
 

 

 

Zombie Killers: Falling  



Dedicated to my fans, who have shaped the stories, fact checked me, and provided immeasurable 

support, as well as giving up their names to die gloriously facing the undead, and saving 

America.  

This one’s for you, guys.  

  



 

 

 Prelude  

It was early fall, and I sat watching my son Nate, who was perched up in a tree, himself watching 

Ziv, Shona and Boz. They were on the other side of a tall fence, giving the two dozen new 

recruits lessons in hand to hand versus undead. In the old days, I would have yelled at him to be 

careful. Now, well, it was a tough new world we lived in, and he had to learn lessons on his own. 

I just hoped he wouldn’t break his neck.  

“Hey you,” said Brit, sitting down next to me on the steps of the porch. “Whatcha thinkin 

about?” I looked over at her, still seeing the college girl under the years of fighting. She idly 

carved a heart in the wood, using the sharp point of the hook she sometimes wore on the stump 

of her hand. It would be a while until she would get a decent prosthetic; lots of soldiers lost 

extremities fighting the Z’s  

“Nate. And Paige. She would have been eleven by now.” We didn’t often talk much of our lives 

before the plague. It seemed a dream, so long ago, and no one liked to think about it. Our lost 

paradise.  

“Did she look like you, or Jane?” She knew, because I still had a picture of both in my wallet. It 

was her way of saying it was OK to talk about them.  

I looked over at her, and she met my gaze with a steady look of her own. Britney O’Neil, my wife, 

was a beautiful woman, even with her injuries. One ice cold blue eye looked out at me, the other 

covered by a black patch. Wisps of fiery red hair drifted around her in the summer breeze, 

highlighting sharp cheekbones, pale skin and a beautiful smile. One that, when directed at me, 

warmed even the coldest days and drove off the nightmare memories.  

“Like Jane, lucky kid. Blonde hair, blue eyes. She would have been a terror to the boys.”  

She leaned into me, and I slipped my arm around the soft curve of her waist. “Maybe …” she 

said, then didn’t say anymore.  

“Maybe what?” I asked, silently urging Nate to take a little more risk and climb a bit higher, as 

I’m sure Brit was silently yelling at him to get down.  

“You’ve written about everything that’s happen after the Apocalypse. How we met, the scouting 

down the City, the shit with the President, the second plague…”  

I snorted. I still didn’t like the guy, but he did have a pretty decent punch. Elections were coming 

up in September, maybe I’d even vote for him.  

“What I’m saying is, maybe it’s time to write about what happened. You know, when everything 

fell apart.”  

I didn’t want to. That nightmare, that hell I went through. “Why should I?” I asked her.  



“Because I love you, and you need to let it out, and I want to know, and if you don’t, I will never 

give your soul back from redhead Valhalla.”  

I laughed a little at that.” And if I do?”  

She leaned forward and let her breast push up against my arm, whispering into my ear with a 

husky voice, “I’ll make it worth your while, soldier boy!”  

That got me. We had been together for years now, and she had grown from an awkward college 

student to a woman who knew what she liked and what I liked, and her voice in my ear sent a 

thrill down my spine.  

“NATE!” I yelled, “Keep an eye on your sister!” I could see him roll his eyes at us as I lifted 

Brit up and threw her over my shoulder, carrying her into the house laughing like a madwoman.  

 

  



Chapter 1  

“Hey Sarge, how long do we do this? I gotta business to run.”  

I looked away from the traffic backed up down Route 32, across the bridge and into Cohoes. The 

sun was setting, and people were getting restless.  

“You run a porn site, Ramirez. It will still be there when you get back.”  

“Yeah,” he answered, pausing to pull a drag from one of those Vape things, “I gotta have fresh 

material or my hit count drops off. No hits, no subscribers, no money.”  

“I’m just curious, PFC Ramirez,” said Sergeant Williams, expression hard to read on her dark 

skin in the sunset, “How much money do you make off exploiting young women?”  

Ramirez grinned. He knew that Naomi couldn’t stand him, but this scratch platoon from the 

Division Headquarters, well, we all had to work with people we didn’t like sometimes. “Yo, 

Sarge, I cleared eleven thousand last month. Any weekend we ain’t drilling you’re welcome to 

chat online with some of the guys. Make you some good money.”  

“Jesus Christ, Ramirez, are trying to get ME in trouble? Just listen to the effing radio, and do 

your job.”  

“You got it, Nick.”  

“It’s Sergeant First Class Agostine on duty, and I ain’t your buddy off duty, either, so let’s keep 

it that way.” Sergeant Williams made a sound of disgust and walked on past us, back to the 

traffic control point, coming from the latrines set up on the north side of the bridge.  

“Gimme that radio, dipshit,” I said, and took the mic out of his hands, squeezing the push to talk.  

“Why you gotta be like that?” he answered, wounded. I ignored him, and rang up the company 

commander’s RTO.  

“Headhunter Six, this is Headhunter Three Two, let me talk to your actual, over.”  

“Three Two, he’s taking a dump, over.” The Company CP was actually on the far side of the 

Erie Canal Bridge, about a mile back, but they had put themselves up in an office building that 

the owner had been glad to rent out.  

Third Platoon, Forty Third Infantry Division Headquarters Company, had been thrown together 

from various clerks and miscellaneous personnel to allow for more traffic control points when 

the Emergency had started two days ago. My small Fire Support Cell, usually assigned to work 

directly with the Division Commander, had been broken up and I had been given twenty enlisted 

guys and one pretty seasoned LT to act as platoon commander. Lieutenant Harris was currently 

racked out on the bench of a soft cover HUMVEE; she had been working the night while I ran 

things during the day. Which meant, in reality, that neither one of us got very much sleep.  

The Division HQ had deployed to Iraq early in the war, and had cut out a lot of dead wood, but 

that had been years ago. Less than half the people running things had combat experience, and 



this was a tough mission. We were supposed to be trained for civilian unrest, the traditional 

mission of the Guard, but that had fallen by the wayside in the interests of “terrorism” and 

“Homeland Security”.  

“Have him give me a call if he can when he can, over.”  

“Little busy up here, Nick. Staff meeting in five,” he answered, forgetting radio protocol.  

“Roger that, well, just want to know when we’re going to get some non-lethal weapons in case 

this goes to shit, over.”  

“Show, shout, shove, shoot, over.” I could almost hear him laughing at our idiotic rules of 

engagement.  

“Roger, out.” I handed the mic back to Ramirez, shouldered my rifle, and walked over to where 

portable floodlights had started illuminating the Traffic Control Point. Like I said, it had been 

two days since the Emergency started, whatever the hell it was, and a little more than twenty four 

hours since we had mobilized.  

“What’s the word, chief?” asked Staff Sergeant Jones. He was leaning on the hood of one of our 

three uparmored HUMVEES. I looked up and noted that there was no one manning the fifty 

caliber in the turret. No need to panic anyone.  

“How’s the traffic moving?” I asked.  

“Slow and steady, but people are starting to get pissed off.”  

“It’s because of the zombies!” exclaimed Specialist Hanebury, who was providing over watch 

with his hands resting on his slung SAW. I noted too that his weapon didn’t have a belt in the 

tray. Good deal. A negligent discharge into a civilian, well, that would suck.  

“Would you shut the fuck up about that shit? You’re freaking people out, Hanebury.”  

“But Sarge, this is how it always starts. Weird shit happening someplace else, government 

freaking out, Guard called up, news shut down. I’m telling you, every damn time.”  

“It ain’t every damn time,” said Jones, “because Zombies don’t exist.”  

“I’m just saying!” answered Hanebury. I’m pretty sure this argument had been going on since his 

squad leader had called him and told the personnel clerk to report to the armory.  

“So what is going on?” asked Jones. As we talked, horns started blaring when a car tried to go 

around the traffic. We weren’t really stopping cars, which seemed to be the normal commuter 

traffic, but I had begun to notice that more and more of them were packed with luggage and 

seemed to have whole families in them, not just single drivers.  

“Hanebury, stop that disphit before he causes an accident,” said Jones. The big blonde kid 

stepped out in front of the car, which came to a screeching halt. I heard the driver shouting at 

Hanebury, so I motioned to Sergeant Williams, manning the other side of the street, to come 

over. She was great at calming people down, and I walked over myself.  



“Sir, you’re going to have to go back in the line. Cars are moving pretty well, and you’ll be on 

your way in a few minutes. We’re just trying to keep things moving along nicely. “  

The guy was having none of it, and he started screaming back at her, which was the wrong thing 

to do. His wife was in the seat next to him, and a screaming kid in the back seat. The rest of the 

car was piled high with cans of food and camping equipment.  

“Sir,” I said, “you’re just making things worse. Calm down, get back in line, and you’ll be on 

your way.”  

“Or what?” he glared at me.  

“Or, as a member of the Armed Forces of the State of New York, acting under the authority of 

the Governor, I’ll have you detained until a Saratoga County Sheriff's Deputy shows up and 

takes you off to jail.”  

His wife, a pretty young woman, shook his arm and tried to calm him down. He turned to her and 

yelled, “You SAW what the hell was in the street! We’ve got to get the fuck out of here!”  

“Sir…” Sergeant Williams started to say again, but his hand came up from between the seats, 

holding a nickel plated revolver. The wife screamed, and my mind went into overdrive.  

Before I joined the Guard, before I met my wife and decided to settle down, I had done two tours 

in Afghanistan and one in Iraq, first as infantry with the 82nd Airborne, then as a Forward 

Observer. I was intimately familiar with Traffic Control Points and how they could go bad, and I 

had been on edge all day. We might have physically been in America, but as the day wore 

onward, my mind had slipped further and further back into combat mode.  

So, against regs, I had a round in the chamber of my M-9, and I had unconsciously loosened it in 

my leg holster, hand resting unaware on the grip. As the mans’ gun came up, and the hammer 

came back, cylinder rotating to bring the next round under the hammer, my own pistol leveled 

itself at his head and I squeezed the trigger. All in super slow motion, a deafening CRACK 

CRACK as my gun discharged first, a microsecond before the other hammer fell, and a jet of 

flame leapt out of his, the bullet whipping past Naomi’s face.  

My own shot entered his head and then exited, spraying the dashboard with blood and pieces of 

brain. I never forgot it, ever, the piercing scream of his wife, the brain and blood spraying out. 

Not in all the years afterward, the thousands of undead that I shot in the head, the dozens of live 

enemies I cut down. I still regret it to this day.  

“JESUS CHRIST!” yelled Hanebury, and time started up again. The man’s body slumped at the 

wheel and the car started to roll forward, his mouth opening and closing, shaking violently as his 

wife continued to scream. With my free hand, I jerked open the door and shoved my boot down 

on the brake.  

“Sergeant Williams, go around the other side and get that woman out of the car, and get someone 

to take care of the kid!” I yelled. “Hanebury, call an ambulance! NOW!  



The car stopped. Ignoring the blood, I grabbed at the shifter and put it in park, then unbuckled 

the man’s body. It slid bonelessly out of the driver’s seat to collapse on the pavement. Reaching 

over, careful not to touch the hot barrel or the grips, I removed the pistol and laid it on the 

ground next to him.  

That was how it started. The long nightmare.  

  



Chapter 2  

“Nick, go home, get some rest,” said the LT. She had just come back from dealing with the 

Saratoga County Sheriff. An ambulance had taken the man’s body away, and I was still wired.  

“What did they say?” I asked.  

She ran her hand through her hair, making it stick up. None of us had been able to take any 

showers for two days.  

“So much shit is going on right now, they just took some witness statements and called it 

justified. Their radios are going crazy, and looting is starting in Albany.”  

“Jesus. What the hell is going on?” I was a bit sleep deprived, hyped up on coffee and 

adrenaline, and maybe not thinking straight.  

She sat down next to me and started eating a sandwich from Subway. “I’ve got no clue. Neither 

does anyone else higher. ‘Stand fast and wait for further orders’ is all they say.”  

I liked her. LT Brown had been a good NCO who had gone over to the Dark Side, getting her 

commission through OCS. She and I were the same age, but she lacked the combat tours I had. 

Still, she dealt much better with the higher ups than I did, and left me to run the troops.  

“Maybe it’s the Zombie Apocalypse, like Hanebury keeps babbling about.”  

She snorted and said, “Yeah, righttttt. Go home, Nick, the rush hour is almost over, and you need 

some rest.”  

“I suppose you’re right. Are you rotating the guys home?”  

“Did any of them just shoot a civilian?” she asked in return. 

“Good point. I could use a shower.” Even though I couldn’t see it, I knew that splatters of blood 

that had blown back from the gunshot dotted my face.  

“I’ll see you back at midnight. Then I can grab some shuteye.” She rubbed her eyes and stood 

back up. “Go on, git!”  

I staggered to my feet and walked over to one of the government issued Cherokees that we were 

using to run food back and forth. My home was only two miles away, over another bridge into 

Waterford, and it took me only a few minutes to make my way up Route 4 and then into the 

suburbs. I parked my car behind my wife’s and went inside.  

She sat on the couch, eyes glued to the TV. On it, scenes of rioting were flickering across the 

widescreen, and I leaned over and kissed her forehead. “Hi, honey, how was your day?” I asked 

her.  

“Nick,” she said distractedly. “What is going on? What is happening?” She didn’t even look at 

me, just kept watching the TV.  

“Look, here it comes again,” and she turned the volume up.  



 

“… and there are unconfirmed reports that government officials have been seen leaving the 

Capital before the end of the work day. Gunfire has been reported in the outskirts of Alexandria, 

but there has been no official commentary. We do have this video taken from a news helicopter. 

Warning, the following scenes are graphic and may be triggering.”  

I snorted at that, but she put her arm around me. The scene shifted to an overhead shot, and I 

could see a line of Bradleys blocking one of those major roads that lead into some subdivisions, 

smaller streets leading into it. There was a line of cars, and I realized that it was a traffic control 

point, similar to ours but much heavier, and none of the traffic was moving. Even as we watched, 

a crowd of people surged forward down the length of cars, and at a line of troops blocking the 

road.  

“This footage was taken just ten minutes ago, and delivered directly to the station,” the news 

caster added in over the sound of the rotor blades. Just as he stopped speaking, the crowd surged 

backwards. The footage stopped, and the news shifted over to some international incident.  

“Nick,” my wife asked, “what was that? Does it have anything to do with what your unit is 

doing?”  

“I think so. Listen, honey,” I said, turning to face her. “I want you to take the baby and as much 

food as you can pack, fill up the car, and head north to your mother’s. I’ll meet you up there 

when this blows over.”  

“That’s blood on your face!” she exclaimed, finally catching sight of me. “Are you OK? What 

happened?”  

“Some civilian pulled gun on me. I shot him.”  

“Oh my God, Nick, what happened? What the hell is going on?”  

“I don’t know, but just take the baby, and as soon as this is over, probably by the end of the next 

news cycle, something else will distract them, and life will go on.”  

She didn’t say anything, just nodded. It was why I loved her; she was sensible and didn’t ask me 

why, or for any further explanation. I didn’t want to explain to her what I had just seen; those 

troops had opened fire on American civilians. I had to get back to the TCP.  

