moved her to a nursing home in Philadelphia. Thanks to my mother’s failing memory and the Miller kids adopting my mother as their grandmother, my mother soon recovered from her depression over the Keller’s fate. 
 
      
 
    I reached the kitchen window and pulled the curtains to the side just in time to see Mrs. Miller being dragged from her house by two gross, bloody figures. As they dragged her out into the middle of the yard, four other gruesome figures began to try and pull Mrs. Miller’s body away from the first two figures. A bloody tug of war ensued that resulted with all of the bloody creatures piling on top of Mrs. Wilson, savagely tearing her apart. 
 
    I had seen a similar incident earlier on the TV, but then it felt like I was watching a movie.  
 
    But this was different, there were no cameras or TV screens, there weren’t any faceless unknown figures being attacked by other faceless unknown images. What I saw was my neighbor being savagely mauled in my back yard in front of my eyes. The blood was a deeper more realistic color than what I had seen on our old TV. Not only could I see the carnage in front of me, I swear I could feel my flesh being torn from my body as I watched. 
 
    My heart sank even further when I saw two more of the monsters coming out the Miller’s back door fighting over an adult human arm. I let the curtains fall closed and turned away when one of them came out of the house frantically tearing at the disembodied leg of a young child. 
 
      
 
    I turned to see my mother standing behind me. 
 
    “Did you see how they got into the Miller’s house?” I asked. 
 
    “They broke the window in the door,” Ma replied. “When Mrs. Miller’s face appeared at the broken window, those people went wild and started running into the door. The door finally broke under all the pressure and fell back into the house. Then all those people starting crowding around the door, trying to all go into the house at once. Do you think the Millers are OK?” 
 
    “They’re all dead,” I replied slowly and waited for what I just said to sink into my mother’s head. “Those monsters killed them all.” 
 
    “Mike, I don’t understand what is happening,” Ma replied. “I’m going to call the police.” 
 
    I knew it wouldn’t do any good, but I thought that by letting her do something, it would make her feel better. 
 
    “That sounds like a good idea,” I said. “Why don’t you go do that. Just do it quietly so those people outside don’t hear you.” 
 
    “OK,” Ma replied. “Do you know the police’s phone number? I can’t seem to remember it.” 
 
    “Just dial 911 Ma,” I replied. “When they answer, just say you want to report a crime and need the police to come to our address.” 
 
    Ma nodded, then turned and slowly walked away. 
 
      
 
    I took one more quick glance out back, the backyard looked like a convention was taking place, a bloody convention with every member of the zombie’s local 104 present for the festivities, 
 
    “Where the hell are they all coming from?” I asked myself, but then my thoughts turned to thinking about what could happen if they all turned their attention to my house. 
 
    My mother had a habit of knocking things over, often resulting in a loud crash as a lamp or a book hit the floor. 
 
    She couldn’t help herself, getting old was a bitch and it was painful to watch, but not as painful as it would be having to watch my mother being torn apart in front of my eyes. 
 
    I needed to prepare for the fact that those things might hear something and decide to break into the house to investigate. The house was a small one story, two-bedroom house, there wouldn’t be many places to hide, especially with an older woman that didn’t get around very well. 
 
    I needed to do something now, while I still had time. After I was sure my mother was safe, then I could continue to keep an eye on what was going on around my neighborhood. Then I could decide what to do next. 
 
      
 
    I quickly began to walk through the house, looking for options, but it was obvious that the house was never intended to be used as a fort against ruthless intruders. 
 
    Each room had a large window which provided for a great view outside but could also be easily broken and would provide for an easy entryway into the house for a determined intruder. The only room in the entire house that had a window small enough to keep anyone out was the bathroom, but the vinyl sliding door wasn’t strong enough to keep out a determined two-year old child. 
 
    With my mother, the toilet would come in handy, she seemed to spend more time in the bathroom now days than in any other room in the house, but the bathroom offered little else. 
 
      
 
    Wilson had said we needed to get up high, but in a small one-story house, that didn’t seem possible until I spotted the trap door in the ceiling in the hallway outside my bedroom door. 
 
    I ran into the kitchen and grabbed one of the kitchen chairs and placed it directly under the trap door. I climbed up on the chair, reached up and pushed the small trap door up into the attic. I was met instantly with a wave of heat and the musty smell of an attic that hadn’t been used in over thirty years. I pulled myself up so that my head was above the opening, giving me a view of the dimly lit space. Other than a few boxes, the space was empty except for hundreds of cobwebs that glowed from the light entering the attic through the two side vents. 
 
    It would have to do, I decided it was the only place in the house that might offer us some protection. 
 
      
 
    I dropped back down on the chair and found my mother standing there, watching me. 
 
    “What are you looking for?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m looking for someplace we can hide where those people outside won’t find us,” I replied. 
 
    “Why don’t we just hide in the bedroom?” she asked. 
 
    “With the big window in the bedroom, someone could easily break the window and get inside,” I replied. “The attic will be much safer.” 
 
    “How do we get up there?” she asked. 
 
    “Good question, the only ladder we have is out in the garage,” I replied. “I guess we’ll have to climb up from the chair.” 
 
    “You might be able to do that,” my mother smiled. 
 
    “I’ll find a way to get you up there somehow,” I replied. 
 
    “If you do get me up there, what are we going to do once we get up there?” she asked. 
 
    “Just wait and be quiet so they don’t know we are up there,” I replied. “So, let’s assume we can make it up into the attic, what will you need to take with you?” 
 
    “I don’t think we can take the bathroom with us, you’ll have to bring me down so I can go to the bathroom,” Ma replied. 
 
    I laughed and walked into the kitchen and opened the closet door. I took the mop out of my mother’s scrub bucket and walked back to the hallway. 
 
    “This will be your new bathroom,” I said, then jumped up on the chair and set the bucket quietly next to the opening in the attic. 
 
    “You’re joking,” my mother said looking indignant. 
 
    “Sorry Ma,” I grinned. “Desperate times call for desperate measures.” 
 
    “I’ll stay down here and just stay in the bathroom,” she replied. 
 
    “Out of the question,” I said. “Those people will rip that little folding door off the frame in two seconds. Now why don’t you gather up a few things that you will need while I do the same.” 
 
      
 
    “The police didn’t answer the phone,” Ma said. 
 
    “It must be getting bad out there,” I replied. “We better hurry before those people decide to break into our house next.” 
 
    “What if I don’t want to go up there?” ma asked. 
 
    “I’m not leaving you down here by yourself, if you aren’t going, then I’m not going,” I replied. 
 
    “OK, I’ll go get my things,” she said and walked out to the living room. 
 
      
 
    I quickly moved back out to the kitchen as I tried to think of what we would need if we had to hide in the attic for more than a few days. The first thing that came to mind was food. I grabbed a loaf of bread, cheese, canned soups, pretzels and chips and a handful of bottles of water. I took all of it over to the chair in the hallway and piled it on the floor next to the chair. I then went into my bedroom, grabbed my computer, blankets and pillows and a long-sleeved shirt. 
 
    I then went out and started putting the items I had selected up into the attic. I considered those items to be the most important that I needed to get in the attic now, hopefully I would have time to look around for other important items that I couldn’t think of at the moment. 
 
      
 
    When I had finished, I dropped back down to the floor to find my mother again standing there, holding a pencil, her crossword puzzle book and a bottle of high blood pressure pills. 
 
    “Is that all your taking?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t really do much except for my crossword puzzles,” Ma replied. 
 
    I took her medicine and her crossword puzzle book, “Why don’t you go get your blanket and pillow?” 
 
    “It is filthy up there,” Ma replied. 
 
    “It is also going to be very uncomfortable,” I replied. “You better bring all your pillows so will have something soft to sit on.” 
 
    Ma nodded and shuffled off. 
 
    I knew she didn’t like or understand why we had to go up in the attic, but she was trying to humor me. I was hoping that she wouldn’t have to spend much time up in the attic, but I knew it would be just too dangerous to stay down in the house tonight. I’m afraid she will find out why we need to go up in the attic soon enough. 
 
    Ma finally came back, dragging her blanket. 
 
    I threw the blanket up into the attic, followed by the pillows. 
 
      
 
    My next problem was, when the time came, how would I get my mother up into the attic without a ladder. 
 
    The distance from the chair to the trap door was almost too far for me to get up into the attic, my mother would have a difficult enough time just climbing up on the chair. 
 
    Lifting her up to the trap door from the chair was out of the question. 
 
    I noticed that the kitchen table would get us another foot closer to the trap door, not much but better than nothing, so I moved the table directly under the trap door and moved the chair next to the table. I looked at what I had done and hoped that it would be enough. 
 
      
 
    I walked out into the living room and found my mother on her stuffed chair with another one of her puzzle books working on a crossword puzzle. 
 
    “I can hear them outside,” my mother said, studying her puzzle book. “Why do they have to make that sound?” 
 
    “I don’t know Ma,” I replied. “I’m sorry I can’t give you a better answer, but there is a lot that I don’t understand yet.” 
 
    “They smell too,” my mother said. “The house is going to smell just like them soon if they don’t go away.” 
 
    “They do smell,” I replied. “I wonder why they smell so bad?” 
 
    “They probably haven’t had a bath in months,” my mother said seriously. 
 
      
 
    “Let me have the remote?” I said. 
 
    Ma looked away from her book long enough to find the remote and handed it to me, then refocused her attention back to her puzzle. 
 
    I turned on the TV and immediately hit the mute button so that there wouldn’t be any sound. 
 
    I could see that the station was just showing footage from their remote cameras and there wouldn’t be anyone talking yet, but I didn’t want to take the chance that someone would come on live and start talking. 
 
      
 
    The first picture on the screen was from a camera in the Hill District. I remembered Michelle Wright saying earlier that the violence hadn’t spread to the Hill District yet, but from what I was watching, it was there now. I could see residents of the Hill District trying to fight off the invaders, but they weren’t being very successful. 
 
    I stopped and stared when I saw a man run out with a gun and begin firing into the mob coming his way. I watched the crowd where the man was shooting, I saw blood and bits of flesh exploding from the backs of some of the attackers as the bullets struck them, but I didn’t see a single person fall to the ground. 
 
    The man was soon surrounded and taken to the ground by many of the same individuals that he had just shot. I briefly saw the anguish and pain showing on the man’s face before he disappeared under the wave that swarmed over him. 
 
    The camera changed, and now I was looking at a view of the west end bridge. The bridge was now covered by hundreds of people running for their lives. 
 
    Their effort to reach safety was soon thwarted as another mob of people ran onto the bridge form the other end. 
 
    I watched as the people found themselves trapped in the middle of the bridge as bloody staggering bodies pressed in on them from two sides. 
 
    I saw some of the people jumping off the bridge as the attackers began swarming over the group that was trying to escape. 
 
      
 
    I sat up and listened as the camera again changed to another view of people being slaughtered when the sound of bodies scraping against the side of the house increased. 
 
    I knew it wouldn’t be long before they turned their attention to who was in the house. We had been quiet, but I kept thinking about what I had seen outside earlier today, as the bodies out on the street stopped and searched, as if sensing the people hiding inside their houses. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, why don’t we get something to eat,” I said, figuring that once we went up into the attic it could be a while before we had a decent meal again. 
 
    My mother’s eyes lit up, “I have some left over perogies in the refrigerator, I could heat them up for us. Would you like that?” 
 
    “That sounds great Ma,” I replied. 
 
    She smiled and got up and headed into the kitchen as I turned my attention back to the TV. 
 
      
 
    The cameras switched from downtown to the southside, both areas looked like Times Square on New Year’s Eve. The screen was filled with staggering bodies, shoulder to shoulder, pushing through the streets. It was an unbelievable sight. What was even more disturbing was that the southside was just down over the hill form my neighborhood. There were a lot of bodies outside my house now, but from what I saw on the TV, I also knew that there was a lot more coming my way. 
 
      
 
    As I watched the footage on the TV, my attention was drawn to a loud beeping sound. I looked around for a few seconds before I realized what it was, it was the microwave oven in the kitchen. 
 
    “Oh shit,” I exclaimed when I realized what was happening. The staggering bodies outside the house had also heard the microwave timer going off. The moaning we had been listening to suddenly got louder, then the sounds of people pressing up against the house grew. First the thumping against the front door started, then the window in the living room rattled as something hit against it. When I heard a window breaking in my mother’s bedroom, I knew we were in trouble. 
 
      
 
    I got up and ran into the kitchen. 
 
    My mother was taking a plate of perogies out of the microwave.  
 
    She looked up at me and smiled, “You’re going to like these, I added some extra butter and onions.” 
 
    “Ma, we have to get up in the attic now, those people are pounding at the front door and I just heard a window in your room breaking, they’re going to be in the house in a few minutes,” I said. “We have to go now!” 
 
    “But the perogies are ready?” Ma said. 
 
    “Now, Ma,” I said as I reached out and gently took her arm. 
 
      
 
    As we moved through the hall and passed the doorway to the living room, we heard the big window in the room shatter. 
 
    When we reached the table, Ma just stood and stared at the table, “What am I supposed to do now?” 
 
    “Get up on the chair,” I said trying to think this through. 
 
    I took her hand and helped her get up on the chair, “Now up on the table,” I added. 
 
    “This is high,” Ma said as I helped her get into a shaky standing position on the table. “I think I’m getting lightheaded.” 
 
    “Now Ma,” I said sternly, “we don’t have much time and probably only will have one chance at this, so do what I say and don’t ask any questions. Remember how you and dad gave me piggyback rides when I was little, well now I’m going to pay you back. When I turn, put your leg over my shoulder.” 
 
    “What!” Ma exclaimed. 
 
    “Just do it, Ma” I said. 
 
      
 
    I held on to my mother as she struggled to get her left leg out over my shoulder. I wish I would have had more time to work out a different plan, but that wasn’t an option at this point. 
 
    When she had her leg over my shoulder, I raised myself up a little so that she was sitting on my left shoulder with her legs straddling my body. I reached up and held her arm with my right hand, then wrapped my left hand around her waist to balance her. I stood up on the chair, then stepped up on the table. 
 
    I took a fast look up at my mother and saw that from the waist up, her body was up above the opening to the attic. 
 
    “I’m going to push you up, grab anything you can and try to pull yourself into the attic,” I said, then grabbed her legs and pushed before she could complain or think about where she was. 
 
    Suddenly I felt the weight lift from my arms and shoulders. I looked up again to see my mother disappear into the attic. 
 
    I was just about to pull myself up when I saw my mother look down through the trap door. 
 
    “Get the perogies,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I was going to tell her that I didn’t have time, but I took a quick look, listened carefully for a second, then made a mad dash into the kitchen to grab the plate of perogies. I returned a few seconds later and handed the hot plate of perogies up to my mother. 
 
      
 
    As I heard the front door give way and crash into the living room, I pulled myself up into the attic and slid the trap door back over the opening. 
 
    “Let’s eat the perogies before they get cold,” my mother said, like she did every night at dinner as if this was normal night at the Hodge’s household. 
 
      
 
    My body was shaking as I laid back on the attic floor, as the sounds of breaking furniture and falling lamps sounded from the house below. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    We spent the night listening to the sounds of our house being trashed below as our intruders turned the house inside out looking for us. 
 
    My mother made frequent use of the bucket during the night. Her grumbling stopped after the first use and from that point on she acted as if she regularly used a bucket every night. I wondered if she had just decided to be cooperative of if her failing memory just forgot about the bathroom in the house below. 
 
    My mother seemed to rest comfortably during most of the night, but I don’t think I was able to get much sleep. 
 
      
 
    I spent most of the night worrying about how long those people were going to remain in the house. I worried about how I was going to get out of the attic, and I worried about my mother. I worried about where we would go if we ever managed to get back out of the attic. As much as I had worried, all my worrying just resulted in more questions for which there didn’t appear to be any answers. 
 
      
 
    When morning approached, the attic began to brighten as the early sunlight managed to find its way through the vent on the east facing wall. My past experiences had always been that the terror of nightmares would always disappear with the morning light. Today was the exception to my past experiences. Today the horrors only seemed to be magnified by the morning light. 
 
      
 
    I was lying on my back, letting my eyes drift over the complex pattern of a cobweb above my head as a ray of sunshine struck the cobweb and made it glow against the dark boards of the roof.  
 
    I watched a fly that had been caught in the web, trying to get itself free from the massive entanglement that was holding it in place. I felt like that fly, but I also felt that the web I had been caught in was much more complex than the web the fly was caught in, but that little fly continued to struggle and wasn’t going to give up.  
 
    I admired the little fly, his efforts to escape and his determination to get away. I admired him right up until the spider darted in from the edge of the web and bit his head off. At that point I no longer admired the little fly, but I did sympathize with it. That fly and I had a lot in common, unfortunately we both were probably going to die by having our head bitten off. 
 
      
 
    Thank God my train of thought was diverted by a soft beep coming from my pocket.  
 
    I reached down and pulled out my cell phone, opened the phone and was about to hit the text icon, but I saw instead of a text, Wilson was calling me. 
 
    “Hello,” I answered. 
 
    “Are you still there?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “For now, I am,” I replied. 
 
    “Have you been watching the news?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “No, Ma and I spent the night hiding in the attic. They broke into the house last night,” I replied. 
 
    “All the cities are being overrun,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Pittsburgh was being overrun yesterday before we had to hide in the attic. I saw a guy on one TV report shooting into a crowd of these people yesterday, but the bullets didn’t stop or kill a single one of them,” I replied. “This is unbelievable.” 
 
    “Of course bullets didn’t stop them, they’re zombies, they are already dead,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Zombies, I’m afraid I can’t seem to think in those terms,” I replied. “Zombies and aliens were never my thing.” 
 
    “You better start thinking like a zombie if you want to survive,” Wilson said. 
 
      
 
    “How are you making out?” I asked. 
 
    “So far, so good,” Wilson replied. “But I’m calling you for two reasons. First, you need to get out of the city. Anyone still in the cities isn’t going to live for much longer.” 
 
    “I’m stuck in the attic with my mother, I’m not sure how the hell I’m going to get her out of here. She can’t get around very well and I don’t think her mind understands what is taking place,” I replied. 
 
    “No choice. The TV reports all show large groups of zombies moving towards the cities. You have to get out of there while you can,” Wilson said. 
 
    “And go where?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s the second reason I’m calling you, I’m about two days away. I was thinking of trying to meet up with you if I can make it that far. I wanted to connect with you before our phone batteries died. The TV reports that the power stations should all be going offline in another twenty-four hours. Once our batteries are dead, we won’t be able to communicate any longer. The world is dying my friend, I would like to get together with you. Maybe between the two of us we can find a way to live through this,” Wilson said.  
 
    “When you get here, I’ll be in the attic,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “You can do better than that,” Wilson said. “Any chance that you can make it back to Ohiopyle? By all reports the cities will all be ghost towns in the next few days. We both need to get away from the cities as fast as we can, or we’ll be overrun along with anyone else still trying to survive in the cities. Ohiopyle, in the mountains and away from the big population centers, would increase our chances of surviving five-hundred percent. Zombies don’t travel well in the mountains.” 
 
    “I doubt with my mother that I could get more than a few blocks away,” I replied. “Any ideas to help me get through the next few days? 
 
    “The only advice I can give you is that you have to find a way out of Pittsburgh,” Wilson replied. “The zombie population is growing and getting massive, I believe we have a three-day window to find a secure location to regroup or we aren’t going to live to see the end of this.” 
 
    “What do you mean the zombie population is growing?” I asked. “How many people did the aliens abduct and give those damn brain implants?” 
 
    “If you remember zombie folklore?”  Wilson started. 
 
    “Do I remember my zombie folklore, Wilson, remember who you are talking to,” I quickly replied. “The only thing I know about zombies is what you’ve told me.” 
 
    “OK, I didn’t know if this would apply to alien created zombies, but regular zombies when they bite someone, that person would become infected and also turn into a zombie,” Wilson continued. “The same thing is happening with the zombies created by the blue liquid. I saw a piece this morning showing a scene at Times Square in New York. The camera showed what looked to be thousands of dead bodies lying on the streets. The zombies swarmed Times Square last night and killed everyone. The reporter was showing the aftermath of the slaughter. 
 
    As I watched the video, the next thing I knew, all the dead bodies began to move, then they got up and all staggered away. The reporter was stunned as he tried to explain what he was seeing. In twenty minutes, Times square was completely empty.  
 
    So, you see, all the dead bodies that are lying around in Pittsburgh, all the people killed by the first wave of zombies are going to turn into zombies and will join the other zombies to look for anyone still alive. It will happen over and over until every last living person in the city is dead and turned into a zombie. It is the basic law of zombie behavior, I should have seen it coming, but the alien factor made me hesitate to expect it would happen in this particular instance. Thank God I saw that piece on TV before I hesitated much longer. I’m getting out of here today and you need to make your move too before it is too late.” 
 
    “You’re sure about this?” I asked. “After someone gets bitten or killed, how long before they turn into a zombie?” 
 
    “It varies, anywhere from an hour to three hours is my estimate,” Wilson replied. “And I’m as sure about this as I have been about everything else that has happened,” 
 
      
 
    “All of this has been so crazy,” I said. 
 
    “But even you have to admit that I’ve been right ever since that first night I left the barracks and went over to the hangar to explore,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Sitting here in my attic, hiding from zombies, I guess I not in any position to disagree with you,” I sighed. 
 
      
 
    “Think Mike, there has to be something you can do, you were always the one in our group that was able to come up with a solution when we had a problem,” Wilson said. 
 
    “Watching all of this the last few days has paralyzed my damn brain, I can’t think anymore,” I replied. 
 
    “I think you’re fighting it instead of trying to find a solution,” Wilson said. “Remember your Army training? What did our boot camp sergeant always drill into our heads?” 
 
    “Think like your enemy, be your enemy, then decide what you would do,” I replied. 
 
    “Exactly,” Wilson replied. “Like zombies, you didn’t believe in our enemies either, but that didn’t stop you from putting yourself in their shoes and figuring out what to do. In the war games we always kicked everyone’s asses because of you. Think Mike, I’m counting on you, your mother is counting on you.” 
 
      
 
    I thought for a second, then an idea began to creep into my mind. 
 
    “I have a zombie question for you,” I said. 
 
    “OK, what is your question?” he asked. 
 
    “As I see it, we can’t shoot the zombies, they keep multiplying and they don’t seem to be afraid of anything. If they bite us, we become infected and turn into a zombie ourselves. Do they have any weaknesses?” I asked. 
 
    “There are only two weaknesses that I can think of,” Wilson replied. “They are slow, and they aren’t very smart, but on the other hand with as many zombies as there are, they don’t have to be either. With their superior numbers they can just surround you. That and they are determined as hell and once they see you, they just don’t give up.” 
 
    “But, can they swim?” I asked. 
 
    “Swim?” Wilson asked, then there was a long pause. 
 
    “Did I just stump the zombie expert?” I asked. 
 
    “No, I just wasn’t expecting that question,” Wilson replied. “With all the conventions I’ve attended, I don’t remember anyone ever talking about zombies swimming.” 
 
    “Well, can they swim?” I asked again. 
 
    “I don’t think so, they can barely walk, they’d be too uncoordinated to swim. When they go after something, they will walk off a cliff, fall in holes, walk into burning flames, they don’t appear to have the ability to recognize hazards and realize what is going to happen,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “So, if they were to walk into rapidly moving water, they would end up just getting washed away and not be able to follow their victims?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s right,” Wilson replied. “What are you thinking about, I can hear those rusty wheels turning all the way up here in Ohio.” 
 
    “I just started thinking about a secret hideaway I had when I was a kid,” I replied. “I hadn’t thought about it for years until you started me thinking here the last few minutes.” 
 
    “You mean your secret island?” Wilson asked, “Hey, that might be perfect.” 
 
    “My what? How did you know about that?” I asked. 
 
    “The night before we all enlisted, you were drunk on your ass and you were jabbering away about your secret island. You were going to take us all for a tour, but you were too damn drunk to find your canoe,” Wilson said. I could hear him chuckling over the phone. 
 
    “I don’t remember that, but if zombies can’t swim, they wouldn’t be able to get out to the island, the river currents would sweep them away. I haven’t thought about that place for years,” I replied. “Do you remember where it is?” 
 
      
 
    “It is sitting there in plain sight. Mike, this could just work. You won’t have to go far, and, no, zombies can’t swim, it should be the perfect solution. Do you still have a canoe?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I still have a canoe, but the house and garage are both surrounded with zombies. The problem is that I don’t think I would be able make it out to the garage,” I replied. 
 
    “Just be patient,” Wilson said. “Zombies travel in waves. Be patient and wait for this wave to move on. Watch out for stragglers, but you should have an opening where you can make a break for it sometime in the next twenty-four hours. Trust me, zombies are my thing.” 
 
    “OK, I’ll keep my eyes open and give it my best shot. But what do we do about your other thing, the aliens,” I replied and felt a smile come over my face. 
 
    “Pray,” Wilson replied. “But hopefully you can come up with a solution to our alien problem too when the time comes.” 
 
      
 
    “Thanks for jogging my memory, my brain doesn’t seem to be working right anymore, I’ve just felt overwhelmed,” I said. 
 
    “Everyone always feels overwhelmed during their first zombie apocalypse,” Wilson replied. “Just relax and enjoy it. Just like now, when push comes to shove, I know you’ll do fine.” 
 
    “Funny,” I replied. 
 
    “My battery is low, I’m trying to save what little power I have left for when I get closer to you,” Wilson said. “I’ll try to make contact when I get near Pittsburgh, but if not, I will see you on the island.” 
 
    “Good luck buddy,” I replied. “Thanks for calling, I needed a little friendly conversation and encouragement right about now.” 
 
    “Same here buddy,” Wilson replied then he was gone. 
 
      
 
    My conversation with Wilson had revived me somewhat, in a way it had helped me get past my identifying with the fly and back to being me. 
 
    Wilson had been right, I needed to change my thinking. If I kept thinking of those things outside my house and the hordes overrunning Pittsburgh as people, instead of what they really were, zombies, I would never find a way to survive this. If Wilson was also right about what Professor Johnson had told him about the red brain implants, we really didn’t have anything to survive for, but that was getting too much to deal with all at one time. I needed a way to survive the zombies first, then I could worry about aliens later. 
 
    So, first things first. 
 
    Zombies. 
 
    I felt like an idiot at first, thinking about zombies, thinking about how to outsmart a zombie, how to escape zombies, how to think like a zombie and how to kill a zombie. But since nothing else I had been thinking about the last few days seemed to have helped me much, so other than feeling like an idiot, I didn’t see what else I had left to lose. 
 
      
 
    I still didn’t remember ever telling Wilson about my secret island but going to the island did seem to be a good idea. If I could make it down over the hill to the river on the southside, the island was only a ten-minute paddle from there. If Wilson was right and zombies couldn’t swim, it would be perfect. I had never given it much thought, so I hoped we were right about zombies not being able to swim because the island was small. Once we were on the island, there would be nowhere else to run. 
 
      
 
    If I could get my mother down out of the attic, which should be a lot easier than getting her up here, I could pick her up and run to the car. I just needed to get out to the garage and get the canoe down from the rafters then tie it to the roof of my car first. I could imagine running to the garage, I could also imagine picking up my mother and running out to the car, but I had a hard time believing that I would be able to have enough time to do both. 
 
    Maybe if I was able to quietly secure the house again, that would eliminate one big step and reduce the time needed to make our escape. 
 
      
 
    It was an idea, besides my idea about going out to Burnot Island, it may have been my first productive idea in days, but how could I manage to clear the house. 
 
    If I was a zombie, what would it take to get me out of the house? I needed something to lure the zombies out of the house or a diversion. But that brought up another problem, whatever would lure zombies out of my house would also lure other zombies towards my house. 
 
    Maybe this thinking like a zombie wasn’t going to be so easy. I kept thinking, surely I was smart enough to be able to find some way to out think a dead person. 
 
      
 
    I crawled over to the vent and slowly removed the screws holding it in place. After removing the screws on the right side of the vent I pulled that side inward, creating an opening large enough to see outside. When I looked down into the yard and out across the street, things didn’t look promising.  Dozens of staggering zombies moved across the yard. The yards across the street also appeared to be of interest to the zombies on the street as they walked into the other yards, stood and appeared to be searching and listening. 
 
      
 
    I crawled across the attic and opened one side of the west facing vent and looked out. This side of the house didn’t look much better. I guess I needed to take Wilson’s other advice and just be patient.   
 
    I began crawling back towards my pillow, deciding to take a nap, feeling that I might be able to catch some sleep since my conversation with Wilson had made me feel less tense than I had been feeling. 
 
    On my way back to my pillow and blanket, I had to smile to myself when I saw my mother sitting next to the other vent, doing her crossword puzzle in the light shinning in through the opening I had made. Maybe my mother was adapting to our present situation better than I thought. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    The mob of zombies around the house had hung around all day yesterday. I laid around all day just trying to be patient. My mother quietly worked on her crossword puzzle and napped on and off. 
 
    I managed to get some sleep during the night, now with some kind of plan, a way out of my present situation, I now felt more optimistic. 
 
    As I laid awake this morning, I don’t know if it was my imagination, wishful thinking or it was actually the case, but it seemed much quieter outside this morning than I remembered it being yesterday morning. 
 
    Hopefully this was the break Wilson had told me to expect. 
 
    I wouldn’t know for sure until the sun came up, maybe in another hour. I just tried to close my eyes and rest, but my thoughts kept turning towards how I could clear out the house, get my canoe out of the garage and then get Ma out to the car so we could make our escape.  
 
    However, the unknowns kept me thinking about the worst-case potential outcomes. But I was determined not to let that happen. 
 
      
 
    I must have dozed off, because when I next remembered opening my eyes, the attic was much brighter than it had been. 
 
    I rolled over and began to crawl over to the vent facing Overbrook Boulevard and the main street in front of the house. Ma was sitting at the vent. 
 
    “It looks much better outside this morning,” Ma said. “It looks like most of those people have gone away.” 
 
    “That’s good,” I replied. “Hopefully the rest of them will go away soon too. I was talking to Mickey on the phone yesterday and he said we need to get out of the house because a lot more of those people are coming and we need to find somewhere safe before they get here.” 
 
    “I like Mickey, he always seemed like such a nice young man,” Ma said. “Most kids would have a growth spurt before they graduated high school. You were only five feet tall at the start of your freshman year, but you were six feet tall before the year was over. Did Mickey ever grow anymore after he left school? He always looked so funny when I saw him with you and your other friends, he looked like someone’s little brother.” 
 
    “No,” I smiled. “Mickey was still only five feet tall the last time I saw him.” 
 
    “It must have been tough having to grow up in Beltzhoover,” Ma said. “I always heard that Beltzhoover wasn’t a very good place to grow up in.” 
 
    I had to chuckle to myself at the choice of words my mother used about growing up in Beltzhoover. I don’t know if she was trying to be funny, like when she was younger, or if the words had just been a coincidence, but I’m sure even Wilson would have found humor in what my mother had just said. Unlike most people that had grown up in Beltzhoover, Wilson had a sense of humor. 
 
      
 
    “Ma, I am going to see if it is possible to go down into the house. If I can make sure that there isn’t anyone in the house any longer and block the front doorway, maybe we can go back down there for a little while. 
 
    “That would be nice, it is so dirty up here, I’m going to need a good bath,” Ma smiled. 
 
    “Until I come back, I need you to just stay here and remain very quiet,” I said. “It would help if you would keep watching out front and let me know if you see any more people coming down our street.” 
 
    “OK, but you be careful,” she said. 
 
    “I will Ma,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    I began to look around the attic, knowing that I would need something to keep any zombies that might still be in the house from getting too close to me. There didn’t appear to be much in the attic, but I was surprised to find my father’s old golf clubs lying in the far corner. I didn’t remember my father being much of a golfer. 
 
    Unfortunately, my dad had died before I was went to high school, it felt like it had been a few lifetimes ago. My most vivid memories of my dad were when we went to Kennywood Park. He always rode the rollercoasters with me when no one else would. He and I would also sneak off and have ice cream. He had also taken me to a few Steeler games, even though at the time I didn’t know much about football, it was still fun going with my dad. I could only remember him going golfing one time, he came home that day in a bad mood. Maybe golfing just wasn’t his sport. 
 
    He must have decided to give up golfing after that day and just tossed his clubs up in the attic so he wouldn’t have to see them lying around, reminding him of whatever had put him in a bad mood that day. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the biggest and longest club, it was a Big Bertha driver, hopefully it would come in helpful. I would have preferred a baseball bat, I knew how to use a bat, but today I would have to take up golfing. I guess the basics of using a driver and a baseball bat were about the same. 
 
      
 
    “Mike,” I heard my mother’s voice. 
 
    I turned to see my mother staring out through the opening by the vent overlooking the front of the house. 
 
    I crawled over next to her, “What is it, Ma?” 
 
    “The Kelley’s look like they are trying to leave,” she replied. 
 
    “I looked out across the street and saw Mr. Kelley ushering his family out through the front door of the house. Mrs. Kelley had their five-year old son in her arms, Mr. Kelley was carrying two large bags. They both looked terrified as they ran towards their car which was parked in the driveway, watching as five groaning zombies began to stagger across the road heading straight for the Kelley’s car. Mr. Kelley stood at the passenger’s door, fumbling with the keys as his wife pleaded with him to hurry up. The five zombies were within ten feet of the car before Mr. Kelley finally got the door unlocked. His wife jumped into the car and he slammed the door shut, then ran around the front of the car. His wife had leaned over and unlocked his door. 
 
    Mr. Kelley had just managed to get in the car and close the door before the first zombie reached the car. 
 
    A thumping sounded as the zombies began to pound against the doors and windows of the car. 
 
    Then I heard the sound of the car, the starter grinding, over and over. 
 
    “Why don’t they drive away?” Ma asked. 
 
    “I think there must be something wrong with their car,” I replied. “It doesn’t want to start.” 
 
    “Maybe you should go over and see if you can help them get it started,” Ma said. 
 
      
 
    I watched as there were now eight zombies pounding against the car, far fewer than had been out on our street yesterday, but still the situation looked intimidating. 
 
    Then I heard something fall over in the house below. 
 
    I perked up and listened, wondering what was going on in the house below. Suddenly I saw I zombie come into view below me. I watched it for a moment before I realized that the commotion over at the Kelley’s had attracted the zombie to come out of our house and move towards the Kelley’s. 
 
      
 
    I looked up and down the street in front of our house, there were now only a total of nine zombies out in front of our house. This had to be the break Wilson told me to expect. 
 
    I grabbed my golf club and looked at my mother, “You stay here and keep watching out front, I’ll be back for you as soon as I can, then we have to leave.” 
 
    “Are you going to help the Kelley’s?” Ma asked. 
 
    “There isn’t time Ma, I have to do a few things so we can get out of here while we have the chance,” I replied. “Just keep quiet and wait here.” 
 
      
 
    I quietly slid the trap door to the side and looked down into the hallway. An awful smell hit me as I lowered my head down, but from my experience in Roswell, I knew to hold my breath before sticking my head down through the opening. The house was a mess, but now seemed to be free of zombies. 
 
    I thought as I lowered myself down on the table, if I can block the doorway to the living room, close the bedroom door, I would have a secure area in the house to work with. If I could get the canoe and tie it to the roof of my car, I could safely bring my mother down into the hall where we could run to the car or wait for the right moment to make our move. 
 
    I glanced into the living room to be sure there weren’t any zombies standing in the corner, then I slowly walked back to the bedrooms and closed the door to my mother’s room. 
 
    If any more zombies came in through the broken window in my mother’s room, the closed door wouldn’t hold for long, but it would at least give me time to either go out through the kitchen door, or to get my mother back up in the attic. 
 
    I then went into the kitchen and pushed the refrigerator in to the hallway until it was blocking the doorway to the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Step one complete,” I said to myself as I walked back out to the kitchen. 
 
    I looked out the kitchen window towards the garage, the coast was clear. This was the break I had been waiting for, with a little luck, I could have the canoe secured, my mother down out of the attic, and we could be heading for the river in five minutes. 
 
    I grabbed my club and slowly stepped out back. 
 
    I stood and listened before deciding to go out to the garage, I could hear all the noise coming from out front. 
 
    I slowly crept to the back corner of the house to see what was going on over at the Kelley’s, to determine how much time I would have before the zombies would possibly turn their attention back to my house. 
 
    As I looked around the house, I could see the Kelley’s huddled together in the center of the car. The nine zombies were moaning loudly as they pounded against the car windows. The Kelley’s had to be terrified as they watched these gruesome things growling and snarling as the pounded against the car, staring in at them with their cold white eyes. I’m sure the Kelley’s knew what came next, it had been all over the TV. 
 
    The thought gave me the chills as I put myself in the Kelley’s place. 
 
      
 
    I turned and looked at the garage for a minute, but then I stopped. 
 
    “I can’t just ignore this,” I said. “If my mother and I were in that car, I would hope that if someone could help us, that they just wouldn’t turn their back on us, walk away and let us die.” 
 
    But what could I do, I was only one person armed with only a Big Bertha driver? 
 
      
 
    I moved back over to the corner of the house and looked back over at the Kelley’s car. 
 
    I heard Wilson’s voice in my head, “Their only weaknesses are that they are slow and that they aren’t all that smart. They don’t think and can be easily distracted. Their biggest strength is that they aren’t afraid of anything, but their biggest advantage is that there are so many of them.” 
 
    I looked at the zombies pounding against the car, then I saw a large crack spread across the back window. 
 
    “There are only nine of them and they are slow,” I said to myself. “It’s now or never, Mike.” 
 
    I had made my decision. 
 
    “Shit!” I said. “Maybe I’ll have another chance to get out of here tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    I stepped out around the house and walked towards the zombies. I felt like I was in the army again, facing an unknown enemy……….. with a golf club. 
 
    My legs trembled and chills ran down my spine, but I kept moving, I couldn’t let these people get slaughtered, I would have nightmares about that for years. 
 
    The zombies were concentrating on the car and didn’t seem to notice me until I was standing right behind them. 
 
    When the first zombie to notice me turned in my direction, with out thinking, I hit him in the head with the golf club. It fell to the ground, its head split open and a black slime oozed out on the ground. 
 
    The zombie just laid there, I didn’t expect that, how was I able to kill a zombie with a damn golf club when I saw that guy yesterday unable to stop them with a gun? 
 
    Encouraged by what I had just done, I stepped up and hit another zombie over the head, dropping him on the spot. 
 
      
 
    Two other zombies had now noticed me and started coming at me. I hit the closest one over the head, then circled to my right. The other zombie slowing began to follow me, but I was much faster. I hit another one over the head and moved around to the front of the car. 
 
    I now counted five zombies still standing. Three of them were still pounding against the car, the other two were coming for me. I found that I was able to quickly eliminate the two that were coming at me, then I turned my attention to the three zombies still attacking the car. 
 
    I took care of the two on the passenger’s side of the car, but the third zombie had crawled halfway in through the back window which had since collapsed into the car. 
 
    I started pounding the club against the zombie’s legs as I shouted at the Kelley’s, “Get out of the car! Get out of the car!” 
 
      
 
    Mr. Kelley came out of the driver’s side and pulled his wife and son out after him. 
 
    I caught my breath and asked, “Is everyone OK?” 
 
    “Thank You,” Mr. and Mrs. Kelley said in unison, “We thought we were going to die.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that,” Mr. Kelley said. “You saved our lives.” 
 
    “I can’t believe I did that either,” I replied as I looked around at the bodies on the ground. “But I had to try.” 
 
    “I didn’t know there was still anyone else left on our street,” Mr. Kelley said. “The TV advised everyone to get out of the city yesterday. When we saw the street wasn’t so crowed this morning, we decided to get out too. But my car wouldn’t start. I don’t know what we’re going to do now, I guess we’ll just go back in the house and hope for the best.” 
 
    I looked around the neighborhood and saw that for the moment, it was unnaturally quiet. Maybe my opportunity to get out of the neighborhood hadn’t closed yet. 
 
    “Mr. Kelley,” I began to say. 
 
    “Call me John, my wife is Donna,” Mr. Kelley said. 
 
    “OK, John, if you would be willing to help me, you and your family could come with me and my mother,” I said. “I was getting ready to make my move when I saw you in trouble.” 
 
    “Where are you going?” John asked. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter, John, we can’t stay here any longer,” Donna added, “any place is better than staying here.” 
 
    “It won’t be easy, but have you ever heard of Brunot Island?” I asked. 
 
    “No, never heard of it, but it sounds great,” John replied. “What do you need us to do?” 
 
    “Follow me,” I said. 
 
    I noticed John grab their two bags out of the car. I was going to tell him to leave them behind, but decided to wait and see what we could fit in the canoe.  
 
      
 
    “Hurry,” I said and started walking quickly back towards my house. When we got to my house, I grabbed the garage door opener out of the Honda. 
 
    “Donna, if you would keep an eye out and let me know if you see anything moving our way,” I said. 
 
    Donna nodded, held her son close and started to look around the neighborhood. 
 
    “John, come with me,” I said and started running towards the garage. When we reached the garage, I told John that I needed his help to get the canoe down from the loft. 
 
    I climbed up into the loft and slid the canoe over to the edge of the loft. I held on to one end and slowly slid the other end off the loft. When John firmly had the other end of the canoe, I climbed down and helped him bring it down to the floor. 
 
    “What’s the canoe for?” John asked. 
 
    “It’s how we are going to get out to the island,” I replied. 
 
    “How far away is the island?” John asked. 
 
    “Not far, but we have to get down to the river, from there the rest of the trip will be by canoe,” I replied. 
 
    “Let’s get this thing out to the car.” 
 
    John looked concerned, but he grabbed one end of the canoe as I picked up the other end and we moved quickly out to the car. 
 
      
 
    “Donna?” I asked. “Have you seen anything?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, I thought I saw something moving around down at the other end of the street, but I think it is OK now.” 
 
    “Good,” I replied. “Keep watching. John help me put the canoe on the roof of my car.” 
 
      
 
    When John and I had the canoe sitting on the roof of the Honda, I looked at John. 
 
    “John, I need you to fasten these straps on the roof to the edges of the canoe. There are two straps on each side,” I said. “Can you do that?” 
 
    “I think so,” John replied. 
 
    “Good, I have to go inside and get my mother out of the attic,” I said. “If a crowd starts forming, bring your family inside the house.” 
 
      
 
    I turned and ran to the kitchen door. 
 
    “Ma,” I yelled. 
 
    I saw my mother look down through the trap door. 
 
    “Throw me our blankets and pillows,” I said. 
 
    “I saw you help the Kelley’s,” Ma said. “Are they all OK?” 
 
    “They’re fine, they are going to come with us,” I said. “Throw down our blankets and pillows and don’t forget your high blood pressure medicine.” 
 
    “Did you have to hit all those people over the head like that?” Ma asked. 
 
    “Ma, we have to go, I’ll explain later.” 
 
    “Where are we going?” Ma asked. 
 
    “I’ll explain later, we have to leave now,” I said. “Hurry Ma.” 
 
    “OK,” she replied and disappeared back up into the attic. 
 
      
 
    A few seconds later she appeared back at the trap door again. 
 
    “Ready?” she said. 
 
    “I’m ready, hurry,” I replied. 
 
    First a blanket dropped from the attic, followed by another blanket, three pillows, a crossword puzzle book and a pen. 
 
    I quickly piled the pillows and blanket on the kitchen counter then ran back to the trap door. 
 
    “OK Ma,” I said. “Sit down by the trap door and dangle your feet down through the opening.” 
 
    I climbed up on the table as her feet came down through the opening. 
 
      
 
    “Mike,” a voice called in from the kitchen door, it was John. 
 
    “I’m over here,” I replied. 
 
    “There are a half dozen of those people coming down Overbrook Boulevard,” John said. 
 
    “How soon will they be here?” I asked. 
 
    “Two or three minutes,” John replied. 
 
    “OK, take those pillows and blankets and get your family in the back seat, I’ll be there in a minute,” I said. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at my mother, “OK Ma, time to go, just slide down through the opening and I’ll catch you.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” she asked. 
 
    “I’m sure, Jump,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt you,” Ma said then added, “or me.” 
 
    “Jump,” I said as I reached up and held her legs to guide her down through the opening. 
 
    My mother came sliding down through the opening and I easily caught her by the waist and gently lowered her to a standing position next to me. I was surprised, I really didn’t think she would actually jump. 
 
    “Nice catch,” Ma said and smiled. 
 
    “You only had to slide down about two feet before I caught you,” I replied. “You would have been hard to miss. Now we have to go, just do as I say and follow my lead.” 
 
    I quickly jumped down off the table and helped my mother step down on the chair and finally down to the floor. 
 
    I grabbed her arm and gently led her out the back door. 
 
    The Kelley’s were already in the car nervously looking out the rear window of the car.  
 
    “Hurry,” John said as Ma and I reached the car, they’ll be coming around the house any minute now. 
 
    I got Ma in the passenger’s seat and quickly ran around to the other side and jumped in the car. 
 
    I started the car, put it in reverse and hit the gas. 
 
    There were six zombies waiting for us at the end of the driveway. I didn’t bother to stop and just knocked them out of the way as I swung the back end of the car out onto the street. I threw the car into drive, hit the gas, and sped down Overbrook Boulevard. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    I made it to Brownsville Road and turned left towards the southside. We saw a few zombies on the road and sidewalks, but not enough to get too concerned about. I would have preferred to not have seen any zombies, but I would settle for seeing a few. As if I had a choice. 
 
    “Where exactly is this island we’re going to?” Donna asked. 
 
    “Have you ever been down at the point?” I asked. 
 
    “A few times,” Donna replied. 
 
    “From the point, if you look down the Ohio River, a little past Heinz Field, there is a small island that sits out in the middle of the Ohio River,” I replied. “When I was a kid, I used to sneak out to the island every now and then.” 
 
    “I don’t remember seeing it,” Donna said. “I must not have been paying attention. What’s on the island? Couldn’t we drive there instead to paddling out on a canoe?” 
 
    “I think I remember seeing it, but I thought no one was allowed to go out to the island,” John added. “Something about it being too hazardous.” 
 
    “It isn’t anything like most people think, or at least it wasn’t,” I replied. “There was an old abandoned power plant there, but not much else. The owner, Duquesne Power Company had the island declared off limits, but as a kid, I was curious, so I had to go out and investigate. Most people didn’t pay much attention to the little island or didn’t even realize that it was there. There aren’t any roads or bridges to get out to the island, the only way to get to the island is by boat. I canoed out to the island to explore it in my canoe when I was about twelve years old.” 
 
    “If there isn’t much there, why are we going?” John asked. “Not that I am complaining, without your help we would have been killed back there. I’m just happy at this point to be able to go anywhere, but I don’t understand with all the other options we have, why are we going to an island in the middle of the Ohio River?” 
 
    “Because it is a place where we can go to regroup until we see where all this craziness is leading to,” I replied. “and it is the only place I know of where the zombies can’t get to.” 
 
    “Zombies?” John asked. “You sound like my wife.” 
 
    “I told you so,” Donna said looking at John, then at me, “That’s what I told John those people looked like, but he told me I was crazy because there is no such thing as zombies.” 
 
    “John, I totally agreed with you until I saw a few things when I was in the Army,” I replied. “But it’s a long story and I’ll explain later after we get to the island. Right now, I have my hands full just trying to get us down to the river.” 
 
    John smiled nervously. 
 
    “Are you sure this island is the best place for us to go?” John asked. “Maybe if we could just get out of town, we would be better off than getting stuck on a deserted island out in the middle of the river.” 
 
    We hadn’t driven more than a few blocks, but the further we drove, the more bodies we began to see staggering out onto the road. I kept my eyes on the road, but I was beginning to get nervous, the closer we got to the southside, the more people we seemed to encounter. It started me thinking, if I couldn’t get down to the southside, how else could I get to the river? 
 
    “John, it is my intention to go out to that island. In my opinion, if we can get out to the island, it is the safest place we can go,” I replied. “However, if you don’t want to go to the island, after we get to the river, you are welcome to take my car and try to go anywhere you want to go. But, from what I’ve seen and heard, we are in between waves of those things swarming through Pittsburgh. I don’t know where the next wave begins, but the roads around here could become totally impassable in the next two minutes. We need to get somewhere safe and fast. The island is the only place that I can think of that meets both of those requirements.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to sound as if I was questioning your judgement,” John said. 
 
    “If you didn’t question my judgement, I’d be concerned,” I replied. “The world has gone to hell, nobody seems to be able to tell us why or how and instead of taking you to a comfortable cabin in the mountains to wait it out, I want to take you to a deserted island in the middle of the Ohio River. A cabin in the mountain does sound good, but I doubt we would stand a chance of surviving the trip at the moment, so I’m going to the safest place I know. But that’s just my opinion. Feel free to do what you want.” 
 
      
 
    Before John could continue, I hit the brakes. Brownsville Road was completely blocked two streets down in front of us. From what I could see beyond the front of the mob blocking Brownsville, more bodies were pushing in behind them, others were coming out of the side streets. 
 
    I did a quick “U” turn and started back the way we had just come. 
 
    “I think the next wave is here,” I said. “We are going to try another route that I know, it will make our canoe trip a bit longer than I had hoped, but I don’t see that we have much choice at the moment.” 
 
    “If the other route is also blocked?” Donna asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I replied. “I’m trying be optimistic and not think about that.” 
 
    “Whatever you think is best,” Donna said. Then everyone in the car became very quiet.” 
 
    I drove back on Brownsville Road, after two blocks I made a hard left onto Becks Run Road. The road appeared to be clear and I hit the gas to try to get to our destination as quickly as possible. Becks Run Road took us through a more rural section of town which looked to be deserted. Then we started down over the hillside where the road quickly became very steep. At the bottom of the hill would be the Page Dairy Mart, known for great ice cream and the filming location of one episode of the TV show, the Guardian. But all I cared about was that Carson Street, that intersected with Becks Run Road at the dairy mart would be clear, we needed to get across Carson Street. 
 
    As I drove down the last part of the hill, the scene at the bottom of the hill told me that unfortunately Carson Street was completely blocked. Dozens of cars were pileup at the intersection. Most of the cars were facing away from Pittsburgh, apparently in an attempt to flee the devastation that had taken place closer to downtown, or to get away from whatever was coming this way. I quickly scanned the pile up, the cars were mostly empty, the occupants long gone, and from the blood-stained appearance of the cars, I decided that they had staggered off long before we got here. 
 
    “Now what?” John asked as I brought the car to a full stop a hundred feet from the bottom of the hill. 
 
    “I think we have to make our move here,” I replied. “I don’t think it is going to get much better anywhere else. If I’m right, the mob coming this way will be coming down Carson Street before much longer. We need to get as close to that pile up as we can, then make a run for it on foot.” 
 
    “But I don’t see a river?” John replied.  
 
    “The river is behind the trees on the other side of Carson Street,” I replied. “We need to get on the other side of that pile up, cross the bike trail and then get through those trees. It should only be about two hundred feet.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound too difficult,” Donna said. 
 
    “When we get out, we have to move fast.” I said. “I’m going to drive right up to the intersection. When I stop the car, John, you and I will get out and take the canoe off the roof of the car. Donna, while John and I are taking the canoe down, I would like it if you would help my mother out of the car, then if You, Kenny and Ma, would all just wait at the front of the car. Keep your eyes open, I don’t see any zombies moving around among the cars, but you never know. Any questions?” 
 
    “I don’t need any help getting out of the car,” my mother complained. “I’m getting old, but I’m still capable of getting out of the car on my own.” 
 
    “OK, Ma,” I replied. “Just be careful. I need you to help Donna get the blankets out of the car. We’ll toss them in the canoe to carry them down to the river.” 
 
    I dropped the gearshift into drive and slowly drove the car down the last part of Becks Run Road. When I was within three feet of the first car in the pile up, I put the car in park and shut off the engine. 
 
    “OK, let’s move it,” I said and jumped out of the car and began to unfasten the straps holding the canoe to the roof on my side of the car. 
 
    I heard the other doors opening as everyone got out to take care of their assignments. John and I were just taking the canoe off the roof when I heard Donna shriek. I quickly turned to see Donna, Kenny and my mother staring at a mangled, bloody face as it slammed into the inside of the passenger’s window of the car in front of us. The cold dead eyes glared out at them as its hands pounded at the window, smearing blood across the glass. 
 
    “Just ignore it,” I said. “It can’t hurt you as long as it can’t get out.” 
 
    “How did it get in there?” John asked. 
 
    “Later,” I replied. “John, take the back of the canoe, I’ve got the front. Ma, Donna, throw your blankets and bags into the canoe then grab hold of the side of the canoe for support. We have to move.” 
 
    “We’re you this pushy when you were in the army?” Ma asked. 
 
    “When I had to be,” I almost smiled. “Now everyone, keep your eyes open and hang on to the canoe. I’ll lead us down to the river. If you see anything moving, let me know, otherwise just hang on and keep moving.” 
 
      
 
    I had just started to lead the group around the biggest part of the pile up when I heard John call out. 
 
    “Mike, there is something happening up past the dairy mart,” John said nervously. 
 
    “I had been switching my attention between the cars in front of me and watching to see that my mother was OK. I turned my head and looked up Carson Street past the dairy mart. I saw at least fifty staggering bodies, bumping into each other as they struggled to come down Carson Street. I couldn’t tell how many more were behind them, but I also couldn’t see a break in the group behind them as they moved around the bend in the road. But I didn’t need to wait long to get an answer to how many were coming in behind those that I could see. When the first of the mob spotted us, they began to groan. Seconds later I could hear the terrifying sound of answering groans echoing off the hills and building further up Carson Street. 
 
    “OK, keep moving, we don’t have far to go,” I said. “Just keep your eyes on the cars around us so we don’t get any surprises.” 
 
    “What about those people?” John asked and pointed towards the dairy mart. 
 
    “Don’t worry about them now, they are a lot slower than we are and all we have to do is to get to the river before they do,” I replied as I started moving again. We finished getting across the street and around the pile up a few minutes later. The mob was getting closer, but the path ahead of us was also a lot easier than what we had just gone through. 
 
    We quickly crossed the bike trail, then started through the tree line. However, once we passed through the tree line, we found that we would have to navigate a steep bank in order to get down to the river. 
 
    John looked around, “If we move down to our right a few hundred feet, there is a sandy beach where we can get down to the river a lot easier.” 
 
    “No time,” I replied. “Ma, Kenny, get in the canoe, I’ll climb down and John, you hang on to the back of the canoe and slowly lower it down to me. After I have it, you will need to come down and help me gently lower it the final few feet to the water.” 
 
    “OK,” John replied. 
 
    I helped Ma into the canoe, “Now you hold onto the sides of the canoe so you don’t go rolling down the hill.” 
 
    “Really?” Ma said indignantly. “I’ve been riding in canoes with your dad long before you were born.” 
 
    “Good,” I replied, forcing back a smile at my mother’s determination. “But I doubt dad ever made you ride down a muddy bank before. Just in case, hold on tight.”  
 
    After seeing that everyone was securely in the canoe, I slid down the bank, getting soaked as I landed in the river with water up over my knees. “OK, John, lower them down.” 
 
    John started to lower the canoe, but as the front part of the canoe touched my hands, I saw John’s feet go out from under him. All the weight of the canoe came rushing down on me, but I managed to control the runaway canoe. The canoe pushed me further away from the bank, but I was able to keep it from capsizing as it slid out into the water. 
 
    I breathed a sigh of relief as I saw John get to his feet and start to wipe the mud off his jeans. Next I saw John stop and listen, he turned back towards the trees behind him. He stood for a second, then he turned and slid down the muddy bank, ending up in the river next to me. 
 
    “They’re coming through the trees,” John said breathlessly. 
 
    “Get in the front of the canoe and grab a paddle,” I said. But is was obvious that John had never done any canoeing and was unable to climb into the canoe from the waist deep water. I grabbed his waist from behind and pushed him up into the canoe. 
 
    I heard another splash in the water behind me and turned to see two more zombies tumbling down the riverbank and splashing into the water next to the first zombie. They splashed around, trying to get to their feet only a few feet behind me. 
 
    I quickly turned, grabbed the back of the canoe and walked further out into the river, pushing the canoe away from the shoreline as I walked. When I was shoulder deep in the river, I climbed up into the canoe and checked to be sure I had all the passengers that I had started out with, then grabbed my paddle and moved the canoe a little further out into the river. 
 
    “We need to get out of here,” John said urgently. “They are going to swim out to the canoe.” 
 
    “They can’t swim,” I replied calmly as I watched dozens of the dead come through the trees and fall down the bank, ending up in the river. 
 
    “You mean they will drown before they can reach us?” John asked. 
 
    “No, they won’t drown,” I replied. “They will try to walk out to us, but the currents will knock them off their feet and carry them down the river.” 
 
    “Then they’ll drown?” John asked. 
 
    “No, they will never drown,” I replied. “They don’t breathe air like we do. Hopefully the river will take them far enough away from us that we will never see them again.” 
 
    “I’m not sure I understand,” John said as we watched the bodies fall down into the river and then slowly be carried away with the currents.” 
 
    “They are already dead,” I replied as I put my paddle into the water at the side of the canoe and guided us out into the middle of the river. “You can’t drown the dead. Since the dead can barley walk, they are too uncoordinated to be able to swim, so they will just get washed away. That’s why we are going out to the island. It was the only place that I could think of that was close enough to get to fast, and the only place I knew of where the zombies couldn’t get to.” 
 
    “They are real zombies?” John mumbled to himself. “But how? Where did they come from?” 
 
    “When we get to the island, I’ll tell you what I know,” I replied. “But in the meantime, if a zombie comes floating up to the side of the canoe, jut hit it in the head with your paddle.” 
 
      
 
    John sat silently, trying to understand what I had just told him. As bad as the TV reports had been and as horrifying as the zombies we had encountered had looked, believing that they were actually dead bodies moving around was not something that our minds wanted to believe. It was something that we had been taught that was impossible, it was only something that was possible in the movies. As much as I had seen to this point, it was something that I was still having a hard time comprehending. It hadn’t been until Wilson said, “Of course bullets didn’t stop them, because they were already dead,” that I had relented and accepted the fact that what I was seeing was real, dead zombies. I could only imagine the conflicted thoughts going through John’s mind. 
 
    We let the currents take us down the river towards downtown Pittsburgh, occasionally using the paddle to guide the canoe to keep us out in the middle of the river and away from the shoreline. 
 
    It felt eerie to float down the river with nothing but total silence all around us, except for the occasional moan and groan that came from the shoreline. The buildings were all dark, the streets and sidewalks were deserted, no cars were moving or people walking, no boats on the river, but the reddish tint covering the roads and lower part of the buildings as we got closer to the city told us what we would have seen if we would have been here yesterday and the day before. The smell of death that blew out over the river to greet us, was almost completely overlooked as our noses had become so accustomed to the smell over the last few days. 
 
    When we got closer to the southside of town, we started to notice that there was a moaning or a constant low drowning sound off in the distance. It got louder as we drifted further down the river. When we were directly across from the southside business district, we could see why we were hearing that sound. The southside was a sea of bodies flowing through the streets. The sound grew louder when the bodies closest to the river spotted us, then the bodies started moving towards us. 
 
    “Mike,” John said. “They can’t get out here, right?” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I replied. We watched as they walked off the landing docks and splashed into the water, then slowly disappeared. We continued down the river feeling safe out on the river, that was until we went under the Liberty Bridge and bodies began to rain down around us. When one body bounced off the canoe right in front of me, I almost jumped out of the canoe. 
 
    “What they hell was that?” Donna shrieked. 
 
    “Shit, they’re coming from up on the bridge,” I shouted back, quick John, paddle towards that concrete bridge support under the bridge.” 
 
    When moved under the bridge and reached the concrete support, I grabbed the pillar and held the canoe in place. 
 
    “What do we do now?” John asked. “This reminded me of the time kids were throwing rocks from the overpass out on Route 79. They ended up almost killing a woman before they caught them. I would have never believed it if someone told me that one day people would be tossing zombies down on boats from the Liberty Bridge.” 
 
    “I don’t know?” I replied. “But if you look down the river past the point, you can see the island, that’s all the further we have to go. We’re almost there.” 
 
    “Do you think that if we wait long enough that they will go away?” Donna asked. 
 
    “That’s possible, but with this new wave coming through Pittsburgh, we could be here for days,” I replied. “There might be another way. A friend of mine told me that one of the zombie’s weak points is that they are easily distracted.” 
 
    I thought for a second, trying to come up with a distraction to get the zombie’s attention above us in such a way that we could get out from under the bridge unnoticed. We could let the canoe drift out where they could see it, then while they all went for the boat, we could swim out from the other side of the support pillar, we didn’t have much further to go to get on the island. But I quickly dismissed that idea, it would be too far to expect my mother to tread water and I was sure that I would need the canoe again to get off the island. Then I looked at Donna’s red vinyl jacket. 
 
    “Donna?” I asked. “Could I have your jacket? Before you decide, you probably won’t get it back.” 
 
    “Will it get us out from under this bridge?” Donna asked. 
 
    “I hope so,” I replied. “I haven’t tried anything like this before, so I can’t guarantee it.” 
 
    Donna quickly took off her jacket and handed it back to me. I tied the sleeves closed, pulled the zipper closed, then stuffed my extra pillow into the jacket. I pulled the cord that ran around the waist of the jacket and tied it tight, hoping to make the jacket as waterproof as I could. Then I looked at everyone and spoke in a soft voice, “I’m going to toss this jacket off to our left and hope the current will take it out where the zombies can see it. If it floats long enough to get the zombie’s attention and they start coming down off the bridge at it, we are going to paddle as hard as we can and go out off to the right.” Everyone nodded. I turned and tossed the jacket as far as I could to our left. 
 
    We watched as the current took the jacket and began to carry it down the river about twenty feet to our left. It bobbed up and down as it began to move away from the cover of the bridge. A few seconds later, it began to rain zombies to our left. I whispered, “Paddle to our right until we get to the other side of the concrete bridge support. When I say go, John paddle like hell and I’ll guide us out from under the bridge.” 
 
    “What should we do?” Ma asked. 
 
    “Hold a pillow over your head,” I replied. Ma, Donna and Kenny immediately grabbed a pillow and held it above their heads. I wasn’t sure how much help that would be, but I figured it couldn’t hurt. 
 
    We quietly paddled to the other side of the support. I could still hear splashing sounds coming from the other side of the pillar. I could also hear the loud groaning coming from up on the bridge, so I figured that the zombies would be as distracted as they were going to be. I quietly said, “Paddle like hell John!” 
 
    Between our paddling and the river’s current, we shot out from under the bridge. The first zombie to jump for us fell into the river twenty feet behind us. We paddled another two hundred feet in silence before John spoke. “Where did you learn so much about zombies?” 
 
    “I learned from the master,” I chuckled, it felt strange hearing someone impressed by how much I knew about zombies, especially since it wasn’t all that long ago that I hadn’t believed in zombies.  “If we are all lucky, he will be joining us on the island in a few days.” 
 
    “Who is joining us on the island? Ma asked. 
 
    “Wilson,” I replied. 
 
    “Who is Wilson?” Ma asked. “I don’t know anyone by that name.” 
 
    “Mickey,” I replied. 
 
    “Mickey,” Ma said. “Why are you calling him Wilson?” 
 
    “Once we get to the island, we should have a lot of time for me to explain it,” I replied.  
 
    As we paddled up to the island and I guided the canoe into the little cove where I had always left the canoe when I would come out as a kid, I laughed to myself as I heard my mother say, “The last few days has been so confusing.” 
 
    As I looked up at the island, I could only hope that this would be the first of some less stressful days, for a change.  
 
    It had been so long since I have had a day without out some kind of stress. In fact, ever since we had arrived at Roswell, my life had been hell. I doubted that was going to change anytime soon, but a few quiet peaceful days would be nice. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 26 
 
      
 
    As we pulled the canoe out of the water and stashed it under the brush, I wondered how much the island had changed. I was particularly worried that somehow a few zombies had managed to find their way onto the island. I had witnessed the zombies that fell into the river being swept away by the current, I figured that it was possible that a few of them could have been washed up on the island somewhere. I’d hate to have gone through everything we had to get here, only to end up being ambushed by a wet zombie because I was careless. 
 
    I helped my mother out of the canoe and get up to dry, flat land. I then returned and grabbed our blankets and pillows. I felt something strange in one of the pillows and discovered my mother’s crossword puzzle book and two pens. I was happy we had remembered her puzzle book. If all went well, we could be here for a long time. 
 
    John and Donna led Kenny up on shore, John was carrying their two bags. When we were all standing with what few belongings we had to our names, everyone seemed to look at me as if to say, Now what?” 
 
    “I think the best place for us to start is that we will go explore the old power plant and see if we can find some shelter and a base to operate from for a few days,” I said. “After we make sure the island is safe, we can decide where we want to set up our permanent base.” 
 
    “What do you mean until we see if the island is safe?” John asked. “I thought you said it would be safe here?” 
 
    “I do expect it to be safe,” I replied. “But I think we should make sure that all those zombies that tried to follow us out on the water, or jumped off the bridge, didn’t end up washing up here on the island. I doubt it, but we should keep our eyes open for a day or two before we let our guard down.” 
 
    “I was also wondering what we are going to eat on this island?” Donn asked. 
 
    “I’m hoping that my fishing poles are still where I left them,” I replied. “I also left a stash of canned soup, a few dozen cans that should hold us for a few days until we get organized. If nothing else, there is some wildlife on the island, but I would prefer that we didn’t have to kill them unless we have no other choice.” 
 
    “Where would we find those fishing poles?” John asked. 
 
    I looked up in the tree branches above us. “Right above our heads,” I smiled. Everyone looked up to see the three poles and a tackle box resting in the branches fifteen feet above our heads. I walked over to the tree, grabbed the lowest branch and pulled myself up.  
 
    “This brings back old memories,” I said as I lowered the fishing poles down to John. 
 
    “When was the last time you were out to the island?” John asked. 
 
    “I think it was about five years ago,” I replied as I climbed down out of the tree. When I hit the ground, I took ten paces to the right of the tree, then three paces to the left before I dropped down on my knees and began to dig into the dirt with my hands. After digging down about six inches, my hands hit something that made a metallic thump. After clearing out the extra dirt, I opened the top of the aluminum milk box that I had buried here over ten years ago. In the box was a dozen cans of Campbell’s chicken soup. Four of the cans had corroded and the soup inside had run into the bottom of the milk box, but eight cans still appeared to be good. The soup had expired years ago, but I knew they were always too conservative with their ‘eat by’ dates. 
 
    “It’s a start,” I said as I looked at everyone, “it will keep us from starving until we get ourselves organized.” 
 
    “I needed to lose some weight anyhow,” Donna smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Where do we find this power plant?” John asked. 
 
    “It’s near the center of the island,” I replied. “It’s a small island, so it won’t take us long to get there. I’ll lead the way. Like I said before, just keep your eyes open until we’re sure we are the only ones here.” 
 
    Before starting in towards the center of the island, I walked over to my old hiding spot and looked out across the river. From here I could see the point. The fountain was no longer spraying water up into the air, but I could see that the point was crowded with bodies and that more bodies were coming out of the downtown area to join them. I glanced over towards PNC Park and Heinz Field, the roads around the stadiums were also crowded with zombies. 
 
    “The entire city probably looks like this now,” I said. 
 
    “I think you made the right choice to come out here,” John said as he stood by my side and looked over at the city. “I hope you weren’t offended by my questions about why you wanted to come here. I just didn’t understand what was happening, but I think I learned a few things today.” 
 
    “I don’t think we will ever understand it all,” I replied. “I think the best we can do is hope to learn how to survive in all of this. Being out on the island isn’t going to be easy, but at least I’m hoping it will give us a chance.” 
 
    “It is a lot more than I thought I would have when our car was attacked this morning,” John added. 
 
      
 
    I turned and led our small group back through the trees. Everyone was surprised when we came out into a large grassy field. 
 
    “From the city or even by boat, the island looks a little intimidating, but once I got through the trees we just walked through, I found it wasn’t anything like I had expected, as you can see. If you keep alert, you might spot a few deer grazing near the edges of the field.” I said. “If you look at the other end of the field, you will see the top of the power plant through the tree branches.” 
 
    “What’s on the other side of the power plant?” John asked. 
 
    “Another field, then more trees around the edges of the island,” I replied. “It’s not a very large island, but the trees keep it well concealed from any prying eyes. We should be well hidden out here.” 
 
    “It looks deserted, but do you really think some of those zombies could have washed up on the island.” John added. 
 
    “I feel certain we are the only ones here,” I replied. “I noticed the current split about two hundred feet before we reached the island. I saw the muddy water from the Mon River was directed around the left side of the island and the blue water from the Allegheny River was directed to the right side of the island, so I assume that any zombies being swept down this way by the currents would also be directed away from and around the island.” 
 
    “That makes me feel better,” John smiled, “you had me worried before by saying we needed to make sure there weren’t any zombies on the island.” 
 
    “I still think we need to keep alert, after the last week I don’t think we should take anything for granted,” I smiled. “Let’s go check out the power plant and see if we can get a room for the night.” 
 
      
 
    We finished crossing the field, then passed through a small section of trees before coming out in a clearing by the powerplant buildings. 
 
    “How long ago did you say you were last here on the island?” John asked shortly after we crossed over to the grassless area around the plant. 
 
    “Why” I asked, detecting concern in John’s voice. 
 
    “Look at the ground,” John replied quietly. “How long will footprints in the dirt last with no one else walking around?” 
 
    “Until the first good rain,” I replied as I knelt down to examine the tracks in the dirt that led towards the main building. 
 
    “Zombies?” John asked nervously. 
 
    “No, Zombies drag their feet, these are the tracks of a normal person walking,” I replied. 
 
    “Whoever it was, they had kids,” Donna added looking down over my shoulder. “Two adults and two little kids. The adults were on the outside, the two kids were walking between their parents.” 
 
    I looked up at Donna. 
 
    “I was a girl scout,” she smiled. “My tracking badge is home in the closet.” 
 
    “OK, thanks,” I smiled. “I want you to wait here, I’m going to walk around the building to see if there are any other footprints around here before we decide to go inside the powerplant and find out who else is here.” 
 
