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Chapter One

They're Coming 
to Get You, 
Barbara

T he  black  road  curled  and unspooled 
through the Pennsylvanian hills like a 

ball of black yarn dropped by a drunken kitten. 
Gravel split and crunched beneath the car tires 
as Johnny maneuvered his old Pontiac along 
the winding asphalt. The windshield wipers 
squeaked weakly before sputtering to a stop. 
Johnny cursed and smacked the steering wheel, 
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mad at the car for his own lack of preventa-
tive maintenance. The sky overhead deepened 
from a light grey to a dark one, pregnant with 
the type of fat clouds that were threatening to 
burst at any moment.

"It's getting dark," said a faint voice from the 
passenger seat. Barbara leaned her head weak-
ly against the window; her hands clinging to 
a large wreath like it was alive and trying to 
escape. Her xngers xdgeted and picked at the 
plastic pedals of the artixcial lilies lining the 
wreath. "And it's going to rain as soon as we 
get there. Si… hoursjsi… hours of driving Fust 
to put a wreath on a grave." On the last word, 
there was a catch in her voice as a lump formed 
in her throat. She sighed and closed her eyes 
against the onslaught of emotions coming her 
way. She had promised herself that she was 
done crying, and she didn't want to break that 
promise already.
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Johnny shrugged, the slight motion of it 
causing the car to swerve into the other empty 
lane of traYc. "We could have Fust had it deliv-
ered."

Barbara  turned  her  sad  eyes  on  Johnny, 
which caused him to blush a little at how in-
sensitive he had sounded. It had been si… hours 
of driving, however. And his sister wasn't e…-
actly the best of company at the moment. 

”Mother  wanted  us  to  come.  4ou  know 
that.?

That shut him up. Vor a moment, anyway.
The brakes squealed as the car pulled to a 

stop. Johnny hopped out and opened the an-
cient fence, which also squealed with age. He 
Fumped back behind the wheel and navigat-
ed their car further into the gated cemetery. 
"No one else is  here.  It's  kinda creepy,"  he 
said as he slowly rounded a turn in the gravel 
pathway. The cemetery was more than empty, 
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it seemed deserted and rundown. There were 
scant groupings of broken tombstones that 
leaned at severe angles, much like the teeth of a 
young Steve Buscemi. Scraggly trees scratched 
at the grey sky, wobbling with a dry rattle in the 
growing winds. "I don't even remember what 
the guy looked like," Johnny said in his usual 
o5handed way. "I mean it was what...ten years 
agoC NineC" He put the car in park and they 
both got out.

"Eight," Barbara corrected him. "It was Fust 
over eight years ago." Barbara's walk was as im-
balanced as her feelings, her wedge heels strug-
gling to xnd footing in the loose gravel. Beside 
her, Johnny stumbled and cursed, apparently 
struggling as much as she was with the uneven 
pathway. 

"They need to xre the groundskeeper," John-
ny said, annoyed. "Look at this place; what a 
messQ The grass is overgrown, the headstones 
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are crumbling. And this gravel looks like it 
was put down by Ray zharles." They strug-
gled forward together in silence until Johnny 
grabbed her arm and pointed o5 to their right. 
"Well, there he is. 7uiet and 8at as ever." 

As they closed the distance to the gravesite, 
Johnny's  feet  slowed.  He  walked  with  the 
speed of a man who would rather be anywhere 
else at the moment. He was slouched, stalling 
as much as he could without physically stop-
ping in his tracks. Vinally, they reached the 
grave. 

It was nothing special, Fust a simple rectan-
gular stone that was 8at and grey. It blended so 
well into the overgrown landscaping that it was 
almost as if it were trying to hide, embarrassed 
to be seen in such a messy cemetery. When they 
were right in front of it, Barbara knelt down 
and laid the wreath carefully upon the si… foot 
patch of recently disturbed dirt. When it was 
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done she sighed, as if a heavy weight had been 
lifted from her arms rather than a light wreath 
made of wire and plastic. Leaves rustled and 
rose around them as the wind started to pick 
up. The clouds overhead began to open and 
slowly release their payload. Somewhere o5 in 
the distance, a crow cawed ominously.

Barbara broke her promise and allowed a 
couple of tears to fall to the earth with the 
rain. Johnny, feeling no such emotion, made 
the sign of the cross la9ily, his hand moving like 
it was swatting a 8y on a hot summer day rather 
than appealing to a heavenly father for mercy. 
With his other hand, he checked his watch. 

"Okay, we laid the wreath and said a prayer. 
Our part is done, let's get out of here." Barbara 
continued to linger, her lips moving silently 
in a prolonged prayer of supplication. Johnny 
sighed and checked his watch again. "zome 
on sis,  it's  getting  wet  out  here.  We don't 
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need to catch a cold and Foin the guy in the 
ground, you know." When Barbara still didn't 
stir, Johnny walked a few paces away. He the-
atrically lifted his arms to the sky and yelled 
out, "I want to GOOOOOOOOOOOOOQ" 

Barbara xnished her prayer and sighed again, 
this time from annoyance, and shot her broth-
er a tired look. "4ou're acting childish," she 
chided, "We've only been here for a minute." 
When Johnny gave her his signature smirk, she 
knew that she had used the wrong tactic with 
him.

"4eah, you're right, sis," he said slyly. "We 
should stay here as long as you want, right 
here in this spooky dark haunted cemetery." 
He grinned when he saw her blanch.

"That's not funny," she said, which was all 
the fuel that Johnny needed. 

"It's cra9y, isn't itC How we can be out here 
all alone, in the middle of nowhere, but we 
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can still feel like somebody's watching usC" His 
smile spread as her spine sti5ened. "Here we 
are, surrounded by only rocks and trees, yet 
you can feel it, can't youC Those eyes on your 
backC Those dark forces stirring out there in 
the shadowsC" Barbara brushed herself o5 and 
tried to act annoyed but Johnny saw in her eyes 
that he was getting to her. The fear was there, 
and it was growing. His eyes twinkled as he 
thought up the perfect ne…t line.

”TheyKre coming to get you, Barbara.?
She shuddered but made a show of rolling 

her eyes. "Stop it," she said in a half-whisper, as 
if afraid she'd be overheard by some eavesdrop-
ping ghoul.

”No, no I mean it,? he said, his voice ris-
ing with mock panic. ”LookQ Barbara, look 
over thereQ Here comes one of them nowQ? 
He pointed over her shoulder, implying that 
something was creeping up behind her, prob-
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ably with an outstretched claw. Barbara had 
no intention of lookingjuntil she saw some-
thing 8ash across Johnny's face. It was a brief 
moment of confusion, maybe even a little bit 
of unease. She turned around to see that now, 
indeed, there was something shuMing toward 
them. It looked to be an old man, shrouded 
in shadows. He wasn't walking quickly but he 
was walking with purpose. He was on a steady, 
direct path right to them. 

As the man got closer, Barbara noticed that 
he looked like someone that had attended his 
own funeral. He wore a faded and crusty suit, 
one that had been in fashion back when Taft 
was still in oYce. His face was pale, too pale, 
almost like bone. She had never seen a face so 
hauntingly white before. Barbara turned to her 
brother with a frown. "He's probably Fust old 
and lost, we should call somebody."
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Johnny  put  a  xnger  to  his  lips  and  his 
zheshire cat grin returned. "ShhhQ Not too 
loud, sis. He'll hear youQ" His smile spread 
like butter. "They're coming for you Barbara, 
they're coming to get you." 

Barbara had enough. She spun on her heels 
and headed back for the car. "4ou're acting 
like a child," she chastised again, throwing the 
words over her shoulder like a woolen scarf. 
Johnny continued to taunt her but she refused 
to turn around. As far as Barbara was con-
cerned, Johnny could meet her at the car when 
he was ready to grow up. She would call some-
one about the old man as soon as they got out 
of there, she was sure a gas station would let 
them use the phone for that. However, despite 
committing herself to this plan, she found her-
self stopping and turning around when John-
ny began to scream.
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The old man had reached Johnny. The way 
he had been walking up until now was slow 
and deliberate, the type of slow shuMe that 
astronauts used for fake moon landings. But 
now, the old man moved with malice, he was 
fueled by hungry intent. The old man lunged 
violently for Johnny, catching him o5-guard. 
As Johnny screamed, the old man sank his 
xngers  and  teeth  into  the  e…posed  skin  of 
Johnny's forearm. Barbara watched, terrixed, 
as Johnny stumbled backwards, swinging his 
arm wildly in an attempt to wrench it free 
from the dirty old man's mouth. The old man 
didn't relent. Even as the screaming and beg-
ging started, even as the blood began to 8ow 
freely from Johnny's arm, the old man only 
bit down harder, invigorated. Their four legs 
tangled together and they fell together, landing 
on the ground in a writhing heap.
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Barbara was fro9en with fear. She felt unable 
to help, unable to move at all. With a deep 
sense of hopelessness, she found she could only 
watch as the old man lifted Johnny's screaming 
head and rammed it into the small rectangle 
of stone they had come to see. He slammed 
Johnny's head again and again until Johnny's 
screaming stopped, replaced by the sound of a 
chef cracking a do9en eggs.

Now, it was Barbara that screamed.
Life returned to her legs. She ran.
Barbara bolted down the uneven gravel. She 

didn't  even  notice  when  one  of  her  shoes 
came loose and 8ew o5 into the darkness. 
Arms pumping, her legs burned from e…ertion. 
Halfway to the car she was huYng and puYng 
like a wolf trying to unhouse a pig. She risked 
a look over her shoulder and she saw the old 
man following. Not quickly, but not slowly 
either. The old man was coming for her, Fust 
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like Johnny had said. The old man shuMed 
forward, straight at her. He was a wind-up toy 
with a taste for blood and a dirty old suit.

Her hands hit the car. zlumsily she pawed 
at the handle, cursed, and then fumbled with 
the keys. She xnally got the door open and 
quickly Fumped in behind the wheel. With a 
shaking hand, she turned the key. The ignition 
coughed, sputtered and died. A shadow fell 
across the hood of the car.

The old man was at the window.
He slammed a dirty xst against the glass. Bar-

bara shrieked. The glass shuddered but held 
fast. She turned the key again as the old man's 
xst fell for a second time. This time, the glass 
splintered. zracks formed a spiderweb in the 
glass, sending shards tinkling into her car like 
ice cubes in a  glass.  The car engine roared 
to life. Barbara shifted gears and stomped the 
pedal to the 8oor. The car Ferked forward and 



B.S. LEWIS, GEORGE A. ROMERO, JOHN A. RUSSON!

stalled, the brakes screaming along with her as 
she tried unsuccessfully to accelerate in neu-
tral. She blindly shifted again, praying that she 
put it into the correct gear this time.

She didn't.
The old man sneered with a mouth full of 

bloody teeth. He pulled at the door handle, 
grunting and snarling like an animal. Up close, 
Barbara saw that the face wasn't Fust dirty and 
old; it was rotten. His eyes were shriveled and 
sunken in. His skin was loose, white, and bil-
lowing o5 his skull like a plus-si9ed wedding 
dress on a skeleton.

Barbara xnally managed to throw the gear 
into drive and she stepped on the gas with 
everything she had. The car lurched violent-
ly, veering o5 of the paved path. The wheels 
kicked up dirt and stone as the vehicle careened 
downhill, bouncing over roots and headstones 
like the old Pontiac had installed Lowrider hy-
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draulics. The man stumbled after her for a few 
steps but then he stopped, head tilted like a dog 
with a thought.

Barbara didn't slow down. She didnKt care 
where she was going, as long as it was away 
from there. Away from Johnny's crumpled 
body. Away from the hungry old man. Just 
away, as far away as she could get.

Behind her, the old man returned to where 
Johnny lay dead and leaking. zhewing sounds 
soon  permeated  the  air  of  the  abandoned 
cemetery.

All around them, the dead were beginning to 
stir.



Chapter Two

The Farmhouse

B arbara  only  got  a  little  bit  down  the 
road before the car started to shake and 

smoke. She pushed it as far as it would go. 
When it sputtered and died out for the last 
time, she opened the door and ran. 

She didn’t  know how long she ran,  only 
that she ran hard. She ditched the other shoe 
and ran barefoot, scraping and cutting her feet 
against gnarled roots, pointed rocks and sharp 
twigs. She pushed her body until she collapsed, 
falling to the ground and gasping like a Nsh out 
of water.
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:s she paused and tried to catch her breath, 
Barbara noticed how vuiet it was around her. 
Ohere was no longer any rush of wind. Ohere 
were no singing birds or rustling leaxes. Ohe 
night had stilled. :ll about her, it seemed as 
if the xery trees were holding their breath and 
waiting to see what came ne't. 

:ll was vuiet. Iot in a peaceful way, but in 
an e'pectant way. :nd in that vuiet stillness, 
BarbaraRs brotherRs screams played on repeat in 
her head.

When her burning muscles and her falling 
tears allowed, Barbara struggled back to her 
feet. She began to moxe again, slower this time, 
but no less afraid, only more tired. :fter what 
felt like an eternity, she spotted something oM 
in the distance. Gt looked to be a house.

When she got close, she saw that it was a 
weatherworn farmhouse, aged but sturdy and 
whole. Gt looked like the type of place that used 
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to be part of something bigger, like a ranch 
or a homestead. Gt was built with purpose but 
had fallen at some point into disuse. Gt was 
two stories tall, with the windows on the up"
per ?oor shuttered and boarded up. Ohe white 
paint was peeling from the e'terior like dead 
skin after a sunburn. She closed the rest of 
the distance and stepped onto a sagging front 
porch. Gt creaked and sighed beneath her feet. 
Aespite the rundown appearance of the farm"
house, it seemed to Barbara to lack any imme"
diate signs of danger. Ohere was nothing on 
Nre, there seemed to be no demonic old people. 
She didnRt bother knocking, she zust walked up 
to the door and turned the knob. Gt was open.

She stepped into the darkness within, eyes 
darting, alert and watching for danger. 9Tello2 
Gs anyone here29 Ter xoice sounded so meek 
and small that she had hardly recogni0ed it as 
her own. She cleared her throat and tried again, 
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a little louder this time. 9Tello2 Aoes anyone 
lixe here2 G need some help.9

Silence was her only reply.
Ohe house smelled of dust, decaying wood, 

and something faintly metallic. Iot blood, not 
vuite, but more like rust. Gt was the cold iron 
smell of things that were discarded and forgot"
ten, things that were slowly returning them"
selxes to the earth. Aispersed throughout the 
large front room she saw furniture beneath 
dusty old blankets. Somewhere oM in the re"
cesses of the house, she heard a clock ticking. 
Oo Barbara, the ticking sound seemed out of 
place in the house that time forgot.

Barbara gingerly crept through the front 
room, stepping lightly the way you tread on 
thin ice.  She  called  out  again,  worried she 
might startle any residents still on the property, 
although she saw no sign of life. :gain, there 
was no answer. 
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Ter eyes darted, trying to take in the full 
layout of the two story home. Ohere was a large 
staircase in the corner leading up to the dark 
second ?oor. She shuddered, not daring to go 
up there, at least not unless she had to. Gnstead, 
she spotted an entrance to a kitchen and decid"
ed to start there.