First, though, I did need a shower and some sleep. I went into the bathroom and took off my 

uniform and body armor, knowing that I had a clean set of ACUs hanging in the closet. The hot 

water felt great, and I stood there until it ran out, letting it wash over me.  

By the time I got out, Jane had the kitchen table stacked high with every consumable we had in 

the house. Alongside of it, on the counter she had stacked all of our ammunition, and she had her 

9mm Glock on her hip. My own AR-15, completely illegal in New York, leaned against a 

cabinet.  

“Call me as soon as you get to your parents. I think I might be on duty for at least a week.”  



“What about your company?” I ran a small home improvement contracting business, and 

summer was our busy time, but I knew that my two employees could carry on without me for a 

bit.  

“I’ll call the guys in the morning. I just want to go see the baby, then I’ve got to go.” She came 

over and hugged me, then I kissed her very deeply.  

“Take care of yourself,” she whispered, and I nodded.  

The door to my daughter's room was slightly open, and I stepped inside quietly. She lay there, 

breathing in softly, sleeping the sleep of the innocent. Paige had been born exactly nine months 

to the day after I came home from my last tour in Afghanistan, and she was the reason I had left 

the Regular Army.  

As I went outside, I grabbed another bag of groceries, and met Jane on the way back in. We said 

nothing, just looked at each other under the light from the front porch. I put the bags down and 

reached up, touching her face with the back of my hand, the way I knew she liked it. She was my 

beautiful gift, far and away more beautiful than I had ever thought I could marry, and I thanked 

God every day for what we had.  

  



Chapter 3  

On my way back to the check point, my cell rang, the number showing as LT. Brown.  

“What’s up, Di?”  

“Get your ass back here, right fucking now!”  

“On my way!” I answered, but she had already hung up. I stepped on the gas and swerved around 

a car stopped at a light, running right through the red. Full dark had set in, and I could see the 

glow of the TCP’s floodlights ahead. I almost crashed into one of the unit’s LMTV trucks 

heading in the opposite direction.  

I pulled in with a screech of tires and jumped out. “Sergeant Opel, what the hell’s going on?” I 

asked the first person I saw.  

“I dunno! About an hour ago, traffic started piling up, and we had another car try to run the 

TCP,” he said, and motioned to where a wrecked Minivan sat. There were numerous bullet holes 

starring the entire front end, and three bodies lay under sheets, antifreeze and blood pooling 

around them, looking black on the floodlit street.  

I jogged over to where Di was talking heatedly on the radio. With a curse, she slammed the mic 

back down.  

“Nick,” she said, pinching the bridge of her nose. “Thank God you’re here. I have to go over to 

the company CP and explain what just happened here. Keep shit tight until I get back. Staff 

Sergeant Petruncio will fill you in.” Not waiting for an answer, she took off for the very Jeep I 

had just arrived in.  

“OK then, what the hell IS going on?”  

Petruncio, a short, wiry Italian who was, like me, a multiple combat tour veteran, was calm and 

collected. It was a common thing; the more shit hit the fan, the more drilled down combat vets 

get. It’s what the real world is to us; everything outside of killing and dying can be a dream.  

“Well, so you see the line of cars,” and he gestured to a complete traffic jam, both lanes crowded 

with northbound vehicles of all types. Many people had gotten out of their cars and were milling 

around. “This one guy, all of a sudden he guns it from way back and comes at us, about forty 

miles per hour by the time Kolakowski opens up.”  

“Where is he?”  

He spat out a stream of tobacco juice and nodded. “Over there. He’s a bit shook up.”  

“How’s everything else?”  

“That was twenty minutes ago. Everything is moving smooth now, but we still have no idea what 

we’re stopping traffic for.”  

 



“Neither do I, but you know how quick a crowd can turn into a mob. Take a patrol and get those 

civilians back in their cars. Oh,” I added as he turned to go, “I want everyone to turn their cell 

phones in to Sergeant Williams. If anyone wants to call home, they have to get permission from 

their NCO.”  

“That’s going to piss a lot of guys off,” he said.  

“I know, but tough. I need them focused on their jobs for the next twelve hours.”  

“I see your point, but it’s going to go over like a fart in church.” He turned back and walked 

towards the Control Point, calling out names as he went.  

I went over to where SPC Kolakowski sat on the curb, smoking a cigarette. He started to get up, 

but I told him to sit.  

“You OK, Derek?” I asked.  

He blew out a long stream of smoke, and said, “Yeah, but I think I overreacted. It felt like I was 

back in Iraq, and all I could think was that it was a VBIED.” I knew what he meant, a Vehicle 

Borne Improvised Explosive Devise could contain thousands of pounds of explosives, and was 

rolling death.  

“You did the right thing. A couple ton car is almost as good as a bomb. Take some time, then get 

back to work.”  

“Yeah, well, this is America, Sarge. Ain’t supposed to happen like that.”  

“Ski, I just shot another guy two hours ago, because he panicked. People are people, and I expect 

we’re going to see a lot more of that before the sun comes up.” I put my hand on his shoulder 

and squeezed. I hoped I was wrong, but I’ve been in some pretty shitty places in the world, and I 

knew the human animal, when threatened, could turn from civilized gentleman to wild beast in a 

moment. I made a note to tell Sergeant Petruncio to make sure his guys acted in as non-

threatening a manner as possible.  

Matter of fact, I should go with them. I walked over to where Petruncio was doing Pre-Combat 

checks. He had four others gathered around him, and was working them pretty well. It was the 

Guard, so some of the younger guys and girls were a bit inexperienced, and I saw that he had 

picked only people with combat patches on their shoulders. Good deal; I let him roll with it and 

thought about what, exactly, we were going to do.  

While I stood there, trying to remember if we had a bullhorn packed away somewhere, a 

HUMVEE pulled up, letting off a Major that I didn’t recognize. He returned my salute, looking 

as tired as I felt, with circles under his eyes and two days stubble on his face.  

“Sarge, I’m going to need you to clear this bridge. Get these civilians off, never mind the 

vehicles. You’ve got half an hour.” He turned to yell something at the guys from the HUMVEE, 

who were unloading crates and spools of wire.  



“Excuse me, Sir, but I need to hear that through my company commander, or someone else in my 

chain of command,” I said when he turned back to me.  

“Go ahead and call them. My guys are going to wire this bridge, and if we get the order, it’s 

coming down, civilians or no civilians.”  

That threw me for a loop, and everyone within earshot turned to look at us. “Sir, with all due 

respect, what the hell is going on? You’re going to drop this bridge? It’s one of the major 

crossings of the Mohawk River! Shit, they just rebuilt it last year.”  

“Sergeant, just do what you’re told, like I am. I have squads rigging every single bridge between 

here and Amsterdam. Call your CO if you have to, but you now have,” and he looked at his 

watch, “twenty nine minutes.”  

I just shook my head. Behind me, I heard Hanebury say “Zombies, I fucking KNEW it!” and I 

glanced up at the traffic, which was still piling up. People were starting to press against the 

barricades, still orderly, but getting anxious.  

“RAMIREZ!” I yelled, “GET OVER HERE WITH THE RADIO!” I heard the truck start up, and 

wished again that we had some backpack radios. It rolled over, he passed the mic to me, and I 

quickly got the company First Sergeant on the horn.  

“Top,” I said, “what the hell is going on?” I asked, radio protocol be damned. “I’ve got some 

Major I don’t know who is talking about blowing the fucking bridge. This is some kinda joke, 

right?”  

“No joke. Do what he says. Shit is getting crazy higher, Nick. Your LT is on her way back. Good 

luck and Godspeed. Rainbow Seven Out.”  

I slammed the mic down, just as the LT pulled up in the Jeep. She hopped out and started 

barking orders, waving at me to follow her.  

“What the hell is going on, Di?”  

Her face looked rough in the glare of the spotlights, and I could see her eyes squinting under 

pressure. “End of the world as we know it, Nick. All bridges across the country are being either 

blown or closed. There’s some kind of infection, plague or some shit coming out of DC, and they 

decided that it was the only way to keep the population under control.”  

“Shit,” I muttered.  

“Yeah, and I’m going to give the order to go to MOPP 3 in a minute.”  

“Masks only? We don’t have suits.”  

She shook her head, “Masks and gloves. Apparently it’s a blood born pathogen.”  

I swore again and cupped my hands together, yelling, “PETRUNCIO! GET YOUR ASS BACK 

HERE!” The patrol stopped, the rear guys crashing into their sergeant, and then turned back.  



“Nick, I want everybody, except for whoever is running the control point right now, here in five 

minutes,” said the LT. I nodded and hustled off to pass the word, going into the GP medium tent 

and kicking cots, telling everyone to be there in full battle rattle in four minutes.  

In a few minutes, except for the TCP crew, everyone was gathered around the hood of the 

HUMVEE that LT. Brown stood on. She took off her helmet and ran her hands through her hair, 

then started talking.  

“Listen up, everyone. There’s a lot of shit going down, and we’re at the sharp end. I know many 

of you might be reluctant to fire on Americans, but you have to trust me, there is some kinda 

really bad plague going through fast, and if you want to protect your families from getting it, 

well, this is the best plan they can come up with.”  

The guys stood in silence, and she went on. “Having said that, hopefully it won’t come to 

shooting, but we’ve already had two incidents today. However, I’m going to give everyone who 

feels that this might be an illegal order a chance to back out.”  

In the movies, this is where everyone stands fast in support of their leader. In real life, an 

immediate argument started, and several people started walking away. Not the younger ones, but 

the older guys who I was counting on to keep things straight. The younger ones, without combat 

experience, weren’t jaded enough yet. Me, well, although I didn’t like it, I thought I could see the 

big picture.  

“HOLD UP!” I yelled. “No one is going anywhere. If you can’t obey an order to shoot, you can 

damn well drive a vehicle or man a radio. Everyone that feels that way, step over to the left side 

of the truck.”  

Out of the thirty, maybe a half dozen did. Several more started to, but then looked at their fellow 

soldiers, and stepped back. Maybe they felt that it wouldn’t come to it; I was still in a bit of 

shock myself, and didn’t want it to be that way.  

“Ma’am, I’ve got this. Why don’t you see if you can find out more info on what’s going on?”  

She jumped down off the hood, and buckled her chin strap of her Kevlar. “Nope, I gotta do this 

myself, Nick. You hang back and get ready to roll, and see if the engineer guy needs a hand.”  

I watched her pick twenty of the biggest guys there, and start walking towards the barriers across 

the bridge. This was turning into an effing mess. I detailed those who couldn’t find it in 

themselves to participate to go start rotating the trucks back to a gas station down the road.  

The guys formed a line, weapons slung, and the LT grabbed a bullhorn. As she started moving 

down the bridge, a crowd began to form in front of her, looking sullen and angry in the darkness. 

Soldiers banged on car windows and told people to get out, and started herding them back down 

the bridge. There were yells and arguments, but like I said, she had picked the biggest guys she 

could find, and most of them were combat veterans, tired and pissed off at what they were being 

ordered to do, and took no shit.  



“LISTEN TO ME!” LT. Brown said, “THIS BRIDGE IS CLOSED! YOU NEED TO MOVE 

OFF, NOW! THE ROUTE 9 BRIDGE AND THE NORTHWAY BRIDGES WILL REMAIN 

OPEN! THIS IS FOR YOUR PROTECTION! PLEASE, GO BACK TO YOUR HOMES!”  

A rock came flying out of the crowd, and hit one of my guys in the chest. Not a big deal, but that 

was how shit started.  

“”Fuck you! This is America, you can’t keep us from going where we want!” yelled a man who 

had stood up on a car.  

“THE GOVERNOR HAS DECLARED MARTIAL LAW. GO BACK TO YOUR HOMES!”  

That’s when I heard it. Gunfire echoed from several miles away, first a few pops, then a rising 

crescendo of small arms fire, and then a heavy machine gun, coming downriver. The crowd fell 

into stunned silence, and in that silence, another sound came drifting up from the south. It was a 

howl, coming from a human voice, but unlike anything I had ever heard before.  

  



Chapter 4  

“Jesus Christ! What the fuck was that?” exclaimed Sergeant Williams, who had come back with 

the cell phones.  

“I don’t know, but shit is about to get bad. Naomi, tell your people to pull trucks across the 

bridge. The TCP is closed, as of RIGHT NOW!” She didn’t answer, just nodded and raced away. 

I heard truck engines starting as I jogged forward on the bridge.  

“YOU, YOU AND YOU, COME WITH ME!” I yelled, pointing at Kolakowski, Hanebury and 

Boyd. The three of them, all Specialists, had been manning the Traffic Control Point, but I 

needed them now, especially Ski with his SAW. I was hoping a show of force could stop this riot 

in its tracks. Because a riot was what was about to happen.  

“LIEUTENANT, BRING YOUR GUYS BACK!” Behind the crowd, screams erupted, that howl 

wailed again, chilling me to the bone, and everyone surged forward, onto the bridge. She had 

turned to face her men and order them back when a single pistol shot sounded, and Diana Brown 

threw up her arms as she was flung forward and onto the pavement. She disappeared under the 

feet of the single minded animal.  

One of her guys, I don’t know who it was, took a knee and fired a burst into the crowd, and it 

rolled back, like a wave meeting an immovable rock. Two bodies lay in the street, and Lt. Brown 

had been pounded into the pavement.  

“CEASE FIRE! CEASE FIRE!” I yelled, but it was no use. The asshole with the pistol fired 

again, a half dozen rounds, and two soldiers fell. That was all it took, and the rest of them 

unloaded. It was a massacre, compounded by the crowd still pressing up from behind. Whatever 

was driving them, they were more afraid of it than of our guns.  

Which quickly fell silent. In their wisdom, our leadership had only issued thirty rounds to each 

troop. What, honestly, did we need more than that for? Our captain had said. Now, I cursed his 

name, and dug into my vest, where I had two hundred and ten of my own ammunition.  

“Come with me, we’re going to get the LT. Everyone else, fall back to the trucks!”  

The men passed me by, hurrying back towards the supposed safety of the two MRAPs. I pushed 

forward against the crowd, trying to get to Di, but I slipped and fell on a dead woman, and I 

started to get trampled. Feet slammed into me, and my breath was driven out of my lungs. One 

kick landed just under my helmet, and I saw stars.  

Right at that moment, I thought I was going to die, but then I heard the ma deuce mounted on 

one of the MRAPs open up, and the crowd surged backwards again, allowing me to crawl over to 

the side of the bridge and pull myself up. I took a second to gather myself, and, thank God for 

them, the three guys I’d grabbed charged over to me.  

Forming a tight team, we started back, but the crowd came on again, and I ordered them to stop 

and fire. So help me God, I wish to this day there was something else I could have done, but 



foremost in my mind was the thought that, if they got through my unit was dead, and beyond 

them was my wife and family.  