    “Anyone with two little kids shouldn’t be dangerous,” Donna said. 
 
    “I agree, unless they are here with twenty members of some motorcycle gang,” I replied. “Just kidding but wait here until I get closer and make sure who else might be around here. I didn’t expect to find anyone, but these aren’t normal times, maybe someone else decided that the island would be a good place to go to get away from what was happening in the city.” 
 
    It was a small complex and it only took me five minutes to walk around the powerplant. I spotted the same tracks in a few different locations, but the small tracks always were accompanied by the two larger pair of footprints. I had to agree with Donna, it looked like a family with two young children had found their way out to the island. 
 
    When I had completed circling the entire way around the building, I stood near the front of the building and signaled for the others to join me. When they reached me, I said, “I’m going to look inside the main building. Wait here until I come back out,” 
 
    “Did you see any more tracks? John asked. 
 
    “No new tracks, but it looked like the people with the two smaller set of tracks have been out looking around,” I replied. “Just wait here for a few seconds and let me get a quick look inside before we all go inside.” 
 
    John nodded and moved closer to Donna and Kenny. 
 
      
 
    I walked over to the main door of the building and leaned my ear against the door and listened for a second, then I slowly began to open the door. Before I had the door open more than a few inches, a strong smell flowed out through the crack. I stopped for a minute and sniffed the air, it was a familiar smell, but it was a smell I hadn’t experienced for some time. It definitely wasn’t the smell of death that had overwhelmed all the other smells for the last few days. In a way, the smell was pleasant, reminding me of better times. 
 
      
 
    I quietly pulled the door open further. I was surprised when I saw a young couple, sitting on office chairs in the entryway, smoking a joint. On the floor were two little kids sleeping on a blanket. 
 
    The couple’s eyes grew large, with both surprise and fear showing on their faces, when they saw me. The man stood up and took a protective posture in front of his family. 
 
    “Who are you?” he asked nervously. 
 
    “Hi, my name is Mike,” I replied. “I didn’t expect to find anyone else around here. What’s your name?” 
 
    “My name is Ed,” he said. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I was just looking for a safe place to get away from all the zombies in town,” I replied. But I could see that Ed was still afraid and suspicious of my intentions. 
 
    “Ma,” I called out, “Would you come in here?” 
 
    I could see Ed’s features begin to relax when he saw my mother come through the door, clutching here crossword puzzle book in her hands. 
 
    “Yes, Mike,” Ma replied. When she saw the two little kids lying on a blanket on the floor she brightened up, “Oh my, look at those beautiful little ones, they are so cute. The little boy reminds me of you Mike, when you were little.” 
 
    When Donna and Kenny looked in through the door, Ed seemed to relax even more. 
 
    “I used to sneak out to this island when I was a kid many years ago,” I smiled. “So when we needed to find someplace safe, I thought of the island and brought my mother and neighbors, John, Donna and Kenny with me. We don’t mean you any harm, we are just trying to find a safe place to stay.” 
 
    “I’ve been coming out the island for a few years now myself,” Ed replied. “What did you do when you came here?” 
 
    “I just liked to get away from everyone,” I replied. “I used to sit down at the far end of the island and fish while I watched the people and cars over in the city. It was a neat feeling knowing I could see them and that they couldn’t see me. What did you like about the island?” 
 
    “I always came to the island from the other side,” Ed replied. “I brought my family here to find a safe place to get away from all those crazies.” 
 
    “When did you get here?” I asked. 
 
    “We came here yesterday,” Ed replied. 
 
    “What are you going to do for food?” I asked. 
 
    “I haven’t figured that out yet,” Ed replied. 
 
    I reached into the pillow slip on the pillow I had wrapped in my blankets and took out two cans of chicken soup, “Care for some soup?” 
 
    Ed’s eyes lit up, “Sure, Thank You.” 
 
    “The soup has been here for a few years, so make sure it still tastes OK before you eat it all,” I smiled. “I plan on going fishing after we find someplace to settle into. You and your family will be welcome to eat with us when I get lucky.” 
 
    Ed’s wife moved up next to him and smiled at us. “I’m Malissa and the two rug rats on the floor are Pete and Paula. Forgive our surprise, but Ed told me there wouldn’t be anyone else here on the island, but I think you people look OK. It’s been hard to decide who you can trust anymore after the last few days.” 
 
    “I didn’t expect to find anyone else here either, and I know what you mean about people the last few days, but you guys look OK to us too,” I smiled. 
 
    “Thank you for the soup,” Malissa said. “We haven’t eaten for two days. When we came here, we didn’t have time to bring much with us.” 
 
    “Yeah, our neighborhood was being attacked and they were killing everyone they could find. We had to get out before those monsters got to our house and killed us too,” Ed added. 
 
    “I lived in the Overbrook area, where did you live?” I asked. 
 
    “We lived over on the north side,” Malissa replied. “Don’t tell anyone, but we had to steal our neighbor’s canoe to get over here.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I smiled. “Besides, I don’t think there is anyone left that would care.” 
 
    “Do you know what happened?” Malissa asked. “We don’t understand why everyone is running around killing everyone else. It’s crazy.” 
 
    “I know a little,” I replied. “After we find a place to stay, I’ll be happy to tell you what I know. But if you don’t mind or feel threatened, I would like to take my friends and see if we can find a place to bed down in one of the other buildings.” 
 
    “Why don’t you stay in this building with us,” Malissa said. “We looked in the other buildings, but they are all either trashed or are just filled with smelly machines. This building has a lot of clean offices here. I think it was the main building and you would like it here a lot better. Right, Ed.” 
 
    “Yes, please make yourself at home,” Ed added. “Besides, I think we would all feel a lot more comfortable with some other normal people around us for a change.” 
 
    “That sounds great,” Donna said. “Thank You.” 
 
    “Let me show you around,” Malissa smiled, walked over and took Donna and my mother by the arm. As they started their tour, Ed walked over next to me. “I’m afraid I don’t have much to offer you,” he said. 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” I replied. “I didn’t expect anything from you. I just hope we can all work together to find a way to survive on this island for a while.” 
 
    Ed had a sheepish grin come over his face, “I can offer you something that might help you relax.” 
 
    “I think I know what that something might be,” I smiled. 
 
    “You’re not DEA or something like that are you?” Ed asked nervously, “I only use it for medicinal purposes.” 
 
    “No, I’m nothing like that,” I laughed. “In fact, I’m pretty sure the DEA doesn’t even exist anymore. Your secret is safe with me.” 
 
    Ed grinned.  
 
    “When I discovered the island a few years back and found that it was deserted and no one ever came out here, I decided to plant half of the field on the back side of the island with Marijuana plants,” Ed smiled. “I’ve had my own private stash for a few years now. The island was a great place to sneak out to and smoke a joint to relax, but I have to admit, sometimes I did have a difficult time finding my way home.” 
 
    I could hear John laughing behind me. 
 
      
 
    We all found our own room in the plant’s main office that day and made ourselves at home. 
 
    I must admit that I had my doubts about Ed, especially after my first impression that day, but Ed turned out to be a team player and always held up his end of things. I found him to be hard working and a reliable member of our team. 
 
    He also liked to fish and was happy to light up a joint and patiently fish for hours as often as I wanted him to. He seldom returned with fewer than eight fish. Sometimes he would lose track of time and I would have to go find him, but he always had fish, so we all ate well. 
 
    My mother enjoyed playing with Malissa’s two little ones and spent most of her time visiting. Donna and Malissa enjoyed doing things together, so everyone was happy, or at least were able to make the best of a tough situation. 
 
    John and I patrolled the island to make sure we were safe, collected firewood for cooking and to get the chill out of the old concrete building. We also enjoyed going fishing with Ed every few days. We slowly developed into a family. 
 
    Wilson arrived a full week after I brought the others to the island. He excitedly told his harrowing tales of zombies and survival that he had been through in his effort to get to Pittsburgh and then out to the island. The others were fascinated with his stories. They were also amazed at his stories from our time in Roswell. In fact, Ed and Wilson would light up a joint almost every night and discuss UFOs, little green men and stare up into the night sky, searching for aliens. When it came to alien conspiracies, Ed was a true convert to the cause. I thought about giving him the nickname of Wilson Junior, but I figured it would only confuse my mother even further. She was still having a hard time with us calling Mickey by the name of Wilson. 
 
      
 
    Wilson and I had also started watching the eb and flow of zombies that continued to go through Pittsburgh. When we found the zombie population in Pittsburgh to be at a low point, he and I started making runs to Giant Eagle and a few of the other grocery stores located near the river down on the southside. We had a few close calls at first, but we soon developed a system and managed every few weeks to bring back a canoe load of snacks and canned goods to give us a break from a steady diet of fish. 
 
    We felt safe and secure on our island home, but we continued to watch the city and the river. There didn’t appear to be any let up to the zombie invasion of the city, as an endless parade of the dead staggered around the city streets and through Point State Park. Every day we watched the gruesome sight and every night we would listen to the eerie chorus of groans that drifted across the river in the darkness. We were certain that there wasn’t anyone else left alive in the city, no one would have been able to survive in an environment like that. 
 
    Even though we felt safe for now, we were beginning to get nervous as the days passed by. We knew that there was another date, in the near future that we had to face, and we wondered how much worse things were going to get. According to Wilson, Professor Johnson told him that he felt when the red brain implants were activated, that we would be faced with a new breed of zombie, a super zombie that would be created to finish the job that the other zombies were unable to complete. If the job was to eliminate mankind, it didn’t appear there was much remaining for the super zombies to complete. 
 
    I didn’t know how it would be possible for zombies to be anymore terrifying than they already were, but an image of a zombie doing the back stroke as it swam towards our island kept flashing across my mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 27 
 
      
 
    Today’s date: October 20th 
 
      
 
    “Thanks, Ed,” I replied. “I could use a break. I won’t be very long.” I was going to ask what was for dinner tonight, but I already knew the answer, fish. It had been a few weeks since Wilson and I had felt the conditions around the city were worth us taking the risk to try to make another visit to the Giant Eagle at the Waterfront on the southside. The flow of zombies around Pittsburgh was much more active than usual the last few weeks. We decided it was because we were getting closer to the dreaded date of October 21st. Something had the zombies worked up, so we decided it would be best if we didn’t try to get too adventurous.  We also decided it would also be in our best interest to keep an eye on the city and the river until October 21st and whatever was going to happen, happened, and we wouldn’t get taken by surprise. 
 
    So for now, we decided to have a continuous lookout posted where we could watch the city. 
 
    “Take your time,” Ed replied as he took my place and made himself comfortable on the green and yellow lawn chair and lit up one of his famous homemade smokes. 
 
    I left Ed sitting on the old lawn chair, I wasn’t sure how effective Ed was going to be as a lookout, but I was sure that no matter what he saw, Ed wouldn’t panic. But I also knew that I wouldn’t be very long. 
 
    I had been feeling unusually nervous the last few weeks. Wilson had been right when he told me when the first wave of brain implants would be activated. I didn’t have any reason not to believe he would be right about the date the red brain implants would be activated. We knew what would happen when the blue implants would be activated, and unfortunately, we were right. But when the time came for the red implants to be activated came, all we had was a guess about what was to come. Even though all we had was a guess, the opinion we had been given by Wilson’s friend, Professor Johnson, what we were told was something we preferred not to hear. If it was true, and again I had no reason to doubt what we were told, it would be devastating, the end of all mankind. 
 
    We had been through more than I would have ever thought was possible, and as far as I knew we were the only people left alive. I was sure there had to be a few small pockets of other survivors out there somewhere, but I also knew that even with that optimistic feeling, there wouldn’t be many. We had lucked into the perfect environment, the island, to have enabled us to survive for this long. Any other kind of safe haven, in my opinion would have only led to a short reprieve from the inevitable. With the massive zombie infestation that had developed and spread around the globe so fast, surviving more than a few weeks somewhere else in my opinion would have been impossible. 
 
    I felt the zombies knew we were here on the island and from time to time I would see mobs of the dead try to walk over to the island from the point, only to be washed away by the river’s fast currents.  I was happy that the zombies had never showed any problem-solving abilities. If I would have been a zombie, I would have gone across the Liberty Bridge, walked down halfway to the west end circle then waded into the water. If I was right, the currents would have carried me right to the back side of the island.  
 
    That thought made me wonder what a super zombie would be like. Would the red brain implants produce a zombie that had the ability to think and to solve problems, rather than just blindly chase after the living? Maybe a super zombie would be able to fly. My first thoughts, after we came to the island was that a super zombie would be a zombie that could swim, but I knew there could be an endless number of options. Professor Johnson’s opinion for why the aliens didn’t start with the red implant zombies was because he felt that there was something about the red zombies that could result in an after effect that would be harmful to the aliens, so they were waiting to use the red implants as a short and final solution. 
 
    So this made me think of what side effects would be harmful to aliens, but that train of thought went no where fast. I had no idea what the aliens would look like, be like or wanted, let alone know what they would find as a harmful side effect to killing all of us with zombies. 
 
    Then another thought hit me, maybe I was being arrogant only considering the idea that the aliens where trying to only eliminate the humans that inhabited the Earth. We were only one form of life that existed on our planet. Maybe the aliens needed to eliminate the other lifeforms too before they came to our planet? What about the birds, the fish, insects, plants and reptiles? Was it possible the red implants were meant to eliminate all the other life forms on earth? First the aliens needed to eliminate the primary or dominate lifeforms, then after we were eliminated, they would finish by eliminating whatever was left. In a way this would explain why the aliens saved the red implants until the end, the red implants would strike at the core of the Earth’s biosystems. I wasn’t sure what, if any of the environmental elements of our planet that the aliens needed to preserve so they would be able to live on our planet. All I could assume for sure was that the aliens had a plan, unfortunately to this point, I didn’t care much for the plan. To me their plan was being carried out with a cold disregard for whatever life that was already inhabiting the planet. 
 
    This thought made me think back to the day that I looked through the peep hole of my front door and into the eyes of the zombie standing on our front porch. I remembered the cold white lifeless eyes that stared back at me and wondered if I had been looking into what the eyes of the aliens would be like. The alien conspiracy websites that I had briefly visited mostly felt the aliens would be a much more advanced species than us humans. Many felt the aliens would be much more intelligent and benevolent, but from what I’ve seen, their advances and intelligence had only made them more ruthless and efficient killers. 
 
    If the prediction for the activation of the red implants was correct, we could all be facing our final days on Earth. If the past was any indication of what we could expect, those final days would be the cruelest, most terrifying days we would ever experience.  
 
    I walked across the clearing and approached the powerplant. All the other members of our group were sitting around the fire that had been built to cook the fish. Half the group was already finished eating and were just relaxing as they talked. 
 
    I approached the group and sat down on the log next to Wilson, who was just loading his plate with seconds. For a little guy, Wilson sure ate a lot. I’ve known people twice Wilson’s size that didn’t eat half of what Wilson ate. 
 
    “I saved you a few pieces,” Wilson smiled. There were still three pieces of fish roasting over the fire. 
 
    “Feel free to have one more piece,” I replied. “I’m not very hungry.” 
 
    “Are you feeling OK?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I’m fine,” I replied. “I’m just worried about what to expect next.” 
 
    “Are you worried about your head?” Wilson asked as he pointed to the top of his head. “I thought you said since we’ve been on the island that your head hasn’t been bothering you anymore?” 
 
    “My head has been fine,” I replied. “But I have been thinking that maybe you should lock me in my room for the next few days. What if what’s in my head turns me into one of those super zombies? All you guys would be in trouble.” 
 
    “Nah,” Wilson smiled. “I just don’t see you as a super zombie.” 
 
    “I’m serious, Wilson,” I protested. “Someone put that damn thing in my head for a reason.” 
 
    “It wasn’t the aliens, how it was put in was too obvious, the aliens work is much more refined and subtle. If it was an alien implant, chances are you wouldn’t even know it was there,” Wilson smiled. “What you have was put there by the military, probably to keep track of your movements. Knowing the military, there is a ninety percent chance that the damn thing doesn’t even work.  In fact, since your head hasn’t hurt for the last six months, I’d say if it ever worked in the first place, it doesn’t work anymore. I’m not worried.” 
 
    “That’s because this thing isn’t in your head,” I replied. 
 
    “True,” Wilson smiled. 
 
    “I’m also worried about what else could happen,” I said as I took a bite of fish. “There is obviously a plan at work here, a cold vicious plan. If what we’ve seen foreshadows in any way what is yet to come, I’m afraid to even think about what tomorrow will be like.” 
 
    “I understand what you mean,” Wilson said sincerely, “but worrying about it isn’t going to make it go away. Whatever is going to happen is going to happen.” 
 
    “It sounds like you have been smoking too many of Ed’s homegrown joints,” I replied. 
 
    “Maybe you should try it,” Wilson laughed. “It might help you relax and stop worrying so much. Look at Ed, he doesn’t worry about anything except running out of grass.” 
 
    “Did your Professor Johnson have any other thoughts about what might happen when the red implants are activated?” I asked. 
 
    “No, there wasn’t anything else to really predict what could happen other than what had happened up until that point,” Wilson replied. “He said he was basing his predictions on what had been taking place. With the implants first being discovered, then the blue implants turning everyone into zombies, the next logical step was something that added to what had already happened. All that is left at this point is the final knockout punch.” 
 
    “But why would a supposedly more developed and intelligent race of beings do this to us?” I asked. “It doesn’t make sense.” 
 
    “Even advanced beings will kill when their own survival depends on it,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Could we have this all wrong?” I asked. “What if all of this has nothing to do with aliens? What if the source of all of this is from somewhere here on Earth, like maybe the government?” 
 
    “Then whoever came up with plan was pretty damn stupid or incompetent, if you asked me,” Wilson replied. “I haven’t seen anyone surviving long enough to benefit from what’s happened.” 
 
    “I agree with you,” I said, “but my point is that if it was the government’s plan, maybe the red implants are just blue implants that went bad or just stopped functioning. In that case, maybe nothing else is going to happen. Maybe we still have a chance.” 
 
    “I see your point,” Wilson replied. “But that still leaves us stuck here on this island eating fish.” 
 
    “I agree it’s not the most appealing option we could have, but it would be a hell of a lot better than dying,” I said. “We’re still alive and that gives us a chance at something better someday.” 
 
    “I know what you’re saying, but what about the alien spaceship I saw, the dead aliens at Roswell? No Mike, this has alien intelligence written all over it,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “Alien ships and bodies you thought you saw,” I added. 
 
    “The government is crazy and incompetent, you know that as well as I do,” Wilson smiled. “The government could never come up with a plan so detailed and complex. Whoever came up with this plan was extremely intelligent and efficient. Think about it, turning some of us into zombies to destroy the rest of humanity is brilliant.” 
 
    “But if it is an alien plan, you would think some higher intelligent species could have done it in a more humane way,” I said. 
 
    “When we step on ants to get rid of them, do we think about doing it in a more humane way,” Wilson asked. “No, all we think about is getting rid of the damn little pests. I would imagine that we are little more than ants, little pests, to the aliens. Maybe we might spread around some poison for the ants to carry back to their ant hill to kill all the others. Doesn’t that sound like what happened to us. I don’t like it any better than you do, but it is what it is.” 
 
    “You’re right that I don’t like it and I intend to fight it to the very end,” I said. “I don’t intend to just lay down and roll over regardless of who came up with this plan.” 
 
    I finished my fish, then walked back out to tell Ed he could go back and be with his family. I sat until the sky began to darken. I studied the dark Pittsburgh skyline, reliving memories of my youth, playing baseball, going to sporting events at the stadiums, concerts at the old Civic Arena, and many fun days at Kennywood Park, and I wondered if this would be the last time I would ever relive these memories. 
 
    As it got dark, I got up and walked back over to the power station. I went and kissed my mother goodnight before going to my room. Tonight, I locked my door for the first time. I usually didn’t lock the door to my room, but tonight I decided I should lock it. I didn’t know if super zombies would be able to open a locked door, but it couldn’t hurt. 
 
    It took me some time before I finally fell asleep, but it was a restless and uneasy sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 28 
 
    Today’s date October 21st 
 
      
 
    I was awakened by the sound of someone pounding against the door to my room. Then I noticed the light coming in through the window, it was morning. 
 
    I next looked at my hands, they still looked like my hands and not the hands of a zombie, but maybe super zombies had normal looking hands. Then I realized that I was thinking about myself, surely even a super zombie wouldn’t have any self-awareness, but could I be sure? 
 
    “Mike, open the door,” I heard Wilson shouting. I looked up to see Wilson staring in at me through the window in the door. I slowly threw back my blanket and got to my feet. If Wilson still recognized me, then I must still be me. 
 
    I walked over and unlocked my door, then pulled it open. 
 
    “Mike, you have to come see this,” Wilson said. 
 
    “See what?” I asked. 
 
    “You have to see this for yourself,” Wilson replied. “Just come with me.” 
 
    I relented and tried to wake up as I followed Wilson down the hall to the main entrance. When we reached the entrance, Wilson opened the door and pulled me outside.  
 
    I blinked my eyes and tried to clear my head as I looked around. I wasn’t sure if my eyes had gone crazy or what, but everything looked red. Then I realized that there was a red fog hanging in the air. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked as I held my hand up in front of my face and grabbed at the air. 
 
    “I think it is from the red implants,” Wilson replied. 
 
    “How many people had been giving those damn red implants?” I asked. 
 
    “No way to know,” Wilson replied. “What do you make of this?” 
 
    “I’m not sure, have you seen any dead birds or animals? Are the plants starting to wilt?” I asked. 
 
    “No, Why?” Wilson replied. 
 
    “I was thinking about the purpose of the red implants yesterday,” I said. “What if the purpose of the red implants had nothing to do with eliminating any humans that had survived the zombie infestation. What if the purpose of the final stages of the plan was to eliminate all the other forms of life on Earth? The aliens would then have a completely lifeless world to repopulate with their own life forms.” 
 
    “I never thought of that,” Wilson replied. “I guess it would make sense. We aren’t the only living things on this planet that the aliens could be concerned with. Maybe in order for them to move to our planet, they needed to eliminate all forms of life and not just us. Maybe this means that we are going to be OK, they don’t plan on finishing us off after all.” 
 
    “But if they kill everything else, what are we going to eat?” I asked. 
 
    “I didn’t think about that either,” Wilson replied. “But maybe the red mist isn’t meant to kill everything. Maybe the aliens just don’t like birds or spiders.” 
 
    “I guess we won’t really know until the red mist disappears and we can see what is left,” I said. “But just in case this is meant for us, I think we should stay inside until it goes away.” 
 
    Wilson took a deep breath, then let it slowly escape through his nose. “It smells like fresh air, a lot better than the shit we have been breathing for the last six months,” Wilson said. “I don’t think this is meant for us. But you might be right about the aliens wanting to kill off more than just us.” 
 
    “That still doesn’t make me feel much better,” I replied. “But I guess all we can do now is wait and see.” 
 
      
 
    The heavy red fog lasted for the next three days. After the first day when no one was showing any negative effects from the mist, we would venture outside to build a fire to heat up the few remaining cans of soup we had, but we warily kept an eye on the fog, half expecting something to come out of nowhere. We didn’t understand what was happening or what it meant, but all of us felt that whatever it meant, it wasn’t going to be good. 
 
      
 
    The morning of the fourth day, Wilson was back pounding on my door. I had to wonder what had happened now. 
 
    “Now what happened?” I asked as Wilson stood standing at my door. 
 
    “You have to see it for yourself,” was all Wilson would say. 
 
    I didn’t ask any more questions. I had the impression from the smile on Wilson’s face that something good had happened for a change. As I walked down the hall of the old building, I began to realize that it was a lot brighter in the building than it had been over the last few days. When we walked outside, I understood why. The sun was shinning brightly in the clear blue sky above. 
 
    “The mist is gone,” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Not only that,” Wilson smiled. “Listen.” 
 
    I listened intently for a few seconds before I heard them. “Birds!” I finally said. 
 
    “When was the last time you heard so many birds chirping so happily?” Wilson asked. “And the damn squirrels have been chasing each other up and down the trees all morning. I haven’t seen a squirrel around here for about two months.” 
 
    I just looked around in amazement. 
 
    “Take a deep breath,” Wilson said. 
 
    I took a long deep breath, “Damn, that feels good.” 
 
    “There isn’t even the hint of that damn stench we’ve been smelling since this all started,” Wilson added. “What do you think this means?” 
 
    “I don’t have the least idea,” I replied. “Let’s take a walk down to where we left the canoe and see what it looks like across the river,” I said. “I’ll let you know what I think this all means after I get a look at the city.” 
 
      
 
    Wilson and I walked across the field. The deer were back, grazing at the woods line. They ran back into the trees as we approached. The trees were bright, green and full of activity. For some reason, Mother Nature was happy this morning. When we reached my old lookout spot, we looked across the river at the city. 
 
    “The city looks nice this morning,” Wilson observed. 
 
    “It looks better than nice,” I smiled. “Do you notice what’s different today?” 
 
    “Somethings different?” Wilson asked, then looked back over at the city. Finally, his eyes lit up, “No zombies. I wonder where they all went?” 
 
    “No, I think the zombies are still there,” I replied. “Get in the canoe, I want to take a closer look at something.” 
 
    “Do you think that is a good idea?” Wilson asked. “What about the super zombies?” 
 
    “I think we will be fine,” I replied. “Just get in the canoe.” 
 
      
 
    We pulled the canoe into the river, then got in and started paddling towards the point. We kept our eyes open because we didn’t know for sure what could happen, but I had a feeling that something good had happened that we would only discover when we reached the point. 
 
    As we approached the point, Wilson looked curiously at the concrete surrounding the fountain. 
 
    “What is all that shit lying around the fountain, in fact it seems to be everywhere?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I think I know, but I need a closer look before I can say for sure,” I replied. “Let’s get the canoe up on the concrete.” 
 
    We carefully crawled up on the concrete and pulled the boat up after us, then we started to walk around and study the piles of slim lying everywhere. In the sizzling, bubbling piles of slims were teeth and large pieces of bones. 
 
    “Wilson, I think this is what’s left of the zombies,” I said. 
 
    “How?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “The red mist,” I replied. “I think we had the plan all wrong. The red mist was meant to destroy the zombies, not us.” 
 
    “Why would they do that?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “I can only think of two reasons at this point,” I replied. “and I’m hoping it is the second reason.” 
 
    “Well, give me the bad news first,” Wilson said. 
 
    “It’s possible that the aliens just needed to get rid of all the zombies before they came back,” I replied. “But my gut is telling me otherwise, I don’t think that is the reason.” 
 
    “Well, don’t keep me waiting,” Wilson said impatiently. 
 
    “For the first time I think the aliens might just be the superior, benevolent beings some people expected,” I replied. “I don’t think it was their intention to destroy mankind, but to give us a second chance.” 
 
    “I don’t get you?” Wilson said. 
 
    “Remember how I always said that the human race was headed towards destroying themselves? Between climate change, over population, starvation, constant wars and no one could get along with each other. Add in nuclear proliferation and our future didn’t look good, that we were going to end up destroying ourselves and that no one had even considered a plan to change things before it was too late?” I asked. 
 
    “I remember you always saying those things,” Wilson replied. “But what does that have to do with this?” 
 
    “Apparently someone else was watching and could also see where we were heading,” I said. “But, unlike us, they decided to do something about it. What we have managed to live through was all part of their plan. Their plan to tear down our civilization and begin again from scratch. In other words, they are giving us a second chance.” 
 
    “So you are saying this was the alien’s plan all along?” Wilson asked. 
 
    “That’s what my gut is telling me,” I replied. “That is if there really such things as aliens.” 
 
    “Trust me Mike, there really are aliens,” Wilson replied. 
 
      
 
    I was standing, facing the city. Wilson was facing me as we talked. I stopped dead in my tracks and stared at the top of the U.S. Steel building as a large dark object began to rise up over the building. It hovered above the building for a few minutes. 
 
    “You know Wilson,” I said, “For the first time in my life, I really believe you. You’ve converted me. I now believe that there have been aliens visiting our planet for years.” 
 
    “Finally, it’s about time,” Wilson sighed. “Tell me, what did I say that finally made you a believer?” 
 
    I didn’t answer, I just pointed to the U.S Steel building, towering over the city skyline. 
 
    Wilson just stared at me for a minute, not understanding what I meant. I jerked my arm and continued pointing behind him. Wilson finally turned around. 
 
    “Holy Shit!” Wilson yelled. “I can’t believe it!” 
 
    “Why not,” I laughed. “I thought you were supposed to be a true believer.” 
 
    The dark object hovered in mid-air for another few seconds, then like a streak of lightning, it shot up through the clouds and disappeared. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    Wilson and I look around in amazement for another twenty minutes. I walked around the point and stared out at our little island across the water. Never could I have ever realized the part the island would play in my life, and maybe even in the future of mankind, that day many years ago when I took my canoe and dodged the river patrol to find out what was out there. 
 
    After our morning adventure, we went back to the power plant to tell all the others what we had seen. I could see the relief in everyone’s eyes as we talked. For the first time in the last six months, we all felt that we had a future. We knew life was not going to be easy and that whether we survived or not was now totally in our own hands. But after what we had lived through over the last six months, we felt up to the challenge. 
 
    We also decided that since we had survived together as a group, as a family for the last six months, that we should all stay together as a team for the foreseeable future. For the next three days we stayed on the island and made plans of where we would go and what we should do. Ed had always wanted to live at Heinz Field, but the rest of us didn’t feel that was such a good idea. As a compromise, we agreed to spend the first night off the island at Heinz Field before we moved on.  
 
    Wilson wanted to spend one night sleeping in the Steel Phantom at Kennywood Park, but he agreed that it didn’t have to be the second night away from the island as long as we didn’t forget. As for myself and Ma, we only asked that we could go home for a quick visit for old time’s sake before we moved on. 
 
    On the third day, we decided we had waited long enough to be sure the aliens had indeed decided to give us a second chance. We had been wrong about what we had seen before, so we just wanted to make sure.  
 
    Since we decided to do most of our travels on the river where we could fish for food until we figured out where else we could find something to eat, we would need a bigger boat to hold everyone. Wilson and I went over to the marina and picked out a modest sized motorboat, feeling that eventually gas would become hard to find so we should be conservative and only take a small boat that would be easy on gas. 
 
    When we returned to the island, we were greeted with cheers of enthusiasm.  When we pulled away from the island, everyone had tears in their eyes. 
 
    We were filled with optimism and hoped what we would find out in the new world would be filled with limitless possibilities, even though we knew we would also find tough times ahead. But everything considered, I don’t know what more we could have asked for. The world was ours for the taking, now all we had to do was figure out what to do with it. 
 
    We all had a good laugh when Wilson said, “I appreciate the aliens giving us a second chance, but I hope they don’t decide to help us with any of our other problems. I don’t think we could survive any more help.” 
 
    I looked back at the island as we sped away, the little forgotten island that no one ever knew its name, would never be forgotten again. 
 
    I turned back around and looked at what was ahead of us and said to myself, “Someday I will come back for another visit and remember the past, but next time I’ll just remember the good things.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Thanks for reading Apocalypse: The Plan. I hoped you enjoyed it 
 
    I also hope you will continue reading the two free bonus books I have included. Charlie and Wolfe is one of my favorite books that I wanted to make available to everyone to enjoy. I hope you like it as much as I do. Charlie and Wolfe doesn’t sound like your normal zombie novel, but believe me, you will find an emotional zombie adventure there. 
 
    The First Night is another short novel that I think you will enjoy. I spent a little time in Kingsland, Georgia, that gave me the idea for this book.  
 
    Thanks again. I hope after reading the this book you might consider some of the other books I have written in the past. A good place to start would be, Infection Z: The Apocalypse or The Missing. 
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    Charlie and Wolfe 
 
      
 
    The fact that you are reading this means that someone actually found my book. 
 
    I had my doubts because I was certain that there wasn’t anyone else left alive. 
 
    I have now wandered this wasteland that was at one time called the United States for three years and in that time, I have only ever run into one other living person.  
 
    So you can understand my doubts that anyone would ever find this. 
 
    My name is Charlie Meadows and my buddy here is Wolfe. 
 
    We’ve traveled this barren wasteland for almost three years together and by sheer luck, we discovered what had really happened. 
 
      
 
    You are obviously still alive, so maybe you have also been wondering what had caused the apocalypse. 
 
    Why one day you were going about your life as usual and the next day the world was being overrun by the dead. 
 
    You may have heard it referred to as the Zombie Apocalypse, but it wasn’t really caused by zombies. 
 
    In fact, as I look back at what happened, I think you might say that they were just victims like you and I. 
 
    They of course played a big part after it began, but it wasn’t because of something they had done that started it all. 
 
    The apocalypse also wasn’t caused by some mysterious meteor that flew too close to the earth.  
 
    Terrorists or biological weapons or anything like that also wasn’t the cause. 
 
    Those things were just inventions of some writer’s imagination so that he could sell books. 
 
      
 
    I may be the only one that knows the truth, not because I’m some kind of genius, but because I just got lucky. 
 
    Since you found my book, you might want to listen to my story if you are interested in what caused it all. 
 
    It’s not a long story, I’m a man of few words. 
 
    After three years of living in this wasteland that we now call home, I’ve learned to get right to the point. 
 
    Those that beat around the bush tend not to live very long in my world. 
 
      
 
    So if you have a few minutes, I’d like to tell you my story, I can guarantee you that it is one hundred percent true. 
 
    I wish I was there to tell you in person, but by the time anyone finds this, I’m sure that Wolfe and I will have been long gone from the face of this earth. 
 
      
 
    If you decide you don’t feel like reading my story now, let me at least congratulate you on still being alive. 
 
    That in itself, I’m sure, has been no easy task. 
 
    Wolfe and I wish you well and good luck. 
 
      
 
    But if curiosity has gotten the better of you and you just want to know what really happened, let me begin.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    As we were lying in the weeds on our stomachs, I watched the rabbit hopping around munching on the leaves of some tall green plants. I was never very good at identifying plants, they were either green or brown, tall or short, had flowers or they didn’t have flowers. All I could say for sure was that it was definitely a plant. 
 
      
 
    I pulled Wolfe close to me and pointed at the rabbit. 
 
    I could tell by the way his body tensed, he immediately spotted the rabbit. He already knew that the rabbit was close by, I could tell by the way his nose had been searching the air for clues. It had been his actions that made me hit the dirt in the first place and begin to scan the area to find what it was that he had smelled. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe’s nose was never wrong and he usually knew something was around long before I would spot it visually. His nose was probably the main reason I was still alive. I only wish he could talk because his reactions to a rabbit was usually about the same as it was when he detected one of the undead, at least until he was sure what he was smelling. 
 
    After the last few years, it usually didn’t take him long to know what he was smelling, what was out there. 
 
    But it would always take me a lot longer to figure it out. 
 
      
 
    He always made an effort to communicate with me, which consisted of him staring me in the eyes, but my mind reading abilities were about as bad as my sense of smell. I had gotten better at reading him over the last two years, but I’m sure he would agree that I had a long way to go. 
 
      
 
    However, he tolerated me and did his best to accept my limited abilities, but we still managed to work well together as was evident by the fact that we were both still alive and managed to eat on a regular basis.  
 
    I guess I had a few skills that he wasn’t able to match, like I could cook and he couldn’t. 
 
    Most people would disagree with me on that point. But for some reason, Wolfe wouldn’t be one of them and to him I was the best chef that had ever lived. 
 
      
 
    “Circle,” I whispered so only he could hear me. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe began crawling off to our right, staying low and out of the rabbit’s sight until he was fifty feet behind where the furry critter was casually minding his own business and having lunch. 
 
    When Wolfe decided he had reached the perfect location, he began his run.  
 
      
 
    It was a maneuver Wolfe had done many times before. I did say we were a team, despite the fact that the first few times we had tried this strategy it didn’t work as well as it does now. 
 
    Then it didn’t even come close to resembling team work. 
 
    The first time we tried hunting as a team, when I pointed out the animal, Wolfe assumed I wanted him to go out and catch it.  
 
    He was fast, but usually the rabbit managed to get down its hole and to safety before Wolfe could get close. 
 
    On or about our third attempt at the team approach, the rabbit ran towards me instead of towards it’s hole.  
 
    I raised my bow and quickly shot the rabbit. 
 
    Wolfe had never paid much attention to the bow when I carried it around, but after I shot the rabbit he decided he needed to investigate this strange object that I always dragged around with me.  
 
    He spent an hour smelling and examining this strange leafless branch.  
 
    I thought it was funny when I saw the expression on his face and his eyes light up when the idea finally sank in; he was always a fast learner. 
 
    Ever since that day, when we go hunting he no longer runs around like a nut wasting his energy. He now realizes what the plan is, does his part then he lets the rest up to me. 
 
     I said I wish he could talk, but there are a few situations where I’m glad he can’t speak, like when I shoot and miss.  
 
    The look he gives me says more than any amount of words ever could. He is always so disappointed and I know it is all my fault. Fortunately, I don’t disappoint him too often because with all the other guilt I carry around with me, I just can’t handle anymore. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe made his move towards the rabbit. 
 
      
 
    I saw the massive body of gray fur flash out from behind the brush he had used for cover. His long graceful strides were a beautiful sight to see. It was like something I had seen in an old National Geographic Magazine one time of a cheetah chasing a gazelle. He was almost as silent in his pursuit as the pictures I had seen. His feet barely made a sound as they touched the ground, dug in and propelled him forward. 
 
    After his last year of practice and experience of driving rabbits and other animals towards me, I truly believe he could now sneak up and then run down these animals on his own. 
 
    But Wolfe was a pack animal, a team player, who knew his role and didn’t try to hog all the action for himself, besides I’m sure he had ulterior motives. 
 
    As Wolfe spooked the rabbit and ran behind it, forcing the rabbit into no other option than to run in my direction, I let my arrow fly, Wolfe wouldn’t be disappointed today. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe ran over to the dead rabbit, after smelling my scent on the arrow, he sniffed at the rabbit to be sure it was dead, then he picked up the rabbit gently in his mouth and trotted over to where I was now standing. 
 
    He dropped the rabbit at my feet, then sat down and stared at me. I was pretty sure he was using telepathy to put in his order for dinner. 
 
      
 
    Years ago, in my old life, when I went hunting and the dog would retrieve the animal I had just shot, as a reward after I had skinned the animal, I would always give the dog the liver to eat as his reward. 
 
    I took a few minutes to skin the rabbit, but instead of giving Wolfe the liver, I put it back in the carcass for later. Wolfe liked his liver reward done medium rare instead of raw. 
 
      
 
    Whoever heard of a wolf that liked his meat cooked? 
 
    I guess that was my fault, but he is my best friend. If he wants his meat cooked, it’s the least I can do for him. 
 
      
 
    I remember the day I found Wolfe two years ago. 
 
    I was wandering through the hills of Montana looking for something to eat.  
 
    I am originally from Bismarck, North Dakota, but no one lives there now, only the undead. 
 
    After I lost my family and humanity had disappeared, I’ll tell you more about that later, I decided to go to the south west in search of anything.  
 
    My main reason for going in that direction was because the weather was warmer in the south west. 
 
    I knew I could not survive a cold North Dakota winter living in the woods without heat and shelter. 
 
    I really didn’t have a reason to go anywhere, except that I was alive and didn’t know what else to do. I really didn’t have anything left worth living for, but I had seen enough death and gore at the hands of the undead that I knew that I just didn’t want to die like that. 
 
    I figured that I wouldn’t live very much longer in this world of the undead, which was OK with me, I just hoped if I started south I would die somewhere peacefully and with a little dignity. 
 
      
 
    But here I am three years later, still wandering around. My only purpose, the only reason that I have that keeps me pushing on is that maybe before I die, I’ll find out, why. 
 
    Why, and to look after my buddy, Wolfe, which reminds me that I was telling you about the day I found him. 
 
    I was wandering around somewhere in the hills of Montana when I heard what sounded like two large animals fighting. I found myself in a scary predicament. I was standing on one side of a large clump of brush and all these vicious sounds were coming from the other side. 
 
    Common sense told me to get the hell out of there, but hunger told me to go take a look. Maybe I would be able to eat the loser. 
 
    I slipped an arrow on to my bow as I crept to the edge of the brush for a look.  
 
      
 
    As my head cleared the brush, I saw a mountain lion, a wolf and her cub and a wild pig. 
 
    From what I could determine it appeared that the wolf and her cub had just killed the wild pig, but the mother wolf had been seriously injured when the wild boar thrust one of its tusks into the mother wolf’s ribcage. 
 
    The wolf ended up killing the wild pig, but apparently a mountain lion had been watching and now decided this would be a good time to step in and take the pig from the defenseless pup and the seriously injured mother. 
 
    The mother tried to put up a fight, mainly to protect her cub, but she was in no condition to seriously challenge the mountain lion. The lion made fast work of the mother wolf, swatted the cub, knocking it into the brush and started to drag the dead pig’s body away. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t excited about tangling with a mountain lion, but I was too hungry to let it drag that pig away without at least taking one shot at the lion with my bow. 
 
    I wasn’t a very good shot back then, not like I am now, but I got lucky. As the lion dropped the pig to turn and growl at me to warn me away from its food, I let the arrow fly. 
 
    The lion seemed to attack the approaching arrow, which then went through its left eye and into its brain. I walked over and put a second arrow into the cat’s head just to be sure it was dead and wouldn’t attack me later. 
 
    I then quickly got to work by building a fire and butchering the pig, it had been ages since I had eaten ham. 
 
    I didn’t have time to build a pit and roast the pig for an entire day like in the old days, instead I would build a fire and roast and eat what I could before something showed up and I would be forced to leave.  
 
    Having to eat and run was a fact of life, I didn’t like it but that’s just how things were. The main point here was that I would have a chance to eat something, it was an added bonus when I had the opportunity to eat something cooked. 
 
    So I quickly went about building a small fire and making a rack out of fresh branches to hang the pieces of pork over the fire. 
 
    As I worked, I watched the little cub creep back out of the brush and paw at his mother. I felt sorry for the little guy, but my main concern was in getting a decent meal. 
 
    When I thought the pork was cooked enough, or at least warm enough to taste like real food, I began to eat. I put another slice of pork over the fire for every piece that I removed and ate.  
 
    I intended to stay here and eat as much as I could for as long as I could because I had no idea when I would get this lucky again 
 
    . 
 
    As I ate, the little cub looked out from behind it’s mothers body, watching me intently as I ate. I knew the little guy had to be starving, so I tossed him a small piece of ham. 
 
    He sniffed and licked at the ham for few minutes as if he had no idea what to do with it. 
 
    After watching me for a while, I saw him finally take the ham in his mouth and start chewing on it. 
 
    He was a fast learner even back then. 
 
      
 
    I must have sat there for two hours gorging myself on the hot pork.  
 
    The pup stayed behind his mother’s body the entire time, coming out just long enough to grab another piece of hot ham that I would toss his way. 
 
    He would chew on the ham and carefully watch what I was doing.  
 
    After a time, he didn’t seem to be afraid of me any longer, but he still kept his distance and stayed behind his mother. 
 
      
 
    As night time was approaching, I knew I should be moving on. I was lucky to have had four uninterrupted hours to eat, but I knew that wouldn’t last much longer. 
 
    If the undead didn’t show up, the creatures of the night would be out soon. 
 
    Either way, I would not be safe out here much longer. I was amazed the smell of roasting pig hadn’t attracted curious unwelcomed visitors already. 
 
      
 
    I began packing as much of the roasted ham as I could in my backpack as I studied the little pup and tried to decide what I should do about him. 
 
    I didn’t know if he would be adopted by another wolf pack or if they would kill him or chase him away to die on his own. 
 
    If any other large animals, or even in his case small animals, came by and found him, they would probably kill him. 
 
    I thought I had remembered hearing somewhere that a wolf couldn’t be domesticated, they were dangerous wild animals that would kill you when they grew larger. 
 
    I finally decided that I should leave him to his own kind and hope some wolf pack would take him in, he would be happier and be able to live a normal life.  
 
    Being constantly on the run was no way to live, especially for a free wild creature. 
 
      
 
    I was conflicted and didn’t know if I was doing him a favor or condemning him to die. After I packed all the ham I could carry I decided I had to leave. 
 
    I had moved on about two hundred feet through the woods when I heard the brush rustling behind me. 
 
    As I looked back to see what was coming through the woods, I saw the little gray pup struggling to follow me through the rugged terrain. 
 
    I took out a piece of ham and got down on my knees to see what he would do. 
 
    If he turned and ran, I would leave, but if he came up to me, I still wasn’t sure what I should do. 
 
    To my surprise he came right up to me and took the ham. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell,” I thought. “How could I leave him behind now, besides he and I had a lot in common. We were two of a kind. We both had seen our family brutally killed right in front of us and we were both alone in this cold unforgiving world.” 
 
      
 
    I picked up the little guy and slid him into the pouch I used to gather berries.  
 
    I gave him another piece of ham and started walking again. 
 
    When he finished his ham, he curled up in the pouch and went to sleep. 
 
    Somehow it just felt right. 
 
    It was so emotional to be next to another living being after all this time that it almost brought me to tears. 
 
    I named him Wolfe and we have been together ever since. 
 
    Like I said, he likes his meat done medium rare, probably because he thinks I’m his mother and meat cooked medium rare is all he has ever known. 
 
      
 
      
 
    I cooked the rabbit on a stick over the open fire as Wolfe sat by patiently watching the meat cook over the open flames. 
 
    When he sat up and whined, I knew the rabbit was done just the way he and I both liked it. 
 
    I removed the rabbit from the fire and reached inside the carcass to give Wolfe his appetizer, the liver which had been done medium rare. 
 
    Then I cut the rabbit in half and gave Wolfe his half and we quietly sat and had our dinner. 
 
    He ate the front half of the rabbit and I had the back half. 
 
    I like the back half because of the legs. 
 
    Since Wolfe never complained, I just assumed he was happy with the front half. 
 
      
 
    He of course finished his half before I did, but he didn’t beg for more, he was too dignified to beg. 
 
    Besides, he was a team player who only wanted his share and nothing more. 
 
    It was the way we were, we shared everything and looked out for each other. 
 
      
 
    I missed my family and I often wondered if Wolfe ever missed his family. 
 
    I would often see him dreaming, panting and his legs moving at night when he slept. Was he dreaming about tomorrow’s hunt or was he thinking about running with a pack of his own kind out in the wild like he was meant to do. 
 
    I don’t know the answer to that question, but for now he is my family and my best friend, I just hope he enjoys my company as much as I enjoy his. 
 
      
 
    After dinner, I laid out my blanket and used my backpack as a pillow. 
 
    I laid out a blanket for Wolfe, which he immediately walked over to and laid down. 
 
    They say you can’t domesticate a wolf but sleeping on a blanket and eating his meals cooked over an open fire seems domesticated to me. 
 
    However, I would never insult Wolfe by telling him I thought he was becoming domesticated. 
 
    He is very sensitive and would probably be offended. 
 
      
 
    We laid there as the sky darkened and listened to the sounds of the night together. 
 
    As we laid there together, my mind often drifted back to when this all began, to my wife and kids, to everyone I had lost and to why this had to happen. 
 
    Would I ever know what had happened? 
 
    Why is the world now inhabited by the undead? 
 
    I can somehow understand how this had all started, mankind had been on a self-destructive course for as long as I can remember.  Honestly, I am amazed that it took them this long to destroy civilization. 
 
    But it is the existence of the undead that I do not understand. Why are they here? 
 
    Before I die, will I ever know the answer? 
 
    Some how I had my doubts. 
 
      
 
    I used to feel that it really didn’t matter how much longer I would live, but my thinking has changed over the last few years. 
 
    Even though he is better suited to live on his own than I am, I don’t want to leave him on his own in a world that isn’t fit for a man or beast to live in, I hope to be able to hang around for as long as Wolfe is still here. 
 
    I understand wolfs live about eight years, so I hope I can hang on for a few more years. 
 
    I wouldn’t want him to have to live by himself. 
 
    Being with me is all he has ever known, I would like to think that he would miss me. 
 
    I can’t believe that I almost had left him behind. 
 
      
 
    But I often wonder what Wolfe thinks about at night. 
 
      
 
    I slowly begin to drift off. 
 
    I don’t worry much about anything sneaking up on us, not with Wolfe here. 
 
    His hearing is even better than his sense of smell. 
 
    It should be with the size of those ears. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Tonight, like I always do most every night, I dream. 
 
    Or should I say I have nightmares. 
 
    I really don’t want to dream, at least about the things that constantly creep into my mind at night, but I can’t stop the nightly visions. 
 
    Tonight, I dreamt about that first day, the day it all started. 
 
      
 
    It was around six o’clock in the morning. 
 
    I was up having my morning coffee, a crème filled donut and listening to my favorite radio station just like I did every other morning. 
 
    Kelly and the kids were still asleep, they wouldn’t be getting up for school for another hour yet. 
 
    It was my quiet hour when I could enjoy the silence and wake up at my own pace before the daily string of emergencies that only I could solve began. 
 
    It was also an hour before Kelly would give me my Honey Do List for the day. 
 
    As I look back on it now, it was funny some of the crazy things I would find on my list each day. Tammy and Jamie would have things for me to do like making sure there were no monsters under their beds. 
 
    Kelly would have things that would take me a bit longer to complete like fixing the dryer or the drip in the bathroom shower. 
 
    Even though I had complained at the time, I really miss those lists. 
 
    They were much more complicated than my daily lists are now. 
 
    Now my lists are fairly simple and constant day after day. 
 
    Now my to do list have items on it like find food and stay alive. 
 
    Simple? 
 
    Maybe not as simple as it sounds. 
 
      
 
    But in my most recent nightmare, there were no lists, I just sat at the kitchen table drinking my coffee, munching on my donut and staring out the kitchen window. 
 
    In my nightmare, as it did on that day, the entire house shook as a rumbling sound started and seemed to be coming from everywhere outside around the house. 
 
    My mind started racing at what could be causing that sound and making the house shake. 
 
    A gas pipeline explosion was my first thought, people had been protesting the Dakota Access Pipeline for years before it was finally dug in North Dakota. 
 
    “Did it explode like the protestors said it would?” was my first thought. 
 
      
 
    I got up and ran over to the window to look outside expecting to see flames shooting hundreds of feet into the air. 
 
    However there weren’t any flames shooting into the sky, the grass was still green and the trees were not balls of fire, they were balls of green leaves as they always were. 
 
      
 
    I was relieved to see that the world hadn’t suddenly burst into flames, but that rumbling sound still continued every few moments, making the house shake every time I heard the rumbling begin all over again. 
 
    I was confused, but then I looked up in to the sky. 
 
    There were dark pillars of smoke streaking across the sky, all moving to the north. 
 
    It was morning and my mind was still half asleep, so it took a few minutes for it to sink in and for me to realize what I was seeing. 
 
    If you didn’t know, North and South Dakota, Montana, Colorado, Wyoming and also scattered through out many of the other Midwestern states, were the silos for the U.S. Minuteman Missile Program.  
 
    In hardened concrete silos, buried safely deep underground were the nuclear missiles that were meant to protect our country. 
 
    The silos and missiles were meant to deter an enemy from attacking us because our missiles were where they could never be destroyed by an attack. 
 
    If we would ever be attacked, our missiles would then destroy any enemy that was foolish enough to attack us. 
 
      
 
    Many people were unaware that they were located here, but all of us that lived here were aware of the fact, but like everyone else, we just didn’t think about them. 
 
    Their presence was enough to prevent a war, we never expected to ever see them being launched. 
 
      
 
    But as I studied the sky, I knew that the impossible was actually happening as I followed the dark trails through the sky. 
 
    I lost count after counting thirty smoky trails speeding overhead. 
 
      
 
    My mind started racing faster than when I had suspected a pipeline explosion. 
 
    Are we at war? 
 
    With who? 
 
    My first thought was Canada, because the missiles were flying north, but then I remembered that the shortest distance to Russia was by going north over the North Pole. 
 
      
 
    By now, Tammy and Jamie were hanging onto my legs asking what all that noise was and why was the house shaking? 
 
    I honestly didn’t know what to tell them, maybe it was because I didn’t really want to tell them the truth. 
 
    It was something I knew they wouldn’t understand. 
 
    I really didn’t understand it myself, sure I knew what war was, I understood the concept of missiles and nuclear explosions, but I also knew that I could never really visualize what the real thing would be like. 
 
    It would be impossible to know that without actually living through it, and I didn’t know anyone that had lived through something like that. 
 
      
 
    I took the girls back to bed and tucked them in. 
 
    “Go back to sleep, you have another hour before you have to get up,” I said. “You were just having a bad dream. See, the house isn’t shaking.” 
 
    It was a school day, so it didn’t take much convincing to get the girls to go back to bed. 
 
    Making them get out of bed on a school day was always a problem. 
 
      
 
    After I got the girls to go back to bed, I ran in and woke up Kelly.  
 
    She was still sleeping because nothing woke her up during the night, she could sleep through an earthquake. 
 
      
 
    I led her out to the kitchen, of course she grumbled and complained the entire way, and I took her over to the kitchen window and made her look outside. 
 
    “Can I go back to bed now?” she complained, but midway through her sentence, she realized what she was seeing. 
 
    She just stood and stared. 
 
      
 
    “What do we do?” she finally asked. 
 
    “I don’t think there is much was can do,” I replied. “I guess we just wait.” 
 
    “Should we get the girls up?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “No, let them sleep,” I replied. “If what I think is going to happen, I think it best if they are asleep when it happens. I don’t want them to be afraid.” 
 
    “We’re all going to die,” Kelly whispered.  
 
    “It should happen quickly,” I replied as I pulled her close to me. “At least that’s what I heard.” 
 
    “How long do you think we have?” she asked. 
 
    “My guess is about twenty minutes,” I replied. “That is how long it takes a missile to travel from Russia to the U.S.” 
 
    “Oh, Charlie,” Kelly sobbed. 
 
    “At least we will be together when it happens,” I said. “It could be worse, the girls could be at school, me at work and you here at home by yourself. If we have to die, I’m glad that at least we are all together.” 
 
    “Do you really think it will happen fast,” Kelly asked. “I remember seeing pictures of all the people that were horribly burned in Japan during the war.” 
 
      
 
    Before I could come up with an answer that wouldn’t scare her to death, I felt her starting to tremble. 
 
    “Look,” she said and pointed to the far-off horizon. 
 
    I slowly raised my eyes to look up at the distant sky. 
 
    I saw dozens of dark smoke trails in the sky, but this time the streaks in the sky were moving in our direction. 
 
      
 
    I woke from my nightmare when something wet ran over my face. 
 
    I opened my eyes to see Wolfe standing over me. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry buddy,” I said as I started to sit up and wipe the moisture from my face. “I didn’t mean to wake you. I guess I was having another one of my nightmares.” 
 
    But as I sat up I noticed the blue sky and the bright sunshine, it was no longer night. 
 
    As I reached out to scratch Wolfe behind the ears, I noticed he was staring at me. 
 
    At first I smiled because I thought he had got me up because it was time for breakfast and I had slept in. 
 
    It wouldn’t be the first time he had decided to remind me it was time to have breakfast. 
 
    But as I looked at Wolfe, he turned his head to look out to the west. 
 
    I knew Wolfe was trying to tell me something, but as I said, my ability to read minds was even worse than my sense of smell. 
 
    When Wolfe bared his teeth, I finally understood what he was trying to tell me. 
 
    Wolfe never barked and he seldom whined, but there was one situation where he would bare his teeth. 
 
    I knew I had to get up, the undead were here. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed my bow and crawled over to the rise that had hidden our position from anything west of us. 
 
    “Good Boy,” I said as we crawled to the rise. 
 
    Wolfe was next to me, crawling on the ground at my right side. 
 
    It was our normal observation formation to allow me time to figure out what Wolfe already knew. 
 
      
 
    I raised my head up over the rise using a small shrub as cover. 
 
    Two hundred feet away, coming straight at us were six of the undead staggering through the brush. 
 
    I look behind the approaching group to see if there were more coming in from behind them, but the area behind them appeared empty. 
 
    “I think there are only six of them,” I whispered and looked at Wolfe. He was panting calmly now and appeared to be waiting for me to tell him the plan. 
 
      
 
    We had been in this situation more times than I would care to count, most of the times the odds were much worse than they were now. 
 
    I considered with only six of them that the odds were in our favor, especially with Wolfe being my right-hand man. 
 
    I was tempted to say that Wolfe felt the same way with the calm look he had on his face, but I had to remind myself that I had never seem him with anything other than a calm determined look on his face, no matter what the odds were. 
 
    In fact, he probably felt that he could handle this on his own, but he was a team player and I was the team leader. 
 
    Probably the only reason that I was the team leader was because Wolfe was impressed with my ability to cook, but I always at least tried to act the part. 
 
      
 
    “Stay,” I calmly said. “Let’s wait for them to get a little closer.” 
 
    Wolfe seemed to understand as he turned to face the undead and rested his nose on his paws. 
 
      
 
    In the early days I would just stay out of sight when I only saw a few of the undead walk by. 
 
    My thinking was that I would just let them walk away. 
 
    The undead were dangerous. 
 
    They didn’t have to bite you to get you infected. 
 
    If you had a cut or a scratch, you could become infected by getting their blood or even their flesh in your wound. 
 
    I had figured that it wasn’t worth the risk to go out and confront only a few of them, so I would just let them walk away. 
 
    However I soon began to realize that they usually just didn’t walk away, at least not for very long. 
 
    The undead seemed to walk in circles. 
 
    Why? I have no idea. Maybe they just don’t know where they are going and they end up walking in circles? 
 
      
 
    I made that mistake back home in Bismarck and I was determined to never make that mistake again. 
 
    I let them walk by and felt that I had dodged a bullet. 
 
    An hour later they came back, catching me off guard, and they killed my family. 
 
    Whether it is just revenge, anger and frustration, or that they really do walk in circles, I make it a point to kill every one of those things that I can. 
 
    When it comes to the undead, there is no such thing as a harmless one, they are all ruthless killers. 
 
      
 
    I crawled back over to my backpack and put my bow on top of my blanket, then I grabbed the branch that I always keep next to me when I go to sleep. 
 
    As critical as the bow is to my survival, a good club comes in a close second. 
 
    Besides, I only have a few arrows left and I want to save them until I can get somewhere to find more. 
 
    When I go hunting I always retrieve my arrows to use them again, but whenever I have to shoot an arrow at one of the undead, I leave that arrow behind. 
 
    I’ve always considered arrows covered in the blood of the undead to be too unsafe to ever touch again. 
 
      
 
    I crawled back over to Wolfe and using the branch, I made a clubbing motion so he would understand what I intended to do. 
 
    I knew he would understand, we had done this before. 
 
      
 
    “Stay,” I said again as I got to my feet as Wolfe continued to stay hidden below the rise. 
 
    The undead immediately saw me and began to groan and reach out with their arms as they quickened their pace to come at me. 
 
    I took three steps towards them and waited until they were within ninety feet in front of me. 
 
    I tightened the grip on my club and said, “Wolfe! Distract!” 
 
      
 
    A gray streak shot by me as Wolfe ran at the staggering mob of the undead. 
 
    When he reached the front of the mob, he darted off to the left and began to run in circles around the undead. 
 
    In the early days, Wolfe would attack the undead, ripping off their arms and legs, but that worried me. 
 
    I had never seen an animal become infected and turn in to one of the undead, but I just didn’t want to take that chance with Wolfe. I didn’t want to assume that animals couldn’t become infected. 
 
    In fact, I have learned when it comes to the undead that you cannot afford the luxury to assume anything. 
 
      
 
    On one encounter I noticed that Wolfe running around the undead seemed to confuse and distract them, so I taught Wolfe that just like when we hunted, his job was to circle and herd and to leave the rest to me. 
 
    Like I said, he was a fast learner. 
 
    In my efforts to train him, I had first instructed him to circle, like when we spotted a rabbit, the rest he kind of figured out on his own. 
 
      
 
    As Wolfe ran around the undead, some of them tried unsuccessfully to turn and grab him. 
 
    I moved in and began to club the others. 
 
    I then walked up behind the ones that seemed to be turning in circles, trying to follow Wolfe, and clubbed them too. 
 
    It was all over in a few minutes. 
 
      
 
    “Good Boy,” I said as Wolfe ran over to my side. “Come,” I added and began to walk back to where our blankets laid on the ground. 
 
    I opened my backpack and took out a few pieces of dried rabbit meat and handed them to Wolfe. 
 
    I tossed a piece into my mouth and began to chew. 
 
    I tried to save a few pieces of meat from each kill to eat for breakfast and so we would at least have something to eat in the event that the day’s hunt didn’t turn out too well. 
 
      
 
    I rolled up Wolfe’s and my blanket and stuffed them into my backpack. 
 
    I gave Wolfe another piece of rabbit and patted him on the side and said, “You earned an extra snack today buddy.” 
 
    I slung the bow over my left shoulder and used the club as a walking stick. 
 
    Then we began another day of walking. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t know where we were, in fact I figured that places no longer had names anymore. 
 
    There weren’t any states or borders, they no longer existed or had any meaning. 
 
    It was just one large empty land. 
 
    All I knew was that I was heading west. 
 
    I didn’t know how much further west I would go. The weather was warm enough here for me to survive regardless of what the season was now. 
 
    I just figured I would know when the time came to stop and stay for a while. 
 
    When I found a reason to stop and stay, I would stop. 
 
    I really didn’t have any reason to keep moving, but until I found a reason to stop traveling, I guess I would just keep going. 
 
    Besides, Wolfe seemed to enjoy our daily routine. 
 
    When Wolfe indicated that he didn’t want to keep moving, maybe that would give me a reason to stay in one spot for a while. 
 
    But until one of us got tired of traveling, we would just keep going. 
 
    Besides, it just didn’t feel safe to stay in one place for very long. 
 
    The undead were everywhere, so I found it hard to imagine that we would ever find a place where we could truly feel safe. 
 
      
 
    Also, I was still searching for some answers. 
 
    The answer to my questions were not here and I was beginning to think I would never find the answer I was looking for. 
 
    If the answer ever existed, I was sure it had died with the last of mankind. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe got that look in his eye and excitedly looked to the west. 
 
    I knew what that look meant, it was time to go. 
 
    We set out on another day with the sun to our backs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I had been asleep when the images of that first day began to run through my mind again. 
 
    I knew what was coming but I was helpless to stop it. 
 
    Tonight, the visions started where they had stopped when Wolfe woke me up to warn me about the approaching undead. 
 
      
 
    I hated when the visions came, but I did enjoy the memory of seeing Kelly, Tammy and Jamie one more time. 
 
    I was afraid that the day would soon come when I would no longer be able to remember what they had looked like. 
 
    The idea of not being able to remember what my wife and kids looked like anymore terrified me more than the nightmares. 
 
    When that day would come, I knew that would be the day that the last bit of humanity in me had died. 
 
      
 
    When in my dream I looked down and saw Kelly’s face, I stopped fighting the dream and for now I let it come. 
 
      
 
    I looked out the kitchen window and watched as the dark trails of the missiles approached. 
 
    I looked down at Kelly, there were so many things I wanted to say, but when I saw her face looking up at me, all I could do was manage a nervous smile. 
 
    If this was the last thing I would ever see, I should be grateful. 
 
    The look in her eyes spoke more to my soul and answered every question I could have ever asked. 
 
    That look told me more than anything she could have said. 
 
    As I looked back over my life, all I could think was that I was going to die a happy man, sad but fulfilled after the full and fruitful life we had led. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath as I held her, not knowing if this was going to be my last breath or if I would be given one more before we died. 
 
    All the good things that had happened in my life flashed before my eyes. 
 
      
 
    We both began to tremble as what sounded like thunder rumbled off in the distance. 
 
    Large flashes lit up the horizon. 
 
    The lights went off and the radio I had been listening to suddenly went silent. 
 
    The humming of the refrigerator motor, the clock ticking on the wall, all stopped leaving the house in an eerie silence. 
 
    I expected to hear the explosions start to move closer until suddenly everything would begin to disintegrate around us. 
 
    Then everything we were or had ever been would be gone as if we had never existed. 
 
    As I squeezed Kelly, I thanked God for all he had given me, even if it was to only last for such a short time. 
 
      
 
    As we waited for the end to come, the regrets also now began to flood in with the good memories and soon they were all I could think about. 
 
    Why didn’t I let Kelly get that new car that she had wanted and needed instead of forcing her to keep driving that crummy old Dodge? 
 
    Why didn’t I let Kelly buy those cute outfits for Tammy and Jamie? 
 
    The new Livingroom suit? Dance class for the girls? Why did we have to skip visiting Kelly’s parents this summer? 
 
    Why didn’t I take the that new job I was offered in Sioux Falls, I would have made twice what I am making now and I could have given my family so much more, things that they deserved to have. 
 
    Why didn’t I do more for my family? 
 
    Why did I have to deny my family to save for the future, look how that worked out! 
 
      
 
    “Charlie?” Kelly said, shaking me out of my depressing thoughts. 
 
    I opened my eyes and looked down at Kelly. 
 
    “I think it stopped,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I asked. 
 
    “The explosions or the thunder, it stopped,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    I perked up and listened, she was right, all the rumbling we had been hearing off in the distance had stopped. 
 
    I looked out the window. 
 
    The blue sunny sky was gone as dark clouds rapidly moved across the sky to the point where it looked like night time was approaching or a major thunder storm was moving in. 
 
    I could see that the wind had picked up as I saw trash blowing through my back yard. 
 
    A loud sound came from the neighbor’s yard when their aluminum shed was blown over. A large sheet of metal bounced across the yard and slammed into the side of their house. 
 
      
 
    “We’re still alive,” I whispered. 
 
    “Why?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Maybe the Russians were only targeting the major urban areas around the country,” I replied. “There isn’t anything of strategic importance here.” 
 
    “What about the missile silos?” she asked. 
 
    “It would be a waste of their missiles,” I replied. “All of our missiles would have been launched by the time their missiles made it here. It wouldn’t do them any good to blow up corn fields.” 
 
    “Does that mean we are going to live?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Maybe,” I replied. “Go wake up the girls and get them down in the basement. I don’t know where the missiles hit, but if we are within three hundred miles of where they exploded, we could still be in danger when the tidal wave of heat and radiation comes through here. Go, I’ll get some food and water.” 
 
      
 
    Kelly ran for the girl’s room as I grabbed a bag and began tossing bread, crackers, cereal and anything else I could get my hands on. I then filled the water cooler and headed for the basement. 
 
      
 
    I found Kelly and the girls huddled in the corner by the furnace. 
 
    I quickly joined them and got down on my knees and put my arms around the girls. 
 
    Tammy and Jamie were scared and confused. 
 
    “Why are we hiding in the basement?” they asked. 
 
    I couldn’t tell them the truth, so I made up something to try and ease their fears. 
 
    “There was a big explosion outside and we need to stay down here until it is over,” I said. 
 
    “When will it be over?” Jamie asked. 
 
    “Soon,” I said. “Soon.” 
 
      
 
    We seemed to have survived the initial blast, but what worried me was now the radiation and the nuclear fallout. 
 
    “Maybe it would have been better if we had been killed by a direct strike,” I then thought of the horrible burns and agony suffered by the people that lived outside of Hiroshima as those images flashed through my mind. 
 
    Then I looked down at my girls. 
 
    The survivors in Japan were the ones that had suffered the most. The people in the city that had died immediately were the lucky ones. 
 
    I doubted that I could maintain my sanity if I was forced to helplessly watch my family suffer such agonies. 
 
    I was beginning to wish that we had all died the fast, painless death we had been worried about only a few minutes ago. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think there will be more missiles coming?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I replied. “They probably unloaded everything they had on us at one time, you can only kill someone once. Besides, I doubt there is anyone left to launch any more missiles.” 
 
      
 
    We stayed down in the basement for the next three days, not yet sure if we were going to live. 
 
    We could hear the winds howling, the windows breaking and the sounds of objects crashing into the house. 
 
    The noise stopped after the first day, but when I went up to see what the house was like, it was too dark to see anything outside. 
 
    The temperature of the air had increased twenty degrees since we day we came to the basement. 
 
      
 
    Black ash rained down for the next three days until everything had been covered in the gray-black foul smelling substance. 
 
    The first night, the thickness of the air made it difficult to breathe. 
 
    The second day we began to feel ill, we were running fevers and felt sick to our stomachs. 
 
    If we tried to eat anything, it quickly came back up. 
 
    We all just laid on the floor half delirious and drenched in sweat. 
 
      
 
    On the third day panic began to set in when we found blisters beginning to form on Jamie’s left arm. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    The next morning, I was awakened by a pleasant surprise. 
 
    I’m not sure everyone would consider having a dead prairie dog tossed on your chest, right under your nose while you were sleeping a pleasant surprise, but Wolfe thought I would appreciate it and I tried my best not to hurt his feelings. 
 
      
 
    Apparently, one of the critters had wandered in a little too close to our camp this morning. 
 
    Wolfe never goes out hunting on his own, hunting is a pack activity, but he will bend the rules a little if something gets too close to our spot. 
 
    If you would know all the various surprises I have woken up to, then you would probably agree with me when I said the dead prairie dog was a pleasant surprise. 
 
    You should try waking up by having an eight foot long timber rattler dropped on top of you. 
 
    That morning I thought I was going to die, until I noticed that its head had been bitten off and the large gray furry creature that was standing next to me. 
 
    I have since taught Wolfe to put morning snake surprises on the ground next to me, then wake me up by putting his paws on my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the prairie dog by the hind legs and lifted it off my chest with my right hand and patted Wolfe on the head with my left hand, then I slowly sat up. 
 
    The prairie dog would make a decent breakfast this morning, so it was a pleasant surprise in more than one way. 
 
      
 
    I got up and built a small fire then skinned the prairie dog and hung it over the fire. 
 
    I used the final bit of gas in my Bic lighter and tossed the empty lighter into the weeds. 
 
    I know, you probably were thinking that I had become a real outdoors man who was making all these fires by rubbing two sticks together. 
 
    Sorry to disappoint you but rubbing two sticks together to make a fire falls a few levels below my mind reading skills. 
 