:s soon as she crossed the threshold into 
the kitchen, her stomach began to growl. She 
hadnRt reali0ed how hungry her long run. and 
her unrelenting fear, had made her. 

Ohe kitchen seemed normal enough. Ohere 
were exen small signs of life, like the low hum 
of a deep free0er and a stack of dirty dish"
es in the sink. Towexer, none of the signs of 
life were recent. Ohe dishes were caked oxer 
and rusted through. Ohere was a Nne layer of 
dust coxering the cabinet doors and the coun"
tertops. Ohe deep free0e was rusted. Lxen the 
mouse crap scattered about looked old, as if the 
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mice too had packed exerything up and left for 
greener pastures.

She crossed the kitchen with her ears perked, 
attempting to track down a low static sound 
she heard crackling beneath the hum of the 
deep free0e. She found a solar"powered radio 
and played with the dial. Gt was mostly static 
coming through the speakers, although here 
and there she was able to make out a word or 
two. 

'Repeat, stay at home——unconfirmed re-
ports—-when the Satellite returned—-mission 
to Venus, experts are still—-in your homes.'

Ter Nngers fro0e on the dial. Between the 
static bursts and the incoherent mi' of words 
from the radio, she heard something else. She 
lowered the xolume and strained her ears. She 
heard the noise again. Gt was coming from 
outside. She ran to the window and looked 
through it with harried nerxes. 
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Gt took only a moment for her eyes to adzust 
to the deepening darkness outside but, when 
they did, she wished that they hadnRt. :t the 
edge of the property, shu!ing his way across 
the e'pansixe yard, she spotted the old man. Gt 
was the same man from before, the one from 
back in the cemetery. Tis suit was still dirty 
and crumpled, the outNt of a recently exicted 
corpse. Ohe front of it was now also stained 
with the dark syrupy blood of her brother. Ter 
hand ?ew to her mouth in an attempt to sti?e 
a scream. When she noticed that the old man 
was no longer alone, she found that she had to 
suppress another scream. :nd another. Ohen 
another. 

: second lumbering Ngure appeared behind 
the old man, dark, stumbling and dirty. Ohen 
Barbara saw a third, and then a fourth, then 
a Nfth. :ll of them were moxing in that same 
mechanical fashion. Oheir steps were crooked, 
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cumbersome,  but  always  adxancing,  like  a 
drunk who knew where they were going. Bar"
bara vuickly backed away from the window, 
nauseated by the growing number of strangers 
gathering outside. Ohe room spun. Barbara 
leaned against the kitchen counter, rapidly 
fanning herself and feeling like she could faint 
or xomit at any moment. :t that inopportune 
time, there came a mu!ed cry and a heaxy 
thud from the room she had zust left.

Barbara held her breath. She waited. She lis"
tened. She was fro0en in place. Iot zust from 
fear, but from indecision as well. Ter thoughts 
raced. Should I run upstairs? Do I try and out-
run the horde outside? What if I hide and they 
all pass by? Can I hide? Or would they sniff me 
out?Eeeling lousy about her options, Barbara 
willed her feet into action and took a tentatixe 
step toward the stairs. Before she got any fur"
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ther, the front door burst inward like it was 
kicked open by a mule on steroids.

Te came in fast, a dark ?ash of moxement 
like Bullet Bill from Uario 6art. Ohe man ?ew 
into the lixing room and, spotting Barbara, did 
a double take. Te shook his head clear and 
shouted to her, 9OheyRre coming—9 

Te was tall and muscular, his shirt cling"
ing tightly to his torso from copious amounts 
of sweat.  Te looked like he had zust run a 
marathon only to Nnd out that they moxed 
the Nnish line three more miles away. Te was 
black skinned, in his early thirties, and he was 
wearing a zacket that appeared to be stained 
with something dark and slick like oil. Tis eyes 
were sharp and intelligent, as well as full to 
the brim with fear. Te made a vuick cursory 
scan of the room and began to moxe vuickly 
with the type of adrenaline you only got from 
being chased. Te slammed the door shut and 
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began to drag oxer one of the coxered couches 
to block it. 9Telp me,9 he shouted, 9OheyRre 
almost here—9

Barbara blinked dumbly, her mouth open"
ing and closing without making a sound. Ohe 
constant whir of exents since arrixing to this 
horrible town had started her head spinning 
like a top.

9Tey— AidnRt you hear me2 OheyRre coming—9 
Ohe man struggled alone with it but he Nnally 
managed to wrestle the heaxy couch in front of 
the closed door. Te turned his attention back 
to Barbara, gixing her a harsh glare and snap"
ping, 9WhatRs the matter with you2 We need to 
moxe fast if we want to stay alixe. Hou do want 
to stay alixe, donRt you29 Without waiting for 
an answer, he said, 9We need to barricade the 
rest of the doors. Tow many entrances do you 
haxe in this house29
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She was able to shake away some of the men"
tal fog and replied, 9G1G donRt lixe here. G was 
zust xisiting with my brother and J9 Ohe man 
shot past her, vuickly scanning the other ar"
eas oM of the front room. Te ran into the 
kitchen and pulled out a couple of drawers. Te 
was moxing in a blind panic. Ohe man found 
a large kitchen knife in one of the drawers, 
which he clutched tightly in a shaking Nst. 

9We need to block the doors. :ll of them. 
NOW!9 Te grabbed a rickety wooden chair 
and wedged it beneath the knob of the kitchen 
entrance. Te dragged the dining room table 
oxer  ne't  and  shoxed  it  ?ush  against  the 
wedged chair. 9Uy nameRs Ben,9 he said in a 
vuick, clipped sort of way. 9We can talk later. 
Jight now, you need to either help me or you 
can sit and cry. -p to you.9 

:lthough she didnRt think it was the op"
tion she would haxe picked, Barbara sat. Ben 
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didnRt comment on her choice, he only moxed. 
Te ?ew through the house like a man pos"
sessed, dragging furniture and barricading the 
home like he had done this  before.  Eor all 
that Barbara knew, maybe he had. Ben ripped 
some planks from a nearby shelf and shoxed 
them tightly against window latches and door 
knobs.  Te  slid  heaxy  furniture  and  threw 
lighter furniture atop it like he was playing a 
game of 8enga with household goods. Te had 
zust gotten an oxerstuMed easy"chair against 
the last window when the Nrst of the walking 
dead reached the farmhouse.

Ohe  window  ne't  to  Barbara  shattered. 
She  screamed,  only  this  time  she  had  no 
gas pedal to press.  She ducked her head as 
glass  shards  ?ew  and  sprinkled  the  farm"
house ?oor like sparkling snow. : rotten hand 
reached through the broken window, itRs Nn"
gers splayed and sallow, skin the color of free0"
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er"burned meat. Ohe nails were long and sharp 
and there was dirt caked beneath each nail, 
exidence that  the man had clawed his  way 
through si' feet of packed dirt.

Barbara screamed again as a ?ash of moxe"
ment knocked her to the side.  Gt  was Ben, 
kitchen knife e'tended, face pulled back in 
a  look  of  grim  determination.  With  a  big 
arcing swing, Ben buried the knife into the 
NendRs  hand,  the blade crunching through 
small  bones  and  dead  ?esh.  Ohe  ghoulish 
man didnRt react, he only reached his other 
hand through the window and began to grope 
around wildly for them.

98esus Khrist—9 Ben spat, bracing a booted 
foot against the wall. Te yanked back with all 
of his might and the knife ripped free, splitting 
the manRs hand down the middle like the lines 
on a highway. Ohe dead manRs hand ?apped 
wildly in two loose strips, looking more like an 
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origami bat than a human hand. Blood slowly 
trickled from the wound, but it was no ordi"
nary blood. Gt was thick and dark and it moxed 
like molasses, running from the manRs wrist in 
sticky rixulets.

Ben took two steps back and changed tactics. 
Te kicked oxer a wooden chair and stomped 
down hard on the back leg, wrenching it free 
with a splintering sound. Ben turned his atten"
tion back to the breathing corpse in the win"
dow. Te reared back and brought the wood"
en leg around his body like he was swinging 
a baseball bat. Ohe chair leg thunked into the 
side of the dead manRs head, snapping it xi"
olently to the side. Ohe skull cracked with a 
sound like a celery stalk snapping. Still, exen 
as the manRs head hung sickeningly diagonal 
to his body, his rotten hands kept on grabbing 
and dripping.
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Ben swung the  leg  again.  Ohis  time,  the 
head caxed in completely, collapsing in on itself 
like a dying star. Bits of bone, black blood, 
and brain matter splattered across the faded 
farmhouse wallpaper. With a scream, Barbara 
watched as one of the manRs eyeballs came 
loose from its socket and fell to the ?oor, mis"
shapen and withered like a grape that had been 
left to rot in the sun. Ohe reaching arms went 
limp as the manRs body collapsed and impaled 
itself on the remaining glass of the broken win"
dow. Ohe manRs head hit the sill, breaking his 
front teeth and sending them falling to the 
?oor with a delicate plink. Ben turned his at"
tention back to Barbara.

9OheyRre not people. :t least, not anymore,9 
he told her solemnly. 9Whatexer the hell they 
are, you zust hit Rem in the head. OhatRs how 
you stop them.9
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Barbara nodded numbly. Something inside 
of her was trying to curl into a ball like a scared 
isopod, nexer wanting to unfurl or interact 
again. Ben tore a painting from the wall and 
tried to use it to secure the broken window. Gt 
didnRt Nt, so he settled on grabbing anything 
that wasnRt nailed down and simply stacking 
it in a crude barrier in front of the window. 
:s he Nnished building the primitixe pile, the 
moans outside grew louder and louder. Ohe 
sound of a reanimated Nst hitting the wood 
siding of the farmhouse rattled both Ben and 
Barbara. Ohe sound was soon accompanied by 
more banging sounds, some moans, and angry 
wailing. Ohe walls of the house xibrated and 
shook beneath the weight of do0ens of hungry 
Nsts. Behind them, another shattering sound 
Nlled the air, followed by a heaxy thump.

: small woman emerged from the kitchen, 
coxered in tons of tiny cuts that all  slowly 
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dripped blood that was black as ink. Ter mat"
ted hair was a mess of leaxes, clumps of dirt and 
bloody chunks of meat. She staggered forward, 
her dry tongue ?icking to and fro oxer a pair 
of cracked lips. Ter zaw unhinged and she let 
loose a prolonged gurgling that sounded like a 
record player slowing down.

Without  hesitation,  Ben  lunged  for  the 
woman. Te again knocked Barbara out of the 
way, clearing the path to charge the undead 
woman with a full head of steam. With one 
swift motion, he buried the knife into her chin 
all the way to the hilt. Ter lifeless eyes rolled 
back in her skull and she pitched forward, hit"
ting the ?oor hard and drixing the knife the 
remainder of the way through her chin until 
the blade popped out of her left nostril. Ohe 
woman zerked and spasmed on the ground, 
gixing her the appearance of a marionette be"
ing controlled by a puppeteer haxing a sei0ure. 
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Black sludge poured from the gaping wound 
in her face like struck oil.

Barbara whimpered, watching with horror 
as the womanRs Nngers continued to twitch 
and wriggle with her death throes. Ben stood 
oxer the sei0ing woman, panting and sweat"
ing from e'ertion. Tis face was ?ecked with 
droplets of deep black, like a man bapti0ed in 
ink by a religious octopus.

Uore moans drifted in from the outside. 
Ohrough  a  broken  window,  Barbara  saw 
do0ens of shu!ing bodies, walking crookedly 
and clad in the tattered remains of whatex"
er outNt they had been buried in. Aead faces 
pressed up against the rest of the windows, sali"
xating like cartoon orphans outside a bakery. 
Ohey all looked hungry. Io, not zust hungry. 
Starved.

Ben toppled a curio cabinet in front of the 
latest opening in their farmhouse defenses. 
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With a serious stare, he looked to Barbara and 
said, 9We need to make this place a fortress.9 
Tis breathing was slowing but still ragged. Te 
needed help. Te was tiring. Barbara didn’t re"
ply. Ter eyes were still glued to the corpse on 
the ?oor. Fne of her Nngers still twitched like 
it had been stuck in an electric socket.

Futside, the rising moon brightened the sky 
as the rainclouds began to dissipate. Gt would 
haxe been a beautiful night, if it werenRt for all 
of the dead bodies.



Chapter 
Three

Barricades & 
Broadcasts

B en tore through the farmhouse like a 
man possessed, searching for anything 

and everything that could be repurposed for 
security. As Ben began to reinforce the win-
dows and doors, Barbara only sat and trem-
bled. She was lost in a mental fog, the twitches 
of the dead woman and Johnny's screams both 
played on repeat in her head.
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“Find tables, chairs, doors, anything heavy 
that can be moved!” Ben shouted as he came 
back into the room. He was carrying a claw 
hammer in one hand and a half-broken shut-
ter in the other. “We’ve gotta nail these suck-
ers over the windows before anymore of those 
things get in!”

Barbara blinked at him slowly, still distant in 
her private daze. “The radio,” she whispered. 
“I heard it playing earlier.”

“Later,” Ben said in a clipped tone. “We need 
to stay alive now and we can listen to the radio 
later.”

He paused only long enough to pry the dou-
ble doors from the kitchen pantry. He dragged 
them over to the doorway and began hammer-
ing them in place. With each bang of the ham-
mer, more dust and death seemed to Vll the air. 
Barbara felt suDocated. The groaning of the 
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undead outside was growing both in volume 
and number.

Using all the resolve she had, Barbara was 
able to shake free of the fog and get back to her 
feet. Her steps felt sluggish and heavy, like she 
were walking underwater. She started to search 
the kitchen drawers half-heartedly, not Vnding 
anything of use. From the other room, Ben's 
hammering persisted, as did the hungry snarls 
of the people outside.

8Those  things  out  there,8  Ben muttered, 
talking  from  the  side  of  his  mouth  as  he 
gripped a few nails between his lips. 8They 
don't move all that fast, but they don't seem to 
stop either. It's like they're..they're..8

8Machines,8 Barbara Vnished for him in a 
distant voice. 8Murder machines.8 

Ben glanced her way and gave a small nod. 
8;eah,8 he admitted, 8that sounds about right.8 
Their conversation was cut short by the un-
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mistakable sound of a door creaking. It came 
from  beneath  themP  it  echoed  its  way  up 
through the wooden 9oor boards.

8The basement,8 Ben hissed. 8There must be 
a cellar door. Someone's in the house.8

Instinctively, Barbara placed herself behind 
Ben and put a hand on his arm. 8Zo you think 
it's one of those thingsq8 Ben didn't answer her. 
Instead, he walked over to a dirty Vreplace and 
picked up a tarnished brass poker. He crept his 
way to the basement door, heel-to-toe, care-
ful  not  to  make a  sound.  Ben cracked the 
door open and peered into the darkness below, 
searching for a sign of life. Or, as it were, death.