I lined up on one woman, overweight and wearing some kind of pants suit. Some state worker, 

maybe, but now her face was twisted in a rictus of hate and fear in the spotlights, and she had 

picked up a rock or a brick to throw at us. I fired, and she sat down with a huff on the street, a 

puzzled look on her face, then just slumped over.  

I haven’t forgotten her, but I’d like to think, in light of what came later, that I spared her some 

suffering. Now that I know. Maybe I’m just making excuses for myself, but it weighs on my 

soul. She was the first. I ran forward and grabbed LT Brown’s body, slinging her slight frame 

over my back, and started back north.  

“GET OFF THE BRIDGE!” screamed a voice over the gunfire, and I turned to see the Engineer 

Major motioning wildly. There were still hundreds of civilians on their feet, and dozens more 

staying in their cars. Men, women, children. I looked at them, then looked back to the trucks, and 

told my guys to go.  

Kolakowski didn’t move, just laid down and started hammering a burst of 5.56 at the people who 

were still coming for us. Hanebury flopped down next to him and started feeding the gun, yelling 

over and over, “SHOOT ‘EM IN THE HEAD! SHOOT ‘EM IN THE HEAD!” I don’t know if 

he actually really thought it was the Zombie Apocalypse, but he kept screaming it as I shoved 

Boyd forward.  

I don’t know if Ski understood that we were going to blow the bridge; maybe he did and he was 

trying to buy us time. Hanebury was with him because they were a team, and he wouldn’t let him 

down. Ten years later, writing the story of what happened, I put them both in for Silver Stars. It 

got denied, of course. No witnesses besides myself could be found to testify.  

On my shoulders, Di groaned. I looked back at them once more, then ran as fast as I could, 

hoping I wasn’t doing any more damage to her probably shattered ribs. I reached the trucks and 

slung her back on the ground, then turned to go back for Ski and Hanebury. They had stopped 

firing and turned to go, and the crowd surged forward over the dead bodies, that godawful howl 

sounding louder and coming from more places, louder than the screams of the people.  

There was a series of ear splitting cracks and flashes of light reflecting off the water; they started 

in the middle of the bridge and worked their way towards us. I could feel each one through the 

soles of my boots. Behind them, the roadway seemed to lift upward a little bit in sequence, and 

then fell the forty feet to the river below, bringing bodies and cars with it. Even as I watched, the 

last charge went off in front of my two men, and they disappeared into the blackness.  

“Holy crap!” muttered Ramirez, who had come up behind me. There was silence, punctuated 

only by more gunfire from upriver. Then the screams started again, some coming from people on 

the other side of the ruined bridge, others from the water as they were swept downstream.  

Before anything else could happen, the railroad bridge to our right erupted in the middle, pieces 

crashing downward. Then the howling started again, and more and more screams from the 



people on the other side of the water. Some started jumping into the rushing current, trying to 

swim across, and the crowd actually surged forward into the water, falling, as something drove 

them from behind.  

“Petruncio, take your squad and go down there and start pulling people out of the water!” I 

ordered, as I heard the Engineer’s HUMVEE start up and race off. “Sergeant Williams, call an 

ambulance for the LT!”  

“I already tried, the 911 system is down!” came back her panicked answer. Shit, that would have 

to stop, or we would all break.  

“Is Doc Raines working on her already?” She nodded, and I put the problem aside; there was 

nothing I could do right now. Raising my voice, I called out for all NCOs to come to my 

position. Then I grabbed the handset and called the TOC. The RTO answered with her own 

panic.  

“What the hell is going on?” I yelled into the mic, taking my frustrations out on the poor kid.  

“I…I don’t know, Sergeant! The Route 9 TCP just went off the air, and the Captain and Top 

went charging out of here! I’m the only one here!” A note of hysteria was creeping into her 

voice.  

I took in a deep breath, then said, “OK, stay calm, and if they come back, give me a call. Try and 

get an ambulance sent down from the Division HQ in Clifton Park. I’ve got a severely injured 

soldier.”  

“I can try, but the -” and then she cut off in mid-sentence.  

The NCOs gathered around as I handed Ramirez the mic, and I climbed up on the hood, echoing 

Di only a few minutes earlier. Both because I wanted to address them, and I wanted to see what 

was going on across the remains of the bridge.  

“How many of you brought your own ammo?” I asked.  

Several hands went up, and I grunted in satisfaction. “Good. We need to redistribute and form a 

perimeter facing north, about 100 meters up the road, at the first cross street. Staff Sergeant 

Allen, your squad takes right. Sergeant Urban, yours takes left. Petruncio will have his squad 

behind you, and respond as needed. Sergeant Williams, concentrate on getting whatever 

survivors make it to shore into that house over there,” I said, pointing to my right.  

“Nick, what the hell is going on?” said Allen, his normal ghetto accent falling away in the stress.  

“I have no idea, Bill, but I want to be ready. Make sure your guys are ok, they’ve gotta be shaken 

up by Ski and Hanebury dying like that.”  

“Are they dead? How do we know?” asked Williams.  

“We don’t, but we don’t have the manpower to go look for them.” I didn’t tell her that I had seen 

both of them hit the water, pounded by a section of the bridge. A little hope never hurt.  



Then I looked up and across the water. The screams had stopped, but the howling went on. What 

the hell WAS that? Then I saw it. Dozens of pairs of red pinpoints, barely visible at head height, 

clustered on the end of the bridge. Even as I watched, they fell into the water, thrashing madly, 

still howling.  

Even as I watched, the howl sounded BEHIND me, and I spun on the hood. A man was charging 

down the street, howling like his soul was on fire, and he was followed by half a dozen more. 

Their eyes were blazing red, and some of the people who had come out after the shooting 

stopped ran to get back inside their houses. One woman, an older black lady, slipped and fell, 

and the pack descended on her and ripped her apart.  

“HOLY FUCK!” shouted someone, and ten rifles went off at once. The rounds ripped into the 

attackers, and two of them fell. The rest got up and ran towards us, even as chunks of flesh flew 

off them.  

I raised my rifle, sighted, and fired a three round burst into the closest. The man fell, then got up 

again. Another was cut in half by the .50, guts and spine exploding outward, and the top half of 

his body started to pull itself towards us.  

“HEAD SHOTS! HEAD SHOTS!” I yelled, and fired again at the closest one, trying to hit him 

in the head, but my hands were shaking all over. The man, a bald headed, beefy white guy, 

vaulted onto the truck and crashed into me, and I jammed my rifle barrel into his neck, pulling 

the trigger over and over. His head came off just as one of the rounds drilled into Doc Raines. He 

fell to the ground, leaking blood from his leg.  

One last shot sounded, and then more screams, this time normal, human ones. One of the 

MRAPs started up, and tore off down the street. The unit was falling apart, and I had to do 

something.  

 

  



Chapter 5  

“Rodriguez, try and get on the horn to higher and find out what’s going on. Petruncio, start 

loading the trucks, we’re going to head up to the Company CP and rally there. Everyone, cross 

load ammo,” I said, as calm as I could. “Sergeant Williams, get me a roll call, find out who it 

was that took off in the MRAP.”  

“Sarge, what about the civilians?” asked Boyd. He gestured to the houses that lined the road, 

where I could see cautious figures peering out from behind curtains.  

It was decision time for me, for all of us. This looked to be bad, and getting worse. To punctuate, 

I finally heard a muffled BOOM come rolling down the river, preceded by a flash in the sky. 

That was the I-87 bridge going, or Route 9.  

“There’s nothing we can do for them right now,” I answered, making up my mind.  

“But what about our families?” asked Sgt. Opel, an older guy who had just come back into the 

Guard after a ten year break. I knew he had something like five kids, and he asked the question 

that I hadn’t wanted asked.  

“Yeah, I want my cell phone back so I can call my wife!” shouted one of the younger guys.  

“Sergeant Williams will give you back your phones for five minutes, then collect them again.” I 

answered him with a final, flat tone. “Our families will have to fend for themselves until this 

blows over. I’m sure we’ll be able to stop this in its tracks, and most military wives know the 

score, and should be prepared.”  

“Nick…” ventured Naomi.  

“No discussion, Sergeant Williams.” I heavily emphasized her rank, and she looked back at me, 

understanding. We were in deep shit, and things had to stay together.  

“Fuck that! I didn’t sign up for this shit!” exclaimed the kid who had spoken earlier. I didn’t 

know him, he had just gotten back from AIT as an intel analyst.  

“Yes, you did,” I answered, drawing my 9mm, and holding it pointed at the ground. “So get your 

ass moving and get on that truck.  

“Or what?” He pulled out a cell phone, one that we had missed, and started texting furiously.  

“Or I shoot you dead on the spot for disobeying orders.”  

Petruncio saw the look in my eyes, and butt stroked the kid in the back of the head, knocking 

him down. “Anyone else?” the wiry Italian said, and the two dozen soldiers all looked away. 

“Then let’s go! You heard the man.”  

“What about him?” asked Opel.  

“Leave him,” I answered. “Once this is done, he can face charges. But take any ammo he has 

first.”  



“SERGEANT AGOSTINE! I GOT BATTALION ON THE HORN!” yelled Rodriguez. I hustled 

over and took the mic. It was Major Alerdice, the S-3, or Operations Officer. I gave him a quick 

SitRep, leaving out the way the ones we shot hadn’t fallen. He didn’t seem to want to hear it 

anyway. I could hear multiple radios, and gunfire, lots of it. The Battalion HQ was located south 

of the Thruway bridges, in what was probably the middle of a complete shitstorm.  

“Sergeant, your orders are to check out your company command post, which is not answering 

the radio. Then you are to proceed west to Seneca Army Depot, conserving your fighting power. 

Is that understood, over?”  

“Roger, Company CP and then proceed west to Seneca Army Depot, conserving combat assets. 

Out.”  

I had expected the Company CP part; it was what I had already told the guys. The Seneca Army 

Depot, not so much, and I put that aside for now.  

Five minutes later, we piled into the remaining MRAP and the two HUMVEES, loading LT. 

Brown gently in the back seat of the Jeep. I ordered two of my guys to take her to Saratoga 

Hospital, then leaned over to talk to her.  

“Nick…” she whispered, face racked with pain, and breath coming in gasps. Blood was trickling 

out of her mouth, and I don’t know how she was still conscious.  

“You’re gonna be OK, Di. They’re taking you to the hospital. Just hang tight.”  

“Not … going to make it,” she gasped again.  

“Bullshit,” I answered, with tears in my eyes. She had been the first one to welcome me to the 

unit after I got off active duty, and we had become good friends since then.  

“Bullshit yourself!” she said weakly, almost smiled. Then she coughed up a gout of blood.  

I wiped it away, but she was getting paler. I leaned closer to hear her talk.  

“It’s going to be bad, Nick. Take this,” she said, using the last of her strength to reach up and 

pull at the American Flag velcroed to her shoulder. She was too weak to pull it off, so I took it. It 

was stained with her blood, looking black in the streetlight.  

“Swear to me, you keep the faith. Swear it.” Her eyes closed as her last words came whispering 

out. She didn’t breathe again.  

I took the flag and put it in my sleeve pocket, then stood up. “I swear, Di. I’ll keep the faith.”  

That flag, the only one remaining after Kansas, after I thought we were done, is still in my 

pocket. It will be there until I die and we meet again on Fiddler’s Green.  

  



Chapter 6  

There is a time for friends to die, and a time you to mourn them. In a soldier’s life, they are 

rarely the same. I turned away from my dead friend, and looked at what was now my command. 

Maybe a dozen and a half scared, tired soldiers. Cooks and clerks, with a scattering of veterans 

among them. Little ammo, and the world collapsing around them. A few vehicles, and a situation 

which none of us were prepared for or able to deal with.  

“Sarge,” said Petruncio, “the trucks are loaded.” He stood there, weapon at the ready. He was in 

the zone, and as I closed the Jeep door, I stepped into it too. Took everything outside my 

immediate surroundings, and put it in a box, then duct taped that box and shoved it into my deep 

subconscious.  

“OK, let’s roll. CP first. It’s only a mile. Tell the guys to be weapons TIGHT. I don’t want any 

civilians shot, but if they are threatened by any more of those creatures, whatever the hell they 

are, they MUST take aimed shots. First person that wastes ammo, I’ll have their head.”  

He stepped forward, and leaned in to speak quietly. “Nick, you and me, and some of the other 

guys, we’ve been there, but most of them, even the HQ people with tours overseas, will, they’re 

still Fobbits.”  

“Tim, either they’re going to man up, or be dead. We’ve got no time,” I answered. “It’s up to us 

to lead.”  

“Got it. I’m just saying.”  

“Understood. Let’s get to the CP and then we can take it from there.”  

The small convoy started slowly down the street, and the civilians in the neighborhood started to 

panic, coming out of their houses and yelling at us. More came out and started shoving belonging 

into their cars, cramming them with all kinds of useless stuff. I stood up in the turret of the 

HUMVEE, watching the whole thing, leading the way. Rodriguez kept trying to reach Battalion 

on the radio, but they had gone off the air. Behind us, a glow had started on the horizon, a large 

fire somewhere, and sirens were screaming back and forth.  

A car sped backwards out of a driveway, cutting the MRAP off and then crashing into it. I 

ordered Boyd, who was driving, to pull up to the accident. The MRAP driver had gotten out and 

was arguing with the driver of the car, some skinny punk with a tattoo on his neck. This part of 

town was dominated by old Victorian houses divided up into rentals, and didn’t exactly have a 

thriving middle class.  

“Llewellyn, get back in the truck. Sir,” I said, trying to remain civil as I clambered down the 

hood, “move your car.”  

“Fuck you! You’re going to pay for that shit!” The car was a little Honda, lowered, with spinner 

rims. The guy had a wild look in his eyes, and I don’t think his reality was the same as mine.  

“Sir, when the emergency is over, I’m sure the State of NY will pay for your car, but you need to 

move it, now.”  



“Or what?” he answered, raised his hands up, and tried to shove me. Just at that moment, I heard, 

in the distance, another howl. I hit him in the face with my rifle butt, knocking out some teeth 

and probably breaking his jaw.  

“DRIVE OVER IT!” I yelled, and climbed back onto the HUMVEE to see what was happening 

behind us. A full scale riot had started, with a few little pairs of red eyes showing in the crowd, 

actually BITING people. Pistol shots sounded, and screams, and cars and people surged toward 

us.  

“GO GO GO!” I yelled, and slammed my hand down on the roof. The MRAP drove over the 

back of the car, and over the skinny guy who had just started to get back up, leaving a red smear 

on the road. We shot forward, following it, and the next HUMVEE and the Jeep tagged along in 

our wake. Another car coming out of a cross street hit the Jeep, slamming it sideways and 

pinning it up against a pole. The crowd of people, which at this point was starting to be 

composed of more and more of those fucked up glowing red eyed monsters, swarmed over it, 

and I heard the screams of my men as they were dragged out.  

The crowd quickly disappeared in the distance, and we moved into an area of quiet for a 

moment. The CP loomed up ahead, illuminated by lights on poles and guarded by a single 

HUMVEE. I expected to be challenged, but the turret didn’t swing in our direction. There was 

nobody IN the turret. Coming to a stop, I ordered Sergeant Petruncio, who was next in rank to 

me, to set up a small perimeter while I checked things out.  