    I found a box of one hundred Bic lighters the first month after I started going west. I knew fire was going to be important, so I picked up the box of lighters and a backpack as my first supplies to start my journey. 
 
    The day I run out of lighters is the day Wolfe and I will have to learn to eat our rabbits raw. 
 
    Honestly, I don’t know which of us will have the hardest time making that adjustment. 
 
    I am just hoping it never comes down to that. 
 
    Besides, I don’t know how I would be able to explain to Wolfe why he can’t have his food cooked medium rare anymore. 
 
    I’ve been practicing different approaches to starting a fire by rubbing two sticks together, but so far I haven’t had much luck. 
 
      
 
    As the prairie dog roasted, I walked over to my backpack and reached inside to find another lighter. 
 
    I knew I was running low on lighters, but a sense of panic started through me when after running my hands through the backpack I didn’t feel any lighters. 
 
    I dumped out the contents of the pack on my blanket and began rummaging through the scattered contents. 
 
    I felt a sense of relief when I found one last red plastic lighter. I clicked the button on the lighter and saw the flame shoot out of the top, then quickly turned it off and put it in my pocket. 
 
      
 
    Now I had something new to add to my daily to do list, besides finding food and staying alive, I had to find more arrows as I was down to three arrows and now I would have to find more lighters too. 
 
    In my old life, finding a new lighter would rank right up there in difficulty with checking for monsters under the girl’s beds. 
 
    I could tell the girls that I had checked for monsters under their beds without really looking, because there were no monsters to hide under their bed. 
 
    Finding a new lighter was almost as easy, except I had to actually go to the store to get one. Every store sold them, so I didn’t have to make any special plans to find one. 
 
      
 
    Now, finding something like a Bic lighter took some planning and preparation. 
 
    Just like now I always look for monsters behind every tree and rock. If I ever have a real bed again, I will also check under the bed every night before going to sleep, because I’ve found that monsters really do exist. 
 
      
 
    To find a lighter I would have to find a store, and finding a store meant I had to go somewhere where there had been a town or city. 
 
    Towns are where I run into most of the undead. 
 
    The undead are everywhere, but towns are where they seem to hang around in large gangs for some reason. 
 
    Like I said before, I think the undead walk around in circles, so maybe they are trying to leave the towns but always end back up where they started. 
 
    The ones that get confused or lost end up out here like the six Wolfe and I had to deal with yesterday. 
 
    But you find the undead everywhere, so I always have to stay alert. 
 
      
 
    I try to avoid towns at all costs if I can, but since I never know where I am, I have wandered into a few by accident. 
 
    But there have been times when I’ve had to go into a town to get something I needed. 
 
      
 
    I doubt there are any large cities left from what I’ve seen. The cities I have gotten close enough to see anything have been reduced to large burnt piles of rubble that I swear still glow in the dark from the nuclear radiation. 
 
    I also find that if I get too close to one of the cities I begin to feel strange and start to throw up after an hour or so. 
 
    Since I found Wolfe I haven’t been that close to any more cities, he seems to sense the radiation and guides me around them safely. 
 
      
 
    The smaller cities or larger towns that weren’t bombed aren’t much better off than the large cities. 
 
    In a way I guess you could say the big cities were the place to be when this all started, because you died fast. It was over in a flash and in most cases the people never knew what had happened. 
 
    But the smaller towns and cities died a slow and horrible death. 
 
    The towns that weren’t killed by the radiation soon destroyed themselves as the people began to panic. First people began to panic when the power and communications went out because of the missiles and explosions. 
 
    Next people began to panic when then they realized that everything they had known was gone, then it became a free for all over food, shelter and anything and everything else you can imagine.  It didn’t take society or what we called civilization long to breakdown into total chaos. 
 
    Then the undead showed up and finished off those that hadn’t been killed by the bombs or hadn’t yet managed to kill themselves. 
 
    As I said, maybe the big cities were the lucky ones. 
 
    The smaller towns and cities are nothing more now than overgrown ghost towns inhabited by the undead. 
 
    When I feel that it is necessary to go into one of these towns, Wolfe and I spend a day or two watching before we go in. 
 
    You can never know what you will get yourself into, but I try to be as prepared as I can. 
 
      
 
    I heard Wolfe whine, which distracted me from my thinking about needing to find more lighters. 
 
    The only time he has ever whined was when he felt that whatever I was cooking was done enough to eat. 
 
    I guess I had never really heard him whine until after the one time I had drifted off in thought like I always seem to do and burnt the pheasant I had roasting over the fire. 
 
    Since that time he keeps an eye on the food when I am cooking. 
 
    He is better than an over thermometer and a kitchen timer rolled into one. 
 
    He has never failed to let me know when our dinner has reached the optimum condition – medium rare. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    My dream continued, but now I was starting to feel uneasy and wanted to stop it, but it continued regardless of what I wanted. 
 
      
 
    Day four arrived. 
 
    After days of agony and the dreaded feeling that we were all going to die a slow and painful death, I opened my eyes. 
 
    There was now light coming in through the basement windows and I somehow seemed to feel better. 
 
    As I sat up, I looked over at Jamie and was surprised to see her look back at me and she gave me her usual big smile. 
 
    She held up her arm and showed me her elbow. 
 
    “It’s better now,” she grinned. “It doesn’t hurt anymore.” 
 
    I looked at her arm and was surprised to see that the blisters on her arm had gone down and no longer looked red and sore. 
 
      
 
    I hugged Kelly and the girls as a glimmer of hope filled me. 
 
    I told them to stay here and that I was going to go upstairs to have a look. 
 
    I told them that I had a feeling that today might just be our lucky day. 
 
    I felt surprising lighter today as the girls gave me a big smile and started to munch on the box of Captain Crunch I had stuffed in the bag of supplies I had gathered before coming down to the basement. 
 
    Jamie reached in the box and pulled out a handful of cereal and held her hand up to me. 
 
    I took the cereal, smiled and tossed the dry cereal into my mouth. 
 
    It tasted good and was the first thing any of us had been able to eat in the last two days. 
 
      
 
    I smiled then got up and started up the basement stairs. 
 
    I hesitated a moment before opening the door, not wanting to have the first hopeful feeling I’ve had in three days dashed by what I would find when I opened the door. 
 
    But I had to open the door and hope that the worst was over. 
 
    As I pushed the door open, the first thing I noticed was that the large windows in the living room were broken, large pieces of glass and debris covered the floor and furniture. 
 
    A slight cool breeze blew through the house. 
 
    I slowly walked into the living room and stared outside. 
 
    The sky was still dark with thick black and red clouds, but rays of sunshine broke through in places sending long bright rays of light stretching down to the ground. 
 
    The sight of the sun brightened my spirits. 
 
      
 
    I could see my neighborhood now for the first time, it looked like it had been hit by a tornado. 
 
    Sheds and awnings sat out in the middle of the yards along with various colored shingles that had been torn from the roof tops. 
 
    The trees no longer had any leaves on them and the dark branches reached into the reddish black skies like something you would see on a Halloween card. 
 
    I didn’t know what I was expecting to see, maybe my fears about us all dying a slow horrible death had something to do with it, but I somehow felt relieved by what I saw. 
 
      
 
    Then I noticed that some of my neighbors were gathered out on the street talking. 
 
    I walked out the kitchen door and through the backyard. 
 
    As I walked out on the street, the four men that had been talking walked over to meet me. 
 
    “Is everyone OK?” I asked. 
 
    Tom Johnson lowered his head. 
 
    “Tom lost his wife,” John said. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “That’s what we would like to know,” Jim Carter said. 
 
    “Tom and his wife were sleeping when their windows imploded into their bedroom,” Bill Carsen said. “She was hit by the glass. I was in bed when I heard the storm blow in. What the hell was it? I’ve never seen a tornado or a storm last this long and what is all this black shit raining down on us?” 
 
    “I believe we are at war,” I said. 
 
    “War?” Jim asked. 
 
    “Yeah, war,” I replied. “I was up at six o’clock in the morning four days ago. I saw our missiles being launched. Then I saw the incoming missiles. I don’t think they hit anywhere close to us, but my guess is they hit Chicago, Minneapolis, Denver, Kansas City and Billings. I think they hit all the major cities around us, what we got was just the after shock of the blasts.” 
 
    “Holy shit!” Jim replied, then asked. “Do you know who hit us? Was it the Russians or the Chinese?” 
 
    “I have no idea,” I replied. 
 
    “That explains why the power and the radios are out,” Bill added. “Even my CB isn’t working. I opened the back of the radio and all the circuits were fried.” 
 
    “It’s the EMP effect,” I said. “It knocks out all the electrical circuits for hundreds of miles around the blast area.” 
 
      
 
    “Is your family OK?” John asked. 
 
    “I think so,” I replied. “We were sick as hell for a few days but we’re all feeling a little better today.” 
 
    “Same here,” Bill said. “This is the first day I haven’t been worried about puking my guts out and have been able to even think about coming outside.” 
 
      
 
    “Any idea what we are to do now? Tom asked. “Is there an emergency center or something we should be going to?” 
 
      
 
    “I plan on staying inside until the sky and air clears up a little more,” I replied. “I don’t think we were exposed to too much radiation as far as I can tell. Hopefully we are far enough north to escape most of the fallout. If the military command structure survived, maybe we’ll see them start coming around to offer help in a few days.” 
 
      
 
    As we talked, we began to hear a buzzing sound. 
 
    We all began to nervously look around for the source of the sound. 
 
    “Over there,” Tom said. “I see something in the sky. 
 
    “It’s not another damn missile is it?” Bill asked. 
 
    I don’t think so,” I replied as I spotted a slow moving object moving across the sky. “It’s moving too slow to be a missile. It looks more like a crop duster or a drone.” 
 
    “Who the hell would be out dusting their crops today?” Jim asked. 
 
    “Doesn’t the military use drones?” Bill asked. “Maybe they sent up drones to try and assess the damage and locate survivors.” 
 
    “I didn’t think about that,” I replied as I scanned the sky. 
 
      
 
    We all stood and watched as what appeared to be basketball sized spheres being dropped from the aircraft. 
 
    When the spheres fell to about two hundred feet above the ground, they exploded into large green clouds that dispersed and slowly descended over the land below as a fine green mist. 
 
    “I don’t know what that is, but I suggest we all go back inside until it is over,” I said.  
 
    “Maybe it’s the Airforce releasing some kind of antiradiation medication into the air to protect us from the fallout,” Bill said. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to discourage them, but I had never heard of such a thing as antiradiation medication that could be administered in this manner, but again there were a lot of things that I’ve never heard of. 
 
    Besides, I’m sure whatever was left of the Airforce would be out counter attacking whoever had just nuked us. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “But I think we should err on the side of caution and get inside.” 
 
    “Tom?” I asked, concerned for the old man that had just lost his wife of fifty years. “Are you going to be OK? You can come stay at my place for a few days if you want.” 
 
    “No, thanks Charlie,” Tom replied. “If all of this means the end is near, I want to be in my own house. We’ve lived in that house most of our lives, that’s where I want to be.” 
 
    “OK Tom,” I said. “If I can do anything for you just come on over.” 
 
    Tom nodded and walked away. 
 
      
 
    I watched as the green mist drifted closer, the air over the main part of Bismarck was becoming dark green in color, then I turned and ran for my house. 
 
      
 
      
 
    When I came back out the next morning, Bill informed me that Tom was dead. He found him this morning next to his wife. Apparently he had shot himself during the night. 
 
    I didn’t judge what Tom had done, I knew how I would have felt if Kelly and the girls had died, I knew there was a possibility that I could have been tempted to do the same thing.  I didn’t even want to think about that. 
 
      
 
    I told Bill that I had instructed the girls to stay inside until I returned. I planned on going into town to see if I could find anyone that might have had contact with the outside. 
 
    I also was hoping to pick up some supplies, I didn’t know long we would be waiting to see what happened, but I knew it would probably be a long time. 
 
    However long it would be, I knew we would need more food and water than we had. 
 
    I also wanted to pick up a few other things to help us get by, like batteries, candles and lighters. 
 
    Deep down, I felt the chances were that this was going to be it, we would be living like people did in the middle ages and I needed to start preparing for the worst. 
 
    Because if I was right, there would not be any help coming. 
 
      
 
    Before I left, I went back in to tell Kelly about Tom. 
 
    We had known the old couple for years and I thought she would want to know. 
 
    After we spoke, before I was able to leave, Kelly looked at me with a serious expression on her face. 
 
    “Charlie,” Kelly said. “I want you to promise me something.” 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “I realize that we still don’t know what is going to happen. We can’t imagine all the side effects that are yet to come from the nuclear bombs that were dropped,” Kelly said. “I guess what I’m saying is there is still a good chance that one or all of us isn’t going to live through this. If for any reason I’m the one that dies and you survive, I want you to promise me that you won’t do what Tom did. You’re a good man Charlie, and no matter how bad things get, I want you to live and move on. I just know that somewhere out there something good will be waiting for you and I want you to find it. You deserve it.” 
 
    “Kelly, I’m not sure this is the time to be talking about this sort of thing,” I replied. 
 
    “It seems to me that this is the perfect time to discuss it,” Kelly said. “If we wait much longer, it could be too late and before something happens, I want you to know how I feel.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at Kelly. The last few days I had considered the idea that we were going to die, but that it would all be together at the same time. 
 
    But Tom’s actions had started me thinking and now it also had Kelly thinking. 
 
    I could honestly say that if I had been in Tom’s shoes, I’m really don’t know what I would have done. I never considered suicide as a possibility that I would ever consider, but after what had happened I could see how a man’s mind could be driven to such despair that he might no longer want to continue living. 
 
    In a time like that, I could see where insanity could take over your mind causing you to act and do things you would have never done. 
 
    All I could think was that I hoped I would never have to face such a feeling of despair and hopelessness. I knew that everyman has his breaking point no matter how big, tough or smart he may think he is. I can only hope I never have to find out what my breaking point is. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll tell you what,” I finally said and smiled at Kelly, “I’ll promise to go on if you also promise to go on in the event that something happens to me.” 
 
    “It’s a deal,” Kelly replied and smiled as she stood on her tip toes and gave me a kiss. “Now say I promise out loud.” 
 
    “OK, I promise,” I laughed. “Now I better get moving before the stores are out of everything I need.” 
 
    “Do you really think that there will be a lot of people out there?” Kelly asked. “I’m not even sure if anywhere will be open.” 
 
    “I don’t know either,” I replied. “But the only way I’m going to find out is to go take a look.” 
 
    “Just be careful,” Kelly said. “I guess I’ve watched too many scary movies, but I’m worried about how some people might start acting after something this big has happened.” 
 
    “I’ll be back in a few minutes,” I replied, “Just keep the girls inside until I get back.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    We lived on the outskirts of town, the nearest grocery store and gas station was about two miles away. 
 
    I planned on making my first stop Walmart because they would not have exactly what I wanted but they would have a little of everything. 
 
    I figured it would be a good place to start. 
 
      
 
    As I drove, I studied the other houses and neighborhoods. 
 
    They looked more or less like my neighborhood, shingles ripped off the roofs, windows broken and all the things that hadn’t been tied down were scattered through the yards and out on the streets. 
 
    I saw one or two people, who quickly ducked out of site when they saw my truck driving down the street, apparently everyone was still too afraid to come out of their homes. 
 
    I thought that was a little odd, I would have thought that I would be seeing more people. 
 
    Human nature dictated that I should have seen people out trying to find out what had happened and to confirm that their neighbors were worse off than they were. 
 
    Misery liked company as the old saying goes. 
 
    That and curiosity, people are naturally curious. After five days I would have thought the curiosity seekers would be out. 
 
    I also forgot to mention the morbid in society that would be out hoping to find dead bodies. 
 
    I wasn’t sure about the ambulance chasing attorneys, I didn’t know if there would still be a need for their services after a nuclear war, but I would have guessed there would have been a few of them too, out trying to drum up a class action suit to blame someone and make them responsible for what had happened. 
 
    “Hi, my name is Edgar Snyder and I can get money for you,” I grinned to myself at the thought of seeing those commercials again. Like cockroaches, those ads would probably be able to survive a nuclear war. 
 
    I guess I was just happy to still be alive to be thinking about crazy things like attorneys and how far civilization had sunk even before the bomb had been dropped. 
 
      
 
    I drove the last mile when I spotted the sign for Walmart and prepared to turn left into their parking lot. 
 
    I pulled into the parking lot and parked out next to the road, as far away as I could get from the store. 
 
    I guess that was just a habit of mine because the closer to the store I would park, the more people, cars and activity there always was, and the probability that someone would open their door into my truck increased to almost one hundred percent. 
 
      
 
    I got out of my truck and started walking across the parking lot. 
 
    There were cars scattered throughout the lot, but I didn’t see any people. 
 
    I at first felt relieved because I hate crowds, but it also felt strange. Walmart was always packed no matter what time of the day or night it was. 
 
    I know a nuclear war had just occurred, but I expected to see people because like me, there would be a lot they would need. 
 
    But then I thought that Kelly was probably right that it was still too soon for any of the stores to be open and Walmart was closed.  
 
    As she had said, probably all the businesses were still closed. The employees had more to worry about than going to work. 
 
    I had no intention of going back to work until I knew my family was safe and secure, I’m sure that everyone else felt that way too. 
 
    After all the bomb had been dropped, it wasn’t like we just had a flash flood and now it was time to get back to life as usual. In fact I thought I would probably never see life as usual again in my lifetime. 
 
    But just out of curiosity, I continued to walk towards the store. 
 
      
 
    The first thing I started to notice was that most of the windows in the front of the store had been broken. 
 
    In a way I wasn’t surprised. If someone needed something for their family and none of the stores were open, I could see them breaking into the store to get what they needed, especially after what had happened. 
 
    People also have a tendency to go out and loot stores during a crisis, I was disappointed that people around here would do something like that but again I wasn’t too surprised to see the store like this. 
 
      
 
    When I saw blood in the parking lot and on the broken front windows of the store, I started to become nervous. 
 
    This sort of thing too happens during a crisis, I didn’t like it, but I know it happens, though it usually wasn’t something that happened in North Dakota, but it does happen. 
 
      
 
    Then I saw something I didn’t expect to see, no matter what had happened. 
 
    Even the fact that a nuclear war had started, couldn’t explain what I now saw. 
 
    In fact, what I saw made me forget everything that had happened over the last few days. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Wolfe and I had been walking for almost half a day. We occupied most of our time by watching for anything we might be able to have for lunch. 
 
    When it looked like it was going to be a boring uneventful day, Wolfe decided he wanted to chase a stick. 
 
    Yes, even a wolf has a playful side, Wolfe wasn’t always all business. Usually, but not always. 
 
    But after four tosses, he lost interest. 
 
    Maybe it was because he had picked up a scent in the air that made him turn serious, I didn’t know what he was smelling but I knew enough to keep my eyes open when I saw his nose go up in the air and to keep my guard up. 
 
      
 
    About an hour later I noticed that Wolfe began to slow down his pace and he began to sniff at the air more frequently. 
 
    That was a sign that he had found whatever it was he had detected before and that I should concentrate a little more too. 
 
    He was about fifty feet in front of me when I saw him stop. 
 
    I also stopped and began to scan the area around us to look for anything that seemed out of place. 
 
    Then Wolfe got down on his stomach and crawled about ten feet and stared at something down over the hillside in front of him. 
 
    I followed his lead and crawled over next to him. 
 
      
 
    In front of us, five hundred feet below at the bottom of the hill was a small town of about thirty buildings and houses. 
 
    It didn’t seem to be much of a town, not compared to a lot of towns we had seen, maybe it had been a resort of some sort in the past and wasn’t a regular town. The streets or roads between the buildings were gravel, beyond that it was hard to tell what all had been there. After three years of Mother Nature working to reclaim the land, the buildings were covered in moss, vines and high grass and shrubs had overtaken the streets and sidewalks. 
 
    Remembering that I was now down to my last lighter, I took off my backpack and rummaged through it until I found the old pair of binoculars I had found about a year back. I wanted to get a better look at what was down there to see if this was a place I might want to go into to search for supplies or if it was a place that we should avoid and just quietly go around. 
 
    A few of the buildings had signs hanging out in front of them but with the vines and ivy that had grown over them, they were almost impossible to read. 
 
    I spotted one sign that I could partially read because only the middle of the sign had been completely overgrown with grapevines. 
 
    However I could read the first few letters, H-U-N-T and the last two letters of the second or third word was L-Y. If I was right it was or had been a hunting supply store. 
 
    I figured it would be worth going down to have a look before we moved on. But of course, we needed to be sure it was safe before deciding to pay a visit. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe and I had had a regular routine that we followed when we decided that we wanted to go into a town. 
 
    On some of the larger towns, it could take us a few days to decide ii it was worth the risk of trying to go in, but a small town of this size, it wouldn’t take nearly as long to discover what we needed to know. 
 
    The larger the town, the more unknowns there were to consider, both good and bad. The bigger the town the bigger the potential rewards to be found, but also the potential bigger chances of getting yourself trapped and killed. 
 
    To be honest, I hated the bigger towns. After barely getting out alive from the first big town I had gone into, I have not gone in any town since that I can’t count the number of buildings in the town within thirty seconds. 
 
    To me, unless I’m desperate, it’s just not worth the risk. 
 
    Wolfe and I had adapted to living off the land. I don’t want to brag, but I think we have managed very well without all of the modern conveniences I had relied on in the past. However, until I could figure out how to start a fire without a Bic lighter, we had our limitations. 
 
    Except for special situations, like how we now needed to find lighters, I found it best to just try and avoid most towns. 
 
      
 
    As I studied the buildings, I felt something hit and then slide down over my shoulder. 
 
    I looked to see Wolfe pawing at my shoulder. 
 
    His nose was in the air like he had detected a strong presence nearby. 
 
    “What do you smell buddy?” I whispered. 
 
    Wolfe looked at me then he looked back the way we had just come. 
 
    He wasn’t baring his teeth, nor did he look concerned, if I had to guess I would say that Wolfe looked excited. 
 
    Based on the excited state I was observing in Wolfe, I had to assume that we weren’t in any danger, I would say Wolfe had just found supper. 
 
    By the look in his eyes, I also assumed that what he was smelling was something more than just another rabbit. 
 
    I set down my binoculars, grabbed my bow and began to crawl towards the rocks behind us. 
 
    Wolfe eagerly crawled by my side. 
 
    When we reached the rocks, I slowly raised my head above the rocks to see if I could find what had Wolfe so excited. 
 
    I held my head steady and slowly moved my eyes to scan the trees and brush, then I saw it. 
 
    Coming out of the trees about two hundred yards away was a huge buck, even from here I could tell it had a large rack of probably ten points or more. 
 
    I looked at Wolfe and whispered, “I see why you were so excited.” 
 
    We hadn’t seen a buck in over three months. 
 
      
 
    As I looked at Wolfe he looked like he was ready to run after the deer, he looked at me as if to say he was waiting to hear me say the word, to say circle and he would be off. 
 
    Instead I whispered, “Stay, we need to wait until he gets closer.” 
 
    Wolfe looked disappointed, but he let his body relax and just laid on the ground next to me and watched the deer’s every movement. 
 
    A wolf pack could run the deer down, but our pack only had one wolf capable of keeping up with a deer, our other member would be of little help in trying to run down a chipmunk let alone a deer, so we patiently waited. 
 
    Well I patiently waited, Wolfe was chomping at the bit to run. 
 
      
 
    When the buck was about fifty yards away, I slowly set my best arrow on the bow and lined up my shot. 
 
    Wolfe watched curiously as I readied the bow. 
 
    He was usually out circling the prey and didn’t get to see this part of the hunt very often. 
 
    Having Wolfe try to go out and circle around behind the deer was too risky, the deer’s senses were almost as good as Wolfe’s. 
 
    I was sure the deer would sense that something was up and bolt from the area. 
 
    I watched the deer as I slowly pulled back the bow, when the deer turned to the right and I had a side shot, I let the arrow fly. 
 
    Wolfe and I watched the arrow sail through the air, it struck the deer about six inches behind the front shoulders. 
 
    The deer went down, but then it struggled to its feet and started to move towards the trees behind it. 
 
    “Wolfe,” I said. “Go get him!” 
 
    Wolfe was already ten feet away going at full speed by the time I finished the command. 
 
      
 
    The deer had only gone about ten feet from the spot where I had shot it before it had collapsed and died. 
 
    Wolfe was standing guard over the deer’s body by the time I made my way out to where it had fallen. 
 
    “Good Boy,” I said giving Wolfe a pat as I looked over the deer. 
 
    I swear Wolfe studied the bow for five minutes with amazement in his eyes. 
 
    I gutted the deer and dragged it back down to where we had been studying the town below. 
 
      
 
    I laid the deer over the rocks to let the blood drain from the body while I gathered some wood, enough for two fires, then started the fires before I began to butcher the deer. 
 
    I cut two large pieces of meat and put them over one fire, then I began to cut thin strips of meat to put over the second fire. 
 
    I would pack the thin dried strips of meat in the backpack when they were done to take with us to eat as we walked. 
 
    The rest we would eat as we watched the town. 
 
      
 
    I built the fires where they could be clearly seen from the town below. 
 
    A careless mistake? 
 
    No, the fires fit right in with our strategy, especially for a town as small as the one below. 
 
    Our first objective when we observed a town, deciding if we wanted to check it out or avoid it all together, was to find out how many of the undead were in the town. 
 
    When we were lucky enough to have a hill between us and the town, the best way we found to determine how many were in the town was to create a distraction to get the undeads attention and lure them out into the open. 
 
    The undead were clumsy and they couldn’t climb hills very well, by creating a distraction at the top of the hill, we would be able to see how many were there without having to worry about them swarming all over us like they would if we had just walked into the town. 
 
    If there were a lot of them, the hill would give us plenty of time to pack up and disappear long before they could reach the top of the hill. 
 
    If there were only a few of them, we would be able to go down the hill and easily eliminate them. 
 
    Being this was such a small town, I wasn’t concerned that we would see so many of the undead that we would have to flee. 
 
    If I thought that was even a possibility, I would never had decided to risk having to leave Wolfe’s prize deer behind by building the fires where I did. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe and I sat next to the fires and listened to the crackling wood as we watched the town below. 
 
    It didn’t take long before we started to see movement around the buildings below. 
 
    Wolfe began to bare his teeth until I reached over and massaged his neck and said, “Take it easy Wolfe, let’s see how many are there before we get too excited.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me, then went back to his normal calm demeanor. 
 
    At first we only saw three of them come around the buildings and make their way towards us up on the hill, but as those three began to groan, more began to come from the buildings. 
 
    When they were all out on the street, I had counted twenty-two of the undead. 
 
    As I said, the undead did not do well on hills, especially hills covered with rocks and brush. 
 
    It seemed for every step they took forwards, they ended up taking two backwards, that is the ones that managed to stay on their feet. 
 
    The others tripped and fell and rolled backwards down the hill. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe let me know when our dinners were ready. I took the large pieces of meat off the fire and hung two more large pieces in their place, then Wolfe and I ate as we watched the undead continue to try to get up the hill. 
 
    You might say how could I just sit there and be able to eat while watching the undead come after me. 
 
    I guess you could say that after living with the undead for three years, I was used to it. 
 
    After some time, seeing them no longer felt all that unusual. 
 
    The undead were everywhere, but the only time that was a problem was when you got careless and let yourself get trapped. They were a fact of life, a very dangerous fact of life, but if you used your head, they were also a manageable fact of life, but only if you respected the danger they presented. 
 
    Twenty-two of the undead on a steep hillside no longer struck me with fear like it had when this all started. But it did make me feel concerned, but not so concerned that I couldn’t enjoy a good meal. 
 
      
 
      
 
    After we had eaten, I put some more meat on the fire and said to Wolfe, “Heel!” 
 
    He immediately moved to my side. 
 
    I picked up my club and we started down over the hillside to do what we had to do. 
 
    Like I said, we had done this before and didn’t feel what we were doing was anything special or unusual. 
 
    I didn’t look at it like a game, the consequences of such thinking were too great to risk. I looked at it like it was my job and I knew my life depended on how I did my job. 
 
      
 
    When we were fifty feet from the first of the undead, I looked at Wolfe. 
 
    He looked at me, giving me all his attention as he waited for the command. 
 
    I took my hand and pointed straight at the mob in front of us and said, “Straight, two, Distract.” 
 
    Straight meant for him to go straight through the undead where I was pointing. Two meant he was to run about one hundred feet, and of course distract meant to start running in circles. 
 
    We had practiced commands and Wolfe knew them all well. If I would have said one, he knew that meant he was to run fifty feet, three meant to run about one hundred and fifty feet. We also had used hand signals before so I could give him instructions in case we were separated, but at the moment voice commands were all I needed. 
 
    Wolfe had learned all these commands in only one day and took each command as if they were the most important thing that existed. I never knew much about wolfs or how wolf packs were organized, but I would guess they worked like well-oiled machines if Wolfe is any example. He is more intelligent than any dog I have ever seen. As far as having him as my righthand man, I wouldn’t trade him for five humans. I trust him with my life and I know he would rather die than let me down. It is an unbelievable feeling that you can’t believe until you have seen it for yourself. 
 
      
 
    We were ready to get started. 
 
    Wolfe waited for the final command, when I said “Go!” he was off. 
 
    He shot right down through the middle of the mob. 
 
    It resembled a bowling ball hitting the center pin as the undead began to fall as they tried to reach for him. 
 
    Then he started running in circles. 
 
    I came in behind him and began swinging my club. 
 
      
 
    After five minutes we walked back up the hill and ate again. 
 
    I could only carry so much of the deer meat with us, so we would take this opportunity to do something we rarely had a chance to do, eat until we couldn’t eat any more. 
 
      
 
    We sat at the top of the hill and watched the town to see if any more of the undead would show up. 
 
    Fortunately, none did. 
 
    Tomorrow we would go into the town and see what we could find, after we had breakfast, of course. 
 
      
 
    That night we slept. 
 
    Wolfe slept with one eye open as he always did. 
 
    Me, my nightmares continued. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    In my dream tonight, it started as I saw myself driving back home from Walmart. 
 
    I knew what was coming, I had lived it before and didn’t want to relive it again, but for some reason my subconscious wanted me to go through it all one more time. 
 
    Why? It had to be because deep down either my subconscious felt I hadn’t suffered enough or maybe it was my subconscious trying to keep Kelly and the girls alive as long as possible, at least in my mind. Either way I knew it was going to be as painful as it was when it had first happened. 
 
    The dream continued. 
 
    I was in shock after what I had seen, but I was also confused. 
 
    I had never experienced anything close to a nuclear attack before and I didn’t know what to expect, but what I saw would not have been one of my wildest guesses. 
 
    When I determined that we were at war, a nuclear war, I knew there was a possibility that I would see large numbers of burned and mangled bodies, but I never expected to see them out walking down the street. 
 
    How could I, because that was impossible. 
 
    But again, supposedly so was surviving a nuclear attack. 
 
    But what I saw sent I chill through me that I couldn’t understand at the time, but soon I would unfortunately know what my gut was trying to tell me. 
 
      
 
    But at the time, what I had seen at Walmart had left me dumb founded. 
 
    Anything else and I would be returning home with a plan on what we needed to do next, but after what I had just seen, my mind was numb. I wasn’t even sure if I needed a plan. A plan for what? They looked horrifying, but did that mean they were dangerous? If so, how? Could they be infectious or maybe they would be out of their minds from pain and were violent? There was just too many of them for me to think about trying to find out if they needed help. Just thinking about them gave me the chills and my inner voice said to get out of there. 
 
      
 
    Bill and Jim were out in the street talking again when I pulled into my driveway. 
 
    They walked over to find out what I had found on my trip into town, if I had talked to anyone that knew who had attacked us. 
 
    All I could say was that I had seen something strange going on and that they should go inside. 
 
    When they pressed me for more information, I just said there was an ugly mob coming this way and we should get off the streets until whatever was happening was over. 
 
    That seemed to satisfy their curiosity and they turned to go home as I started for my house. 
 
    I could hear Bill telling Jim as they walked away, “I figured the mobs and looters would be coming around next, damn people now days are too soft and have never had to live through any hard times like we have. I’m amazed that they didn’t start to panic and loot before now.” 
 
    “Someone must have just told them what happened,” Jim laughed. “Most of them are too damn dumb to figure out what happened on their own.” 
 
    Jim and Bill were old timers that felt that modern society had gone to hell in a handbasket and he had little sympathy for the so-called problems of today’s generation. 
 
    Normally I thought their comments were humorous, but not today. 
 
      
 
    When I went into my house and down to the basement, Kelly saw me coming and walked over to meet me. 
 
    She studied me for a second and said, “Charlie, what’s the matter? You look like you just saw a ghost.” 
 
    “I’m not sure what I saw,” I replied as a looked at her. “You know that show you watch all the time, the one about the dead?” 
 
    “You mean the Walking Dead?” she asked. 
 
    “I think that’s the one,” I replied. “I think I just saw them over at Walmart.” 
 
    Kelly laughed, “I kind of doubt you saw the cast of the Walking Dead over at Walmart.” 
 
    “It wasn’t the cast,” I replied. “It was more like the real thing.” 
 
    “Charlie, what are you talking about?” Kelly asked. 
 
      
 
    I stood there looking confused as Kelly continued looking at me. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” I continued. “I saw them coming out of Walmart and from behind the building and cold chills shot through me. To be honest, it scared the hell out of me. I don’t know how else to describe it.” 
 
    “Here, sit down and tell me exactly what you saw,” she said as a concerned expression began to show on her face. 
 
      
 
    “I started to go into Walmart,” I began. “The windows in the front of the store had been smashed out. Before I made it to the door, I started to hear the craziest moaning sounds coming from inside. The next thing I knew, there were hundreds of people, I guess I should call them people but honestly, they looked like they were more dead than alive. I mean they had vicious looking wounds and injuries all over their bodies, they were covered in blood and I swear half of them had broken arms and legs. 
 
    By the looks on their faces I would say they were out of their minds.” 
 
    “Could it be they were suffering from exposure to the radiation?” Kelly asked. “We hid in the basement and just got sick for a few days, maybe those people were exposed because they couldn’t get somewhere safe like we did?” 
 
    “I guess anything is possible, I don’t know all that much about what radiation does to people,” I replied. “But I thought that exposure to radiation would kill you or make your skin blister and cause severe burns all over your body. The closest that these people looked to any of those conditions was that they looked dead.” 
 
    “I feel bad for them,” Kelly said. “I’m just glad that something like that didn’t happen to us. Did you see any ambulances or medical teams out trying to help them?” 
 
    “I didn’t see anyone else except for them,” I replied. “I honestly believe those people were beyond help. There was just something about them that told me to run and get out of there. 
 
    My gut is telling me that something is wrong about what I saw. It’s more than just how they looked, it felt as if they were all looking at me and they wanted to get me.” 
 
      
 
    “I think that maybe their appearance just spooked you a little,” Kelly said. 
 
      
 
    “But that’s not all that is bothering me,” I said. “As I was pulling out of the Walmart parking lot I could see down the streets that led into town. The streets were packed full of people and from what I could tell, they all looked like the ones that were coming out of Walmart.” 
 
    “Do you think one of the missiles hit downtown Bismarck?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “No,” I replied. “If a missile had hit Bismarck, we wouldn’t be standing here. A modern nuke would have vaporized the entire city and probably everything within a hundred miles.” 
 
    “Well I still think it has something to do with the radiation,” Kelly said. 
 
    “The people that I saw didn’t look like they had suffered any kind of radiation burns,” I replied. “But whatever their problem is, I think they are heading our way.” 
 
    “What makes you think that?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “As I drove away I kept looking in my rearview mirror. I swear I saw them crossing the intersection and they started to come down our road,” I replied. “I saw Bill and Jim outside when I pulled into the driveway, I told them that I thought they should get inside because I saw some kind of ugly mob at Walmart and they looked like they were coming our way. I didn’t want to tell them what I told you because they would think I was crazy.” 
 
    “How long do you think it will be before they get here?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Like I said they can’t walk very well, they moved in a strange stiff jerky motion, so maybe an hour,” I replied. “That is if they were really coming this way, I could have just been spooked by the sight of them and let my imagination run away with me.” 
 
    “I don’t know Charlie, I’ve never seen you get spooked like this before,” Kelly said. “You’re not the kind of person to panic, maybe we should just stay inside until we see if they do come down our way.” 
 
    “If those people were responsible for smashing out all the windows at Walmart, I think we better do more than just stay inside. I’m going up stairs and get my gun and make sure all the doors are locked.” 
 
    “Do you really think we will need your gun?” Kelly asked then looked at the expression on my face. “Go ahead and get your gun, I guess it wouldn’t hurt to have it just in case.” 
 
      
 
    I went upstairs and got my hunting rife and a few boxes of shells, but then I put them back in the gun rack and grabbed my shotgun. Rifles were good for a long-range shot, but you couldn’t beat a shotgun for close in defense. I had no intention of trying to pickup off anyone as they approached, but if they tried to get into my house, well, with a shotgun I couldn’t miss and at close range a blast from a shotgun would stop anything dead in its tracks. 
 
    It wasn’t that I wanted to hurt anyone, that was the last thing I wanted to do, but what I had seen down near Walmart had me concerned, really, it had me scared. Like I said, it was a gut feeling that I couldn’t explain, but it was also a feeling I was afraid to ignore and write off as irrational. 
 
      
 
    Kelly made sure she knew where the girls were and had also gathered up the last of the snacks and canned goods and brought them down to the basement where we had been staying for the last four days. The upstairs had been trashed pretty bad by the aftermath of the missile attacks and until we felt more confident about what to expect and were able to start repair work on the house, we felt secure and comfortable enough in the basement for now. 
 
    Kelly pointed out that our supply of food was getting low when she returned to the basement, but I had already been thinking about that for a couple of days. After my trip to Walmart, I began to feel that food could be a real problem very soon. 
 
      
 
    Kelly played Go Fish with the girls to keep them occupied while I sat below the corner basement window and watched the street. 
 
    There were four one foot high by two-foot wide widows, one on each of the basement walls. The small windows were level with the ground and their only real purpose was to allow some sunlight into the basement to keep it from becoming damp and musty. 
 
    I slid the window open a few inches so I could listen for any sounds out on the street, figuring that I would hear if anyone was coming down our street long before I could see anyone. 
 
    It had been over an hour and I was starting to have second thoughts about what I had seen. 
 
    Maybe I hadn’t fully recovered from whatever had made us all ill the day of the attack. I figured we had all suffered from some degree of radiation sickness that could still be playing havoc with my vision or my mind. 
 
    After all, we had just suffered a nuclear attack, I could be in a coma and was just dreaming all of this. My house along with all of Bismarck could be nothing but a pile of rubble. 
 
    We really had no idea of what all kind of side effects we would experience before this would be over. 
 
      
 
    But when I heard Tammy giggle and say Go Fish and then Jamie began to groan, it was as if her groan was being broadcast all around the neighborhood as the groaning sounds echoed off the houses on our street. 
 
    Even Kelly looked over at me as the sound started. 
 
    She got up and walked over next to me and looked up and out of the window. 
 
    The moaning grew louder and sounded like it was coming from everywhere, but we still couldn’t see anyone outside the window. 
 
    Then Kelly gasped, putting her hands over her mouth to keep the girls from hearing her. 
 
    Outside our window stood two bloody bare feet, then more feet began to shuffle by the window. 
 
    Some feet had on shoes, some feet only had on one shoe, some feet were not actually feet, but were more like worn down stubs of flesh and bone. 
 
    Kelly looked at me. 
 
    I held my finger up to my lips. 
 
    We both stared out the window as the feet moved across the yard, out onto the street and soon we were able to see a little more than just feet and legs.  
 
    The low level of our window made it difficult to see much, but we could tell the street was crowded with bodies that didn’t look in any better condition than the feet that first appeared at our basement window. 
 
    We stood watching a horror show, a parade of the bloody, brutally wounded and horribly disfigured bodies, moaning as they staggered between the buildings and down the street. 
 
      
 
    “My God,” Kelley whispered, “I thought you were exaggerating.” 
 
    “Look at them Kelly,” I whispered. “How can they still be alive and moving?” 
 
    “Pain can make people do some strange things,” Kelly replied. “Maybe the radiation has their minds so screwed up that they aren’t feeling any pain at all, that’s why they can look like that and still be moving.” 
 
      
 
    As we watched what we were able to see from inside our basement window, we heard Bill yelling from across the street. 
 
    It was hard to hear what he was saying over the sound of the groaning, but we were able to make out a few words about he wanted them to get away from his house. 
 
    But shortly after we heard Bill’s voice, the volume of the groans outside our house increased a hundredfold. 
 
    Then all the feet and legs we could see suddenly turned and seemed to stampede towards Bill’s house. 
 
    We heard Bill’s shotgun erupt as both barrels exploded. 
 
      
 
    Kelly and I quickly moved to the window that faced Bill’s house, but we couldn’t see anything but the back of the mob that was charging at his house. 
 
    “What do you think is happening over at Bill’s?” Kelly whispered. 
 
    “I don’t know, but I think I’ve seen enough to know that those people are dangerous,” I replied. “Did you see how they all turned and rushed over towards Bill’s house? And Bill’s shooting off his gun didn’t seem to make any of them turn and start going in another direction.” 
 
    “I think it just made them want to go towards his house even more,” Kelly replied. “I just wish I could see what’s going on over at Bill’s.” 
 
    “For now, I think we just need to stay quiet and not get too close to the windows until these people move on,” I replied. “I prefer they didn’t find out that we are here just yet. I’m afraid of what they would do if they discovered we were here.” 
 
      
 
    We sat quietly and waited for almost two hours while we watched the parade of bloody lower extremities move past our ground level window. 
 
    When the crowd began to thin out, we got our first look at Bill’s house and we saw Bill’s body lying across the street on the ground in front of his house. 
 
    It was hard to tell from our vantage point, but from what I could see he appeared to have been torn apart. 
 
    One of my questions had been answered, will still didn’t know what had happened to those people, but we now knew that they were insanely dangerous. 
 
    How dangerous they could be we were just beginning to find out. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    I had stayed up half the night putting thin slices of deer meat on the fire before I finally became too tired to do anymore and turned in. I wanted to finishing processing the deer as quickly as I could because I knew we could be forced to move on sooner than I wanted. 
 
    I was also hoping the smell of roasting meat wouldn’t attract any visitors looking for a meal, so I kept a close watch on Wolfe during the night knowing if anything came within three hundred feet of us, his nose would alert me. Even though Wolfe was sleeping, his nose was always awake and alert, it somehow worked around the clock. 
 
      
 
    Maybe it was because of the undead that had been in the small town below that we didn’t detect any animals out on the prowl last night. I’ve noticed in my travels that even though animals don’t seem to get infected, they stayed far away from the undead. It was as if they knew or sensed something about the undead that made them turn and run in the opposite direction. 
 
    Being that animals seem to have the ability to sense emotions, I can only imagine what they sense when they see one of the undead. 
 
    Like I said, the only time I’ve seen Wolfe bare his teeth, except when being confronted by a dangerous animal, is when he senses that the undead are nearby. 
 
    If I had to guess, I would say that what Wolfe senses is an emotion or a feeling that is repulsive and pure evil. 
 
    Myself, I could only seem to sense someone’s emotions when I could see the look in their eyes combined with their body language. 
 
    I don’t feel I need to be concerned because I can’t sense the emotions of the undead like Wolfe, I know all I need to know about the undead. I’ve seen them in action, I know what they do. I just don’t know why they are here. I’m glad I can’t feel their emotions, I’m not sure I could deal with that. 
 
    To be able to feel the emotions of the undead just by smell as Wolfe seems to be able to do, no wonder he bares his teeth every time he picks up their scent. 
 
      
 
    This morning I finished processing the deer in about an hour after I got up. 
 
    Last night more images of the first days again flowed through my mind as I tried to sleep. 
 
    I believe that everything happens for a reason. Well most things happen for a reason, there are a few things that I’ve seen that defy any logical reasoning. 
 
    The undead is a good example, I have not been able to figure out why they are here or why they do what they do. I can’t find any logic to explain their existence. 
 
    But overall, I still believe everything has a reason. 
 
    But I didn’t know if my dreams were preparing me for something to come or if I have done or seen something that just triggered them to start up again. 
 
    I hadn’t had these particular nightmares for a long time until recently. 
 
    Maybe feasting on this deer and moving on to a friendlier environment would put my mind at rest, I could only hope. 
 
      
 
    I had my backpack full of dried deer meat and I had a bundle of dried meat that I could tie to the top of my walking stick. Wolfe and I had eaten most of the large pieces of meat or would finish them off before we broke camp to continue on our journey. 
 
    The content feeling of having a full stomach makes me want to maybe hang around here for another day before we move on. 
 
    I’ll think about that more after we return from the little village below. 
 
    If Wolfe isn’t in any hurry to move on, I think I could handle another day of rest, we’ll see what happens. 
 
      
 
    But first it was time to see what we could find in the buildings below. I was hoping to find more lighters and maybe a few more arrows. 
 
    As I looked down at the holes in my shoes, I also thought a new pair of boots would also be nice, boots were something that I couldn’t find just anywhere now days.  
 
    I knew the Indians had made moccasins out of deer hide. I had tried that and of course I had to add moccasin making to my list of things that I wasn’t very good at. 
 
    I had to face the facts, I was about as much of an outdoorsman as I was ever going to be. That thought was sort of scary considering that the outdoors and the wilderness was where I had to live and survive. 
 
    I had also tried going in my bare feet, like Wolfe, but quickly discovered that my feet weren’t made to be shoeless. 
 
    In the old days, I would have tossed my boots in the trash months ago, but not now, they were better than nothing. 
 
    My old boots didn’t look very good, but they were comfortable and they mostly still did the job. 
 
    If by any chance I did find some new boots, I think Wolfe has dibs on my old ones. I’ve caught him more than once eyeing them up as they sat next to my blanket at night while I slept. 
 
    I’m sure his plans for the boots didn’t include him trying to wear them, so Wolfe didn’t care how many holes they had. I found it humorous to think about Wolfe chewing on my shoes like an ordinary dog. Knowing Wolfe, and those teeth of his, I couldn’t see the shoes lasting more than two chomps before they were little more than small shreds of leather. 
 
    I just hope he can resist the temptation to try out my old boots until I find a decent replacement. 
 
      
 
    But it was time for less thinking and more action, I thought as I stood and worked the cramps out of my muscles. 
 
    Wolfe saw me get up and came running over by my side, so I slipped on my bow and grabbed my stick and we started down over the hill. Wolfe had a relentless work ethic, even as a pup, that I had been unable to match over the last two years. I just did my best to keep up with him so I he wouldn’t think I was too much of a slouch. 
 
      
 
    We walked down the hill towards the buildings, taking a wide path around the bodies of the undead that we had put down yesterday. I didn’t want to be around the blood or the bodies any more than I had to be. 
 
    If I accidentally tripped and fell on the way down and if I would land in their blood or on one of their body parts, I could be in serious trouble, so I took the long way around to reach the town. 
 
    It wasn’t like I had anywhere to be that I needed to hurry and take shortcuts. If nothing else over the last few years I had learned to use my head and to do things right. There was no reason to hurry up and die, that was going to happen soon enough without me giving it a helping hand by being stupid. 
 
      
 
    It was only a few hundred feet past the last of the dead bodies before we entered the complex of buildings. 
 
    I walked slowly through the buildings and watched Wolfe’s reaction as we approached each building.  
 
    Wolfe remained calm and unconcerned as we made the walk through the small grouping of buildings. 
 
    Despite Wolfe’s demeanor telling me that all was safe for the moment, he stayed by my side in his normal alert and all business mode as I began to take a closer look. 
 
      
 
    The first building I wanted to search was the building that I thought had been a hunting supply store from the few letters that showed through the overgrown vegetation that had grown over the signs on each of the buildings. 
 
    Before going inside, I pulled off the vines that had grown over the middle of the sign to see if I had been right. 
 
    Almost, but not quite. 
 
    The sign read Huntsville Resort Supply instead of 
 
    Hunting Supply like I had guessed it would be. 
 
    I knew my chances of finding what I needed had just dropped in half, but since the store still had the word supply in its name, I hoped that I would find something of use. 
 
    I pointed at the door and Wolfe ran over and sniffed at it for a moment then looked at me calmly and waited. 
 
    I then slowly opened the door and as Wolfe had been trained, he looked at me and waited for instructions before he went inside first. 
 
    If I had felt that the undead were right inside, I would never have sent Wolfe inside, he was my eyes and ears and my best friend, and I would never send him into harm’s way intentionally. 
 
    When I felt conditions were probably safe, I would let him go inside first just to make sure. 
 
    When Wolfe’s senses would indicate there was danger nearby, we always found the best approach was to make the undead come to us or avoid them altogether. 
 
    But all indications were that we were alone for now. 
 
    I followed Wolfe and walked inside the building. 
 
      
 
    The inside of the building was what I had expected to see as far as finding shelves overturned and the store being generally trashed. In the early days after the bomb had been dropped, panic had led to people looting all the stores and each other’s homes in search of food and supplies. By the end of the first month, few places had been spared, so the sight inside the store was pretty much the norm now days. 
 
    I looked around to try and determine what kind of things I would find here. 
 
    It appeared that the store was more of a food and convenience supply store and not a store that sold hunting and camping supplies.  
 
    After quickly glancing across the inside of the store, I gave Wolfe his instructions, “Wolfe, door!” 
 
    Unlike us humans, Wolfe liked having a job to do and looked forward to me giving him instructions. 
 
    Wolfe ran back to the doorway and sat down, taking up his post as the lookout while I checked out the store. 
 
      
 
    As I studied the store, I saw what food that hadn’t been taken had been eaten by insects and rodents or laid on the floor rotted, dried and decomposed. 
 
    There was some canned food left, but I had no idea what was in the cans since the labels had dried out and fallen off the cans. The labels had probably fallen off by the end of the first year after the power had gone out shutting down the air conditioner and heaters leaving the contents of the store exposed to the elements. 
 
    I ignored the cans and walked on by. 
 
    If times would have been more desperate, I would have taken them, but with my backpack completely full of fresh deer meat, I just didn’t have any room for them. 
 
    Besides, cans are heavy. 
 
      
 
    I walked to the back wall that was lined with refrigeration units and freezers. I couldn’t see through the glass on the doors because they were covered with a greenish dried film. The thick film was probably what at one time had been a thick layer of mold from when the power went out and everything inside spoiled and rotted. 
 
    I pulled one of the doors open and looked inside. What had been inside had long ago decomposed and now formed one large pile of dried slime on the bottom of each of the units. 
 
    It had been so long ago, that even the smell inside the coolers was gone. In fact, the inside of the coolers smelled better than the rest of the building or even the entire town or resort. 
 
      
 
    I made one quick pass through the store but there wasn’t anything of interest, so I started walking back to the front of the store. 
 
    I stopped at the single checkout station located near the front out of curiosity. 
 
    It had been a long time since I could remember going through a checkout line in a store. 
 
    It brought back some memories that made a smile briefly cross my face. 
 
    One day I had taken Jamie with me to the store to buy some milk, bread and cheese so Kelly could make tomato soup and grilled cheese for lunch. 
 
    I paid the clerk and picked up the groceries and was about to start going out to the car when I noticed Jamie was still talking to the man at the cash register. 
 
    Jamie had picked up a candy bar, put it on the counter and handed the man a five-dollar bill from her Monopoly game. 
 
    Kelly and I had been using the Monopoly game to teach her about money before she started the first grade. 
 
    She had learned that money was used to buy things and somethings cost more money than other things. 
 
    But the part she hadn’t learned yet was the difference between real and play money, that was going to be the next lesson. 
 
    She gave the man five dollars in Monopoly money and held out her hand, waiting for her change, like she did when we played Monopoly. 
 
    I walked back towards the clerk as I reached into my pocket to get change to pay for Jamie’s candy bar. 
 
    The man saw me coming, smiled and shook his head and waved me off. 
 
    He handed Jamie a penny for her change and put the candy bar in a little bag. 
 
    Jamie picked up the bag and proudly walked my way. 
 
    I dropped a dollar on the counter when Jamie wasn’t looking, thanked the clerk as we left the store. 
 
    The smile quickly faded as other memories about Jamie and her Monopoly money crept into my mind, other memories that I wanted to forget. 
 
      
 
    I quickly walked through the checkout counter and was about to leave when I spotted a shelf that had been knocked over on the floor. It was one of the small racks of shelves that the stores had placed at the checkout as a last effort to sell you something before you walked out the door. 
 
    On this shelf were twenty red, yellow and blue plastic Bic lighters. 
 
    I quickly scooped them up and dropped them in my pocket. 
 
    It made me feel relieved to know that the visit here wasn’t going to be a total waste of time. 
 
    I rolled the shelf over to make sure there weren’t any more lighters hidden underneath. 
 
    I didn’t find anymore lighters but I found something almost as good. 
 
    There were three packages of what looked like wire tongs. On closer inspection I discovered that they were flint lighters that were used to light propane torches. 
 
    I quickly picked them up and put them in my pocket with the Bic lighters. If nothing else, they could one day save me from the embarrassment of explaining to Wolfe why he had to eat raw meat. Hopefully I would be able to maintain my image as a magician in Wolfe’s eye for a while after I used my final lighter. 
 
      
 
    After one last glance at the store, I knew there was nothing else here that Wolfe and I could use. Not even the five-hundred dollars that laid in the tray of the open cash register. I could use it to help get a campfire started, but kindling was too easy to find to justify making room to take it with me. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe was waiting at the door, laying in the sun with his nose on his paws as he watched the street outside. 
 
    He stood up and wagged his tail briefly as I approached. When I bend down and gave him a pat on the side, he went back into business mode and led me out into the street to continue our search of the town. 
 
      
 
    The search of the rest of the complex didn’t take us long. 
 
    Half of the buildings were bunk houses. One building was the mess hall, the others were office buildings or empty storage buildings. 
 
    There was nothing remaining that could be used in our world. 
 
    Computers and smart phones, items that I had little use for even before the bomb was dropped seemed to be lying around everywhere. 
 
    Paper and pens were scattered around on the floors in the office buildings. I could write notes and letters, but there was no one left for me to send a note or a letter. 
 
    But then a thought ran through my mind. 
 
    “Why not?” I asked myself. I had always wanted to write a book, but I could never come up with anything to write about.  
 
    I now had a head full of ideas of what to write about, but unfortunately there wasn’t anyone left to read it. 
 
    I decided to gather up some of the paper and pens anyhow and I slipped them in my pouch. 
 
    “Maybe someday, if I wrote about what had happened, someone might just find it,” I thought. “If not, in my old age it will give me something to remind me about who I was and what I had seen.” 
 
    I laughed out loud. 
 
    It really didn’t make a whole lot of sense, but I just felt like it was something I should do. I chuckled about my thoughts about in my old age. The chances of me reaching an old age were about as likely as me finding that a new McDonalds had just opened at the end of the next street. 
 
    “However, writing my story might help me keep my sanity for a little longer,” I chuckled. It might give me a way to pour out all my pent-up frustrations and maybe even stop the nightmares that had been haunting me. 
 
      
 
    I called Wolfe and we started to slowly walk through the complex on our way back to our camp. 
 
    The trip down to the resort wasn’t a total waste, I did find some lighters and some flint fire starters.  
 
    I had even come up with an idea to do something that I had never managed to do in my old life. It seemed like a good idea if I could manage to survive long enough to actually do it. 
 
    It was also good that there weren’t any of the undead around today to make things difficult for us. So, all in all, it was turning out to be a nice diversion from our normal daily routine. 
 
    In a life where each day is a struggle to just survive and find something to eat, I’ve learned to appreciate the little things that I overlooked or didn’t appreciat in my past life. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe and I were half way back through the complex when something caught my eye behind the buildings on my right. 
 
    I walked between two of the buildings to get a better look. 
 
    What grabbed my attention was that I thought I spotted the colors of red and white jumping out through the thick green canopy. A simple key to surviving was the ability to detect movement out of the corner of my eyes and to quickly take note of anything unusual. 
 
    What had caught my eye fit the unusual category as being something that looked out of place in that clearing. 
 
    It wasn’t a clearing any longer, the weeds, shrubs and small trees were well on their way to taking back what at one time had been a clearing. Now it was more of an overgrown thicket. 
 
    But there was something odd about the view. 
 
      
 
    I walked back through the brush and pulled the vines from one of the structures that had caught my eye with the hint of color showing through the over grown vines and weeds. 
 
    I smiled when I recognized what was under all the growth. 
 
    They were archery targets. I tried to reconstruct the layout of the archery range in my mind as I looked around. 
 
    It was then I spotted the small shack that stood out behind the supply store. 
 
    If I was right, that shack would be where people staying at the resort would come to rent a bow and receive probably a dozen or so arrows to shoot at the targets. 
 
    I started walking towards the shack, hoping that I just might get lucky and find some arrows before I left after all. 
 
    It took a few minutes to fight my way through the thorn bushes that had grown all around the shack, but I was finally standing in front of the little shack. 
 
    The front of the shack had a rotted awning that hung down over the front of the little building. 
 
    I grabbed the awning and pulled, the rotted material tore away from the building and fell to the ground at my feet. 
 
    The upper part of this side of the shack was open so you could see what was inside and the bottom half resembled a counter at an ice cream shop. Apparently, the awning was raised when the archery range was open for business and the resort’s customers could rent equipment from the employee that stood on the other side of the counter. 
 
    On the back wall inside the shack hung six bows and six quivers of arrows. 
 
      
 
    I crawled over the counter and grabbed one of the quivers and pulled out an arrow to examine it. 
 
    They were practice arrows with pointy metal tips, not the razor-sharp arrowheads that I needed for hunting. 
 
    But practice arrows would still be suitable for small game hunting and would also be good if I found myself in a situation where shooting an arrow at the undead was a better option than getting in close to use my club. Good hunting arrows were just too valuable to waste shooting at the undead. 
 
    I started grabbing the arrows from all the quivers and I put them into one quiver so I could take them with me. 
 
    In total, I found twenty-five arrows, better than nothing. 
 
    They would be better than anything I could make myself when I finally broke or lost my last two hunting arrows. 
 
    It’s not that I haven’t tried to make my own arrows out of branches, I know that someday soon it might come down to me needing to make my own arrows. 
 
      
 
    I hate to admit it, but making arrows is another item on my list of things that I’m not very good at. My list of things that I can’t do is probably longer than my list of things that I do well, but fortunately the things I do well have been the things that have been the most important for keeping me alive so far. 
 
    That and I have my buddy Wolfe, he makes up for a lot of my short comings. 
 
    He is probably the biggest reason that I’m still alive and in return, I’m probably the biggest reason why he weighs about twenty pounds more than the average wolf. At one hundred twenty pounds, he is a big guy, but he is also all solid muscle. I’m just fortunate that he is on my side. 
 
      
 
    I slipped the quiver of arrows over my shoulder and crawled back out over the counter of the shack. 
 
    As my feet hit the ground I felt my heart jump up into my throat and chills ran through my body when I heard a loud cracking sound, followed by a painful yelp. 
 
    I hadn’t heard Wolfe yelp since he was a pup, I was horrified to think what possibly could cause Wolfe to make that sound. 
 
    I grabbed my club and quickly turned around to find Wolfe. 
 
    I could hear a thrashing sound, the sound of a struggle coming from somewhere out in the thicket. 
 
    I desperately scanned the thicket as I called out, “Wolfe, where are you buddy?” 
 
      
 
    Then I spotted the weeds, twenty feet away, thrashing from side to side as the sound of a struggle on the grounds continued. 
 
    Whatever was happening, it was taking place down on the ground below and was hidden from my sight by the high grass and brush. 
 
    When I heard a second yelp, a sinking feeling grabbed at my insides. I began to run ignoring the thorns as they scratched and tore at my skin. 
 
    I was gasping for breath when I reached the spot where I had seen the weeds being knocked around. 
 
    I raised my club, ready to defend Wolfe, but I had no Idea what was big or strong enough to have attacked Wolfe and cause him to cry out in pain. 
 
    Before I had taught him not to attack the undead, I had seen him tear ten of them apart in a matter of minutes. 
 
    I had even seen him make a mountain lion back away, he was not afraid of anything. Any animal with any intelligence would not choose to mess with Wolfe. 
 
    As I approached the sound of the struggle, I prepared myself to take on something that I would have never considered facing on my own without Wolfe, but I was determined to do whatever I had to do to save my friend, as he has always done for me. 
 
      
 
    As I reached the crumbled weeds and brush and saw what was in front of me, I tossed my club aside and dropped down and grabbed Wolfe to make him stop struggling. 
 
    “It’s OK buddy,” I said. “Stop fighting, I’ve got you.” 
 
    He stopped struggling and just laid there, panting hard as I held him, rubbing his neck and talking softly to him. 
 
    The sound of my voice calmed him down and he looked at me with a look of confusion in his eyes, as he struggled to understand what had happened. 
 
    However, I could see the look of confusion turn to one of relief knowing that I was here as I talked to him. He seemed to be waiting as if to hear me give him the instructions that would magically help him. He instinctively looked up at me and waited. 
 
      
 
    I slowly sat up, keeping my hand on his side as I looked him over and then at the metal jaw trap that had a painful grip on his back right leg. 
 
    The trap was secured to the ground by a short chain so whatever got caught in the metal jaws couldn’t get away, taking the trap with them. 
 
    Blood was running from where the trap had bitten into the flesh of Wolfe’s leg, either from snapping closed around his leg or from Wolfe struggling to get out of its grip. 
 
    “Wolfe, stay,” I said as I moved to where his leg was held between the jaws of the trap. 
 
    Wolfe just laid on his side and watched me. 
 
    It was a spring-loaded trap, fortunately it wasn’t one of those large traps with the sharp jagged metal teeth that had been used in the past to trap bears, the blades on this trap were smooth. 
 
    The trap was similar to a bear trap, but fortunately was smaller or Wolfe would have probably lost his leg when the trap snapped shut.  
 
      
 
    I put my foot on the spring and shifted my weight to put more pressure against it then slowly pulled the jaws of the trap open. 
 
    I gently slid Wolfe’s leg from the trap and then let the trap snap closed again. 
 
    I examined his leg, feeling for broken bones, but Wolfe had been lucky. Other than the painful looking wound on his leg, nothing had been broken as far as I could tell. 
 
    I started talking to Wolfe, hoping the sound of my voice would somehow reassure him. 
 
    “The good news is that nothing is broken,” I said as he listened attentively to my words. “The bad news is you are going to have a sore leg for a few days, but you’ll live. So there will be no chasing rabbits for a couple days.” 
 
      
 
    At the sound of me saying rabbits, Wolfe’s head popped up and he slowly hobbled to his feet. 
 
    He appeared to have mentally recovered from the experience, but he limped badly when he tried to walk. 
 
    “Stay,” I said as I watched him trying to walk. 
 
    I scratched him behind the ears and told him the plan. 
 
    I knew he liked it when I had a plan and he expected that I would have a plan. That was my job. 
 
    The plan, I explained to Wolfe, was that I was going to try and carry him back up the hill to our camp. 
 
    I just hoped he wouldn’t try to bite me or something when I tried to pick him up. I hadn’t done anything like that since he was a pup. 
 
    I wanted to keep him off that leg until I could get him back to camp, clean up the wound and put something on it to keep it from becoming infected. Infections of any kind were deadly in my world, regardless of the source. 
 
    I also didn’t want him trying to walk on that leg in case something was broken and my initial diagnosis was wrong. Being a vet wasn’t on my list of things that I wasn’t very good at, but I knew it could be. 
 
    Back at camp I had a small bottle of peroxide that I had found a year back and had it stashed in the outside pocket of the backpack in case of an emergency. 
 
    Any kind of injury to Wolfe was an emergency in my book. 
 
      
 
    I could sense the trust Wolfe had in me as I got down and put my neck under his body while he stood in front of me. 
 
    He didn’t try to struggle or resist as I first struggled to lift him up then struggled to stand with him draped over my shoulders. 
 
    Maybe he remembered the times I carried him around when he was a pup, to protect him and to give him a lift when he was tired. Maybe it was the years of bonding and working together that had enabled me to gain his trust. It also could have been that piece of ham, done medium rare that I had given him the day I found him, Wolfe has a long memory. 
 
    Wolfe also probably doesn’t realize how big he is now, but he seemed to take my picking him up in stride as if it happened every day. 
 
    It was a long walk back, walking up hill with one hundred and twenty extra pounds on my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    I made it back up the hill and laid Wolfe down on his blanket. 
 
    I cleaned the wound and wrapped it with an old rag. 
 
    He didn’t resist, he let me do what I felt was necessary, seeming to have more confidence in me than I had in myself. 
 
    After I was done tending to his leg, I gave him a few pieces of deer meat then I built a fire. 
 
    I guess we would be staying here for a few extra days after all. 
 
    I set out my club and the arrows I had found today where I could easily get at them as I prepared myself to keep watch throughout the night. 
 
    I sat by the fire next to Wolfe and gently stroked his side to let him know I was there and that I had his back. 
 
      
 
    As the night moved in around us, he fell asleep, an uneasy sleep, but he did sleep. 
 
    I could feel his muscles moving as he slept. 
 
    I said I often wondered what Wolfe dreamt about during the night. 
 
    To be honest, I still can’t answer that question. 
 
    Tonight, I guessed he dreamt about the trap and the feeling of helplessness that he had never felt before. 
 
    But that was just me, that’s what I would have been dreaming about. 
 
    But Wolfe wasn’t me, for all I knew he was probably dreaming about chasing down that big buck today. 
 
    He was a lot tougher than I was, but even someone like Wolfe needed a little help occasionally. 
 
    I’m just glad that something worse hadn’t happened. 
 
    In the world we live in, there is always something worse waiting for us. 
 
    At least for now, we were both still alive. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    As I sat around the fire, taking on the job of keeping watch by myself tonight to give Wolfe some time to sleep and recover from his injury, my mind began to drift back to my dreams last night. 
 
    I guess thinking about Jamie and her Monopoly money as I was searching that store today, led me to think about where my dreams last night were going. 
 
    It was a quiet evening and my thoughts wandered back to that day again. 
 
      
 
    We had just sat and watched the most gruesome display outside our basement window that I had ever seen. 
 
    If I would have been an emergency room doctor that dealt with horrible automobile accident victims all day long, this is what I would imagine my nightmares would be like. An endless parade of bloody broken bodies. 
 
    A nuclear war had started, was still going on, or was now over for all I knew, but at this moment, I really didn’t care either way. 
 
    What I was now feeling was far more terrifying than what I had felt that morning I saw the incoming missiles. 
 
    Incoming missiles, nuclear explosions, being vaporized, all that I understood. Bodies walking around that should be dead, this I didn’t understand. I didn’t understand why or how they were here. 
 
    Maybe because I didn’t understand it, it made it all that much more terrifying. Were those people in agony, and maybe worse, could this happen to me and my family? I knew that there were some things that were worse than death. 
 
    If it could happen to my family, how could it happen? 
 
    Did the radiation cause people to become horribly disfigured like the people I saw or was it something else? 
 
    Was there something else going on out there that I wasn’t aware of yet? 
 
    Was I focusing on the wrong things, was the nuclear attack just a diversion from the real danger I should be focusing on? 
 
    When I looked at the big picture, adding together everything I had seen over the last few days, when I first thought that we might just be able to survive the nuclear war, was I focusing on surviving the wrong problem? 
 
    I had so many questions, but there were few answers. 
 
      
 
    “Charlie,” Kelly said. “It looks clear outside, I think we should go over and see what happened to Bill.” 
 
    “I think we know what happened to Bill,” I replied. 
 
    “But we might be wrong,” Kelly said. “We can’t really see him very well from down here. What if he is just hurt and not dead?” 
 
    Kelly stared out the window, looking in Bill’s direction. 
 
    “Charlie, I think I just saw Bill moving,” Kelly said. 
 
      
 
    I looked over Kelly’s shoulder. 
 
    “I don’t see any movement,” I replied. 
 
    “Honest, I thought I saw him moving,” Kelly said. “I think I just saw his head move again this time.” 
 
    “OK, I’ll go out and take a look,” I replied. “We’ve known Bill ever since we moved here, it’s the least we can do for the old guy, but I know what I’m going to find and it’s not going to be pretty.” 
 
    “I want to go out with you,” Kelly said. 
 
    “I don’t know Kelly, you saw what just walked past this window,” I replied. “I don’t think it’s safe. I think you should stay here with the girls until I get back. If Bill looks like what I expect to find, I don’t think you want to see that.” 
 
    “The girls will be OK for three minutes,” Kelly said. “You came back today looking like you saw a ghost. All I’ve seen has been the inside of this house, except for the bloody feet and legs outside that window. If I am going to be able to help, so we can all get through whatever is happening out there, I need to understand what we are dealing with.” 
 
    “OK. But don’t say I didn’t warn you. Let me make sure there aren’t any stragglers outside first,” I replied. “Make sure the girls have something to keep them occupied while we are outside then I’ll meet you upstairs.” 
 
      
 
    I took the shotgun and went upstairs and looked out through the broken windows in the house which gave me a much better view than the small basement window. To say the view was eerie and gave me the creeps was an understatement. It all just added to the sinking feeling that was growing inside me. 
 
    Kelly came up out of the basement a few minutes later. 
 
    “Is it clear outside?” she asked as she stepped out of the stairwell. 
 
    “So far,” I replied. 
 
    “I told the girls to set up the Monopoly game while we went outside,” Kelly said. “That usually keeps them busy for at least ten minutes. Maybe more, I told Jamie she could count out everyone’s money.” 
 
    “The last time you let her count out the money I thought she and Tammy were going to kill each other,” I grinned. “Tammy accused Jamie of cheating and not giving her as much money as she gave everyone else.” 
 
    “I’m sure we’ll be back before things get physical,” Kelly replied. “But at least they will be too busy to get into anything else before we get back.” 
 
      
 
    We walked out the kitchen door and slowly moved to the corner of the house. 
 
    “What’s that smeared all over the grass?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Blood,” I replied. “Watch where you step.” 
 
    By the look on Kelly’s face I could tell she hadn’t expected that answer. 
 