A husky voice drifted up from the dark-
ness. “Zon’t shoot! jlease! We’re not dead!” 
Ben held his breath and took half a step back, 
watching two shadowy Vgures emerge from 
the basement below. Although they appeared 
to be human, Ben didn't lower the brass poker. 
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The Vgure in front was a s0uat bald man, 
covered in sweat that smelled like fear and hot-
dog water. He wore a rumpled maroon dress 
shirt that was untucked and dirty, a loose char-
coal tie hung from his neck like a noose. The 
second person emerged right on his heels. It 
was a short woman, pale and mousy. She had 
wide eyes that held the kind of fear that only 
those who were truly privileged and protected 
for most of their lives could feel. She was some-
one who looked like she had lost everything 
in a single, horriVc night. She clutched a ratty 
blanket around her shoulders as she shivered.

“We heard the windows break,” the man 
said. “We thought it was probably more of 
those damned biters. So we hid down in the 
cellar.8

Ben's face was a mask of fury. 8They were 
trying to kill us!8 Ben shouted. 8And you were 
1ust going to hide out as we were eaten, huhq8
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8My wife and kid are with me,8 the man 
spat back. 8We didn't know anyone else was 
up here! Besides, we don't even know you. We 
don't owe you a god damned thing.8

Ben tightened his  grip on the poker.  He 
looked like he wanted to bash the man's skull 
in with it. The man noticed this and glowered. 
The frightened pale woman broke in, attempt-
ing to ease the escalating tension in the room. 

8We thought it would be safer down there,8 
she said 0uietly. 8;ou two should come 1oin 
us.8

The look on Ben's face was so full of right-
eous  indignation  that  it  seemed  as  if  the 
woman had suggested he put on a dress and 
dance  the  cha-cha  for  the  demons  outside 
rather than 1ust retire to the basement. 8It's not 
safe down there,8 he said through a clenched 
1aw. 8There's no way out down there. If those 
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things break in, you're bo5ed in like a T: din-
ner Salisbury steak.8

The man with the husky voice scoDed at 
Ben's remark. 8Well, it's certainly better than 
staying up here and waiting for them all to 
come in through the windows,8 he said sarcas-
tically. Ben lowered the Vreplace poker, but not 
by much. 8If you two want to go back down 
there and die like prepackaged morons, you 
go right ahead. But if you stay up here, you're 
going to need to help us. We need to board this 
place up tight, I'm not sure how much longer 
it's all going to hold.8

The bald man gave Ben a look of disdain 
but, thankfully, he didn't argue. The woman 
gave both of them a small, apologetic smile 
and said that her name was Helen. She stepped 
forward and 1oined Ben at the other end of 
a long couch, helping him slide it toward the 
barricaded door. The bald man went back to 
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the basement, returning a short time later with 
two others that had been hiding out in the 
basement. Helen introduced them as Tom and 
Judy,  and noted that Judy was their daughter. 
Then she revealed that the argumentative bald 
man's name was, ironically, Harry.

Tom was a strong young man with an ami-
able attitude. As soon as he was upstairs, he got 
right to work on barricading the house. Judy, 
however, did not. She was the youngest of the 
group, probably no more than eleven years old. 
Her eyes were as big as saucers and her skin was 
white and thin like a hospital sheet. She shuf-
9ed slowly and nervously, Vdgeting at every 
sound and helping very little. Once everything 
was sealed up as well as could be e5pected, Ben 
turned his attention back to Barbara. 8Why 
don't you go fetch that radio you were talking 
about earlier.8
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A minute or two later, their small group was 
congregated around the radio, which sat on the 
9oor in the barricaded living room. After a few 
minor ad1ustments to the dials and antenna, 
it crackled to life. A radio announcer came in 
loud and clear, with a deep voice that was full 
of barely suppressed, unbridled fear.

“Kreports are continuing to pour in. Author-
ities are still unsure about what has caused this 
epidemic of mass murder and mayhem. They 
are currently reporting that there may upwards 
of a few hundred victims already. These victims 
appear to have been partially consumed. Police 
urge citizens to stay in their homes and remain 
calm. Repeat: remain calm.”

Judy  began  to  weep  softly  as  the  radio 
droned on. Harry looked down at his lap, feel-
ing ashamed that he couldn't shield his daugh-
ter from these horriVc events.
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“In an extraordinary development,” the ra-
dio announcer continued, “coroners and hospi-
tal staff are now reporting that the recently dead 
are returning to life.”

The silence in the room felt heavy. It was as 
if all the air had been pulled from their lungs 
simultaneously. 

“I repeat: the recently dead, even the partially 
devoured, are seemingly rising from the dead 
and attacking the living. This is not a joke. Re-
peat: this is not a joke.”

Tom swallowed audibly and shook his head. 
He shook it hard and fast, like he was clearing 
an Etch A Sketch. He shook it as if doing so 
hard enough could clear away the truth from 
the words he'd 1ust heard spoken. 8That..tha
t can't be real, rightq8 Tom asked. Judy cried 
harder as Ben only stared numbly at the radio. 
8It's real,8 he said in a faraway voice. The radio 
went on…
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“Anyone who dies, regardless of their cause of 
death, may reanimate within just a few min-
utes. Those that are bitten seem to turn almost 
immediately following death. Authorities rec-
ommend destroying the brain to neutralize the 
threat. When questioned as to whether these 
events were related to the disastrous return of 
the Venus voyager satellite, authorities said they 
could offer no comment at the current time. In 
other news, reports of shoppers stranded at the 
Monroeville Mall have begun to—”

Harry, having heard enough of both the ra-
dio and his daughter's crying, shot to his feet 
and announced to the room, “That’s it. I’m 
taking my family back downstairs. We were 
safer down in the cellar.”

Ben stood as well, ready to go toe-to-toe once 
more with the moron in the maroon shirt. 
“;ou do that and you’re all on your own. Who-
ever stays up here needs to stick together.”
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Harry harrumphed. 8We'd rather be alone 
than taking orders from you, boy.8

“Better to be alive and taking orders than 
dead and the boss, you stupid 1ackass!” Ben 
spat back.

Harry stepped so close to Ben that  their 
noses touched. They looked to be about two 
seconds away from swinging at each other. 
Tom, trying to play peacemaker, wedged him-
self between the two men to create some dis-
tance. 8Guys, we're all scared, okayq Let's not 
tear each other apart. If we do, we're no better 
than those things outside.8 

Ben turned and stared out the window. A 
look of grim determination crossed his dark 
features. Those things outside were coming, 
seemingly more of them by the minute. There 
were close to forty of them gathered outside 
already, and that number was continuing to 
grow. They stumbled and stalked and crawled 
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across the lawn. Some wore burials suits, some 
wore pa1amas and regular street clothes. Some 
were covered with blood as black as pitch, 
missing limbs but not their appetites nor teeth. 
Harry's attention turned to the outside as well, 
when a heavy thump reverberated from the 
side of the farmhouse.

Everyone froze, listening. There was another 
thump, a third, and then a fourth. The splin-
tering of glass Vltered in from the kitchen.

8THE WINZOWS!8 Ben yelled. 8GET TO 
THE WINZOWS! HOLZ THEM BAMN!8

Then, there was chaos.
A wriggling mass of hands fought each other 

for access through the broken window. Tom 
and Ben ran over to the breached area and 
tipped a rickety bookcase over in front of it. As 
it fell, it severed a couple of the grasping hands, 
which hit the 9oor with a wet sound, 9opping 
around for another few seconds like desperate 
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Vsh out of water. Behind them, Harry cursed 
and grabbed his wife and kid, ushering them 
towards the basement once more, even as Bar-
bara shouted to them for help. 

From the other side of the room, a small 
hopper window opened on rusty hinges and 
swung outward. A recently deceased woman 
began s0ueezing her way through it, grunt-
ing and screaming with the eDort like she was 
being birthed into the room. As she forced 
her way through the small opening, her skin 
caught on the hinges and peeled away from 
her face as she climbed up and over the pane. 
Her tan skin hung in loose wet ribbons from 
her face and they 9apped wildly when she 
screamed. In an absurd moment of fear-fueled 
observation, Barbara had the clear thought 
that the woman's face looked like a mitter cur-
tain at the end of a car wash.
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Ben ran over to the skinned woman as she 
twisted and ripped herself halfway into the 
room. He swung the Vreplace poker, catching 
her right in the tattered 9aps of her ferocious 
face. Her 1aw shattered like it were made of 
porcelain, spilling her teeth to the 9oor like a 
decaying slot machine. Still, the woman clawed 
her way forward. Even without a mouth, she 
wanted so badly to eat each and every one of 
them.

Behind them, Judy screamed as the base-
ment door slammed shut.

The annihilated face of the dead woman 
continued to advance on Ben, biting at him 
with gums that were dripping something vis-
cous  and  black.  Tom  ran  over,  vaulted  a 
makeshift pile of furniture, and landed hard 
atop the woman's head like he was stomping 
a Goomba. Her skull was crushed to a pulp. 
Black blood and brain matter splattered across 
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the 9oor like a Jackson jollock painting made 
of shit. The woman stopped moving"at least 
on her own. With a sickening s0uelch, her 
body began to be dragged backwards, back out 
the window. The other ghouls seemed to want 
their turn inside. As she was dragged away, her 
skin ripped over the hinges again, e5posing her 
de9ated lungs, which 1iggled like two sheets of 
cafeteria Jello.

When the woman's body disappeared, two 
more of the undead tried desperately to s0uirm 
their way through the opening. They strug-
gled and clawed until they were tangled up 
and stuck, much like the Three Stooges walk-
ing through a doorway at the same time. The 
Vrst one glared at Ben and snarled. In return, 
it received a Vre poker to the eye, which Ben 
twisted until  it  popped and leaked a thick 
white sludge that reminded him of mayon-
naise. Tom disposed of the second one, bring-
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ing his boot down over and over again on the 
dead man's neck, mashing it until it was as 9at 
as Graphene.

More thumps shook the walls. More hands 
grabbed at windows and 1iggled hastily nailed 
down boards. There was more groaning on the 
other side of the wall than you hear at an orgy 
at Burning Man.

The dead were everywhere now.
They had the house surroundedP scratching, 

banging, and trying to chew their way in with 
greedy mouths and an endless hunger.

Barbara  shrieked as  a  stinking arm burst 
through another boarded up window, its foul 
Vngers grabbing a hunk of her hair and pulling 
like there was no tomorrow. Ben rushed to-
ward the screaming, picked up the discarded 
kitchen knife and hacked away at the hand 
holding her, sending a geyser of black 9uid to 
the ceiling like popped champagne.
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With a 0uickness and intensity that only 
a situation like this could con1ure up, Ben, 
Barbara  and  Tom  reinforced  the  windows 
and  used  the  last  of  the  nails  they  were 
able to scrounge up to put up a few more 
boards. They held"for now. Ben turned to-
ward the group, all of whom were panting and 
wide-eyed and 9ecked with black 9uids. “We 
make it through tonight,8 he said, 8or we don’t 
make it at all. No more arguing. No more split-
ting up. We work together. We watch each oth-
er's back.”

At their backs, the basement door creaked 
open, a pair of guilty eyes peering out at them 
from the darkness.

The walls shuddered under the mounting 
pressures of the dead. And the night had only 
1ust begun.



Chapter Four

The Basement 
People

W ith rage seething through him, Ben 
turned to accost the leering eyes -oatb

ing  in  the  wasement  door.ay"  Ypou miserb
awle co.ard,Y Ben snavved, his 'oice closer 
to a dogks gro.l than a human 'oice" Ypou 
miserawle,  stin!ing co.ardA We could ha'e 
ween !illed" AGAIN! jnd you Tust hid a.ay" 
AGAIN!Y

fhe door.ay Hnished crea!ing oven and the 
guilt leSt Larryks eyes, revlaced wy smug satisb



B"E" IGWOE, RGMJRG j" JMNGJM, UML5 j" J4EEMV?

Saction" YO told you .e .ere saSer do.nstairs,Y 
he said matterboSbSactly"

Yfhatks  only  wecause we  Sought  them o; 
again,Y Ben said" YOS .e .ere all in the waseb
ment,  there  .ould ha'e  ween no .ay out" 
fravved li!e  a  f— dinner,  rememwerx  jlb
though O .as .rong awout that" poukre not Ealb
iswury stea!F youkre ow'iously chicken"Y Larry 
too! a couvle angry stevs Sor.ard"

YWho are you calling a chiDY
YOkd call you much .orse iS your !id .asnkt 

.ith you,Y Ben said .ith warely contained rage" 
Ypou .ant to hide in your little chic!en coov 
do.n therex fhatks Hne" But the ne:t time that 
door closes, donkt e:vect it to oven uv again"Y 
fhe threat .as e'ident in Benks 'oice and it 
.asnkt lost on Larry, .ho -ushed a deev crimb
son color"

fom stevved in once more, trying to stand 
wet.een  t.o  men  .ho,  in  a  short  time, 
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had  gro.n  a  deev  and  lasting  hatred  Sor 
one another" Yqome on guys, .ekll  do wetb
ter iS .e stic! together" All oS us this time" 
Naywe6.ell,  maywe  thereks  a  comvromise 
some.here"Y fom ran a hand through his hair 
as he thought" YIi!e ho. awout .e wring a coub
vle oS woards do.nstairsx We can !eev them 
there as a wac!uvF !eev the door oven as a last 
resort Tust in case things get wad"Y

Yfhings are already wad,Y Larry muttered 
.ith contemvt"

Yjnd they .ould we a lot .orse iS it .erenkt 
Sor BenAY fom shouted, his e:vlosi'e anger 
hinting at a Srustration .ith Larry that must 
ha'e started in the wasement weSore Ben and 
Barwara  e'en sho.ed uv"  fom wle. out  a 
long wreath in an attemvt to calm his Sra77led 
ner'es, ma!ing him sound li!e a de-ating walb
loon"
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js the men argued, Barwara sat hea'ily uvon 
the -oor, nursing her head and Seeling around 
Sor missing clumvs in her hair" Ler eyes .ere 
wecoming distant  and glassy,  her  livs  .ere 
chavved and witten ra. wy ner'ous teeth" Leb
len noticed and .al!ed o'er, sitting weside her 
and laying a hand gently atov one oS Barwaraks" 
Yj stuvid 9uestion O !no.,Y Lelen said, Ywut 
are you o!ayxY

Barwara sni0ed and suvvressed a shudder" 
When she ans.ered, her 'oice .as Tust one 
notch awo'e a .hisver" YO .as Tust thin!ing" 
jwout my wrother"""Uohnny""Y Lelen nodded 
her somwer understanding" YOkm sorry,Y she 
said symvathetically"  Y…o you .ant to tal! 
awout .hat havvenedxY Barwara sni;ed wac! 
some tears and tried to oven uv"

YWe had Tust gotten here" Ot""it .as a long 
dri'e" Uohnny !ne. O .as uvset awout"",Y she 
trailed o;, shoo! her head, and continued" YO 
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.as Tust uvset, and he !ne. it" Eo he did .hat 
he al.ays did" Le started to mess .ith me to 
try to get me to laugh"Y js Barwara svo!e, her 
Sace gre. vale, her eyes -ashed wac! and Sorth" 
fo Lelen, it .as ow'ious that Barwara .as still 
li'ing this moment, e'en no." YWe sa. an old 
man .al!ing in the cemetery and Uohnny startb
ed to act scared""it .as all Tust vretend at Hrst" 
Le told me o'er and o'er, kfheykre coming to 
get you Barwara" fheykre coming to get you"k Ot 
.as Tust the .ay he .as"Y …esvite e'erything, 
the Saintest smile touched her livs Sor a mob
ment as she rememwered her wrother" fhen, 
li!e steam on a wathroom mirror, it 'anished 
in a wreath" YBut then the old man""he""they 
got him instead" fhey got Uohnny"Y Barwara 
turned grey and loo!ed li!e she .as going to 
we sic! Srom the memory" Lelen stood uv and 
interruvted the men, .ho .ere still arguing in 
heated tones"
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YLeyA qut that out" Barwara isnkt loo!ing so 
good" Ehe needs some rest" Naywe .e should 
chec! out the uvstairs and see iS they ha'e a wed 
or something"Y fhe men stovved arguing, wut 
it .asnkt Sor the reason she thought" Ehe Solb
lo.ed Benks hard stare and reali7ed .ith horror 
.hat he sa."