Inside the building, the lights were all on, and no one was home. The radios had been hammered 

into uselessness, with the hand mics cut by a knife. There was a mug of warm coffee, a 

commemorative Desert Storm mug hat I recognized as the Company First Sergeant’s, sitting on 

the table.  

On a whiteboard, someone had written in dry erase marker, “ALL UNITS TO SENECA. 

MOHAWK BRIDGES BLOWN AT NORTHWAY, FREEMANS, RT. 9, REXFORD.” Then a 

question mark with “WATERFORD?” followed by “HOLDING AT ROTTERDAM RT 5/ 

THRUWAY JUNCTION” followed by a time, 02:17 LOCAL.  

Fuck. We had just missed them. My watch showed 02:32. I headed back outside.  

“Williams, take three guys and gather everything useful. Boyd, break into Stewart’s,” I said, 

gesturing across the street, “and grab as much non-spoilable food as you can load in the 

HUMVEE. Take three guys with you.”  

“Sarge? What?” he answered, a puzzled look on his face.  

“Just do it. Bread, canned food, water, as much as you can stuff in the truck.”  

“I can’t ...” he said. Boyd was a cop in civilian life, and the thought of committing a crime just 

didn’t compute in his head.  

I didn’t have time for this. I climbed back up on the hood, and gathered everyone around. “Listen 

to me!” I said, loudly. “We have been ordered to fall back to Seneca Army Depot, out past 



Syracuse. I don’t know WHAT is going on, but you saw those things attacking people. I am 

going to do my best to get you all there safely, and that is IT. But…” I said, lowering my voice. 

“I know you are all concerned about your families.”  

Decision time. Family, or fighting power. I made the decision which I would come to regret, 

later. “If any of you have family in the immediate area, or along the way west, we WILL try to 

get to them. If you have family elsewhere, I am releasing you with orders to proceed as best you 

can to Seneca.”  

They all looked at me, and at each other. South of us, the glow on the horizon was getting 

brighter. I didn’t know it then, but a train of container cars with thousands of gallons of fuel oil 

had started to burn in the Port of Albany. We could also hear distant gunfire, and even a scream 

or two from whatever was still going on down the street. Even as I spoke, an eighteen wheeler 

truck, with the words PEPSI on the side, went past us to the south, oblivious as the driver made 

his morning delivery rounds.  

“Listen,” I began again, “I don’t know what the hell is happening. I want you to stick with me, 

because no matter what those things are, what’s going to be worse is when the food runs out and 

the gas is gone. You remember after Hurricane Katrina? Well, this is going to make that look 

like a picnic. It’s not just New York, you all have heard the civilian news and seen the videos on 

YouTube in the last few hours. It’s going on all up and down the eastern seaboard, spreading 

from DC. If we stick together, and if the center holds, we can beat it. But if we each go our own 

way, this country will fall, no doubt. But do what you think best.”  

  



 

Chapter 7  

In the end, only six stayed with me. Sergeant Opel and SPC Boyd, Doc Raines, Sergeant 

Williams, Staff Sergeant Petruncio, and another kid. I never even found out her name, because 

shit happened so quickly after that. Williams had a son who lived with her in Schenectady, and 

Boyd’s wife was in Clifton Park, so we made plans to head to them on the way west.  

I wished them all Godspeed, gave them their cellphones back, and saluted. Of course I let them 

go see to the safety of their families; as much as I had forced it down, the thought of being able 

to get to Jane and our daughter kept pushing me into panic. She would have gone north already, 

and her parents lived way up in the Adirondacks. The place they had retired to was pretty damn 

self-sufficient, at least for the couple of weeks I was sure it would take before this blew over. 

Still, I wanted to make sure that she had gotten on the road.  

We took the two HUMVEES, counting on using civilian cars for any family members, leaving 

the MRAP behind. It was even worse on diesel than the trucks, and we had hundreds of miles to 

go. As we set out, myself leading one truck and Petruncio leading the next, fire department sirens 

started going off, the big ones mounted on the roof of the station houses. I’m talking all of them, 

at once, and lights started going on in houses all around us. Some people were already packing 

their cars, others stood on their porches, looking sleepily at their phones or into the street.  

Being closest, my house was first. We lived on a small street, in a quiet neighborhood. As we 

drove, I tried to text Jane, but I couldn’t send, or call. As I tried, a text popped up simultaneously 

on all of our phones.  

ALL MILITARY RESERVISTS REPORT TO NEAREST ARMORY OR BASE. CIVILIANS 

STAY IN YOUR HOMES AND SEAL YOUR DOORS AND WINDOWS. DO NOT OPEN TO 

ANYONE EXCEPT POLICE OR MILITARY. DO NOT TRAVEL ON ROADS. ATMS ARE 

DISABLED. STAY HOME. THE CURRENT EMERGENCY WILL BE OVER BY 

TOMORROW.  

I shook my head in disgust. That was just going to make it worse, although I suspected the sheep 

in the cities would listen for a day or so, until they got hungry. I doubted this was going to be 

over in a week, not if we were pulling back hundreds of miles.  

As we drove, trying to avoid the more and more frantic cars passing in both directions, Boyd 

yelled up to me. “Hey, Sarge, what the fuck is going on? What the hell were those things? My 

wife said that she could see some in the street.”  

“Punishment from the Lord,” said the PFC driving, the one whose name I never got. She had her 

hands gripped tight on the wheel, a young black girl from the South End of Albany. Her family 

was on the other side of the blown bridges; it said a lot about her life that she didn’t want to go 

back and try to get them.  

“You might be right, Private, but usually when things fuck up like this, it’s a human hand behind 

it. Just keep driving. Make a left,” I ordered, and we slowed the heavy truck down to turn into 



my street. As we did, two of the madmen ran at us, their blazing eyes giving the driver a 

second’s notice. She had her window down, and one reached in, grabbed her by the chinstrap on 

her Kevlar, and hauled her out of the window. I heard her neck snap with a sickening POP and 

the truck rolled straight into a parked minivan as her body flopped lifelessly. We hit with a 

crunch and stopped dead, slamming me forward into the fifty cal.  

Boyd, on the passenger side, couldn’t see what was going on, but the gunner in Petruncio’s truck, 

SGT Opel, opened up with the 240B mounted there, sending short bursts into the two bodies as I 

struggled to extricate myself. One fell when his head popped like a balloon, but the other 

scrambled up onto the hood, howling like mad.  

I was scared. Shit scared, more than I had ever been in my life. This, this thing, had been my 

neighbor. I had drank beers with him while I helped build his deck. Paul, his name was, wife, 

three kids, he was an accountant. I knew that he cheated on his wife, and that he did coke 

sometimes. Not my friend, but my neighbor, someone to shoot the shit with sometimes.  

All this went through my head as I scrabbled for my pistol. For the second time in my life, I 

pissed myself in fear, though I didn’t realize it until later. His face, his face was twisted up in a 

rage, and his teeth were broken, like he had ground them together. There was a bite mark on his 

face, and dried blood and snot had run out of his nose. The eyes, though, the eyes were what held 

me paralyzed. They glowed red, with a fierce flame that outlined the veins around the cornea. He 

moved in jerky, twisted motions, but powerfully, coming up onto the hood, coming closer. There 

was an overwhelming smell of blood and gore, and a blackened hole in his shirt, right over his 

heart, powder burns from a contact gunshot wound. He should have been dead, from that and 

from the huge chunk blown out of his ribcage by a 240 round. He should have, but he wasn’t. 

That damned howl, heard up close, went through me like two pieces of Styrofoam rubbing 

together.  

The hands grabbed me, and pulled, an inhuman power. I leaned back in the turret, shoving hard 

with all my might with one arm, and still pulling at the pistol with my other. God, whatever it 

was now, it was strong as hell, and I screamed to answer the howl, a scream of rage and 

frustration. The bloody face came closer and closer, and I couldn’t feel any breath. He wasn’t 

alive, my mind screamed, as his jaw snapped open and closed.  

“I CAN’T GET A SHOT!” screamed Boyd.  

“Just … fucking… SHOOT!”I yelled back, jamming my gloved hand onto its face, trying to 

shove my finger into the thing’s eye.  

The first round scored my face, a scar I have to this day, and I flinched backward. The second 

went in under his jaw and came out the top of his head, splattering me with blood and brains as I 

turned my face way. The third ripped away into the darkness.  

What had been my neighbor collapsed bonelessly and slid down the windshield. I climbed out, 

blood streaming down my face, grabbed my rifle, and ran for my house.  

 



Chapter 8  

Her car door was open, with a backpack full of supplies scattered by it. The engine was still 

running, and I looked in the back. No car seat. Turning, I saw that the front door was wide open, 

and light was spilling out.  

I ran up the walk, tripping in my haste on a metal object on the ground. Looking down, I saw in 

the streetlight an empty magazine, from Jane’s pistol. Scattered around the grass were several 

shells, and I ran faster, heart pounding.  

“JANE!” I yelled, hoping to not get shot. There was no answer, and I charged in the door, rifle 

raised to my shoulder, and tripped over the body on the floor. There was more brass, another 

empty magazine, and bullet holes in the wall, as well as another corpse laid out flat in the 

hallway.  

All this happened in slow motion, and my vision tunneled as I put out my hand to stop my fall. I 

landed hard, and felt pain shoot up my arm, and the air was driven out of me by my magazines 

punching into my chest through my vest.  

Struggling up to one knee, I took in the scene. Her pistol sat on the floor by the kitchen, empty, 

slide locked back. The shotgun was in the hallway, blood smeared across the barrel. The corpse 

in the hallway had its head shattered, an old man with greying hair, mixed with black blood.  

“JANE!” I screamed, chest pounding in fear. On the wall of the hallway that lead to our 

bedrooms was a single, bloody partial hand print that trailed along at head height, into the 

darkness of the back area of the house. I heard a sound, and called out, more softly, ignoring the 

sounds from outside.  

She came slowly forward, emerging out of the dark, eyes closed. Blood smeared her mouth, and 

she was missing the tip of her trigger finger. My beautiful wife, who had healed me and helped 

make me whole after the wars.  

“Jane… oh no, Jane, no, no, no…” I tried to raise my rifle, but my whole body felt numb, and 

my arms didn’t seem to want to work.  

I’m going to tell you something I haven’t told anyone, even Brit. I’ve kept it hidden these ten 

years, because the memory of it has been too hard to deal with. Something that recently came up, 

before our scouting mission to Florida. They’re in there. Somewhere. They aren’t dead. 

Somewhere, deep inside, something remains of their mind, though I’m sure it’s a place called 

hell. I’ve known it ever since that night.  

My wife reached out her hand, the one with the missing finger, and hissed softly 

“Niiiiicccccccckkkkkkk….” and slowly opened her eyes. They were blood red and had that 

glow, and even as she said my name, it rose up into a howling scream that I came to know so 

well. I stood paralyzed, unable to move as she swayed towards me, getting closer and closer.  



Then I saw what was in her other hand. A small arm, the fingers still grasped tightly in hers, with 

tendons and muscle hanging off of it. Blood dripped onto the wooden floor, our baby daughter’s 

blood.  

She came even closer, and I could see that her teeth were jagged and split. I learned later that 

when you got infected, your jaws clenched so hard that your teeth shattered. It made for a good 

way to rip meat off bones, too.  

Her face was inches from mine, and I still couldn’t move. Then a sound from outside woke me, a 

gunshot followed by a scream. I swung the rifle up as hard as I could at her head, and hit her 

with the barrel, driving her to the floor. She, it, started to rise and come at me again, and I flipped 

it around and smashed the stock into that beautiful face. Again, and again, and again, the plastic 

shattering as I hammered it down on her, until the light went out of her eyes.  

Then I sat down on the floor, oblivious to the chaos happening outside, and cried, for what 

seemed forever. Sobbed until snot ran down my face and mixed with the blood. I put my hands 

to my head and banged my helmet back against the wall.  

I think, at that moment, I went mad. I don’t remember what I did in the next few minutes, only 

that I found myself at the door. My rifle hung from its sling, Jane’s blood all over it, cracked and 

unusable. The spring buffer had come out the back. Without looking back, I unslung it and drew 

my pistol.  

The barrel felt cold in my mouth, and I could taste the residue of powder from earlier in the day. 

I angled it up, into the roof of my mouth, and thumbed back the trigger. A little bit of pressure, 

just move my finger. It lay on the side of the pistol, outside the trigger guard, and I couldn’t 

move it.  

Soldier, soldier, soldier, what was your oath? Protect and defend. Protect. I had failed. Then I 

heard her voice, what she had said to me when we were dating and I was still overseas.  

“Just stay alive, promise me you will stay alive.” She had made me swear, that no matter what 

happened in life, I would stay alive. And, way back in my mind, my lost faith told me that it was 

an unforgivable sin. Bitter tears rolled down my face, and I felt more anguish in my soul than 

ever before in my life. I pulled the pistol out and, turning my back on the chaos that was growing 

outside my front door, went back to bury my wife and daughter.  

Outside, the machine gun opened up, and I realized I didn’t have time. I couldn’t even go close 

to where she was, lying there. Instead, I went out the back door and grabbed a can of gas from 

the garage. Coming back into the kitchen, I spread it all over the hardwood floors I had spent 

hours sanding and refinishing. Then I went into the basement and grabbed as much ammo as I 

could carry, my Colt 1911, and Jane’s scoped .22 Marlin.  

When I came back upstairs, Williams was there, standing in the doorway, her face ashen. “Nick, 

we gotta go! There’s more of those things out there, and the whole neighborhood is going 

crazy!”  



I looked back one more time, and took the lighter I had grabbed from the grill in the back. “Go 

back to the truck, Naomi. I’ll be along in a minute.” She fled out the door, and I prayed a silent 

prayer for my family. Then I took the gas can, laid a trail to the front door, and lit it. The flames 

raced across the floor, and I threw the gas can after them.  

Outside, the flames backlit me as I raced for the waiting HUMVEE, trying not to think at all. 

  



Chapter 9 

The scene played over and over in my mind, and I squeezed my eyes shut. No, I told myself over 

and over. Maybe I hallucinated it. The stress and lack of sleep were getting to me. She had gone 

north. I said it over and over to myself. They were safe. She had gone north. 

When I opened my eyes, we had gone several miles down the road, and it was as if nothing had 

happened. A few people were out loading their cars in the growing light, and others looked as if 

they were going to work. There wasn’t any panic that I could see.  

She had to be alive. I said it over and over. I must have been asleep. I knew, somewhere in my 

mind, that I could ask any of the guys if we had just been to my house, but I think, at that point, I 

was not right in the head, so I didn’t. 

“Sergeant Agostine, are you OK?” asked Doc Raines. 

“Yeah,” I answered, voice dull. I couldn’t think. I felt like I did when an IED had gone off next 

to my truck in Afghanistan. Fuzzy, and I wasn’t sure what was going on. I was exhausted. Think, 

what’s the mission? When you can’t think, boil it down to the basics. What’s the mission? 