      
 
    From what we could see from the corner of the house, the neighborhood looked to be deserted. Any neighbors that were still here had decided it was best to stay out of sight or were just too afraid to come out yet. 
 
    The mob that had come through earlier had moved on, but they had left plenty of signs behind to indicate that they were here and to show what direction they had gone. But what was important to me now was that they were gone. 
 
      
 
    I motioned for Kelly to follow me. We walked quickly across the yard, then we walked across the street into Bill’s yard. 
 
    I felt Kelly’s hands tighten around my arm when we approached Bill’s body. 
 
    His body laid face down in a pool of blood. It looked like he had been laying there there for a week and had been ravaged by scavengers. 
 
    His entire body was covered by cuts, scrapes and what looked like bite marks where the flesh had been ripped from his body.  
 
    His shotgun laid on the ground next to him. 
 
    The sight was very difficult to look at, especially when the mangled body was someone you knew. 
 
    “Why would they have done this to Bill?” Kelly asked. “This is sick.” 
 
    “If you would have seen their faces like I did at Walmart, I don’t think you would need to ask that question,” I replied. “I don’t know why, but something is telling me that these horribly injured people are more dangerous than whatever after effects we can expect from the fallout.”  
 
      
 
    “Charlie!” Kelly said as she stared at Bill’s body. “I saw him move again. His legs moved.” 
 
    “He couldn’t have moved,” I replied. “He’s dead. Just look at him, he can’t still be alive, and you see that he isn’t breathing.” 
 
    “Yeah, he looks just like everyone else that’s been out on the street today,” Kelly said. 
 
    “Your right, I didn’t think about that,” I replied. “Hopefully something will put all those other horribly injured people out of their misery soon too. I can’t believe they’re still on their feet. This is one side effect of a nuclear attack that I never expected, this is unbelievable. I wonder how much longer those poor bastards can keep moving in their condition before they finally die? As long as they’re still on their feet, out of their mind crazy like this, we’re going to have to be careful and make sure they aren’t around before we go outside.” 
 
      
 
    “Charlie,” Kelly said quietly. “Look at Bill.” 
 
    I was going to ask why, but then I noticed movement out of the corner of my eye. 
 
    When I looked down at Bill’s body, his arms and legs were both moving. Then Bill’s head turned to look in my direction and his eyes snapped open. 
 
    When I saw his eyes open and the two haunting white eyes moving in their sockets, chills ran down my spine. 
 
    I knew this was Bill, but what I saw looking back at me no longer seemed to be human. 
 
    When he began to struggle to get up, I took Kelly’s arm and pulled her away from the body and into the street. 
 
    “We need to get out of here,” I said. 
 
    “What about Bill?” she asked. “What should we do?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I replied. “I can’t believe one minute he was dead, or at least I thought he was dead, and the next minute he is getting up off the ground. My first reaction was that I should put him out of his misery, but I can’t just shoot our neighbor. I don’t understand this.” 
 
    “But that’s Bill,” Kelly said. “Shouldn’t we do something?” 
 
    “I can’t shoot Bill,” I replied. “If he even knows who he is, did you see the look in his eyes? If I found an animal in as bad of shape as Bill, I would probably put him out of his misery, but it just doesn’t seem right to shoot Bill. At least not until I understand what is happening to him.” 
 
    “OK, but let’s get in the house before he gets up,” Kelly said. “I guess it can’t hurt if we just let him get up and walk away. I’m sure, with him being able to move around in his condition, that he’s definitely not feeling any pain. And I think you might be right, it wouldn’t be right to do anything until we knew whether we would be helping him or doing more harm.” 
 
      
 
    We quickly ran over to our house, went inside and down to the basement. We both went over to the window to watch and see what Bill would do. 
 
    He finally made it to his feet and staggered around in a circle for a few minutes, then walked by the side of our house and out of view from our window. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Kelly. 
 
    “Did we do the right thing?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, I think so,” Kelly replied.  
 
     “I don’t know if I would want to go on living if I was in his condition,” I said, “but I wouldn’t want to be responsible for taking someone’s life without knowing what I was doing. I just don’t know what to think.” 
 
    “Don’t get yourself upset,” Kelly said. “I don’t know if anyone would know what to do, I feel we did the right thing under the circumstances. I still think the radiation or the fallout from all those nukes going off around the country is causing this. You said yourself that we don’t know what side effects we are going to have to deal with, but I think we have just discovered what one of those side effects might be.” 
 
    “That is one hell of a cruel side effect,” I sighed. “I’ve always heard that the worst part of a nuclear bomb wasn’t the explosion, but the radiation that came afterwards.  
 
    Never in a million years could I have ever imagined that radiation could do this to people, cause ugly wounds to appear all over their body. Then to drive them insane like that to the point where they can’t feel any pain, leaving them to wander aimlessly until their bodies can’t take anymore and they finally just drop dead.” 
 
    “Hey, we’re still alive and for now that’s all that matters,” Kelly said. “We’ll get through this somehow.” 
 
    I gave Kelly a hug. 
 
      
 
    Everything that had happened today had been so confusing. 
 
    It was also frustrating to realize that I had just started to think that I would know what to do to get my family through the aftermath of a nuclear war, but the truth was I now knew that I didn’t have a clue what to do because I had no idea of what I was dealing with. 
 
    As soon as I thought I had something figured out, I learned that it was something completely different than what I had thought. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly I heard a loud crash coming from upstairs, followed by the sound of a girl screaming. 
 
    I quickly turned to look at the girls. 
 
    “Where is Jamie?” I asked, when I saw Tammy sitting by herself. 
 
    “She went upstairs to get some more money for the Monopoly game, she said we didn’t have enough money,” Tammy replied. “She has more money hidden under her bed.” 
 
      
 
    In a panic, I grabbed my shotgun and ran up the stairs. 
 
    I yelled back for Kelly to stay with Tammy. 
 
    When I reached the top step, I threw open the door and began to run towards the girl’s bedroom. 
 
    My body froze when I entered the room and found Jamie on the floor, backed up against the wall. 
 
    Bill had somehow gotten into the house and was now after Jamie. 
 
    Bill dropped to the floor and grabbed Jamie’s leg before I could move to do anything. 
 
    I grabbed him by the arm and jerked him away from Jamie, but not until he had sunk his teeth into her leg. 
 
    Jamie screamed with pain as I pulled Bill off her and threw him against the wall. 
 
      
 
    Rage overtook me when I saw Jamie cowering on the floor and the bloody gash on her leg, and then I saw the blood running down Bill’s chin. 
 
    He looked at me with those sick eyes, opened his mouth and groaned as he got up and came after me. 
 
    The concern I had for my neighbor, about what was the right thing to do, was quickly forgotten. 
 
    There was only one right thing to do now. 
 
    I raised my shotgun and fired, splattering his head across the wall behind him. 
 
      
 
    I ran over and picked up Jamie and carried her down to the basement. 
 
    Kelly was holding Tammy in her arms, they both looked scared as they huddled together near the back of the furnace. 
 
    Kelly began to cry when she saw Jamie’s leg and came running over to meet me. 
 
    “What happened?” she asked. 
 
    “It was Bill, he got in the house and attacked Jamie” I said. “Quick, get the first-aid kit.” 
 
      
 
    Kelly and I cleaned and bandaged Jamie’s leg and wrapped her in her blanket. We then laid her on the cot she had been sleeping on the last few nights. 
 
    Her eyes looked like her mind was somewhere far off into another world. She didn’t try to fight us about going to bed early, so we knew Jamie was not feeling well. 
 
    Tammy sat with her little sister as Kelly and I walked across the basement to talk. 
 
    “The wound on her leg looked bad, did you see how it happened?” Kelly asked. 
 
    “Bill bit her on the leg,” I replied. “I couldn’t get to Bill in time to stop him.” 
 
    “I heard the gun go off,” Kelly added. 
 
    “I did what I should have done out front,” I replied angry with myself. “He was an animal. I now feel when someone reaches that point, they are at the point of no return, the next step is that they are going to die. I don’t know if shooting Bill out front would have made any difference to Bill, as you said he wasn’t feeling any pain, but it would have made a hell of a big difference to Jamie. I don’t know why I had to be so damn stupid, he was going to die anyhow and when people reach that point, they should be put down so they can’t hurt anyone else.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not your fault,” Kelly said. “We didn’t know what to do, we had no way to know this would happen.” 
 
    “Why did I hesitate?” I asked. 
 
    “Because you are a good man that cares about others,” Kelly said as she put her arms around me. “It’s why I married you and why you have been such a great husband and father.” 
 
    “It doesn’t make me feel any better,” I sighed. 
 
    “I know it doesn’t, but it is the truth,” Kelly replied. “We couldn’t have predicted any of this, all we can do is the best we can.” 
 
    “I have a feeling that our best is not going to be good enough,” I said softly. 
 
    “That’s what my father said after I told him I was going to marry you,” Kelly smiled. “Where did I go wrong? But as you see everything has worked out for the best.” 
 
    I hugged Kelly and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I wish we could get Jamie to a doctor,” she said. “I felt her head and she is burning up.” 
 
    “Me too, but that’s not an option,” I replied. 
 
    “I’ll stay with her and keep a cool cloth on her forehead to try and keep the fever down,” Kelly said. “Hopefully her fever will break by morning and she’ll be OK. She probably should have had stitches, but I tried to tape the wound together the best I could.” 
 
    “Is there anything I can do?” I asked. 
 
    “No, you just keep an eye on us tonight and hopefully everything will be better in the morning,” Kelly smiled and gave me a kiss. 
 
    She then turned back to the girls. 
 
    She slid her cot over next to the girls, pulled the cooler of water over to the cots and began to put a cool damp cloth over Jamie’s forehead. 
 
      
 
    As the light outside grew darker, I made myself comfortable. 
 
    I was too agitated to sleep, so I made up my mind that I was going to sit up and watch that no other harm would come to my family tonight. 
 
      
 
    The girls all went to sleep and soon the only sound was their breathing. Two girls breathing the long slow breaths of a sound sleep. One girl’s breathing was short and labored. 
 
    My heart ached for poor Jamie.  
 
    I could only have imagined how terrified she felt when Bill and his gruesome appearance came at her, that awful moaning, as he ripped her leg apart. 
 
    I blamed myself, I knew I should have reacted faster, figured things out sooner, I could have prevented this. 
 
    I closed my eyes and listened. 
 
    Soon I too fell into a light uneasy sleep as the night progressed. 
 
    If I had known then that my world would come to an end in a few hours, I would have never let myself fall asleep. 
 
    But again, it was going to end no matter what I did now, but maybe I could have salvaged something. 
 
    But like Kelly had said, there was no way we could have predicted any of this. 
 
    Or was there? 
 
    As I look back at things, I know I could have changed something. 
 
    But, it is too late now. 
 
      
 
    It was sometime in the middle of the night that I was awakened by the most terrifying sounds. 
 
    I heard Kelly scream, the sounds of a struggle and that inhuman moaning echoing through the basement. 
 
    The sound of a wild animal attacking something in the night. 
 
    The sounds that will haunt me for the rest of my life. 
 
      
 
    I was startled out of my sleep and quickly reached for my flashlight. 
 
    I recognized the sounds and what they meant, I was terrified thinking what I would find when I turned on my light. 
 
    I knew what I would see was going to be bad, but I had no idea how bad. 
 
    As I turned on the flashlight, dark shadows danced a violent dance across the back wall of the basement. 
 
    The source of the shadows were Kelly and Jamie. 
 
    Jamie was on top of Kelly, frantically attacking her. 
 
    When my flashlight lit up the area where the girls were sleeping, Kelly seemed to get her bearings and could see that it was Jamie that was attacking her. She grabbed Jamie’s arms, rolled her over and sat on top of her. 
 
      
 
    That’s when I heard Kelly begin to cry hysterically as she got her first good look at Jamie and then at Tammy. 
 
    “No!    No!   No!” she screamed and cried uncontrollably. 
 
    I ran over to Kelly, shinning the light in front of me as I went. 
 
    “Stay back!” Kelly yelled between sobs. 
 
    “What?” I asked surprised by what she had said. 
 
    “Charlie, stay back, please,” she cried. “Light some candles to give me some more light, but please don’t come any closer.” 
 
      
 
    Kelly continued to struggle with Jamie, but by sitting on top of her and holding Jamie’s arms out, she was able to restrain and keep Jamie immobilized, but the awful moaning and snapping of teeth continued. 
 
      
 
    I ran from candle to candle with my lighter, then turned back to Kelly after I had all the candles lit. 
 
    It was then I saw Tammy. 
 
    She was lying on her back in her cot, then I noticed the blood. 
 
    Tammy’s throat had been torn out and one side of her face was unrecognizable. 
 
    Blood was dripping on the floor from the red blood-soaked blanket that covered Tammy’s little body. 
 
      
 
    I started to run towards the cots, but Kelly again yelled for me to stay back. 
 
    Tears ran down my face as I stared at Tammy, then my attention shifted to Jamie. 
 
    I dropped to my knees, almost unable to move by what I was seeing. 
 
    Jamie, her tiny face was all twisted and contorted into some   horrific scowl. Her white eyes darted back and forth between me and then up at Kelly. 
 
    Blood dripped from the corners of her mouth as she growled and snapped her teeth, trying to bite Kelly’s arms. 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head and looked desperately at Kelly. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked, barely able to get the words out. “How?” 
 
      
 
    Kelly sobbed harder for a moment as tears ran down her cheeks, leaving clear paths through the blood splatters that covered her face. 
 
    “I know what’s happening,” Kelly cried. “Charlie, we’ve had everything backwards. We have been looking at this all wrong.” 
 
    “What have we been looking at wrong?” I asked and moved closer. 
 
    “Don’t get any closer, not yet, Charlie,” Kelly pleaded. “I don’t want anything to happen to you.” 
 
      
 
    I got down on my knees again, still ten feet away, but I was now at eye level with Kelly as I looked over at her. 
 
    “OK, I’ll stay here,” I replied. “Kelly what happened, what have we been looking at all wrong?” 
 
    “The people that came through our yard today, they weren’t sick like we thought,“ Kelly said, “they were dead!” 
 
    “What are you saying?” I asked. 
 
    “We’ve been thinking that the radiation has been making people get sick,” Kelly continued. “We thought that becoming sick that it was making them go crazy, like Bill.  But we had it backwards.  
 
    The radiation makes them get sick and die. Getting sick doesn’t make them crazy, it just makes them die.  
 
    After they die, something else is making their bodies start moving again and makes them attack the living people around them.” 
 
    Kelly looked down at Jamie and began to sob uncontrollably again. 
 
      
 
    I looked at my family, one dead, one covered in blood and one out of her mind and I didn’t know what to say or what to do. 
 
    My eyes connected with Kelly’s eyes. 
 
      
 
    “It finally all came to me a few minutes ago,” Kelly sobbed as she continued. “First it was Bill, the way we found him dead in his front yard and then he came back as one of the undead. Then he bit our Jamie, and Charlie, now Jamie is dead.” 
 
    I just looked at Kelly then down at Jamie. 
 
    “She’s moving,” I stammered. 
 
    “But she is also dead, she is cold, she is so cold Charlie, it’s breaking my heart,” Kelly began to cry again. “Don’t you see, something is killing people and then turning them into zombies. That’s what happening out there. We had it all backwards.” 
 
    “Kelly?” I said as I watched Jamie struggling to get free from Kelly’s grip. 
 
    “We have to set her free, put her out of her misery,” Kelly sobbed. “It’s the only thing we can do now. We can’t leave her like this, not our Jamie.” 
 
    “What, I can’t,” we can’t,” I replied as my stomach churned at the thought. 
 
    “We have to,” she cried. 
 
    “What if you’re wrong?” I said. “She could get better?” 
 
    “It’s too late, Jamie is dead,” Kelly cried. “She may be moving, but she will never be alive again. She will never be our little girl again, she’s gone. Look at her Charlie.” 
 
    I just looked at Kelly and the girls, my heart breaking. 
 
      
 
    “I can prove that I’m right, Charlie.” Kelly said sadly. 
 
    “How can you prove something like that?” I replied. “We don’t know.” 
 
    “I know,” Kelly said. “I wish to God that I didn’t know, but I know.” 
 
    “How?” I asked. 
 
    “Watch Tammy,” Kelly said. 
 
    I was about to say that Tammy was dead, but then I understood what Kelly was saying to me. 
 
    She was saying that Tammy would soon start to turn into one of the undead, that her dead body was going to start moving and she would start attacking us. 
 
    It was so hard for me to accept that my little girl was dead, but to realize that both of my little girls were going to turn into one of the undead, was too much for me to handle. 
 
      
 
    The vision of the undead walking through my yard flashed across my mind, then I saw Tammy and Jamie walking with them, horribly disfigured, but staggering along with the others. 
 
    Tears flowed down my face. 
 
    It was just yesterday that I had shared cereal with the girls, had hugged them and carried them around in my arms, had tucked them into bed and told them not to worry because I had checked under their bed and there were no monsters. Told them that I would always be there to protect them. 
 
    Now there was nothing I could do to help them, the monsters under their bed had won. 
 
      
 
    “Charlie,” Kelly yelled, shaking me out of my thoughts. 
 
    I looked up at her. 
 
    “Give me your gun,” she cried. “Give me your handgun, not the shotgun.” 
 
    I looked at Kelly and our eyes met, I have never seen so much pain showing in Kelly’s eye before. 
 
    “Hurry,” she said as she looked down at Tammy. 
 
    My eyes followed her gaze and I saw Tammy starting to move, white eyes snapped open and she began to moan. 
 
      
 
    I knew deep down in my heart that Kelly was right about what was happening around us, what had happened to our girls, but I didn’t want to believe it. Once I handed Kelly the gun, I knew there would be no going back. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t do it,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t expect you to do it,” Kelly replied. “I will do it.” 
 
    “You’re their mother, I don’t want you to live the rest of your life carrying that guilt with you,” I said. 
 
    “I won’t be carrying that guilt for long,” Kelly replied as she forced a tearful little smile. “Look at my arms.” 
 
    I looked at her in shock, I was so focused on the girls, it hadn’t even occurred to me that something could happen to Kelly. Her arms were bloody and covered with bite marks from being attacked by Jamie. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want you to have to live with any regrets about the girls, unfortunately, I can’t save you from what I will need you to do later,” Kelly added. “I would do it myself, but I made you a promise. We made each other a promise.” 
 
    I remembered our conversation after Tom had taken his own life, the conversation that I didn’t take very seriously at the time. 
 
    I remembered laughing at the time, I never thought it was a promise that either one of us would ever have to keep. 
 
      
 
    I reluctantly handed Kelly my Glock as I looked at the girls, as I looked at the horrible pain in Kelly’s eyes, the kind of pain that a mother should never have to feel. 
 
    “I’ll do this,” I said sadly to Kelly. 
 
    “No,” Kelly replied weakly, “I need to do this for my girls and for you. Charlie, go upstairs don’t watch, please.” 
 
      
 
    I took my last look at the girls, but I knew my last real look at the girls had been earlier today. 
 
    The two little bodies in front of me were no longer my little girls, they were something else that only resembled my girls. 
 
    I looked at Kelly, then I turned and walked over to the steps. 
 
    I could hear Kelly crying loudly as I started up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    I stood at the top of the stairs, dreading what I would hear next. 
 
    I soon heard two muffled gunshots, partially drowned out by the sound of Kelly’s sobs. 
 
    I was grateful that I hadn’t heard a third gun shot. 
 
    I just stood there. I didn’t want to turn around, but when I heard something at the bottom of the stairs, I turned to see Kelly sitting on the bottom step with a blanket wrapped around her, the gun sat on the step beside her. 
 
      
 
    I walked down and sat on the step next to her. 
 
    I put my arm around her and pulled her close as she cried. 
 
    “I wish we would have all died when we saw the missiles overhead on that first day,” I said. “Died all together in one quick flash.” 
 
    “I don’t,” Kelly replied. 
 
    “Why not?” I asked. “If I would have had the choice, I would never have wanted any of us to have to go through this.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t because at least this way, I know you still have a chance to live,” Kelly replied.  
 
    “Live for what?” I asked. “There isn’t anything left for me to live for.” 
 
    “I don’t believe that,” Kelly replied. “I know you will find something good out there somewhere, it may take a while, but I know you will find it. I want you to live and find it. Please remember us, but don’t obsess about us, don’t let our memory keep you from living a good life, you deserve a good life. Remember, you promised.” 
 
      
 
    I hugged Kelly tightly against my side. 
 
    Neither of us could hold the tears back. 
 
      
 
    Finally Kelly said, “I don’t know how much time I have left, do you want to go for a walk? Remember that was how we met, we were hiking at Badlands National Park and you had to help me get up over a bunch of rocks.” 
 
    “I remember,” I replied. “But if it’s OK with you, I would just like to sit here so that I can look at you a while longer. It’s dark outside.” 
 
      
 
    I watched as Kelly ran her hand over her forehead, wiping the perspiration away from her eyes. 
 
    I could feel her body heat coming through the blanket, I knew she was burning up. 
 
    “Charlie, will you do it before I turn into one of those things,” Kelly asked me. “I don’t want to die knowing that will happen to me.” 
 
    I just nodded because I couldn’t find the words to answer that request. 
 
      
 
    I wanted to talk to Kelly, but just like the day we saw the missiles being launched, I couldn’t find any words. 
 
    However, the big difference tonight was that I could see the end of my world closing in around me like a freight train. 
 
    It’s hard to think of the right words to say, when I knew they would be the last words I would ever get to say to Kelly. 
 
    It also felt different to know that we would not be going together, but that I would soon find myself here alone, without Kelly. 
 
    “You should head out west,” Kelly said softly. 
 
    “What if I want to stay here so I can be close to you and the girls?” I replied, barely able to choke out the words. 
 
    “The weather is nicer out west,” she said. “It will also be better for you to get away from here. Too many bad memories here.” 
 
    “A lot of good memories too,” I replied. 
 
    “Take the good memories with you, leave all the bad one behind,” Kelly said. 
 
      
 
    We had twenty-five minutes left together before the end came. 
 
    Kelly sensed I was too broken up to talk, so she told me to just listen and let her do all the talking tonight. 
 
    I listened as she relived our life together and thanked me for sharing my life with her. 
 
    She sounded so happy as she talked to me. 
 
    It was the saddest but also the most beautiful twenty minutes of my life. 
 
      
 
    Kelly knew when the end was coming, she squeezed my hand and asked me to kiss her. 
 
    Before I kissed her, she looked into my eyes and whispered, “You promised me, remember I’ll be watching.” 
 
      
 
    I lowered my face to hers and kissed her, then I felt her body go limp in my arms. 
 
    When I was able to stop shaking, I wiped my eyes and felt for a pulse. 
 
    After I was sure she was really gone, I kept my promise and did what I had to do. 
 
    I walked up stairs and sat down in our debris covered living room, and I cried. 
 
      
 
    How I wished that we would have all departed this miserable world together four days ago. 
 
    But for some reason, that’s not how things were meant to be. 
 
    I had told Kelly that I would keep my promise, but I honestly didn’t know if that was going to be possible. 
 
      
 
    The world had just ended and things would never be the same again. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    I woke up the next morning and found myself lying among the leaves and debris that covered the sofa in our living room. 
 
    I had fallen asleep sometime in the middle of the night after being tortured by the visions of what had happened during the night, but most of all I was tortured by what I had done. 
 
    I understood why I had to do it, but that knowledge didn’t make me feel any better. 
 
    I heard the voices in my head that kept telling me that maybe I didn’t have to do it, that maybe Kelly wouldn’t have become one of the undead, that maybe she had just died peacefully in my arms. The voice kept telling me that I had put a bullet in the back of her head for no good reason. 
 
    I tried not to listen to the voices, but the doubts were still there, creeping into my thoughts. 
 
      
 
    Before the voices could drive me insane, I got up and did what I knew I had to do. Like many other things over the last week, it was something that I had never thought I’d be doing. 
 
    I would be burying my wife and kids. 
 
    It was one of the hardest things I’ve ever had to do. 
 
    It wasn’t the hardest thing I ever had to do, the hardest thing I ever had to do, that I did last night after Kelly breathed her last breath. 
 
      
 
    But this morning was a morning of doing things that didn’t fall very far down on the list of things that were hard to do. 
 
    Carrying the three bodies up from the basement and arranging them carefully together at the bottom of the grave I had dug in the yard right outside of the kitchen window. The window that I had looked through, out into the yard every morning for the last few years while I drank my morning coffee and thought about my upcoming day. 
 
      
 
    Picking up the shovel and throwing in the first shovelful of dirt in to the grave. With each shovelful of dirt, I watched my life slowly disappear before my eyes. 
 
    When I tossed in the shovelful of dirt that finally covered the last visible part of my family, I knew that my life, what had been left of my life, was now gone forever. 
 
    The finality that it represented took my breath away as the tears I had been fighting back, broke through and flowed freely down over my face. 
 
      
 
    I quickly finished covering the grave and walked into the kitchen and sat down in my chair at the kitchen table and looked at the familiar surroundings. 
 
    “Now what?” I asked myself. “What comes next? Does anything come next?” 
 
    I looked at the coffee pot that I would never use again, the clock on the wall with the hands on the clock frozen at 6:25, the time the power had gone out after the rumbling off in the distance had started as the missiles began to hit their targets, knocking out the electricity.  
 
    I looked down the hallway that led to the girl’s bedroom, the hallway where I would never again see the girls rubbing their eyes as they walked down the hall for breakfast each morning. 
 
    I turned my head away, but now I was looking at the basement door, the place where we went as the winds picked after the attack and where my world had ended. 
 
    I again turned my head and looked out the window into the yard only to see the mound of dirt on my family’s grave. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t sit here any longer or I would go crazy. 
 
    I walked out and got into my truck and decided to go for a ride. 
 
    I needed to clear my head and to decide what I should do next. 
 
    My first thought to help take my mind off things was to check out some of the other neighborhoods and maybe see what downtown was like after the last week. 
 
    My drive didn’t last very long because within the first few minutes I discovered that Bismarck and the surrounding area had become the city of the undead. 
 
    The streets and yards were crawling with the walking dead. 
 
    I didn’t have any hesitation about running into the undead with my truck to get through some of the streets. After yesterday, if I thought I could have run them all over, I would have done everyone a favor and runover every last one of them.  
 
    They weren’t people anymore, they were dead, and they killed the innocent. 
 
    I had learned that the hard way and wouldn’t forget it anytime soon.  
 
      
 
    After seeing all the undead, I decided that I should just go home, the drive wasn’t going to help me relax and think as I had hoped. If anything, it was only making me more angry and frustrated. 
 
    On my way back home, I decided that it was going to be too painful to remain in Bismarck. 
 
    There was nothing for me here any longer, there wasn’t anything here any longer for anyone. 
 
    Kelly was right, there were too many bad memories here. 
 
    My short drive also told me that it would soon be impossible for any living person to survive in Bismarck with the increasing numbers of the undead.  
 
    I knew it was time for me to leave. 
 
      
 
    I carefully drove home, switching streets frequently to confuse any of the undead that saw me so they wouldn’t be able to follow me home like they did yesterday. 
 
    I needed to buy a little time so that after I got back home, I would have enough time to gather up what I wanted to take with me when I left and hopefully some extra time to say my last goodbyes. 
 
    When I arrived home, I loaded my guns and ammo into the truck along with a few extra shirts and pairs of pants. 
 
    I took what food was left in the house and put it in the truck too.  
 
    Then I went out back and sat down in the grass near my family’s grave and for the next ten minutes I talked to my family. 
 
    I said my last goodbye and told Kelly I was going to head west like she had suggested. That I would do my best to keep my promise. I hoped to come back for a visit someday if I could, but as far as coming back to Bismarck, that best I could do was only to promise that I would try. 
 
      
 
    When the groaning sounds began to move closer I took my last look around then I slowly got up, walked to my truck and pulled out of my driveway for what would be my final time. 
 
    I was never able to return to North Dakota but a part of me stayed behind when I left. I can honestly say that a day never goes by without something reminding me about my life in Bismarck. 
 
    I took all the memories with me, both good and bad. I could never forget about the bad memories, but as time went on, I found myself thinking more about the good times than the bad. 
 
      
 
    I worked my way around the outskirts of Bismarck to avoid the undead, until I was able to get on to Route 94 West. 
 
    When I started out on my journey, I envisioned that I would be going on a road trip, driving the long lonesome interstates for days at a time until I would one day arrive at some destination out west. 
 
    By this point in my story you already know that wasn’t how my journey went. 
 
      
 
    Shortly after the nuclear attack the undead began to appear.  
 
    The people that had survived the radiation and the fallout, unable to understand or defend themselves against the undead had to flee the cities and towns in a desperate attempt to survive. 
 
    When I drove onto Route 94 I found the highway was lined bumper to bumper with abandoned cars, their owners, who were trying to escape the city where the number of the undead seemed to be doubling every day, were no longer anywhere to be seen. 
 
    I imagine that they had all joined the ranks of the walking dead and were now out looking for the living. 
 
      
 
    I found all the highways to be the same. They had become parking lots where the passengers inside the cars became sitting ducks for the mobs of the undead that had followed them out of the cities. 
 
    I spent my first week trying to follow Route 94 but could only manage a few miles a day as I slowly worked my way around and over the bloody cars that were scattered over the interstate. 
 
    I was able to siphon enough gas out of the abandoned vehicles to push on, but I finally had to get off the interstate and try to follow the back roads. 
 
    The back roads were a little better, but they had their disadvantages too. 
 
    The side roads either didn’t have signs or the signs I could see had the names of places that I had never heard of before, so I never knew for sure where I was going. It also became increasingly difficult to find enough gas to keep my truck running. 
 
      
 
    During my first few days on the road I did a lot of thinking.  
 
    I also had many opportunities to watch and study the dead and I began to understand them a little more and I also developed a few theories. 
 
    First, I was convinced that the undead were actively hunting the living. Every time one of the undead saw me, they would come after me and wouldn’t stop until I either lost them or killed them. 
 
    It was also during these early days of my journey that I learned that the only way to kill them was to destroy the brain by shooting them in the head or clubbing them over the head with a good solid club. But I also found that guns made too much noise. The sound of a gunshot actually attracted more of the undead than the bullets could kill.  I began to search for quieter weapons. 
 
      
 
    It was also during these early days that I thought about what Kelly had said. She felt that the radiation from the nuclear blasts was killing people and then turning them into the undead. 
 
    But as I began to drive across the country, I started to question that theory and feel that something else might be responsible for the existence of the undead. 
 
    I started to question that idea because I noticed that there were two kinds of dead bodies. There were dead bodies that walked around and then there were dead bodies that didn’t walk around. 
 
    At one time that observation would have been considered a ridiculous statement made by a crazy person, but now that was a perfectly rational observation. 
 
    If radiation was killing everyone and then turning them into the undead, then why were there dead bodies still lying around? Why wasn’t every dead body out walking around? 
 
      
 
    You might say that the radiation only turned some of the people it had killed into the undead. 
 
    But after observing the dead that were walking around, I knew that wasn’t the answer. 
 
      
 
    There were two kinds of the walking dead. The walking dead whose bodies were mangled and chewed up like they had been attacked and then there were the walking dead bodies that were just dead, like they had died of natural causes with no obvious signs of any serious trauma. 
 
    The people killed by radiation had sores and burns all over their bodies, none of the undead appeared to have any radiation burns on their bodies. 
 
    That meant that the walking dead didn’t die from radiation before they became one of the undead. 
 
    That told me that there was something else going on that had turned those people into the undead. 
 
    So if the nuclear war wasn’t responsible for the appearance of the undead, then what was? 
 
      
 
    That observation of the undead that were covered in bite marks and severe wounds, also told me how the condition was being spread.  More and more people had been turned into the undead by being attacked and bitten.  
 
      
 
    So all the time I had with nothing to do but think during the early days of my journey, was what led to my curiosity to find out the answer to these questions about the undead.  
 
      
 
    Finally, somewhere in Montana, my truck broke down.  I decided I had enough of the interstates, back roads and driving in general. The undead were still stalking the highways hunting for the living and finding anything to eat was becoming almost impossible. 
 
    I didn’t have anywhere in particular that I was trying to reach, there was no time schedule to get anywhere, and I was tired of constantly battling the undead on the highways, so I decided to change my approach. 
 
    In a little Montana town, I found a small hunting supply store that hadn’t been completely cleaned out by the looters. 
 
    I found a backpack, a walking stick, a box of lighters, a bow and ten arrows and a pair of hiking boots. 
 
    I knew that I probably wouldn’t live much longer, from what I had seen, I was the only living person still alive in this part of the country. 
 
    So I decided that I would spend my final days living a quieter slower paced life, I would live on my terms and not those of the undead. I would try to get closer to nature and live off the land as I made my way west. 
 
    I was going to try and find a little enjoyment in nature before my time was up. 
 
    So I set off on foot. 
 
      
 
    About a month later, somewhere in the hills of Montana I found a little wolf cub whose mother had been killed, of course that was Wolfe and my journey took on a new meaning and purpose. 
 
    It was at that point when Wolfe and I became a team, I found something to care about again. 
 
      
 
    So now you know a little about my past and how Wolfe and I ended up where we are.  
 
    There are just a few more things you need to know before I finish my story, so let me continue. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    When the rays of the sun shined in my eyes, I realized that I must have fallen asleep during the night. 
 
    I quickly sat up to look around to make sure nothing had happened after I fell asleep, I had intended to keep watch during the night, but that didn’t go as planned. 
 
      
 
    I raised my hand and wiped at my eyes to clear my vision when I noticed everything was blurry, it was then as I pulled my wet hand away from my face and realized that tears had been running down my cheeks. 
 
    I remembered my dreams from last night, that explained the tears, I had just relived the worst day of my life. The day my world had ended. 
 
      
 
    I quickly began to look around again. 
 
    I found Wolfe sitting in front of me, watching me. 
 
    I looked down and saw he had removed the bandage I had put on his leg last night. 
 
    “We’ll I see you decided that you didn’t need that bandage any longer,” I said to Wolfe. He wagged his tail briefly and walked over and licked my face. 
 
    “Yeah, I had a rough night,” I said as I scratched his head and looked over his injured leg. “But it looks like you are feeling back to your old self this morning.” 
 
    I got up and examined Wolfe’s leg. The leg looked sore, but I could see it had already started to heal. 
 
    Wolfe was favoring the leg a little, but otherwise he looked ready to run. 
 
    I guess it was in Wolfe’s genes to be a fast healer, a wolf in the wild either healed quickly or it didn’t live long. 
 
    Even though Wolfe looked like he was ready to travel, I decided we should take an extra day and just take it easy. 
 
      
 
    I got up and started a fire and put on some deer meat for breakfast. 
 
    Wolfe and I would eat dried meat when we were traveling, but we both looked forward to hot meals in the morning and before turning in each night. 
 
      
 
    I sat back down on my blanket and Wolfe took up his position to watch the meat to be sure it didn’t get over cooked. 
 
    It looked like it was going to be a nice day. 
 
    I studied the area to the right of us where I had spotted a small creek that ran along the bottom of the hill. After breakfast I would need to go down and bring up some fresh water. 
 
    I also scanned the area looking for something I could use as a target to try out my new arrows to get a feel for them before I would need to use them for something important. Shooting at targets to test the arrows would be a useful way to relax this afternoon. 
 
      
 
    After I finished looking over the area, I laid back to relax a little until our breakfast was ready. 
 
    As I laid back against my backpack, I noticed Wolfe begin to sniff the air, then he got up and walked over to the ledge and looked down at the resort below. 
 
    I could see the hair on his neck begin to rise. 
 
    He seemed to study something for a few seconds, then he turned and looked at me. 
 
    He looked down over the hill and then back at me again. 
 
    Wolfe was telling me that I should come over and look 
 
    at what he saw. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t show his teeth, so I figured whatever he saw, it probably wasn’t one of the undead. 
 
    The hair standing up on his neck puzzled me, if I was reading him right, he was concerned about something. 
 
    He wouldn’t be concerned about a rabbit or a deer, something like that would make him excited. 
 
    I got up and retrieved my bow, figuring that maybe there were some animals below that had him worried. 
 
    If Wolfe was worried, then I was worried. 
 
      
 
    I walked over next to Wolfe and looked down over the hill to evaluate the situation and was shocked by what I saw. 
 
    It had been almost three years since I had seen another living human, but below me on the hill was a man slowly walking up the hill towards me. 
 
    I watched him for a few minutes to make sure he wasn’t one of the undead, but he was walking like a normal person and he was walking up hill. 
 
    Wolfe looked at me, waiting for to see what I would do and what my instructions would be. 
 
    I just stood and stared at the sight in front of me, not sure what I should do. So I waited and watched to see if I could determine what he was up to. 
 
      
 
    As I stared down at the man, he noticed me staring down at him and he quickly raised his hands and began waving. 
 
    In his right hand he waved a white cloth. 
 
    “Hello,” he shouted. “May I come up and talk with you?” 
 
    I quickly scanned the area behind him, the little resort, and looked for signs that he wasn’t alone. 
 
    I was suspicious that it could be a trap and I watched for any signs of movement or anything that appeared out of place. 
 
      
 
    “Wolfe, stay,” I said, then I added, “Watch.” 
 
    I then looked down at the man and waved for him to come up to our camp. 
 
    I watched as he worked his way up the hill, he moved slowly and as he approached the top of the hill, I saw he was an older man who was breathing hard after making the climb. 
 
    He was wearing a light jacket and was carrying a bag over his shoulder. The bag probably contained all of his worldly possessions. He wore an old ballcap with a large visor to keep the sun out of his eyes. He appeared to be harmless, but I watched him closely to be sure. 
 
    I kept an eye on the resort below, but I didn’t see any signs of anything unusual. 
 
      
 
    I watched until the elderly man reached the top of the hill in front of me where he dropped his bag and smiled. 
 
    He took off his hat revealing a thick crop of gray hair and wiped his brow with the sleeve of his jacket. 
 
    Wolfe walked over to him and started smelling his pant legs. 
 
    “I hope your dog doesn’t bite,” the man said nervously. 
 
    “He’s a wolf and he does bite at times,” I replied.  
 
      
 
    The man looked nervous but didn’t move. 
 
    Finally I said, “Wolfe, sit.” 
 
    Wolfe sat down but kept his eyes on the man. 
 
      
 
    “Would you care to join us for breakfast?” I asked. 
 
    “I would,” the man replied and smiled but then his look turned serious. “But only if you still want me to join you after I tell you why I am here.” 
 
    “Why are you here?” I asked cautiously. 
 
    “Because I wanted to see how your dog was doing and to tell you I’m sorry he got caught in one of my traps,” he replied. 
 
    “You set that trap?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes Sir,” he replied. “I see that you are a hunter. Unfortunately, I have never been any good at that sort of thing. I have been traveling for a very long time, I stopped here and set my traps hoping to catch enough food to last me a few days before I moved on again. I’m sorry your friend got hurt, I never expected that something like that would happen. I’ve been watching you from the hillside over there and decided that you seemed like a civilized man, so I wanted to come up and talk.” 
 
    “Wolfe seems fine this morning and I understand that you didn’t have any hostile intent, so if Wolfe isn’t holding a grudge, I guess I can let it slide,” I said. 
 
    “How do I know if he is holding a grudge?” the man asked. 
 
    “Do you still have all your arms and legs?” I asked. 
 
    “So far,” the man replied warily. 
 
    “Then Wolfe isn’t holding a grudge,” I smiled. “Have a seat.” 
 
      
 
    The old man sat down in front of the fire, Wolfe came over and sat down next to him, ignoring the man, Wolfe concentrated his attention on the deer meat. 
 
    I divided the meat three ways, then tossed more meat over the fire. 
 
      
 
    The man began eating like he hadn’t eaten in a week. I guess he wasn’t having much luck trapping anything that he could actually eat. 
 
    “How long have you been here old timer?” I asked. “By the way, my name is Charlie.” 
 
    “I’ve been at this place for about five days I believe,” the man replied then held out his hand. “I’m Ben.” 
 
      
 
    Ben and I talked until late afternoon. 
 
    It was amazing to have another human being to talk with after all this time. 
 
    We talked about what all we’ve seen since the first day. 
 
    Ben was especially interested in my story about how Wolfe and I came to be together and how we have worked as a team ever since. 
 
    Then Ben shocked the hell out of me. 
 
    He knew why the undead were here and why they did what they did, why they attacked the living. 
 
    He knew because he said he was partly responsible for the reason they existed. 
 
    Like the traps he used to catch food to survive, his intentions had been noble, only the results had been unintentional. 
 
    I had finally found the answer I had been hoping to find. 
 
      
 
    Late afternoon, Ben got up and looked towards the east. 
 
    “I appreciate your hospitality, but I must be on my way,” he said. “I am an old man and I don’t have much time left.  I hope to reach my home before I die. I know my family is dead, but I just want to visit them one more time,” 
 
    “Do you have a long way to go?” I asked. 
 
    “Maybe another few weeks,” he replied. “And where are you headed?” 
 
    “No where in particular, just west,” I replied. 
 
    “Might I make a suggestion?” he asked. 
 
    “Why not,” I smiled. 
 
    “Two days west of here you will find a lake. In the hills on the east side of the lake are some cottages,” he replied. “I think you and your friend would like it there. It is very peaceful there and you might just decide to stay for a while.” 
 
    I said it sounded nice and would look it up when we found the lake. 
 
    I asked him if he would like to stay the night with us before he continued his journey and told him we would be having hot deer meat again for dinner. 
 
    He laughed again at the idea of Wolfe eating his food prepared medium rare but declined the offer and thanked me for my hospitality. 
 
    Unlike Wolfe and I who had no place in particular to go, he seemed like a man on a mission and was on a schedule that only he knew about. 
 
      
 
    So I shook his hand and gave him a small bag of dried deer meat to take with him to eat as he traveled. 
 
    He was very appreciative of the gift and thanked me over and over. 
 
    He had one request before leaving. 
 
    He asked if he could pet Wolfe. 
 
      
 
    I agreed but only hoped that Wolfe didn’t mind, besides me Wolfe had never met another human and I wasn’t sure what he thought about humans. 
 
    But I also knew Wolfe followed instructions to the letter, so I said, “Wolfe, Come.” 
 
    Wolfe trotted over and sat in front of me. 
 
    I reached out my hand and scratched the top of his head and looked at Ben, “Now’s your chance.” 
 
    Ben reached out and ran his hand down over Wolfe’s neck. 
 
      
 
    Ben smiled, “Thank You, that was exciting.” 
 
    I laughed. “Wolfe, give paw.” 
 
    Wolfe held out his right paw. 
 
    Ben smiled reached out and shook Wolfe’s large paw. 
 
    Wolfe’s paw was as large as Ben’s entire hand. 
 
    Wolfe looked at me and I swear he was sending me a telepathic message that said something like, “OK, Can I bite him now?” 
 
      
 
    “Thank You,” Ben said. 
 
    “Good Luck Ben, I hate to see you leave so soon,” I said, “But if you have to go, I hope all goes well.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The old man picked up his bag and started walking to the east. 
 
    I watched until he disappeared into the trees, then 
 
    I sat down, overwhelmed by seeing my first living person since I started my travels and by what I had learned today. 
 
      
 
    I know you have been probably thinking as you’ve read my story, that you knew where it was leading. 
 
    I’m sure you felt it would end with me telling you that the nuclear war and the radiation caused people to turn into zombies. That the radiation somehow affected people’s DNA or something like that resulting in people becoming zombies. 
 
      
 
    To tell you the truth, Kelly and I both thought the same thing when we first realized that the grotesque mob outside our house was actually a mob of the undead. 
 
    But as I traveled across the country and dealt with more of the undead, I began to feel that something else was responsible for the appearance of the undead. 
 
    After my conversation with Ben, my suspicions were confirmed. 
 
      
 
    Ben had worked for the U.S. Government at the National Research Laboratory in Los Alamos, New Mexico. 
 
    He was in charge of a top-secret project for the military, the project was called “The Ultimate soldier”. 
 
    The mission was to develop ways to enhance a man’s natural assets and abilities to make them stronger, smarter, to have greater endurance, have a greater ability to survive battlefield injuries and to make their systems resistant to chemical weapons that could be used against them on the battlefield. 
 
    With today’s advanced weapons and weapon systems, the weakest link on the battlefield was the human soldier behind the weapons. 
 
    The Laboratory was also working on applications to use robots and artificial intelligence on the battlefield, but they were still a long way off before becoming practical. 
 
    The idea of finding a way to enhance a man’s abilities as opposed to replacing the human element all together had been in the works for years and had made great strides towards its goal in the last few years. 
 
      
 
    Ben’s group had created a drug that could alter the human mind to make it more aggressive, and smarter. They had also been able to identify the areas of the brain that controlled different parts of the body and give the brain the ability to shut down the nerves to each area. That meant that if a soldier had been shot in the arm, the brain could shut down the nerves to the arm so that the injured arm would not interfere with the functions of the rest of the body. 
 
    Ben also said the brains ability to shut down different parts and functions of the body had also made the body resistant to various forms or chemicals and radiation. He said they had just started to observe these abilities and hadn’t been able to fully study this effect, but they were extremely excited about the possibilities they suggested. 
 
      
 
    The goal was to create the ultimate soldier, an army of soldiers that would be almost impossible to defeat. 
 
    They had made a great deal of progress over the last year. They had even tested the project in small units that were sent to Afghanistan and Syria with very encouraging results. 
 
    The increased intelligence coupled with a more aggressive personality saw the special test units accomplish unbelievable objectives. 
 
    The men’s ability to fight on after sustaining major injuries that stopped the normal soldier dead in their tracks also started to attract the attention of other men in the units that weren’t aware of project. 
 
      
 
    But according to Ben there was one problem that his team hadn’t been able to solve. 
 
    It seemed that after a short time, the ultimate soldier become too aggressive and soon became out of control. 
 
    The test subjects could only be tested using the drug for a few days at a time and then only by giving them a very low dose of the drug. 
 
    But Ben was sure that given another year of research, they would have been able to overcome the problem and produce the results the military wanted. 
 
      
 
    But before the project could be completed, the war started. 
 
    When the nuclear bombs began to fall, the U.S. Government was afraid that the country had suffered so much damage that the war had been lost. 
 
    As a last-ditch effort to survive, the laboratory at Los Alamos was ordered to disperse the drug over the population areas that had suffered the least amount of damage in the hopes it would create a resilient core group of survivors that would be able to save the country and ultimately win the war. 
 
    Ben said he had protested the use of the drug because of the problems that hadn’t been resolved. 
 
    The government just said we didn’t have a choice, that it would be now or never. 
 
    The drug was dispersed across the country by using a fleet of unmanned drones. 
 
      
 
    The green mist that I had seen being dropped over Bismarck was from one of the drones sent out from Los Alamos. 
 
    Unfortunately, what resulted was not what they had hoped to achieve. 
 
    Instead of transforming the survivors into a race of ultimate survivors, the green mist created an army of zombies that ended up destroying the country. An army of aggressive zombies with the engrained mental instructions to destroy everything that moved. The mental ability to control the body long after the body had died. 
 
      
 
    I had asked Ben how long he thought the undead would continue to roam the country. 
 
    He said he had no idea since the radiation and the nuclear explosions had altered the conditions and environment the undead were existing in, it was impossible for him to say. 
 
      
 
    Ben and I had talked and we both believed that if they hadn’t been ordered to release the drug, chances were the country would have survived. 
 
    The dreaded nuclear winter that had been predicted to happen after a nuclear war had never materialized. The radiation was concentrated near the site of the detonations and had little effect on the countryside beyond one hundred miles from the explosion. 
 
    Most of the country remained livable a week after the missiles had hit their targets. 
 
    But in the attempt to save the country, they had ended up destroying it. 
 
      
 
    I now knew what had caused the Zombie Apocalypse, we did it to ourselves. 
 
    The undead were ruthless killers, but the people that became the undead, were victims of all of this along with the rest of us. They weren’t responsible for what they became, they lost as much as the rest of us and were condemned to walk the earth for who knows how long. 
 
    So far, I haven’t seen any of the undead drop dead from natural causes.  
 
      
 
    It had been a long emotional day for me. 
 
    I prepared everything for an early start tomorrow. 
 
    Wolfe was starting to walk normally by the end of the day, so I decided we would be continuing our journey once again. 
 
    I liked the sound of the place Ben told me about. If it was as nice as he had described it, I think it might be time to settle down for a while. 
 
    For the first time in a very long time, when we got up tomorrow, we actually had a place to go, a real destination. 
 
    It felt good to know where we would be going for a change. 
 
      
 
    As we settled in for the night, I heard something I haven’t heard since we left Montana. 
 
    I heard the sound of a wolf howling off in the distance. 
 
    I wasn’t the only one to hear the howling, I noticed that Wolfe sat up and looked off into the direction of the sound. 
 
    I’ve often wondered if wolf ever longed for the life he was meant to live in the wild. 
 
    As I watched Wolfe staring intently into the hills, I knew he heard the call.  
 
      
 
    Wolfe looked at me, then back at the hills as another howl echoed across the hill sides. 
 
    “I hear it buddy,” I said softly. 
 
    I was afraid to say much more than that. 
 
    I just wondered what Wolfe heard as he listened to the howl. 
 
    Was he hearing the call that I had been dreading would come one day? 
 
    Would Wolfe be able to resist the call, or would he be driven to answer it. 
 
    My heart sank as I listened as another howl echoed around us. 
 
    I was afraid of what it could mean. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    I woke up early the next morning. 
 
    As I rolled off my blanket and began to stand up, I noticed that Wolfe wasn’t on his blanket. 
 
    Every morning when I got up Wolfe was either on his blanket or he was beside my blanket staring at me. 
 
      
 
    As I stood up and nervously began to look around, he came running up behind me. 
 
    “Out for your morning bathroom break?” I asked. 
 
    He wagged his tail then walked over and sat down on his blanket and looked at the remains of last night’s fire. 
 
    His way of saying, “How come breakfast isn’t ready?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at him curiously and wondered when he had been. 
 
    He usually didn’t wander far from me during the night or early morning. 
 
    If he smelled something that he felt he needed to investigate he never went far away without first waking me up. 
 
    Maybe the howling I had heard last night just had me worried, but I couldn’t help being concerned. 
 
    I felt like a parent of a teenage daughter that I knew would one day begin to notice boys. 
 
    You could worry all you wanted, but in the end, there was nothing you could do about it but hope. 
 
    I couldn’t help but wonder where Wolfe had been. 
 
      
 
    I tried to brush off the thought and tell myself he had gone out to investigate another prairie dog that had wandered in too close to camp, but the other possibility wouldn’t leave my mind. 
 
      
 
    We had a hot breakfast then started walking west again. 
 
    Wolfe always remained by my side, but I felt he seemed to be distracted for some reason. 
 
    I had spotted two different rabbits sitting close to where we walked, but he didn’t seem to notice. 
 
    Usually he would bring them to my attention and wait for instructions, but not today. 
 
      
 
    We walked for two days and each night I heard the howling again off in the distance. 
 
    I watched Wolfe as he listened to the sound, 
 
     my gut told me by his body language that Wolfe seemed conflicted or confused as he listened. 
 
    On the second night, I wasn’t sure if I had dreamed it or if I had actually seen it in the middle of the night, but I swear that Wolfe’s blanket sat empty during that night. 
 
    Each morning he would appear from behind the rocks or a tree in time for breakfast, but it had me worried. 
 
      
 
    On the third day we saw the lake through the trees in the distance. 
 
    By mid-afternoon we made it to the lake. It took us another hour to find the cabins. 
 
    Ben’s description of the lake and cabins hadn’t done the place justice. 
 
    The lake stretched on for over a mile, surrounded by tall pines. 
 
    The cabins didn’t appear to be very old and were in good condition and nicely set up. 
 
    The cabins were each two room cabins with a bedroom and a living area with a small kitchen area on one side, the other wall was a large stone fireplace. The living room had two couches and a table, the bedroom had a full-sized bed complete with pillows and a blanket. 
 
    After looking over the cabins, there were about ten of them that sat back two hundred feet from the lake, I chose a cabin that sat the closest to the lake. The cabin even had an oil lamp inside that was still half full of oil. 
 
    It was almost enough to make me start feeling civilized again. 
 
    After scouting around, I found a canoe on shore that I dragged up next to my cabin.  
 
    I told Wolfe he was in for a treat and that tomorrow I would take him for a canoe ride. 
 
    He just sniffed at the canoe, but he didn’t seem to be all that excited with the canoe. 
 
      
 
    I looked at Wolfe, “If you don’t mind, I think we just might hang around here for a while. I haven’t slept in a bed for years and I think you will want to give one a try.” 
 
    Wolfe just looked at me and wagged his tail as if he understood. 
 
      
 
    We spent the rest of the afternoon scouting the area so I knew what was around us, then I gathered a pile of wood for the night’s fire. 
 
      
 
    As the evening approached, I built a fire in the pit in front of the cabin’s porch. 
 
    I was looking forward to sitting on a porch chair instead of on the ground and enjoying a small taste of the way life used to be. 
 
    I knew it wouldn’t be anywhere near what I had in my old life, but it excited me all the same. 
 
      
 
    As the last of the days light filtered through the pines, I noticed Wolfe’s ears turning and rotating on his head when he picked up a sound that only he could hear. 
 
    He began to sniff the air, then got up and ran to the front corner of the cabin. 
 
      
 
    He stood there for a long moment staring off into the pines, then he looked at me for a second before looking back out to the pines. 
 
      
 
    I got up and walked over next to Wolfe to see what had his attention. 
 
    When I reached his side and looked out into the pines, I knew the day I had been dreading had finally arrived. 
 
    At the edge of the pines sat a gray wolf. 
 
    The wolf was about half the size of Wolfe, and I suspected that it was a female. 
 
    I knelt down on the ground next to Wolfe. 
 
    “Is that a friend of yours?” I asked, but I already knew the answer. 
 
    Wolfe confirmed my fears when he let out a soft whine. 
 
    He kept looking at me then back out to the wolf that waited by the pines. 
 
    I could tell he was conflicted as to what he should do. 
 
    He looked at me as if waiting for instructions or for my permission. 
 
      
 
    I looked out at the wolf by the trees and could feel my heart aching. 
 
    I remembered the pain I felt when I had lost my girls back in Bismarck and I was feeling that same pain again tonight. 
 
      
 
    Wolfe whined again and looked at me. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t want Wolfe to leave, but I knew I didn’t have the right to make him stay. 
 
    You could say that I had saved his life and he owed it to me to stay, but Wolfe had also saved my life many times over in the last two years and if anything, it was me that owed him. 
 
    Honestly, Wolfe didn’t owe me anything. 
 
    He was my best friend, my only friend, and he had paid me back many times over for anything I had done for him. 
 
      
 
    As I looked at Wolfe, I knew what I had to do, what I owed him for everything he had done for me, for what he meant to me. 
 
    It was my world that had ended, not his, and he deserved to live a good life, the life he was meant to live. 
 
    He deserved to be free. 
 
    Just because I no longer had the option to live the kind of life I wanted, was no reason for me to deny Wolfe the kind of life he deserved. 
 
      
 
    I lifted my hand and ruffled the hair on the back of his neck and patted his side. 
 
    “It’s OK buddy, you deserve it,” I whispered. Then I quietly said it, the word I didn’t want to say but knew it was the right thing to do. 
 
    I said, “Go.” 
 
      
 
    Wolfe licked my face, then he was off like he did the day he took off after that big buck. 
 
    I watched as he approached the other wolf, she turned and walked into the pines, then I watched as Wolfe followed until they were both gone. 
 
      
 
    When they were both gone I whispered softly, “Goodbye Wolfe, be free my friend and have a good life.” 
 
      
 
    I slowly got to my feet and looked at the few gray hairs that had stuck to my hand from petting Wolfe. 
 
    I put my hand in my pocket and walked inside and closed the door. 
 
      
 
    I lit the oil lamp with my lighter, I couldn’t help but think Wolfe would have been impressed by that, and then I sat the light on the table. 
 
    I sat down on the couch once again in my life feeling lost and alone. 
 
      
 
    After I few minutes I remembered the paper and pens I had picked up back at the resort where Wolfe had stepped in one of Ben’s traps. 
 
    I decided now would be a good time to start writing my story. 
 
    I gave my story the title, Charlie and Wolfe, since he was as responsible as I was for the story that I wanted to tell. 
 
      
 
    I wrote into the night, when I was exhausted I decided to turn in and enjoy sleeping in a bed once again. 
 
    For some reason I didn’t enjoy it as much as I had thought. I missed sleeping on the hard ground, next to Wolfe. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    The next morning I woke up feeling well rested and refreshed, until I realized that I was alone. 
 
    I was happy for Wolfe, but that didn’t help change the emptiness I felt. 
 
      
 
    When I spotted a fishing pole hanging over the fireplace I decided that maybe fishing might take my mind off Wolfe, besides the idea of having fish for breakfast had my mouth watering. 
 
    I took the fishing pole down and checked it over, fortunately there was a hook on the end of the line. 
 
    I went outside and turned over some stones and rolled over some logs until I had collected cup full of night crawlers. 
 
    I then dragged the canoe down to the shore line and pushed myself out into the lake. 
 
      
 
    The fish were biting this morning, since no one had been at the lake fishing for over two years maybe they forgot about what finding a worm on a hook meant. 
 
    When I noticed that the sun was now high overhead, I had a dozen fish lying in front of me in the canoe. 
 
    I enjoyed fishing and the excitement of doing something different and catching all those fish had helped keep my mind occupied. 
 
      
 
    I paddled back to shore and dragged the canoe full of fish up to the cabin. 
 
    I cleaned the fish and built a fire in the pit. 
 
    Inside I found a grate to put over the fire pit which made it a lot easier than balancing the fish on branches to cook them over the fire. 
 
      
 
    When the fire was crackling and the fish began to sizzle, I went inside to get one of the plates I saw inside on the sink. 
 
    Eating off a plate with real silverware was going to be another blast from the past. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the plate and a fork and headed back out to sit on the porch to keep an eye on the fish. 
 
    I came to a sudden stop when I saw four large ears sitting in front of the fire watching the fish sizzle over the fire. 
 
      
 
    “Wolfe,” I shouted. 
 
    Wolfe turned and ran up on the porch. 
 
    He jumped up and put his paws on my shoulders, looked me straight in the eyes and licked my face. 
 
    I vigorously rubbed the hair on the sides of his neck. 
 
    “What’s the matter, your new friend can’t cook?” I laughed. 
 
      
 
    Over the following weeks, Wolfe’s new friend, finally decided that I was OK and let me pet her. 
 
    I called her Lady. 
 
    They then moved from sleeping out on the porch each night, to sleeping on the couch inside the cabin. 
 
    It wasn’t long before I found that the bed wasn’t as large as I thought. 
 
      
 
    As time went on, each morning I soon had eight ears watching the morning breakfast cooking over the fire instead of just four. 
 
    Two little ornery pups that reminded me of the day I had found Wolfe was added to our pack. 
 
    The orneriest one, the one I called Junior after his father, was a handful. 
 
    When Wolfe didn’t know what to do with him, he would pick him up by the fur on the back of his neck and drop him on my lap. 
 
    After all I was the man with all the plans and whose job it was to solve all the problems. 
 
    But alas, some problems were even too big for me to solve. 
 
      
 
    So this is the end of my story, at least what I’ve decided to put in my book. 
 
    Wolfe and I had decided that we had traveled enough and decided to settle down. 
 
    Wolfe and I continued to hunt and fish, I of course kept my job as the cook, Lady watched the pups, and the pups took it upon themselves to clean the dishes after each meal, whether I wanted them to or not. 
 
      
 
    I only have one sheet of paper left, so if it is still blank when you read this, you can assume that we lived happily ever after. 
 
    It isn’t going to be the kind of life I had in my old life, but it is a happy life and I will always be grateful for the day I found Wolfe. 
 
    Since arriving at the cabin my nightmares have stopped. 
 
    When I think about my life back in Bismarck, now what I remember are mostly the good memories. 
 
    I now feel content and at peace with my life and I try to enjoy what I have rather than obsessing on what I don’t have. 
 
      
 
    Hopefully there are others out there somewhere that had survived the war and the undead, if so, maybe mankind will someday make a comeback. 
 
    I doubt I will ever know about it, something like that will take a long time to happen. 
 
    Time that Wolfe and I unfortunately won’t have to see it all take place. 
 
    So if you are a part of that group, I wish you good luck. 
 
    If you never found out what had happened to mankind, I hope you appreciated reading my story and finding out. 
 
      
 
    Just know that I am happy that I survived and have been able to at least find a life that has brought me some happiness and enjoyment. 
 
      
 
    I hope that you have been able to find something in life that has brought you some happiness. 
 
    If not, keep looking, there is something good out there somewhere waiting for you. It may not be what you expect, but it is there. 
 
      
 
    Don’t give up, you’ll never know when and where you will find it. It may not always be what you wanted, but it just might be what you need. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Postscript 
 
      
 
    I have just finished reading Charlie’s story and wanted to add my thoughts, a few things that I would like the next person who reads this story to know. 
 
    I think you should know this to make Charlie’s story complete. 
 
      
 
    You see I live in a small village of about thirty people. 
 
    From what I understand, my village started about forty years ago when my Great Grandmother and two of her friends finally found a place that was safe from the undead. 
 
    She wasn’t my Great Grandmother back then of course, because I hadn’t been born yet and at the time she was way too young to be anyone’s grandmother. 
 
    I just wanted to point that out before I continued. 
 
    There had been forty people in her group when they were forced to run from the dead that was killing everyone in their town, the same undead monsters that had destroyed every city and town in their path. 
 
    When they finally found this place, only three people had survived the journey. 
 
      
 
    As the story was told to me, my Great Grandmother Stacey and her friends were close to death from starvation. 
 
    They were lying in the woods and were too weak to continue. 
 
    They figured that they were dying and were grateful that at least they would die a peaceful death instead of being torn apart and eaten by the undead. 
 
    As they laid on deaths door and were losing conciseness, three wolves appeared out of the pines. 
 
    When my Great Grandmother woke up, she found herself in a cabin surrounded by a man and four wolves. 
 
    The man’s name was Charlie, my Great Grandfather. 
 
      
 
    Everything we have is all because of Charlie. 
 
    Even though Charlie had lived a hard life at the beginning, I just want you to know, the rest of his life was a happy life surrounded by people that loved him. 
 
      
 
    As I was saying our community is made up of about thirty-five people, but I need to add there is a total in all of fifty of us. 
 
    The rest of us are made up of large lovable gray furry creatures. 
 
    They are the descendants of Wolfe, 
 
    As I understand it, Wolfe is the reason that they all live in our cabins and like their meals cooked medium rare. 
 
    I really didn’t understand what that was all about until I read Charlies story, now it makes perfect sense. 
 
      
 
    It was a sad day today, but it hasn’t always been that way. 
 
    Ever since I was born and from what everyone has told me, this has been a happy and peaceful place. 
 
      
 
    Today was sad because today we buried Charlie. 
 
    My Dad gave me Charlie’s story to read after we came back from burying Charlie. 
 
    Everyone in our village was at the funeral. 
 
    We buried Charlie up on the hillside on a ledge that overlooks the lake and the cabins. 
 
    He is buried between my Grandmother Stacey and Wolfe. 
 
      
 
    I just thought you should know. 
 
      
 
    Signed, 
 
    Charlie Meadows IV. 
 
    Charlie’s Great Grandson. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I hope you enjoyed the story of Charlie and Wolfe. 
 
      
 
    If you haven’t signed up to be on my email list to be notified of future book releases, feel free to email me at 
 
    theexchangepost@comcast.net 
 
    and say add me to your email list. 
 
      
 
    Until next time, I hope you will check out some of my other books. 
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It was a normal balmy night in Kingsland, Georgia, at least that was how it started. 
 
    But as the night progressed, it soon became apparent that something about the night was wrong. 
 
    It wasn’t long after the night began that things started to spiral out of control. 
 
      
 
    Michelle arrived at the Kingsland Public Safety Building to start her first night on her new job. 
 
    She had bought a new dress and hoped to make a good impression on her first night. 
 
    The job was something she had never done before, but she hoped she would be able get through the night without making too many mistakes. 
 
    After all, she had always been a fast learner. 
 
    But this night would not allow room for any mistakes. 
 
    Michelle soon realized that if she didn’t learn fast, she would not live through the night. 
 
      
 
    When a strange call to the 911 dispatch center was received, Dave, who was in charge of the night shift at the Kingsland Police Department, was sent out to investigate. 
 
    The call itself was strange, but what he found on the scene was even more puzzling and horrifying. 
 
    Investigating what had happened became even more difficult when he began to be overwhelmed by a flood of other strange emergency calls. 
 
    As Dave struggled to make sense out of what he found, he soon realized where it was all leading. 
 
    It led to Dave running for his life. 
 
      
 
    There is a first for everything. 
 
    Tonight, would be a first for many things in Kingsland, Georgia. 
 
    As the song goes, 
 
    For everything there is a season 
 
    A time to be born …………. and a time to die. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Michelle walked into the Kingsland Public Safety building. 
 
    She was excited to be starting her first real job, but she wasn’t thrilled to be starting it at 1:00 AM. 
 
      
 
    She was used to working at night, she had spent the last year working the evening desk over at the Springfield Inn, but by this time of the night she was usually at home tucked comfortably in her warm bed. 
 
    The last time she had been out this late, her mother grounded her for a week and made insinuating comments about why she had been out so late. 
 
      
 
    Working over at the Springfield Inn, she made enough money to put gas in her car and eat out a few times each week. 
 
    It was enough to provide spending money for a girl living at home without any financial obligations, but not enough to give her any sense of independence. 
 
    It definitely wasn’t enough for her to think about moving out on her own. 
 
    Most of her best friends had gone off to school or had moved away already to get on with their lives, leaving Michelle behind stuck in her old home town trying to figure out what to do next. 
 
    The cliental that she had to deal with each evening at the Springfield Inn was often enough to make her wonder if going out on her own in the world was something she really wanted to do. 
 
      
 
    Michelle had been out of high school now for almost a year and felt it was time that she got a real job if she wanted to live the kind of life she had always dreamed about. 
 
    Despite her reservations about the kind of people she would have to deal with in the real world, she knew she didn’t want to live at home for much longer, but she would need to find a better job to be able to make the right move. 
 
    Her boyfriend had been after her to move in with him, but she was determined not to make the same mistake her mother had made. 
 
    Her mother had married her father right after they had graduated high school and Michelle had been born six months later. 
 
    Her parents had big plans, but a young couple with a baby, things just didn’t go as they had hoped. 
 
    It took all their money and time to care for Michelle resulting in their plans being postponed until the next year. 
 
    Unfortunately, they found themselves having to postpone their plans year after year. 
 
    One thing had led to another and before they knew it, their opportunities for making a better life for themselves had passed them by. 
 
    Now they found themselves working minimum wage jobs to just pay the bills as the better higher paying jobs were being taken by younger better educated applicants. 
 
    They lived in a small apartment with a TV that worked only half the time and drove an old car that was in the shop more than it was out of the shop. 
 
    They found themselves struggling unsuccessfully to just keep up with their bills with no time left to find a way to enjoy life. 
 
      
 
    Michelle was determined not to end up like her parents. Besides, they hadn’t come right out and said as much but she could tell that they were hoping that Michelle would be moving out on her own soon. 
 
    Michelle was all for moving out, but the problem was how to do it. 
 
    She took the job at the Springfield Inn so she wouldn’t be a burden on her parents and as a way to become independent. 
 
    She was anxious to be out on her own, but until she and her boyfriend found real jobs and a little security, getting married or moving in with him was not going to happen. 
 
    Besides, Michelle wasn’t sure that she wanted to spend the rest of her life with Kevin. 
 
    She felt that maybe it was time that she moved on. 
 
      
 
    Michelle had been putting in applications hoping to find a better job for the last six months. 
 
    One week ago, she got a call from the County to go in for an interview at the Public Safety Building. 
 
    She was disappointed when she didn’t get the job as an administrative assistant that she had applied for. 
 
    It appeared that she didn’t have the education or the experience to qualify for that job. 
 
    It wasn’t the first time she had heard that excuse. 
 
    She felt really down when they called to let her know that she didn’t get the job. 
 
      
 
    Michelle thought that after all the rejection she had experienced over the last six months that it wouldn’t have bothered her as much, but for some reason it did. 
 
    However, as she began to cry, the lady on the other end of the phone began to tell her that they felt she would be perfect for another opening they had in another department. 
 
    The job paid twenty dollars an hour, came with health insurance, a county pension plan and two weeks of paid vacation the first year. 
 
    Being paid to go on vacation was something she had never even thought about, but it sounded amazing. 
 
      
 
    Michelle couldn’t believe her good fortune. 
 
    It was more than she could have hoped for. 
 
    She had to restrain herself from running out and buying the new Honda that she had her eye on. 
 
    Michelle instead decided that she could get another year out of her old Toyota and maybe even help her parents out a little until she made sure the job would work out. 
 
    Having a car payment without a real paycheck would only make life worse than what it was now. 
 
    In fact, having a car payment without a real job could be the thing that would start her on the road to the kind of life she was trying to get away from. 
 
      
 
    So here she was, on her way to work and what she hoped would be the first day of the kind of life she had been wanting. 
 
    The job was being a phone operator at the Kingsland 911 Dispatch Center. 
 
    She got the job because they told her she had a nice voice and seemed to have the type of calm and personality to help people in trouble. 
 
    When she found out what the job entailed, she was sure her conversation with the interviewer about the difficult people she had to deal with at the Springfield probably had helped her get this new job. 
 
    It made her feel like the time she had worked at the Springfield for peanuts wasn’t wasted after all. 
 
      
 
    Michelle was excited about the job but wished the opening would have been for a position during the day instead of one in the middle of the night. 
 
    But if all went well, Michelle was told that after she would be on the job for a while, she could transfer to another shift when an opening became available. 
 
    To get a job like this, she was willing to do what she had to do, it was an opportunity just too good to pass up over something as trivial as her not wanting to work nights. 
 