Ot .as Uudy" Ehe loo!ed as grey as a Iondon 
SogF and there .as wlood seeving through the 
arm oS her dress" Ehe .as standing stone still 
in Sront oS the 'ery stair.ay that Lelen .as 
reSerring to" Ler wreathing .as shallo. and 
there .as a dry rattle in her lungs that sounded 
li!e a garwage disvosal Sull oS gra'el" Ehe didnkt 
svea!, only stood in the shado.s and stared 
wlan!ly ahead, slightly s.aying on her Seet"

YWhat havvened to her armxY Ben as!ed 
coldly" j Srosty demeanor .as ta!ing o'er his 
.hole wody" Ot .as as iS he .ere steeling himselS 
Sor a horriHc tas! ahead"
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YEhe .as witten,Y Lelen said, ravidly rising to 
her Seet and vlacing herselS wet.een her daughb
ter and Benks stare" YMne oS those things got 
her on the arm weSore .e made it to the waseb
ment,Y she said as she tuc!ed an errant strand 
oS hair wac! wehind Uudyks ear" Uudy didnkt reb
act" YWe Tust need a doctor, thatks all,Y Lelen 
said, her 'oice rising Tust the slightest" YWe Tust 

need some helv" When all oS this wlo.s o'erDY

Yfhe man on the radio,Y fom said, his Sace 
draining oS color" Lis eyes .ere H:ated on the 
wlood on Uudyks slee'e, .hich seemed to ha'e 
soa!ed through a dish to.el tuc!ed weneath 
her dress" YLe said that anyone .ho .as witb
tenDY

Y…onkt you DARE,Y Lelen snavved" OS loo!s 
could !ill, fom .ould we dead on his Seet" 
Y…onkt you e'en think  awout Hnishing that 
sentence, fom"Y fom closed his mouth, wut 
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e'eryoneks wrain Hnished his thought Sor him" 
Uudy .as witten" Ehe .as going to turn" Ot 
.asnkt a matter oS iS, it .as a matter oS .hen"

Mutside, the dead continued to moan" fhey 
continued to vound on the .alls and the .inb
do.s li!e an unrelenting rain"

Ben .al!ed o'er to the radio" Le ne'er too! 
his  eyes  o; oS  Uudy"  Le didnkt  e'en wlin!" 
Eilently, he clic!ed the radio wac! on" When 
the announcerks 'oice crac!led out o'er the 
svea!ers again, it .as tired, ra." Ot .as the rasvy 
'oice oS a man .ho .as e:hausted and scared" 
fhe tyve oS man .ho vrowawly sat slumved 
o'er in the dar!, suit rumvled, eyes sun!en in 
Srom too many wroadcasts .ithout any Sood or 
rest wet.een" Ot .as the 'oice oS a man .ho .as 
constantly revorting the ne.s and consistently 
.ondering iS any oS the 'ictims he .as revortb
ing on .ere someone that he lo'ed more than 
anything in the .orld"
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3—defense authorities have informed us that 
the hordes  of  reanimated dead have spread 
across the entire southern third of the country. 
The president has declared a national state of 
emergency.J

Ben turned uv the 'olume" Lis stare didnkt 
soSten"

3FEMA is reporting that emergency rescue 
stations are being established in every state that 
still had radio contact. Citizens are urged to 
make their way to these locations during day-
light hours only. I repeat: during daylight hours 
only.J fhe man on the radio wegan to read o; a 
long list oS locations" Ben continued to stare at 
Uudy" fhe Hrst time he too! his eyes o; oS her 
.as .hen the man on the radio mentioned a 
ne:t to.n near the Sarmhouse"

YIf you are able to do so safely, make your way 
to one of these locations during daylight hours 
only. Repeat: daylight hours only. Meanwhile, 
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National Guard units are being mobilized. Lo-
cal militia groups are forming to assist. The 
most effective method for stopping the dead are 
as follows: Aim for the head, destroy the brain. If 
you cannot do this, burn the body. Fire seems to 
be almost as effective. These are the only means 
of destruction. Repeat: destroy the brain. Burn 
the body.Y

Ben clic!ed the radio wac! o;" YWe can ma!e 
a run Sor that emergency shelter at da.n" Otks 
our west chance"Y Larry snorted and revlied in 
an angry hu;, YJun Sor itx peah, sure" Naywe 
.e could Tust volitely as! those monsters to 
stev aside so that .e can run six miles do.n the 
road to that location"Y

YO svotted a truc! .hen O Hrst ran in here" Otks 
only awout si:ty yards a.ay" We can ta!e the 
truc!, thereks enough room Sor all oS us"Y Larry 
Solded his arms and tavved an irritated Soot" 
3WeLll ne'er ma!e it" WekllDJ
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YEhut UP LarryA Uust shut uvAY fhe e:vresb
sion on Lelenks Sace as she screamed leSt her 
huswand no room Sor dissent" YWe need to 
tryA Uudy needs a doctor and they .ill ha'e 
one there" Eo unless you ha'e a suggestion on 
ho. to get to the truc!, Tust !eev your god 
damned mouth shut"Y Lelen stared her husb
wand do.n, daring him to disagree" Le did 
not" Uudy sho.ed no emotion" fhe tension in 
the room heightened, dra.ing e'eryone into 
one shared noose" fhe only sound in the Sarmb
house .as the constant drumming oS rotting 
hands on .ea!ening .ood"

Barwara .as the one .ho wro!e the silence 
Hrst" Ehe .as still grey, her eyes .ere 'acant 
and sad" Ehe got to her Seet slo.ly, li!e she 
.as mo'ing in a dream" YOkm going to go see 
Uohnny,Y she announced in a .hisver" YLeks 
vrowawly .aiting Sor me wac! at the car"Y Ehe 
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too! a Se. light stevs, .owwling slightly" Ben 
stevved Sor.ard to intercevt her"

YLeks gone, Barwara" fhey got him" pou told 
us so yourselS"Y

Barwara continued Sor.ard, revlying .ithb
out wrea!ing her la7y stride" Y5o, hekll we .aitb
ing Sor me" Le al.ays does the dri'ing, so hekll 
we .aiting wac! at the car" Le .ould ne'er 
lea'e me wehind"Y Ben reached out and vhysb
ically stovved her .ith a Hrm hand on her 
shoulder"

YLeks dead, Barwara" Leks not out there"Y
Barwara loo!ed uv at Ben .ith tearbstrea!ed 

chee!s" 3OS heks dead, then he is out there" Otks 
o!ay" O Tust .ant to we .here he is"J jt that 
moment, the sha!ing woards co'ering the rear 
.indo. ga'e out" fhe dead wegan to svill in 
again li!e a dam oS the damned had wurst" 
fhree oS the dead immediately drovved in 
through the svace wet.een the wro!en woards" 
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Mne oS them .as missing a Ta., itks tongue 
-avving  .ildly  in  the  air  li!e  a  red  varty 
streamer caught on a wree7e" Ot lic!ed at the air 
li!e it could already taste the imvending wlood 
that .ould we svilled, and then the hanging 
tongue sali'ated" Ben acted 9uic!ly, charging 
into the lead monster weSore it could get its 
wearings" Ben had vic!ed uv the cla. hamb
mer they used to nail uv those woards and this 
time he s.ung it at -esh and wone instead oS 
recommissioned .ood" Le !noc!ed the monb
ster wac! into the .all, its tongue hit the .allb
vaver .ith a .et lavving sound" j shattered 
vlan! Srom the .indo. imvaled the creature 
through the shoulder li!e a warwecue !awow"

fom .as assisting in a -ash, smashing a lamv 
o'er the head oS the second weast in the room, 
one that .as already missing halS oS its s!ull, 
the grey matter in its head .as on Sull disvlay" 
Rlass, .ire and -eshy wits oS gun! wurst Sorth 
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Srom the ovening li!e a .atermelon at a Ralb
lagher sho." Larry Toined in the Sray, using one 
oS the .ooden vlan!s to weat wac! hordes oS 
greedy hands reaching through the .indo." 
Ben and fom .ere soon ne:t to him and tob
gether they disvatched one undead aSter the 
other, the .alls and -oor and Saces oS the men 
getting co'ered in more gore and wlac! svatter"

js the men continued to Hght o; the hunb
gry ma.s wreaching their warricade, Barwara 
mo'ed in a da7e" Ler eyes H:ated on the Sront 
.indo., Socusing on a Samiliar Sace vee!ing 
at her Srom inbwet.een the woards" fhe dead 
man reached a hand through the gav, slo.b
ly, deliwerately, li!e a hyvnotist wec!oning the 
da7ed" Barwaraks eyes Hlled .ith lo'e and tears"

YUohnnyxY she as!ed 9uietly"
fhe dead man groaned, wut to Barwara it 

loo!ed almost li!e a smile" Ehe .al!ed to.ard 
the .indo." js she got closer, the reanimated 



5ORLf MZ fLG IO—O5R …Gj…C fLG 5M—GIOzj6 81

corvse ovened its mouth" Ots wreath smelled 
li!e svoiled meat" Ben, deev in the Ser'or oS 
selSbdeSense, noticed her .hen it .as too late" 
Ehe .as already inches a.ay Srom the warricadb
ed woards, her hand outstretched and reaching 
out Sor the Samiliar corvse in the .indo." fhe 
dead man reached wac!, his wlac! stained teeth 
shining .hile he smiled o'er a hungry gro.l" 
Ehe closed her eyes and interloc!ed her Hnb
gers .ith the s9uirming ones Uohnny e:tended" 
fhen, a rush oS air as something .hi77ed vast 
Barwaraks ear" Ot .as a hea'y stone that had 
ween dislodged Srom the Hrevlace" 

fhe stone hit its mar!, washing Uohnny in 
the Sorehead at the 'ery moment he s9uee7ed 
his Sace through the oven gav" Lis wared teeth 
.ere e:velled Srom wlac! gums as the stone 
turned his Sace into a cloud oS red mist" Barwara 
screamed and collavsed, sowwing on the -oor 
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in great hea'ing gasvs" jll around her, Uohnb
nyks teeth Sell li!e autumn lea'es" 

Larry, chest hea'ing, silently set do.n a secb
ond stone, one that he had Sreed Tust in case 
he missed .ith the Hrst" fhe room Sell silent 
as the Hnal intruders .ere weaten wac! into the 
night" fhe only sound in the room .as the 
hysterical crying oS a .oman .ho had lost her 
wrother Sor the second time" 3We need to Hnb
ish woarding e'erything wac! uv,J Larry said 
hoarsely" 3jnd then .e need to ma!e a vlan" O 
.as .rong" We need to run at da.n"J

Mutside, the dead .ere still rising"
Onside, the li'ing .ere desverately trying to 

stay that .ay"



Chapter Five

Frankenpines

T he group worked in silence. Not just 
from an abundance of caution, but be-

cause they no longer had any words to speak. 
They were all quietly contemplating their own 
individual fates, trying to see a way that they 
could  possibly  survive  a  trip  outside.  One 
thing that was obvious to all of them, howev-
er, was that the farmhouse wouldn't keep the 
dead out for very much longer.

They  had  thought  before  that  they  had 
moved and stacked everything they possibly 
could. Now, they really did. Paintings from 
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the wall, pieces of old electronics, every bit of 
wood and metal and plastic that wasn't bolt-
ed down was now uprooted and repurposed. 
The house became a Frankenstein creation of 
broken furniture, duct tape, nails and desper-
ate stubbornness. Every window was blocked, 
every door was barricaded with piles of second-
hand crap. Even the bathroom door had now 
been ripped from its hinges and repurposed as 
a blockade for the backdoor of the farmhouse. 
Privacy didn't matter to anyone in that house, 
not anymore. Only survival mattered now.

The moaning and pounding from the out-
side was constant, a droning cacophony of 
doom that was so unrelenting that it had prac-
tically faded into mere background noise to 
them now. They had to redouble their eVorts 
to stay vigilant, stay awake, as every sound and 
bang and thump could be interpreted as either 
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background white-noise or the beginning of 
the end of their lives. 

Harry paced the room so repetitively that 
he could have worn a rut into the wood of 
the ?oor. !We should leave now,! he snapped. 
!More of them keep on coming. The longer 
we wait, the worse it'll be when we 2nally go.! 
It was unclear to the group whether he was 
really unsatis2ed with their plan, or if Harry 
just hated not being in charge of it.

Ben sat cross-legged on the ?oor, his impro-
vised weapon of a broken chair leg was draped 
across his lap like a sleeping dog. !I already told 
you, we wait until morning. If you want to run 
out there in the darkness like a moron, you go 
on ahead, but you'll be doing so all alone.!

!Oh, I'm  the  moron  here,  am  Ix!  Harry 
barked. !This place is falling apart. They're 
probably going to break in again before morn-
ing. It's suicide to just stay here and waitY!
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Ben 23ed Harry with a cold hard look be-
fore he replied. !Suicidex And what do you 
call it when you sit around in a boarded up 
house with a little kid a—icted with their sick-
nessx! The statement made Harry ?inch like 
he'd been stuck in the face. From across the 
room, Helen whispered a single wordZ

!:on't.!
Ben stared at Helen. When he did, his scowl 

slightly softened at the edges with pity. !4ou 
know that I'm right,! Ben told her softly. !We 
all heard the man on the radio. We've all seen 
what happens. When she dies, she turns. Then 
we're all in trouble.!

Silence hung in the air. It was thickz thicker 
than blood, both shared and black. Tom, feel-
ing uncomfortable with the ensuing silence, 
cleared his throat and suggested that they turn 
on the radio again to check for updates. Ben 
nodded and clicked the radio back on. The 
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speaker on the radio sounded even raspier and 
more harried than before. He sounded like a 
man who had lost all hope.

!Qmay in fact be related after all. The satel-
lite, which served as a space probe on an un-
manned mission to Venus, returned to Earth 
under mysterious circumstances. Shortly after it 
returned, top NASA brass reported an unusual 
amount of a foreign radiation pumping from 
the satellite's engines even after they were shut 
off.!