Get west, with all combat power. OK, we could do that. But not as we were now. 

“Boyd, take a right.” We had come to Route 9, and to get to her house, we would have to cross 

over and head west. Naomi Williams started to object, but I think she saw the hard look in my 

eyes. We were going to survive, and carry out our mission, no matter what. 

“Boyd, take us up to the Walmart up on Rt. 146. We need more stuff.” 

He didn’t question me, just turned hard right and sped up. I looked behind to see the other truck 

following. Good. Right then, everyone’s phone lit up at the same time. I unlocked mine and read 

another text message. 

“ALL PRIOR SERVICE MILITARY PERSONNEL REPORT TO LOCAL USAR AND 

STATE NG ARMORIES WITH PERSONAL WEAPONS. MARITAL LAW IS IN EFFECT IN 

THE CONTINENTAL UNITED STATES. ALL PRIOR SERVICE PERSONNEL UNDER 

AGED 50 ARE RECALLED TO ACTIVE DUTY.” 

Shit was hitting the fan. If there wasn’t panic now, there would be soon. Even as closed my 

phone, a flight of Blackhawks clattered overhead, heading south. I grabbed the mic from the 

doghouse and keyed it. 

“Any military unit this net, this is separate element, HHC Forty Second ID. We are two vics 

heading towards rally point at Rotterdam Bridges.” I handed the mic back to Rodriguez and told 

him to repeat as often as possible, and to give our route. 

We pulled into the parking lot of Walmart, and I directed the two trucks to pull over to an 

unoccupied section. There were already a few dozen cars in the lot, despite the early hour, and a 

crowd of people going in and out. I got out and motioned for everyone to dismount. When they 

did, I took a knee and tried to collect my thoughts for a minute, the guys staring at me 

expectantly. 



“Listen to me. You all saw what happened at the bridge, and you know our orders. In an hour or 

two, when America wakes up, this is going to turn into an ultimate shit storm. If there is to be 

ANY hope of the country surviving this, I’m pretty sure a lot of will have to be written off. Our 

priority is to see that we survive as a viable force to make that happen. Do you understand?” I 

looked each one in the eye until I got a nod or an answer of yes. 

“I’m going to ask you to do some things which you might not like. That’s fine. I’m not going to 

like them either, but in my judgement, it’s what we’re going to have to do. Right now we’re low 

on ammo, and we are going to need food and other supplies to get through this. Hopefully we’ll 

meet up with organized military forces west of here, if not at Rotterdamn, than someplace else a 

little further down, maybe Amsterdam. Maybe not until Seneca, if even that.” I paused to let that 

sink in, then continued. “If anyone can’t do whatever I ask, including shooting and killing 

civilians, let me know right now.” 

There was a silence, and then Opel spoke. “Sarge, I can’t. I’m a police officer. I can’t do it.” 

“I understand,” I answered. “There’s a Saratoga County Sherriff’s substation on the other side of 

146. I’m sure they can use your help. Take as much ammo as you need, and God Speed.” 

He looked at me hard and long, then shook his head. “I’ll stay. Just make sure it’s necessary.” 

“I will. I’m not saying we’re going to be moving down people, but look at them,” I answered, 

and gestured to the entrance of the store, just as a crash sounded. Someone had thrown a 

shopping cart through the front door, and people started pouring in. 

“That’s it then, no more questions. Sergeant P, take your truck and clear those people away from 

the entrance. Give them a warning burst over their heads. Combat lock your vehicles, engines 

running. Leave enough space between vehicles to get I’ll go after ammo with Opel, Petruncio, 

you go after food and water with Williams. Non-perishables. Doc, hit the pharmacy and get what 

you need. Sergeant Boyd, you’re in charge out here. Stay on the gun and shot if you have to. Any 

questions?” 

There were none. I think they were in shock, too. It was all moving so fast. “OK then. Mount up, 

and be careful, but don’t take any risks.” 

The next minute was pure mayhem. 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 10 

Taking the drivers’ seat of the first truck, I stomped on the gas, hitting the horn. Nobody moved; 

they were in a panic trying to get into the store, not out of our way. 

“Corporal, give ‘em a burst overhead!” I yelled, and a half dozen rounds crashed into the 

Walmart sign. The crowd fled screaming, diving to the pavement or hiding behind parked cars. I 

stopped it hard, and I felt Opel turn his gun to face the parking lot. Slamming the lock down on 

my door, I struggled to climb across the transmission and out the door that SPC Boyd had left 

open for me. He was crouched, nervously sweeping his rifle back and forth at a bunch of terrified 

civilians. 

I clapped him on the back and we ran forward, passing the cowering people, mostly men. “Grab 

that shopping cart!” I told him, snagging one for myself, and we rolled into the store, followed 

by Petrucino, Doc Raines, limping on his bloody leg, and Sergeant Williams. Knowing the store, 

I split left, heading for the sporting goods counters. 

“GET OUT OF THE FUCKING WAY!’ yelled Boyd, keeping his weapon nestled on his 

shoulder, and pushing the cart with the other. If someone didn’t move fast enough, he raised it to 

point at them. 

The store itself was a weird mix of normal and fear. The people working inside didn’t know what 

was going on, and the awful florescent lights seemed to kill your soul. Some of the ones who had 

gotten in before our trucks blocked the entrance were pulling all kinds of stuff off the shelves, 

and many people were walking around yammering into cell phones. The cashiers, only two or 

three this early in the morning, were still ringing people out. 

Getting to the sporting goods, I hopped the counter and used the barrel of my rifle to smash at the 

glass doors on the ammo cabinet. They didn’t break, so I fired a round into the top of the panel, 

and a huge crack ran down the plexiglass. I started handing cartons of .223 to Opel; there were 

about twenty or so boxes, maybe a thousand rounds. “Shit,” I muttered, “not nearly enough.” 

Then again, you never had enough. 

“Boyd, go get a bolt cutter from hardware. I want a couple of these shotguns.” 

He nodded and took off, and I started grabbing all the 12 gauge shells I could find, thinking 

about what I had seen at the bridges. Then there was a tap on my shoulder. 

“Excuse me, what do you think you’re doing?” said a gravelly voice. 

I turned to see a huge, late middle aged woman staring at me, arms crossed over a gigantic, 

sagging bosom. Her look could have frozen Lake Ontario; on her blue vest was a name tag that 

read “Darla”, and underneath that, “STORE SECURITY”. 

“In case you haven’t heard, um, Darla, martial law has been declared, and I’m a soldier. So I’m 

taking all your ammo and some of your guns.” 



“Oh no you’re not, not without paying for it. I don’t give a shit WHO you work for or what kind 

of emergency this is. Don’t make me apprehend you” She reached down for something that hung 

from a belt hidden by her fat rolls. 

“Go ahead, you fat fuck,” I muttered under my breath, and continued to grab ammo, reaching for 

9mm. I was exhausted, and had no time for this shit. 

The taser hit me on the side of my arm, just as I turned to put some more in the cart, and I yelled, 

dropping whatever was in my hands. I would have dropped my rifle, too, but that was already in 

a tactical sling. 

I don’t know if you’ve ever been hit with a taser or a stun gun. It effing HURTS. Every muscle 

tensed up and I fell to the floor, smashing my nose on the counter, adding to my pain. The 

electricity continued to run through me, and I involuntarily screamed. She held the trigger down 

for what seemed like an eternity. 

“WHO’S A FAT FUCK NOW, HUH?” she yelled at me, coming around the back of the counter. 

Then the electricity stopped, and her enormous weight crashed on top of me, driving out 

whatever breath I had left. 

“Chief, are you OK?” came Boyd’s voice through the buzzing in my head. 

“Get … her … OFF ME!” I managed to grunt. The taser was off, but my muscles still felt weak 

as hell. I felt him roll her to the side, and I managed to squeeze out from behind the counter on 

all fours. Then I threw up. 

“Sarge, we gotta get out of here. Things are going to shit, people are starting to really loot stuff.” 

“Take the shotguns, and let’s get back to the truck,” I answered, staggering to my feet. The 

woman groaned, and I kicked her as hard as I could in the leg, feeling like I was kicking flubber. 

I was in a seriously shitty mood now. 

On our way out, we passed people grabbing all kinds of crap, not just stuff you needed to 

survive. We ignored them; they would be dead soon enough. Others were ransacking the food 

aisles, and some looked at our carts full of ammo and weapons a bit too long.  

Williams, Petruncio, and Doc Raines were unloading a few more carts into the trucks, just 

throwing things in, and we joined them, handing over boxes of ammo. 

“Nick, we gotta get to Schenectady, I gotta go get my son,” said Naomi, a look of worry on her 

face. I started to answer, when Opel called up to me in the turret. 

“Sergeant Agostine, there’s a couple of State Troopers out here, and they look kinda pissed off,” 

he shouted down, and I could hear the nervousness in his voice. I came around the front end of 

the truck, boots crushing on broken glass, and Boyd came with me. There were two troopers, 

dressed in the grey of the NY State Police. 

“Gentlemen,” I said, before they could speak. “Unless you want this to get real ugly, real fast, I 

suggest you go home, get your families together, and be prepared to ride out a very long 

shitstorm.” 



“What the hell is going on here?” asked the older one. His young partner didn’t look old enough 

to shave. 

“It’s the goddamned Zombie Apocalypse, you moron! What the hell does it look like?” said 

Opel. 

I ignored him, and said to the Trooper, “You’ve heard the radios and gotten the texts. Martial law 

has been declared, and we’ve been ordered to pull back west.” 

He started to say something, but the 240 up in the turret hammered out a long burst, making all 

of us jump. “HERE THEY FUCKING COME!” yelled Opel, and I looked past the Trooper to 

see what he was shooting at. 

Spilling into the parking lot, running like manic beasts, were hundreds of the infected. 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 11 

“What the …” the State Trooper started to exclaim, but I shoved him out of the way and crawled 

into the HUMVEE. 

“LET”S GO!” Opel had dropped out of the turret and slid into the driver’s seat, and Doc climbed 

in the back. The door slammed shut, crushing my little finger, and I yelled in pain as we moved 

out. 

The first one we hit disappeared under the front end, and I felt the thump thump of the wheels 

going over it. Then we were into the crowd of whatever the hell they were, tires squealing on the 

pavement as we chewed through them, banging off parked cars, and then we were through. 

In my sideview mirror, I could see the second truck following behind. Boyd was up in the turret, 

hammering away with his SAW, but the rounds seemed to zip through the bodies to no effect. 

With a BANG that I heard through the closed door, they crashed into a minivan, spilling undead 

all over the parking lot. 

“STOP THE TRUCK!” I yelled, and Opel slammed on the brakes. I opened the door up and 

lined up my rifle, trying to site in on their heads, but the whole thing was a giant clusterfuck of 

people who should be dead trying to climb back onto the truck. Boyd had drawn his pistol and 

was firing measured, direct shots. 

The driver’s door opened and Williams tried to claw her way past three of them, and she went 

down in a welter of blood, screaming. I fired once, and again, and her screaming stopped 

abruptly.  

 

“Opel, on the gun, Doc you drive! BOYD, RUN FOR IT!” 

 

He cursed, threw his empty pistol at a man missing one arm who had climbed up on the hood, 

and hauled himself out of the turret. Three steps, and he was off the hood and running as fast as 

he could towards us. 

At the same time, the passenger door opened, and Petruncio took off running towards us too. 

Opel started firing with the 240, riddling the truck and the undead around it with heavy 7.62 

rounds, but he only got off a few shots before yelling, “I’M OUT!” 

Boyd suddenly tripped and rolled, coming back up immediately, but limping. Behind him came 

two of the undead, and I fired a burst, then flipped my selector to single shot and tried to hit them 

in the head. One down, but the second grabbed Boyd’s arm and bit down hard, through his 

uniform. He screamed and ripped his arm away, and Opel fired a shotgun blast that took off the 

thing’s head at the neck. 

I ran forward and grabbed Boyd, even as Petruncio seized him by his body armor harness and 

dragged him forward. We hustled him into the back seat, and P shoved in next to him as I 

jumped into the passenger seat. The truck tore out of the parking lot, jumping the curb and out 

onto Route 9, almost crashing into cars coming the other way. In the rearview I could see utter 



chaos, with the Troopers firing their pistols into the ever growing crowd of undead. Then they 

disappeared from sight. We drove a mile north before I told him to pull over. 

“Doc, switch with Sergeant Petruncio. Boyd got bitten by one of those things, check out his 

arm.” He did, pulling into a Dunkin Donuts parking lot, and they quickly swapped seats. 

“Hey Nick, I need some coffee,” said Petruncio, and he pulled over to the drive through. I think 

he must have been in shock after his close call, but I was too tired to pay attention to it, thinking 

of Naomi going down under the crowd of whatever the hell they were, and the agonized look on 

her face as I shot her. 

“Welcome to Dunkin Donuts, how can I help you?” crackled the speaker.  

 

“Uh, yeah, I need five coffees, black, a bottle of milk, and shitload of sugar packets, and a half 

dozen assorted donuts,” said Petruncio, over the rumbling of the diesel. 

“That’ll be $21.28,” the woman answered back. “First window, please.” 

“P, what the hell wrong with you? The world is falling apart, and we gotta get the hell out of 

here!” exclaimed Opel from the turret. 

“Hey, soldiers run on coffee, and Sergeant A didn’t say no.” 

I shook my head to clear it. Coffee sounded good. I seemed to be in some kind of fog. “Just keep 

your eye out, Opel. Doc, how is Boyd?” I asked, turning around in my seat to look as I heard a 

grunt behind me. 

The two were locked in silent struggle, Doc Raines using both of his hands to keep Boyd’s 

gnashing teeth away from his face. Then he screamed as those teeth clamped down on his 

fingers, biting them off cleanly. 

“HOLY SHIT!” yelled Petruncio, and he tried to swing his rifle around. I leaned back in my seat, 

and struggled to lift my own weapon. Opel squatted down in the turret, took one look, flipped the 

shotgun upside down, pressed the barrel to Boyd’s face, just under his helmet, and pulled the 

trigger. 

The sound was deafening in the closed confines of the truck, making my ears ring. I could see 

Doc Raines screaming, but I couldn’t hear him. In one motion, he jammed his hand under his 

armpit, then pulled his own pistol from his leg holster with his good hand. Eyes closed, he used 

his thumb to cock the hammer, and, even as Petruncio reached for him, jammed the gun under 

his chin and fired. 

We sat there, stunned, as my hearing slowly returned. Then I opened my door, got out, and threw 

up for the second time today, spitting out bile. 

I felt hands helping me up, and I struggled to throw them off, yelling incoherently. Then 

Petruncio slapped me, hard, across the face. 



“SERGEANT AGOSTINE! GET YOUR SHIT TOGETHER OR WERE ALL GOING TO 

DIE!’ he yelled at me. I looked at him, and I could see the fear in his eyes. 

“We’re all going to die, P,” I said quietly. “I don’t care.” 

“Goddamnit, Nick, I don’t know what the fuck is going on! What do we do?” 