    Life hadn’t been easy and she never expected to have her dream job just handed to her, she was prepared to work hard for what she wanted. 
 
    “When do I start?” was all she could say. 
 
      
 
    Michelle parked her car in the County parking lot behind the building. 
 
    She got out of the car and locked the door even though she doubted that anyone would want to break in to and try to steal her old Toyota. 
 
    She had often joked that if anyone ever stole her old heap that they would bring it back the next day. 
 
    But she did it out of habit anyhow, besides the car as bad as it was, was all she had. 
 
      
 
    As she started walking towards the building she pulled the top of her blouse up around her neck to fight off the chill she felt. 
 
    The cold damp air blowing in off the Atlantic Ocean felt like it was blowing straight through her, making her shiver. 
 
    It had been a while since she was out this late at night but she quickly remembered how cold and damp the night air was at this time of night. 
 
    The one dim street light in the parking lot that was casting long eerie shadows across the pavement also made chills run down her spine. 
 
    Even though this was the County Safety Building, she didn’t feel all that safe at the moment. 
 
    The area had a problem with vagrants and gangs running drugs, something that she had never thought much about until seeing the eerie shadows that seemed to move across the dimly lit parking lot, blocking her way to the door of the building. 
 
    Her mind started playing tricks on her, making her imagine that the shadows were the outlines of people lurking in the darkness waiting for their next victim. 
 
    It was almost enough to make her think about asking her boyfriend to drive her to work tomorrow night, but she knew that would only lead to another long uncomfortable discussion about moving in with him when he would come back to drive her home. 
 
    The fights with Kevin had been more frequent lately and much more unpleasant. 
 
    She didn’t want to deal with that any more. 
 
      
 
    She took a deep breath to clear the thoughts out of her head and told herself that she was a big girl that could drive herself to work, beside it would be daylight out when she went home. 
 
    Once inside, she would be safe. 
 
    She was sure the area around the County Safety Building had to be safe and she was just letting her imagination run away with her. 
 
    It had to be because she was nervous to be starting her first real job. 
 
    She was sure that after tonight, everything would feel much different after she felt more confident and familiar with the area around the County Public Safety building. 
 
      
 
    Michelle quickened her pace as she walked across the parking lot, watching the door to the building get closer with each step. 
 
    As she reached for the door handle she thought, “The night air sure smells extra fishy tonight. I hope another whale didn’t beach itself over near the Kings Bay Submarine Base again.” 
 
    For some reason whales were always swimming up on the beach over by the submarine base. 
 
    The locals thought it was probably all the sonar signals coming from the submarines as they entered and departed the base that confused the whales, causing the huge mammals to lose their sense of direction and end up on the beach. 
 
    Whatever the reason, the smell of dead whales was a familiar odor that often lasted for days at a time. 
 
    Removing something the size of dead whale from the beach wasn’t an easy task and often took some time to get them off the beach. 
 
    However, the smell of the decaying animals usually started after the first day and often hung around for a few days after the whales had been taken away. 
 
    It had been a few weeks since a whale had ended up on the beach, so Michelle guessed they were due. 
 
      
 
    Michelle felt relieved as the door opened and she stepped into the warm comfortable air inside the building, turning her thoughts away from dead whales and the scary dark damp parking lot to the more pleasant thoughts of starting her new job. 
 
    She straightened her dress and brushed out the wrinkles that had started to form on her dress from sitting in the car on the drive over to work. 
 
    It was one of two new dresses she bought to start her new job. The dresses were the only things she had allowed herself to splurge on after finding out that she had gotten the job with the County. 
 
    Tonight she wore the new three piece blue dress suit that she thought made her look professional. 
 
    She hoped that it would help her make a good first impression because she knew it was important to get off to a good start. 
 
    The first thirty days was a probation period before she would be considered a permanent employee and she was hoping her appearance in the blue dress would make her new employer overlook whatever mistakes she might make on her first day on the job. 
 
      
 
    She glanced at her reflection in the window on one of the closed doors as she walked down the hall. 
 
    She smiled at what she saw then began to look for the door to the 911 dispatch center. 
 
    She hadn’t seen the 911 Dispatch Center when she had been here for her interview, but she assumed it would be a large office with six or more girls busily manning the constantly ringing phones. 
 
    She based her idea of what the 911 Dispatch Center would be like from shows like Law and Order, Chicago PD and other similar shows her parents had always watched when the family TV was working. 
 
    However as she walked down the long hallway, lined with the closed doors to the dark offices that were on both sides of the hall, she started to wonder if she had come in the wrong door. 
 
    The only light in the building was a soft glow that was flowing into the hallway through the window of a small door at the end of the long hallway in front of her. 
 
    The building was also very quiet without the constantly ringing sound of telephones that she had expected to hear. 
 
      
 
    When she finally reached the only office with any light coming from inside the room, she cautiously looked in through the window. 
 
    A stocky middle-aged woman sat at the only desk inside the room with her feet propped up on the desk. 
 
    On the desk was a single computer monitor and two telephones, one red colored phone and a normal looking black one. 
 
    The woman sat with her back to the door and appeared to be reading a book. 
 
    Every few seconds a puff of smoke rose above the woman’s head. 
 
    Michelle glanced at the no smoking sign on the desk to the left of the woman and wondered why the woman would jeopardize her job just to smoke. 
 
    “Surely someone would smell the smoke and might report it to the supervisor,” she thought. 
 
      
 
    Michelle tapped on the door, not wanting to walk in on the woman while she was smoking. 
 
    She didn’t know who the woman was, but she decided that on her first night it would not be a good idea to just walk in and embarrass the woman by catching her doing something she obviously shouldn’t be doing. 
 
    “The door is open,” the woman shouted with out bothering to turn around. 
 
    Michelle opened the door and stuck her head inside the room, “Hello? I’m looking for the 911 Dispatch Center. Can you help me?” 
 
    “You found it,” the woman replied as she put her book down and turned around in her seat to face Michelle. “Can I help you?”  
 
    The woman smiled and let out a big puff of smoke that formed a circle and floated into the air around her head. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Ma’am. My name is Michelle Torge and I’m supposed to report to the center at 1:00 AM to start my new job, but I’m afraid I’m not sure where that is. I was told to come in the main door and I would spot it right away, but….” 
 
    “So you’re the new operator,” the woman smiled, taking another puff on the cigarette. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Well have a seat and make yourself comfortable,” the woman continued. “I’m Betty Davis, not ‘the’ Betty Davis of course, she’s dead, but that’s my name. I’m the supervisor of the dispatch center. I’m here tonight to show you the ropes and teach you the job. After tonight you will only see me about once a month, but you can call me anytime if you run into any problems.” 
 
    “I was expecting the dispatch center to be bigger,” Michelle said as she looked around the room, “and that there would be more people here.” 
 
    Betty laughed, “I see you have been watching too much TV. As you know Kingsland is not a big place like New York City, so we don’t have as much activity around here to justify a large center. There will be nights where you will wish there were a dozen people here to help you, but on an average night you will only have to deal with three or so calls. We’ve found that most of the time one person is all we need.” 
 
    “So I’ll be here by myself most of the time?” Michell asked. “Is that safe?” 
 
    “The police department is right across the street next to Medic One, the ambulance service, you’ll be fine,” Betty grinned. “Besides once Bill over at the ambulance service gets a look at you, you will probably have visitors all night long. Just don’t let him keep you from doing your job. He’s a big flirt but he is harmless. Just remember, he’s married no matter what he tells you.” 
 
    Michelle giggled, “I think I know guys like him.” 
 
    “He always stops by to see if he can go to Chick-Fil-A to bring you lunch,” Betty grinned, “I just think he gets bored sitting over there so he comes over here to shoot the breeze. Play your cards right and you can eat free every night.” 
 
    “I couldn’t do that,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “After a while you can,” Betty laughed. “You’ll consider it your payment for putting up with him.” 
 
    Michell smiled. 
 
    “Now Dave is someone you’ll want to be nice to,” Betty sighed. “If only I were thirty years younger.” 
 
    “Who is Dave?” Michell asked. 
 
    “He is in charge of the night shift over at the police department,” Betty smiled. “Do you have a boyfriend?” 
 
    “Yes,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Is it serious?” Betty smiled. “Not that it is any of my business, but I’m just giving you a heads up. He will be over a few times each night when he makes his rounds to check the building. All I’m saying is he would be quite the catch.” 
 
    “Thanks for telling me,” Michelle replied hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    “But enough with the introductions,” Betty smiled. “We better get down to showing you what you need to know in order for you to do your job.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle replied as she laughed to herself and thought, “Finally, she sounds like my mother giving me hints that it’s about time I get married and move out and start giving her grandchildren.” 
 
    “It’s fairly simple,” Betty continued, “we have a good computer system that will give you most all the information you will need. Come over here and sit down in front of the computer.” 
 
    Michelle followed Betty over to the desk and sat down in a well broken in chair in front of the computer. 
 
    “Now the first thing you do is answer the phone when someone calls 911,” Betty said. “I don’t think I need to explain that part further except you are to say 911 Dispatch, what is your emergency?” 
 
    “I can do that,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I’m sure you can,” Betty said. “If there is anything us girls are good at, it is using the phone. But now this is where the computer come in. When we get a call, on the computer screen you will see the name and address of the caller.” 
 
    “Just like caller ID,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Yes, but much more,” Betty continued. “Besides the name and address of the caller, it will also show you if the caller has ever called 911 before and when. We seem to have a number of regular callers, mostly older people that are alone and afraid and call us for every little noise they hear or every time they have a new ache or pain.” 
 
    “What do we do when we get one of those calls?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “It’s like the little boy that called wolf,” Betty smiled. “But we just can’t assume it is a nuisance call because it could end up being a real emergency. You just enter in the box here on the screen the details of the call. Talk to them and find out as much as you can to determine what they are calling about. Then you call either Bill at Medic One or Dave at the police station. They will then either call them for more information or go out to their place to check it out. It is not our job to weed out the calls to determine what is real or what is a waste of time.” 
 
    “So I call Bill if I think it is a medical emergency and Dave if I think it is a police matter?” Michelle asked. “What do I do if I’m not sure?” 
 
    “If you aren’t sure, you call Dave,” Betty replied, “but usually it will be easy to know who to call.” 
 
    “On some TV shows I’ve watched, the 911 operator keeps the caller on the line until the police or ambulance gets there,” Michelle said. 
 
    “That’s why we have two phones,” Betty replied. “The calls come in on the red phone and you call Dave or Bill on the black phone. If another call comes in while you are on the phone, push the lit button to put them on hold, then push the blinking button to take the other call. That part is simple enough. You will have to make the call as to how long to stay on the phone with the caller. Stay on as long as you feel necessary. Don’t rush to get off the line, just remember, you could be the last voice someone will ever hear in an emergency. Put yourself in their shoes and do your best to help them or make them feel as comfortable as you can.” 
 
    “I never thought about that,” Michelle replied. “That’s a big responsibility, I hope I can say the right things at a time like that.” 
 
    “Sometimes you don’t need to say much,” Betty said softly. “Sometimes just letting them know that you are there with them is all they need. No one wants to feel alone at a time like that.” 
 
    Michelle nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Now there is only one other situation you need to be aware of,” Betty continued. “When the phone rings, besides the name and address, below that information you will see the suggested police department or ambulance service to call for this particular caller. Most of the time, the phone service will direct the 911 call to the closest dispatch center, but there are situations where they can’t get through to the nearest dispatch center for some reason and they will direct the call to us. You handle the call the same way as all the other calls, except you call the emergency service shown on the screen.” 
 
    “What if I can’t get through to those numbers?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “In that case you call the State Police,” Betty replied. “If it is a medical emergency, call Bill. If he can’t determine what to do, he will send out one of our people.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle looked at the monitor as she thought about everything Betty had said. 
 
    “Sometimes I get calls on my cell phone that doesn’t show me who is calling,” Michelle said then asked, “what do we do if that happens?” 
 
    “If a name and address doesn’t show up we have to ask the caller where they are,” Betty replied. “Usually that won’t be a problem, the caller needs help and will tell you right away where they are.” 
 
    “But what if they don’t stay on the line long enough and you know there is a real emergency?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “In that case call Dave,” Betty replied. “I’ve been here a long time but I’ve never run into that situation. Just tell Dave what you know and maybe he would have a way to ping the number and find its location.” 
 
      
 
    “What if someone calls, but they either hang up or just say they called me by accident?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Every call you get you will either call Bill or Dave,” Betty replied. “In the situation you mentioned, it would have to be investigated to be sure there isn’t something going on where the caller really does need help.” 
 
    “Like someone holding a gun to their head and telling them to hang up the phone?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “That’s always a possibility,” Betty replied. “It’s our job to tell Bill or Dave about every call. It’s their job how to handle it from there.” 
 
    “I guess I’ll be talking to Bill and Dave a lot,” Michelle finally said. 
 
    “Yes you will,” Betty replied. “That’s why the first thing I told you about was them.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    The red phone on the desk in front of Michelle began to ring. 
 
    “Slide over,” Betty said. “I’ll take the first call to show you what we do. You can take the next call. Look at the screen, what do you see?” 
 
    “Martin Daniels, 81 Martha’s Lane, Kingsland, Ga. Ph number 819-242-5527,” Michell replied. “I know where that is, it’s over by the Springfield Inn where I used to work.” 
 
    “They are also a first-time caller,” Betty said. “That usually indicates that it is a real emergency.” 
 
      
 
    “911 Dispatch, what is your emergency?” Betty asked as she held the phone up to her ear. 
 
    “I think my husband had a heart attack,” a frantic voice said over the phone. 
 
    “Is he breathing?” Betty asked. 
 
    “Yes, but he is having terrible chest pains and he can’t get up off the floor,” the voice replied. “I need an ambulance right away.” 
 
    “You’re at 81 Martha’s lane?” Betty asked. 
 
    “Yes, please hurry,” the woman’s voice replied. 
 
    “I’ll send an ambulance out right away,” Betty said. “Is there anything else you need?” 
 
    “No, just please hurry,” the woman replied. 
 
    “An ambulance is on the way,” Betty replied. “If you have a porch light, please turn it on. It will help the men find your location faster.” 
 
    “I will,” the woman replied. 
 
    “Just put a pillow under your husband’s head to make him as comfortable as you can,” Betty added. “Some one will be there soon.” 
 
    “Thank You, the lady said and hung up the phone. 
 
      
 
    Betty pointed to the number for Medic One on the screen as she picked up the black phone and dialed the number. 
 
    “Bill,” Betty said, “We have a man at 81 Martha’s Lane having chest pains. He is on the floor unable to get up. His wife said she believes he had a heart attack. She will turn on the porch light to help you locate her.” 
 
    “Got it,” Bill replied and quickly hung up. 
 
      
 
    A moment later, Betty and Michelle heard the sound of a siren coming from across the street, then listened as it slowly faded as the ambulance drove away. 
 
    “That’s how you do it, Michelle,” Betty said. “Now we type in the details on the screen and we’re done. Bill will stop over later when he gets back to let you know what happened. He will enter his notes over at Medic One and they will show up here on our screen, but he likes to visit and will come over to tell us in person anyhow. Especially tonight because he knows you are here and he is anxious to check you out.” 
 
    Gee, I hope I don’t disappoint him,” Michelle laughed. 
 
    “I’m positive he won’t be disappointed,” Betty smiled. “Just remember, he is married.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Just then the red phone began to ring again. 
 
    “Do you think you are ready to take this one?” Betty asked. 
 
    Michelle felt nervous, but didn’t want Betty, her smoking supervisor to know it, “I’m ready.” 
 
    “Look at the screen first,” Betty reminded her. 
 
    “Tom Jefferies, 100 Sunnyside Drive, Kingsland,” Michelle said as she read the name and address off the screen. 
 
    “That’s over by the submarine base,” Betty said. 
 
    “911 Dispatch, what is your emergency?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Help me!” a man’s voice replied. 
 
    Michell looked at Betty then asked again, “How can I help you?” 
 
    There was no response. 
 
    “Sir, what is wrong?” Michelle asked. 
 
    Again, no response. 
 
    “Sir, can you hear me?” Michelle asked. 
 
    Again, no response. 
 
    “Sir, if you can hear me, I will have someone at your location in a few minutes. Help is on the way. Just try to relax and don’t worry, we will be there shortly,” Michelle said. 
 
    Michell looked at Betty again and whispered, “Should I hang up?” 
 
    Betty shook her head no, “No, call Dave but stay on the line a little longer.” 
 
    Michelle nodded, set down the red phone and picked up the black phone and dialed the number for the police department showing on the screen. 
 
    “Dave,” Michelle said when a man’s voice answered the phone. “This is Michelle over at the 911 Dispatch. We have a man caller, Tom Jefferies at 100 Sunnyside Drive that called and all he said was help me.” 
 
    “Any sounds that might indicate what the problem might be?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” Michelle replied. “I have the call on the other line and will continue to listen.” 
 
    “I’m leaving now,” Dave said. “If you hear anything, call Carrie and she will relay your message. Call Medic One and have them send out an ambulance, but tell them to run silent and stay two blocks out until I advise them what I find. Dave out.” 
 
    The phone went dead. 
 
      
 
    Michelle held the red phone back to her ear, “Sir, if you can hear me, help is on the way. Don’t worry, someone will there in a few minutes.” 
 
    Michelle listened to the silence for a moment then put the phone down and picked up the black phone and dialed Medic One. 
 
    “The is Ted,” a voice replied. 
 
    “Ted, this is Michelle over at the Dispatch Center, Dave is heading out to 100 Sunnyside Drive. He wants you to send an ambulance out and wait two blocks from his location until he contacts you with further instructions. He also said for you to not use the siren.” 
 
    “What’s happening out there?” Ted asked. 
 
    “A man from that location just called and all he said was help me,” Michelle replied. “We don’t know what happened.” 
 
    “On our way,” Ted replied. “How long will you be on duty tonight, some of the guys want to come over and meet you later?”
“I’ll tell you later,” Michelle smiled. “Just go do your job!” 
 
    Then Michelle hung up and then held the red phone back to her ear. 
 
    “We’re on the way, you just hang in there,” she said into the silence. 
 
      
 
    Betty nodded and motioned for her to hang up the phone. 
 
    “You handled that very well,” Betty said. “I especially liked how you handled the guys at Medic One.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Michelle smiled then her expression became serious. “Did you ever have a call like this before?” 
 
    “No, that was a strange one,” Betty replied. 
 
    “What do you think happened?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, Dave will fill us in when he returns,” Betty replied then added, “Don’t forget to fill in the details of the call.” 
 
    Michelle began to type in her notes as she wondered what had happened over at Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Dave gunned the engine after cautiously going through the red light as he got on the Laurel Island Parkway then turned left on to Kings Bay Road. 
 
    A few minutes later he made another left onto Route 40. 
 
    It was only another half mile before he would come to the small development where Sunnyside Drive was located. 
 
      
 
    Patrolman Peter Johnson sat in the passenger’s seat and held on to the arm rest to brace himself as he watched the GPS unit on the car’s dashboard and anticipated the next turn. 
 
    The Kings Bay Submarine Naval Base was now a few hundred yards off the right side of the car. 
 
    Most of the base sat closer to the inlet that the submarines used to slip into the waters of the Atlantic Ocean, but you were able to see many of the support buildings that sat further inland from their position now on Route 40. 
 
    Pete looked off in the distance at the dark skyline around the base, but quickly refocused his attention back on the road ahead as Dave swerved to miss a cat that came out of nowhere and darted across the road in front of the patrol car. 
 
      
 
    “Did the system have anything on this Tom Jeffries?” Pete asked as Dave turned left onto Plantation Village Drive then slowed the patrol car down to a crawl as they entered the development. 
 
    Pete could see that the GPS was indicating that their destination was now only one block away from their present position. 
 
    “Nothing much,” Dave replied. “He doesn’t have a record or any outstanding warrants or tickets. The last known employer was the U.S. Navy, so he may be stationed at the Base and is living off base on Sunnyside Drive.” 
 
    “Sounds like a regular guy, I wonder why he called 911?” Pete asked. 
 
    “My first reaction was he just might have had an accident of some sort,” Dave replied. “But then I got a gut feeling that we should approach this with caution. A Navy man working at a high-level security facility, living off base, would not be your everyday enlisted man. He could be involved in some kind of classified work or research. With all the world tension and espionage going on, who knows what we might be walking into here.” 
 
    “It sounds like you might be over thinking this a little, maybe you’ve been watching too much TV,” Pete chuckled. 
 
      
 
    “I was going to call the Base and see what they would tell us about this guy, but since we didn’t have the time and it is so late, if my suspicions are right, I doubt they would have told me anything anyhow,” Dave replied as he turned right on to Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    “So, we are just going to drive slowly past the house first to evaluate the situation before we attempt to go in,” Dave continued. “It’s the next place on the right. I’ll scan the house, you concentrate on the yard and neighboring buildings. Just look for anything out of place or that just doesn’t look right.” 
 
      
 
    Dave drove slowly by the house. 
 
    “Do you see anything?” Dave asked. 
 
    “The street light isn’t much help,” Pete replied. “But from what I can see I don’t see anything unusual. How about you?” 
 
    “The house is completely dark,” Dave said. “I would think there should be at least one light on if the guy was up and involved in some type of accident.” 
 
    “Maybe he was in bed and woke up having a heart attack,” Pete replied as they continued down the street past the house. “Things like that have happened before.” 
 
    “It could be,” Dave said as he turned the patrol car around at the end of the block. 
 
      
 
    Dave drove the car back to the house, parked on the street in front of the house and shut off the engine. 
 
    “Grab your flashlight and let’s go see what we have,” Dave said as he flicked his flashlight on and off to check the battery. 
 
    Then the men got out of the car and quietly shut the doors. 
 
    “It smells like hell out here,” Pete said. “Is there another whale beached over at the base?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but the smell is too strong here for a whale that far away,” Dave replied as he turned on his flashlight and began to scan the street and the front part of the yard.  
 
    Dave stopped when the beam of his flashlight swept over something in the front corner of the yard next to the mailbox. 
 
    “Someone’s Collie got hit by a car,” Dave said as he held his light steady on the crumbled body of the dead dog. “It looks like it has been lying here for a few days.” 
 
    “That’s a shame, it looks like a beautiful dog,” Pete replied. “I had one like that when I was a kid. Lassie was big on TV then and I think every kid around wanted a Collie like Lassie. I wonder why they just let the poor thing out here this long?” 
 
    “Unfortunate, but it’s not our problem. Now that we have solved the foul smell mystery, let’s go see if Mr. Jefferies called 911,” Dave said as he redirected his flashlight further into the yard. 
 
    Pete followed Dave as each of the men swept the yard around the house with the beams of their lights. 
 
      
 
    As they neared the front porch Dave stopped when the beam of his light shined on the front door. 
 
    “Does that front door look like it is open a few inches to you?” Dave asked. 
 
    “It could be a shadow, or the molding strip could just be painted black making it look like the door is open,” Pete replied. 
 
    Dave kept his light on the door as they started up the steps. 
 
    As they reached the top step and were about to walk across the porch, Pete grabbed Dave’s arm. 
 
    “What?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Look at the floor,” Pete replied. 
 
    Dave looked down where Pete’s light was shining on the porch floor. 
 
    “Shit, that looks like bloody foot prints,” Dave said as he pulled his gun from the holster. 
 
    Pete pulled his gun and walked to the right of the bloody foot prints while Dave walked to the left as they both approached the front door. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Pete stood off to the sides of the door way. 
 
    “The door is open,” Dave whispered. “I’ll push it open, just stay off to the side and shine your light inside until we see what the hell happened here.” 
 
    “OK,” Pete replied. 
 
      
 
    Pete watched as Dave put his hand on the door and pushed. The door swung inwards. 
 
    The men waited and listened until the door lightly banged against the wall inside the room. 
 
    Both men shined their lights into the room as they slowly moved their faces around the edge of the door frame. 
 
    Pete immediately turned and began to throw up against the side of the house. 
 
    Dave jumped back, pressed his back against the side of the house as he reached for the radio mic attached to the collar of his uniform. 
 
    “Carrie,” Dave whispered. 
 
    “Carrie here, Dave,” was the reply. 
 
    “Request backup at 81 Sunnyside Drive,” Dave said as he forced back the contents of his stomach that was rising in his throat. 
 
    “Jim is on his way,” Carrie replied. 
 
    “Tell him no lights or siren,” Dave added. “Pete and I are on the front porch. At the present time we are not in any immanent danger, but that could change quickly. I don’t know what the hell happened here; it looks like a damn slaughter house from what we could see from the porch. Whoever did this might still be in the house. Tell Jim to bring the shotgun and meet us in front of the house. I need someone to cover our asses before we go in to the house for a closer look.” 
 
      
 
    “Will do,” Carrie replied. 
 
      
 
    “Dave, this is Ted from Medic One,” a voice came over the radio. “We’re parked at the end of Sunnyside Drive. Do you need us at this time?” 
 
    “From what I’ve seen I think we are going to need a coroner. Stay put until we determine what we have here. Your services may still be needed,” Dave replied. 
 
    “OK, Dave,” Ted replied. “By the way, Jim just shot by us, he should be at your location in a few minutes.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dave out,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    “You OK?” Dave asked as Pete was now standing with his back to the side of the house on the other side of the doorway. He stood in the darkness with his light now turned off. Dave could hear the sound of Pete’s irregular breathing, interrupted by an occasional gagging sound. 
 
    “Holy hell, did I just see what I thought I saw?” Pete asked. “It looked like a wild animal, something the size of a bear or a lion, attacked someone in there and tore them apart.” 
 
    “It was that or someone with a machete went insane and hacked some poor bastard to pieces,” Dave replied. “I think we were wrong on where that smell was coming from.” 
 
    “No shit!” Pete said. “When the door swung open and that smell hit me, then when I looked inside, I just couldn’t hold it back. I don’t know what is worse, that smell or the taste in my mouth.” 
 
    “Yeah, we’ve seen a lot of gory shit in our time, but nothing that smelled like this,” Dave said. 
 
    “I thought it was bad out here when we arrived,” Pete replied. “But when that door opened, My God! I’ve never smelled anything like that before in my life. What do you think is causing that smell?” 
 
    “Too soon to say,” Dave replied. “I don’t even want to take a guess. But I’m afraid we’re going to find out very shortly, whether we want to or not. Here comes Jim.” 
 
      
 
    Jim pulled his car behind Dave’s patrol car, shut off the engine and got out of the car. 
 
    Dave flashed his flashlight towards Jim to let him know where they were then he called out quietly, “Jim, over here.” 
 
    Dave could hear Jim jerk the pump action on the shotgun, sending a shell into the chamber as he walked towards where the men waited. 
 
    “What is going on?” Jim asked then added, “and what the hell is that damn smell?” 
 
    Dave and Pete heard Jim trying to stifle back a gagging sound in his throat. 
 
    “Holy shit, what’s in there?” Jim asked. 
 
    “That’s what I intend to find out,” Dave replied. “Something crazy went down in there, but what worries me is that whoever or whatever did this might still be in there somewhere. 
 
    Jim, I want you to follow us inside, take up a position inside the room where you can watch all entry points into the room. Pete and I are going to go through the house, room by room. I want you to be sure nothing comes in behind us and that nothing leaves that house without my say so.” 
 
    “Any idea how many are dead?” Jim asked. 
 
    “Not yet, all I could tell from our quick look through that door is there could be more than one,” Dave replied. “How ever many are in there, it didn’t appear that they died quickly.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Jim asked. 
 
    “You’ll see, just prepare yourself,” Dave answered then said. “Let’s go. We may have an injured man in there somewhere that needs our help.” 
 
      
 
    Pete turned on his flashlight as he and Dave walked back over to the door. 
 
    The men again stood off to the sides of the door and shined their lights in through the doorway. 
 
    This time with Jim covering their back, they stood in front of the open door and used their lights to illuminate the room inside. 
 
    Then Dave slowly moved into the room. 
 
    The room appeared to be a living room as Dave quickly identified a couch and three stuffed chairs in the room, all facing a stand containing a large screen TV. 
 
    The living room walls and ceiling were painted white the best Dave could tell, but with the amount of blood covering the walls and even the ceiling now, it was hard to say for certain. 
 
    “I see three bodies,” Dave said quietly. “Two in the center of the room and one more lying on the floor behind the couch.” 
 
    “These two look like they were just kids,” Pete replied. 
 
    “I think that is an older female behind the couch, maybe the mother,” Dave added as they moved closer to the two smaller bodies in the center of the room. 
 
      
 
    Dave looked down as he stood over the bodies and shined his light down directly on the bodies to examine the remains. 
 
    “My God, do you see the condition of these bodies?” Dave asked. 
 
    “It looks like something has been eating them,” Pete replied. “Their insides have been ripped out and half their faces are gone.” 
 
    “They were alive when this happened to them,” Dave added. “The blood on the walls and ceiling, that was caused by arterial blood spray. It sprays out like that when the arteries are ripped open on a living person.” 
 
    “They were being eaten alive!” Pete said. “Shit!” 
 
      
 
    Dave walked over to where the older female body was behind the couch. 
 
    “Same thing here,” Dave said. “Except she is also missing her right arm. From the look of the wound on her shoulder, her arm was ripped off. What parts of her body that weren’t eaten are covered with bite marks.” 
 
    Pete started to walk over next to Dave. 
 
    As he moved closer he asked, “Can you guestimate what kind of animal did this?” 
 
    “If I had to guess, I’m afraid my guess would be a human animal,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What?” Pete asked as he moved in closer for a better look. “What kind of psycho would do something like this. I don’t think that even Hannibal Lecter did anything like this.” 
 
      
 
    “Jim,” Dave said to Jim who was standing in the doorway staring at the sight inside the room, “see if you can find a light switch and turn a light on. Check the light switch for bloody finger prints before you touch it, we don’t want to destroy any evidence that can help us catch the son of a bitch that did this.” 
 
      
 
    Jim shined his flashlight over the walls next to the doorway until he found a light switch to the right side of the door. 
 
    “I’ve got one here but its covered in blood,” Jim said. 
 
    “Don’t touch it,” Dave replied. “Just bump it on with the front of your flashlight.” 
 
    Jim pushed his flashlight up to the switch and nudged the switch up with the corner of the lens at the front of the device. 
 
    The room lit up with a soft glow as a light fixture on the center of the ceiling sprang to life. 
 
    The three men just stood in silence as they looked around the room. 
 
    Finally, Jim spoke up. 
 
    “What’s that hanging from the light?” he asked. 
 
    Pete looked up at the object hanging down from the light above his head. 
 
    As he looked up, a drop of blood hit him on the forehead. 
 
    He wiped his forehead with his hand then looked at his hand. 
 
    “I think that belongs to one of these bodies,” Dave said. “It looks like part of an intestine.” 
 
      
 
    Pete made a face and wiped his hand on the trousers of his uniform then used his sleeve to wipe his forehead. 
 
    “How long ago do you think this happened?” Jim asked. 
 
    “Ten maybe fifteen minutes ago,” Dave replied. “The blood is still fresh, in fact I can see it still running down the walls.” 
 
      
 
    Dave began to shine his flashlight through the doorways of the rooms leading into the living room. 
 
    “Jim, you wait here and listen for any sounds and keep an eye out while Pete and I clear the other rooms,” Dave said as he started to move to the nearest doorway. 
 
    “Got it,” Jim replied as he moved to the side of the room and stood next to the wall. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Pete walked over to the dark doorway at the left side of the room and shined their lights into the next room. 
 
    “This is the kitchen,” Dave said as he studied the room then moved a few feet into the room. 
 
    He examined the wall until he found the light switch and turned on the kitchen light. 
 
    “This room looks to have been untouched,” Pete said. 
 
    “Except for the bloody foot prints going out the back door,” Dave said. 
 
    “Should we follow them?” Pete asked. 
 
    “Not yet, we need to finish searching the house,” Dave replied. “Whoever called 911 could still be alive.” 
 
      
 
    After making certain that no one was hiding in the kitchen, Dave turned and walked to one of the other doorways leading into the living room. 
 
    This doorway led into a study that contained two stuffed chairs that sat in a room lined with shelves of books that covered three of the four walls. 
 
    “No bloody tracks in here,” Dave said as he located the light switch and flipped the switch. 
 
    The pole light next to one of the chairs came on flooding the room with a soft light. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Pete moved over to the final doorway in the living room. 
 
    Dave shined his light through the doorway. 
 
    “This is a stairwell leading up to the second level,” Dave said as he shined the light up the stairs and then into the darkness upstairs. 
 
    Dave then began to search for a light switch on the wall inside the stairwell. 
 
    A moment later, the stairwell lit up. 
 
    “Look at the blood on the steps,” Pete said. “It looks like whatever happened down here might have started upstairs then moved down here.” 
 
      
 
    Dave pulled his gun again and looked at Pete. 
 
    “Stay to the side of the steps so we don’t smear the foot prints and follow me,” Dave said as he started up the steps. 
 
    They listened as they crept up the stairs. 
 
    When his head rose above the level of the floor on the second level, Dave held up his hand. 
 
    “I have two bodies in the hallway outside an open door,” Dave whispered as he began to climb the final steps to the second floor. 
 
    When Pete reached the second level, he started walking towards the bodies but was restrained by Dave. 
 
    “Let’s clear these rooms first so we aren’t ambushed while our attention is distracted,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    There were three rooms on the second floor, two bedrooms and a bathroom. 
 
    They found one mangled bloody body lying in the middle of a blood-soaked bed. 
 
    Arterial spray covered the walls in the room indicating the body had been attacked on the bed, probably as it slept. 
 
    “This body appears to have been for lack of a better word, eaten like the bodies in the living room,” Dave said. 
 
    “More human looking bite marks,” Pete added. 
 
    “I see them,” Dave replied. “Let’s clear the other rooms.” 
 
      
 
    The next two rooms were bloody, but whoever had been in these rooms must have managed to get out of the rooms and to have survived at least long enough to get down stairs. 
 
    After a quick look in the bathroom, Dave and Pete turned their attention to the bodies lying on the floor in the hallway. 
 
      
 
    One body was lying on top of the other body. 
 
    The body on the bottom was clutching a telephone in its right hand. 
 
      
 
    “This must have been the person that called 911,” Pete said. 
 
    “I can see why he wasn’t able to say more than just help me,” Dave added as he knelt down to get a closer look at the bodies. 
 
    As Dave studied the bodies he used his flashlight and began to push at the top body until it rolled off the other body and landed on its back on the floor. 
 
    Dave jumped to his feet and stared at the sight. 
 
    “Could this be the killer?” Pete asked as he stared down at the body of the man that was now lying on his back. 
 
    The front of the body was covered in blood, but what really creeped Dave and Pete out was the bloody teeth and the ragged shreds of fleshly material hanging off the teeth. 
 
    “I want to say yes,” Dave replied, “but look at this guy. He looks like he should be in a funeral home. The guy looks like he has been dead for a week. How they hell could he have done all of this in that condition? He looks like he would fall apart if you would sneeze on him.” 
 
      
 
    “Dave, I think the guy under him is still breathing,” Pete said. 
 
    Dave and Pete dropped down on the floor next to the other body. 
 
    It appeared to be a kid in his teens. 
 
    His arms were covered with bite marks. 
 
    In his right hand he clutched a telephone, in his left hand he was holding what appeared to be a blood covered pen. 
 
      
 
    Dave looked at the other emaciated body and noticed a round puncture type wound in the middle of its forehead. 
 
    “I believe the kid was trying to fight off this guy and finally stabbed him in the forehead with that pen,” Dave said. “Then they both collapsed to the floor.” 
 
      
 
    Dave slid his hand to the boy’s neck and felt for a pulse. 
 
    “He still has a heartbeat,” Dave said as he reached for the mic on his collar of his uniform. 
 
    “Medic One,” Dave said. 
 
    “This is Ted, Dave,” came the reply. 
 
    “I have a patient for you,” Dave said. “He is barely alive so you better hurry. I’ll meet you out front.” 
 
    “On my way,” Ted replied. 
 
      
 
    “Are you Ok waiting here with the kid?” Dave asked. “I’m going to go down to meet the ambulance and update Jim.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” Pete replied. “As long as the lights don’t go out.” 
 
    “It won’t be long,” Dave said then got up and went down stairs. 
 
      
 
    As Dave walked out of the stairway and into the living room, a relieved Jim looked up and asked, “What did you find upstairs?” 
 
    “More of the same except we have one kid that is still alive,” Dave replied. “Ted will be here for him in a few minutes. 
 
    “Is he going to live?” Jim asked.  
 
    “If he does, it will be a miracle,” Dave replied. “He is chewed up pretty bad. He appears to have been fighting off his attacker and stabbed him in the head with a damn pen, killing the guy.” 
 
    “Do you think that guy was the one who did all of this?” Jim asked. 
 
    “I doubt it,” Dave replied. “I believe it took more than one crazed individual to do all of this, besides we have all those bloody footprints leading through the kitchen and out into the back yard. No, I think at least most of our killers went out the back door after they did this.” 
 
      
 
    Dave heard the engine and saw the lights outside as the ambulance pulled up in front of the house. 
 
    “Keep alert Jim,” Dave said. “I’m going to bring in the paramedics. Our killers could still be near by and as crazy as the bastards are, they might decide to come back.” 
 
    “Gotcha there,” Jim replied as Dave walked out onto the porch. 
 
    Ted and two paramedics with a stretcher ran up on the porch. 
 
    “Hey Dave,” Ted said. “What happened here?” 
 
    “The hell if I know,” Dave replied. “None of this makes any sense. The best I can say is that it looks like Hannibal Lecter went on a rampage.” 
 
    “What?” Ted asked. 
 
    “You’ll see,” Dave replied. “Follow me, just watch where you step so you don’t destroy any evidence. There is blood and bodies everywhere inside. The only one still clinging to life is a kid on the second floor.” 
 
     Dave turned and started back inside. 
 
      
 
    As they walked inside, Dave could hear the paramedics begin to gag. 
 
    “Shit Dave,” Ted said. “I’ve worked my share of gory accidents out on Route 95, but this is sick. What the hell is that smell, I’ve never smelled anything this gross in my life. Are you sure this just happened tonight? It smells like these bodies have been rotting in here for at least a month.” 
 
    “Look at the walls,” Dave said. “The blood is still fresh, but ignore these poor bastards, the only one that might be able to tell us what the hell happened is upstairs. You need to get him to the hospital as fast as possible. He might be the only way we are ever going to find out what went down here tonight. I certainly can’t imagine what the hell happened.” 
 
    “I would start by finding out where the hell Hannibal Lecter was tonight,” Ted replied as Dave led them over to the stairway to the second floor. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Pete left the paramedics to do their job and went back down to the living room. 
 
    “Jim,” Dave said, “Tell Ted to call me after they drop that kid off at the hospital. Pete and I are going to see if we can follow the bloody foot prints out back and see where they lead. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
 
    Jim nodded as Dave and Pete went out to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    They shined their lights on the bloody prints that went across the back yard and into the brush out behind the house. 
 
    “It looks like there were at least three people making these tracks,” Pete said. “But what I don’t understand is why these tracks go so far out through the yard.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Dave asked as they walked out through the yard and into the wooded area behind the houses at the edge of the development.” 
 
    “I would think that as these people walked across the grass, the further they went that the blood would be cleaned off their feet in this damp grass. Their shoes should have been wiped clean by now. But instead of the trail becoming faint and harder to follow, these tracks still look like they had just walked through all the blood in the living room,” Pete replied. “Its like they are still leaving fresh prints because their feet are bleeding. If they were injured somehow back at the house, how are they still walking? If nothing else I would expect to find someone laying on the ground, bleeding to death.” 
 
    “I see what you mean,” Dave said. “I guess we can just add it to the list of everything else that doesn’t make any sense tonight.” 
 
      
 
    They had followed the trail for about a hundred yards when the tracks seemed to split up and were now going in three different directions. 
 
    “I think they are splitting up,” Pete said. 
 
    “This seems like a hell of a place for them to be splitting up,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    Just then a voice sounded from Dave’s radio. 
 
    “Dave, are you there?” Carrie’s voice asked. 
 
    “I’m here Carrie, what’s up?” Dave asked. 
 
    “I just got another call from 911 dispatch,” Carrie replied. “Well actually it was two more calls, but they were both from the same area so I sent Joe out to check them out. If we get anymore calls I don’t know what I am going to do, we are running out of men.” 
 
    “Where was the call?” Dave asked. 
 
    “I thought maybe you could go over and help out Joe if you were almost finished,” Carrie continued. 
 
    “Carrie, where was the call?” Dave asked again. 
 
    “It was at 89 Sunnyside Drive near where you are,” Carrie replied. 
 
    “What was the emergency?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Someone complaining about people going through their back yard knocking things over and pounding on the house,” Carrie replied. “Are you done yet with your call. I didn’t like sending Joe out by himself, but he was all I had left. What’s going on over there?” 
 
    “Call Joe and tell him to wait in his car in front of 89 Sunnyside Drive,” Dave said. “Tell him I’ll be over to back him up in ten minutes. Tell him to stay in the car until I get there, understand?” 
 
    “OK, Dave but what do I do if I get another call?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “Just call me,” Dave replied then added impatiently, “Dave out.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get back to the house,” Dave said. 
 
    “Do you think these tracks end up over at 89 Sunnyside Drive?” Pete asked. 
 
    “That’s my guess,” Dave replied. “Why the hell they are over there causing a disturbance is beyond me, they have to be out of their minds.” 
 
    “I think we have already determined that,” Pete said. “I think we are going to need more men.” 
 
      
 
    Dave and Pete returned to the house as the ambulance roared down Sunnyside Drive, leaving the development. 
 
    Jim was still manning his post in the living room, looking very uncomfortable. 
 
    “Ted just left,” Jim said. “He said the kid looks bad. He doesn’t think the kid is going to make it long enough to get him to the hospital. He said the kid is burning up and his blood pressure is dropping fast. I told him you wanted him to call you after they dropped the kid off at the hospital, he said he would stop over and see you as soon as he gets back.” 
 
    “I just got another call eight doors down the road from here,” Dave said. “I want you and Pete to go out to the car and keep an eye on this place until I get back. I’m going down to meet Joe and see what is going on down there.” 
 
    “Where did the bloody trail lead?” Jim asked. “Did you find anything out back.” 
 
    “We think the trail leads down to 89 Sunnyside Drive,” Pete said. 
 
    “You mean whoever was here has moved down the street?” Jim asked. “Maybe we should go with you?” 
 
    “We’re not sure that’s what going on down that way,” Dave replied. “I want you to stay here and keep an eye on this place until I get back. If I need help I’ll call you. I just need you to keep an eye on things so no one disturbs the crime scene. After I’m done with Joe, I’ll check back in with you before I go back to the base and contact the State Police to get a forensic team and some tracking dogs out here.” 
 
      
 
    “Watch your back,” Jim said. “This is one crazy ass night.” 
 
    “Yeah and if it gets any crazier we’re going to need to call the Marines,” Pete chuckled. 
 
    “That was going to be my second call after I get back to the base,” Dave said. “Call me if anything else starts happening.” 
 
    “Good Luck,” Jim said. 
 
    “Something tells me we might just need it,” Dave replied, then he walked out to his patrol car, started the engine and roared down Sunnyside Drive to meet up with Joe. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Michelle wiped the perspiration from her face as she reached for the red phone that was ringing again for the umpteenth time tonight. 
 
      
 
    “You sure picked a good night to start working here,” Betty laughed. “It must be a full moon out or something. The crazies are crawling out of the woodwork tonight. It’s been months since we’ve had this many crazy calls. I think it was Halloween two years ago that we had so many calls like this. It ended up that a bunch of crazy kids from a fraternity over at Georgia State decided to terrorize all the McDonalds out on Route 95 as some kind of practical joke on a dare from another fraternity.” 
 
      
 
    “911 Dispatch, what is your emergency?” Michelle asked as she held the phone to her ear. 
 
    “There is someone at my backdoor,” an older sounding woman whispered in a terrified voice. 
 
    “Is he trying to break into your house?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I don’t know what he is trying to do,” the woman replied. 
 
    “Did you try talking to him or to tell him to go away?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I tried, but I think he is in too much pain to understand me, all he does is groan and throw himself against my door,” the woman replied. 
 
    “Why do you think he is in pain, does it look like something happened to him?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “It sure does, I think he needs an ambulance,” the woman continued. “He is covered in blood, his clothes are all torn, it looks like he was run over by a car or something, he looks horrible.” 
 
    “I’ll send an ambulance out right away,” Michelle said. “Is your location 92 Sunnyside Drive?” 
 
    “Yes, it is,” the woman replied. “I think you better hurry, he is going out of his mind. The way he is throwing himself in to my back door, he is going to injure himself even more.” 
 
    
Ma’am, please turn on your front porch light to help the ambulance find your home, they will be there in a few minutes,” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my!” the woman said. 
 
    “Did something happen to the man at your back door?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “No, he is still at my door, but two more men just came up behind him. They both look like they were run over by a car too and one of them is in his underwear,” the woman replied. “Oh my!” 
 
    “Ma’am, will you be OK until the ambulance arrives?” Michell asked. 
 
    “Just please hurry,” she replied. “Was there a bus accident? All these poor bloody people, this is so horrible, they need help.” 
 
    “An ambulance is on the way, call me back if you see anything else,” Michelle said, then hung up the phone and quickly reached for the black phone to call Medic One. 
 
      
 
    “This is Bill,” a voice answered. 
 
    “Bill, this is Michelle at the dispatch center,” Michelle began. “I have a call at 92 Sunnyside Drive of multiple injured people. An elderly woman called and said there are three bloody people at her back door. No information on what happened to them, just that they are bloody, moaning and pounding at her back door. 
 
    The poor woman is scared to death.” 
 
    “I’m on my way,” Bill replied. “What is going on at Sunnyside Drive tonight? This is the third call for an ambulance out that way tonight from what I can see on our logs.  
 
    I just got back from my run at Martha’s Lane and found this place deserted, I was looking around trying to find someone when I saw the logs.” 
 
    “I’m not sure, Dave hasn’t gotten back to let us know what’s going on for sure,” Michelle replied. “All I can say is we have been getting a lot of crazy calls from that area tonight. Calls from people complaining about someone running around behind their houses knocking over their garbage cans, making their dogs bark, banging against the side of their houses, to this call about bloody people trying to get in through their back door. 
 
    We even had a call from someone that just said help me and then hung up.” 
 
    “We’ll, I’m heading out to Sunnyside Drive now, I’ll see what I can do, but I don’t know if I can handle three injured people in my rig, it’s just not big enough,” Bill said. “But hey, that’s my problem. Maybe I can tell you what is going on out there after I get back. Maybe we can have lunch together tonight? Do you like Chick-Fil-A or would you prefer pizza?” 
 
      
 
    Michelle looked over at Betty, who had her head down trying to stifle a laugh. 
 
    “We can talk about that later,” Michelle replied. “Right now, you better get moving before that little old lady has a heart attack.” 
 
    Michelle smiled at Betty as she hung up the phone. 
 
    “It looks like I have to deal with all the crazies tonight whether I use the red or the black phone,” Michelle laughed. “I haven’t decided yet which is worse.” 
 
      
 
    “You better give Carrie a call over at the police station,” Betty said. “She can contact Dave, since he is over in that area, he might want to look in on 92 Sunnyside Drive while he is there. Maybe all these calls are related somehow, he might want to know about this call too.” 
 
    “Maybe Carrie can tell us what is going on over at Sunnyside Drive,” Michelle replied as she reached for the phone. “After handling all these calls for that area, I’m kind of curious what’s going on over there.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi, this is Michelle over at 911 dispatch,” Michelle said when Carrie’s voice sounded over the phone. 
 
    “Don’t tell me you have had another call on Sunnyside Drive?” Carrie replied. 
 
    “Yes, but this call was for an ambulance,” Michelle said. “I just thought Dave might want to know about it since he is over there and we have had so many calls from that area tonight. Do you know what is going on over there? Why have we been getting all these weird calls tonight?” 
 
      
 
    “Dave can fill you in on all the gory details later,” Carrie sighed. “I haven’t been able to make any sense from what Dave has told me tonight, he is still trying to make sense of everything himself.  
 
    All I can say for sure is that there are at least four people dead, one person transported to the hospital and everyone in our department is still over there trying to find out what happened while they respond to all these new calls. 
 
    Dave thinks all the calls could be connected, but he doesn’t know how just yet.” 
 
    “That sounds terrible,” Michelle replied. “I was thinking it all sounded like a bunch of kids playing pranks.” 
 
    “Oh it’s gone way beyond that,” Carrie said. “If this started out as a prank, whoever is involved must be high on drugs and out of their mind. Dave told me the four people he found dead, someone had been eating them!” 
 
    “What!” Michelle shrieked. 
 
    “Dave can fill you in later,” Carrie said. “I have to go. I better tell Dave about this last call. Did they say why they needed an ambulance?” 
 
    “The lady that called said that three bloody people were banging at her back door. She thought they looked like they were in pain and needed an ambulance. Bill is headed out that way now.” 
 
    “Shit, Dave needs to know about this one,” Carrie said. “I’ll talk to you later Michelle. This is your first night, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, some first night,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “You planning on coming back tomorrow night?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “I was,” Michelle replied. 
 
    Carrie laughed, “Sounds like you’re not sure. Talk to you later, I hope.” 
 
    Then Carrie hung up. 
 
      
 
    “Did you hear what Carrie said?” Michelle asked Betty. “Four dead bodies and someone had been eating them.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m going out and make sure the doors are locked,” Betty said. “We usually don’t lock the side door so Dave, Bill and the guys can come in, but I think we should make an exception tonight.” 
 
    “Hurry back,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Hey, you’re doing fine. I’ve never seen anyone learn the job as fast as you,” Betty replied as she started out the door. 
 
    “It’s not the job I’m worried about,” Michelle answered. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Dave spotted Joe’s patrol car and pulled in behind him. 
 
    As he shut off the engine, Carrie’s voice came over the radio. 
 
    “What’s up Carrie?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Where are you?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “I just pulled in behind Joe at 89 Sunnyside Drive,” Dave replied. “I’m going to go with Joe to investigate the disturbance reported here.” 
 
    “I just got another call from 911 dispatch,” Carrie said. 
 
    “It will have to wait,” Dave replied, hesitated then asked. “What is it? Is it a higher priority situation?” 
 
    “A lady at 92 Sunnyside called for an ambulance. Bill is responding. The lady claims that there are three bloody individuals trying to get into her house. She thought they needed an ambulance.” 
 
    “I’ll take Joe and check it out,” Dave replied. “If the person reporting the disturbance at 89 Sunnyside calls back again, tell them I am only a few doors away and will be there as soon as I can. Let me know if the caller reports any changes to their situation.” 
 
    “Will do,” Carrie replied. “I just thought you would want to be informed about this last call.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Dave replied. “These people might be the ones that were at 81 Sunnyside. I sure hope so, I would like to end this now before these bastards leave the area. Let me know if anything else develops. Dave out.” 
 
      
 
    Joe got out of his patrol car and walked back to Dave’s car as Dave finished his conversation with Carrie. 
 
    As Joe walked back next to Dave’s side of the car, Dave wound down the window. 
 
    “I’ve been watching the house, but everything seems quiet,” Joe said. 
 
    “Hop in the car,” Dave said. “We have another report a few doors down. An elderly woman reporting three bloody individuals trying to get into her house.” 
 
    “Three bloody people trying to get into her house?” Joe repeated. 
 
    “That’s right.” Dave replied. 
 
    “Isn’t that a job for an ambulance?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Normally that would be right,” Dave replied, “but my concern is how did those people end up bloody.” 
 
    “Do you think they were at 81 Sunnyside where all those people were killed?” Joe asked. 
 
    “That crossed my mind,” Dave replied. “But were they victims or are they the ones that did the killing. Either way, I want to talk to them. If they aren’t the killers, maybe they can explain to me what the hell is happening around here.” 
 
      
 
    Dave looked up at Joe and saw red lights flashing and reflecting off Joe’s face. 
 
    He turned around in his seat and saw an ambulance speeding down Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    Dave quickly opened his door, jumped out of the car and ran out into the middle of the street waving his arms to stop the ambulance. 
 
      
 
    Bill brought the ambulance to a stop and wound down his window as Dave came running over to Bill’s side of the vehicle. 
 
    “Hey Dave,” Bill said. 
 
    “I understand that you are heading to 92 Sunnyside Drive,” Dave said. 
 
    “Yeah, I got a call from the 911 dispatch that some elderly lady called requesting an ambulance. She said that there were three bloody people in her back yard that looked like they needed an ambulance. I hope I can handle it, I was the only one left at the center to respond to the call.” 
 
    “I want you to follow me to 92 Sunnyside and then wait outside until Joe and I go inside to evaluate the situation,” Dave said. 
 
    “Do you think the call could be a prank?” Bill asked. 
 
    “No, I’m sure there is a problem, I just need to determine what kind of problem we are dealing with,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What’s going on over here,” Bill asked. “I understand there have been a number of calls from this area tonight. Anything serious I should know about?” 
 
    “We found five dead at 81 Sunnyside and one barely hanging on. Ted took that one to the hospital. I’ve never seen so much blood in all my years on the force,” Dave replied. 
 
    “How did they die, were they shot?” Bill asked. 
 
    “They were torn limb from limb and then we have evidence that someone or something was trying to eat them,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Holy shit!” Bill said. “Do you think the bloody people at 92 Sunnyside might be connected?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Possibly, but the question is if they are more victims or are they the perpetrators,” Dave replied. “We had bloody footprints leading out behind the house and have had a number of disturbance calls up and down the street after we discovered the bodies. I just want you to wait outside until I can determine what we are dealing with on this call.” 
 
    “OK, Dave,” Bill replied. “I’ll follow you down.” 
 
      
 
    Dave turned and walked back to his car, got inside and started the car as Joe climbed in the passenger’s seat. 
 
    “Joe, we’re going in with flashlights and your weapon drawn,” Dave said. “Just follow my lead and keep your eyes open.” 
 
    Joe unholstered his gun as Dave drove the car a few houses down the street then parked in front of the house at 92 Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    The front porch light was on. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Joe got out of the car as Bill parked the ambulance behind the patrol car and waited. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Joe walked up to the front door and just stood listening for a minute. 
 
    “I think I hear a TV,” Joe said. “Do you think we should go around behind the house?” 
 
    “After we talk to the woman that reported the call to make sure she is Ok and hear what she has to say,” Dave replied. “I want to make sure she isn’t in any danger before we go chasing ghosts in the dark.” 
 
      
 
    Joe looked at Dave with a puzzled look on his face as Dave began to knock at the door. 
 
    “Ma’am, this is the police, please open the door,” Dave said. 
 
    They both listened for a moment, then Joe said, “I think I hear someone coming towards the door.” 
 
    “Yeah, I hear it too,” Dave replied as he continued to listen to the sound inside the house. 
 
    “It doesn’t sound like she can walk very well,” Joe added. 
 
    “I understand that she is elderly,” Dave replied. “Maybe she is using a walker or something.” 
 
    “I think she just bumped into something with it,” Joe smiled when they heard something fall to the floor and break. 
 
      
 
    Joe grabbed the door knob and pulled at the door. 
 
    “She has the door locked,” Dave said. 
 
    “Do you think we should break in the door,” Joe said. “She might have fallen and needs help.” 
 
    “Not yet,” Dave replied, “I can still hear movement inside. Let’s give her another minute.” 
 
      
 
    Dave put his head to the door and listened, then he pushed his face against the window and tried to look in through the curtains hanging over the inside of the window. 
 
    He raised his hand and tapped lightly against the glass. 
 
    “Ma’am, are you alright?” Dave asked. 
 
    Suddenly the curtains pushed up against the window, then the glass exploded out across the floor below the door. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Joe, both startled, jumped back away from the door. 
 
    A dark bony arm was hanging out the window, large triangles of glass were sticking out through the flesh. 
 
    Dave stared at the arm in disbelief, there was blood running down the arm and the outside of the door. 
 
    “My God, she is going to bleed to death!” Joe shouted. 
 
    Dave took the handle of his gun and finished smashing out the glass in the lower corner of the door, shoved his hand in through the broken window searching for the lock. 
 
    A second later, Dave pulled his hand back through the window, grabbed the door knob, turned and pushed the door open carefully so as not to injure the old woman. 
 
    Dave reached for the old woman’s arm to lift it off the jagged glass that was sticking up all along the frame as he pushed the door inwards. 
 
    He was surprised at how cold the small bony arm felt in his hand. 
 
    Suddenly, the arm jerked back in through the window, Dave lost his gripe due to the amount of blood covering his hands from the seeping wounds on her arm. 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, this is the police, we are here to help you,” Dave said. “Don’t be afraid, we are here to help you, you don’t need to be afraid, we won’t hurt you. We just want to help you.” 
 
    The response to Dave’s comments was a long moaning reply. 
 
      
 
    “Signal Bill to get over here,” Dave shouted to Joe as he continued to push the door open further. “She is going to need attention right away.” 
 
      
 
    “Bill!” Joe turned and shouted, then started waving his arms to get Bill’s attention. 
 
      
 
    The door pushed back against Dave’s hands violently, then Dave heard the sound of something banging against the inside of the door. 
 
    Dave decided, if he was going to help the old woman, he needed to see what was right inside the door before trying to use any more force, so he didn’t injure her further. 
 
    If she was lying on the floor, he didn’t want to push the door into her unless he had no other options. 
 
    He reached up and grabbed the curtains that were now hanging out through the broken window and yanked the curtains off the curtain rod, through the window and tossed them to the floor. 
 
    When Dave turned to look inside the house, a face greeted him that sent chills through his body. 
 
    A mangled bloody face with a large gaping wound that ran from the forehead, down through the right eye, over the cheek and across the man’s chin, was staring at Dave through his one clouded over eye. 
 
    His cheek hung open revealing bloody teeth in the right side of the man’s mouth. 
 
    His hair was matted to his head with large spots of dried blood that must have come from the cuts and scrapes that covered the man’s head and face. 
 
    The man stumbled towards the door and thrust his two long skinny arms through the broken window frame and tried to grab Dave. 
 
    Dave stared in disbelief as the man opened his mouth, revealing a set of bloody teeth and then let out a loud groan. 
 
    It was then that Dave noticed the horrific smell coming from inside the house, the same smell he had noticed earlier tonight. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell!” Bill said as he approached the porch pulling a stretcher behind him. 
 
    He let the stretcher fall to the ground as he just stood and stared at the man. 
 
      
 
    Joe turned, shocked by what he was now seeing. 
 
    Slowly he let his eyes wander past the man as motion inside the house caught his attention. 
 
    “Dave!” Joe shouted. 
 
    It took Dave a few seconds to pull his eyes away from the man and looked over at Joe. 
 
    “Inside the house,” Joe chocked out the words. “Look!” 
 
      
 
    Dave turned back, after lingering on the mangled man that was fighting to get through the door, Dave looked past the man and into the house. 
 
    Back inside the house, through the living room, was the doorway to the kitchen. 
 
    In the kitchen on the floor was the little old woman, with two more bloody mangled bodies on top of her. 
 
    The two bloody figures were tearing at the woman, pulling and biting huge chunks of flesh from her body. 
 
    The floor around them was covered with large pools of blood. 
 
    Arterial spray covered the table, cabinets and sink with long streaks of blood. 
 
    The old woman just laid on her back with her lifeless eyes staring at the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    “My God, Dave we have to get in there and help her!” Joe said. 
 
    “There isn’t anything left to save,” Bill replied. “She’s gone.” 
 
    “What do we do?” Joe asked. “Are we going to take these people to the hospital, do we take them to lock up or do we just shoot them? Dave, this is unbelievable.” 
 
    “I’ve taken people in better condition than these three to the morgue,” Bill said as he covered his mouth with the sleeve of his uniform. “What the hell happened to them. They look and smell like they have been dead for a month.” 
 
    “This is a damn horror show,” Bill added. 
 
      
 
    “Hey buddy, can you hear me?” Dave asked. 
 
    The mangled body didn’t react other than to increase his efforts to come out through the door. 
 
    “I don’t think he can understand,” Joe said. 
 
    “I don’t understand how that poor bastard is even still moving,” Bill said. “Do you believe in Zombies?” 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” Dave asked. 
 
    “That guy can’t still be alive,” Bill replied. “Not with all those wounds. I’ve seen enough dead people to recognize one when I see one. If this guy isn’t dead he should be.” 
 
    “Stop talking crazy,” Dave said. “We have to get these people to the hospital and get a doctor to tell us what the hell is going on with them.” 
 
    “Now you’re the one talking crazy,” Bill said. 
 
    “I don’t know what the hell else to do,” Dave replied. “Something did this to these people, until we know what it is, I don’t how the hell else to deal with this.” 
 
    “They are like wild animals,” Joe said. “How the hell do we take them in, they are out of their minds and all they seem to want to do is attack everyone?” 
 
      
 
    Just then the man trying to get through the door, crawled through the broken window and fell to the floor in front of the three men. 
 
    The mangled bloody figure slowly staggered to its feet and started towards Joe. 
 
    “I’m going to shoot the bastard if he tries to attack me,” Joe shrieked. “Look what they did to that poor old lady.” 
 
      
 
    “Let’s grab him, Joe,” Dave said. “We can immobilize him and take him to the hospital to have him analyzed.” 
 
    “I don’t want to touch him,” Joe protested. 
 
    “Damn it Joe, if we don’t do it, no one else will,” Dave growled. “It’s the only way we are going to find out what the hell is going on around here. Come on, I’ll help you, I’m already covered with blood.” 
 
    “If you say so,” Joe replied as he circled around the right side of the man. “You’re the boss.” 
 
      
 
    Joe reached out to grab the man’s bloody right arm, but faster than they thought possible, the man grabbed Joe’s arm and sunk its teeth deep into his forearm. 
 
    Joe cried out in pain, pulled his taser from its holder and jammed it into the man’s head. 
 
    The man let go of Joe’s arm, but other than that, the taser didn’t seem to have any affect. 
 
    The man once again started for Joe. 
 
    Dave stepped up behind the man and hit him over the head with the butt of his gun. 
 
    The man crumbled to the floor of the porch. 
 
    “I didn’t want to have to do that,” Dave said. 
 
    “I’m glad you did,” Joe said looking at his bleeding arm. “This hurts like hell. The son of a bitch wanted to bite me again.” 
 
    “Joe, tie his hands and feet together so he doesn’t come to and bite one of us again,” Dave said. 
 
    “Then what?” Joe asked. 
 
    “Bill, put him in the ambulance and take him and Joe to the hospital,” Dave said. “Joe you need to have that wound looked at. Bill, have a doctor look at this guy. Wait there until he is done then have him give me a call and tell me what the hell is wrong with this guy.” 
 
    “What about those other two?” Joe asked. 
 
    Dave pulled his club from his belt. 
 
    “I’m going to immobilize those two, tie them up and leave them here until we have enough men to deal with them. In their shape, I’ll probably end up killing them, but at this point I don’t give a shit any longer,” Dave said. “For all I know they killed all those people down at 81 Sunnyside and now they’ve killed this old woman. We have to put an end to this somehow.” 
 
      
 
    Dave opened the door and started walking to where the two other bloody bodies were still tearing at the body of the dead woman.  
 
    He clubbed them both over the head, used his handcuffs to secure their hands and feet together, then wiped the blood off his hands on a kitchen towel before going back out to the porch. 
 
      
 
    Bill had wrapped and loaded the motionless man’s 
 
    old looking broken body into the back of the ambulance. 
 
    Joe was just getting into the front passenger’s seat of the ambulance when Dave came out. 
 
      
 
    “Call me after you get to the hospital,” Dave said. “I should be back at the office by then. “I’m going to stop and check on Pete and Jim, then I’m going back to the office and call the State Police. We need help.” 
 
    “Be Careful, Dave,” Joe said. “There may be more of those sick bastards running around out here.” 
 
    “Go get that arm looked at,” Dave replied. “I hear that a human bite can be more infectious than a dog bite.” 
 
    “Well, I know one thing for sure,” Joe said. “It sure hurts a hell of a lot more than a dog bite.” 
 
    “You should know,” Dave smiled. 
 
    Joe had tried to get into the K-9 program with the State Police but was let go because he had a problem with the dogs, the dogs didn’t like him. After he was bitten for the third time, he was released from the program. 
 
      
 
    Dave thumped his hand against the side of the ambulance and Bill started to drive down the street towards the exit of the development. 
 
      
 
    Dave walked back to his patrol car where he stood and looked back at the house where the little old lady and her two grotesque killers laid on the kitchen floor. 
 
    His hands began to tremble and he felt the contents of his stomach begin to rise up in his throat. 
 
    Dave leaned forward and threw up on the street. 
 
    After the dry heaves stopped, Dave straightened up and wiped at his mouth with his sleeve. 
 
    As he took a deep breath to clear his head, he started to feel nauseous as the smell that now permeated the night air almost overwhelmed him. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is going on around here,” Dave thought as he got into his car. 
 
    He started the engine, turned the car around and drove back to where Pete and Jim were to be sitting in their car, keeping watch on 81 Sunnyside Drive. 
 
      
 
    As Dave’s headlights began to reflect off Jim’s car, Dave slowed down and guided his cruiser with the intent of parking his car nose to nose with the other car before he got out to talk with Jim and Pete to see if they had seen anything since he had left. 
 
    As Dave moved closer to the car, he began to notice a reddish reflection coming from the other car’s windshield. 
 
    Dave’s heart began to beat faster as he pulled up to Jim’s car and saw that it appeared that the windshield on Jim’s car was completely covered on the inside with something red. 
 
    Dave grabbed his flashlight, pulled his gun and got out of his car and walked cautiously towards Jim’s car. 
 
      
 
    The night air, thick with the sickening sweet foul odor made Dave’s throat tighten. 
 
    He shined his light on Jim’s car and tried to identify why the windshield was glowing bright red. 
 
    Reluctantly, Dave thought he knew the reason. 
 
    As he walked closer to side of the car, the reflection coming from the side windows stopped. 
 
    As Dave got closer, he realized the reflection stopped because the windows of the car had been broken out. 
 
    When Dave shined his light in through the broken side windows, he saw two bodies slumped over in the front seat. 
 
    Dave reached in and touched the driver’s shoulder. 
 
    He felt a warm sticky substance soaking the driver’s uniform, then the body fell backwards against the seat. 
 
    He gasped as he recognized that it was Jim’s body, or more exactly what was left of Jim’s body. 
 
    Jim’s arms were shredded and bloody. Half of his face was gone, replaced by a sickening ugly gaping hole filled with blood and ragged torn flesh. 
 
    A quick inspection of the other body proved to be the remains of Pete. 
 
    The interior of the car was covered with blood. 
 
    The sickening smell coming from inside the car was much stronger than the smell that filled the air around him. 
 
    One final look revealed that both men had their revolvers still tightly clutched in their hands. 
 
    Dave wasn’t sure if they had fired the guns or not. 
 
      
 
    Dave stood and turned angrily as he began to shine his flashlight in the yards around the car. 
 
    He stopped when he caught movement coming from inside the house at 81 Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    With his gun in hand, Dave walked towards the house unable to believe that the killers could actually be back in the house. 
 
    Dave didn’t bother to pull his club from his belt, if the killers were in the house, he had other plans for the bastards. 
 
      
 
    When Dave approached the house, he could hear groaning coming from inside. 
 
    He slipped up to the door, raised his gun and stepped into the doorway. 
 
    As Dave stepped into the doorway, three figures turned and looked in his direction. 
 
    Each of the figures were covered in fresh blood. 
 
    One of the figures opened his mouth and began to moan loudly when it saw Dave. 
 
    Dave was overcome with rage when he saw a shred of blue material, probably from Jim’s uniform, hanging from the blood covered teeth of the first body. 
 
    When the three figures began to stagger towards Dave, he aimed his pistol and pulled the trigger. 
 
    Bits of flesh and blood splattered over the wall behind the body he had just shot, it staggered backwards for a second, then started for Dave again. 
 
    Dave unloaded his gun into the grotesque figure, but he was stunned to see that the guy was still coming towards him. 
 
    Dave reloaded and emptied his gun again, putting three bullets into each of the approaching bodies. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell?” Dave asked himself. “Why won’t those bastards go down.” 
 
    Dave put another clip in his gun and began firing again, but the bodies continued to get closer. 
 
      
 
    Dave turned and ran back to his car. 
 
    He got in the car, started the engine and roared down the street. 
 
    “I don’t know what the hell is going on,” Dave thought, “but I can’t handle this by myself. I have to get help.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Michelle hung up the red phone, took a deep breath and sighed in frustration as she reached for the black phone. 
 
    She dialed in the number for the police station and waited until Carrie picked up the phone. 
 
      
 
    “Carrie, this is Michelle,” Michelle started to say. 
 
    “If you have another emergency, you may as well just start making a list. I can’t handle any more calls,” Carrie replied sounding frustrated. “Dave hasn’t come back, I don’t have any more people to send out. I’ve been trying to reach the guys, but no one is answering. Where is this emergency? Is this another call from Sunnyside Drive?” 
 
    “No, this call was from the Best Western over on Hospitality Avenue,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Well at least this call is close enough to walk to,” Carrie replied. “What’s their problem, is someone over there overturning their trash cans?” 
 
    “No, they are reporting someone outside banging against the windows, scaring their guests,” Michelle replied. 
 
      
 
    Carrie sighed loudly. 
 
    “Look, as soon as I can get someone on the radio, I will let them know, but I have six other calls pending that I haven’t been able to have check out yet,” Carrie said. “I don’t know what the hell is going on tonight. I’ve never had this many calls before in one night. You’re not making up all these calls are you?” 
 
    “I would never do that,” Michelle protested. 
 
    “I know you wouldn’t, I’m just frustrated. I don’t know where all our people are,” Carrie said. “Calls are coming in from all over town, it’s a damn epidemic. I have always been able to get Dave and the guys on the radio, but tonight it feels like the radio isn’t working. No one is calling back in tonight. I’m starting to worry about them.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry I’m calling you so often,” Michelle said. 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” Carrie replied softening the tone in her voice. “It’s the job, it’s what you are supposed to do. I didn’t mean to take out my frustration on you.” 
 