Everyone around the room sat up a little 
straighter. All of them were equally eager and 
afraid for every update that the radio could 
oVer.

!Although the source and type of radiation has 
yet to be identified, NASA scientists have con-
jectured that it may be able to affect the human 
brain by disrupting the human body's electrical 
pathways. This can lead to an uptick in aggres-
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sion, a decrease in impulse control and, possibly, 
even the reanimation of dead tissue. More on 
this as it develops.!

Harry stomped over to the radio and clicked 
it oV with a huV. !Space radiationx That's what 
they're blaming for all this nowx! He angri-
ly kicked at the wall,  which replied to him 
with a cacophony of hungry wailing from the 
other side. !Space radiation indeed. I've heard 
less ridiculous theories from Joe Rogan's fat 
mouth.!

Tom  shrugged.  !I  don't  know,!  he  said. 
!Makes as much sense as anything else about 
this situation.! Harry whirled on Tom, his long 
shadow towering over him. In a condescend-
ing tone he asked, !Oh, really Tomx 4ou think 
that space radiation from Denus is the reason 
we have Combies coming out of the treesx Tell 
me, just where e3actly have you been hiding 
your marijuana this whole timex! 
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Ben got to his feet, his grip on the chair leg 
tightening. !Who the hell caresx! he asked. !It 
can be space germs, witchcraft or another radi-
ation e3periment from MIT and 9uaker oats 
for all we know. The facts are still the factsz 
those things are out there, pissed oV and hun-
gry, and we're in here paying for it.!

Helen, who had been eerily quiet and va-
cantly  stroking  her  sick  little  girl's  hair  in 
the corner, lifted her head and asked quietly, 
!What if it's in the towersx! The entire room 
turned to look at her. Judy showed no reac-
tion. !What if it's in the 8G towersx! Helen 
asked again. !The phone towers, they've been 
putting them up everywhere, haven't you no-
ticedx!

!Phone towersx! Ben asked, unable to hide 
the edge of incredulity in his voice.

Blinking slowly, Helen started connecting 
the dots for them. !The 8G towers have been 
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going  up  for  a  while  now.  There  were  re-
ports  of  dying  birds,  decaying  plants  sur-
rounding the towers. People complained, so 
they changed tactics. They denied the negative 
eVects, saying that the towers were all there 
just for better cell reception, for faster internet 
speeds. They kept on putting the towers up, 
only now they were doing it stealthily. The 
towers were disguised as crosses, or dressed up 
to look like cacti in the desert. There was one 
in Jolorado that was camou?aged to look like 
a Bison. All over the place, they quietly put up 
8g towers that looked like pine trees. :on't you 
remember all those news storiesx!

Slowly,  Ben  nodded.  !Frankenpines,!  he 
said. !The newspapers called them 'Franken-
pines'.!  Helen  nodded  rapidly,  happy  that 
someone understood what she was talking 
about. She continued to stroke Judy's hair as 
she spoke. She didn't seem to notice that the 
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hair she was touching was starting to come 
out in chunks. !All of those 8G poles started 
going up in this area just last week,! she said. 
!And even back then, Judy started acting a lit
tle..diVerently. Slower. Less emotional, maybe. 
Maybe the signal, the 8G or whatever, maybe 
it triggers something in us.!

Harry rolled his eyes in a big e3aggerated 
fashion. !Wonderful,! he said sarcastically. !I 
had no idea that I had married one of those 
conspiracy theory nutcases. This e3plains a few 
things though.! Before anyone else could de-
fend her, Helen 23ed her husband with a hard 
stare and did it herself.

!4ou act very arrogant for someone with 
no college education,! she said, watching his 
bravado wilt beneath her words with a tight 
pained smile. !It's okay that you don't under-
stand everything, nobody e3pects you to, be-
lieve me. This isn't just a conspiracy theory, 
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Harry, it is a scienti2c fact that those frequen-
cies, those electrical waves, they can aVect your 
moods, your sleep, your appetite. In e3treme 
cases, those frequencies have been proven to al-
ter your very thoughts. Our brains are electric 
and the air is chocked full of signals everyday 
from all of our growing technologies.!

Harry tried to keep up his false front of con-
2dence, but the entire room could see that he 
was standing on sinking ground. !Fine hon-
ey, we're all very proud of you for going to a 
junior college, I suppose that makes you the 
e3pert of everything. But seriously now, you 
think that this, all of this,! he said, gesturing 
widely toward the wailing masses outside, !can 
be caused by cell phone towersx!

She shrugged. !Or satellites,! she said, ref-
erencing the radio's report. !They're talking 
about how the satellite came back with this un-
known radiation, but what if that's not what 
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this isx What if, instead of radiation, it's a signal 
that is being sent outx!

Tom 2dgeted and chuckled nervously, trying 
to break the tension in the room. !So, whatx 
Are you saying that we all needed those tin foil 
hats after allx! he joked. Helen turned to Tom 
and smiled without mirth. !Maybe,! she said. 
Ben let out a sharp whistle, ending the conver-
sation and taking back control of the room.

!That's enough,! he told everyone. !No more 
guessing.  No more theories.  In the end,  it 
doesn't matter. Even if we had all of the an-
swers, our situation is still unchanged. We're in 
here. They're out there. We need to focus up 
and stick to the plan.!

!PVVtY The planx What planx Run and prayx 
That's not much of a plan,! Harry said with 
rising anger. !Waiting until morning is going 
to be the end of us. We should leave, right now, 
while we still have the chance. Before all these 
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walls come tumbling down and we never even 
get the chance to try.!

!We wait until sunrise,! Ben said through 
gritted teeth. If looks could kill, Harry would 
have been a pile on the ?oor.

!4ou're not in charge,! Harry retorted, his 
tone cold as ice. !4ou only think that you are, 
boy.!

Ben took a measured step towards Harry, 
slow and deliberate. His grip on his weapon 
tightened. !If you want to go now, you go right 
on ahead. I'd love to hear your screams as you 
beg to come back inside. If you leave, you leave 
alone. If you try to put any of the rest of us 
in harms way1,! Ben paused before 2nishing 
with a menacing smilez !then I'd kill you my-
self.! The two men stood, locked in a silent bat-
tle, each searching the other for weak points. 
The tension in the air was palpable. Trying to 
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play peacemaker once more, Tom got to his 
feet to stand between them.

!I can go too,! he said, trying to placate Ben's 
righteous anger with a weak smile. !At dawn,! 
he added pointedly, giving Harry a look that 
oVered no chance for retort. !We make a break 
for it. Together we get to the truck. I can drive 
it back here, right up to the door. We load 
everyone in quickly and then we get the hell 
out of here. There's no need to debate it any 
further, dawn is nearly here anyway,! he said. 
The group all glanced through the gaps in the 
wooden planks on the windows. The moon 
was beginning to dip. The morning sun would 
replace it within the hour.

Ben nodded. !Pack only what you can carry. 
We go at 2rst light.!

As  if  they  had  overheard  the  plan,  the 
dead outside began to moan louder and they 
pounded on the walls in a redoubled eVort. 
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The farmhouse shook, as did its inhabitants. 
Everything trembled, with fear and with in-
evitability.



Chapter Six

First Light

O utside, the moon fell the rest of the way 
to the earth. It was pale and bloated, 

like a corpse in a river. It illuminated with a 
sickly light the rotten remains of the world be-
neath it. The sky began to brighten, although 
no light source was yet visible beyond the dy-
ing moon. It was as if the very air itself were 
being lit from within like a Jack-O-Lantern 
in October. The air was thick and humid. If 
the beings moving around outside needed to 
breathe, each inhale would have felt like they 
were sucking molasses through a paper straw. 
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Still, they shu:ed and groaned and banged 
on the outer walls, craving the tasty treasures 
within. The house was 'lled with what they 
craved; delicious living meat, as if the entire 
farmhouse were a twisted empanada.

Inside, the living stirred.
Harry continued to stalk his mad pace across 

the farmhouse "oor. Each heavy footfall made 
the ancient "oorboards creak underfoot, be-
coming a sort of soundtrack to his inner tur-
moil. He couldnFt stand it any longerV the wait-
ing, the dreading. Waiting for 'rst light made 
Harry feel like he was already dying, only in 
slow motion. On the other side of the room, 
Ben and Tom sat on the "oor, hunkered down 
and pouring over a crude map of the outside 
that they had scratched into the "oor with the 
kitchen knife.

DThe truck is about twenty 've feet from that 
corner of the garage. We can run behind there 
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'rst, use it as a cover. Then we light the Molo-
tovs, throw a couple of them to get the crowd 
scattered and confused, and then we make a 
run for it.D As Ben ran over the plan, Tom nod-
ded along nervously. Sweat was dripping down 
his nose in big salty drops. He sweat not only 
from fear, but also from the oppressive heat 
and the sickening anticipation of the horrors 
that awaited them outside of those doors. By 
the time Ben was nearly through his review of 
the plan, TomFs face was totally covered in a 
wet sheen like a freshly washed car. DIFll drive, 
you hop in the back. Then we drive up to the 
front door, load everyone in and grab all of the 
supplies that we can manage. If they swarm us 
again, we drive a long loop along the outskirts 
of the property to lead them away and then we 
haul ass back here to grab the rest.D 

When he had 'nished going over the plan, 
Ben locked eyes with Helen, who had been 
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Yuietly listening nearby. In HelenFs gaPe, Ben 
registered fear. She was not afraid for herself, 
however, but for her daughter, who continued 
to fester silently beside her. Helen didnFt break 
eye contact with Ben. Instead, she leaned for-
ward, setting her 7aw in a look of iron deter-
mination. DIFm coming with you,D she said in 
a "at, matter-of-fact tone. It was a tone that 
was reinforced by steel, the type of resolve that 
you only got when people knew that they were 
probably going to die.

DNo youFre not,D Ben said calmly. Dxou need 
to stay and keep the door secured until we 
come back for you.D Ben looked pointedly past 
her, to her daughter who was already mostly 
dead, and Barbara who was all but mentally the 
same. D9lease,D Ben said softly. DWe need you 
here.D Blinking back tears, Helen nodded her 
acYuiescence.
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Ben and Tom got to their feet. Harry halted 
his mad pacing and 7oined the pair over at the 
far wall. There they gathered glass bottles of 
liYuor, each of which was 'tted with a long 
ragged piece of cloth torn from the faded front 
room curtains. Then, one by one, Ben locked 
eyes with all of them, watching resolve and un-
derstanding sink in before he spoke the words 
heFd been inwardly dreading;

DItFs time to go,D he said, steadfastly refusing 
to let his voice betray any hint of his true feel-
ings of fear.

The 'rst ray of light broke through the dark-
ness outside. It was as sure a sign as anyV it was 
time to go, it was time to try. Ben kicked the 
front door open with a scream of rage, surpris-
ing the dead who were gathered on the front 
porch. As the dead turned their full attention 
to Ben, he launched the 'rst Molotov cocktail 
out into the fading darkness.
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The bottle smashed onto the lawn, erupting 
in a bright ball of orange light. With a satisfy-
ing whoomph sound, 're blossomed and grew 
like spring "owers, the "ames licking at lawn 
and dead "esh alike. The 'rst wave of the un-
dead surged forward. Some of them screamed 
as they stumbled through the roaring "ames, 
some did not seem to notice at all, only shuf-
"ing forward as their skin curled and crisped 
and fell away in stinking strips. More Molotovs 
"ew through the air as Tom and Harry burst 
from the doorway ne1t, drawing a line in the 
sand with 're and liYuor.

Ben  and  Tom  ran  for  the  truck,  boots 
crunching over the burnt corpses before them 
like a carpet made of dried leaves.  As they 
ran, Harry provided cover, launching anoth-
er round of Molotov cocktails at a horde ap-
proaching them from the side. Bodies burned 
and black liYuid spilled, yet hunger still ruled 
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the early morning. Even as the undead burned 
and howled and died again, many more of 
them continued to spill forth in a frantic at-
tempt to eat anything that moved.

Tom 7umped into the bed of the pickup 
truck  as  Ben  rounded  the  driver  side  and 
opened the door. With a mighty swing of his 
heavy chair leg, Ben decorated the interior of 
the truck with the brains of a reanimated ass-
hole that tried to cut him o2. He swung at an-
other one, popping a womanFs soft skull like it 
was a spoiled pumpkin dropped from a fourth 
"oor walkup. With the closest corpses now dis-
patched, Ben slipped through the door and sat 
behind the steering wheel. 

The key was already in the ignition. Ben 
turned it. The engine sputtered and coughed, 
resisting the spark of life as all around them, 
the recently reanimated crept ever closer. Af-
ter a few more attempts, the engine roared to 
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life. Tires crunched gravel as Ben steered the 
truck into a wide loop. In the rearview, he 
watched as Harry got surrounded by a small 
mob of what appeared to be undead school 
children. Ben cranked the wheel and sped to-
ward the group. He barreled into the 'rst two 
children and watched with detached horror as 
they bounced up and over the hood of the 
truck like snarling tra3c cones. Ben turned the 
wheel the other way, running down another 
hungry kid as Harry scrambled away. As the 
truck tires crunched over another tiny Pombie 
that was still wearing a backpack, the truck 
7olted violently and stalled. In the back, Tom 
toppled over and hit the "oor of the truck bed 
with a harsh metallic clang.

The truck died. Ben turned the key. The 
engine sputtered weakly and then fell silent. 
Ben tried again and again with the same re-
sult. Looking through the foggy windshield, 
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Ben cursed when he saw that the undead were 
closing in again. Ben shoved his shoulder into 
the driver side door and swung it open hard, 
knocking one of the ghouls o2-balance and 
sending them tumbling to the ground. Ben 
stepped out of the truck, stomping hard on the 
corpsesF head as he e1ited.

DTom— Get up Tom—D Ben shouted as he saw 
the dead advance. The 'rst one to step too 
close to him received a nasty blow from the 
table leg. The leg caught the ghoul across its 
biting 7aw. The face e1ploded, sending teeth 
and bone to fall across the hood of the truck 
like putrid rain. Zrom beneath the truck, a tiny 
grey hand reached out with its remaining 'n-
gers. Ben saw a childFs face, covered in fresh 
tire tracks, growling at him from beneath the 
stalled vehicle. Ben stomped down with his 
muddy boot, adding a footprint to the tire 
tracks already on the undead childFs face. He 
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stomped down a few more times, only ceasing 
when the child stopped moving.

Now with a brief moment of reprieve, Ben 
ran back to the truck bed to check on Tom, 
who was 7ust beginning to struggle to his feet. 
His hand was sliced open and bleeding, the 
sharp remains of a broken liYuor bottle still 
stuck into his "esh like porcupine Yuills. His 
entire  lower  body was  wet,  doused  by  the 
spilled contents of the shattered Molotov.