I looked over to where Opel was cautiously dragging Boyd’s body out with one hand, the 

shotgun cradled in his free hand, finger on the trigger. He needn’t have bothered, most of the 

soldier’s head was missing. 

On the other side of the truck, I could hear the drive through speaker, asking if everything was all 

right. Behind the truck was a BMW, and even as I looked over, the driver leaned on the horn. 

The passenger window slid smoothly down, and some guy in a suit yelled at us to stop jerking 

off and move forward. Because of the angle I guess he didn’t see Boyds’ body lying on the 

ground. 

My brain was having a hard time with the reality of an apocalypse a mile away, and this asshole 

yelling at me so he could get his chia latte whatever the hell. I raised my rifle and fired a burst 

into the dickhead’s engine compartment. I hope he pissed himself. 

“Get back in the truck, I’ll get Doc’s body out. Get the coffee and let’s get the hell out of here.” 

  



Chapter 12 

We drove westward, down a deserted road. Normally this time of day people would be going to 

work, heading east to catch the Northway down to Albany. Now, for almost five miles, it was 

deserted.  

Coming up on Route 50, we save why. A squad of Air Force MP’s were blocking the 

intersection, stopping all traffic and turning them around. I told Petruncio to pull up next to the 

grey painted HUMVEE, and I leaned out the window to talk to their Sergeant. He ignored me, 

talking rapidly into a mic clipped to his vest.  

I jumped as the .50 on the truck next to me opened up, riddling an SUV that had been too slow to 

turn around. Looking up, I saw that the kid manning the gun had tears streaming down her face, 

and her jaw was set in a rictus of agony.  

“WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON!” I yelled to the squad leader, trying to get his attention.  

He dropped the mic and yelled back, “WE’RE PULLING OUT!” Even as he said it, a C-130 

roared overhead, the orange painted tail of the 109th Air Wing standing out bold in the morning 

sun. The runway for Scotia Air National Guard Base was a half mile south of us.  

Coming over to me, he asked, “Got any ammo? We’re almost out.” 

I shook my head in the negative, and asked, “Have you seen them yet?” 

The look on his face told me the answer. He had. “We’re holding the road while they fly our 

families out, taking them west, I don’t know where.” I had nothing to say to him, and I didn’t 

even register the .50 firing again. The crowds were getting desperate.  

“We’re heading towards Rotterdam Junction, trying to link up with our higher. Come with us,” I 

asked.  

“No way!” he answered. “There’s still a few birds loading. We gotta hold.” 

I shook my head, knowing it was futile. “You’re going to get overrun. Soon as some of those 

undead showup, it’s going to turn into a shit show!” Another four engine monster zoomed 

overhead, drowning out any spoken answer.  

When it had passed, the man reached over and shook my hand. “You Army dispshits get going 

and regroup, and come back here some day and kick some ass!” Then he stepped back and 

saluted, and turned. The last I saw of him, he had climbed up on the hood of the truck, and was 

firing eastward, back the way we had come. The female airman had the same grimace on her 

face as she held the butterfly trigger down on the big machine gun, massacring the civilians 

caught between her hammer and the anvil of the undead.  

We travelled another two miles westward, and I told Petruncio to pull over. When he did, I 

slammed open the door, fell into the ditch, and threw up, spilling acidic coffee on the ground. 

Then I sat back and started crying, weeping uncontrollably.  



Neither Opel or Petruncio said anything. Just let me work it out. I don’t know what happened to 

either of them, they were good, decent men, and damn good soldiers. I tried, years later, to find 

out, but records incomplete. I hope that they’re out there, somewhere.  

The rally point was another ten miles, and we had to go overland for a big part of it, through 

people’s backyards and across front laws. Traffic was piling up, all headed westward. Where 

they thought they were going, I didn’t know, but it was fight or flight time, and most modern 

Americans had had fight bred out of them. Still, there were altercations, people screaming and 

yelling, trying to move crashed cars, helping each other in places.  

We saw the Traffic Control Point up ahead, and there was some serious firepower. Three 

uparmored HUMVEES, and a Stryker. Where the hell they had gotten the wheeled armor I had 

no idea, but it looked comforting. Traffic was moving slowly, each vehicle being stopped, 

emptied and searched before being allowed to proceed.  

There was a big sign on the right, directing military traffic that way. We followed it in, and a 

squad of MP’s directed us to dismount. I got out, and was met by an MP Warrant Officer.  

“Hey Chief, SFC Agostine, HHC 42nd ID, where do you want us?” 

He scowled at me, and asked brusquely, “Where are you coming from?” 

“Our detachment got overrun at the Route 4 bridge, we’re all that’s left.”  

His look didn’t get any warmer. “Overrun by what?” 

Petruncio stepped in and said, “By the fucking undead, Chief! What the hell do you think?” 

“Another goddamn bullshit story. Deserters!” He motioned to the MP squad and the raised their 

rifles at us.  

“WHOA! Just hold on a second there!” yelled Opel.  

I stepped forward, standing between them and my two soldiers. “Chief, I don’t know what the 

hell you think is going on here, but these two were following my orders. You’re going to have  

fight on your hands soon, and you’re going to need every gun you’ve got. I’ll answer for my 

actions as their boss.” 

He thought for a minute, then motioned for one of the MP’s to cuff me, and told Boyd and 

Petruncio to move out. I nodded, and they both stepped back, looking pissed. I handed over my 

rifle, and then my pistol, and felt the cold steel cuffs snap around my wrists.  

“Take him to see Major MacDonald,” growled the Chief, and the MP yanked my arms, pushing 

me towards the command tent.  

  



Chapter 13 

Inside, the tent was a beehive of activity, men yelling and radios crackling orders. The MP 

shoved me down on a camp chair, and left me there, heading back out.  

Outside, there was a round of crackling explosions, and screams. It had been a five round burst 

from a medium machine gun, one of the M240B’s mounted on a HUMVEE. IT sent the entire 

command tent into a panic, with some yelling to “GET DOWN!” and others ran out.  

One Major, who seemed to be in charge, ran past me, clawing at his pistol. He pulled it out, and 

in doing so, fired a round directly into the floor. I sat and watched him fumble with it and put it 

back in his leg holster, hammer cocked back and still off safe, and my heart sank. If this was 

what our defense was going to be like, we were truly screwed.  

He came back in a few minutes later, barking orders, then he noticed me sitting on the chair. 

“First Sergeant Jackson!” he yelled, and a man came over from another part of the tent. \ 

“Yessir!” he said, and executed a perfect salute. A salute inside a tent? Dipshits.  

“Jackson, another deserter. Take him out and hang him.” 

My mouth fell open, and I spluttered. “What the hell do you mean, hang me? What the fuck!” 

“I’ll have no cowards in my command, Sergeant. You’ll be an example to stiffen the troops’ 

morale. Our country is facing the greatest crisis ever, and we’ll need stalwart men to see us 

through. Not panicked COWARDS!” he yelled, spittle flying from his mouth. This guy was 

seriously losing his shit.  

“I didn’t RUN!” I yelled back at him. “Our CO left messages to meet here!” 

Jackson leaned forward and said, “We didn’t get any radio traffic about that, and we ain’t seen 

anyone from the 42nd command. Probably cut and run, too.” 

“Take him out and hang him from the telephone pole by the river. Make sure he’s high enough 

for the troops to see, along with the others.” 

“WAIT A MIN-“ I started to yell, but someone grabbed me from behind and shoved a rag in my 

mouth. I struggled hard, lashing out with my boots, but a big MP came in and clubbed me on the 

side of the neck, and I saw stars, falling to my knees.  

They grabbed me by my arms and dragged me out through the back of the tent, and out towards 

the river bank. A string of telephone poles ran along the river, and from them swung the bodies 

of three men and a woman, all in uniform. I saw one I knew, a Captain from Division HQ. Their 

faces were swollen, tongues and eyes popping out. No broken neck for them; they had been 

hauled up to strangle and dance. Around each’s neck hung a cardboard sign, cut from an MRE 

box, with the word DESERTER written on it in sharpie.  

I saw her then. My wife. She stood in front of me, looking like I had left her last night. That is, I 

think I saw her. I don’t know. Maybe it was my mind, refusing to believe what was about to 

happen. I had been a soldier all my adult life, served my country, been wounded twice, once by a 



bullet and another time, mortar shrapnel. And now my country was going to hang me. “Live!” 

she said, and I answered.  

“Baby, I’m so tired,” I tried to say to her, but the rag muffled my words.  

I shook my head, and she disappeared, and a rage grew inside me. A hatred, for incompetent 

assholes and what was happening all around me. I stood straighter; there was no way I was going 

to beg, and if it meant that I was going to see my wife and child, so be it.  

“Trust me, Sarge, I don’t want to do this,” said the MP next to me, a woman SPC. “I don’t know 

what’s going on, but the Major already had my CO shot for refusing to obey orders. I gotta do 

what I gotta do.” 

The other MP was clumsily trying to tie a noose out of a length of cable, and grunting with 

frustration. “Screw that,” he said “I’m going to enjoy this. Cowards running from battle, pieces 

of shit is all they are.” 

His hands were occupied, so I turned and smashed my forehead into her face, breaking her nose 

in shower of blood with an audible crunching noise. She yelled and fell backwards; any hit to 

nose is extremely painful and incapacitating and I ran straight at the other one, bowling him over 

in a linebackers’ hit. We both fell to the ground, and I struggled to get up with my hands cuffed. 

Thank God they were cuffed in front of me, if they had been behind my back, I would have been 

screwed.  

Rising to my feet first, I kicked him hard in the head as he rose to his knees, and he fell to the 

ground again. Then I ran as hard as I could for the river, expecting to be shot in the back at any 

second. When it didn’t come, I looked back over my shoulder. The guy was out cold, and the 

female was sitting there on the ground, blood streaming from her nose. Well, shit, I guess they 

didn’t make MP’s as tough as they used too.  Thank God for political correctness.   

Turning around, I ran back at her, and she saw me coming, started struggling to free her pistol 

from a crossdraw holster in her vest. She got it out, and fumbled it, dropping it on the ground and 

I got closer, screaming like a madman. Staring at me like a deer caught in headlights, she picked 

the gun up again, pointed it at me, closed her eyes, and started emptying the magazine, hands 

shaking like crazy. Poor kid, she had probably never been in combat before, looked like she was 

frigging twelve years old. When I saw her close her eyes, I zigged left and the rounds passed by 

me, except for the last one, which tugged at my sleeve. The pistol clicked empty and she opened 

her eyes, just as I kicked her in the head, too. She went down like a sack of potatoes.  

On the other side of the tent, screams and that goddamned, soul rending howl started, and a 

deafening volley of machine gun and rifle fire started. I picked at the handcuff keys at her belt, 

trying desperately to twist my hands and unlock them, till finally one snapped free. Ignoring the 

other one around my left wrist, I grabbed the empty pistol, shoved it in my own empty holster, 

and took her full magazines. Then I went back to the other guy, who had gotten woozily to his 

knees. Getting kicked in the head was no joke, and usually led to some serious injury.  



“Hang me, will you, fucker?” I yelled at him, and whipped the handcuffs across his face. And 

again. And again, putting all my rage into it. His face was bloody and he was lying on the 

ground, raising his hands in a feeble gesture to ward me off. I spit on him and kicked him in the 

ribs, then stripped him of his pistol and ammo too. Behind me, the screams and gunshots were 

rising in volume, and civilians and some soldiers, weaponless, started to stream through the 

roadblock.  

I started to run for the river, but then stopped, and looked back at the battle. For a brief second, a 

war raged inside of me. It was my duty to join the battle, but the rage against the injustices 

against me boiled up inside. Instead, I saluted the flag of our falling country one more time as it 

flew in the air from a HUMVEE whip antenna, and turned to run for the river.  

 

 

  



Part II 

 

Chapter 14 

It took about a week for the world to die. I spent the nights tied to the shore, either to a dock or 

an overhanging tree, as I slowly made my way first east down the Mohawk, then north against 

the current of the Hudson.  

The first three days I held fast; my stolen canoe was stocked with canned food, water and toilet 

paper that I had stolen from a locked house on the side of the river. My right arm ached where I 

had taken a pellet from a shotgun, breaking into the back of a closed convenience store. It had 

gone in, tore up some muscle just under the skin, and gone back out. I had put three rounds into 

the man shooting at me, but left the store unlooted, disgusted with myself. It had been pure 

reflex, but still, a man was dead.  

He joined a growing toll. Dead bodies floated downstream, so many I lost count, and made sure I 

stayed out of the filthy water, idly watching the carp feed on them. From the shore, gunfire rang 

out intermittently, finally fading off, till there were only occasional shots off in the distance.  

Each day, I sat in the bushes of a seasonal island; during the spring it was probably under water. 

Only twice did the undead show up on shore, and I hammered each to the ground with a baseball 

bat. They moved slower after being immersed in water, and the second night, I found a pair of 

binoculars in an abandoned HUMVEE at the checkpoint. The battlefield was littered with 

hundreds of bodies, most civilians, and all the military vehicles except the ASV were still there. I 

looked for the bodies of Petruncio and Opel, but didn’t find them. I also got a rifle with a 

smashed handguard and about fifty rounds of ammo. 100 MPH tape fixed the handguard, and I 

used a precious dozen rounds to zero it. I wanted more, but the undead showed up within ten 

minutes of me getting there, and I ran for my life, barely making it to the canoe.  

By the second day, the sirens had stopped. No cop cars or fire engines, and tall columns of 

smoke rose up high in the clear blue sky, including a massive one to the southeast that I 

suspected was either the storage tanks or a train load of fuel oil at the Port. That one burned for 

two days.  

The planes overhead dwindled and stopped, most heading west high up in the atmosphere, 

leaving contrails. Then the afternoon of the second day, I saw a combat air patrol appear 

overhead, and watched a 747 go down with an AMRAAM air to air missile blowing off a wing. 

That happened twice more, and the civilian planes disappeared. The Air Force jets followed soon 

after.  

High on a bluff downriver a house sat isolated, with a long stairway going up from the dock. 

After the planes were shot down, I took a chance and crossed the river at dusk, tying up to the 

dock and carefully making my way up the stairway. I had picked this one because it was hidden 

and hopefully there weren’t any undead around. I’d deal with the owners as peacefully as I 

could, but approached the back door with rifle slung and pistol out. I avoided it and went instead 



to a window, and used a pry bar to pop the lock and slide it upward. The house was deathly quiet 

as I slid my way in.  

The reason for the silence was upstairs. An older couple sat on a couch, looking out over the 

river, watching the sunset. They looked frail and very old, the woman with her head leaning on 

her husbands’ shoulder. His head lay back on the couch, and I realized he was dead.  

“Ma’am?” I said, holstering the pistol, but keeping my hand on it.  

She looked at me with clouded eyes, and feebly lifted her head up. “Can you get me a glass of 

water?” she begged and I did so. She sipped gratefully and motioned to a bottle of pills on the 

couch. “Please,” she asked, and I opened the cap for her. She shook out more than a dozen pills, 

and I did nothing to stop her.  