      
 
    “I was wondering if I could ask you a favor?” Michelle asked sheepishly. 
 
    “I don’t know what I can do with everything piling up like it is tonight, but what is it?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “Well, Betty went to lock the doors about an hour ago and she hasn’t come back,” Michelle said. “I’m worried that something has happened to her. I can’t leave my station to go look for her, especially with all the calls coming in. I was wondering if when you talk to Dave, you might ask him to drive by here and see if he sees her. Maybe she locked herself out and is walking around in the parking lot or something.” 
 
    “When I talk to him, if I talk to him, I’ll tell him,” Carrie replied. “If she locked herself out, I’m sure she’ll come over to the police station. If she does I’ll let you know. But knowing Betty, she probably just went out to have a smoke. Maybe she ran out of cigarettes and went down to the corner to buy another pack. She should be back before too long. I wouldn’t worry too much.” 
 
    “OK, Thanks, Michelle said.  
 
    “Keep the calls coming,” Carrie laughed, “but just inform the callers that it could be a while before we will be able to send help. That is unless it’s a medical emergency. In that case send an ambulance right away.” 
 
    “Is there a back up ambulance service I can call?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Don’t tell me that no one is answering over at Medic One?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “I talked to Bill about thirty minutes ago, but there doesn’t seem to be anyone there now,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Shit,” Carrie said under her breath. “You might want to try calling St Mary’s Ambulance Service up at Saint Mary’s until you hear from Dave.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Keep your chin up kid,” Carrie said. “You’re doing a great job. If you can get through tonight, the rest of the week will be a breeze.” 
 
    “I hope so,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Hey, I don’t see how it could possibly get any worse,” Carrie said encouragingly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Dave picked up the mic as he sped out of the development. 
 
    “Carrie, are you there?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Where have you been?” Carrie replied. “I have a list of calls as long as my arm and no one to send out to investigate.” 
 
    “I’ll look them over when I get back, but I’m afraid unless they are something serious, they will have to wait or refer them to the State Police,” Dave replied. “We have bigger problems to deal with.” 
 
    “I know about the four or five dead bodies over at 81 Sunnyside Drive,” Carrie said. “Has something else happened?” 
 
    “Pete and Jim are dead,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Oh my God, what happened?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “I didn’t see it happen but I’m starting to form a theory about what is going on,” Dave replied. “I don’t know what caused it, but something is affecting the residents out this way, driving them crazy or something and they are going on a bloody rampage. They are killing anyone they come into contact with. I left Pete and Jim at 81 Sunnyside Drive to keep an eye on the place while I went down the street to respond to that other call. When I came back, someone had broken into their car and killed them.” 
 
    “How were they killed?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “Like the people inside the house at 81 Sunnyside Drive,” Dave replied. “I saw movement inside the house, so I went inside to confront the intruders. I assumed they were the ones that killed Pete and Jim. When I went in, they started coming at me, so I shot them.” 
 
    “Good, I hoped they died a slow and painful death, the bastards,” Carrie replied. 
 
    “But that’s the problem,” Dave said. “They didn’t die. All getting shot did was slow them down temporarily and they kept coming. Carrie, we need to get the State Police down here, this is too much for me to handle.” 
 
    “It sounds like drugs,” Carrie replied. “Some of those druggies get so high they don’t feel a thing. I’ve heard of people so high on drugs that they were walking on a broken leg and didn’t even realize it.” 
 
    “It’s something far more disturbing than drugs,” Dave said. “I just can’t explain it. I’ll tell you more when I get back. It’s fucking unbelievable. Call the State Police and ask them to send as many men as they can spare and ask them to meet me at the station as soon as they can. Tell them we have a killing spree in progress, we have lost two of our own and we need help fast.” 
 
    “OK, I’ll call the right away,” Carrie replied. 
 
    “After you call the State Police, call over to the hospital and see if you can get an update on Joe’s condition,” Dave added. 
 
    What happened to Joe?” Carrie asked. 
 
    “We tried to immobilize one of the crazies at 92 Sunnyside and Joe was bitten on the arm,” Dave replied. “I had Bill take Joe in for treatment along with one of the crazed men we encountered so he could be analyzed.” 
 
    “God, this night is turning into a nightmare,” Carrie said. 
 
    “The term nightmare doesn’t do what I’ve seen justice,” Dave replied. “Just get started on the calls and I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Dave, I don’t know if you want to take the time, not with everything that has happened,” Carrie said. “But if you could take a minute, when you come back, the new girl over at the 911 Dispatch is worried that something has happened to Betty.” 
 
    “What does she think happened to Betty?” Dave asked. 
 
    “She said Betty went to check and lock the doors an hour ago and hasn’t come back. She is worried that something might have happened. If you can take a minute, maybe just stop in for a second. It’s her first night on the job.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I feel like when I get back,” Dave replied. “Anything else I need to know about?” 
 
    “Nothing that can’t wait,” Carrie replied. “I’ll make the calls and see what I can find out for you and have a report for you when you get back.” 
 
    “Thanks, Dave out,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    Dave sped down Route 40 as he ran down his mental checklist of what he needed to do. 
 
    As he glanced towards the dark horizon off the left side of the car, the direction of the naval base, he added another item to his list of things to do. 
 
    He wanted to call the Naval Submarine Base to see what information he could find on Tom Jeffries, the man that lived at 81 Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    The fact that Jeffries’ last known employer was the U.S. Navy nagged at the back of Dave’s mind. 
 
    The military was always working on secret projects to improve our military’s ability to defend the country. 
 
    Maybe it was just all the old science fictions movies he had watched as a kid, movies where military or science experiments always went horribly wrong and resulted in monsters or mutated creatures that attack the world. 
 
    But he felt it would be prudent to check out Mr. Jeffries background and see if he had been involved in anything that could help explain what was going on in Kingsland tonight. 
 
    Since he couldn’t think of anything that would have caused to happen what he had seen tonight, all he could think was that he needed to explore every possibility, no matter how absurd it sounded. 
 
    “An impossible explanation could be the only answer to the impossible things he had seen tonight. 
 
      
 
    Dave finally saw the station up ahead as he rounded the bend that led in to the main business district in Kingsland. 
 
    He glanced at the Public Safety Building across the street from the station. 
 
    He had a lot on his mind, a lot more important things to deal with like a killing spree, cannibalism and the loss of his men to worry about where Betty was off to.  
 
    Betty had a habit of sneaking out for a smoke and that was probably where she was tonight. 
 
    But he could imagine how the new girl, her first night on the job, might be freaking out with what was happening tonight. 
 
    He guessed it would only take a minute at the most to stop in and give the poor girl a kind word and some encouragement. 
 
    Dave knew he was starting to freak out himself and he had been on the job for six years, he could imagine what was going through this girl’s mind about now. 
 
    The Dispatch Center had a hard time keeping anyone for the night shift, the center had been going through two girls a month for over the last six months. 
 
    He had talked to her briefly earlier tonight, she seemed like a nice girl, he guessed he could afford a minute to put her mind at ease. 
 
    He couldn’t undo what had happened tonight and he had a feeling that a lot more was going to happen tonight that he wasn’t going to be able to do anything about before he would be able to get things under control. 
 
    Maybe a short break would help him clear his mind and maybe lead him to stumble on to something that would finally make sense. 
 
      
 
    Dave swung the patrol car to the right and drove down the alley that led to the parking lot behind the Public Safety Building. 
 
    He kept glancing at his watch, but he knew that the time had little to do with what he had witnessed tonight. 
 
    In fact it felt like time was standing still, like he was trapped in some nightmare and no matter what he did he couldn’t wake up. 
 
    It all seemed like the horror version of Groundhog Day. 
 
      
 
    Dave pulled his cruiser into the parking lot, found a parking spot under the one dim light that was barely able to cast a soft glow over the parking lot. 
 
    There had been four street lights around the parking lot a few months ago, three had burned out and by the looks of the fourth street light, it would only last for a few days longer before it would be out too and leave the parking lot totally in the dark. 
 
    Dave had filed two separate reports requesting that the Public Works Department replace the light bulbs, but like everything else in the county, nothing had been done. 
 
    Budget problems was the usual excuse he was given, it apparently was the same everywhere. 
 
    His to do list was already too large to handle tonight to add another item, tonight’s burned out lights were the least of his problems. 
 
      
 
    Dave got out of his car and for a moment, he just stood and studied the parking lot. 
 
    He studied the parked cars until he found the dark blue Jeep Cherokee he had been searching for. 
 
    “Betty’s car is still here,” Dave thought. “Hopefully that means that if she did go out for cigarettes that she was now back.” 
 
      
 
    Dave turned and started to walk through the parking lot to go inside and see if Betty was back and to have a short visit with the new Girl. 
 
    “Hopefully she didn’t quit and go home already,” Dave thought. “I couldn’t blame her if she did.” 
 
    As his attention turned towards the building, it struck Dave the area around the Public Safety Building smelled just like what he had experienced over on Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    He had been subjected to that odor all night and due to the fact he had been smelling it all night long he had almost overlooked that same smell here. 
 
    “Shit,” Dave said to himself, “Don’t tell me that what was going on over on Sunnyside Drive is spreading this way. What the hell is happening?” 
 
      
 
    Dave looked over at the building as he started walking again and noticed that the door to the building was hanging open. 
 
    “Of all nights to leave the door hanging open,” Dave thought as a chill ran through him. “This is not the night.” 
 
      
 
    Dave quickened his pace, fearing that the open door was a bad sign and he began to worry about what he would find inside the building. 
 
    Entering buildings tonight had not turned out to be a pleasant experience. 
 
    As he got nearer to the building he stopped and listened when he thought he heard a strange sound. 
 
    He wasn’t sure, but he thought he heard what sounded like a starving animal devouring the first meal it had in days. 
 
    That mental image made him think of the poor little old lady, and then about Pete and Jim and all the people at 81 Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    This new thought made him freeze where he stood. 
 
    He slowly undid his holster and removed his gun. 
 
    He then pulled his flashlight from his belt, turned it on and began to slowly scan the parking lot around him. 
 
      
 
    Dave heard the sound again, this time he thought it was coming from over near the building. 
 
    He quickly shined the flashlight in the direction of the sound. 
 
    There didn’t appear to be anything in the parking lot, but as the beam of his light began to shine on the grass between the parking lot and the building, it landed on what looked to be a pile of bodies. 
 
    The image of the two bloody figures on top of the old woman again flashed through his mind. 
 
    A vile taste rose up in Dave’s throat as he moved towards the bodies. 
 
      
 
    It only took a few steps before Dave was able to confirm his worst fears. 
 
    There were at least four of the crazed bloody figures attacking someone or something. 
 
    Dave briefly debated the merits of just running to the open door as opposed to confronting the individuals. 
 
    It was a fast decision, he would have to deal with this sooner or later, better now while he could do it on his terms. 
 
    “Hey!” Dave yelled attempting to get their attention. 
 
    Three of the four bloody figures turned their heads to look in Dave’s direction. 
 
    The eerie milky white eyes glowed as they reflected the light from Dave’s flashlight back in his direction. 
 
    Dave could feel a knot tighten in his stomach. 
 
      
 
    The three figures struggled to get to their feet. 
 
    As they moved away from the person they had been attacking, Dave recognized Betty’s body, her mangled, shredded bloody body on the ground. 
 
    The four crazed animals had done a devastating job on Betty. 
 
    Her insides had been ripped out and were scattered on the ground around the body, there was barely enough of her face left for Dave to recognize that it was her. 
 
      
 
    Dave stood frozen in place as he stared at the horrific sight, until the three figures made it to their feet and started moving his way. 
 
    He raised his gun and began firing until the chamber in his gun started to click. 
 
    However, like before, the three figures continued to move in his direction. 
 
    Dave put his gun back in its holster. 
 
    He pulled his Billy Club from his belt. 
 
    The club was the only thing that he had seen used that seemed to have any affect on these crazed animals. 
 
    He had no idea why it worked when a gun seemed worthless. 
 
    He had seen chunks of flesh and bones blown from their bodies when he shot at the group at 81 Sunnyside Drive, with little to no effect. 
 
    However, hitting the ones at 92 Sunnyside Drive over the head with his club had stopped them in their tracks. 
 
    Dave didn’t have the time to think this mystery through, all he knew was it had worked and at the moment he needed a way to immobilize these bastards. 
 
      
 
    Dave moved towards the awkward bodies, then darted quickly to the left and brought his club down on top of the first one’s head. 
 
    The body dropped to the ground. 
 
    He didn’t have the time to think about why it had worked as he darted to the right and hit the second one over the head. 
 
    The third one was easier as it tripped over the body of the first animal he had clubbed. 
 
    Dave walked over and quickly disposed of the third figure. 
 
      
 
    Dave glanced over at Betty’s body where the fourth animal was too consumed with finishing the job it had started on Betty to pay any attention to Dave. 
 
    Dave crept up behind it and brought his club down on top of its head and watched as it collapsed on top of Betty. 
 
      
 
    Dave turned from the sickening sight in front of him and walked towards the door. 
 
    He expected that he would probably throw up before he reached the door, but instead of feeling sick, Dave felt angry and confused. 
 
      
 
    Dave reached the door and reluctantly looked inside. 
 
    He expected to see another group of crazed animals inside the building, tearing apart the new girl. 
 
    The poor girls first night on the job, this wasn’t the introduction he wanted, but whether he wanted it or not, this was the way it was going to be. 
 
      
 
    As Dave looked around the side of the open doorway, he saw one bloody body staggering down the hallway illuminated by the soft light coming from down at the other end of the hallway. 
 
    Dave shined his flashlight into the hallway and traced the bloody foot prints. 
 
    The crazed animal, the only term that Dave could think of to describe these people, had been working its way slowly down the hallway. 
 
    Dave shined his light on the sides of the hallway and could see where the crazed animal had bloodied the doors and windows to the offices in the building. 
 
    All Dave could think was that it was looking through the windows searching for its next victim. 
 
    It was just a thought based on what he was seeing, but overall, Dave had no idea what the hell was running through these animal’s minds or if there was anything in their damn heads at all. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Dave was surprised when he heard the sound of a phone ringing down at the end of the hall. 
 
    The ringing stopped and was followed by the sound of a muffled female voice. 
 
    A small sense of relief went through Dave’s body, apparently the new girl was still alive. 
 
      
 
    Dave also noticed that he wasn’t the only one to have heard the ringing phone and the muffled voice. 
 
    The bloody animal stopped, cocked its head then slowly turned to face the other end of the hall. 
 
    After a few seconds, the mangled body began to move and started staggering down the hallway away from Dave. 
 
    “That son of a bitch is heading for the Dispatch Center,” Dave thought. 
 
      
 
    Dave stepped inside the hallway, pulled the door shut and locked it behind him. 
 
    Then quietly he began to walk down the hall, holding his club out in front of him as he kept his eyes on the staggering movement in front of him. 
 
    He picked up his pace to be sure he reached the door to the center first. 
 
    He didn’t try to keep his steps quiet any longer as he narrowed the gap, his total concentration was on connecting his club to its target. 
 
      
 
    As Dave reached his target, he brought his club down on top of the bloody hairless skull. 
 
    A loud crunching sound echoed down the hallway. 
 
    The body crumbled to the floor where the skull split open and a black thick liquid began to pool up on the floor next to the head. 
 
    Dave studied the body, its dead dark skin and that sickening sweet smell now magnified by the fresh blood oozing out of the body. 
 
    Dave was confused as hell about everything he had seen tonight, but there was just something about that smell he felt was familiar and that he should recognize. 
 
      
 
    Dave sighed then turned away from the gruesome sight and walked over to the door of the 911 center. 
 
    He looked through the window and saw the back of the new girl sitting at the desk with the black phone to her ear. 
 
    When she hung up the phone, Dave knocked on the door. 
 
    “Come in,” Michelle said, relief clearly sounding in her voice. 
 
      
 
    Michelle turned as Dave stepped into the office. 
 
    Michelle’s eyes grew large and she screamed, jumped out of her chair and ran behind her desk. 
 
    “What do you want?” Michelle asked, fear clearly showing in her eyes as she trembled and stared at Dave. 
 
      
 
    Michelle saw a man in uniform that was splattered with blood. 
 
    Blood splatter also covered the man’s face and he was holding a bloody club. 
 
    Blood dripped to the floor from the end of the club and splattered on the floor at the man’s feet. 
 
    Michelle was terrified. 
 
      
 
    “I’m Dave,” Dave replied then he looked down at his uniform and understood what the new girl must be thinking. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid, Michelle,” Dave said. “I know I must be a sight, but I’m not going to hurt you.” 
 
    “Dave who?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Dave, from the police department,” Dave replied. “I just stopped over to check on you.” 
 
    This made Michelle calm down a little. 
 
    “What happened to you?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s been a difficult night,” Dave replied. “A lot is happening out there tonight. You may have realized that by the number of calls you have had.” 
 
    “But you are covered in blood,” Michelle said. “Are you hurt?” 
 
    “No, fortunately none of the blood is mine,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Whose blood is it?” Michelle asked, still trembling and staring at Dave. 
 
    “It’s a long story,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I’m listening,” Michelle said, still reluctant to come out, making sure to keep the desk between her and Dave.” 
 
    “There are some really strange things going on out there,” Dave added. “A lot of people have died and I still don’t understand why. I just stopped over on my way back to the station to make sure you are OK. Carrie also asked me to stop by and see if I could help find out where Betty was.” 
 
    “Did you find her?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Dave replied softly then added, “she was killed, her body is out behind the building.” 
 
    “What?” Michelle asked. “Who killed her?” 
 
    “Like I said, there are a lot of strange things happening tonight,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I sort of guessed that by the calls,” Michelle said. “What happened to her. She just went out to make sure the doors were all locked.” 
 
    “There is something turning people into crazed animals,” Dave replied. “I don’t know what it is or how it happens, but there are people out side everywhere, they are out of their mind crazy and they are killing everyone they run into. I’ve lost two of my men and I’ve seen at least another dozen people dead. I’ve had to fight my way out of a few tight situations, that’s why I have so much blood on me.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle slowly walked around the desk and sat down in her chair. 
 
    “In fact when I came here, the door was hanging open,” Dave continued. “I had to kill one of those crazed animals right outside your door.” 
 
    “They are in the building?” Michelle shrieked. 
 
    “I only saw one inside the building,” Dave replied. “I had to kill four others to get inside the building. All the doors in the building are closed, so I don’t think there are any more of them in the building.” 
 
    Michelle looked up at Dave with fear again showing in her eyes. 
 
    “I have to go home,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Not now,” Dave replied which made Michelle’s eyes grow even wider. “It’s not safe out there. In the morning, when your shift is over, I will personally see that you get home safely.” 
 
    “But my parents,” Michelle started to say. 
 
    “Call your parents and tell them to stay inside, don’t open the door for anyone and don’t go outside for any reason. If they do that they should be safe.” 
 
    “But it’s four o’clock in the morning,” Michelle replied. “I can’t call them at this time of the morning, they will think I’m crazy.” 
 
      
 
    Dave thought for a second, then said, “Michelle, come out in the hall for a second. I want to show you something that will impress on you what we are dealing with tonight.” 
 
    “I don’t want to go out in the hall,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I hope it isn’t because you are afraid of me,” Dave said. “I’m here to help and protect you. If I was someone else and wanted to harm you, I seriously doubt that there would be anything you could do to stop me.” 
 
    Michelle looked at Dave, “I guess you are right about that. You are a lot bigger than me and you have a gun and that bloody club.” 
 
    Dave smiled and put the club back into its holder. 
 
    “Come on, I’ll go first, but you need to see this so you understand,” Dave said, then he turned around and went out in the hallway. 
 
      
 
    Michelle stood and slowly walked over and peeked around the open doorway. 
 
    She was tempted to slam the door shut and lock it but figured that Dave wouldn’t have much problem breaking down the door to get back in if he wanted to, besides Betty said Dave was the guy that she should get to know and be nice to. 
 
    Michelle slowly stepped out into the hall. 
 
    She let out a loud gasp when she saw the body on the floor only a few feet from her feet. 
 
    The guy looked like he had been hit by a car and then had been dragged behind the car for a mile. 
 
    His body was covered with cuts and seeping wounds, his milky white eyes were open and stared into space blankly. 
 
    Most of the guy’s hair was gone, it looked like he had been scalped. 
 
    When Michelle saw the man’s bloody teeth she staggered against the door frame to keep from falling. 
 
    “What happened to him?” Michelle asked, “beside you killing him?” 
 
    “He looked exactly like this when I found him in the hallway. He looks like all the others that I’ve encountered out there tonight. I don’t know how or why, all I know there seems to be more and more of them outside roaming around killing people.” 
 
    “He looked like this before?” Michelle asked. “He looks and smells like he has been dead for days.” 
 
    “That’s what Bill said,” Dave replied. “He even suggested that they are zombies.” 
 
    Michelle just stared at the body, “Zombies?” 
 
      
 
    “Why don’t you call your parents and tell them what I said you should tell them,” Dave said. “Tell them I will make sure you get home safe in the morning.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle replied.  
 
      
 
    Michelle turned and went back inside the office, dropped down in her chair and dialed her parent’s number. 
 
    Dave listened as Michelle talked. 
 
    He could tell from the tone of the conversation that her mother thought she was crazy, but he also thought the Michelle sounded convincing. 
 
    He hoped that the call would at least keep them indoors until morning. 
 
      
 
    When Michell hung up the phone, Dave asked, “Michelle, would you please call Carrie and tell her that I’m here. I would do it myself, but I don’t want to get your phone bloody.” 
 
    Michelle nodded and dialed the number for the police department. 
 
    She sat and listened. 
 
    After a minute, Michelle turned and looked back at Dave and said, “No one is answering.” 
 
    “That’s strange,” Dave said. “I just talked to her no more than ten minutes ago.” 
 
      
 
    Dave walked over to the one small window in the room and looked across the street at the police station. 
 
    When he turned to come into the Public Safety Building a short time ago the streets had been deserted, now the streets were full of staggering bodies. 
 
    “No,” Dave moaned when he saw the ugly bodies staggering in and out of the police station. 
 
    Dave turned from the window and stared at the floor. 
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong,” Michelle asked as she got up from her chair and walked over next to Dave and looked out the window. 
 
    It took her a few moments of staring out the window before she saw that the figures were awkwardly staggering around on the street. 
 
    When she noticed the condition of the bodies as they moved from the shadows into the light under the street light, she was shocked. 
 
    “Everyone out there looks like the guy out in the hall,” Michelle said. 
 
    She continued to stare at the scene out on the street. 
 
    She let out a scream when she saw one grisly figure dragging the mutilated body of a blonde girl out the door of the police station. 
 
    “Is that Carrie?” Michelle shrieked. 
 
      
 
    Dave took a quick glance, but quickly turned away from the sight. 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. 
 
    “We have to go help her!” Michelle screamed. 
 
    “It’s too late, she’s dead,” Dave replied angrily. 
 
      
 
    Michelle continued to stare out the window. 
 
    “My God, the others are trying to take Carrie’s body away from the one that dragged her out of the building,” Michelle shouted. “Now they are all attacking her. What are they doing?” 
 
      
 
    Dave wiped his hand against his uniform then took Michelle’s arm and pulled her away from the window and made her sit back down in her chair. 
 
    “This is going to be hard to hear, but you have to listen to me,” Dave said. “After those crazed animals kill someone, they tear their bodies apart and then they….” 
 
    Dave paused, “Then they eat the body.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle was now almost hysterical, “We can’t let them do that, we have to stop them. This is insane.” 
 
    “Yes, it is insane,” Dave replied. “If there were only a few of those animals out there, I would go out and stop them, but there are hundreds of them out there now, there are too many for me to stop.” 
 
    “You have a gun, you can shoot them,” Michelle pleaded. 
 
    “Shooting them doesn’t do a damn thing,” Dave replied. “I unloaded three clips into the ones over on Sunnyside Drive, they didn’t even notice I was shooting at them. The only thing I’ve seen that works is hitting them over the head with my club. I don’t know why that works and bullets don’t work, I haven’t figured that out yet. 
 
    In fact, there is a hell of a lot going out there that I haven’t figured out.” 
 
    “What are we going to do?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “We have to pull ourselves together and start using our heads if we want to live through this,” Dave said. “I believe we are safe in here for now, so we need to put our time to good use and find a way to stop all of this.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle slowly stopped trembling and looked up at Dave. “What can I do and how are we going to figure out how to stop what is happening outside?” Michelle asked. “Don’t tell me your going to give me a club so we can fight our way out of here, I have to hit a fly three times with a fly swatter before it dies.” 
 
    “I want you to use the phone,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I don’t think I could kill anything with a phone either,” Michelle answered. 
 
    “No, we need to use our heads,” Dave said. “I sent two ambulances to the hospital. Joe was bitten on the arm, some kid was chewed up pretty bad at 81 Sunnyside Drive and one guy I hit over the head and tied up from 92 Sunnyside Drive.” 
 
    “I remember the call from 92 Sunnyside Drive,” Michelle replied. “That was the old lady that said there were some bloody people at her back door. She was particularly upset because one of them was in his underwear. What happened to the little old lady.” 
 
    “She didn’t make it,” Dave said and quickly got back to what he was saying. “I want you to call the hospital and ask for the doctors that treated the people I sent over. We need to know why these people are turning into crazed animals. If we can find that out, then maybe we can find a way to deal with this situation.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle replied as she reached for the phone as the helpless feeling that had overwhelmed her began to be replaced with a feeling of purpose. 
 
      
 
    As Michelle dialed the phone she said, “Maybe you should try shooting them in the head.” 
 
    “What?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Shoot them in the head,” Michell repeated. “You said that shooting those animals didn’t do a thing, that only hitting them over the head with your club stopped them. Shooting them in the head would be like hitting them really hard over the head except you wouldn’t have to get so close to them and maybe you wouldn’t get so bloody.” 
 
    “That’s a good idea,” Dave smiled. 
 
      
 
    Dave had actually started to think along those lines himself as the shock of the night began to wear off. 
 
    It had been hard to think or analyze things out in the field tonight under the constant barrage of insanity that had been assaulting his senses. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll have to give that a try later,” Dave said as he looked out the window. “However, I think I am going to need a lot more bullets.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Michelle held her hand over the phone and looked at Dave. 
 
    “They are transferring me to the emergency room where the ambulances come into the hospital,” she said. 
 
    Dave paced back and forth between Michelle’s desk and then over to the window, watching as the number of bodies continued to increase out on the street. 
 
      
 
    Dave quickly turned and rushed back over to the desk when he heard Michelle begin to speak again. 
 
    “This is Michelle from over at the 911 Dispatch Center,” she said. “I am calling to get an update on a few patients that were brought over to the hospital earlier tonight.” 
 
    Michelle stopped talking and Dave could hear a woman’s loud voice coming through the ear piece and it sounded like she was shouting at Michelle. 
 
    “I realize that you are busy, but this is very important,” Michelle replied. 
 
      
 
    Michelle was again listening as the sound of the woman yelling at Michelle continued to sound through the phone’s ear piece. 
 
    “No, please don’t hang up on me,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Let me talk to her,” Dave said and grabbed the phone and held it up to his ear. 
 
    “Ma’am, this is Dave Matthews, in charge of the Kingsland Police Department,” he said sternly. “This is matter of great importance. I need this information now. If you don’t want to give me the information, put your supervisor on the line.” 
 
    The woman sighed, “About what time were these patients brought to the hospital?” 
 
    “There were two ambulances from Medic One,” Dave replied. “One should have arrived around 1:30 this morning. The other ambulance should have arrived at the hospital around 3:30 this morning carrying an injured police officer and a very badly injured civilian. 
 
     I need to check on the condition of these three patients and if possible, I need to speak to the doctor that treated the injured civilian to find out what was wrong with him. It is extremely important that I obtain this information.” 
 
    “Hold on for a minute and I’ll check our logs,” the woman replied then Dave was put on hold. 
 
      
 
    “She isn’t a very pleasant woman,” Michelle said. 
 
    “No she isn’t,” Dave replied. “I thought she was going to hang up on me too until I threatened to speak with her supervisor.” 
 
      
 
    Dave held on for another minute before the woman came back on line. 
 
    “I’m sorry we don’t have any record of an ambulance from Medic One bringing anyone to the hospital tonight,” the woman said. 
 
    “That can’t be right, I sent them over myself,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I don’t know what to say,” the woman said. “There were no arrivals from Medic One. Look, it’s busier than hell around here tonight, I don’t have time to sit around talking on the phone. We have ambulances lined up around the block bringing people in to the emergency room. It must be a full moon out tonight. Maybe they are out there waiting in line. You can come over to look for them if you want. You can even go over our arrival logs if you want and you can talk to my supervisor as much as you want but it won’t change a thing. So if you don’t mind, I have work to do,” the woman said, then the phone clicked in Dave’s ear and went dead. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t understand it,” Dave said. “That lady said they never arrived at the hospital.” 
 
    “Maybe she was lying,” Michelle said. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Dave replied. “She was a pain in the ass, but I don’t think she would lie about something like this. Besides, she could lose her job for doing something like that.” 
 
    “Maybe they went to another hospital,” Michelle suggested. 
 
    “Maybe that could have happened on one of the trips,” Dave replied. “But not on both trips.” 
 
    “What do you think happened to them?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “After what I’ve seen tonight, I’d be afraid to even take a guess,” Dave replied as he walked back over to the window and stared out at the street. 
 
      
 
    “Michelle, get the State Police on the line and hand me the phone,” Dave said. 
 
    Michelle picked up the phone, dialed the number for the State Police and held the phone out for Dave. 
 
    “It’s ringing,” she said. 
 
    Dave grabbed the phone and held it up to his ear. 
 
    “Georgia State Police Barracks number 10, Sergeant Thompson speaking,” the voice said. 
 
    “Sergeant, this is Dave Matthews at the Kingsland Police Station,” Dave said. “We have a crisis and need your assistance.” 
 
    “Sorry Dave,” Thompson replied. “If your calling for assistance we can’t assist you at this time. I can put you on the list and send out a car when one becomes available, but we have been overwhelmed tonight. We have even called the morning shift to come early due to the volume of calls.” 
 
    “Sergeant, we have what I can only describe as a major killing spree in Kingsland. I have lost three of my people and the hospital notified me the two ambulances that we dispatched never made it to the hospital. I have numerous crazed individuals roaming the streets killing people,” Dave said. “I’m about all that’s left. I don’t know what the hell to do next.” 
 
    “All I can say is get somewhere secure and try to ride this out,” Thompson replied. “We have received about a dozen calls just like yours over the last two hours. We’ve sent out everyone we have and the reports we have been getting back have not been good. We can’t figure out what is going on either. The Captain has a call in to the Governor to discuss declaring a State of Emergency so we can get some help from the National Guard, but of course the Governor isn’t available until tomorrow morning.” 
 
    “Do you have any idea what is happening?” Dave asked. “I’ve seen people eating and tearing their victims apart, this is a damn nightmare.” 
 
    “I’m getting the same reports from everywhere,” Thompson replied. “I agree that something insane appears to be happening tonight. But all I can say is do the best you can until all of us get some help. You might want to call us back in the morning to see if we have learned anything. If we do have a car available in your area, we’ll give you a call.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Dave replied. “If you do call us, call us over the radio or at our 911 Dispatch Center. The police station was overrun an hour ago and I’m working from the Public Safety Building.” 
 
    “I’ll make a note,” Thompson said. “Good Luck.” 
 
    The phone went dead in his ear and Dave handed it back to Michelle. 
 
      
 
    “According to the State Police, whatever this is, it has spread all through the area,” Dave said. “It looks like we are on our own for now.” 
 
    Michelle looked uncomfortable and walked over to the window. 
 
    “Do you think that they might try to get in here?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “From what I’ve seen tonight, I’m sure eventually they will try to get in here too,” Dave replied. “But I think we should be fine until help arrives, this building should be secure.” 
 
    “Is there anything we can do?” Michelle asked. 
 
    Dave thought for a second and tried to run down the mental check list he had formed in his mind earlier tonight. 
 
    “There is one other thing we could try,” Dave replied. “Find the number for the Naval Base and dial it for me. Tom Jeffries, the man that owned the house at 81 Sunnyside Drive, his last employer was the U.S. Navy. I was meaning to call them and see if they could tell me anything about what he was involved with. It’s just a hunch, but maybe he was involved in some kind of project that went bad.  
 
    If nothing else, maybe they could send us some reinforcements.” 
 
    Michelle pulled up the number on the computer and dialed the number of the base for Dave. 
 
    Dave listened as the phone began to ring. 
 
    “You have reached the U.S. Naval Base at Kingsland Bay, Georgia. Our phones answer to the public from 0500 to 1700 hours each day. Please call back during those hours and we will be happy to help you,” the recorded message said. 
 
    Dave handed the phone back to Michelle then looked at his watch. 
 
    “They won’t answer for another hour,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    Dave walked over to the window and watched the mass of staggering bodies move down the street between the Public Safety Building and the Police Station and Medic One across the street. 
 
    “Why are they out there and where are they going?” Dave asked out loud. 
 
    “I don’t have the least idea,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Sorry,” Dave said. “I was just thinking out loud. “I was just thinking about what happened over at Sunnyside Drive. Something changed some of the people in that development and then they began to go out and attack their neighbors, attack the people that weren’t changed. I was just wondering why all these people that have been changed are now out on the street.” 
 
    “Maybe they don’t have any neighbors so they went looking for people somewhere else,” Michelle replied then added, “but what do I know.” 
 
    “You probably know as much as I do at this point,” Dave smiled. “Your reasoning makes as much sense as any other possible explanation, probably more sense, than anything I was thinking.” 
 
    “What were you thinking?” Michelle asked. “Why else do you think they are out there?” 
 
    “I don’t know, confusion, random movement, no reason in particular,” Dave replied. “In fact, from the look in their eyes, I don’t even know if they have anything going through their minds.” 
 
    “If they are out there killing people, there must be something going through their minds telling them to do that,” Michelle said. 
 
    “I suppose you’re right,” Dave replied. “When that animal that was out in the hallway heard the phone ring and then heard your voice answering the phone, it turned and started to move towards your door. The ones outside turned in my direction when I yelled. But I wonder why they attacked all those houses on Sunnyside Drive?” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe they attacked the houses because they heard the people inside,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “But is was late at night, most of the people in those houses were asleep,” Dave said. “How did they know Carrie was in the police station? Her office was in the back of the building, a person could scream their lungs out back there and no one would hear them out in front of the building.” 
 
    “Maybe they have really good hearing,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I some how doubt that, half of them don’t even have ears any longer and those that do, their ears are filled with blood and other shit that I hate to even think about,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Maybe they just know,” Michelle said. “Some kind of intuition, they can just sense where people are.” 
 
      
 
    Dave looked at the buildings across the street. 
 
    “That could explain why they broke into the police station but didn’t bother with Medic One, there isn’t anyone left over at Medic One,” Dave replied. 
 
    He tried to recall if there were any buildings left untouched on Sunnyside Drive, but is was dark there, he wouldn’t have known which houses were broken into and which ones weren’t. He had only known about the houses that had been attacked because they had called 911 to report a disturbance.  
 
    Dave had been too busy to pay much attention to any of the other houses. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know,” Dave replied. “I’m not saying you’re wrong because I just don’t know. I’m thinking that it would have to be something simple. There has to be a simple explanation for everything I’ve seen tonight. If the answer is supernatural or something complicated, I think we’re in deep shit.” 
 
    “I don’t have any idea what is going on,” Michelle said. “But I’m pretty sure we are already in deep shit.” 
 
      
 
    Dave almost broke a smile at the way Michelle said “deep shit”, almost. 
 
    He looked at his watch to check the time. 
 
    “Michelle, give the Naval Base another call, it’s a quarter past five, they should be answering their phones now,” Dave said. 
 
    Michell picked up the phone and dialed the number for the base. 
 
    She held the phone to her ear for a moment then set it down on its base. 
 
    “They are still playing that recording,” she said. “I wonder why they aren’t answering yet, it’s after five.” 
 
    “Why?” Dave replied. “That seems to be a repeating theme tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Dave got up and started to walk back over to the window but suddenly stopped, “Where the hell is my brain tonight!
Dave grabbed the mic attached to his shirt collar and spoke into the device. 
 
    “Bill, Ted, can either of you guys respond?” Dave asked. “Bill, Ted, come in please.” 
 
    Dave spoke again, but there was no response. 
 
    “Maybe they are out of range,” Michelle said. 
 
    “It’s possible, this unit barely reaches the police station,” Dave replied. “Michelle, give the hospital another call and see if either of the ambulances have finally made it into the emergency room.” 
 
    “OK, but if that bitch yells at me again,” Michelle started. 
 
    “If she starts to yell at you again, you give her to me,” Dave replied. 
 
    Michelle smirked, picked up the phone and again dialed the hospital. 
 
    After a few minutes she turned and looked at Dave as she continued to hold the phone to her ear. 
 
    “No one is answering,” she said.  
 
    “Hang on for a few more minutes,” Dave replied. “She did say they were really busy. She claimed that they had ambulances lined up down the street trying to get into the emergency room.” 
 
      
 
    A moment later, Michelle looked at Dave, “It stopped ringing.” 
 
    “Did they hang up on you?” Dave asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Call them again,” Dave said. 
 
    Michelle dialed the number, then looked at Dave. 
 
    “I’m getting a recording that says we are unable to complete your call at this time, to try again later,” she said. 
 
    “Thanks,” Dave replied. “I should have been expecting this with everything else that’s happened tonight.” 
 
    “Maybe the phone system has been overwhelmed,” Michell said. “Now that I think about it, did you notice that our phones haven’t rang in over an hour?” 
 
    “I haven’t noticed, but your right,” Dave replied. “How about trying the Naval base again.” 
 
    Michelle picked up the phone and held it to her ear but set it back down. 
 
    “We don’t have a dial tone anymore,” Michelle said. “the phone is dead.” 
 
      
 
    “Shit!” Dave said as he began pacing the floor again, trying to think. 
 
    He stopped in mid stride when he heard the sound of a window breaking. 
 
    Dave stopped and listened. 
 
    “Did you hear that?” Michelle said as she sat up straight and began to look nervous. 
 
    “Yeah, I heard it,” he replied. “You wait here while I go check it out.” 
 
    “I’m coming with you,” Michelle replied. “I’m not staying here by myself.” 
 
    “OK, but stay behind me and be quiet,” Dave said. 
 
    “You don’t think someone is trying to get into the building?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “That’s exactly what I’m thinking,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Do you think it is one of them?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I hope it is only one of them,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What do you mean you hope it is one of them?” Michelle asked sounding startled. 
 
    “I said I hope it is only one of them,” Dave replied as he started for the door. “You see how many of those crazed animals are out front. If we only have to deal with one of them, I can handle that. I’m not sure what would happen if all of them decided to break in.” 
 
    “Shoot them in the head,” Michelle said. 
 
    “I only have one clip left,” Dave replied. “If there are more than nine of them we wouldn’t have enough ammo.” 
 
    “But you said they couldn’t get into this building?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I said the building is secure, I didn’t say they wouldn’t be able to get inside,” Dave replied. “I also said if you were going to come with me that you need to be quiet. From what I’ve seen, those things are attracted to sound. So, unless you changed your mind about coming with me, or you are volunteering to be the bait, I suggest now would be a good time to be quiet.” 
 
      
 
    Dave turned and opened the door and moved out into the hallway. 
 
    He heard Michelle’s footsteps following closely behind. 
 
    Dave began walking down the hallway, stopping briefly in front of each of the closed office doors and listening. 
 
    After a few seconds he moved to the next door. 
 
    Each of the offices had at least two windows that overlooked the small grassy area around the one-story building. 
 
    All of the windows were within reach of a determined intruder. Unfortunately, unlike the police station, none of the windows had bars for protection. 
 
    In the past Dave had questioned why the windows weren’t secured with bars or unbreakable glass. 
 
    The answer was simple, with the police station across the street, a person would have to be crazy to attempt to break into the Public Safety Building. 
 
    Apparently the County had never anticipated the possibility of being attacked by mobs of the insane. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Michelle had checked the offices half way down the hallway when they heard the sound again. 
 
    It sounded like someone pounding against a broken window, causing pieces of the glass to fall into the building, shatter and spread across the floor. 
 
    The sound appeared to be coming from the end of the hallway, directly in front of him. 
 
      
 
    Dave pulled his club with his right hand and his flashlight with his left hand. 
 
    He slowly took a few more steps then switched on his flashlight, aiming it down towards the end of the hall, towards the door he had entered the building from the parking lot. 
 
    When his light beam shined on the window, a reddish glow reflected back at him. 
 
    The door had one window that was separated into four panels by thin wooden strips. 
 
    The lower right panel had been broken and now laid shattered on the floor. 
 
    The other three panels were smeared with something red, making them translucent. 
 
    Dave could see the shadow of someone standing on the other side to the smeared glass. 
 
    When the light shined against the window, something began to strike the glass again. 
 
      
 
    The top left panel cracked then fell into the hallway shattering on the floor as a bloody bony arm pushed in through the broken pane. 
 
    The hand disappeared back through the window and a few seconds later the pounding started again. 
 
    Next the top right panel fell from the door. 
 
    All the while, Dave could feel Michell’s grip on his right arm getting tighter and tighter. 
 
      
 
    Dave stood motionless as he continued to shine his flashlight on the broken window. 
 
    Suddenly someone appeared, they could see the side of a face near the broken window. 
 
    “It’s Betty,” Michelle shrieked as she began to move around Dave to run towards the door. 
 
    Dave grabbed her arm and yanked her back towards him. 
 
    “Let go,” Michelle said as she looked at Dave. “That’s Betty out there, she looks injured and needs help. I thought you said she was dead. We have to let her in before something happens to her.” 
 
    “Michelle, stop it,” Dave said. 
 
    “But that’s Betty,” Michelle said as she looked back at the door, then she let out a horrified gasp. 
 
      
 
    Dave looked at the door and saw that Betty was now staring through the broken window at him and Michelle with her clouded over milky white eyes. 
 
    The left side of Betty’s face was gone, revealing the inside of her mouth and cheek, full of bloody teeth. 
 
    Her mouth opened, the gruesome appearance of the lips on the right side of her face parting was sickening enough, then she began to moan loudly. 
 
    “My God, what happened to her?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “When I was coming into the building, I saw four of those crazed animals on top of her, pulling her body apart, “Dave whispered. “I used my club to kill them. Betty was dead, just lying on the ground with her dead eyes staring into space.” 
 
    “But she’s moving,” Michelle shrieked. “She’s trying to get into the building. How can she be moving in her condition?”
“I don’t understand it either,” Dave replied. “I don’t understand any of this. It’s a damn nightmare.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle just stared at Betty’s grotesque body, moaning and pounding at the door. 
 
    “Bill was right,” Michelle said, “It’s the only explanation, what else could it be.” 
 
    “What do you mean Bill was right?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Zombies,” Michelle replied. “Betty and all those people out front aren’t crazy, they are all zombies.” 
 
    “I thought Bill was just trying to be funny,” Dave said, “and I wasn’t in any mood for more of his jokes.” 
 
    “People running around that look like they should be dead,” Michelle said. “They aren’t crazy, they are really dead. Isn’t that the definition of what a zombie is. Betty got attacked and killed by those four zombies you killed out there and now she is moving and trying to break into the building to get at us. She is now a zombie too.” 
 
      
 
    Dave thought for a second as he stared at Betty reaching in through the broken window panes with her bloody arms. 
 
    “It can’t be,” Dave said. “Besides I don’t believe in zombies.” 
 
    “Then how do you explain that bullets don’t faze them, but if you hit them over the head with a club you can kill them?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “You’re right about everything you’ve said,” Dave replied. “But Zombies?” 
 
    “You told me that you thought there had to be a simple explanation for all of this, how they act, what they do,” Michelle said. “If you ask me, Betty being a zombie is a pretty simple explanation.” 
 
    “This is crazy,” Dave replied. 
 
    “It sure is,” Michelle said. “I hope she can’t feel pain, she looks horrible. Do you think you should put Betty out of her misery?” 
 
    “Probably before she attracts any attention this way,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Are you going to shoot her?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “No,” Dave replied. “The sound of the gun might attract more attention than what Betty is doing. Wait here. 
 
      
 
    Dave walked over to the door and used his club to push Betty away from the door. 
 
    Then Dave opened the door and stepped outside. 
 
    Michelle heard the loud crack when Dave’s club landed on the top of Betty’s head. 
 
    Dave looked around the building, the four other bodies were thankfully where they had been when Dave had gone into the building earlier. 
 
    He went back inside and locked the door. 
 
    “Zombies?” Dave thought. “How the hell could something this crazy happen?” 
 
      
 
    “Help me move a couple desks in front of this door,” Dave said. “They will help reinforce the door and keep anything from crawling through that broken window.” 
 
    “No problem,” Michelle replied. 
 
      
 
    Dave and Michelle went into the nearest office and started dragging the desk out into the hall. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Dave stood at the window watching the staggering mob out on the street. 
 
    Michelle noticed the look of deep concentration on his face, which then turned into a painful look of horror. 
 
      
 
    “Are you still trying to decide if they are zombies?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “No, whatever they are, it really doesn’t matter at this point,” Dave replied. “I’m just trying to think about what we need to do to survive. 
 
    I also think I’ve determined why our ambulances never showed up at the hospital.” 
 
    “What do you think happened to them?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Well, if this zombie theory has any validity, the passengers became zombies during the trip to the hospital and attacked the driver,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I never thought of that,” Michelle said. “Besides I didn’t think you believed in zombies?” 
 
    “I’m not sure anymore,” Dave replied. “But it doesn’t matter what I believe, all that matters is what is actually happening. 
 
    We can call them what we want, but regardless of what they are, we have to try and understand them and to deal with them. 
 
    Whatever they are, they’re vicious as hell!” 
 
    “So, how did you decide the ambulances didn’t make it to the hospital because of zombies?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “As I sat here thinking, what happened to Betty kept running through my mind. Then it hit me that Joe had been bitten over at that old lady’s place. I sent him with Bill to be checked out at the hospital. At 81 Sunnyside Drive we found a kid that was barely alive, I had Ted take him to the hospital to see if he could be saved. I was hoping that if they could save him or at least keep him alive long enough we might be able to find out what had happened at the house. Then it hit me, if they turned into zombies like Betty did, it would explain why Ted and Bill never made it to the hospital.” 
 
    “That’s a horrible thought,” Michelle said sadly. “That explains the look I saw on your face.” 
 
      
 
    “That would be part of the reason,” Dave replied. “There are a few other things bothering me.” 
 
    “I hate to ask, but what else has you so worked up beside the obvious out there,” Michelle asked. 
 
     “I’m becoming concerned about how we are going to survive until help arrives, that is if help arrives,” Dave replied. 
 
    What do you mean if help arrives?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “If this is happening all over,” Dave replied. “Who is going to be coming to help us? Everyone is going to have their hands full with their own problems. The only one that even knows we are here is that guy over at the State Police barracks. If he is as swamped as I think he is, we are probably the least of his problems, which means there may not be any help coming.” 
 
    “The woman over at the hospital knows we are here,” Michelle said with a hint of a smile on her face. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s right, help should be arriving any minute now,” Dave smirked. “But that brings up another problem. If we assume that the ambulances throughout the area have been taking injured people to the hospital that had been attacked by these so-called zombies. Can you imagine what is going on over there now if the injured people all began to turn into zombies? I doubt there would be anyone left alive at the hospital by now. It would be like what I saw at Sunnyside Drive but only hundreds of times worse.” 
 
    “You’re starting to make me feel worse than I already do,” Michelle said. “I’ve just been thinking about what has happened here, but I guess this is a lot bigger than just what’s going on here.” 
 
    “It might be a lot bigger,” Dave replied. “How big, I’m afraid to think about it. But for now, we can’t worry about that, we need to worry about staying alive. That’s my main concern right now.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle thought about Betty trying to break through the door. 
 
    “Seriously, are we going to be OK in here?” she asked. “Betty almost got in the building all by herself.” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about that too,” Dave replied. “If that mob out there discovers that we are here, we could be in trouble. I thought the doors and windows in this place were a lot sturdier than they are, after seeing what Betty was able to do I believe we would be sitting ducks in here if that mob decided to break in.” 
 
    “There has to be something we can do.” Michelle said. 
 
    “The size of that crowd out there is getting larger,” Dave replied. “Before much longer, one of them will be attracted towards our building by something. If that happens, we would have a hard time keeping them out of the building. I was thinking it might be best if we got out of here before anything like that happens.” 
 
    “Where would we go?” Michelle asked. “Do you think there would be anywhere we could go that would be any different than being here. I’m not real excited about trying to go anywhere with all those zombies running around. But maybe we have this all wrong, maybe there is something different going on than we think. Maybe those people aren’t really zombies, maybe it is something else, something simple like you thought, something easily explained.  
 
    There has to be some way we could secure the building. If we could just manage to stay here until it gets light outside, maybe we will see what’s really happening.” 
 
      
 
    “You might be right,” Dave replied. “I honestly don’t know. But if we stay here, we could end up trapped, or worse. I was just thinking if we left before something happened we might stand a better chance.” 
 
    “If we left, where would you think we should go?” Michelle asked again. 
 
    “I haven’t figured that out yet,” Dave replied. “But I’ve been thinking over two possibilities. We could try going over to the Naval Base, it’s not far from here and if we could get inside the base there should be a lot of people with guns to help us. 
 
    My second choice was to go out on Route 95 and go down to the State Police Barracks near Jacksonville.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle walked over to the side of the window and looked outside, being careful not to stand where she could be seen by any of the zombies on the street outside. 
 
    “How would we get by them?” she asked. 
 
    “My patrol car is out back in the parking lot,” Dave replied. “We could out run them in the car. If we found any of the streets blocked by another mob, we could push through them with the car.” 
 
    “Or we could just wait here until they all went away,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Or we could do that,” Dave replied. “Now we have a choice, in another hour, we might not have a choice. Besides, what if they don’t go away?” 
 
    “They can’t just stay here?” Michelle asked. “Can they?” 
 
    “That’s part of the problem, I just don’t know,” Dave replied. “If I knew this might be an easy decision to make. But like everything else tonight, it’s a shot in the dark, a damn crap shoot.” 
 
    “Unfortunately, I’m not much of a gambler,” Michelle said. “I always bet on the wrong horse, but if I had to make a decision, I would…..” 
 
      
 
    Dave put his finger up to his lips, signaling Michelle to be quiet as a startled look flashed across his face. 
 
    Michelle noticed the look of fear in Dave’s eyes and began to turn towards the door, but before she could move, Dave put one hand over her mouth and pulled her to the floor. 
 
      
 
    “There is something in the hallway outside the door,” Dave whispered. 
 
    “How?” Michelle mouthed the word silently as she stared into Dave’s eyes. 
 
    “Stay here,” Dave whispered and then began to crawl over to the door on his hands and knees. 
 
    As he got near the door, he began to hear something bumping into the walls out in the hallway. 
 
    He crawled to the bottom of the door and held his ear to the door, hoping to hear the sound more clearly. 
 
    As he listened, he looked back towards the desk and saw Michelle looking around the side of the desk. 
 
    Dave quickly signaled for her to stay behind the desk. 
 
    The sharp look in his eyes made Michelle jerk her head back out of sight. 
 
      
 
    Dave turned his attention back to figuring out what was on the other side of the door. 
 
    From what he could hear, there was definitely something moving out in the hallway. 
 
    Dave became more concerned when he began to hear multiple sounds coming from different areas out in the hallway. 
 
    The bumping and sliding sounds were also joined by an occasional groan or grunting noise. 
 
    “How many?” Dave asked himself as he looked down at his club in the loop on his belt. The dried blood covered club reminded him of the numerous times he had used it so far tonight. 
 
    “If there are only a few of them,” Dave thought, “I could rush out and hopefully put them down quickly before any more showed up. Then I would need to find how the hell they got inside the building and secure that location before any other zombies found their way inside.” 
 
      
 
    Dave continued to listen through the door. 
 
    He was now hearing more strange sounds coming from the hallway. 
 
    “I could be opening the door to a real hornet’s nest,” Dave thought. “But if I don’t open the door and the hallway is full of those bastards, they will find us in this room and we would be trapped, that is if we can keep them from breaking down the door.” 
 
    Dave mulled over his options and decided all of them were bad. He could only hope that he would get lucky and find that there were only a few in the hallway, a few that he could easily handle. 
 
    “If not, if there are a shit load of them out there,” Dave thought, “I’m screwed no matter what I do.” 
 
      
 
    As the amount of scraping against the outside of the door increased, Dave reached down and slid his club from its loop. 
 
    He crawled to the side of the door, put his back to the wall and slowly stood against the wall. 
 
    He took a slow breath to relax when he realized how tightly he was gripping the club. 
 
    Then he slowly slid his face to the edge of the window to look out into the hallway. 
 
      
 
    Dave almost dropped his club when faces began to viciously slam against the window. 
 
    He immediately knew he was in trouble. 
 
    The glass cracked as blood was smeared across the window from the grotesque faces throwing themselves at the glass. 
 
    It sounded like the entire hallway had erupted into a mass rush of bodies trying to get to the door in the narrow passage. 
 
    Bodies crashed into the walls as the moaning blended together to become one loud roar. 
 
      
 
    Dave turned from the door and yelled to Michelle as he ran back into the room, “Help me with this desk!”
Michelle stood, stunned by the violent sounds coming from the door. 
 
    Glass breaking, wood cracking amid a chorus of angry inhuman animal howling filled the air. 
 
    Michelle stood staring as Dave got behind the big old metal desk and shoved it towards the door. 
 
    The phones and the computer crashed to the floor with large pieces of the computer screen shattering and skidding across the floor. 
 
    When he reached the door, a loud crash sounded as the desk slammed into the door. 
 
    Dave grabbed the side of the desk and struggled to stand the desk on its side. 
 
    When he had the desk on its side, he rocked it and let the large flat top of the desk slam back against the door, blocking the door and covering the broken window. 
 
      
 
    Dave turned and put his back against the desk. 
 
    He could feel the vibration from the door through the desk as bodies relentlessly threw themselves against the door. 
 
      
 
    “How did they get inside the building?” Michelle asked as she leaned against the desk next to Dave. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dave gasped, trying to catch his breath. 
 
    “I didn’t hear any glass breaking,” Michelle added nervously. 
 
    “I didn’t either,” Dave replied. “Maybe they came in through one of the office windows or the emergency side door. I screwed up not checking all the office’s after I came in. Maybe someone left a damn window open, I don’t know.” 
 
    “You had your hands full killing zombies,” Michelle said. “You had other things on your mind, you can’t be responsible for doing everything. So much for trying to decide whether we should stay here or leave.” 
 
    “Yeah, unfortunately that choice has been made,” Dave replied. “We have to get out of here.” 
 
    “How?” Michelle asked sounding confused. 
 
    “I’m not sure, but we can’t push against this desk all night,” Dave replied. “Fortunately, the hallway in this building is narrow so they won’t be able to get too big of a crowd slamming into our door all at once. We should be able to keep them out for maybe an hour, that will give us a little time to find a way out of here.” 
 
      
 
    Dave and Michelle could hear what remained of the window, breaking and falling to the floor on the other side of the desk. 
 
    Even with the desk blocking the door, the sound of moaning grew louder inside the room, along with the horrific odor. 
 
    “If that smell doesn’t kill me, I think all this noise will drive me crazy before we find a way out of here,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Any ideas?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Me?” Michelle shrieked. “I had a hard time finding my way in to this room. I felt I would be lucky to find my way back to the parking lot to go home.” 
 
      
 
    Dave looked around the room. 
 
    “Michelle, go over and look out the window and tell me what you see,” Dave said. “I’ll hold the desk.” 
 
    Michelle looked at Dave like he was crazy, but finally walked over to the window and looked outside. 
 
    “It looks like half the mob decided to go somewhere else,” Michelle said. 
 
    “I think we know where they went,” Dave said. 
 
    “The other half is just standing out there,” Michelle paused and looked at Dave. “The other half is out there staring up at our window.” 
 
    “That’s what I was afraid of,” Dave replied. “They all know we’re in here. Fortunately, the windows on this side of the building are too high off the ground for them to get through.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle walked back over and leaned against the desk again with Dave. 
 
    Dave continued to study the layout of the room. 
 
    It was a small room, one desk, one chair and enough room to pace between the desk and window, but not much else. 
 
    He had seen closets bigger than this room in some of the newer houses being built around Kingsland. 
 
    Dave looked up at the ceiling and the two florescent lights that ran across the tile ceiling. 
 
      
 
    “Michelle, you keep leaning against the desk, I want to look at something. 
 
    Michelle nodded. 
 
    Dave moved across the room to a small door on the wall in the back corner of the room. 
 
    He opened the door and looked inside. 
 
    It was a closet that contained a broom leaning against the wall, a rod ran across the top of the closet with two cheap wire hangers hanging from the rod. 
 
    Dave grabbed the broom and began pushing the end of the handle up against the top of the closet. 
 
    The ceiling tile pushed upward. 
 
    Dave turned and grabbed the office chair and slid it into the closet. 
 
    He stood on the chair and again used the broom handle and pushed the ceiling tile until it lifted off the frame, angling the broom handle, Dave slid the tile off to the side. 
 
      
 
    Dave grabbed the rod that ran across the top of the closet and pulled himself up until he was able to see over the top of the drop ceiling. 
 
    He had been thinking that they might be able to climb up into the space between the tile and the original ceiling, maybe into a small crawl space or attic, but one look quickly dashed any hope of escaping through the closet ceiling. 
 
    It was an old building that had been cheaply constructed. 
 
    There was a space of about two feet between the drop ceiling and the original ceiling, but the light aluminum grid and wires that supported the new ceiling tiles was entirely too flimsy to support either his or Michelle’s weight without collapsing back down into the room. 
 
      
 
    Disappointed, Dave dropped back down into the closet. 
 
    When his feet hit the floor, he quickly turned and went back over and leaned against the desk next to Michelle. 
 
    “I was hoping we could get up above the ceiling,” Dave said. “But the ceiling would never hold us.” 
 
    “Do you think we could go out the window?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “We could, but I don’t think it would do us any good,” Dave replied. “They would see us coming and would be waiting for us. If they get into this room, going out the window would only buy us another few seconds before they had us.” 
 
    “Do you really think they can get in the room with us holding this desk against the door?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “The way they are clawing at and throwing themselves against the door, the door is going to start splitting and will give way,” Dave replied. “I didn’t think much of it when we were over on Sunnyside Drive, but I saw about three doors that looked like they had been clawed apart at the first house we went into.  
 
    I think I understand now what happened to the doors. They weren’t busted down by a battering ram or some large guy running into them. 
 
    They were slowly shredded and hammered on by those zombies until the doors weakened and gave way under the weight of so many bodies pushing against them. I’m afraid that is what will happen here.” 
 
    “But we are holding this heavy desk against the door,” Michelle said. 
 
    “When they break through the door and start pushing directly against the desk, it will start getting a lot harder for us to keep it in place. There are a lot more of them out there than there are of us.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle was now trembling. 
 
    “Couldn’t you lie to me and tell me that we could hold this desk and keep them out for a week if we had too?” Michelle asked and tried to smile but was too nervous to do more than force a slight grimace. 
 
    “I don’t lie,” Dave replied. “But in this case, I don’t need to because we will be out of here long before they can get in.” 
 
    “Right,” Michelle said. “It doesn’t work when I know you’re lying.” 
 
    “But I’m not lying,” Dave replied as he studied something on the wall in the corner of the room. “I think I see a way out of here. Stay here and keep your weight against the desk.” 
 
      
 
    As Dave started to move away from the desk, something began slapping against the side of the desk near where he had been standing. 
 
    He jumped when he saw what it was. 
 
    A skinny, bony arm had slipped in through the broken window and was reaching around the side of the desk. 
 
    The fingers were frantically opening and closing, trying to latch on to anything inside the room. 
 
    Every time the hand failed to latch on to anything, it hit the side of the desk making a loud slapping noise. 
 
    Dave quickly pulled his club from its holder and began to hammer at the flailing limb. 
 
    With each swing, the loud sound of breaking bone could be heard. 
 
    Instead of trying to get its arm back through the broken window, the zombie just continued to try to grab on to something. 
 
    When Dave was done swinging his club, the arm was reduced to a broken, mangled mess, that now flopped limply as it hung uselessly against the side of the desk as the zombie continued to reach into the room. 
 
      
 
    “Keep your weight on that door,” Dave said as he turned and ran over to the grate on the wall. 
 
    He quickly got down on the floor and looked into the grate and found that he could see through the holes in the grate and into the next room. 
 
    The two-foot wide, one-foot high grate was a cheap way of allowing for ventilation that had been used in a lot of the old building in the Kingsland area. 
 
    There were two grates in the room, one up near the ceiling to allow the heat to move from one room to the next and one near the floor for the cold air. 
 
    Dave reached in his pocket and pulled out his penknife and started to remove the first of two screws that held the grate to the wall. 
 
    When he had removed the screws, he pulled at the grate, breaking the seal created by numerous paint jobs that had been done in the building over the years. 
 
      
 
    When Dave had set the grate on the floor next to the opening, he looked in at the back of the grate on the wall in the next room. 
 
    He could see where the screws came through the wall, but unfortunately there wasn’t a way to unscrew them from this side. 
 
    Counting on the fact that the building had been constructed cheaply, Dave used the knife to try and cut the wall away around the screws. 
 
    The plasterboard cut away easily. 
 
    Dave reached through the opening, pushed his fingers through the grate and pushed until it broke free from the wall. 
 
    He quietly laid the metal grate on the floor in the other room and slid it away from the opening. 
 
    After pushing his head through the opening to see what was in the next room, he sat back on the floor and looked over at Michelle. 
 
    “We can get out this way,” Dave said. 
 
    “What good will that do us?” Michelle asked. “We’ll just be trapped in that room instead of this one.” 
 
    “But they will be looking for us in this room,” Dave replied. “They won’t know that we are over there. It will buy us a little more time.” 
 
    “Until they look through that big hole in the wall,” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    Dave got up and went to the closet and grabbed the two wire hangers. 
 
    Then he twisted the hangers until he was holding two long twisted pieces of wire. 
 
    “I don’t intend to make it that easy for them,” Dave said as he came over and stood next to Michelle and leaned back against the desk. 
 
    “OK, here’s what we are going to do,” Dave said. “I’ll hold the desk while you crawl through the opening and go into the next room. You have to do this quietly. When you get into the next room, stay down on the floor and go to the right, staying close to the wall. This will only work if they don’t know we are in that room, so be careful to stay quiet and against the wall where they won’t be able to see you through the window in the door.” 
 
    Michelle nodded nervously. 
 
    “Go now,” Dave said. “As soon as you are through the opening, I’ll be right behind you.” 
 
    Dave gave Michelle a smile to help her relax. 
 
      
 
    Michelle ran over to the opening, got down on her hands and knees, then shimmied through the opening. 
 
    Dave counted to twenty, hoping to give Michelle enough time to give him room to work after he crawled through the opening. 
 
    Dave looked around the side of the desk and saw the arm still flopping against the desk, then he too ran over to the opening and crawled through. 
 
    It took Dave a bit longer to shimmy through the opening as his shoulders were wider and he was a bit thicker through the body than Michelle. 
 
    When he was finally inside the next room, he took a quick glance to find Michelle crouched in the corner. 
 
    Then Dave reached through the opening and picked up the grate and pushed the wire hanger through one of the openings in the center of the metal grate. 
 
    He held the grate in place on the wall from the next room as he picked up the grate on this side of the wall and fed the other end of the wire hanger through the opening in the second grate, pushed it back in place and twisted the wire on this end until the two grates were held tightly in place over the opening. 
 
      
 
    When Dave was satisfied with his work, he crawled over and sat next to Michelle. 
 
    “You did good,” Dave whispered. 
 
    “I think I felt better being in the other room behind that heavy desk,” Michelle whispered back. “I feel exposed here without anything to hide behind.” 
 
    “Hopefully we won’t be here long,” Dave whispered. 
 
    Michelle looked at him strangely. 
 
    Dave pointed to the other side of the room and to another grate. 
 
    “We’re going to go to the next room?” Michelle whispered. 
 
    “I plan on going as far as we can,” Dave whispered. “Hopefully they will keep trying to get into the Dispatch Center while we go to the other end of the building. With them thinking we are at this end of the building, we might be able to find a way out on the other end.” 
 
      
 
    Dave got to his hands and knees and began to crawl along the floor, keeping close to the wall. 
 
    Michelle followed behind, she became very nervous as they crawled under the window of the door. 
 
    They finally reached the far corner and the next grate. 
 
      
 
    Dave removed the new grates as he had done before. 
 
    After he looked through the opening into the next room to be sure the layout was the same, he signaled Michelle to go into the next room. 
 
    Dave followed and secured the grates with the second hanger wire. 
 
    When he was done he crawled over to Michelle and smiled. 
 
    “Let’s keep moving,” Dave whispered. 
 
    “Are you going to check the closet to find another hanger to use on the next grates?” Michelle whispered. 
 
    “No, too risky,” Dave whispered back. “We’ll have to hope that the grates in these two rooms will be enough to keep them from knowing where we went.” 
 
      
 
    Dave crawled across the room and began removing the next grate. 
 
    A loud crashing sound vibrated the building. 
 
    Dave looked back to see Michelle, wide eyed, staring at him. 
 
    “They are in the Dispatch Center,” Dave whispered. “That sound must have been the desk toppling over as they pushed into the room.” 
 
    Michelle nodded as she turned her attention to the grate where they had just come through as the moaning sounds of the zombies grew in volume and the sound echoed through the grates into their room. 
 
    It sounded like a demolition team had entered the room and were tearing the room apart. 
 
      
 
    Dave quickened his pace and quickly removed the next grate so they could keep moving through the building. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Dave and Michelle crawled through the opening in the next room and quietly sat against the wall. 
 
    “How many rooms have we gone through?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, I’ve lost track,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I recognize this room,” Michelle whispered. “This is the room where I had my interview. This is the first room on the right after you come in the door.” 
 
    “Carol Johnson’s office,” Dave said. “She is the county personnel officer.” 
 
    “That was who I talked with,” Michelle said. “Do you think we can get out of the building here?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dave whispered back. “It sounds quieter down this way, but I need to find out how many zombies are outside our door. Hopefully they are all down at the other end of the building by now.” 
 
    “You can take a quick look out the window in the door to find out?” Michelle said. 
 
    “Not a chance,” Dave replied. “The last time I looked out the window in our door, all hell broke loose.” 
 
    “Then how are we going to find out if we can get out?” Michelle asked. 
 
      
 
    Dave was studying the door. 
 
    “I think I see a way to find out without giving away our location,” Dave whispered. “Carol is a big wig and has a fancier office than you had.” 
 
    Michelle had a puzzled look on her face. 
 
    “Stay here,” Dave said and quietly crawled over and sat under the window in the door. 
 
    Michelle watched as Dave lifted his arm and grabbed the cord hanging from the open blinds that hung down over the window. 
 
    Then very slowly, Dave began to pull the cord. 
 
    He pulled the cord down about an inch then stopped and listened. 
 
    When he didn’t hear anything, he pulled the cord another inch and waited. 
 
    After a few minutes, the cord wouldn’t budge. 
 
    Dave looked up and saw that the blinds were now tightly closed. 
 
    Dave looked over at Michelle and smiled. 
 
      
 
    Next Dave laid down on his stomach and put his face up next to the mail slot. 
 
    Very slowly, he reached his hand up to the mail slot and pulled the flap in just enough to see out into the hallway. 
 
    He looked out into the hallway for a moment, shifting his head to try to look at the outside door then back down the hallway, then slowly let the flap fall back into place and crawled back over to Michelle. 
 
    Dave sat back against the wall and looked at Michelle. 
 
    “I can hear them banging against the hallway further down the hall, but it looks like we have an opening outside our door,” Dave whispered. “It doesn’t look like they got in through the main door, it’s closed and the desk we pushed in front of it is still there.” 
 
    “Do you think we can get out that way?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Maybe, but before we go running out into the hall, I need to make sure we have someplace to go,” Dave replied. “Wait here.” 
 
      
 
    Dave crawled over to the two windows in the room. 
 
    Being they were now in a corner office, Dave could look out and see not only what was outside beside the building, but also what was behind the building. 
 
    Dave raised his head until he could first look out the side window. 
 
    Next Dave moved over to the back window and looked out, then he crawled back over next to Michelle. 
 
    “What did you see out there?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “They are along the side of the building and out back,” Dave replied, but there are only a few of them and they are scattered around. “I think if we can get out there we could make it to the car before we would have to deal with very many of them. I could use my club on any that get near us and knock them out of our way so we could get through.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle said nervously, “But I’m really afraid to open that door. That desk was heavy, what if the zombies see us and can get to us before we can get that desk moved and open the door. If we’re lucky, we might be able to get back in the room but then they will know where we are.” 
 
    “Yeah, I thought of that too,” Dave whispered. “Then we would be back to square one. We would have to start working our way back through the vent holes again but this time we would be backing ourselves into a corner with no way out.” 
 
    “So we are just going to stay here?” Michelle asked, not sure if she felt relieved by that idea or if she should feel horrified that they were finally trapped. 
 
    “No,” Dave replied. “I think we are going to go out that back window.” 
 
    “I thought you said we couldn’t go out the window because they would see us and be waiting for us?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “They will,” Dave replied. “But right now there aren’t very many of them. I think most of them are still at the front of the building where all the action is. I think we can make it to the car. This might be our best opportunity. When they don’t find us in the dispatch center at the other end of the building, they might start roaming through the building looking for another victim. We don’t have any more rooms to run to, so we can’t let them discover us here. The mob out front might start roaming around the building too, making going out the window impossible. I think the sooner we go, the better our chances.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle sat nervously thinking about going outside and running through zombies. 
 
    Her first night on the job was not turning out to be what she had envisioned. 
 
    Handling all the calls was a surprise, but even with all the calls, she had been enjoying her new job. 
 
    But zombies, that definitely wasn’t something that she would have ever imagined being a problem on her first night at work. Now there was a very real possibility she could end up being killed and eaten like she had seen happen to Carrie from the window of the dispatch center. 
 