Dxou  okayID  Ben  asked  as  he  swung  his 
weapon and clubbed another growling mon-
ster over the head like it was a baby seal. It 
sYuealed, sYuished and fell silent at BenFs feet. 
Over his shoulder, he heard the war cries of a 
new wave of shu:ing sti2s heading their way. 
Tom, acting more on instinct now than any-
thing else, retrieved his 'nal bottle and pre-
pared to throw it. By the time Ben cried out for 
him to stop, it was already too late.
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Tom "icked open his lighter. An errant spark 
fell to his feet, landing in the cool pond of 
liYuor that had pooled in the bed of the useless 
pickup truck. The instantaneous blaPe from 
the truck illuminated the breaking dawn. Tom 
screamed as the "ames overtook his legs. Tom 
screamed again as his skin blistered and bub-
bled before it began to peel o2 of him in sticky 
crisp strips like scorched wallpaper. Only a 
moment or two later, and Tom had stopped 
screaming forever.

The undead "ocked to the smell of barbe-
cued "esh like cartoon hobos drawn to a pie 
cooling in a windowsill. Ben cried out in agony 
and ran full tilt back towards the farmhouse. 
His heart hammered in his chest as all about 
him, the dead reached out with hungry hands. 
An e1plosion came a moment later, thunder-
ing across the lawn and knocking Ben from 
his feet with the impact. Behind him, a boom-
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ing mushroom cloud marked the decimated 
spot where there had once been a truck, a man 
named Tom, and hope. Ben fought his way 
back to his feet, losing track of his weapon and 
almost losing his sense of direction as well. In 
a traumatiPed haPe, he regained his bearings 
and ran back for the farmhouse as his ears rang 
and his eyes burned. As he ran, all around him 
charred limbs, black gunk and e1pelled teeth 
scattered and fell to the earth like a piKata 'lled 
with rotten corpses had burst.

Bleeding, pained and covered in the type 
of  'lth  that  would  make  a  butcher  blush, 
Ben half-ran, half-limped his way to the front 
porch. When he was 7ust a few steps from the 
door, it began to close. With rage, Ben saw that 
it was HarryFs ugly face behind it.

Letting loose an animalistic cry of fury, Ben 
heaved his weight into the door, shouldering 
his way in and knocking Harry back violent-
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ly. Harry stumbled a few steps, tripped over 
his own feet and then went "ying into a wall 
with a hollow thud. 5espite his in7uries, Ben 
was on him in an instant. Dxou bastard! xou 
son of a bitch—D Ben yelled, blood and spittle 
"ying from his lips. Dxou were going to lock 
me out— Trap me out there with those things—D 
Ben grabbed Harry by his dirty shirt collar and 
pulled him close.

Harry regained his footing as Ben lifted him 
by his collar and he tried to stutter his way 
through an e1planation. DI..we..I th-thought 
that y-you were dead andLD

Ben punched him hard across his lying 7aw. 
Once, twice, a third time. If he hadnFt lost the 
chair leg in the melee outside, Ben would have 
gladly spilled HarryFs pea-siPed brain all over 
the "oor with it. Harry fell back into the wall 
and slumped to the "oor, his face already a bat-
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tered mess. As his nose leaked profusely upon 
the farmhouse "oor, Helen screamed.

DWhat happenedID Helen shouted, her eyes 
darting  rapidly  back  and  forth  between  a 
bloody Ben and a bludgeoned Harry.

DTomFs dead,D Ben said in a seething voice. 
His eyes never left Harry. DTomFs dead. And I 
would be too if it were up to your chickenshit 
husband.D

Barbara screamed as the undead threw them-
selves against the door with a newfound fer-
vor, the smell of blood and charred "esh drove 
the hungry masses forward with an unrelent-
ing hunger. The door shuddered and bulged 
against the hastily replaced barricade. Boards 
cracked, nails snapped. Glass trembled and 
burst. Through every new hole, groans and 
groping 'ngers 'lled the open spaces.

DGo to the basement—D Ben yelled to Helen 
as he ran for the door. He leaned against it 
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with all of his weight as Barbara tried to hasti-
ly slide some more heavy ob7ects in front of 
it. More noises came. Scratching. Wrenching. 
Thudding. Mracking. Ben glanced all about 
the room, siPing up their handiwork. It was 
clear to him that it would not last much longer.

A soft thump drew BenFs attention to his 
right. There he saw Judy sprawled out on the 
"oor, unmoving. Helen suppressed a sob as she 
frantically shook her dead daughter, beckon-
ing her, begging her to wake up.

DSheFs dead—D Ben shouted. Behind him, Bar-
bara had sunk onto the "oor herself, covering 
her ears against the onslaught of noise from the 
undead assault on their failing stronghold. Her 
lips moved in a silent prayer, beseeching god, 
buddha, even the zG overlords to spare her for 
7ust one more day.

DNo— Noqshe couldnFt be. SheFs sleeping. 
SheFs 7ust sleeping,D Helen said in a rising voice. 



B.S. LEWIS, GEORGE A. ROMERO, JOHN A. RUSSO!8

Harry rose to his feet, clutching his broken 
nose with one hand and trying to shepherd his 
wife away from Judy with the other. 

DSheFs  not  your  daughter  anymore—D  Ben 
shouted as the wailing from outside increased 
in volume. More wood splintered and fell. The 
walls shook. Helen shook her head rapidly 
like a robot that was malfunctioning. DSleep-
ing,D she repeated in a craPed, desperate voice. 
DSleeping. SheFs only sleeping.D

But Ben knew better. They all knew better. 
Judy was dead. And soon, she would wake 

up. And when she did, she would be hungry.



Chapter 
Seven

Tumbling Down

T he farmhouse held; until it didn't.

The beginning of the end started in 
the kitchen. The dead weight of far too many 
bodies throwing themselves against the out-
side had pnally become too much. The de-
cre,it farmhouse walls bulged inwardlyP crack-
ing and s,litting like chea, roopng tiles. Bunc-
tuated by a loud crash that was loud enough to 
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wake the deadP the entire northern wall in the 
kitchen buckled and colla,sed.

Ihen the dust settledP all of those inside that 
were still living felt their hearts dro, into their 
stomachs. The wall was eviscerated. Uo longer 
acting as a barrier to the outside worldP the 
kitchen now s,orted an o,ening that was large 
enough to allow the dead to march through in 
a single ple march. The prst ,air of uncoordi-
nated dead legs walked through the o,eningP 
the black toenails of their rotten feet clicking 
along the !oor like the legs of a centi,ede. 
Rnce the prst cor,se was through the wallP 
it was followed by another and another. Sen 
snatched u, the brass pre ,oker and ,ointed it 
toward the advancing cadaver ,arade.

FNel,  meVF  Sen shoutedP  calling  out  for 
backu, as he drove the wea,on hard through 
the o,en mouth of the prst bloated face in 
line. The ,oker stabbed into the man's !esh 
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and sYuelched through the other side as easily 
as a hot knife through butter. Sen kicked the 
dead man hard in the chestP sending his body 
back in a crum,led hea, as the pre,lace ,ok-
er wrenched free with a s,ray of black mistP 
coating the nezt face in line with a thin black 
mask. Ms Sen fought o2 more of the intrud-
ersP Narry screamed. The sound of it came out 
,inched and nasal through his broken nose. 
Ne grabbed for the basement door with shak-
ing handsP calling out for his wife to run to 
the basement. Mll around themP the barricades 
were bowing and breaking and falling. The 
groaning of the dead grew louderP plling the 
s,ace of the farmhouse with the sounds of 
hungerP anger and lust.

Fjou cowardVF Sen shouted at Narry while 
he dis,atched the nezt 3ombie in line. Narry 
fumbled with the basement latch but he pnally 
got the door o,en. Nelen scoo,ed u, her dead 
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daughter in her arms and rushed down the 
ste,sP disa,,earing into the darkness below. 
FNarryVF Sen continued to shout. Fjou stu,id 
bastardV Nel, me pght these thingsVF

Narry glanced to Sen with ,anicked eyes. FG 
have a kidPF he said unconvincingly. FG need to 
kee, her safe.F Nis guilt a,,arently a,,eased 
by the lame ezcuseP Narry disa,,eared into the 
basement as wellP shutting the door behind 
him with a soft click. Nad Sen not been so 
,reoccu,ied pghting o2 a third biting mouthP 
he would have gladly broken Narry's sniveling 
5aw nezt. 

Sen got a bit of a re,rieve when the nezt 
cor,se walt3ing through the o,en kitchen wall 
got stuck. The deceased woman had a large 
,iece of a white ,icket fence sticking out from 
her chestP which wedged itself against the sides 
of the hole and halted her ,rogress. Leeing his 
chanceP Sen turned and ran. Ne got to the 
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basement door and tried to turn the knob. Gt 
didn't budge. Ne ,ounded his psts against the 
doorP yelling and cursing. Sehind himP Sarbara 
began to scream.

The rest of the walls and windows gave way 
within seconds of each otherP releasing the 
dead into the farmhouse like a !ood. Lome of 
them were plled with holes and oo3ing black 
,uss like Lwiss cheese plled with tar. Rthers 
crawled and stumbledP dragging their dead-
ened legs behind them like de!ated balloons. 
The prst one to reach Sarbara had its head 
already halfway caved inP giving it the look of 
a loaf of bread that lost the will to rise all the 
way. The ghoul grabbed a handful of Sarbara's 
hair and used it to ,ull her closer to its stink-
ing mouth. M long wet tongue uns,ooled and 
wagged at her like the tail of a drowning black 
cat. Sarbara screechedP terriped.
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Olass and blood ,ermeated the air as Sen 
smashed a lam, into the side of its headP col-
la,sing the mushy skull the rest of the way. 
FAunVF Sen shouted to SarbaraP ,ointing her 
towards the stairway leading u, to the second 
!oor. Sen took o2 in that directionP not wait-
ing around to see if she would follow him. 
Sen took the ste,s three at a timeP stumbling 
u, the last cou,le and almost losing his bal-
ance entirely. Mfter regaining his footingP he 
rounded the prst corner of the u,stairs hall-
way and came u,on the master bedroom. Nis 
eyes darted around for somethingP anything 
to use as a wea,on. Ne ,eeked beneath the 
bedP Yuickly ransacked the nightstand drawers. 
Ihen he threw o,en the closet doorP howeverP 
he couldn't hel, himself. Sen laughed.

Rn the main levelP at the foot of the stairsP 
Sarbara was surrounded. Lhe made a break for 
the stairs but fear had slowed her ste,s and 
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soonP the grou, of snarling mouths had her en-
circled once more. Lhe rotated in a tight circleP 
lashing out at every rotten hand that reached 
for her. Iith her kitchen knife she frantical-
ly sliced away at anything that so much as 
!inched. Llash after slash she held the biting 
dead at bayP dro,,ing pngers and plleted skin 
to the !oor like a butcher in a haunted deli. 
Hust when it seemed that the surge of the dead 
would be too much for Sarbara to hold back 
any longerP a long dark shadow fell over the 
pends. Sen was backP standing at the to, of 
the ste,s. M bright hallway lam, bathed him in 
light. To SarbaraP he looked like an angel. Then 
she noticed the manic smile on his face. Mnd 
then she noticed the reason why. Gn his handsP 
Sen held a gleaming twelve gauge shotgun. Lhe 
had been right. Sen was an angel. Ne was the 
angel of death.
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FSreakfast is canceledVF Sen shoutedP brac-
ing the shotgun against his shoulder and pr-
ing into the  hungry mass.  Rne of  the  un-
dead heads ez,loded like an overin!ated tire. 
The remaining monsters snarled and turned 
u, their nasty faces to growl at Sen. Gt was the 
last thing they did before they died for a second 
time. 

Three more blasts came booming from the 
shotgun. Three more heads ,o,,ed like mi-
crowaved marshmallows. Sen charged down 
the ste,sP shooting and swinging the butt of 
the gun at everything that moved. Iith a small 
,atch of the dead cleared awayP Sarbara made 
a break for it.

Sen fought his way across the prst !oor un-
til he reached the basement doorP which had 
been barricaded from the inside by something 
,ro,,ed beneath the knob. 
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FFnock knockP assholeVF Sen shoutedP aim-
ing his  gun at  the  door.  Iith a  deafening 
boomP the wood around the doorknob dis-
integrated.  Sen  kicked  the  remains  of  the 
door o,enP sending a ruined chair tumbling 
down the ste,s into the darkness below. Sen 
smiled with satisfaction as it s,lintered and fell 
away. Drom somewhere belowP he heard Ne-
len's voice screech out a single terriped word. 
"Judy!F ThenP the screaming began.

Nelen screamed. Narry 5oined herP scream-
ing and crying out in agony from somewhere 
in the basement. Rver his shoulderP Sen heard 
Sarbara begin to scream too. Lhe was hollering 
loud enough to wake the dead. WrrP wellP you 
know what G mean.

Sen ,aused at the to, of the stairsP unsure 
which direction to goP unsure which screams 
to follow. Ne only had to think for a momentP 
howeverP before he turned back to hel, Sar-
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bara. Ihatever was ha,,ening in that base-
mentP Narry had gotten his own dumb ass into 
it. Mnd Nelen did as well; she got herself into 
it on the day that she married a moron. Sen 
,um,ed the nezt round into the shotgun and 
followed the sounds of Sarbara screaming.

Ihen Sen found herP she was moving like 
a woman ,ossessed. Lhe was surrounded by a 
grou, of four or pve of the undead. Mll of them 
were gro,ing for her and staggering around 
with rotten breathP like a grou, of drunks 
at a carnival. Sarbara fought them with fero-
cious s,eedP the kind only unlocked by sheerP 
unimaginable terror. M howl was accom,anied 
by a small cracking sound as Sarbara stabbed a 
small ,encil into the dri,,ing eye of the closest 
cor,seP twisted it and broke it o2. The dead 
man dri,,ed white and black as he stumbled 
backP giving Sarbara the small o,ening she 
needed. Lhe dashed through the o,ening and 
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grabbed a cou,le of liYuor bottles that had not 
been used in the failed mission to esca,e in the 
,icku, truck.

The prst bottle was smashed over the skull 
of a formerly beautiful dead womanP one who 
had made a biting motion at Sarbara's arm. 
The woman was well-dressedP her clothing 
was ,rofessional and looked ez,ensive. Lhe 
looked as  if  she had once been a news an-
chor. Ner face was once ,erfect and made for 
T:. UowP it wasn't even pt for radioP as the 
glass shattered and imbedded itself into the 
crevices and cracks of her hungry face. Lyru,y 
black blood bubbled and dri,,ed as the dead 
woman shriekedP colla,sing into a shuddering 
mess on the !oorP drenched in bloodP glass and 
chea, liYuor. The second and third 3ombies 
were on to, of Sarbara in a !ash. Iithout tak-
ing the time to thinkP Sen turned on them and 
aimed the shotgun.
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FZon't worry SarbaraVF Sen shouted. FG'm 
coming for youVF 

Ne aimed and pred. The shotgun bit into his 
shoulder as the buckshot ez,elledP accom,a-
nied by a shar, crack and the sound of tearing 
,a,er. Mll at onceP yet still far too lateP Sen 
reali3ed his mistake.

The  liYuor-drenched  dead  took  another 
stumbling ste, towards Sarbara before the ,el-
lets im,acted a dead man's chest. The buck-
shot collided with the T6"7 stainless steel of a 
,air of dog tags hanging from the man's neck 
and a small series of s,arks !ickered and fell to 
the ,uddle on the !oor.