“He’s dead, Ma’am” I said gently.  

“I know. I felt him slip away last night. His heart, I think, but in the end, he had seemed to slip 

back to some other place. He fought in the war, you know. With Patton’s Third Army. Earned a 

Silver Star, wounded three times. I think what we saw happening killed him. He loved this 

country.” 

“I know how he felt. I was a soldier too.” I did know, it hurt deeply inside.  

“You’re still a soldier. Go fight. I’ll be fine.” She took the pills and put them in her mouth, one 

by one, asking me for more water halfway through. I got it for her, and watched her slowly fall 

unconscious, her husbands’ hand clutched in hers. After a few minutes her breathing dwindled, 

then stopped.  

I laid them together on the couch, the husband stiff with rigor, then covered them with a 

handmade quilt, and proceeded to my objective. A desktop PC sat nearby, gently glowing, and I 

crossed my fingers, hoping for no password. CTRL ALT DELETE, and the windows desktop 

appeared.  

I was tempted, so tempted, to go to Facebook and look at pictures of my family, but I didn’t. It 

was too raw, too soon. Instead I went to the major news pages. I could only find one newspaper 

site still functioning, the Seattle Times. 

“PLAGUE SPREADING OVER EAST COAST. MARTIAL LAW DECLARED. 

GOVERNMENT EVACUATING TO SEATTLE. 101ST AIRBORNE OVERUN OUTSIDE DC 

BY REFUGEES. NUCLEAR WEAPONS CONSIDERED. PRESIDENT AND VICE 

PRESIDENT BOTH MISSING” 

 

The article was long on headlines and short on information. It pretty much seemed that the world 

was going to shit, and the government had declared a “safe zone” in the Pacific Northwest.  

Internationally, outbreaks were reported in every major city in Europe, South America, and the 

Middle East. China had closed its borders, and a major shooting war had erupted between the US 

and China over the Taiwanese Straight.   Casualties heavy on both sides, and nuclear weapons 



had been used by China close by capitals of three major countries, apparently as warning shots 

not to interfere. 

I switched to Youtube, and watched a video of a column of buses getting overwhelmed outside 

the campus of Syracuse University. Undead pulled screaming college students from the coaches 

and ate them raw. There was a zoomed in shot of a girl getting bitten on the leg, running way 

with a chunk of meat ripped out, bleeding profusely. She fell, then got up, and attacked another 

person, biting furiously. A cop blew her head off, and was set on by the guy he had just saved.  

The video ended with an “oh shit” and a brief glimpse of a pretty red headed student with a crazy 

grin on her face before it cut out. I was stuck by how bright her blue eyes were, and went back 

and played it again. It had been posted by #crazyred, but there were no others from her, and I 

idly wondered if she had made it.   

Another video showed F-16’s dropping napalm on a narrow choke point I recognized as being 

around Herkimer, New York. Abrams tanks were firing canister rounds, but the thousands of 

undead came running through the fire and overwhelmed the sparse defenses, leaving the tanks 

helpless without infantry support. They reversed track, spun around, crushing living and dead 

into paste, and tore off westward.  The video rose into the air, and I recognized the POV as being 

from a helicopter taking off. Behind the horde, stalled traffic stretched to the horizon, and what 

seemed like tens of thousands of figures milled about.  

As I watched, night had fallen, but suddenly the sky was lit by a brilliant, distant flash away to 

the east. It slowly faded; I learned later that Boston had just disappeared in a burst of nuclear 

fission. It was bright enough to light the night sky more than two hundred miles away. It had 

been three days since the first reports of the plague; I’m surprised they waited that long.  

Time to go; I didn’t want to be trapped here. Looting the house produced a good backpack, a 12 

gauge pump shotgun, and fifty rounds of buck. I took as much non-perishable food as I could 

carry, wrapping the cans in towels to keep them from making noise, and a spare can opener. I 

also found the old man’s medals in a frame on the fireplace, along with a tattered set of Staff 

Sergeant’s stripes.  

I took them out of the frame and placed them on the blanket covering the old couple, then went 

out to the garage, pistol in hand, watching for undead. There was a can of gas for a lawnmower, 

and I spread it liberally around the living room, lying a trail out onto the deck.  

As I paddled away, the flames rose up into the night, consuming the past, and lighting a bleak 

future.   

  



Chapter 15 

The next day, power went out, and the rest of civilization died. I drifted slowly downstream in 

the night, keeping low, cursing at the gnats that hung over the river. Here and there, isolated 

bright spots were lit, automatic emergency generators that would also shut down in a week or so, 

cars rushing here and there. The gunfire started again, but in a desultory manner. I had seen 

people moving around, and undead also. Now, though, they came out of their houses, packing 

their terrified families into their cars and heading west, like the emergency broadcasts had told 

them to. Their food at hand had run out, and panic really set in. 

As I drifted, slowly dipping my paddle every now and then, I approached the Rexford Bridge. A 

string of cars, lights on, were backed up for a quarter mile. I heard screams, and then a gunshot, 

and a body fell over the bridge, landing fairly close with a splash. I pulled my poncho, with 

branches stuck through it, over my head and lay down, letting the current take me. Then I heard 

another scream, a young woman, and harsh male voices. Then more gunshots, a full scale fire 

fight between long guns on one side and pistols on the other, ending with a death scream and 

more harsh laughter.  

As I passed under the bridge, two more bodies fell. I didn’t move, just bumped against the 

abutment and then swirled away. Then I heard the young girl screaming again, trailing off into 

quiet sobs. I grit my teeth and tried hard to push it to the back of my mind.  

When I had drifted about fifty meters further, I risked looking back from under the poncho. The 

headlights highlighted a woman, more like a girl, spread out on the hood of a car, held down by 

two men while another went at her.  

Nope. Not on my watch.  

I slipped the paddle into the water, and guided myself onto the southern bank of the river, the 

Schenectady side. There was a low, stone wall, and I tied off the canoe and stepped into the mud. 

Slinging the M-4 over my back, I took one pistol, racking a round into the shotgun as quietly as I 

could and placing another in the tube. Then I climbed over the stone and walked quietly along 

the grass, picking my steps carefully.    

They had no sentry. No one watching the back side. They were just looting cars and killing 

people, four of them working their way down the line, hauling terrified people out, stabbing them 

to death. Three were still at the girl, who was silent now. The closest ones, the rapists, were a 

mixed bunch, two black guys and a white guy. Equal opportunity. One still had on a yellow 

orange jumpsuit with ACCF INMATE stenciled on the back. Another, the one raping the girl, 

wore the remains of an army uniform, and my blood boiled. The criminal was what he was, but 

the soldier … 

The wrecking squad was a hundred meters away now, and most people had run as they 

approached. They were outside pistol range, but close enough for the M-4. I would deal with 

them later.  



“You know,” I thought to myself, “you’re probably going to die here. You’re not some superhero 

avenger, just a dude.” So be it, I answered myself.  

I had crept to within ten meters, using stalled cars for cover. Thirty feet, with a good shotgun, the 

spread will be about a little bigger than a hands width. They aren’t like in the movies, where the 

hero fires a shotgun in the general direction of the bad guy and he gets thrown backwards. No, 

you still had to aim the damn things and hit someone in a vital spot.  

This is also the time in the movies when the hero stands and says “HEY!” to get their attention. 

Like I said, I was no hero. I peeked over the hood of a car, maneuvering around so that I could 

see all three, lined the shotgun barrel on the one on the left, and fired.  

He did go down, the buckshot ripping into his upper left back, probably pulping his heart. The 

force of the impact spun him around, and I shifted to the one on the right, jump suited criminal, 

and fired again. He had started to turn, and the shot caught him high up on the shoulder, driving 

into his neck. The prisoner grabbed his throat and fell to the ground, kicking and choking.  

Rapist soldier tried to stop what he was doing, grabbing at his ACU pants. He dropped to do so 

just as I fired again, and the buckshot flew over his head. I ran forward, around the car, pumping 

another round in, and slipped and fell in a puddle of blood. Wild shots from a pistol in the hands 

of the half-naked man sparked the concrete around me, and then a hammer hit my leg, just above 

and to the outside of my knee, and another one smashed into my SAPI plate. I lined up along the 

ground and blew his foot off, and then fired again into his body as he dropped in front of me, and 

then once more into his face, obliterating it.  

My leg felt like fire, and I used the shotgun like a crutch, hauling myself off the ground, and 

stumbling around the car. She was still sprawled out on the hood, eyes open and neck canted at 

an odd angle, staring into eternity. Maybe all of fourteen years old. I closed her eyes just as the 

first bullet spanged into the radiator.  

Shouts sounded down the bridge, and then more rifle fire. Bullets shattered the windshield next 

to me, punching crazy spider web holes in the glass, so I dropped the shotty and unslung the M-

4. They were running at me, and this I knew how to do.  

One round, center mass, just like at the range. Shadows backlit by car headlights. The first one 

dropped. Another, miss, reengaged, hit. He didn’t go down, shitty ass 5.56 round, just kept 

coming forward, lifting his AK knock off and firing on full auto. His first rounds whistled 

overhead, then climbed even higher. I ignored them, time slowing, and fired again, the bullet 

sparking off the rifle and into his face, and he fell screaming.  

The other two went to cover, firing along the sides of cars and underneath them. My leg felt 

numb and a quick glance downward showed a red stain in my pants. I fired several more rounds, 

then crouched down, taking the time to carefully wrap an army issue pressure bandage around it. 

The shots had stopped, and the only sounds were the wounded man screaming, and yells back 

and forth between the two men, only fifty meters away now. Then one more shot, and the 

screaming man stopped. So much for loyalty among criminals.  



“HEY!” yelled one. “How about you join us? You pretty good with a gun, yo!” 

“FUCK OFF!” I yelled back, and started sliding myself along the ground, using the dead bodies 

as cover. I made it all the way the way to the left side of the bridge, and got my feet under me.  

“Come on, dude, world is over, it’s time to have some fun!” He was talking to cover the 

movement of his buddy, with his voice coming from the right. That meant scumbag number two 

was on the left. I stood up from behind the cover of a prone motorcycle and there he was, 

crouched down, about ten meters away. He looked directly at me, an “oh shit” expression on his 

face, and I fired, four rounds that punched him down to the ground. Then my leg collapsed under 

my weight, and I fell down again, just as scumbag one screamed and came running at me.     

When men fight with their lives at stake, it’s brutal. There are no fancy martial arts strikes 

between average guys bent on killing each other, just grappling and choking, hitting where ever 

you can and hoping the other guy gives out first. It is the scariest shit I have even been involved 

in.  

I tried to get my rifle around to make a snap shot at him, but it went wild, just past him, and 

before I could correct my aim, he was on me. I don’t know why he didn’t shoot me; instead he 

swung his own gun, some kind of rifle, at my head. It hit my helmet and glanced aside, 

wrenching my neck with the chinstrap, and then I grabbed him around the waist and wrestled 

him to the ground.  

What happened next, I don’t know. I don’t remember. I have a vague memory of bad beer breath 

and foul body odor, and hands wrapped around my throat, choking me. Next thing I do clearly 

recall was sitting with my back against the bridge wall, my M-4 smashed to pieces, and his head 

at my feet, skull misshapen and oozing brains and blood. He still breathed, but it was a warbling, 

choking sound. My whole leg was coated in blood, and I felt really tired. It seemed to take 

forever to get my pistol out of the holster, and when I tried to fire it uncocked, I didn’t have 

enough strength to pull the trigger. I fumbled with hammer, locking it back, and shot him. And 

again, once more, to make me feel better. Then one more time.  

Off in the distance, I heard that damned howling start again, but I just sat there, watching the 

dawn light grow, and presently fell fast asleep.       

  



Chapter 16 

I woke with sun blazing overhead, sweltering in the July heat. My mouth was dry as hell and 

tasted of blood; I had somehow bitten my lip in the fight. My left eye was swollen shut, and 

when I tried to move, a bolt of pain shot up my leg, making me scream out loud.  

Fumbling around at my shoulder, and trying not move too much, I found the tube for my 

camelback and sipped a little bit, swished it around in my mouth, and spit it out. Then I drank 

deeply, and splashed some water on my face, trying to wash off the blood that crusted my eye 

shut. Eventually I got it to open, and I whispered a silent prayer of thanks that I could still see out 

of it.  

My leg was a different matter. Dried blood clotted the bandage and my pants leg, and flies had 

started settling on it. Last thing I needed was the infection those nasty shits carried, so I left the 

bandage on but splashed some water on it. There was no exit wound and I cursed. That would 

have to come out, and I felt around for the bullet, discovering a hard lump on the outside, back of 

my leg, with a massive bruise. I couldn’t determine the caliber; all I could be grateful for was 

that it hadn’t hit a major artery, or I would never have woken up.  

I reloaded the pistol, regretting the extra rounds that I had fired into the dead attacker. The rifle 

was a loss, but I took the magazine and managed to work the bolt enough to get the chambered 

round out. Then I unseated them all, counted, and reloaded them, throwing out one that had a 

dent in the side. Next I looked for the shotgun; it was lying on the ground about fifteen feet 

away, and I had a dozen shells in my pockets.  

First things first, threat analysis. Some howls sounded, they were far away. I don’t know how I 

had made it through the night, but I wasn’t going to question it. In front of me was the body of 

the guy I had fought with, pale and leeched of blood, covered with flies. No threat, but his rifle 

was lying on the ground between us. I leaned over and reached out to get it, and I could barely 

move. Every muscle in my body screamed at me, and I fell back, exhausted. No action hero for 

me, I felt like I had been run over by a tank. With supreme effort, I shoved the pain aside, leaned 

forward again and managed to snag the barrel. 

It was a Ruger Mini-14; and empty. That explained him trying to hit me instead of shooting me, 

and I thanked the gods of war. My M-4 magazine wouldn’t fit, but I could fire the rounds 

through it. I cursed the stupid governor of NY and his idiot rule about ten round magazines as I 

thumbed them in, leaving the rest loose in my pocket.  

I scanned around; my view was limited by bridge walls and abandoned cars. Directly in front of 

me were the bodies of the three men I had killed with the shotgun, swelling and bloating in the 

sun. Even as I looked, one moaned, built up gases escaping past his vocal pipes, and for a 

panicked second I thought he was going to get up as an undead. I was in no way in shape to 

defend myself, and I sat with the rifle trained on the body for a few minutes.  

Above them, still lying on the car hood, was the body of the girl. Her pants hung off one leg, and 

her shirt was yanked up, her face turned towards me. The eyes that I had closed were getting 

picked at by a crow, and hatred blazed up inside me. I actually sighted on him, but then thought 



better of wasting the bullet, never mind what the sound of the shot may have brought. Instead I 

took an expended cartridge and, grunting, threw it at the bird. It flew off with a squawk, then 

settled back on the roof, waiting. Overhead, turkey vultures soared in the thermals, and then dove 

downward. They were getting their fill.  