    Michelle was torn between wanting to run or wanting to curl up in the corner, close her eyes and hope everything went away. 
 
    That was until they heard something slide across the door. 
 
    A few seconds later, a thump sounded at the door, it sounded like something had walked into the door. 
 
      
 
    Michelle looked at Dave. 
 
    “I think we should go now,” Michelle whispered. 
 
    Dave got up and pulled Michelle to her feet then led her over to the back window and quickly looked out back. 
 
    More sounds began to come from the door, another thump and another scrape, then a loud groan. 
 
      
 
    Dave twisted the lever to unlock the window then looked at Michelle. 
 
    “The window is about three feet off the ground,” Dave whispered. “I’ll go out first, you follow me and I’ll help you down. When I start to open this window, it will probably make a loud screech. When that happens, all hell could break loose. Are you ready?” 
 
    Michelle nodded nervously as another loud thump sounded at the door again. 
 
      
 
    Dave turned and grabbed the handles on the bottom of the window frame and pulled. 
 
    The old window groaned and creaked loudly as it slowly began to rise. 
 
    Dave placed his knees on the bottom of the frame to get more leverage and strained with all his strength to get the window open. 
 
    The widow was finally open, but the noise from the window being pulled open had given away their location. 
 
    The glass in the door shattered as a pair of bony arms shot through the blinds on the door, ripping them from the door. 
 
    As the blinds fell to the floor, a dozen gruesome faces in the hallway rushed the door, slamming into the wooden door and into the shards of glass remaining in the window frame, knocking them to the floor. 
 
    The door shook violently on its hinges as bodies collided with the door as the first bloody body began to crawl through the window. 
 
    The hallway erupted into a massive groan. 
 
      
 
    “Hurry Dave,” Michelle shrieked as the first zombie fell through the door’s window and crashed to the floor. 
 
    Dave slid through the window feet first and landed on the ground. 
 
    When he hit the ground, he heard the first groaning creature coming in behind him. 
 
    He pulled his club as he turned and swung the club without looking to see what or how many were behind him. 
 
    His club struck the approaching zombie on the arm, breaking its arm and knocking it to the ground. 
 
    Dave quickly crushed its skull and turned back to the window to find Michelle standing behind him. 
 
    Two zombies were already climbing out the window and he could see more of the ugly creatures struggling to get out the window behind those first two. 
 
      
 
    “This way,” Dave said as he ran along the back of the building. 
 
    Two more zombies met them as they neared the corner of the building. 
 
    Dave quickly clubbed the two zombies over the head with his club then slowly approached the corner to survey the parking lot. 
 
    Michelle held on to the back of his uniform. 
 
    “Dave there are six of them behind us now and there are more of them falling out of the window,” Michelle said nervously. “Go! Go!” 
 
      
 
    Dave started to run past the end of the building but came to a quick stop with Michelle, who was watching the zombies coming up behind them, running into his back. 
 
    “Why aren’t we running?” Michelle asked urgently. 
 
    “Shit!” Dave yelled as he looked under the dim light where his car was parked. “There are at least thirty of them around my patrol car. We would never make it.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle turned and looked at the growing mob coming up behind them, then saw the zombies surrounding Dave’s car. 
 
    There was also a loud chorus of groans coming from the side of the building where the zombies that had been inside the building were now flooding out through the side door that was hanging wide open. They poured out onto the edge of the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    “Dave, this way!” Michelle yelled as she grabbed the back of his uniform and pulled him with her as she began to run into the center of the parking lot. 
 
    Not knowing what else to do, Dave followed Michelle, hoping that she saw an escape route that had so far eluded him. 
 
      
 
    When they were half way to the back of the parking lot, Michelle stopped in front of a rusted and dented, dirty pink Toyota Corola and began to frantically search for something under the driver’s side front fender. 
 
    Then she mumbled something and hurried over and began to feel under the passenger’s side front fender. 
 
    “Finally,” she yelled, “Thank God,” and pulled a little dirty square box from under the fender, slid it open and grabbed a shiny set of keys. 
 
    She stuck the key into the passenger’s door, turned the key then handed the keys to Dave,” Here you drive.” 
 
      
 
    Dave grabbed the keys and ran around the car and got into the driver’s seat as Michelle was shutting her door. 
 
    Dave turned the key, but nothing happened. 
 
    “Leave the key on and push that big button on the dashboard,” Michelle said nervously. 
 
    Dave pushed the button and the little engine roared to life. 
 
    He threw the gear shift into drive and quickly pulled out of the parking spot, out the back of the parking lot, through the grass and onto the small access road that would take them out to Spyglass Road. 
 
    Dave sped down Spyglass Road with the intention to get onto the Laurel Island Parkway after he could get out of sight from the mob on the road between the Public Safety Building and the police station. 
 
      
 
    As the mob of zombies behind them began to fade from sight, they both began to breathe a little easier. 
 
    “I’m glad your car was in the parking lot,” Dave said then paused. “This is your car isn’t it?” 
 
    “Of course it’s mine,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I’m glad you had an extra set of keys under the fender,” Dave added. “Did you forget which fender you had hidden them?” 
 
    “I have six extra sets of keys,” Michelle replied. “I put one set under each fender and I have two more sets at home. I keep losing my keys so I made extra keys so I wouldn’t get stranded somewhere.” 
 
    “I wonder what happened to the keys you had under the left front fender?” Dave asked. 
 
    “The car runs great, but the body is falling apart,” Michelle replied. “I think the part of the left front fender where I put the keys fell off. That’s why I have a set under each fender. I never know what part of the car is going to fall off next. I have that button on the dashboard to start the car because I hit a big pothole and something important fell off. My boyfriend had to make some changes to the wiring so I could start the car. I can’t afford a new car yet, so I’ve been trying to keep this one running for another year.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle sat quietly for a few seconds then added, “I would also suggest that we don’t hit any zombies with this car if you get my drift.” 
 
    “OK,” Dave chuckled. “I’ll keep that in mind.” 
 
    “Where are we going to go now?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I plan on trying to go out to the Naval Base if we don’t run into any obstacles,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What if they won’t let us in?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I can’t worry about that now,” Dave replied. “We have to go somewhere and right now the base seems like the safest place we could go.” 
 
      
 
    Dave paused for a moment then continued. 
 
    “If they won’t let us in, maybe they will at least get us some help, we’ll just have to wait and see what happens,” Dave said. “Besides, with a ride like this, how can they refuse to let us in.” 
 
    Michelle chuckled, the first time tonight that she had actually felt comfortable enough to laugh. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Dave drove down Spyglass Road, occasionally turning onto a side road to avoid the staggering bodies that kept walking out in front of him on the road. 
 
    He drove at a slow but steady pace and eyed the road carefully, but it just wasn’t possible to miss them all. 
 
    Some staggering figures that appeared out of nowhere and dove out of the night’s shadows and into the path of the car’s headlights happened too quickly to be able to avoid. 
 
      
 
    Michelle looked down the side streets as they drove. 
 
    “I can’t believe there are so many zombies out on the street,” Michelle said. “They seem to be everywhere. Were there this many on the roads before when you came to the Public Safety Building to look for Betty?” 
 
    There weren’t any on the streets before,” Dave replied. “Whatever is causing this, it’s happening fast.” 
 
    “I didn’t know this many people lived in Kingsland,” Michelle added. 
 
      
 
    Dave swerved to avoid two more bloody figures as they staggered into the beam of the car’s headlights, missing one completely but knocking the second body off to the side of the road with the right front fender. 
 
    “Sorry,” Dave said. 
 
    “That’s OK,” Michelle replied. “I didn’t hear anything fall off the car this time. When you hit those other three as we were driving out of the parking lot, it sounded like the engine fell out.” 
 
    “We’ve been lucky so far that we haven’t run into a big mob like the one in front of the police station,” Dave said. 
 
    “Your poor car has taken a beaten in the few blocks we’ve driven,” Dave said. “Trying to push through a mob that size might be too much for this little car.” 
 
    “You never saw what my car looked like in the day time, except for all the blood smeared over the car it looks just about the same as it did before,” Michelle laughed nervously. “But I never had to run through a maze of zombies before.” 
 
      
 
    Dave finally was able to get off the side streets and turned onto the Laurel Island Parkway and increased his speed. 
 
    “If our luck holds out, we should be at the Naval Base in a few minutes,” Dave said. 
 
    But no sooner than he spoke, a body lunged at the car, bounced off the hood, smashed into the windshield and disappeared as it bounced over the roof of the car. 
 
    The windshield was now a web of bloody cracked glass that partially obstructing Dave’s field of vision. 
 
    “I guess I spoke to soon,” Dave swore. 
 
    Michelle sat silent but tightened her grip on the arm rest of her door as if expecting another zombie to bounce off the car at any second. 
 
      
 
    Dave turned on to Route 40 and quickly made a sharp right on to USS Harry Stimson Drive. 
 
    This should take us to the main area of the base,” Dave said. “Hopefully we won’t run into any zombies out this way as we get closer to the base. If there would be any place that can handle zombies, this should be the place.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, another figure walked out into the middle of the road up ahead of the car and into the center of the area lit up by the Toyota’s headlights. 
 
    “Damn it,” Dave said as he slowed down, preparing himself to try and avoid hitting another zombie. “I spoke too soon, again.” 
 
    “This one looks different,” Michelle said. “Look, he’s waving his arms like he is trying to flag us down. I haven’t seen any of the other zombies trying to flag us down.” 
 
    “I don’t think he’s a zombie,” Dave replied as they moved closer. “I’ll be damned, I think that’s Bill.” 
 
      
 
    Dave brought the car to a stop about twenty feet in front of the man waving his arms. 
 
    Dave wound down his window as the man ran over to the side of the car. 
 
    “Thanks for stopping,” the man started to say. 
 
    “Bill, what the hell are you doing out here?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Dave, is that you?” Bill asked. “What the hell are you driving, where is your patrol car?” 
 
    “I couldn’t get back to my patrol car, so Michelle and I took her car,” Dave replied then asked again, “What are you doing out here, I thought you were at the hospital? Where is your ambulance?” 
 
    “It’s down over the hillside on our right,” Bill replied. 
 
    “Did you have an accident? How did it get down there?” Dave asked. 
 
    “You wouldn’t believe the night I’ve had,” Bill replied. “After I left you over at Sunnyside Drive, I was coming up Route 40 on the way to the hospital.  Joe fell asleep, so I figured it was going to be a quiet boring drive to the hospital. The next thing I knew, that guy we tied up and put in the back of the ambulance started moaning and banging and thrashing against the sides in the back of the ambulance. 
 
    As I tried to sneak a look in the back to make sure the guy didn’t manage to get himself loose, I saw Joe staring at me. When he started to growl and move towards my side of the cab, remembering what we had just seen back at that old woman’s house, I just knew he had turned into a zombie and he was going to bite me. 
 
    There was no way I wanted to get bitten by a zombie, so I jerked the steering wheel sharply to the left, hoping to throw him back against his door on the other side of the cab. 
 
    When I did that, the ambulance started rocking, the tires began screaming and I knew I was losing control of the ambulance. I decided to bail so I wouldn’t get trapped inside a wreck with two zombies. 
 
    When I came to, I found myself lying alongside the road, I could hear those two moaning and thrashing around inside the ambulance down over the hill. 
 
    I was just hoping that they wouldn’t get loose before I was able to get away from here. 
 
    God, I can’t believe it, Joe turned into a zombie.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s what I was afraid had happened,” Dave said. 
 
    “What do you mean you were afraid that would happen?” Bill asked. “Since when did you start believing in zombies? You said I was crazy when I said those guys back at the old lady’s house were zombies.” 
 
    “At lot has changed since we were over on Sunnyside Drive. When I got back to the center, we called the hospital to find out what had turned that guy into a crazed animal,” Dave said. “The hospital told us that they didn’t have any ambulances on record coming in from Medic One tonight.” 
 
    “Ted never made it in to the hospital either?” Bill asked. 
 
    “No, he had that kid from 81 Sunnyside Drive,” Dave replied. “I think that’s what happened on Ted’s run, the kid probably turned into a zombie and attacked Ted before they reached the hospital.” 
 
    “By the sound of things this night just keeps getting worse. Can you call and get me some help to get those two over to the hospital? Maybe we can still find out what the hell turned them into zombies?” Bill asked. “Damn, this night is turning out to be a nightmare.” 
 
      
 
    “You have no idea,” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    “So, you’re Michelle, it’s nice to meet you, I’m Bill,” Bill said. “I was planning to come over to meet you when I got back. Say, what are you two doing out here? Were you out looking for me? Did someone from Medic One call you to say they hadn’t been able to contact me? How did you convince Betty to let you come out looking for me?” 
 
      
 
    “Betty’s dead,” Michelle replied. “You’re not the only one that has had a bad night.” 
 
    “What happened to Betty?” Bill asked. 
 
    “And it’s just not Betty,” Dave added. “Carrie, Pete and Jim are also dead. Michelle and I would have been dead too, but we managed to crawl through half a dozen vents, jump out a window and make it to Michelle’s car before the mob of zombies surrounding the Public Safety Building could get to us.” 
 
    “What?” Bill asked. “How many days have I been lying here unconscious?” 
 
    “About two hours,” Dave replied. 
 
    “All that just happened in the last two hours?” Bill exclaimed. 
 
    “Yes, whatever the hell started this, it is spreading out of control fast,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Did you call the State Police?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I got a call into the State Police and a call into the hospital,” Dave replied. “Both places had more problems than they could deal with and basically told us we were on our own. I was trying to contact the Naval Base, but the phones are out now too. 
 
    So, when the Public Safety Building was overrun, after we finally got out of the building, we decided to go down to the base to see if we could find help or at least a place secure enough to keep out all the damn zombies.” 
 
      
 
    Bill was silent for a moment. 
 
    “Are you saying that Medic One and the police station were overrun too?” Bill asked. 
 
    “From what I can tell, all of Kingsland has been overrun,” Dave replied. “From my brief talk with the State Police, this has already spread to most of the areas around Kingsland. Who knows where the hell this is going to end.” 
 
    “In only two hours?” Bill asked again. “This sounds bad, Dave.” 
 
    “No Shit,” Dave replied. “Get in the back of the car. You better go with us, there isn’t a damn thing you can do out here on your own. Since there isn’t anywhere else to go, maybe we can get some answers over at the base.” 
 
    “What about Joe and that other zombie?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I’m not going down there to do anything,” Dave said as he turned on his flashlight and shined it down over his uniform. “Look at me! I’ve been battling those things all night, I’m a bloody mess. I’m done looking for trouble. There is enough trouble out there looking for me so I don’t need to be running around looking for more zombies to wrangle. I need to save my energy.  
 
    Besides, what more can possibly happen to those two?” 
 
      
 
    “I guess you’re right,” Bill replied as he pulled open the back door of the Toyota and got inside. “I’m just not used to leaving injured people behind, it’s my job to take them to get help.” 
 
    “They’re dead, there isn’t anything anyone can do for them now,” Dave said. “I never thought I would ever say this but, they’re zombies.” 
 
    “We’ll, I know I never thought I would say this, but Dave, I’m not real thrilled about hearing that you now believe in zombies,” Bill replied. “Because that means that Hell has either frozen over or the world is coming to an end.” 
 
    “I hope you are just exaggerating on both counts,” Dave said. 
 
    “I wouldn’t count on it,” Bill sighed. 
 
      
 
    Dave put the car in drive and began making his way down the road towards the base. 
 
    A few minutes later, they came to the first gate. 
 
    The base had two gates that one needed to go through before they would enter the actual heart of the base. 
 
    The public was often allowed through the first gate, but very few people outside of Naval personnel were allowed through the second gate. 
 
    The second gate led into the area where the submarines were docked, that area was considered restricted to anyone but naval personnel. 
 
      
 
    Dave slowed down and brought the car to a stop a few feet in front of the first gate. 
 
    “I’ve never been out here before,” Bill said. “But shouldn’t there be a light at the guard booth?” 
 
    “I’ve been out here two different times, but they were both during the day,” Dave replied. “But I would think the area around the gate should be lit up. Someone could end up driving into the gate before they realized it was here.” 
 
    “Maybe the base is like the phones,” Michelle said. “Only open to the public between the hours of 0500 and 1700 hours.” 
 
    “But still,” Dave replied. “They had an answering machine to tell the public when they would answer the phones. They should have a guard posted to turn people away when the public is prohibited from entering.” 
 
    “Maybe they are having a power outage,” Bill added. “The base looks unusually dark tonight. Even though I’ve never been here, I’ve driven the ambulance down Route 40 on runs many times and there was always a glow in the sky from the lights at the base.” 
 
    “A power outage could also explain why the base didn’t answer the phone after five o’clock,” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    Dave got out of the car and walked over to the fence and began to shine his flashlight on the guard booth inside the fence. 
 
    “The guard booth is empty, the door is hanging open,” Dave said walking back to the car. 
 
    “What do we do now?” Michelle asked. “I don’t even want to think about driving back through Kingsland.” 
 
    “Do you know of another gate?” Bill asked. “Maybe they only man certain gates at night.” 
 
    “No, this is the main gate, if they were going to man a gate at night, it would be this one,” Dave replied.  
 
    “We’re not going back to town are we?” Michelle asked sounding worried. 
 
    “No, we’re going in,” Dave replied. “If it was any normal night, we’d go home and come back tomorrow, but this isn’t a normal night and we can’t wait until morning. Besides, we really don’t have much of a choice, it’s either we find a way in to the base or we turn around. Like Michelle, I don’t really care much for the idea of going back through Kingsland.” 
 
    “I say we just run the gate with the car,” Bill said. 
 
    “I don’t think the Navy would look too kindly at something like that,” Dave replied. “We could end up getting a missile up our ass.” 
 
    “I didn’t think about that,” Bill replied. 
 
      
 
    Dave shined the flashlight on the gate and then the fence. 
 
    “I wish I had some damn wire cutters,” Dave said. 
 
    “I have a wire cutter in the trunk,” Michelle spoke up. 
 
    “You do!” Bill said sounding surprised. 
 
    “I have a roll of wire too,” Michelle added. “My car is held together by wire. When ever I hear something rattling or dragging on the ground, I cut a section of wire and tie it up so it doesn’t fall off.” 
 
    “It’s a long story, Bill,” Dave laughed. “Michelle can tell you all about her car later. Michelle, would you get me your wire cutters and the roll of wire?” 
 
    “Sure,” Michelle replied and jumped out of the car and ran back to the trunk. 
 
    A moment later, she walked to the front of the car and handed Dave the cutters and a large spool of wire.” 
 
    “Why did you want the roll of wire?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “After I cut a hole in the fence we need to wire it back together. We don’t want some zombies ending up following us into the base.” 
 
    “Good idea,” Michelle replied. “I hope I never see another zombie again for the rest of my life.” 
 
    “You and me both,” Dave growled as he used the wire cutter and began to cut the links in the fence. 
 
    It took him fifteen minutes to cut a hole in the fence large enough for the three of them to crawl through. 
 
      
 
    “Michelle,” Dave said. “How about pulling the car off to the side of the road and turn off the engine and lights. If the Navy decides to send a convoy out through this gate, we don’t want to block the road.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle replied, got in the car, backed it up a few feet and pulled the car into the weeds along the road. 
 
    When she turned off the car, it became pitch black with the only light now coming from the flashlight that Dave was holding. 
 
    She got out of the car and locked the doors. 
 
      
 
    Michelle started walking towards the light reflecting off the fence. 
 
    When she reached the fence, Dave said, “I’ll hold the light for you, Bill you go through the fence first then hold the section of fence open for Michelle.” 
 
    Bill pushed through the fence then pulled back the loose section of the fence so Michelle and Dave could crawl through without getting scratched. 
 
    When Dave was through, he took the wire cutters and cut off six sections of wire from Michelle’s spool and began to secure the two sections of the fence together again. 
 
    “Hopefully those things can’t chew through this,” Dave said when he was finished. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get moving,” Dave said. 
 
    “How far do we have to go?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “It’s a mile to the next gate,” Dave replied. “But we should run into a small complex about a half mile down this road where the Navy has facilities for the public to come in and the sailors can meet with their families before the Navy deploys them to their submarines to go out on their assignments.” 
 
    “Will there be anyone at the complex at this time of night?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Probably not,” Dave replied. “But by the time we reach the complex, someone should have picked us up on the security cameras if they haven’t already seen us. They will probably have security come out to apprehend us by then, so when you hear someone coming, don’t make any suspicious moves. For all they know we’re breaking into the base, which we are, but we just need to cooperate until we have a chance to explain why we’re here.” 
 
    “Dave, when they see you covered in all that blood,” Bill said, “They might just decide to shoot you.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t be so sure,” Dave laughed. “They might think I’ve been attacked by the two of you and shoot you guys.” 
 
    “Don’t worry,” Michelle chuckled, “I’ll protect both of you, can we just start walking? It’s creepy out here.” 
 
      
 
    The three of them started walking down the center of the road, using Dave’s flashlight to light the way. 
 
      
 
    “How did Jim and Pete die?” Bill asked as they walked. 
 
    “I had them sitting in their car outside of 81 Sunnyside Drive to keep an eye on the place until I returned from the call down at the old woman’s house,” Dave replied. “When I returned, I found them both dead in the car.” 
 
    “Any idea who killed them?” Bill asked. 
 
    “When we were investigating the first call at 81 Sunnyside Drive, we found everyone in the house except for that one kid Ted took to the hospital, we found everyone else had been butchered and partially eaten,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Zombies!” Bill said. 
 
    “You’re probably right,” Dave replied. “Pete and I were trying to follow a trail of bloody footprints that went out the back door. They led out into the woods in the direction of other houses along Sunnyside Drive. 
 
    When Carrie called to say we had another call down at 92 Sunnyside Drive, I told Pete and Jim to wait in the car until I came back.” 
 
    “So you found them shortly after I left to take Joe and that other guy to the hospital?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Dave replied. “What I found in that car made me sick. I noticed some movement back inside the house, so I went back inside looking to find the people that had killed Pete and Jim. 
 
    I found three staggering monsters inside the house. I wasn’t in any mood at that point to try and immobilize them, so I pulled my gun and started shooting. The bullets didn’t do a damn thing.” 
 
    “The only way to kill a zombie is to shoot them in the head,” Bill said. 
 
    “We didn’t figure that out until later,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    They continued to walk down the road. 
 
    “Betty and Carrie were also killed by zombies?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I found four zombies tearing Betty to shreds next to the parking lot out in back of the Public Safety Building when I got back,” Dave replied. 
 
    “We saw zombies dragging Carrie’s dead body out of the police station a little later,” Michelle added. “It was horrible.” 
 
    “When what was left of Betty’s body tried to break in to the Public Safety Building, I finally started to believe in zombies,” Dave added. 
 
    “How did the zombies get into the Public Safety Building?” Bill asked. “That building looked pretty secure to me.” 
 
    “I can’t say for sure, but I think it was through the side door,” Dave replied. “Michelle and I managed to get out of the dispatch center by crawling through the vents before they broke into the dispatch center. Then we managed to make our way to the other end of the building before they discovered where we were. We barely made it out of the building by jumping out a back window and running to Michelle’s car. The whole night has been a nightmare.” 
 
    “On the plus side,” Michelle added. “There are about twenty fewer zombies now than there were before. Dave kept hitting them with my car.” 
 
    “Next time, you can drive,” Dave said. 
 
    “No, Thank You!” Michelle replied. 
 
      
 
    “But after all of this, I still don’t have a single idea how this all started,” Dave said. “Even worse, I don’t have a clue about how to deal with all these damn zombies.” 
 
    “Hopefully now that we’re on the Naval Base, we won’t have to worry about that anymore,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Well, I for one will be happy when morning comes and this whole damn thing is over and done with,” Dave said.   “How much further do we have to go now? My back is killing me from where I landed on it when I jumped out of the ambulance,” Bill complained. 
 
    “Quit your bitching and keep walking,” Dave laughed. “Look at the bright side, you’re still alive. That’s a lot more than I can say for most of Kingsland.” 
 
    “You always were the sympathetic type,” Bill replied. 
 
      
 
    They continued to walk until Dave spotted the dark outline of buildings against the dark skyline. 
 
    “I think that’s the public access complex up ahead,” Dave said. “Keep alert, remember we might run into a security detachment around here somewhere. I’m sure they’ve picked us up on their night vision cameras or infrared  
 
    sensors by now. We don’t want to get ourselves shot by some hotshot security guard.” 
 
    “Just walk normal, that way they won’t mistake us for zombies,” Bill added. 
 
    “I doubt that the Navy is out looking for zombies,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Probably not, because zombies won’t show up on infrared or heat sensors,” Bill said. “They don’t have any body heat so they won’t show up on those kind of sensors.” 
 
    “I would tell you that you don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” Dave replied. “But tonight, it’s probably not the night to rule out any of your crazy shit.” 
 
    “That’s wise,” Bill said seriously. 
 
    Dave laughed but only said, “Just keep your eyes open.” 
 
      
 
    After a few more minutes of walking they came to the complex. 
 
    Dave stood and shined his flashlight on the buildings. 
 
    “Something about this makes me begin to wonder about how secure our country is,” Dave said. “If the Navy can’t protect their own base against the three of us, how can they protect the country against our enemies with all their high-tech weaponry?” 
 
    “Are you sure they have security cameras set up inside the base?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I would if I were running this base,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    “If we went inside one of these buildings, maybe we could find a telephone,” Michelle said. 
 
    “With the phones out, what good would that do us?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Maybe they have their own closed system inside the base,” Michelle replied. “One that’s not connected to the outside lines. They might be still working.” 
 
    “I guess it’s worth a try,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    Dave shined his light on the nearest building and began walking towards the door. 
 
    “The door is locked,” Dave said after trying the door knob, then he moved over to the window and felt around. 
 
    “This window is open, I think we can get in here,” Dave said as he slid the bottom part of the window upward. 
 
    Next he climbed in through the window and shined his flashlight around the interior of the room. 
 
    The room appeared to be an office, a few desks sat out in the middle of the room. 
 
    Dave turned back to the window. 
 
    “It’s an office of some kind, give me your hand,” Dave said to Michelle. 
 
    Michelle reached up and took Dave’s hand and he pulled her in through the window. 
 
    Bill waited until Michelle was inside, then Dave pulled him inside next. 
 
      
 
    “There are two phones over on those desks,” Dave said. 
 
    “I’ll try them,” Michelle said and quickly walked over to the desks as Dave provided the light for her to see her way. 
 
    Michelle sat down at the first desk and picked up the phone and held it to her ear. 
 
    “I have a dial tone,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Do you remember the number for the base?” Dave asked. 
 
    “I think so,” Michelle replied as she began to punch in the number. 
 
    “I’m happy to see that something at this base is still operating,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    Michelle held the phone to her ear for a moment then turned to look at Dave. 
 
    “It’s not ringing,” she said. 
 
    “Are you sure you dialed the correct number?” Dave asked.  
 
    “I dialed the number I remembered but I can’t be sure it was the right number,” Michelle replied. “I usually have a good memory for numbers when I’m not being chased by zombies.” 
 
    “Hang up and try it again,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    Michelle hung up then picked the phone again and held it to her ear, the dial tone was back. 
 
    She dialed in the number again and waited. 
 
    “Still nothing,” she said then hung up the phone. 
 
    “If it is a closed system, maybe it doesn’t work like a regular phone,” Michelle said. “Maybe all you do is punch in the extension of whoever you want to talk to. Let me use your flashlight, there might be some kind of directory here with the base extensions.” 
 
    Dave handed Michelle his flashlight. 
 
    Michelle began to rummage through the desk, pulling out sheets of paper from the drawers until she found what she was looking for.” 
 
    “This looks like it,” Michelle said as she started running her finger over the list of names and numbers. 
 
    “Who should I call?” she asked. 
 
    “I wouldn’t call the Captain,” Dave replied. “Is there an extension for security?” 
 
    “Here it is,” Michelle replied as she punched in one, four, seven. 
 
    “It’s ringing,” Michelle said, concentrating on the phone, but after thirty seconds she looked at Dave. “No one is answering.” 
 
      
 
    “Let me see that list,” Dave said reaching out his hand. 
 
    Michelle handed him the list. 
 
    “Try extension one, nine, five,” Dave said as he studied the list. “That’s the base operations officer.” 
 
    After a few seconds, Michelle said, “Still no answer.”
Dave handed the list back to Michelle, “Just start going through the list until you get someone to answer.” 
 
    Michelle took the list and began dialing, but after five minutes she hung up the phone. 
 
    “I even tried the Captain’s extension,” Michelle said. “It’s no use. No one is answering, maybe it’s still too early.” 
 
    “Not for the Navy,” Dave replied. “They are on the job twenty-four hours a day, or at least they should be.” 
 
    “What do we do now?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I say we go in to the main part of the base,” Dave replied. 
 
    “And if there is no one there either?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Then we find a comfortable place where we can wait until someone shows up,” Dave replied. “After everything I’ve seen tonight, I’d feel much better being behind two fences instead of just one. But I don’t think we’ll have to do that, this base has a few hundred men and women stationed here and they are all on the other side of the next fence.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Bill asked. 
 
    “If they aren’t here, then where the hell would they all be?” Dave asked. 
 
    “I don’t think you want to hear my answer,” Bill replied. 
 
      
 
    “Anyone have a dollar I can borrow?” Michelle asked. 
 
    Dave and Bill turned to see Michelle standing in front of a vending machine in the corner of the room. 
 
    “Are you getting hungry?” Bill laughed. 
 
    “No, I’m thirsty,” Michelle replied. 
 
    Bill reached in his pocket and pulled out a dollar. 
 
    “Here, just do me a favor and save me a drink,” Bill said. “I’m kind of thirsty myself.” 
 
    “Here,” Dave said pulling three dollars out of his wallet, “get us each a drink. Are there any candy bars in that machine?” 
 
    “No, just soft drinks and water,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I guess a drink will help,” Dave replied. “Just don’t give me any of that diet crap, I need sugar. I’ve been so busy I didn’t have a chance to eat anything tonight and my stomach has been letting me know about it.” 
 
    Michelle fed the money into the machine then turned and handed Bill a Coke, she had a Diet Coke for herself and handed Dave a Jolt Soda. 
 
    “What’s this?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Something to keep your engine running,” Michelle smiled. “It’s high in caffeine.” 
 
    “It will be like drinking an entire pot of coffee,” Bill chuckled. “You drink that and you can forget about getting any sleep tonight.” 
 
    “Good,” Dave replied then popped the tab and chugged the entire can. “It’ll be morning soon and I doubt any of us are going to get any sleep tonight anyhow. Drink up and let’s get moving and find out where everyone is around here.” 
 
      
 
    They unlocked the door, an easy task from inside the room, left the building and wandered through the small complex before starting down the road towards the main part of the base. 
 
      
 
    When they were almost half way to the next gate, Michelle said, “That smell is getting stronger again down this way. I hope it is a beached whale and not more zombies.” 
 
    “Dave, what do you make of that smell?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I really don’t know,” Dave replied. “Nothing has turned out to be what we’ve expected it to be, hopefully it is just another beached whale, but keep your eyes open. I don’t really think we will run into any zombies here on the base, this is the East Coast Base housing our ballistic missile submarine fleet for God’s sake. If they can’t keep from being overrun by zombies, what the hell chance to do we have?” 
 
    “We’ll they would be in deep shit if we were here to do a surprise readiness inspection,” Bill said. “I expected the military to be a lot more on the ball than what we’ve found here tonight. I don’t have a good feeling about this.” 
 
    “Just keep alert,” Dave replied, “we shouldn’t have much further to go.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Dave shined the light into the distance in front of them and was relieved to see in the distance the light reflecting off the gate they had been searching for. 
 
    “The main gate,” Dave said. 
 
    “It’s about time,” Bill replied. “I still think we should have run that first gate with the car, my back is killing me, I think I would have been willing to take my chances with a missile to avoid all this walking.” 
 
    “If you would have been trapped in a room surrounded by zombies that were trying to get in to tear you apart, you would be happy to be out here walking no matter what was hurting,” Michelle replied. 
 
    Dave laughed, “You tell him, Michelle!” 
 
    “I guess you’re right,” Bill sighed. “It could always be worse.” 
 
    “But I have to say that I’m glad we finally made it,” Michelle said. “Besides worrying about zombies, all these crickets and frogs croaking are starting to freak me out.” 
 
    “As long as we keep hearing the sounds of the night, we don’t have anything to worry about,” Bill said. “The frogs and insects get quiet when there are zombies around. Critter sounds are good.” 
 
    “And how do you know that?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Basic zombie knowledge,” Bill replied. “Everyone knows that critters are afraid of the walking dead and they are smart enough to be quiet when zombies are around.” 
 
    “Sorry I asked,” Dave replied as they approached the fence. 
 
      
 
    Dave shined the flashlight on the fence next to the gate. 
 
    “Michelle, hand me the wire cutters,” Dave said. “This looks like a good place where we can get inside the fence.” 
 
    Michelle handed Dave the wire cutters and he began to cut the links in a circular pattern. 
 
    The fence vibrated with each link Dave snipped and made a loud clanking sound. 
 
    “The frogs and insects suddenly got quiet,” Michelle whispered. “Should I be worried?” 
 
    “Don’t worry, it’s not because there are zombies around,” Dave chuckled, “it’s because they are afraid of wire cutters too.” 
 
    “No, they are afraid of the people with wire cutters,” Bill replied. 
 
    “But now I can hear a different noise,” Michelle said. “Listen, can you hear it too?” 
 
    Dave stopped cutting the fence links and knelt in front of the fence silently for a moment. 
 
    “I hear it,” Bill whispered. “It sounds like something splashing in the water out in the channel. Did you ever see an old fashion paddle boat going up the river? It sounds like the paddle wheel of one of those old river boats churning in the water. I wonder what a paddle boat is doing on the submarine base.” 
 
    “It can’t be a river boat,” Dave said. “The sound is probably coming from the Navy repair yard, they could be working on a boat and are testing it out in the channel.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Bill replied. “But at least it doesn’t sound like it has anything to do with zombies.” 
 
    “It’s good to finally hear normal living people making noise for a change,” Dave said and started cutting the fence links again. 
 
      
 
    After a few moments, Dave stopped cutting and pushed open the section of fence he had just cut free. 
 
    He crawled through the opening, stood and held the fence open. 
 
    “Let’s go,” Dave said. 
 
    Michelle crawled through the opening followed by Bill. 
 
    Dave cut a few sections of wire and began to tie the loose section back in place. 
 
    When he was done he stood and shined his light towards the base. 
 
    They were still too far away to see anything with the small flashlight. 
 
    “Where do we go from here?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Let’s go towards that sound,” Dave replied. “I don’t know what’s going on around here, but that should be a good place to start where we might be able to find some help.” 
 
    “But I tried calling the repair yard when we were back in that office building and no one answered,” Michelle said. 
 
    “I know,” Dave replied. “But right now I can’t think of anything better to try. I have a feeling that we will find Navy personnel when we find the source of that sound.” 
 
    “I hope you’re right,” Michelle said. 
 
      
 
    They started walking towards the distant sound of the churning water. 
 
    From the second gate, the distance to the channel was about half a mile. 
 
    As they walked towards the sound, it began to guide their approach towards the right side of the base. 
 
    “I’m getting the feeling that something is wrong here,” Dave said. 
 
    “Why do you say that?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Because if I remember correctly, the main part of the base where the repair yard is located is up in the other direction,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What is down this way,” Michelle asked as the sound they were following became louder. 
 
    “Nothing that I can remember,” Dave replied. “Down this way was just a long stretch of beach where the channel begins and leads back up to the main part of the base.” 
 
    “Maybe we should go the other way if you think something is wrong,” Bill suggested. 
 
    “I still think going in this direction is our best chance to find help,” Dave replied. “Besides, now I’m curious about what is making that sound.” 
 
    They continued to walk. 
 
      
 
    It was now six o’clock in the morning and the eastern sky was beginning to brighten as dawn was approaching. 
 
    Buildings and trees began to become recognizable as their dark shapes began to contrast against the still dark but brightening horizon. 
 
    Dave continued to shine his flashlight on the path in front of them to light the ground ahead so they could find their way without tripping over the many small obstacles lying in the sand. 
 
    As they approached the beach, a large dark object appeared to be on the beach directly in front of them. 
 
    They were still a few hundred yards away, but a two-hundred foot section of the beach was unusually dark. 
 
    The sound they had been hearing was also now much louder. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell is that?” Bill asked. “Can you make out what that is?” 
 
    “Well it doesn’t appear to be a riverboat,” Michelle added. “It’s way to long to be a riverboat, it looks more like a massive tree trunk that was toppled by a storm.” 
 
    “How could a tree end up on the beach, there isn’t anything that big around here,” Bill replied as he studied the large dark shape out on the beach. “The only thing around here is brush and seaweed. Do you think there was a storm somewhere along the coast that washed this thing up on the beach?” 
 
    “But trees don’t make noise like that,” Dave added. 
 
    “Maybe it’s the waves breaking over the branches,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “No, the noise is too steady to be that,” Dave said. “The sound would only be made when the waves washed over the branches, the sound we are hearing is constant.” 
 
      
 
    They walked closer as Dave thought about the sound and what would have a shape like the long dark object that covered the beach in front of them. 
 
    Then it hit him. 
 
    “I think I know what it is,” Dave exclaimed as they moved closer. 
 
    “Well, what is it?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I think it’s a submarine,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What the hell would a submarine be doing on the beach?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I have no idea, but we are on a submarine base,” Dave replied. “Look at that shape, it’s long like a submarine and that sound we’ve been hearing could be the propellers still churning in the water.” 
 
    “How the hell could a submarine end up getting itself beached on the sand like a damn whale?” Bill asked. “I’ve never heard of anything like that ever happening before, at least I never heard of it happening around here.” 
 
    “Why is it still here?” Michelle asked. “If a Navy sub ended up beaching itself, why isn’t the Navy out here trying to get it back in the water?” 
 
    “Or at least, why hasn’t the Navy turned off the damn engines,” Bill added. “If they were waiting until morning to push it back out into the channel, I think they would have at least shut down its systems and not just let it sit out here running at full power all night.” 
 
      
 
    “Maybe it’s something else,” Dave finally said. “It was just an idea. Let’s keep moving, we’ll find out what it is in a few minutes. I’m sure the shadows are just playing tricks with my imagination and it will end up being something simple.” 
 
    “Something simple,” Michelle replied. “I think I heard someone say that somewhere else tonight.” 
 
      
 
    The eastern sky brightened a little more in the few minutes it took them to reach the beach. 
 
    It was still dark, but the shapes around them were becoming more and more distinct. 
 
    When the sand under their feet began to feel softer, and the sound of churning water began to sound like more of a roar, Dave raised his flashlight and shined it in the direction of object on the beach. 
 
    The large object was beginning to take shape as they moved closer. 
 
    It was massive, appearing to be as tall as a building, it was much taller than it had looked from a distance. 
 
    When the light from Dave’s flashlight struck the object, they had the answer to their question. 
 
    His light illuminated the tall conning tower and fins of a submarine. 
 
    They could see that the submarine was lying on it’s side with the end of the tall conning tower resting on the sand. 
 
    The hull of the sub extended across the beach and into the dunes, but that was only the part that was on the beach. 
 
    The other end of the sub extended out into the channel for another hundred feet or more. 
 
    The loud roaring sound of churning water was coming from the end of the sub still out in the channel. 
 
      
 
    “That is one hell of big submarine,” Bill gasped. 
 
    “I believe it is about six hundred feet long,” Dave replied. “The base here is the home to the U.S. Ohio Class submarine fleet. They call them ‘Boomers.’” 
 
    “Why are they called ‘Boomers’?” Michelle asked. “Is it because they are so big?” 
 
    “No,” Dave replied. “It’s because they each carry one hundred twenty nuclear missiles, each with five individual warheads capable of striking five different targets. Each missile has the capability of destroying five major cities on its own, thus creating a tremendous Boom, so they gave them the name ‘Boomers’.” 
 
    “You mean this thing which obviously has some kind of problem, since it is sitting here on the beach churning up water, is loaded with nuclear missiles?” Michelle asked. “Why isn’t the Navy out here doing something about this? This is dangerous, this thing could be unstable or something. What if it explodes right here on the beach?” 
 
    “We’d be vaporized and would never know what hit us,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    “Being vaporized doesn’t worry me too much right now,” Bill said. “It would happen so fast, you wouldn’t feel a thing.” 
 
    “Well it scares the hell out of me,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “What scares the hell out of me right now is what I think I just saw,” Bill said. “Dave let’s get a little closer and shine your light on the sand below the conning tower.” 
 
    “What did you see?” Dave asked as he took a few steps closer to the submarine. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Bill replied. 
 
      
 
    Dave was aiming his light in the direction of the submarine’s conning tower instead of on the ground in front of them as he been doing before as they walked. 
 
    “Oh God,” Michelle groaned. “I think I tramped in a pile of cow manure or something. I can’t see where I’m walking.” 
 
    Dave turned to give Michelle some light so she could get her foot out of whatever she had gotten into. 
 
    When the light struck her foot, Michelle shrieked and jerked her foot up and began dancing around hysterically. 
 
    Dave grabbed her and pulled her close, squeezing her against his chest to hold her still. 
 
    “Relax, your OK,” Dave said. 
 
    “How can I relax, I had my foot stuck in a dead body,” Michelle shrieked. “It wasn’t even a whole dead body, it was what was left of someone’s dead body. I think I’m going to be sick….” 
 
    Michelle pulled away from Dave, leaned forward and began to throw up. 
 
      
 
    After a few minutes Michelle straightened up and wiped off her mouth and chin. 
 
    Dave shined his light over Michelle’s foot. 
 
    “God,” Michelle gagged, “My foot is covered with blood.” 
 
    “There seems to be a lot of that going around tonight,” Dave replied as he examined her foot. “The good thing is that it appears that none of the blood is yours.” 
 
    “That doesn’t really help,” Michelle gagged. 
 
    Michelle tried to throw up again, but there wasn’t anything left to come up. 
 
    Dave began to shine his light on the ground around where they were standing. 
 
    The ground all around them was red with blood. 
 
    Bloody body parts and pieces of clothing were scattered around over the ground. 
 
    “Aim your light towards the sub again, Dave,” Bill said. 
 
      
 
    Dave began to shine his light towards the sub, following the bloody trail across the sand until it reached the point where the top of the conning tower was buried in the sand. 
 
    A welding outfit lay on the ground below the open hanging hatch on the conning tower. 
 
    The trail of blood continued up into the hatch and into the submarine. 
 
    “Is this what you thought you saw?” Dave asked Bill. 
 
    “Yeah,” Bill replied. “I thought I saw a red color in the edges of the light. I was afraid this was what it would be. It looks like the sub was attacked by zombies.” 
 
      
 
    “How could zombies attack a submarine?” Michelle asked, as her stomach finally began to settle down. 
 
    Dave got down and shined his flashlight into the open hatch. He quickly moved away from the hatch. 
 
    “I can still hear them groaning inside the sub,” Dave said. “We better get away from here before anymore of them find their way out.” 
 
    “How did zombies get on a submarine?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I heard the Navy was experimenting with unusual kinds of weapons,” Bill replied. “I heard they were strapping explosives onto Dolphins and Sharks, cameras onto birds, but putting zombies on submarines, that’s wild. Whatever they were teaching them to do, they obviously couldn’t teach them how to pilot a submarine.” 
 
    “Bill, you’re starting to sound ridiculous again,” Dave growled. “I agree that there are such things as zombies, unfortunately, but the idea that the Navy was sending zombies out on submarines is ridiculous. Obviously, the zombies somehow got on the sub when it was out at sea. 
 
    How, I have no idea. The sub was probably trying to return to base, but after the zombies killed everyone on board, the sub ended up running a ground, beaching itself here.” 
 
      
 
    “How did they get out of the sub?” Michelle asked. “They didn’t seem to be able to use doorknobs over at the office, getting out of a sub looks to be a lot harder than opening a door.” 
 
    “After the sub ran aground, I think the Navy would have tried to communicate with the men inside. When they weren’t able to establish communications, they came out and cut open the hatch to get inside the sub to get the men out. When they cut open the hatch they were attacked by the zombies,” Dave replied as he shifted his light to the welding equipment lying on the sand by the tower. “Here’s the welding outfit they were using.” 
 
    “When they discovered the zombies, why didn’t they just shoot them in the head?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Since most ‘normal’ people don’t believe in zombies,” Dave said, emphasizing the word normal, “they probably were trying to get inside to help their fellow submariners. In fact, they probably acted like this one crazy 911 dispatch operator I know that wanted to run out and help Betty.” 
 
    “At the time it seemed like the right thing to do,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I’m sure at that point it never crossed your mind that she was a zombie,” Dave added. “By the looks of all the blood and body parts around here, neither did the Navy until it was too late. How ever things went down, they obviously never made it into the sub to cut the power.” 
 
      
 
    “I think that kind of answers the question why we were able to get on the base so easily and why there wasn’t anyone manning the gates,” Bill said. “But how the hell did the zombies get on the sub in the first place?” 
 
    “The answer to that question is probably inside somewhere, but I’m not going in there to find it. Besides, knowing how they got on the sub won’t do us any good at this point. They’re here and we have to deal with it, period!” 
 
    “Do you have any idea how many men were on a sub like this?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I believe I read somewhere that there were about one hundred and forty men on a Boomer,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    “You say there are still zombies in the sub,” Michelle said. “If half of them were able to get out of the sub, even if the Navy wasn’t able to get inside the sub to shut it down, surely the Navy could handle seventy zombies. So where is everyone?” 
 
    “It’s not the zombies that are the problem, it’s the infection they carry that’s the problem,” Bill replied. “All it takes is one person to become infected to wipe out everyone. If the Navy was able to destroy all the zombies that came out of this sub, and by all the blood and body parts everywhere they might have done that, but in the process if one of their men became infected, it wouldn’t matter that they had killed all the zombies. Once the men carried the infection back to base, it would start all over again before long. 
 
    That’s probably why we haven’t seen anyone else on the base tonight.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure that’s what happened here,” Dave said. “If they would have killed all the zombies that got out, why didn’t they send a unit into the sub and finish the job and shut down the sub instead of just letting it sit here running like this.” 
 
    “Like you said, they never thought that that they would be dealing with zombies,” Michelle said. “Maybe they had just sent a small unit out to get into the sub and they were overrun by the zombies.” 
 
    “Who knows,” Dave replied. “We could sit here and guess at all kind of possibilities until the sun comes up and it won’t do us a damn bit of good. 
 
    We need to get out of here and find out if there is anyone still on this base.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So where do we go?” Michelle asked. “It seems that there are zombies everywhere we go.” 
 
    “I suggest since we have come this far that we go over to the main part of the base and see if we can find anyone,” Dave replied. “Unless one of you have a better idea?” 
 
    “If the zombie apocalypse has started, it really doesn’t matter where we go,” Bill said. “They’ll find us no matter where we go.” 
 
    “Bill, did you go to a lot of zombie conventions when you were a kid?” Michelle asked with a sound of sarcasm in her voice. 
 
    “I believe they called them Comic Cons,” Dave growled. “He still goes to those things every time one comes around. I’ve been listening to him talking about zombies and the coming apocalypse for the last five years.” 
 
    “Then maybe we should all go to Bill’s house and hide in his doomsday survival shelter,” Michelle said with a hint of humor in her voice. 
 
    “He hasn’t finished his shelter yet,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I can’t believe Dave has you brainwashed against me on just your first night on the job,” Bill said. “It took him a week before he was able to convince the last girl that I was crazy.” 
 
    “Michelle is a lot smarter than the last girl,” Dave laughed. 
 
      
 
    “It sounds like you two have had this conversation before,” Michelle said. 
 
    Dave laughed, “How’d you guess that?” 
 
    “So how did you two survive the last zombie apocalypse?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Smart ass,” Dave said. “We better get moving. Are you coming with me or not?” 
 
    “I’m coming,” Michelle said. “But until it gets light out, please keep the light on the ground in front of us so I don’t step on anymore dead bodies.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    They had walked for almost ten minutes towards the main part of the base. 
 
    The sky was now bright, the sun would soon be rising. 
 
    Dave kept his flashlight on the ground in front of them, even though the sky was bright enough for them to navigate without it. He used the light because there were numerous bloody obstacles on the ground that they wished to avoid. 
 
    He could hear Michelle groaning every time she had to jump over something disgusting. 
 
    The buildings on the base were now visible along with the inlet and the boats tied up at the dock. 
 
      
 
    “It looks like a war had been fought here,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Yeah and our side lost,” Bill added. “Do you think anyone survived, it’s awful quiet around here?” 
 
    “Where, here or in Kingsland?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Both places, I guess,” Bill answered. 
 
    “We’re still alive,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Besides us!” Bill clarified. 
 
    “Even though all signs seem to indicate that no one else made it,” Dave replied again. “If we are still here, there has to be others that made it too, especially here on the base. We just have to find them.” 
 
      
 
    “Did your zombie conventions tell you what to do after a zombie attack?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Michelle don’t get him started again,” Dave sighed. 
 
    “It couldn’t hurt,” Michelle replied. “We don’t seem to be doing all that well on our own at the moment. It might give us a few ideas.” 
 
      
 
    “The first thing they told us was to get up in the mountains or high country because zombies can’t climb hills very well,” Bill said. “They said the worst place to be when it starts is in the cities because there would be so many people that once the infection started to spread it would get out of control in a matter of hours.” 
 
    “We live on the Georgia and Florida border, probably one of the flattest and most heavily populated places in the country, so that bit of advice won’t help us much,” Dave replied. “How much did that pearl of wisdom cost you?” 
 
    “Dave, be nice,” Michelle said with a hint of humor in her voice. 
 
    “The second thing they told us was to avoid other people or at least approach them with caution,” Bill replied. “Because when everything starts to get scarce, the competition for things like food will make people as dangerous as zombies.” 
 
    “We’ve only discovered that there were zombies in Kingsland a few hours ago,” Dave said. “I don’t think we should be worrying that everyone we might run into is out to mug us. I realize we have a problem on our hands, but I’m not ready to run for the hills and start carrying signs saying that the end of the world is here. I think our biggest problem is not to let our imaginations get the better of us. If we just use our heads and keep it together, I’d be willing to bet this will all be over by the end of the day.” 
 
      
 
    “I sure hope so,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “And stop getting Bill all wound up,” Dave chuckled. “I know him a lot better than you, he’s a good medic but he will drive us both nuts with this zombie shit.” 
 
    “That’s it, talk about me like I’m not here,” Bill said. 
 
    “I honestly believe that you aren’t all here,” Dave laughed as he walked. 
 
    “Dave!” Michelle exclaimed. 
 
    Bill laughed, “Don’t get excited Michelle, Dave and I have this conversation every day, he doesn’t mean anything by it. Besides, I’m used to it since I have to deal with that jerk almost every day. I honestly don’t know what he is going to do now that he can’t tell me there is no such thing as zombies anymore.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle put her head down to hide her grin. She could just imagine the conversations they’ve had. 
 
      
 
    “Dave believes in UFOs,” Bill added a few minutes later. “Did he tell you that?” 
 
    “No, we haven’t had much time to talk about anything but zombies,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “He wanted to bet me one time that he would see a UFO before I saw a zombie,” Bill said. “Too bad I didn’t take him up on that bet.” 
 
    “Well, I bet you that if you don’t shut the hell up and keep your eyes open, you will get eaten by a zombie before I do,” Dave said. 
 
    “I’m glad you two are friends,” Michelle sighed. 
 
    “Could we just be quiet…….” Dave started to say, but he was interrupted as a loud crack sounded from somewhere up in front of them, then a thud sounded on the ground next to Michelle, kicking up the sand by her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Get down!” Dave yelled and hit the dirt. 
 
    Michelle dropped to the ground as another thud sounded, kicking up the sand in her face. 
 
    Michelle swore as she hit the ground and started gagging, “I’m going to be sick again!” 
 
      
 
    “What the hell was that?” Bill shouted. 
 
    “Someone is shooting at us,” Dave replied as another loud crack echoed off the buildings in the base. “I saw a flash coming from that second building from the right.” 
 
    “Who the hell are they?” Bill asked. 
 
    “If I had to guess, I would say it’s the Navy,” Dave replied. “It might be a security team patrolling the base to make sure that the zombies didn’t get back inside the interior fence.” 
 
    “They must think we’re zombies,” Bill said. 
 
    “Either that or they are freaked out by everything that’s happened tonight and are just shooting at anything that moves at this point.” 
 
      
 
    They could hear Michelle throwing up again. 
 
    “Michelle are you OK?” Dave shouted over his shoulder. 
 
    “No, I’m not alright!” Michelle forced out the words. 
 
    “Did you get hit?” Dave asked again. 
 
    “No, I’m lying on top of someone’s leg,” Michelle shrieked, “and I have shit all over me!” 
 
      
 
    “What are we going to do?” Bill asked. 
 
    “If whoever is shooting at us thinks we are zombies, we need to convince them that we aren’t zombies,” Dave replied. 
 
    “How do we do that?” Bill asked. 
 
    “You’re the zombie expert,” Dave replied. “How would you convince someone that you weren’t a zombie?” 
 
    “I would talk to them,” Bill said. “Since zombies can’t talk, they would know that I wasn’t a zombie.” 
 
    “Then how about going out and telling them that we aren’t zombies,” Dave replied sarcastically. 
 
    “I think they would shoot me before I could get close enough to say anything,” Bill said. “We could all start yelling, that might convince them that we aren’t zombies.” 
 
      
 
    Another bullet hit the sand in front of Dave as the sound of the shot echoed off the buildings. 
 
    A few seconds later, a faint but growing chorus of groans began to come from the other side of the base. 
 
      
 
    “Shit,” Dave said. “I think the sound of the gun shots are attracting the zombie’s attention to this part of the base. I guess we better convince someone fast that we aren’t zombies.” 
 
    “Yeah, or we will have to decide whether we want to be shot or eaten by a zombie,” Bill added. 
 
      
 
    Dave looked at his shirt, looked at Bill, then looked back at Michelle who had a look on her face somewhere between looking deathly ill and terrified. 
 
    “Michelle,” Dave shouted, “Toss me your jacket.” 
 
    “No!” Michelle shouted back. 
 
    “I need something to use like a flag to get the attention of whoever is shooting at us,” Dave shouted back, “and you’re the only one of us wearing a jacket, I’ll give it back in a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle rolled over on her back and slipped her arms out of the blue jacket that was part of her new three-piece suit that she had hoped would help her make a good impression tonight. 
 
    This wasn’t what she had in mind. 
 
    She then rolled back on her stomach and said, “Here it comes,” then tossed the jacket up to Dave.  
 
    Michelle added. “Be careful, the left elbow was jammed into that leg I told you about and is covered with blood and other things that I tried not to look at.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Nice blouse,” Bill said, staring over at Michelle with a slight grin on his face. 
 
    “Very funny,” Michelle said as she turned her attention to see what Dave was going to do. It was all she could do to keep herself from freaking out. Zombies were one thing, lying on top of bloody pieces of zombies was entirely something else.  
 
      
 
    Dave laid on his side and raised his right arm, holding Michelle’s jacket in his hand, and began waving the jacket in the air. 
 
    After a minute without hearing anymore shots, he hesitantly moved up on his knees as he continued waving the jacket. 
 
    Finally, he slowly moved to a standing position. 
 
    “Stand up and get behind me,” Dave said as the groaning grew louder and closer, “and hold your hands in the air.” 
 
    “You don’t think they will shoot at us again?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I hope not, but we have to take that chance,” Dave replied as the first of the zombies appeared between the buildings. “We have to get to that building before the zombies do or our long night is going to get a lot longer.” 
 
    “I suggest we run,” Bill said. 
 
    “I suggest you keep your hands in the air and stay behind me and don’t make any sudden moves,” Dave said as he started walking quickly towards the building where he had seen the flash from a gun barrel. 
 
    Dave continued waving Michelle’s jacket over his head. 
 
      
 
    When they were within a hundred feet of the building, a voice from one of the vents shouted, “Stay where you are!” 
 
    Dave could see the staggering bodies coming from around the other buildings. 
 
    The sounds of the moaning creatures were now beginning to get uncomfortably close. 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” the voice asked, “and what the hell are you doing on the base?” 
 
    “I’m Dave Matthews. I’m in charge of the Kingsland Police Department and I have two friends with me from the Public Safety Building. We need your help,” Dave said. 
 
    “I’m afraid we can’t be of much help at the present,” the voice replied. 
 
    “If you could just give us some shelter from the zombies that are coming around the building behind you, we would really appreciate it,” Dave said. 
 
    “Please help us,” Michelle said as she stepped up next to Dave and waved her arms in the air. 
 
    “Have any of you been injured?” the voice asked. 
 
    “No we haven’t,” Dave replied. 
 
    “You look like you’re bleeding,” the voice said. 
 
    “It’s not our blood,” Dave replied. “We’ve been fighting for our lives tonight, and things have gotten a little bloody as I’m sure you have seen for yourself tonight.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle let out a shriek as three zombies came around the side of the building and staggered towards her, Dave and Bill. 
 
    A door swung open and three men ran out of the building. 
 
    One man waved for Dave and his group to run for the building as the other two men shot at the three grisly figures coming around the sides of the building, putting them down with clean headshots. 
 
    Dave, Bill and Michelle ran for the building as the men continued firing at the second wave of bodies that started swarming around the building. 
 
    Dave, Bill and Michelle were ushered into the building by the man that had waved for them run towards the building as the other two men backed in through the door. 
 
    Dave could see the bodies falling against the doorframe as the men continued to shoot their guns as they backed into the building. 
 
    The two men then rushed back outside the door and struggled to kick the fallen bodies out of the way so they could get the door closed. 
 
      
 
    When the door was firmly shut and locked, the man that had waved them towards the building turned and said, “That was close, what the hell were you doing out there?” 
 
    “Thanks,” Dave said. “We were just trying to find somewhere to go. We appreciate your help.” 
 
    “Hopefully I can say you are welcome,” the man replied, “but first, I want the three of you to line up against the wall behind you and get undressed.” 
 
    “What?” Michelle said looking wide eyed. “You want me to take off my clothes?” 
 
    “You are all covered in blood,” the man replied. “I need to make sure you haven’t been injured.” 
 
    “But I told you this blood is not ours,” Dave said. 
 
    “I want to believe you, but this entire damn mess we are in all started because someone took someone else’s word that they weren’t injured. I am not about to jeopardize my life and the lives of my men just to be polite. I can’t take that chance. If you don’t want to comply, then you will have to leave.” 
 
      
 
    Dave looked at Bill and Michelle. 
 
    “Do it,” Dave said as he began to unbutton his shirt. 
 
    In a few minutes, the three of them were standing against the wall in their underwear looking uncomfortable. 
 
    They were brought a bucket of water to wash off the blood that covered any part of their body. 
 
    The man that had given them their instructions, the man that seemed to be in charge, came over a looked each of them over carefully. 
 
    When the guy came over to Michelle, he dipped a rag into the bucket of water and rubbed it on her butt, Michelle blushed. 
 
    Noticing Michelle’s discomfort, the man said, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to embarrass you but there was blood on your back side and I needed to be sure you weren’t injured there.” 
 
      
 
    “You all appear to be free of injuries,” the man smiled then turned and gave an order to bring each of their new guests a clean uniform. 
 
    “I think you will all be a lot more comfortable after you change into something less bloody,” the man said. “After you get dressed we need to talk.” 
 
      
 
    “I have a few questions I would like to ask you,” Dave said. 
 
    “I’m sure you do as I have some questions for you,” the man replied. “The problem is, I’m a little short on answers.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Dave finished putting on his Navy uniform, buttoned his shirt and turned to look at Michelle. 
 
    “How does it feel to be joining the Navy?” he smiled as he looked at Michelle who resembled a little kid trying on her father’s clothes that were way too large for her. 
 
    “I didn’t join, I was drafted,” Michelle growled. 
 
    Dave smiled at her, hoping to help her relax. 
 
    “I saw that you passed the physical with flying colors,” Bill chuckled. 
 
    Michelle gave him a nasty look that made Bill’s smile quickly disappear. 
 
      
 
    Dave noticed that the man that had looked them over was watching them. 
 
    When he saw Dave look in his direction, the man said, “I would like for you to come over here and have a seat so that we can talk.” 
 
      
 
    Dave, Michelle and Bill walked over to the other side of the room where the man was sitting on a stack of wooden boxes. 
 
    The building they were in was made up of just one large warehouse sized room. By the looks of the interior of the room, it appeared to be some kind of storage building with crates and boxes stacked against the walls, filling most of one side of the building. 
 
    There were other crates stacked around that looked like the men had been using them as chairs. 
 
      
 
    The man pointed to the row of crates in front of him, indicating that this was where he wanted them to sit. 
 
    The other two men stood on a stack of crates in front of two narrow horizontal vents that were six feet off the floor. 
 
    The men appeared to be intently focused as they looked outside, watching for any signs of movement. 
 
      
 
    After Dave and the others sat down, Dave said, “I would like to ask you a few questions…..” 
 
    But before Dave could complete his sentence, the man interrupted him. 
 
    “After you answer some questions for me,” he said. “Why were the three of you on my base?” 
 
    “Are you the Captain in charge of the base?” Dave asked. 
 
    “My questions first,” the man replied and smiled. “You are on a secure Navy facility without authorization and I want to know why and how you got on base before I answer any of your questions.” 
 
      
 
    “This base doesn’t look too secure to me,” Bill said. 
 
      
 
    The man looked at Dave. 
 
    “We thought your base would be the safest place to go,” Dave replied. 
 
    “How did you get on the base?” the man asked. 
 
    “I used wire cutters to cut through the fence by the two main gates,” Dave replied. “After we crawled through, I wired the fence back together.” 
 
    “Did you cut through the fence so you could get past the guards without them seeing you?” the man asked. 
 
    “We didn’t see any guards,” Dave replied. “In fact, we haven’t seen anyone on this base until we ran into you.” 
 
    “No one?” the man asked. 
 
    “No one that was still alive,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    “Why is there a submarine on the beach out there?” Bill asked. 
 
      
 
    The man looked to be in deep thought for a moment. 
 
    “It has been one hell of a night,” Dave said. “We were looking for somewhere we could go to get away from the zombies and were hoping to find someone that could tell us what the hell happened. By the looks of what we have seen of your base, I’m sure you understand.” 
 
      
 
    “You’re in charge of the Kingsland Police Department?” the man asked. 
 
    “The night shift, yes,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What are the conditions like in Kingsland?” the man asked. 
 
    “It was a damn nightmare,” Dave replied “I seriously doubt there is anyone left alive in Kingsland. That’s why we came here looking for help.” 
 
    “Shit, I was afraid of that,” the man replied under his breath. 
 
    “Afraid of what?” Michelle asked. “If you know what is going on we would appreciate you telling us something.” 
 
    “Do you know a man named Tom Jefferies?” Dave asked. “He worked for the Navy and lived over on Sunnyside Drive.” 
 
      
 
    “In due time,” the man said. “What time last night did things start to happen In Kingsland?” 
 
    “Sometime after one o’clock this morning,” Dave replied. “I got a call from 911 Dispatch about a problem over on Sunnyside Drive at the house of a Tom Jefferies.” 
 
    “I took the Jeffries call,” Michelle added. “It’s my first day on the job, I’m the new 911 dispatch operator.” 
 
    “When I arrived, I found four people had been slaughtered and half eaten,” Dave continued. “I also found a boy that was badly injured, I sent him to the hospital in an ambulance. There were bloody foot prints leading out the back door, but before I could follow them to see where they led, we started getting a flood of other calls up and down Sunnyside Drive that I had to respond to.” 
 
    “At an old lady’s house, Dave clubbed one of the zombies over the head and tied him up. I was on the way to the hospital to have him analyzed when he started going crazy. Then the deputy who was in the ambulance with me turned into a zombie and I ended up wrecking my ambulance,” Bill said. “I told Dave they were zombies, but he didn’t want to believe me.” 
 
      
 
    “Long story short,” Dave said. “I lost three men over on Sunnyside Drive. It was then I decided to go back to the station and call for help. I stopped at the dispatch center first to check on Michelle. 
 
    From there I called the State Police and the hospital, both were swamped with their own problems and couldn’t help us.” 
 
    “Then the phones stopped working and the zombies broke into our building,” Michelle said. “Dave and I crawled through the vents and jumped out a window to escape.” 
 
    “That’s when we came here,” Dave said. “We didn’t know where else to go but thought we could find some help here at the base.” 
 
    “They picked me up on the highway on the way here,” Bill added. “It’s been one long crazy night.” 
 
    “We thought it would be different when we got to the base,” Dave added, “but it doesn’t look like conditions here are any better. That is the short version of our night, can you help us make some sense out of any of this? Do you know how this started? Was Tom Jefferies involved in any way? What is that sub doing on the beach? Where is everyone? What happened here on the base, it looks like a damn war zone?” 
 
      
 
    The man held up his hand to stop the rapid flood of questions. 
 
    “First of all, my name is Ensign Ken Adams, the two men keeping watch are Seaman Daniels and Seaman Barbus,” Ensign Adams said. “Seaman Barbus is the man that lost his mind and without authorization started shooting at you, attracting all the unwanted attention to our position.” 
 
    “I thought they were more mutants coming our way,” Barbus said defensively. “I just got excited and forgot I wasn’t supposed to shoot at them.” 
 
    “You’re lucky he is a lousy shot,” Ensign Adams said. If he would have hit one of you, it would have been the first thing he managed to hit all night.” 
 
      
 
    “Where is everyone else?” Dave asked.  
 
    “One of many questions, I’m sure, that I can honestly say that I don’t know the answer,” Adams replied. 
 
    “Do you know how the sub ended up on the beach?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Again, I can honestly say that I don’t know,” Adams replied. “However, I can tell you that it is not one of ours.” 
 
    “But it looks like a Boomer,” Dave said. “We are the only country in the world with a sub like that.” 
 
    “If it’s not ours then whose is it?” Bill asked then paused. “I know, you don’t know that answer either.” 
 
    “I was told it belongs to the Russians,” Adams answered. “The Russians have been working frantically to upgrade their military equipment and weapons over the last few years. We believe they copied our design as a fast way to upgrade their own ballistic missile submarine fleet.” 
 
    “How could you tell, I didn’t see any Russian identification markings on the sub,” Dave asked. 
 
    “There are a number of ways, but the most obvious was the uniforms worn by the crew,” Adams replied. 
 
    “Do you have any idea how a Russian sub would end up on the beach at the main U.S Ballistic Missile Submarine Base?” Dave asked. 
 
     “We know that the Russians have also been experimenting with new weapon types. Hypersonic missiles, under water long range cruise missiles and biological weapons to name a few. Over the last year we have also detected an up tick in the number of Russian subs lurking off our east coast. We believe the sub was carrying some new variant of the pneumonic plague virus with the possible intent of depositing it in the waters off Boston or New York to test it and to create a state of panic that could be blamed on terrorists,” Adams replied. “We believe that before they reached the east coast an accident must have occurred, releasing the virus into the sub.” 
 
      
 
    “What is a pneumonic plague virus?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “It’s a virus that causes paralysis in its victims that can result in the death of the person infected,” Adams replied.  
 
    “It’s crazy to think they would have the balls to even think about unleashing something like that on anyone,” Dave said. “How in hell could they think they could possibly get away with something like that?” 
 
    “With the current environment in the world where everything is blamed on some terrorist group, and the terrorist groups are more than happy to take credit for any act of violence around the world, maybe they felt they could get away with it,” Adams replied. “All we can do is guess at their reasoning. 
 
    It’s a well-known fact that the Russians have been talking about devising an unstoppable weapon that could make the U.S coastlines uninhabitable for decades. With tensions as they are around the world, they might have decided the time was right to attempt it.” 
 
    “Do you think this was responsible for turning people into zombies?” Bill asked. 
 
    “I do,” Adams replied. “The results were probably not the intended result, but we believe it was responsible for what has happened. It acts just like the regular strain of the virus, causing paralysis and death, but something in the variant that we have never seen before somehow causes a dead body to continue to move and carry out some primeval desire to kill and devour the living. It is one nasty biologically engineered virus.” 
 
      
 
    “When did this sub run aground here on the base?” Dave asked. 
 
    “It was around twenty-two hundred hours last night,” Adams replied. “We had been tracking it for most of the day yesterday as it headed towards the coast, but we expected it to change course at the twelve-mile marker. The Russians are known for playing chicken with our defenses, so we weren’t too concerned at first. We figured they were just testing us like they always do.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m surprise that you didn’t sink it,” Dave said. 
 
    “We considered that, but as it got closer to shore, the Captain contacted Norfolk to discuss the situation and get authorization to sink it if it got closer to our base. 
 
    When he got off the phone with Command he told us they said for us to just let it come in,” Adams replied. “A submarine is lethal out in the depths of the ocean, close to shore in shallow waters they are vulnerable and practically defenseless. The Captain said Command thought there was a possibility they were trying to defect, so if that was their intention, we were ordered to let them come in and defect.  
 
    We had tried to communicate with the sub but there was no response. We considered the possibility that their communications center had been damaged, possibly during an internal mutiny of some kind. Our sensors told us that all torpedo bays and missile silos were closed so we decided to just monitor its progress. We had our weapons trained on it the entire way in just in case we would notice any signs that they were up to something. 
 
    We expected the sub to surface at the entrance to the channel, but instead it came in at full power and ran up on the beach.” 
 
    “Do you think that maybe that was their plan the entire time?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Possibly,” Adams replied, “but we all know that hind sight is 20-20. We know the Russians had talked about devastating the east coast, but we never expected them to do it by having a sub beach itself on our base.” 
 
    “Plausible deniability,” Bill said. “We open the sub and let the virus loose on ourselves and then they could claim it was an accident and put the blame on us.” 
 
    Adams nodded, “Anything is possible at this point.” 
 
      
 
    “What happened after the sub ran a ground?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Let me clarify something before we go any further,” Adams replied seriously. “What we are talking about is confidential and considered Top Secret at this time. By this time tomorrow it will probably be common knowledge. In fact, we may be at war by this time tomorrow and the government will want everyone to know why.  
 