Iith a hauntingly familiar soundP the ,ud-
dle WHOOMPHEDP  transforming from a 
hori3ontal  s,ill  into  a  vertical  column  of 
!ames. Julti,le 3ombies went u, in a shriek-
ing bla3e of pre. The heat rose with a roarP 
eva,orating  eyes  and  ,eeling  charred  !esh 
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from walking bones. Rne of burning dead 
turned to face to SenP reaching out for him and 
gnashing its teeth even as its skin bubbled and 
fell away from outstretched arms. Gt stumbled 
forward a few ste,sP thrown o2 balance by its 
!aming feet melting and following behind it 
like a slug's slime trail. 

Sarbara burst into !ames nezt. Lhe cried and 
screamed while she burnedP calling out Hohn-
ny's name with her pnal breath as she vanished 
beneath a sea of pre and rotting limbs. 



Chapter Eight

Throw in the 
Trowel

W ith Barbara burned, Ben saw only one 
option left to him: the basement. He 

was breathing hard, hands shaking. Ben was 
covered in blood, some was his own, some was 
not. Still, he was on his feet. As long as he was 
upright, he would never stop Tghting.

;he farmhouse was a cacophonous wreckN 
overturned furniture, broken glass, and the 
bodies of the undead and the unlucky lay in 
broken pieces along the Ioor like a twisted 
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"igsaw puYYle. Ben checked for shells. He had 
only two rounds left.

;he  burning  dead  people  eventually 
stopped, dropped and ceased moving. Lrom 
outside, doYens of angry, hungry eyes watched 
him. ;hen, all at once, the world was once 
again thrown into chaos. Lrom every opening 
in every wall, every busted window and every 
broken doorway, the dead piled in.

Ben raised his shotgun. ?-ou want me! -ou 
want a taste of the dark meat, you ugly rotC
ten bastards!'? He pumped the penultimate 
round into the chamber. Ben grinned, wild 
and deTant. Ot was the smile of a man with 
nothing left to lose. ?Mome and get you some'?

As one, the undead swarmed. When the Trst 
one came within grabbing distance, Ben Tred. 
OtRs skull disintegrated and sprayed the room 
like a burst balloon full of beef stew. Jore unC
dead trampled over the body of the Trst even 
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as it was falling in a heap to the farmhouse 
Ioor. ;he air was Tlled with grasping Tngers, 
bared teeth and breath that smelled of decay. 
Ben retreated back a step and Tred again. ;he 
buckshot spread and shredded Tngers like letC
tuce before impacting another pair of skulls 
that were soft as clay. As Ben turned to run, 
he rammed the butt of his gun into the nearC
est biting mouth. ;he biting womanRs teeth 
shattered like cheap china and fell down her 
growling throat. When she hit the Ioor, the 
teeth tumbled from a ragged hole in her stomC
ach and rolled across the room like they were 
eqpelled from a -ahtYee cup. 

As the dead regrouped to surround Ben, he 
pulled out the wooden chair leg he had tucked 
into his belt. ;his was it. Ot was time for his last 
stand. 

Ben  swung  for  the  fences,  whirling  and 
thrashing and impacting Iesh and blood and 
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bone  in  all  directions.  He  screamed  as  he 
swung the leg, feeling the impacts shudder up 
his arm and into his in"ured shoulder. Blood 
splashed into his mouth as he cried out and 
cursed and ca"oled the dead pricks to try hardC
er.  Any dead person who reached for  Ben 
would die twice, that was his solemn vow to 
them. Ben defended and lashed and ducked. 
He cleared a pathway back through the kitchen 
and to the basement door which, at that parC
ticular moment, he truly regretted shooting 
to pieces. Ben dispatched the nearest hungry 
corpse and then he ducked 7uickly through 
the gaping doorway. He propped up the broC
ken door as best he could and "ammed the chair 
leg between it and the wall. He used his belt to 
secure the door to the railing and prayed that 
it would hold.

Mold dead hands pounded on the broken 
door but it held fast. Ben couldnRt believe it. 
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He would have thanked Fod at that moment 
if he had believed in him. -et after a night like 
this one, how could anyone ever believe in a 
"ust and loving god again! He leaned against a 
concrete wall, suddenly swept up in a swell of 
nausea as the adrenaline coursing through his 
veins overwhelmed him in the Trst relatively 
7uiet moment heRd had in what felt like forevC
er. His chest heaved, his clothing was drenched 
with sweat. …irt and blood streaked his face 
like  native  war  paint.  He tried to slow his 
breathing, he tried to still the absolute poundC
ing in his chest. His heartbeat was a "ackhamC
mer sounding in his ears.

…espite the pounding on the door, none of 
the dead got through. …espite being out of 
ammo and out of places to run, Ben felt that 
at least his luck hadnRt run dry yet. He was 
still alive. He was still breathing. When Ben 
was conTdent that the door would hold withC
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out his watching it, he began to retreat down 
the steps into the cool air of the basement. 
xpstairs, the Ioorboards groaned under the 
weight of the undead. xpstairs, hands poundC
ed on doors and walls as if the night itself had 
grown hands and wanted to use them to stranC
gle Ben. -et down in the basement, it was still. 
Ot was 7uiet. Ence BenRs pulse left his ears, 
however, he heard a small noise that he hadnRt 
noticed before.

Ben froYe in placeN body rigid, ears pricked. 
On the spaces between the pandemonium upC
stairs, he listened, trying to hone in on the 
sound. ;hen, he heard it. Ot was a dripping 
sound. 

Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
Ben tilted his head, trying to place where the 

sound was coming from. 



B.S. DVWOS, FVEUFV A. UEJVUE, 4EHG A. UxSSEjj2

Drip.
Drip.
Ben turned to his right. On the darkness, his 

eyes began to ad"ust and he saw the silhouette 
of a light chain hanging "ust above his head. He 
reached up and pulled it. ;he basement was 
suddenly awash in the pale yellow light of a sinC
gle crackling lightbulb. Gow that the darkness 
had been illuminated, Ben saw the basement 
for what it really was. Ot wasnRt a stronghold, 
an underground fortress that Ben could use 
to shield himself from the undead. Ot was a 
concrete boq. Ot was a tomb.

Blood painted the walls and the ceiling. Ot 
pooled heavily in the far corner, forming a conC
gealed pond of deep black that looked more 
like molasses than blood. Something lay in the 
middle of that rancid pond. Go, not someC
thingN but someone. Ot was Helen. Er, rather, 
it was part of Helen.
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HelenRs head was cracked in half like a walC
nut, split along a horiYontal line where her top 
and bottom lips used to meet. ;he top half 
of her head was dropped into the black pudC
dle, giving it the eerie appearance of Ioating, 
a macabre island atop a sea of gore. ;he rest 
of Helen was lying nearby, crumpled and disC
carded like dirty laundry. Her chest was sliced 
to ribbons, her cracked ribs were opened like 
she was a boq of Mhinese takeout. Geqt to her, 
Harry sat still and cold in a puddle of his own. 
His pale hands were still as stone, feebly clutchC
ing a mess of innards that had been slurped out 
of his abdomen like a MapriCSun with pulp. 

Sitting 7uietly beside the bodies of her parC
ents, Ben saw 4udy. She was chewing. And she 
was smiling. 

On her small Tst she clutched a garden trowC
el, which she repeatedly sunk into the slop 
spilling from her dead dadRs guts. She used it to 
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dig for the "uiciest parts, lifting them up to her 
redCstained lips. When she lowered the trowel 
for another scoop, it dripped.

Drip.
Drip.
Drip.
?4udy,? Ben whispered in a horriTed hush. 

She looked him directly in the eye as she shovC
eled in another mouthful of mom and dad. 
Ued dripped down her chin. Her trowel rose 
and fell, each time with more force, each time 
scooping up a bigger bite.

Shlick. Munch. Drip.
Shluck. Crunch. Drip.
Shlick. 
Drip.
Shlick.
Drip.
BenRs eyes widened with the frightening reC

aliYation that he could be staring at his own 
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future. He was watching how someone could 
disappear forever on a night like tonight. …isC
appear, one wet bite at a time. Ben retreated 
until he felt the cold stone wall at his back. 
4udy rose to her feet gracefully, like a mariC
onette manipulated by a practiced hand. She 
took a few short strides toward him. She didnRt 
have the clumsy walk of the long dead, she 
seemed almost to Ioat. Her movements were 
Iuid, silentN she moved like death, like a duck 
through black water. Ben tried to retreat anC
other step but he was out of room.

4udy took another a7ueous step. Her eyes 
glowed ghastly white in the dim light of the 
hanging bulb. ;hey were the white of spoiled 
milk. ;hey were the white of city slush afC
ter a storm. ;hey were the white of a pair of 
headlights shining on a long abandoned tombC
stone. She took another li7uid step. ;hen, she 
paused. 4udy smiled and cocked her head. Her 
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hair hung in matted clumps, wet with someC
thing thicker than water. Her lips spread and 
her tongue poked out, testing the air. She let 
out a low guttural growl.

Before Ben could formulate a plan, 4udy 
pounced.

She was on Ben in a Iash, a blur of pale 
skin and shining teeth. 4udy collided with Ben, 
mustering all the speed and weight that her 
tiny frame could con"ure up. ;ogether they 
hit the concrete wall with a hard thud. …ust 
Iew and bones rattled from the impact. ;he 
lightbulb swung wildly overhead, casting elonC
gated shadows that grabbed at Ben from all 
directions. When his eyes refocused from the 
impact, Ben saw that 4udy was hovering only 
an inch from his neck. Her lips were parted and 
covered with spitN her tongue thrashed franC
tically as if it were trying to Iee her hungry 
mouth. Ben got his forearm up in time, bracC



GOFH; EL ;HV DOZOGF …VA…: ;HV GEZVDO1A3 jFz

ing it against 4udyRs tiny throat and holding her 
gnashing teeth at bay. He tried to push her oH 
of him. She bucked and resisted, digging her 
nails into the soft Iesh of his abdomen. When 
Ben let out a small cry of pain, 4udy grinned 
predatorily. She roared with hunger. Her lips 
dripped droplets of red onto BenRs mouthwaC
tering face. 

Ben  redoubled  his  eHorts,  using  all  the 
strength he had left to keep the feral child at 
bayN and keep her teeth from his throat. She 
screamed, enraged at being close enough to 
smell him but not able to taste him yet. Her 
primal scream from "ust an inch away, comC
bined with the feel of her hot rotten breath 
on his face, Tlled Ben with a desperate type 
of strength. With a cry of fury, he shifted his 
weight and hurled the rabid child oH of him. 
4udy hit the ground hard, her face colliding 
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with the concrete with an audible snap. Ot was 
the sound of a heavy footfall on a dry twig. 

When she struggled back to her feet a moC
ment later, her "aw was visibly broken, hanging 
loosely below her pallid lower lip. Jore thick 
black dribble made its way down her chin. She 
roared, a noise that sounded as if it were unC
derwater, as if her throat were Tlled with syrup. 
;he look in her eyes told Ben that a broken "aw 
wouldnRt stop her. Go, it only made it easier for 
her to swallow him up, like a snake unhinging 
its "aw to devour a helpless rabbit whole.

Ben went on the oHensive, crossing the disC
tance between them with two 7uick steps. 
He cocked back a Tst and clocked her clean 
across her loose "aw. ;he snapping sound came 
again, louder this time. Her bottom row of 
bloodstained teeth hung limply from a sevC
ered mandible, which Iapped laYily in the cool 
basement air like a wind sock. 4udy shrieked 
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again. Got in pain, nor even hunger, but in 
rage. ;he sound was garbled as her "aw Iapped 
like a limp pancake.

4udy eqtended her bloody Tngers and lunged 
for Ben again. As she collided with him a secC
ond time, he was better prepared this time 
around. He wrapped his strong arms around 
her as her body impacted his. He turned, using 
her momentum to send them both tumbling 
to the Ioor, with Ben on top. Ence he had her 
pinned down, Ben wanted to cry as he looked 
into the rabid, ravaged face of a child who was 
once pretty. ?ORm so sorry, 4udy,? Ben said as he 
made a Tst. With a sickening thud, he cracked 
her in the temple. He felt something cave. He 
lifted his meaty Tst for a second blow. When 
it landed, 4udyRs tiny nose Iattened, releasing 
spurts of black spray to coat the room all about 
them. Vven as he landed blow after blow, she 
continued to shriek and twitch and bite at Ben 
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with her dismantled "aw. ;hen, as the overhead 
lightbulb continued its slowing arc, the light 
bounced oH of something nearby. ;he glint 
caught BenRs eye.

Ot was the trowel.
Ben landed two more heavy blows, stunning 

4udy and momentarily stopping her struggle. 
Seeing his opening, Ben "umped oH of her and 
grabbed for the garden tool. Ot wasnRt until it 
was Trmly in his hand that he realiYed how 
slick and covered with gore it was. He ad"usted 
his grip, wiping the handle onto his already 
ruined shirt. 4udy was beginning to struggle 
to her feet but Ben met the side of her head 
with a heavy boot. She collapsed back into the 
dust and blood pooling on the basement Ioor. 
?ORm sorry, 4udy. O really am.? Ben loomed over 
the child, trowel raised in a shaking but deterC
mined hand.
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4udy looked up at him and growled. With 
all of his remaining strength, Ben brought the 
trowel down.

Ence.
;wice.
4udy spasmed and "erked. Her little body 

went into seiYures.
Thunk.
Shlick.
Thunk.
;he  last  blow  pierced  4udyRs  eye  socket. 

Black ichor rose from the wound. Ot bubbled 
and foamed, spilling forth and covering her 
dead face like porridge that had been left in 
an unattended cauldron. 4udy convulsed for 
a Tnal time. Her thin Tngers scratched at the 
unforgiving Ioor until they too lay still. Ben 
collapsed beside her, a broken and bloody mess 
himself. He was soaked through with sweatN 
coated with dirt and a black, gnarly Iuid. He 
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had a hard time catching his breath. He felt 
as if he had "ust outrun death itself, but on a 
treadmill cranked up to eleven.

Jinutes passed. BenRs breathing eventually 
slowed. Above him, the house continued to 
creak. ;he dead were still moving about, but 
slower now. Jaybe they were Tnally satiated. 
Jaybe they were confused. Jaybe it was both. 
A soft crackling sound brought BenRs attenC
tion to the single bare lightbulb swinging overC
head. As he laid his eyes on it, it sputtered and 
Iickered out, marking it as the most recent 
thing to die in this basement. Another bright 
light snuHed out before its probable time. As 
darkness spread and reclaimed the basement 
like a curtain falling on a Tnal act, Ben allowed 
himself to cry.

He felt his way over to the wall, careful to not 
crawl through the sticky remains of a family 
he had once known. Ence Ben found the wall, 
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he ran his hands along it until he found an old 
storage shelf. With a grunt of eHort from the 
depleted man, Ben toppled it over. He lay on 
the Ioor, covering himself with boqes, bins and 
the like. He leaned the shelf at an angle above 
him, forming one Tnal barricade, the only one 
he could manage down here. His barricade was 
about the siYe of a coIn, which he found TtC
ting. He curled up in the grime of the Ioor, 
clutching a small wrench from a toolkit that 
had been on the shelf. ;hen, he waited. 

Ben stared ahead blankly, seeing and feeling 
only darkness. He stopped crying. He didnRt 
pray. He didnRt hope. He only waited. Waited, 
for whatever came neqt. 

Eutside, the sun began to rise in earnest. 
However, for Ben! On the basement of that 
farmhouse, it was still the night of the living 
dead.



Chapter Nine

Survivor

W hen Ben opened his eyes again, the 
world was silent. 

He must have dozed o- at some point, alc
though he 'ouldnbt rememTer doing so. fhe 
nearly 'onstant adrenaline, paired with the 
nonstop horrors ok the last twenty kour hours, 
seemed to have taEen their toll. Sven when 
dead people are a'tively trying to eat you, the 
human Tody still has its limits. Ben, apparentc
ly, had rea'hed his. He was alive, however. No 
whether or not dozing o- was stupid, he was 



IGOHf FL fHS VGDGIO AS:AZ fHS IFDSVG…:1 3C3

glad to ;nd himselk un'onsumed upon waEing 
up.

He pri'Eed up his ears, straining to listen kor 
any movement in the karmhouse aTove. :ll was 
silent. 

Gt wasnbt a pea'ekul silen'e. Gt wasnbt liEe 
the 'omkortaTle silen'e Tetween two likelong 
kriends or the silen'e ok gleekul anti'ipation 
that kalls on a qhristmas morning. Io, this 
silen'e was thi'Ej it was heavy. Gt was the Eind 
ok silen'e that you ;nd at TomTing sites, the 
type ok Ruiet that ;lls empty 'riTs. Gt was the 
silen'e ok a ;nal Treath. 

Ben tried to sit up Tut he kelt his entire Tody 
protest. Svery mus'le a'hed, every Moint kelt 
sti-. Gt kelt liEe he had spent the night sleeping 
on a Ted made ok tortoise shells and 'rowTars. 
His head swum and his right eye was so swollen 
that it was pra'ti'ally sealed shut. Ntill, he was 
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alive. He was alive akter a night that Teen ;lled 
with the living dead.

Sventually, Ben removed himselk krom his 
maEeshikt shelter and he struggled to get Ta'E 
on his keet. :s he rose, his legs tremTled liEe 
the earth itselk were shaEing. His whole Tody 
woTTled with ea'h step. Ben kelt liEe BamTi 
learning to walE at the Teginning ok the moviej 
although Ben kelt Ruite a Tit more liEe BamTibs 
mother at the moment. Fn'e his keet steadc
ied Teneath him, Ben tooE a moment to lean 
against the 'ool 'on'rete ok the wall. He had to 
regain his Tearings. 

While Benbs eyes readMusted to his dim surc
roundings, his nose ;lled with a pungent odor. 
Gt was the smell ok rotten meat, the smell ok 
roadEill Toiling on hot asphalt. His eyes koc
'used and the 'ontents ok the Tasement Tec
'ame visiTle to him on'e more. Helen, or what 
was lekt ok her, was still in a pile Ty the wall, her 
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'hest opened liEe a qhristmas present. qhi'Ec
en shit Harry lay dead Teside her, Must as usekul 
dead as he was when he was alive. fhere was 
another Tody in the Tasement too, Tut Ben was 
'arekul not to looE at it.

:t the koot ok the stairs, he paused again to 
listen kor any noise aTove. fhere was only sic
len'e. Ben held a hand over his mouth, doing 
his Test not to gag on the tainted air ok the 
Tasement whi'h, in the growing daylight heat, 
was Te'oming more unTearaTle Ty the minute. 
Ben looEed up the stairs and steeled his nerves. 
Whatever was waiting kor him on the other side 
ok that door, he was ready to taEe that 'han'e. 
He wasnbt going to die down here. With that 
stinE, with those stains that used to Te Harry, 
Helen and 2udy. Ben su'Eed in a deep sour 
Treath and released it slowly. fhen, he as'endc
ed.
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Ben dismantled the Tarri'ade at the door. 
Nlowly, he opened the Tasement door, whi'h 
s'reamed on TroEen hinges. Fnly silen'e stood 
on the other side. Ben set the TroEen door aside 
and stepped into the aTandoned karmhouse. Gt 
was Ruiet. Aeathly Ruiet.

Nunlight ;ltered through TroEen windows 
and Tattered walls. : Tright Team ok light was 
ko'used through a hole in the kront room, illuc
minating the hideous eviden'e lekt Tehind Ty 
a night 'ho'Eed kull ok nightmares. fhe wallc
paper was Tespe'Eled with Train matter and 
Tlood. N'or'h marEs marred the smoldering 
area where BarTara had made her last stand. 
qovering the xoor were Tits ok glass, 'hunEs 
ok gore, TroEen teeth and the mangled remains 
ok the evis'erated and masti'ated dead. fhe 
whole karmhouse looEed as ik it had Teen de'c
orated Ty the love 'hild ok 2a'Eson Yollo'E and 
qharles Uanson. Ntill, silen'e hung aTove it all.
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Joom Ty room, Ben 'rept. His eyes were 
evercsear'hing, 'onstantly on the looEout kor 
the ne7t Tit  ok lingering danger.  Joom Ty 
room,  he  'run'hed  over  TroEen  glass  and 
stepped over upturned kurniture. Svery room, 
he 'on;rmed that the dead were dead, and 
that the undead were dead on'e more. fhere 
was a small pillar ok smoEe still 'oming krom 
the 'harred remains ok a 'o-ee taTle. fhere 
was a manbs shoe, ;lled with something wet. 
: severed hand lay Teneath a TroEen window 
sill, still kaintly twit'hing, still weaEly rea'hc
ing kor one last sna'E. 8et all inside the karmc
house was silent, the la'E ok noise serving as a 
starE Mu7taposition to the 'haos portrayed in 
it. fhe s'enes ok unimaginaTle su-ering were 
now krozen in time, a snapshot ok a terriTle 
moment in the past, as unmoving as an oil 
painting.
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Fn'e Ben was sure that the house was 'lear 
ok immediate danger, he allowed himselk to 
looE to the outside world. Gt was silent out 
there  as  well.  Io  more  shu!ing  dead,  no 
ghouls moaning near and kar. fhere was no 
longer a parade ok hungry death, only the mist 
ok a morning kog rolling over the wet grass. 
fhe Treeze 'arried on it the s'ent ok re'ently 
displa'ed dirt, 'leansing rain, and something 
Turning. Aespite the events ok last night, Ben 
thought that the world looEed Teautikul. He 
even dared to allow himselk to hope.

:t the edge ok the tree line, Ben saw somec
thing move. His heart dropped into his stomc
a'h. No, no it can't be. It can't be starting again. 
It has to stop. This needs to end. Ntill, even as 
he thought these words, Ben wat'hed as a ;gc
ure emerged krom the nearTy woods. fhe man 
was dirty and slow. His right arm was missc
ing Telow the elTow, the ragged sleeve ok his 
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soiled dress shirt was xapping emptily with the 
morning Treeze. fhe manbs teeth were Tared 
and in the hand that he still had, he was 'arc
rying somethingj something that looEed liEe a 
pound ok xesh. Ben kelt his hope evaporate as 
the man shu!ed 'loser, stumTling his way to 
the edge ok the karmhouse property line. fhen, 
the 'ra'E ok a rixe sounded. 

fhe deadman dropped midcstep, his seizc
ing  hand  sRuishing  his  sna'E  into  a  pulp. 
:s the deadmanbs twit'hes lessened and then 
stopped, people Tegan to appear at the tree 
line. Iot dead people, living ones. Uen and 
a kew s'ant women Tegan to emerge krom the 
woods, all ok them wearing some type ok 'amc
ouxaged 'lothing. fhe two men leading the 
pa'E wore tru'Eer hats and had masEs on, 
oTs'uring the lower halk ok their ka'es. fhey 
moved with a 'omTination ok military swagc
ger and al'oholi' sloppiness. :s they mar'hed 
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krom  the  woods  in  a  loose  kormation,  the 
'ra'Es and thwumps ok their gun;re e'hoed 
Ta'E krom all dire'tions. Lrom the sound ok it, 
they seemed to Te taEing a shot at anything that 
moved, liEe a desperate in'el on Dalentinebs 
Aay.

0qlear“0 : lumTering man shouted as he 
TroEe kree krom the 'over ok the trees. 0:nc
other three down. Fne ok the damned things 
was still wearing a bG got va''inatedb sti'Eer. 
qan you Telieve that’0 fhe man laughed as 
he Moined the others. fhe man in kront pulled 
his masE down, revealing a pudgy pale ka'e 
with ruddy 'heeEs and kew teeth. fhey were 
what Benbs kather used to 'all bUar'h madness 
teeth,b Te'ause they were down to the ;nal 
kour. fhe man with the missing teeth turned 
and spat. 0Aonbt surprise me none,0 the man 
said. 0fhere was a whole Tat'h ok these reanc
imated liTturds down Ty the highway. Uusc



IGOHf FL fHS VGDGIO AS:AZ fHS IFDSVG…:1 3C”

ta Teen a protest, or an unemployment oK'e 
near here.0 fhe men all shared a laugh, only 
pausing to ;re at anything that moved in the 
trees around them.

:ny other day ok his like, Ben would have 
viewed these men as something to avoid. Howc
ever, akter surviving a night kull ok krights and 
Tites, now they appeared to him liEe saviors. 
fhe maEeshikt army Eept on 'oming, slowly 
advan'ing a'ross the ;eld towards the karmc
house. Ben wat'hed krom the shadows as they 
mar'hed past the spot where the tru'E, and 
fom along with it, had Turnt to a 'risp.

0Fy vey, do you kellers smell that’ fhinE that 
someTody had a TarTe'ue over here. :nd they 
didnbt even invite us“0

: woman ne7t to him sni-ed the air and 
pulled a disgusted ka'e. Nhe wore a tight ;tting 
vest that said GqS and wore a Tit'hy smirE 
Teneath a TaseTall 'ap. 0G wouldnbt have 'ome 
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anyway,0 she said in a xat tone. 0G donbt liEe 
my meat Tla'Eened.0 fhe man who spoEe ;rst 
shrugged and smiled 'onspiratorially. 

0Well, what do you want’ Webre in that part 
ok the 'ounty now. Gtbs all wellcdone steaEs and 
stolen shoes around here. Gt didnbt looE mu'h 
Tetter than this, even Tekore last night.0 :s the 
group sni'Eered and kanned out, Ben stepped 
out krom the shadows ok the karmhouse.

0Hey“ Hey, over here“0 Ben stepped out onto 
the por'h, waving his arms over his head liEe he 
was signaling a res'ue plane. Gn unison, dozens 
ok guns turned and pointed at him, liEe 'hilc
dren snit'hing on the playground Tully. Fne 
ok the group dropped to a Enee, taEing up a 
;ring position.

LAonMt shoot“0 Ben shouted. 0GMm alive“N
fhe man with the missing teeth sRuinted. 

Neeing Ben, he 'o'Eed his head to the side liEe 
a 'onkused dog. fhe sunlight Toun'ed o- ok 
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a pair ok aviator sunglasses hanging krom his 
'ollar. L8ou sure’N

:rms still in the air, Ben dropped his head 
with reliek. L8SN“N

fhere was a pause. : kew ok the group looEed 
to ea'h other, hesitation playing out on their 
ka'es. fhen, one ok them shrugged. LqanMt 
Te too 'arekul. Sspe'ially around these parts.N 
fhe man likted his rixe. Ben heard a sound liEe 
tearing loose leak paper. fhenZ

BLAM!
BenMs head MerEed Ta'E. fhe sun ;lled his 

eyes one ;nal time Tekore he pit'hed korward, 
tumTling to the por'h. Aust Ei'Eed up a 'loud 
around him as all ok the ;ght lekt his Tody kor 
the last time. fhe armed group approa'hed, 
guns still hot and at the ready. fhe woman in 
the vest nudged Ben with a koot.

0Ao you really thinE he was one ok them’0 
fhe woman asEed the Ruestion, Tut her tone 
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'onveyed that she didnbt 'are what the answer 
was. fhe shooter shrugged. fhe man to his lekt 
spit, snorted, and then spit again.

0Aunno,0 the shooter admitted. 0But anyc
how, 'anbt trust any ok bem. Sspe'ially not now. 
Iot akter all that stu- the deep state has Teen 
doinb with the satellites. :ll that 6O, turning 
Trains into pea soup. We tried to tell them T
ut..0 fhe man trailed o-, waving his arm, inc
di'ating the massa're around them to maEe 
his point. 0fhis is the progress the lekt wanted. 
Sle'tri' 'ars, WicLi in everything. Whatbd they 
e7pe't would happen’0

fhe  woman  nudged  Ben  with  her  Toot 
again, this time harder. Nhe seemed satis;ed 
that he was dead. Iodding in satiska'tion, 
she  waved two men korward,  signaling  kor 
them to go ahead ok her into the karmhouse. 
0qouldnbt agree more,0 the woman said. 0fhis 
one doesnbt looE liEe he had mu'h ok a Train 
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in his head anyhow.0 Lor a very Triek moment, 
the woman almost looEed sheepish. Nhe Rui'Ec
ly added, 0But you 'anbt risE it, Gbve got Eids 
waiting at home you Enow.0

fhe man with the missing teeth nodded and 
winEed at her. He waved the rest ok their ragtag 
group korward. 0Vetbs wrap this up. Webll meet 
up with the Iational Ouard at the Torder. fhe 
Yride Oents are xanEing the south, webll meet 
up with them and then head to the Torder 
together kor the ne7t Tig push. 4nderstood’0

fhe group all aKrmed his orders as a Tig 
Turly man reemerged krom the karmhouse. 
0Io  survivors,0  he  reported.  His  ka'e  was 
ghostly white. 0:nd G wouldnbt go in the Tasec
ment,0 he added soktly. 

Oap teeth nodded and pla'ed a hand on the 
manbs shoulder. 0Gtbs a rough s'ene kor all ok 
us.0 fhen, looEing down at Benbs Tody, he 
added, 0Bet this thug is the one who Eilled 
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everyone inside. Bun'h ok god damned opporc
tunists in these parts.0

0What should we do with him’0
Oap teeth waved a hand dismissively. 0foss 

him on the pile.0
fhe TulEy man groaned as he Enelt to graT 

Ben around his anEle. Onees 'ra'Eing, the man 
straightened up and Tegan to drag Benbs Tody 
away krom the por'h, his head thunEing holc
lowly onto ea'h step until he hit the ground. 
Lrom there, he was dragged through the dirt, 
hauled liEe a sa'E ok potatoes towards a large 
;re that was Teginning to Turn Trightly in the 
distan'e.



Chapter Ten

SardyHouse 
Presents: Night 
of the Living 
Dead

E njoy the novella?

Follow the QR code to a special Sardy-
House Presentation of Night of the Living 
Dead. 

There you can watch the remastered original 
,lmb download a digital copy of this kooBb and 
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enjoy ten original songs for play or downloadb 
all inspired ky this movie and kooBL 

The kest part? Gt4s all FREE!