    If by any chance tomorrow we are still alive and this somehow resolves itself, I will deny ever having said a word about this and I advise you to do the same. 
 
    I’m telling you about this now because we may need each other to survive and I feel it only right that you know what we are facing and why. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    “I just want to go home,” Michelle replied. “I don’t know who I would want to tell anyhow. My parents already think I’m crazy after I called to warn them about zombies.” 
 
    “All I care about is getting this under control and returning to life as normal,” Dave said. “Handling those responsible for this disaster is the job of the government. If they stay out of my hair and let me do my job, I have no intention of telling them how to do their job. Besides, I don’t see what good it would do to tell anyone what you told us? All that anyone that is still alive is concerned about right now is finding a way to stay alive.” 
 
      
 
    “Good,” Adams said. “Then allow me to continue. After the sub grounded itself, the Captain sent a twenty-five man security detail out to try and establish contact. They tried tapping on the hull using Morse Code, but nothing seemed to work.  
 
    The Captain was concerned because the sub’s engines were running at full power. He was concerned about a meltdown or an explosion, so he sent a crew out from the repair yard to cut open the hatch to get inside the sub to shut it down and contact the crew to find out what had happened. 
 
    It took them until twenty-three hundred hours to cut open the hatch. He sent in a six-man team, they were inside for only a few minutes before we heard gun shots and men screaming.  
 
    The men outside tossed in tear gas canisters, put on their gas masks and went in to help the first group. 
 
    A few minutes later three men cam back out of the sub, their arms and bodies were torn up and bloody and they were talking out of their heads about being attacked by mutants of some kind. 
 
    While the head of the security detail was trying to make sense out of what the three injured men were saying, these bloody mutants started falling out of the hatch like hornets coming out of their nest. 
 
    His best estimate was that at least fifty of those mutants crawled out of the sub’s hatch and began to attack his men.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean zombies?” Bill asked. 
 
    “We call them mutants,” Adams continued. “But zombie is also a fitting description.” 
 
    Adams then continued, “At first the remaining security detail was ordered to physically subdue the mutants. It was dark and they couldn’t get a good look at what was attacking them. The men were shocked to find that the mutants weren’t trying to fight back but were intent on biting them instead. The men were outnumbered five to one and soon found themselves being overwhelmed, bitten and torn apart. 
 
    The Captain sent out another security detail when reinforcements were requested. 
 
    The second detail responded more forcefully, using their clubs and finally their guns to subdue the mutants. 
 
    However, by the time they had things under control, all the men had been bitten or injured in some way. 
 
    The Captain declared the area around the sub off limits and he sent out a guard detail to keep an eye on the sub until he could evaluate the situation further.  
 
    He ordered the injured men from the security detail to report to the sickbay. 
 
    All but a few were treated for minor injuries and sent back to their barracks.  
 
    I talked to the doctor briefly afterwards. He said his tests showed the men had somehow come into contact with a new strain of the pneumonic plague, one he had never seen before.  
 
    He said he planned on giving everyone on the base a vaccine today as a precaution in case he was right.” 
 
      
 
    “I know what happened next,” Bill said. “All hell broke loose.” 
 
    “Around twenty-four hundred hours I heard men screaming. The injured had turned in their sleep and began attacking everyone in their barracks. With most of the men sleeping and helpless, it was over in minutes. 
 
    When the men on duty rushed in to help, they were quickly over whelmed,” Adams said. “Daniels, Barbus and I were doing inventory on a new shipment of cruise missiles here in this building, that is the only reason we are still alive. We tried to go out and help but found it was hopeless and had to retreat back to this building. 
 
    I said I didn’t know where everyone was, but that wasn’t entirely correct. 
 
    About a quarter of the base are now mutants and are still trapped in their barracks, another quarter are roaming the base and we saw another quarter of the mutants going out the north gate. They are probably the ones that went into Kingsland causing all the 911 calls you responded to.” 
 
    “What about the fourth quarter, you didn’t say what happened to them?” Bill asked. “Unless Navy math is different from what I learned in school there are four quarters.” 
 
    “They are scattered all over the base, mostly in mangled bloody pieces,” Adams replied solemnly. 
 
      
 
    “In many ways, I can see your night has been worse than ours,” Dave said. “I appreciate you telling us what happened. I can see that there wasn’t anything more any of us could have done tonight but at least we now know what was going on.” 
 
      
 
    “Now that we know what happened,” Michelle said. “What do we do?” 
 
    “Good question,” Dave replied and looked at Ensign Adams. “Hopefully the Navy has some ideas.” 
 
    Ensign Adams looked at his watch then looked at Dave. 
 
    “We need to stay alive until 0800 hours,” Adams replied. “If we stay in this building and don’t attract any more unwanted attention, Barbus! I think we should be able to do that.” 
 
    “What happens at eight o’clock?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Before retreating back to this location,” Adams replied. “I managed to get a call into Norfolk. I explained our situation and requested assistance. I was advised they couldn’t assist until 0800 today. They ordered us to stay away from the sub until they arrived. Communications went out before I was able to finish discussing the situation, but I am certain help should arrive by 0800.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you have more than one way to one way to communicate with Command?” Bill asked. 
 
    “We have many ways to communicate, but I didn’t feel it was worth the risk to go where we would have to go to use our other sources,” Adams replied. “Going further up into the base in the dark is extremely dangerous with all those mutants roaming around up there. Norfolk has been notified and stated they will send assistance. For now, we wait. I see no advantage at this time in doing anything else. Beside with only the three of us left, without help, I don’t know how much we could do.” 
 
      
 
    “What if they don’t show up?” Bill asked. “What if they are having the same problem as we are? What if the attack on this base wasn’t the only sneak attack last night?” 
 
    “In that case, I’d say we are all in deep shit,” Dave said. 
 
    “We’re already in deep shit,” Michelle smiled. “If no one shows up, it would be like using the rest room and then finding out there isn’t any toilet paper.” 
 
    Bill laughed, “Michelle, I would be thrilled if I could trade our zombie problem for a rest room without toilet paper.” 
 
      
 
    “I for one don’t have a problem waiting another hour,” Dave said. “I am in serious need of some rest.” 
 
    “Find a crate and get some sleep,” Ensign Adams said. “We’ll wake you in an hour or when help arrives.” 
 
    “There is no way I’m going to sleep,” Michelle said. “I’m staying awake until this is finally over.” 
 
    “You could be awake for a long time,” Bill replied. 
 
      
 
    As they got up and walked over to the other side of the room to find a spot to make themselves comfortable, Bill leaned in to Dave and asked quietly, “Do you believe what that guy just told us?” 
 
    “Let’s just say I have a few doubts about some of his answers,” Dave replied in a whisper. 
 
    “Well I don’t believe a damn thing he said,” Bill continued. “I think he just fed us a bunch of bull shit.” 
 
    “Why would he do that?” Michelle whispered. 
 
    “He’s covering up something,” Bill whispered. “I think someone screwed up and he doesn’t want us to know about it. That’s the third thing they tell us at my conventions. Dave, I know you think I’m crazy, but when something this drastic happens, it’s always because someone screwed up and then they lie about it to save their asses.” 
 
    “For the second time tonight, I agree with you,” Dave replied. 
 
    “What do you think they are lying about?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “First of all, that’s no damn Russian sub out there,” Dave replied. “My brother was in the Navy. Before he joined up he had pictures of U.S. subs all over his walls. That sub on the beach is a damn Boomer, there is no way the Russians have a sub like that. 
 
    Second, there is no way the Navy would let a Russian sub come charging into the base like that. They would have sunk that sub long before it made it to the base. They would have had to assume it was wired to explode and could have taken out the entire base. There was no way they would just sit on their hands and let something like that happen.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think we are in danger being here?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “No, just go along like you believe everything we’ve been told,” Dave replied. “At this point, regardless of what happened or who is responsible, it doesn’t matter. We need their help to get through this. 
 
    Whatever the reason is that they told us that story, they told us for a purpose. The Navy isn’t going to tell three civilians those kind of classified details. 
 
    They probably expect us to talk if we manage to survive this and for whatever reason, that is the story they want us to tell. 
 
    Our goal is to survive, so just don’t question them about anything we’ve heard and we will be fine. 
 
    Besides, as long as we can find a way to survive, what difference does it make what caused this mess. After we manage to survive, then we can decide if it is worth confronting them about what really happened.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you think that help is coming?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I hope so,” Dave replied. “It will make things a hell of a lot easier on all of us if it does.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Two weeks earlier, Mediterranean Sea  
 
      
 
    The USS Georgia, an Ohio Class ballistic missile submarine, one of fourteen in the U.S. fleet was running silently through the Mediterranean Sea where it had been on station for the last two months. 
 
    It had been on patrol for sixty days and would be heading home in another week where it would be due for shore leave. 
 
    Shore leave would consist of twenty-five days at its home port of Kings Bay in Kingsland Georgia where it would be assigned a new crew and be given a complete check over before being resupplied and given its next assignment. 
 
    The U.S usually had four fully loaded Ohio Class submarines on patrol at any one time under normal circumstances. 
 
    The last year with the extreme tensions in the Middle East, they had increased that number to seven. 
 
    The USS Georgia was one of the additional subs added to the increased patrols. 
 
      
 
    The Ohio Class subs operated twenty-four hours a day at maximum readiness. 
 
    To maintain twenty-four hour readiness, the USS Georgia was manned by two complete crews. Each crew worked two alternating six hour shifts, The crews were named the Gold team and the Blue team. 
 
    The Blue team under the command of Commander Davis, was on duty as the Georgia began its journey out of the Mediterranean Sea on its way to the Atlantic. 
 
      
 
    “Skipper,” the XO said. “I have a confidential communication for your ears only.” 
 
    Davis got up and started walking across the control room. 
 
    “I’ll take it in my quarters Jim,” Davis said. “Any idea what the message is about?” 
 
    “No, Captain Everly wouldn’t say anything other than this is for your ears only and let me talk to Davis, now!” 
 
    “Everly?” Davis said questioningly. “He is commanding the guided missile destroyer USS Gravely, how the hell does he even know we are here?” 
 
    “Above my paygrade Skipper,” the XO smiled. 
 
      
 
    Davis walked into his quarters off the control room and shut the door. 
 
    He was in his quarters for ten minutes before he came back out into the control room. 
 
    When he opened the door, he looked at his XO and said, “When the commander of the Gold Team comes in, have him come to my quarters.” 
 
    Davis turned and went back into his quarters and shut the door. 
 
      
 
    “XO, what the hell was that all about?” the helmsman asked. 
 
    “Stephens, when the Skipper feels there is something you need to know, he will tell you,” the XO replied. “Until then do your job and mind your own business.” 
 
    “Yes Sir,” Stephens said and quickly turned around in his seat. 
 
      
 
      
 
    The commander of the Gold team, Commander Miller walked into the control room an hour later, followed by the other members of the Gold Team ready to relieve the Blue Team and take up their posts. 
 
    “Skipper,” the XO said when he saw Miller walk in, “Commander Davis needs to see you in his quarters before you go on duty,” the XO said. 
 
    Miller nodded and walked over to Commander Davis’s door and knocked. 
 
    When Miller knocked, Davis said, “Enter.” 
 
    Miller walked inside. 
 
      
 
    “Close the door,” Davis said seriously. 
 
    “What’s up John?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I had a secure communication from the Gravely an hour ago,” Davis replied sounding annoyed. 
 
    “Everly have a problem?” Miller asked, “and how the hell did he know we were here and how to contact us? No one, not even our own people are to know where we are.” 
 
    “He was given the information from command in Norfolk,” Davis replied. “I also received a communication from Kings Bay instructing me to take his communication and to rendezvous with the Gravely at 0400 hours.” 
 
      
 
    “This is highly irregular,” Miller said. 
 
    “The communique is on the desk,” Davis replied. “I had to read it three times and even then, I sent a message to request confirmation.” 
 
    Miller read the message. 
 
      
 
    When he was done he dropped the paper on the desk. 
 
    “Why the hell would they assign something like this to us?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It was explained to me that since we were the only asset returning from the Middle East at this time, they wanted us to bring the package with us,” Davis replied. “I don’t mind telling you that I don’t like this one bit, especially when you hear what the package is.” 
 
    “Some foreign dignitary requesting asylum and hitching a ride to the U.S.?” Miller asked. 
 
    “I would feel a hell of a lot better about something like that than what we have been ordered to do,” Davis replied. 
 
    “Hit me with the bad news,” Miller said. 
 
    “We know that Syria has been using chemical weapons on their own people,” Davis replied. “We also know that the Russians have been using Syria as a test site to test some of their newest weapons.” 
 
    “I’ve seen the reports on that, they’ve been testing components for their new S-500 antiaircraft surface to air missiles, their SU-35 and SU-57 aircraft and new cruise missiles,” Miller said. “That’s old news.” 
 
    “Well, there is now evidence that the Russian’s have also been testing biological weapons in Syria,” Davis said.  
 
    “What kind of evidence?” Miller asked. “I’m sure Washington would love to get their hands on something like that.” 
 
    “A unit of Iraqi Kurds broke into a secret laboratory near Damascus last night where the Russians and Syrians have been working together and brought out samples of what they have been working on,” Davis replied. “Those samples are now on the Gravely.” 
 
    “And they want us to take the samples back to Kings Bay?” Miller asked. “You did say samples? More than one?” 
 
    “That’s right, a collection of Russian and Syrian weapons grade biological agents.” 
 
    “Bringing that shit on board a submarine is a damn disaster waiting to happen. Why the hell don’t they fly them back to the states?” Miller asked. “The confines of a submarine is no place for something like that. This sub and our people are not equipped to handle shit like that. Where the hell are we supposed to store them?” 
 
    “On top of that, our orders are also not to inform the men what we are bringing on board,” Davis added. “We are to keep this top secret. I guess they don’t want to have the first mutiny on a U.S. vessel in the last one hundred and fifty years.” 
 
    “We could mutiny,” Miller smiled. 
 
    “If I wasn’t due to retire in a year I would seriously consider it,” Davis replied. “I guess we could keep it in the missile room, it has the least amount of traffic and is the most secure location on the submarine.” 
 
    “I’d stow it in a torpedo tube,” Miller said. “That way if the package starts to leak, it would be isolated.” 
 
    “I thought of that,” Davis replied, “but the damn thing won’t fit.” 
 
      
 
    “What do we know about this package?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It is about the size of a foot locker, was taken last night and smuggled out to our troops in eastern Syria. They took it by helicopter to the aircraft carrier USS Roosevelt in the Mediterranean who then handed it off to the Gravely with instructions to give it to us,” Davis replied. 
 
    “It sounds like a hot potato that no one wants,” Miller said. 
 
    “Well you can add me to that list,” Davis replied. “I just wish we had someone we could hand it off to.” 
 
    “We do,” Miller said. “Kings Bay.” 
 
      
 
    Davis just shook his head, “I don’t know why in hell they want us to take it to Kings Bay, they don’t do any biological work there.” 
 
    “Maybe someone there feels it will be a feather in their cap to get their hands on something like this,” Miller replied. 
 
    “That or someone doesn’t understand what the hell they are dealing with,” Davis said. 
 
    “You know I’m not one to questions orders,” Davis continued. “I have always figured that Command has all the details that we don’t have and they know what’s best, but this one really has me scratching my head.” 
 
      
 
    “How is this transfer to take place?” Miller asked. 
 
    “We are to come up under the Gravely one hundred miles south of Cyprus at 0400 hours. Command hopes that by coming up under the Gravely that will keep our presence in the Mediterranean hidden. We are to surface only the tower long enough to grab the package, then submerge and stay on location for twelve hours before we leave for home,” Davis said. “The twelve hours is to convince anyone that might have picked up our movement that they were mistaken, get bored and start looking elsewhere.” 
 
    “Where did they come up with that strategy, Burger King?” Miller asked. 
 
    “It really makes you wonder who is in charge of the Navy now days,” Davis replied. 
 
      
 
      
 
    0400 South of Cyprus 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Take her up slowly,” Miller said. 
 
    “Yes Sir,” the helmsman replied. 
 
    “Hold her there,” Miller said. “The sail is ten feet out of the water on the port side of the Gravely, that should do it. Jonesy, go up top and get our package and secure it in the missile room. 
 
    “Yes Sir,” Jonesy replied and ran out of the control room. 
 
      
 
    Ten minutes later the USS Georgia submerged and leveled off at seven hundred feet and sat silent as the Gravely departed. 
 
    Jonesy returned to the control room. 
 
    “Package stored in the missile room as instructed, Sir,” Jonesy said. “Captain Everly had a message for you.” 
 
    “And what did the Captain say?” Miller asked. 
 
    “He said to tell you not to bounce it around too much,” Jonesy replied. “What’s in that package?” 
 
    “Obviously something that we shouldn’t bounce around too much,” Miller replied. 
 
    “Yes Sir,” Jonesy replied as sweat began to run down the collar of his uniform.  
 
      
 
    Jonesy hoped he didn’t break anything and wouldn’t get in too much trouble. 
 
    He had tripped over a tool box in the missile room on his way to stow the package and landed on the floor, next to the package he was carrying. 
 
    He shook it a few times to listen and see if he had broken anything. 
 
    Since he didn’t hear anything rattling around inside the box, he decided to keep quiet and hope whatever was inside didn’t break. 
 
      
 
    His strategy seemed to payoff, that is for the first week and a half of the two-week journey to Kings Bay. 
 
    No one had asked him anything about the package or if something had happened that he hadn’t told them about. 
 
    Jonesy felt that everything had to be OK by this time and he stopped worrying about what he had done. 
 
      
 
    However, on the tenth day, something began to change. 
 
    Jonesy and the crew found that they had more important things on their mind to worry about than what might or might not have happened to the box he had placed in the missile room for safe keeping. 
 
    Jonesy had no idea that when he dropped the box that the containers inside had broken and began to be mixed together. 
 
    The new substance that was formed slowly began to dissolve the container where they were stored. 
 
    Ten days later, the new substance began to ooze out through the bottom of the box and form a small puddle on the floor. 
 
    The puddle began to form a mist that entered the ventilation system. 
 
      
 
    First one of the men that worked in the missile room became ill, then others throughout the sub began to run high fevers. 
 
    In only a few hours after the first man reported ill, most of the crew was vomiting and delirious. 
 
      
 
    Then all hell broke loose. 
 
      
 
    Commander Davis, not knowing any longer if he was going insane or if what was happening around him was real, tried to send one last communique to Kings Bay Naval Station to warn them. 
 
    He didn’t live long enough to send the complete message he had intended on sending. He hit the send button, sending what he was able to type as a wave of violent insanity flooded onto the bridge, killing him and the last of the crew. 
 
      
 
    Despite the fact that there was no longer anyone left alive, or what one would normally describe as being alive on the sub, the USS Georgia with the navigational data programed into the computer would arrive at Kings Bay and deliver the package as ordered. 
 
    However, the method of delivery and what was delivered was not what anyone could have possibly expected. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Dave was on his back, trying to get some rest on a stack of crates in the corner of the room. 
 
    The wooden crates were uncomfortable as hell, but it felt good to be able to at least try to relax and get some rest without worrying what was going to happen next. 
 
      
 
    Michelle had fallen asleep as soon as she had closed her eyes and laid her down on the crate. Despite everything she had been through tonight, being this was the first time she had ever stayed awake all night, sleep over powered her determination to stay awake. 
 
      
 
    Bill laid on his stack of crates and pretended to be sleeping, but Dave could see Bill constantly opening one eye to watch what the Navy men were up to. 
 
    Staying up all night was not anything new for Bill as he had worked the night shift at Medic One for the last five years. 
 
    Bill was also suspicious of what he had been told tonight so he intended to try and lure Ensign Adams into a false sense of security, trying to make him believe everyone was asleep, with the hopes that he would slip up and Bill would hear something confirming his feeling. 
 
      
 
    All three of them were startled and sat up when the building shook as a large explosion sounded. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” Dave asked as he slid off the stack of crates he had been lying on. 
 
    “The explosion came from the sub,” Barbus replied. 
 
    “I’m not surprised,” Bill said. “The way that engine was churning up the water and who knows what else was going on inside that sub, I knew it would explode before long.” 
 
    “It didn’t explode, it was blown up,” Daniels said. “The cavalry has arrived!” 
 
      
 
    Adams walked over to Daniels and crawled up on the crate next to him. 
 
    Adams looked at his watch then out through the vent. 
 
    “0820 hours,” Adams said. “Almost right on time.” 
 
    “It’s the Navy?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Yes, it’s the reinforcements we requested last night,” Adams replied. 
 
    “Why did they blow up the sub?” Dave asked. “The sub would have the answer to everything that happened last night. On that sub would be the source of the infection and possibly the plans of the Russian operation or about the mutiny. Why would they blow it up?”
“As you said, on that sub is the source of what caused this disaster. If we are to survive, the first thing we needed to do was to destroy the source,” Adams replied. 
 
    “What about all the zombies out there, they are spreading the virus, they are more dangerous than whatever was in the sub,” Dave said. “And since zombies can’t talk, as Bill has reminded me, we would be more likely to find more about how the infection started from the sub than we will from examining zombies.” 
 
    “Sorry, but I don’t have time to discuss strategy with you,” Adams replied. “Daniels come with me, we are going out to establish contact with the commander of the reinforcements. Barbus, you remain here with our guests and secure the building until I return.” 
 
    “Yes Sir,” the men replied. 
 
      
 
    Adams and Daniels met at the door, took a quick glance outside then stepped outside and closed the door behind them. 
 
      
 
    Bill moved over next to Dave and whispered. 
 
    “You were pushing the Ensign a little hard,” Bill whispered. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll have to restrain myself,” Dave smiled. “At least until we get out of here but blowing up that sub makes no sense. The answer to everything could have been in that sub.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Bill replied. “That’s why they had to blow it up. They don’t want anything to survive that could question their version of what happened.” 
 
      
 
    “Stay here and keep an eye on Michelle,” Dave said. “I’m going to go take a look at what is going on outside.” 
 
    “I don’t need anyone to keep an eye on me,” Michelle said as she joined Dave and Bill. 
 
    Dave smiled, “OK, then you keep an eye on Bill. Don’t let him start talking about zombie conventions to Seaman Barbus. He just might decide to shoot at us again by the time Bill’s done. This time he might not miss.” 
 
      
 
    Dave walked over and climbed up on the crates next to Seaman Barbus and looked out through the vent. 
 
    “Thank God help has arrived,” Dave said as he looked outside and tried to make small talk. 
 
    “You better believe it,” Barbus said. “All of this has scared the hell out of me. I didn’t think we were going to make it. I can’t believe all the things I saw last night. I used to enjoy watching scary zombie movies, but I don’t think I’ll ever watch another one in my life, not after this.” 
 
    “I think we’ll be OK now,” Dave said. 
 
    “By the way, I hope there are no hard feelings,” Barbus said. “I wouldn’t have shot at you if I would have known you weren’t a mutant. I was just scared.” 
 
    “No harm no foul,” Dave replied then turned and climbed down off the crates. 
 
      
 
    Dave walked back over to Bill and Michelle. 
 
    “What did you see?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Adams is out there talking to someone,” Dave replied. “There are hundreds of men in white Haz Mat suits with guns and flame throwers. There are more parachuting down across the base and out over Kingsland.” 
 
    “Then we are going to be OK?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Well, we shouldn’t have to worry about zombies today,” Dave replied. 
 
    “How about the Navy?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Well, if I can keep my mouth shut and not antagonize the Navy and question their strategy, we shouldn’t have to worry about them either,” Dave replied with a slight smile on his face.” 
 
      
 
    The door opened and Adams and a man in a white Haz Mat suit entered the building together. 
 
    The man in the Haz Mat suit pulled off his hood and removed the filter that covered his mouth and nose. 
 
    He removed his gloves and set them down on one of the crates. 
 
    “This will make communication a little easier,” he said. 
 
    “I think I was able to understand most of what you told me,” Adams said. 
 
    “We need to be sure,” the man said. “The next few hours will be critical. I need you to tell me everything that happened last night so I can deploy my units in the most effective manner.” 
 
    “It all started on the base where that infected sub ran aground,” Adams replied. “The second wave started at the barracks after the returning injured security men turned and attacked the men sleeping around them.” 
 
    “We can handle the base without any additional information,” the man replied. “What I need is what happened after the infected left the base. You said you had a few civilians in custody that came to the base last night looking to escape the infected. I would like to speak with them for a few moments.” 
 
      
 
    Adams turned and pointed towards Dave, Bill and Michelle. 
 
    “These are our guests,” Adams said then he looked at Dave. “This is Commander Lewis, the man in charge of the Special Operations Unit that just arrived to help restore order to our base and the area around the base.” 
 
    “Commander,” Dave said as he held out his hand and shook the Commander’s hand. 
 
    “What can you tell me about last night?” the Commander asked. “What I specifically need is where did this start out in your community and where did it spread. We have studied the satellite images and have a good picture of where things stand now, but I would like an idea how you saw this develop and start to spread. The information could add some dynamics to the still pictures I’ve been studying. The information will help confirm what areas need active deployments to stop the spread of the infection and what areas are less volatile and where we need to just focus on cleanup operations.” 
 
    “If I understand you,” Dave replied. “You want to know where the infection is going so you can stop it?” 
 
    “Simply put but accurate,” Lewis replied. 
 
    “I will try to answer your question the best I can, but I cannot guarantee how accurate it will be,” Dave said. “At one o’clock last night we started getting calls of numerous disturbances from the northern end of Kingsland. By four o’clock it had spread into the center of town where the police station and Public Safety Building is located. I would assume it continued to spread south, but after the infected overran the police station and we were not able to get assistance, we left and came to the base looking for help. I did not observe any other incidents and didn’t have any way to receive reports of further disturbances at that point. I know it isn’t much but I hope that helps.” 
 
    “That’s fine,” Lewis replied. “It confirms what the satellite images indicated. I believe your information verifies that we have properly interpreted the situation and are responding in the appropriate way.” 
 
      
 
    “Is there anything we can do help in any other way?” Dave asked. 
 
    “The only thing you can do now is just stay here and out of our way,” Lewis smiled. “I believe we will have things under control shortly. I will be having breathing masks and oxygen tanks brought to you in a few minutes. The air will soon begin to get heavy and will make breathing difficult. I suggest you use the equipment as soon as it is delivered.” 
 
      
 
    They all soon began to hear the sound of gunfire coming from the northern end of the base. 
 
    When Commander Lewis saw everyone begin to notice the sound, he said, “My men are clearing the base now, sanitizing operations will begin shortly. When the sanitizing operations begin that is when the air will become unbreathable and you will need the masks and oxygen.” 
 
    Commander Lewis got up and picked up his gloves and hood, “We should have things under control by later this afternoon.” 
 
    “Can we go home then?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Hopefully, but we’ll see,” Lewis replied. He then put on his hood and gloves and walked out the door. 
 
    A few minutes later there was a knock on the door. 
 
    Two men in white suits were at the door holding six oxygen tanks and breathing masks that were then passed out to everyone in the building. 
 
      
 
    Michelle looked at the mask and tank that Daniels passed out to each of them 
 
    “I’ve never used one of these before,” she said. 
 
    “I have done a little scuba diving,” Dave said as he looked over the equipment. “You just put the mask on your face, pull the strap over your head to hold the mask in place and turn the lever on the top of the tank. I’ll help you when we have to put them on.” 
 
    “What did he mean when he said that the sanitizing operations was going to make it hard to breath?” Michelle asked. “Are they going to be spraying something over the base that we shouldn’t inhale?” 
 
    “You mean like Lysol?” Bill chuckled.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Dave replied. “I have never been on zombie clean up duty before, but I guess we’ll find out soon. Just keep your oxygen tank handy.” 
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Barbus called out. “There is a deck of cards on the blue crates if you want to play cards to kill the time.” 
 
    “No thanks,” Dave replied. “I think I’m too nervous to play cards, but I appreciate the offer.” 
 
      
 
    As Dave looked at Barbus when he began talking, he noticed something outside through the vent behind Barbus. 
 
    Dave got up and climbed up next to him and looked through the vent. 
 
    “I think I understand what they mean by sanitizing operations,” Dave said as he jumped down and came back over and sat down next to Michelle. “Their gathering up all the bodies and burning them. You can see the smoke rising up into the sky if you look up at the vents. I think we need to put on our masks, the smoke will be coming in through the vents in a few minutes.” 
 
    “It’s also going to smell like hell in here when that smoke gets in here,” Bill said. 
 
    “How much worse can it smell?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Did you ever smell hair burning?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Not lately,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “Well trust me, the only thing that smells worse than a dead body is a burning dead body,” Bill said. 
 
    “Did you learn that at one of your zombie conventions?” Michelle asked and grinned. 
 
    “No, that I learned responding to bad car accidents out on Route 95,” Bill replied. 
 
    “Sorry,” Michelle said seriously. 
 
      
 
    As Dave picked up his equipment, a strange thought ran through his mind. 
 
    “Michelle,” Dave whispered as he watched Michelle trying to figure out how to put on her mask.  
 
    Michelle looked up at Dave. 
 
    “Michelle,” Dave said again, “go over and asked Seaman Daniels if he will trade tanks and with you.” 
 
    Michelle replied quietly, “Why?” 
 
    “Just do it,” Dave said. “I want to see what he does.” 
 
    “What should I tell him if he asks me why I want to trade?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “You’ll think of something,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    Michelle shrugged her shoulders, picked up her mask and tank and walked over to the crate where Daniels was standing and looking outside through the vents. 
 
    “Excuse me,” Michelle said. “Seaman Daniels, could I ask you a favor?” 
 
    Daniels turned and looked down at Michelle, when she gave him a big smile, he quickly jumped down next to her. 
 
    “Sure, if I can, Ma’am,” Daniels replied. “What do you need?” 
 
    “I was wondering if you would trade air tanks and masks with me,” Michelle asked. “I have a blue one and your tank is green. I’m superstitious and I have a thing about the color green, it’s my good luck color and right now I sort of feel I need all the luck I can get. By the way, you can call me Michelle. Ma’am is what I called my mother.” 
 
    “OK, Michelle,” Daniels smiled. “I’m sure no one would ever mistake you for your mother, no disrespect intended to you or your mother.” 
 
    He picked up his tank and mask and set it in front of Michelle and gently took her equipment from her hands. 
 
    “Here, I hope the green tank brings you luck.” 
 
    “Thank You,” Michelle said as she picked up the equipment. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” Seaman Daniels smiled. “If I can do anything else for you, you just let me know.” 
 
    “I will Michelle replied, smiled and returned to where Dave and Bill were sitting. 
 
      
 
    “Now what was this all about?” Michelle whispered to Dave. 
 
    “I just wanted to see if he would do it,” Dave replied. 
 
    “Dave wanted to make sure that their tanks and the tanks they gave us were the same,” Bill said. “To see if they were giving us tanks with something in them other than oxygen. It would be a simple way to eliminate any witnesses.” 
 
    “What?” Michelle said looking shocked. 
 
    “The thought crossed my mind,” Dave said. “I just thought I would set my mind at ease.” 
 
    “Good try Dave, but I’m still not sure this proves anything,” Bill smiled. “I saw the way Daniels was looking at Michelle when she was standing here in her underwear before. He would have probably given her his gun if she smiled and asked him for it.”  
 
      
 
    A sly smile spread over Michelle’s face as she looked at Bill. 
 
    “Well Bill, If I were you, I would feel relieved that I didn’t ask him for his gun,” Michelle said then looked at Dave, “Now, how do I put this thing on?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    It was now four o’clock. 
 
    The building was smoky, hot and uncomfortable. 
 
    They all were soaked in sweat and were covered in a thin layer of ash that had come in to the room through the two vents. 
 
    They were all uncomfortable as they laid on the wooden crates trying to fight off the boredom of being confined in the room with nothing to do but wait. 
 
      
 
    Dave got off his crate at least once an hour to climb up on the crates below the vents so he could look outside. 
 
    With the masks on it was difficult to tell the others what he had seen, but the others were now too miserable to care as the day went on. 
 
    They would open their eyes and look at Dave to see if he had any news. 
 
    When Dave just shrugged his shoulders, they would close their eyes again and try to go sleep. 
 
      
 
    The morning hours were filled with the sound of gun shots around the base and off into the distance. 
 
    The afternoon was mostly quiet, but the skies were dark with the smoke from the many fires burning outside. 
 
    The sounds of blazing bonfires occasionally crackling were the only other sounds they had heard today. 
 
      
 
    Finally, after almost eight hours, Commander Lewis opened the door and came inside the building. 
 
    Dave sat up and looked as Lewis entered the building. 
 
    Michelle and Bill, noticing that the door had been opened, also sat up. 
 
    Lewis reached up under his hood and slid his mask down over his chin. 
 
    “The clean up operations are wrapping up,” Lewis said. “I believe the base is now secure and you can go outside and stretch your legs if you would like.” 
 
    “Can we go home now?” Michelle mumbled through her mask. 
 
    “What do you think, Commander?” Adams asked. 
 
    “I don’t have a problem with that, if that is what you want,” Lewis replied. “However, I must warn you that if you live in Kingsland, I’m afraid that there isn’t much left. You may not have a home to go back to.” 
 
    “You are welcome to stay here on the base with us for a few days,” Adams said. 
 
      
 
    Michelle looked at Dave, “I’d like to go home.” 
 
    “Commander,” Dave asked. “What can you tell us about what we’ll find out there? I think I speak for all of us when I say we would at least like to try to go home.” 
 
    “Well, from what we could determine, we were able to stop the spread of the infection before it could move out beyond Route 95,” Lewis replied. “We have covered every inch of ground between the base and Route 95. This morning we went out and eliminated all the infected. We spent the rest of the day burning the bodies and anything that we felt contained any blood or bits of infected flesh that could still play a role in the spread of the infection. If we found evidence that any of the infected had been in a building, we felt it necessary to burn the building to be sure we had eliminated any chance of infection. If you lived in Kingsland, I’m afraid your home might have been destroyed.” 
 
      
 
    “Bill and I live on the other side of Route 95,” Dave said then looked at Michelle. 
 
    “I live about a mile past the Springfield Inn on the other side of Route 95,” Michelle added. “That means my house will be OK?” 
 
    “You should be fine,” Lewis said. 
 
    “Do the people outside of Kingsland know what happened?” Dave asked. 
 
    “As of this morning no one knew anything about what happened here last night,” Lewis replied. “I’ve been too busy to know if anything has been reported on the news today, however I do know that the President is going to make an announcement over all the major networks tonight around 1900 hours.” 
 
    “What is he going to say?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Are we going to war?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I have not been informed as to what he is going to say,” Commander Lewis replied. 
 
    “If anyone asks us about what we know,” Dave asked. “What should we say?” 
 
    “Tell them what you saw,” Lewis replied. “Why would you tell them anything else?” 
 
    “I just thought this operation was some kind of secret,” Dave said. “I thought maybe you wouldn’t want us to say anything for fear it would spook the public.” 
 
    “Something this big would be impossible to keep secret,” Lewis replied. “Why in the world anyone would even want to try to keep this a secret is beyond me. The best thing for the public is for them to know what happened, no matter how horrible, and to know that we have dealt with the situation. Besides, I’m sure the President will fill the public in on everything later tonight anyhow.” 
 
    “So there aren’t any restrictions on us?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Why would there be any restrictions?” Lewis asked. 
 
    “I just wanted to be sure,” Dave smiled. “I wouldn’t want to step on anyone’s toes.” 
 
    “Just be happy that you are still alive,” Lewis grinned, “and go home before I change my mind.” 
 
    “Yes Sir,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    “Ensign, can you arrange a ride for our civilian friends and get them out of my hair.” Lewis said. “We have enough to deal with without adding to our responsibilities.” 
 
    “Yes Sir,” Adams replied. 
 
    Lewis looked at Dave, “Good Luck, I hope you find everything and everyone safe and sound.” 
 
      
 
    “We left my car outside the first gate,” Michelle said. 
 
    “If you could just give us a ride to Michelle’s car, we can take it from there,” Dave added. 
 
    “Feel free to come back to the base if things out there aren’t what you hoped to find,” Adams said. “Just don’t cut any more holes in our fence. Barbus, get a Humvee and give our friends a lift to their car.” 
 
      
 
    Barbus turned and ran off to find a vehicle. 
 
      
 
      
 
    It was 5:30 PM when Barbus dropped them off at the front gate, wished them luck then turned around and headed back to the base. 
 
    Dave, Michelle and Bill tossed their masks and tanks in the back of the Humvee before Barbus left. 
 
    The air was still smoky but seemed to be clearing and Dave decided the tanks and Masks were becoming too much trouble. 
 
      
 
    When Barbus was out of sight, Bill turned and looked at Michelle. 
 
    “I probably should have asked you earlier, but I don’t suppose you still have the key to the car?” Bill asked. 
 
    “No, it’s in my clothes back at the base,” Michelle replied seemingly unconcerned. 
 
    “Well how are we going to get the car started?” Bill asked. “Can you hot wire a car, I can’t.” 
 
    “We can use these,” Dave said as he pulled his hand out from underneath the back fender of the old Toyota, holding a mud covered small box in his hand. “Michelle is always losing her keys so she has a few spare sets.” 
 
    “How long did you say the two of you were trapped inside the Public Safety Building together?” Bill asked. “You two are like an old married couple, you know each other’s thoughts and the next thing I know you will be finishing each other’s sentences. How did you know she didn’t have the keys to the car and how did you know where the spare set was?” 
 
    “We’ve talked,” Dave replied. “What do you say we go home?” 
 
    “Go Home,” Michelle repeated. “I never thought I would be happy to be able to go home. As long as I can remember I’ve been waiting for my chance to leave home, now all I want to do is go home and sleep in my bed.” 
 
    “You heard what the Commander was telling us,” Bill said. “Don’t get your hopes up just yet.” 
 
    “I know,” Michelle sighed. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to drive this time?” Dave asked. 
 
    “No, you drive,” Michelle laughed. “I’m too excited to drive right now. Besides, with the zombies eliminated, I don’t have to worry about you wrecking my car any more than what it is.” 
 
    “No one wondering if I would want to drive?” Bill asked. 
 
    “Nope, it never crossed my mind,” Dave replied. “Get in the back seat.”
“Did Dave tell you that I’m a bad driver or something?” Bill asked Michelle. 
 
    “Of course not,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I didn’t have to,” Dave grinned. “She figured that out all by herself.” 
 
    “You two are a barrel of laughs,” Bill complained then laughed. 
 
    “Sorry Bill,” Michelle smiled, “but I just feel like the weight of the world has been lifted off my back. I am so happy to know that this nightmare is finally over, that and with the lack of sleep, I guess I’m feeling a little giddy. I almost feel like I want to scream ‘Thank God it’s over’.” 
 
    “If you decide to scream, give me enough warning to wind down all the windows so I don’t go deaf,” Dave grinned. 
 
      
 
    The light mood continued as Dave turned left on Route 40 and headed towards Kingsland. 
 
    A minute later he turned right on to Kings Bay Road that would take them through the center of Kingsland. 
 
    As they began to approach the first buildings in Kingsland, their jovial mood turned serious. 
 
    The small but bright town took on the surreal appearance of a dingy black and white photo of Hiroshima after the atomic bomb was dropped on it during World War Two. 
 
    The buildings and landscape were black from either being burnt down or from being covered in a deep layer of black ash. 
 
    The conversation stopped as the three of them just stared out through the windows as Dave slowly drove into Kingsland. 
 
    “My God look what they did to Kingsland,” Michelle gasp. 
 
    “Everything has been destroyed, burned to the ground.” 
 
    “They had to be sure that they destroyed every trace of the infection,” Bill replied. “They had to make sure that there wasn’t any possibility that any thing infected could still be lying around.” 
 
    “Well if that was their goal, I think they succeeded,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    They slowly drove into town, both sides of the road were lined with smoldering buildings and small piles of smoldering debris that Bill was sure had been where they had piled up and burned the zombie’s bodies. 
 
    “I guess I’m now unemployed,” Michelle said as she pointed to the burned out shell of what had been the Kingsland Public Safety Building. 
 
    “Bill and I will be in the unemployment line with you,” Dave said as he stopped the car. What was left of the police station and Medic One Ambulance Service sat across the road on his left. 
 
    “I guess we need to look on the bright side,” Michelle said. “We could be in one of these smoldering piles of bodies.” 
 
    “I wonder if we will get paid tomorrow?” Bill asked then said. “I think I’m going to need the money to look for another car. I just spotted what is left of my car next to Medic One.” 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of cars,” Dave replied then asked, “Any objections if I drive around behind the Public Safety Building, I want to see if I can get my patrol car.” 
 
    Dave turned by the remains of the building and drove down the ash covered alleyway. 
 
    The car left a trail in the ash marking their trail like a sled going through a field of freshly fallen snow. 
 
    Dave stopped the car at the entrance of the parking lot. 
 
    “Ah shit,” Dave said as he looked at the parking lot where the half dozen cars in the parking lot were now nothing more than burnt black, windowless shells. 
 
    It looked like what he assumed Hell for automobiles would look like. 
 
    “You can use my car for a few days,” Michelle said, “until you get another car.” 
 
    “I can’t do that,” Dave replied. 
 
    “I won’t be needing it for a couple of days,” Michelle said, “and it’s not like you can hurt it any.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Dave replied. “I might have to take you up on your offer, but let’s get you home first, then I’ll see.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle said. “I’m ready to get out of here. I feel like a bunch of zombies are going to come crawling out of those piles of ashes and start chasing us any minute now.” 
 
    “It sends chills down my spine too,” Dave said as he backed up the car, turned and drove back down the alley to the main street. 
 
    Dave turned right and began to drive through the final section of Kingsland on their way to Route 95. 
 
      
 
    “All of this is scaring me,” Michelle said as she looked out the windows and clutched the arm rest tightly. “Do you really think the Navy was able to eliminate all the zombies?” 
 
    “The Commander said they did,” Dave replied. “It doesn’t look like they missed much. They’ve destroyed just about everything in town. What do you think Bill?” 
 
    “I think I’ll just be quiet so I don’t jinx us,” Bill said quietly. “Besides, I’m sure you already know what I’m thinking.” 
 
      
 
    As they drove closer to the interstate, fewer of the buildings had been burned down. 
 
    In a way, things here almost looked like an average day in Kingsland, except it was quiet and there were no people moving around. 
 
    “I’m going to drive up on Route 95 to see what it is like up on the interstate,” Dave said. “I’m curious to see what it looks like.” 
 
    “It’s OK with me,” Michelle said. “Maybe we’ll see some real people driving around like they usually do again, that would make me feel a lot better.” 
 
    “Me too,” Dave said as he started to drive up the entrance ramp. “I’ll only be a minute, I’ll get you home right after a short detour.” 
 
      
 
    All three of them looked curiously as they drove up onto the interstate. 
 
    Route 95 was covered with abandoned cars for as far as they could see, nothing was moving. 
 
    “Maybe they have this section of the interstate closed,” Dave said. 
 
    “But why?” Bill asked. “If they have eliminated all the zombies, why would Route 95 still be closed?” 
 
    “Maybe they have to get all these cars off the interstate before they can reopen it?” 
 
    “But look at these cars,” Bill said. “Half of them have their windows smashed out and they are all smeared with blood. It looks like the zombies were just here.” 
 
    “Your point?” Dave asked. 
 
    “The Navy burned everything else that had any signs that zombies had been there, why didn’t they burn these cars too?” 
 
    “Hopefully they had a good reason,” Michelle said. 
 
    “Maybe they will burn them before the interstate is reopened,” Dave replied. “They’re still working at cleaning things up, maybe they’re not done here yet.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Dave,” Bill said. “If you ask me, this doesn’t feel right.” 
 
      
 
    “Can we go home now?” Michelle asked. “You guys are making me worry.” 
 
    “Sure,” Dave said and turned the car around and started back down the entrance ramp. 
 
    Dave turned right and drove under Route 95 on Kings Avenue and soon passed the Springfield Inn. 
 
    “Turn right up here on Grove Boulevard,” Michelle said. “I live up that way a few blocks.” 
 
    Dave watched the street signs until he spotted Michelle’s street then put on his turn signals. 
 
    Bill laughed, “Do you want to make sure we aren’t rear ended? I don’t think you have to worry about that today.” 
 
    “Hey, I’m a police officer, I obey the law,” Dave grinned. “Besides, I do it without thinking.” 
 
    Michelle was nervously looking up the street and didn’t hear Dave and Bill’s exchange. 
 
    Perspiration was beginning to run down her forehead and down over her face. 
 
      
 
    “It’s that blue house,” Michelle said. “We live in the upstairs apartment.” 
 
    Dave pulled the car off to the side of the road in front of the house. 
 
    “I’ll walk you to the door,” Dave said. 
 
    “Thanks,” Michelle replied nervously. “I hope everyone is OK.” 
 
    “Me too,” Dave replied as he got out of the car and met Michelle in front of the car. 
 
    “Have you and your family lived here long?” Dave asked to distract Michelle’s worried thoughts. 
 
    He could see her body trembling as they slowly walked up to the front door. 
 
    “All my life,” Michelle replied. “it’s not very big, but it was all my parents could afford, my parents never had a very good job. I was hoping when I got the job at the dispatch center that I would be able to get my own place, but I guess I can forget about that now.” 
 
    “For now,” Dave said. “Hopefully this is over or will soon be over. It shouldn’t take a smart girl like you long to find another job. Kingsland should start rebuilding soon and they will need a dispatch operator, you might be back to work sooner than you think.” 
 
    “That would be nice,” Michelle replied. 
 
    “I will also need a new dispatch person at the police station,” Dave said. “If you aren’t back to work by the time I have to fill that position, it’s all yours if you want it.” 
 
    “Honest?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Of course, I like you Michelle, you’re OK,” Dave said and smiled. “You can work for me anytime.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you for everything,” Michelle said as they stood in front of the door. “If it weren’t for you I would probably be dead.” 
 
    “We survived because we were a team, we helped save each other,” Dave replied. “Go check on your parents. I’ll bring your car back tomorrow after I check out a few things and see what the town is going to do next.” 
 
    “No hurry,” Michelle said. “I think I am going to sleep for the next week.” 
 
    “Make sure your parents are home before I go,” Dave suggested. “I don’t want to go and leave you stranded.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle said and turned and opened the door. 
 
      
 
    Michelle had barely begun to pull the door open when the door exploded outward. 
 
    The door slammed into Michelle and Dave, knocking them backwards. They lost their balance and fell down the steps. 
 
    Dave and Michelle stunned by the fall, slowly rolled over on their backs and tried to shake off the confusion they felt after the fall. 
 
    They barely had time to realize what had happened when three grisly bodies came tumbling down the steps, falling in their direction with their arms outstretched and their teeth snapping. 
 
    Michelle let out a shriek and rolled out of the way as the first body landed where she had been. 
 
    Dave didn’t have time to roll out of the way but managed to raise his feet and deflect the falling zombie away from him at the last second. 
 
      
 
    Dave scrambled to his feet and ran towards Michelle who was still trying to get to her feet. 
 
    Dave put his foot on the back of the zombie that was crawling towards Michelle and drove it back to the ground. 
 
    Dave instinctively reached for his club but quickly remembered that he was no longer wearing his uniform, so instead he reached down and pulled Michelle to her feet. 
 
    “Are you OK?” he asked as he eyed the three zombies trying to get back up and continue their pursuit. 
 
    “I think so,” Michelle replied nervously. 
 
    “Do you recognize them?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Michelle sobbed as she looked at the pathetic figures and managed to choke out an answer. “They’re my parents and one of our neighbors.” 
 
      
 
    “Turn away,” Dave said as he turned and ripped off the top board on the hand rail. 
 
    Michelle turned her head as Dave used the board to put down the three creatures. 
 
    Michelle let out a loud sob with each loud thud she heard. 
 
    She jumped when Dave put his arm around her shoulders to comfort her after he was done. 
 
    “Sorry I had to do that in front of you,” Dave said. 
 
    “I understand,” Michelle replied as she wrapped her arms around Dave and buried her face in his chest and began to sob. 
 
      
 
    “That was close,” Bill yelled as he came running up to them. “I tried to get out here as fast as I could when I saw what was happening. Do you know you can’t open the right back door from inside the car?” 
 
    “Be quiet for a minute,” Dave said as Michelle continued to sob. 
 
    Bill got quiet until Michelle stopped sobbing and stepped back from Dave. 
 
    “I think I’m OK now,” she whispered. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” Dave added, “none of us would be after something like this.” 
 
    “Thanks for saving me again,” Michelle said softly. 
 
      
 
    “It looks like us going home isn’t turning out like we had hoped,” Dave said. 
 
    “Somehow I didn’t think it would,” Bill replied. “There have been too many signs since we left the base. I tried to keep quiet, hoping things would be different, but I knew it was going to end up like this.” 
 
    “Any suggestions?” Dave asked. 
 
    “A couple of possibilities, one possibility is that we could go back to the base,” Bill said. 
 
    “I don’t want to go back there,” Michelle said. “I don’t like those people, there is just something about them that bothers me.” 
 
    “Is there anywhere else I could take you?” Dave asked. 
 
    Michelle sighed, “You could take me to my boyfriend Kevin’s place. I really don’t want to go there, I’ve been trying to breakup with him for the last month, but he just wouldn’t take the hint.” 
 
    “If you really don’t want to go there, you don’t have to go,” Bill said. 
 
    “I guess I should at least find out if he is OK,” Michelle replied. “I don’t know anyone else.” 
 
    “You know us,” Bill said. 
 
    “Do you want to drive by his place?” Dave asked. 
 
    Michelle nodded, “He lives over on the next block.” 
 
      
 
    They all got into the car and quietly drove down the street, turned at the corner and stopped at the corner of the next block. 
 
    “Which house is it?” Dave asked. 
 
    Michelle’s eyes widened as she said, “That white house two doors down.” 
 
    “The one with all the windows broken and the door lying out in the front yard?” Bill asked. “I don’t think we want to go in there, if he is in there I think it best we just let him alone.” 
 
    “That’s it,” Michelle replied softly. “I’m sorry he’s dead, but I didn’t think he would still be here after I saw what happen at my house. He was good with computers, but he didn’t have a lot of common sense.” 
 
    Dave thought he heard a hint of relief in Michelle’s voice. 
 
      
 
    “I have a second option where we could go,” Bill said. 
 
    “What’s that?” Dave asked. 
 
    “We could all go to my place,” Bill replied. “Contrary to what you said, my shelter has been completed. I finished it last month. I haven’t stocked it with a year’s worth of food and supplies like I wanted, but I have enough food to last us for a few weeks.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t your wife get upset if you brought us home?” 
 
    “I’m not married,” Bill replied. 
 
    “But Betty said you were,” Michelle replied. “She told me not to believe you because she said you would tell me that you weren’t married.” 
 
    “I told Betty that I was married so she would stop hitting on me,” Bill said. “You can ask Dave.” 
 
    “He’s right,” Dave replied. “Bill isn’t married. I don’t know why, but Betty did have a thing for Bill. I used to get a kick out of watching how Betty made Bill squirm.” 
 
    “Are you married?” Michelle asked looking at Dave. “Do you need to go find your family before we decide where to go? Betty told me you were single, but Betty obviously didn’t know as much as she thought she did.” 
 
    “No, I’m single,” Dave replied smiling, “I have an apartment over on Willow road and all that’s waiting there for me is a sink full of dirty dishes. I’m in no hurry to go home to make sure they are OK.” 
 
      
 
    “Well do you want to go to my place or not?” Bill asked. “It’s my place or back to the base and I agree with Michelle, I don’t trust those guys.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Dave replied. “We haven’t seen what the rest of the area is like. What if the rest of the area is clean like the Commander said? We might be better off to keep looking for civilization.” 
 
    “By now I thought you would know better,” Bill replied. “The Commander said that they had cleared from the base out to Route 95. They haven’t been out this way and as you have seen, the infection has spread further than they thought.  
 
    This isn’t over, if you ask me this is only starting. Besides, it’s starting to get dark and if I’m right, which I am, you don’t want to be roaming around out here in the dark.” 
 
      
 
    “I think we should go to Bill’s place,” Michelle said. “At least for tonight.” 
 
    “I guess it wouldn’t hurt,” Dave relented. “We can go out tomorrow and check out the rest of the area then. I think I can tolerate one night in your club house.” 
 
    “That’s good,” Bill smiled. “Let’s get moving, we can be there in ten minutes.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Dave drove out Kings Street for five minutes before they stopped seeing any more buildings. 
 
    They spotted movement between some of the buildings, but when they saw the staggering figures moving in the evening shadows, Dave decided it wasn’t worth the risk to stop and see who or what it was. 
 
    Unfortunately, they all had a good idea of what they would find. 
 
      
 
    Five minutes later Bill instructed Dave to turn up an old dirt road. 
 
    They drove through a wooded area then finally came out in a small clearing where an old rickety mobile home was parked. 
 
    “Pull the car behind the trailer,” Bill said. 
 
      
 
    Dave pulled behind the little silver trailer and shut off the engine. 
 
    The mobile home was old and showed signs of neglect. 
 
    The grass was high, in need of mowing, and empty beer cans could be seen piled up next to the trailer. 
 
    “Do you still want to stay here?” Dave asked Michelle as he saw the dazed look on her face as she looked around. 
 
    “Where is your shelter?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “It’s under the trailer,” Bill replied. “I wanted it where I could get to it fast if I woke up in the middle of the night and had to get to a safe place fast.” 
 
    “You mean if Martians landed next to your trailer?” Dave laughed. 
 
    “No, in case I was getting attacked by zombies,” Bill replied. “I don’t believe in UFOs and crazy stuff like that. That’s your area.” 
 
    “OK,” Michelle said like she was sorry that she had helped talk Dave into going with Bill to this place. “I guess since we’re here we should at least take a look at it, but it better be clean and there better be more than one bed. And no bugs or snakes, I hate snakes.” 
 
    “It’s clean,” Bill replied. “No one has ever used it before. I’ve been thinking about trying it out, but I haven’t had a chance to use it yet. You have the honor of being the first ones to try it out.” 
 
    This made Dave laugh. 
 
      
 
    “We better go inside,” Bill said. “It’s getting dark and if you haven’t noticed, it is very quiet around here.” 
 
    “You’re right,” Michelle said. “There aren’t any frogs or crickets singing.” 
 
    “Yeah, now that you mention it,” Dave said quietly, “it is way too quiet. Let’s go see your shelter.” 
 
      
 
    They walked up to the mobile home. 
 
    Bill reached above the door and pulled down the key to the mobile home and unlocked the door. 
 
    He reached inside and flipped the light switch on the wall inside the trailer. 
 
    “The power is out,” Bill whispered. That’s another bad sign, but don’t worry I keep an extra flashlight on top of the refrigerator.” 
 
      
 
    Bill reached inside and they could hear something falling to the floor as Bill fumbled around feeling for the flashlight. 
 
    A second later Bill turned on the flashlight. 
 
    He shined the light on the floor so they could walk inside the trailer. 
 
    “Close and lock the door,” Bill said. “Do it quietly, the hair on the back of my neck is starting to stand up. I have a feeling we aren’t going to be alone much longer.” 
 
    As Bill began to shine the light around the inside of the trailer, Michelle whispered to Dave, “The hair on the back of my neck is standing up too, but it doesn’t have anything to do with zombies.” 
 
    Dave chuckled. 
 
    “Excuse the mess,” Bill said. “I haven’t had a chance to clean up the place.” 
 
    “You should have seen the back seat of Bill’s car,” Dave laughed. “I swear he drove ambulance by night and collected garbage during the day.” 
 
    “How do we get down into the shelter?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Back this way,” Bill replied. “The entrance is in the closet in my bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    They followed Bill back the narrow hallway. 
 
    Something crunched with each step Michelle took, she felt like she was walking over a floor covered with egg shells. 
 
    “Or bugs!” Michelle shuddered and thought. “Oh God this place is giving me the creeps.” 
 
      
 
    As they walked into Bills eight-foot square bedroom, Bill shined the light on the closet door. 
 
    “The entry way to the shelter in on the floor in my closet,” Bill said. “You two wait here and I’ll go down and get us some light so we can see down there.” 
 
    “Does your shelter use candles for light?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I have an entire crate of candles, but that’s only in case of emergency,” Bill replied. “I have a generator out back that supplies electricity to the shelter. Give me a minute and I’ll get it powered up.” 
 
      
 
    Bill pulled up a trap door and slowly descended into the area below until he disappeared in the darkness. 
 
    Dave and Michelle stood in the dark room, finally Michelle moved in closer to Dave until their bodies touched. 
 
    “We have the honor of being the first people to stay in Bill’s survival shelter,” Dave said. “You also have another honor.” 
 
    “I’m afraid to ask, but what honor is that?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “You have the honor of being the first girl to ever see the insides of Bill’s bedroom.” 
 
    “Ooh, that’s gross,” Michelle laughed. “If you ever tell anyone that, I’ll never speak to you again.” 
 
    “What’s the matter, you don’t like Bill?” Dave chuckled. 
 
    “He’s not my type,” Michelle replied. 
 
      
 
    The bedroom lit up as a bright light came up through the open trap door. 
 
    Bill’s head came up through the opening. 
 
    “We’re up and running,” Bill said. “Come on down.” 
 
      
 
    Dave helped Michelle go down first, then he followed. 
 
    When they were both down, Bill crawled back up the ladder and secured the trap door. 
 
    “Well, what do you think?” Bill asked when he came back down the ladder. 
 
    Michelle and Dave just stood, looking around the brightly lit shelter. 
 
    “I didn’t expect this,” Dave said. 
 
    “What did you expect?” Bill smiled. 
 
    “Dirt floors, water over my ankles, spider webs, old boxes to sit on and snakes,” Michelle replied. 
 
      
 
    Bill laughed, “Let me show you around. The shelter is eight feet wide and forty feet long, the same size as the trailer above. I would have made it bigger, but I wanted to use the trailer to disguise that it was here. 
 
    The walls are all concrete block and the floor is concrete covered with carpeting. The ceiling is reinforced concrete. 
 
    I wanted to be sure that the zombies wouldn’t be able to dig into the shelter. 
 
    There are five rooms divided by walls made from two by fours covered with paneling. 
 
    We’re in the living area right now.” 
 
    “The couch and stuffed chair is a nice touch,” Dave said. 
 
    “I figured I’d be spending a lot of time here, so I wanted it to be comfortable,” Bill replied. “Take a look through the door on your left. That is the sleeping quarters.” 
 
      
 
    Michelle was the first one to look in to the sleeping quarters. 
 
    She was relieved to see that there were two bunkbeds, one against each of the side walls. 
 
    “Nice,” Michelle said 
 
    “OK, lets go to the next room. 
 
    They walked through the next doorway. 
 
    “This is the kitchen on your right,” Bill said as Dave and Michelle looked at the small gas stove, single tub sink over a small refrigerator that filled a small alcove to their right. 
 
    Bill slid open a door on the left side of the room. 
 
    “This is the pantry,” Bill said as he let Dave and Michelle look inside a small six by eight room. 
 
    The walls were lined with shelves. 
 
    “I’ve only been able to fill one shelf with food,” Bill said. “I’ve been trying to fill a shelf each payday. If we’re here more than a few weeks, we’ll have to go out and look for supplies.” 
 
    “What is that?” Michelle asked pointing to a small metal box that sat in the back corner of the room.” 
 
    Bill smiled, “That’s the toilet. With water being a valuable commodity during the apocalypse, I didn’t put in a shower, but I knew I would need to go to the bathroom, so I found a small RV toilet in town and installed it in here. It’s a real working toilet, so when you have the urge, feel free to use it.” 
 
    “All the comforts of home,” Dave laughed. 
 
    “Now to the final and perhaps the most important room,” Bill said. “Let’s go into the control room.” 
 
    “Control room?” Michelle asked looking puzzled. 
 
    “I need to know what is going on outside,” Bill replied. “The control room lets me see what’s going on outside so I know when it is safe to go out. We can’t stay in here forever, a time will come when we’ll would need to go out to find supplies. This room will let us know what we have to deal with when that time comes.” 
 
      
 
    Bill opened the door and led Dave and Michelle into the final room. 
 
    The room was eight feet wide and ten feet long. 
 
    In the room was a desk with a computer sitting on it. A small table sat off to the side with an atlas on the top opened up to a map of Kingsland, Georgia. 
 
    The room also had a gun rack on one wall that contained three rifles and a dozen boxes of ammunition. 
 
      
 
    “This is all very nice,” Michelle said. “But I hope we don’t have to stay down here very long.” 
 
    “How long will the generator run?” Dave asked. 
 
    “I have a five-hundred gallon tank of diesel fuel buried out back. The generator uses about ten gallon a day, so we will have power for fifty days. After that, we have to use the candles for light,” Bill replied. “The shelter wouldn’t help us in case of a nuclear war, but I’m not worried about that.” 
 
    “How does your computer let you know what’s going on outside?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I have it connected to four cameras mounted in the trees around the trailer,” Bill replied. 
 
    “Can we take a look?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Sure,” Bill replied and sat down in front of the computer and hit the power button. 
 
    The computer whined as the machine powered up and loaded the operating system. 
 
    Finally the screen lite up. 
 
    Michelle jumped back away from the computer when she saw the desk top wallpaper that filled the screen, it was a zombie standing in the middle of the screen that slowly raised its arms and began to moan. 
 
    “Pretty neat wall paper don’t you think?” Bill grinned. 
 
    “Too realistic,” Michelle laughed. 
 
      
 
    Bill turned back to the computer and clicked on an icon of a camera that was showing on the top right corner of the screen. 
 
    The screen changed to four squares, each square with a view of the outside from each one of the cameras. 
 
    They all stared at the screen in silence. 
 
    Bill clicked on the one square for the camera that was aimed at the trailer from across the clearing. 
 
    The trailer was surrounded by staggering bodies that appeared to be pounding against the mobile home. 
 
    More staggering bodies were making their way towards the trailer from out of the woods. 
 
    The gray and black picture from the night vision camera made the image appear even more eerie than it actually was, if that was possible. 
 
      
 
    “I told you it was too quiet out there,” Bill said after a few minutes. 
 
    “God, the hair on my neck is really standing up this time,” Michelle said. 
 
    “We are a good five miles beyond Route 95,” Bill said. “The Navy cleared out the small area around their base and out to Route 95, but from what I can see, all they did was waste their time. This thing is spreading and it’s spreading fast.” 
 
    “Do you think the Navy will come out this way tomorrow?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “I don’t know, maybe, but I honestly don’t think it will do any good,” Bill replied. “This thing will probably spread another five hundred miles by tomorrow. I honestly don’t think anyone can stop it now.” 
 
    “I was hoping after last night that this was finally over,” Michelle said. 
 
    “I hate to disappoint you,” Bill replied. “But the way I see it, last night was just the first night. This is just getting started. There isn’t any way this can be stopped until it runs its course. It’s just like the Black Plague that spread across Europe during the middle ages. The people were helpless against it.” 
 
    “How did the Black Plague end?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “The best anyone could tell, it was by people locking themselves inside their houses and not coming back out until the plague had run its course, sort of like what we are doing.” 
 
    “What happens here when the zombie plague runs its course?” Dave asked. 
 
    “Just about everyone will be dead or be a zombie,” Bill replied. 
 
    “It doesn’t sound like letting it run its course is much of a solution,” Dave said. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think those Navy guys lied to us about everything?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “No, I don’t.” Dave replied. “I just don’t think that Ensign Adams knew what he was talking about. He was trying to sound like he was in charge and knew what was happening, I think he had seen or overheard a few things but he only knew some of what had happen. You know the old saying that a little knowledge is dangerous because you take what you know and guess at the rest and think you know it all.” 
 
      
 
    “I still think they were trying to cover something up,” Bill said. “I think they knew exactly what happened and just didn’t want us to know the real story.” 
 
    “I felt that way at first,” Dave replied. “But after talking to Commander Lewis I changed my mind. I believe that Commander Lewis was being honest with us, I got the impression that he wasn’t trying to cover up anything. 
 
    All the people I’ve known that have been in the military were all good people. If I had to guess, I would say that what happened was an accident, a horrible accident, but just an accident.” 
 
      
 
    “Too bad we can’t listen to the President’s speech,” Michelle said. “It would have been nice to hear what he had to say. It might have helped us figure out who was lying and who was telling the truth.” 
 
    “I have a radio, we can listen to his speech,” Bill said. 
 
    “Dave looked at his watch, “His speech was two hours ago, we missed it.” 
 
      
 
    Bill got up and took a battery powered radio off a shelf on the wall. 
 
    “Maybe someone will replay the speech,” Bill said as he turned on the radio and began turning the dial as he tried to find a station that was broadcasting. 
 
    He stopped when he heard a voice talking. 
 
      
 
    The President made a broadcast earlier tonight. 
 
    We will be signing off shortly, but once again the main points of the President’s speech were this. 
 
    Last night sometime a submarine transporting captured biological agents from the Middle East to the US to be analyzed, crashed on the coast of Georgia. 
 
    It was assumed that sometime during the transit across the Atlantic, the biological agents were released into the submarine causing the death of the crew and leaving the submarine on a crash course with the East Coast of the US. 
 
    The crash caused the biological weapons to be released in the town of Kingsland, Georgia. 
 
    The Navy has sent in Haz Mat units to Kingsland to try and contain the virus, but despite their efforts, the effects of the unknown biological agents have continued to spread. 
 
    There have been reports of outbreaks, the effects of the unknown agents on humans, have been reported in Charleston, Miami, Jacksonville, Philadelphia, Boston and many other smaller towns and cities up and down the East Coast. 
 
    How this has been spread so far in only twenty-four hours are unknown. 
 
    It has been suggested that it is being spread by birds and animals, interstate truckers and by people traveling by cars, buses and airplanes. 
 
    The government has activated all resources at their disposal to stop the further spreading of this situation. 
 
    The President has declared a state of emergency and has requested that everyone stay inside until further notice. 
 
    Units of the US Army will deliver water and food to your neighborhoods during the emergency. 
 
    We will begin broadcasting again tomorrow on the top of each hour to update you on the situation and to tell you when the Army will be bringing supplies to your neighborhood. 
 
    Until tomorrow at twelve noon, this is the Georgia Emergency Broadcast System signing off. 
 
      
 
    The radio went dead. 
 
      
 
    “The Apocalypse is here,” Bill said. “And we were here to witness it all happen from the very first hour.” 
 
    “Lucky us,” Michelle sighed. 
 
    “It sounds like the President told the American People just about everything,” Dave said. “I don’t think anything is being covered up.” 
 
    “It doesn’t sound like he told how that biological material got on the submarine in the first place,” Bill said. “It sounded like a stupid idea to transport biological weapons on a submarine if you ask me.” 
 
    “I bet whoever made that decision will get fired,” Michelle said. 
 
    “If he lives through this,” Dave replied. “But regardless of what happens to him, it won’t help us.” 
 
      
 
    Bill got up and walked out of the room. 
 
    Dave and Michelle could hear the door to the small refrigerator in the little kitchen close. 
 
    Bill came back into the control room holding a six pack of Budweiser. 
 
    He walked over and sat down next to Dave and Michelle, popped the tab on three cans and slid a can over to Dave and one to Michelle. 
 
    “I only have one six pack in the shelter, I was going to store a few cases in the stock room but haven’t had the chance yet,” Bill said. “But in light of what we’ve heard, I think this would be the best time for us to enjoy the beer, while we can.” 
 
    Bill held his can in the air and said, “Cheers!” 
 
      
 
    Dave looked at Bill like he thought he was crazy. 
 
    “I really don’t think this is a time to be celebrating,” Bill said. 
 
    “Yeah, what’s to celebrate?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “The zombie apocalypse has started, but we have a shelter and we have all survived the first night,” Bill smiled. “I think that is worth celebrating.” 
 
    “I think I was right all along,” Dave smiled. “You are a crazy son of a bitch.” 
 
      
 
    A few seconds went by, then they all started laughing. 
 
    Michelle grinned and held up her can of beer, “To Bill and his survival shelter.” 
 
    Dave shook his head. 
 
    “To us and to surviving the first night,” Dave said, raising his can. 
 
    They all took a long slow drink from their cans. 
 
    “Drink up and enjoy, there is one more can for each of us,” Bill said. “After tonight, it could be a long time before we have another beer.” 
 
    “If ever,” Dave added. 
 
      
 
    “Dave?” Michelle asked. “Last night was horrible. Since we have this shelter and know what’s out there, do you think it will get any easier?” 
 
    Dave looked at the scene on the monitor of what was outside surrounding the mobile home. 
 
    “Not a chance,” Dave replied. “Not a chance.” 
 
    “I didn’t think so,” Michelle said and took another drink of her beer. 
 
    “If anything,” Dave added. “It is only going to get more difficult.” 
 
    “Like I told you before,” Michelle smiled. “It would be nice if you would just lie to me sometime.” 
 
    “I am,” Dave replied looking grim. “I don’t think I could have sugar coated my answer much more than I did.” 
 
    “That bad?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Maybe worse,” Dave replied. 
 
      
 
    Dave, Michelle and Bill sat quietly and sipped their beer. 
 
    Each were deep in their own thoughts. 
 
    Dave and Michelle’s thoughts were somber. 
 
    They felt lucky to have survived the first night, but they both knew that the worst was yet to come. 
 
      
 
    Bill on the other hand somehow felt excited about what had happened as he looked around and admired his shelter. 
 
    But, that was Bill. 
 
    As Dave had always said, Bill was crazy. 
 
      
 
    The best thing to happen over the last twenty-four hours was that they had survived the first night. 
 
    You could say big deal, it was only one night.  
 
    But if they were going to survive, they had to survive the first night or nothing else would matter. 
 
      
 
    For all things there is a time to begin and a time to end. 
 
    The first night was the beginning. 
 
    When would the end come? 
 
    Only time would tell. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Thanks for reading The First Night. 
 
      
 
    I hope you enjoyed the story. 
 
    To be put on my email list or for any questions or comments you may have, feel free to email me at 
 
    theexchangepost@comcast.net 
 
    Thank You for your interest and support. 
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