I suddenly felt a huge need to piss, and take a crap. I could piss my pants, I’d done it before and 

it would dry soon enough, but I didn’t want to, and I sure enough didn’t want to shit myself with 

an open gunshot wound. Rolling on my good side, I unbuttoned my fly and pissed as far away 

from myself as I could, then staggered to a sitting position with my back against the side of the 

wall, and slid my pants down. I had TP in the canoe, but I also kept some napkins in my blouse 

pocket, and used them as best I could. Then I forced myself to stand, hauling myself up the wall.  

My leg screamed, and I couldn’t put any weight on it. Dragging it along, I staggered in a lurch 

over to the closest wrecked car and fell onto the hood. Then I managed to reach the shotgun, and 

violated a cardinal rule of firearms handling, using a loaded weapon as a crutch.  

It took me more than half an hour, and I was growing hungry and felt a little faint, but I managed 

to search each of the dead bodies, except the dead girl. Her I pulled down off the hood, managed 

to wrestle her pants back onto the stiff body, and pulled down her shirt. Then I cut one of the 

dead men’s shirt up off him and placed it over her face. The others I left for the crows and 

vultures, after going through their stuff. My search yielded a small .380 automatic, three rounds 

left, good quality, and a crappy Taurus 9mm. I took the rounds out of that and threw it in the 

river. A pack of M & M’s, covered in blood. I rinsed the package off and hungrily ripped it open, 

downing a handful and almost swallowing them whole.  

The ammunition thing bothered me; in reality, gun fights used up a LOT of ammo for little 

result. I had been extremely lucky last night, only firing less than a dozen rounds, but a similar 

situation could easily have reached into the hundreds. I expected all the stores that might have 

ammo were beyond looted; I’d have to start cracking every single house that had a “NO SAFE 

ACT” sign on its front lawn. That, in itself, was a risk, because the occupants, if any, were 

probably armed.  

The other problem was the undead. They moved pretty fast; but in top shape, I could probably 

hold my own against a group with a baseball bat or some other kind of club. Like I was now, I 

probably couldn’t even club a baby seal to death. That meant guns, but I didn’t trust myself to 

make head shots even twenty five percent of the time, and hardly ever past ten meters with a 

pistol and fifty with a rifle, Hell, I was reflexively trained to shoot center mass, and that was 

going to be hard to get over. I didn’t have the thousands of rounds necessary to develop muscle 

memory.  

My canoe was stocked pretty well with cans of food and water, and I hoped it was still there. I 

limped over to the bridge rail, and looked down. It was, but standing on the bank, milling around 

aimlessly, were several dozen vacant eyed, soulless corpses.  

FML. Not cool at all. What the hell did they want? I couldn’t kill them all, short of a mini-nuke.  



“Well, Nick, you’ve got something they don’t. Use your head, man.” I almost jumped at the 

voice, until I realized that it was me. Great, I was talking to myself now.  

I was startled out of my reverie by the sound of an actual siren on the far bank, on the north side 

of the river. A New York State police cruiser went screaming down the road, moving from west 

to east. I stood there, mouth open in shock, and the group of undead came charging up the ramp 

to the bridge, chasing it. So I dropped the shotgun, threw the Mini-14 as hard as I could over the 

bridge rail towards the river bank, cursed as I heard it splash, then followed with the shotgun. 

That crunched to the ground just past the rocks, and I slipped over the side, took a deep breath, 

and let go.  

  



Chapter 17 

Water isn’t soft, and equipment is heavy. Yes, everything falls at the same rate, but mass effects 

impact, too. I weighed, with body armor, ammo, water, and weapons, maybe almost two hundred 

and fifty pounds, and I hit the water from twenty feet up like it was concrete. Then I hit the 

bottom, about four feet down. Thankfully it was soft mud, but it hurt like a muther.  

The double impact, as I expected, drove the breath out of me, and I struggled not to inhale. Don’t 

panic, don’t panic, don’t panic, I chanted, and crouched down on the bottom, then stood up, only 

far enough that my head stood out of the water. I looked around to assess, and then started 

struggling towards the canoe. As I moved, I felt around for the Mini-14, but no luck. It was 

probably buried in the mud that squished under my boots. I finally made it, struggled to roll into 

the canoe without tipping it, and fell in. I cut the rope holding it to the bulkhead, and pushed out 

into the stream, letting it carry me away, and drying slowly.   

I spent the rest of the day drifting downstream, occasionally using the paddle to keep myself mid 

channel. Finally I just let it drift over to the north bank, where I knew from fishing experience 

that it was deep right up to the edge, but there was woods, not likely to be anyone around. I tied 

off and stiffly clambered out of the canoe.  

Now the hard part, my leg. It was throbbing, and had started bleeding again after my soak in the 

water. I was really concerned about infection, and had to do something about it. The pellet 

wound on my arm was healing well, but my bit lip annoyed the shit out or me, and my eye was 

swollen.  

I tried hard to think about whether the bullet should come out, or if I could leave it in. I was 

going to assume that it had to come out, didn’t they do that on all the medical shows? OK, then, 

first things first. I tried hard to think of what to do for the wound, remembering the first aide that 

the medics had used on gunshot wounds in Afghanistan. I had already been shot once before, an 

AK round that had gone in and out of my ass. That took more than a year of recuperation and 

physical therapy.  

That’s the thing with getting shot. No matter where you get hit, it does damage. The smallest 

bullet will deliver hundreds of foot pounds of foot pressure to a very small impact area, and the 

bruising will be immense. The flesh actually acts like a gel, liquefying around the wound. If it’s 

not a full metal jacket, the round will flatten, shatter, expand, do any number of things.  Even an 

FMJ will tumble if it hits a bone, especially high velocity rifle rounds. Bone fragments also act 

like shrapnel.  

I had been lucky, but even so, I ran a good chance of dying from this small wound. There was no 

ER surgeon ready to patch me up, and no post op care. Bullets are not sanitary themselves, and 

they dragged in bits of cloth, skin bacteria, mud, whatever else was on your skin at the entry 

sight. I had been soaked in river water, and I could only hope the bandage had kept out most of 

the nasty stuff. Plus, I had to stay mobile, at least until I found a place to hole up. People were 

going to be just as dangerous as undead, and I expected that soon we would see dog packs 

running the streets. 



At the house of the old couple, I had cleaned them out of whatever medical supplies I could fine, 

and had scored with a full package of Augmentin and a bottle of pain killers. Some hydrogen 

peroxide, tampons that I’m sure the woman hadn’t used in years, maxi pads too. Contact lens 

solution for washing wounds out. I eyed the bottle of Knob Creek alcohol that the old man had in 

his liquor cabinet. This was going to hurt like an absolute son of a bitch, but it had to be done. 

The leg was already getting stiff.  

The water had washed most of the blood out, but the bandage was stuck to the wound. I was 

trying to decide which was going to hurt more, going after the bullet or taking the bandage off. 

Then I looked around at the ground and decided that out here in the woods was too dirty. I was 

going to have to find a house.  

There was a development just by Lock 7, about a mile up ahead. I got back in the canoe, and 

paddled slowly across, approaching slowly, the shotgun lying ready next to me. My leg was 

starting to hurt even more. I slid up to a dock keeping my eyes open for any sign of habitation, 

living or dead.  

Thing is, I didn’t want to use the shotgun, or a pistol. Gunshots would carry far across the water. 

I had no idea what got the undead going, and I was worried about shitheads at the bridge last 

night. There was the sound of a car going by out front, and I hunkered down in the canoe until it 

passed.  

Then I painfully lifted myself out of the canoe, grabbed my pack and the shotgun, and advanced 

towards the house, slowly, the leg hurting even more. This wasn’t working, I thought to myself, 

and just opened the back door. I put the pack down, along with the shotgun, and drew my pistol.  

Clearing the house took forever in my condition, and, exhausted, I finally sat down on the couch. 

It was one story, with a pull down stairway into the attic. That would do for a place to hide out, 

after fixing my leg. There was no food; whoever lived there had cleared out. I locked both the 

front door and back door, then hurried before the sun set and I had no light to work with.  

In the bathroom I sat down on the toilet and elevated my leg. Then I laid out all the things I was 

going to need. Sharp kitchen knife, which I doused liberally with alcohol. Clean towels, maxi 

pads. First things first, the bullet. I cut a long jagged hole in my pants; I wasn’t ready to take the 

bandage off the front. Then I washed the hell out of my hands with soap and water.  

It had actually stopped just on the inside of the big tendon at the back of my leg, and I knew that 

I had to be really careful there. A damaged tendon would permanently lame me, and in this 

sucky new world, I’d be dead. I could just see the swollen lump if I twisted the leg, and an ugly 

bruise showed out in a ring around it.  

A maxi pad soaked in whiskey was good enough to clean the area I needed to cut, and I took a 

swig of it myself. Another maxi pad between my teeth, so I didn’t crush them with pain. Another 

swig of whiskey, while I sharpened the kitchen knife on a rock I had found outside. Then the cut.  

Blood shot out, a hematoma that had collected from the shockwave of the bullet, and I screamed 

into the pad. Then it drained out onto the floor, and immediately felt better. I cut a little deeper, 



gasping at the sharp pain, until the tip of the knife touched the bullet. It had gone about half an 

inch in, and I felt like passing out. My vision actually did go grey around the edges for a bit, and 

I spit the pad out and chugged about three swallows of whiskey. I was going to be shit faced 

when this was done.  

I pushed hard on my leg, sideways from the bullet, and it slid out, to fall to the floor with a 

clunk. Leaning over, I picked it up, and it was as I thought, a FMJ .380 from the gun that was 

now in my pocket. There was bits of cloth from my uniform stuck to the nose, hopefully enough 

to account for all of it.  

Next came the hard part. I let it drip blood onto the floor, and cut the bindings from around the 

bandage. Sterile saline solution allowed me to gently pull at the pad, but then it stuck fast. I 

counted, one, two, three, and pulled at the blood crusted cotton. I screamed so loud when it came 

off I was surprised that it didn’t attract every undead between here and Albany, and I started to 

pass out. Breathing rapidly, trying to stay conscious, I took the bottle of saline solution and 

soaked the wound area, slowly working my pants off my leg, then used the knife to cut the cloth 

away, leaving the wound exposed. I was cursing like the worst drill sergeant I had ever heard, 

trying to keep my mind off the pain.  

The skin around the entrance hole was an ugly purple, fading to red. I washed and washed, 

getting all the blood out, and winced as the salt stung it. Then I realized I had an actual hole right 

through my leg, and threw up all the whiskey I had just drank. 

Now I wasn’t sure what to do. The bit of uniform cloth, and exposure to the river water, scared 

the crap out of me. I had seen guys die of infection weeks after roadside bombs had sent dirty 

shrapnel into their bodies. Nothing much I could do, I guess. I’d either be really lucky, or not. So 

far I had, no bones hit, tendons severed, or arteries torn. I was going to have to take my chances, 

but first… 

I tilted the bottle of whiskey directly into the wound, letting it dribble into it and fill the hole. I 

screamed myself horse doing it, and I swear to a God I wasn’t sure I believed in anymore that I 

would rather be dragged through a pile of broken glass. I almost pissed myself it hurt so badly.  

Leg twitching and shaking, I rinsed with the saline. And then repeated the entire process on the 

back of my leg. At this point I was panting, and everything in my vision was getting very small, 

so I stopped.  

After about fifteen minutes of a steady drip drop of blood on the floor, I felt OK enough to place 

a maxi pad, smeared heavily with antibiotic ointment, over each wound, and bind them with a 

cut off piece of towel, making sure that they weren’t too tight. Then I washed down three 

antibiotics and some Motrin.  

My next step was to get out of the filthy uniform, and I cut the more pants leg away from the 

wounded area, then continued cutting until the pants slid down my other leg. I threw them in the 

tub of cold water, along with my uniform top and the nasty t-shirt I was wearing, and let them 

soak.    



Putting my boots back on, but leaving my socks in the tub with my uniform, I walked naked 

through the house, carrying my holstered pistol. I was feeling fainter and fainter, but I made 

myself eat a can of cold spaghettios and drink as much water as I could, refilling my camel back 

in the process. Then I raided the bedroom, finding some old dress pants that were way too big for 

me, and a t-shirt, again way too big.  

The stairs to the attic dropped down, and I painfully lifted my pack, the shotgun, some pillows 

from the couch, and a blanket into the attic space. Fortunately there was some plywood across 

the joists, and I made a type of bed out of the couch pillows, then pulled the spring loaded stairs 

after me.  

My leg was on fire, and I lay on my side in the utter darkness, wondering why the hell I just 

didn’t stay up here until I died. As I lay there, tears started to come, and I sobbed quietly, 

missing my wife and my daughter desperately, until I passed into something more like a coma 

than sleep.  

  



Part III 

 

October, ZA + 3 months 

Chapter 18 

“Liberty Bastion, this is Valkyrie Six – Niner, returning to airfield with three crew and cargo 

from Glens Falls Armory, time now, over.” 

“Roger, Valkyrie Six Niner, skies clear, estimated winds from the west 30 knots at angels three, 

over.” 

Captain Alex McHale did a quick mental calculation. A thirty knot headwind would affect their 

flying time, but not much. Still within adequate fuel capacity.  

“This is Valkyrie, roger, thirty knots headwind, ETA about,” and he glanced at his clipboard, 

“seventeen hundred. Save me a cold beer, over.” 

The tower control from FOB Seneca answered with a “Roger that. Too bad there’s no 

fraternization. Be advised, Valkyrie Three Two took ground fire from the Herkimer area, one 

WIA.”  

“Understood, at least we’re done flying through the ash clouds for now. Valkyrie Six Niner out.” 

Beside him in the co-pilot seat, Lt. JG Chris Roby, late of the U.S.S. Anzio, and currently 

assigned to Task Force Liberty, gave him a thumbs up and said, “She sounds hot as hell, you 

should go for it. She’s almost daring you with that fraternization crack.” 

“Probably voice of an angel and body of a potato. Plus, last I need is that dipshit MacDonald 

getting on my ass.” 

Beside them, a figure banged on the glass, and McHale slid the window open. Staff Sergeant 

Winters stood there, stripped down to his t-shirt, sweating from hauling boxes aboard the 

Blackhawk. 

“Sir, you’re all loaded up. We’ve got the armory secure for the night, and it’s going to take us a 

couple more hours to cut through the arms room doors. Or blow through the cinder block. You’re 

going to want your bird out of here before we do that.” 

The pilot acknowledged and answered, “On our way, Sergeant. We’ll be back for the weapons at 

first light, and then we’ll take you guys out in the afternoon. Stay safe!” 

Snapping a quick salute, the veteran NCO reflexively duck walked away as the engines whined 

with increasing power. As the helo lifted, leaves and trash, and a coating of ash engulfed them, 

then lifted clear off the roof of the Glens Falls armory. Then they spun left and set out on steady 

climb to the southwest.  

Their route would take them downriver, following the Hudson, avoiding the partially melted 

down reactor at Milton, and then turn west along the Mohawk. On board were several precious 

cases of MRE’s, and, even more important, every scrap of winter clothing they could scrounge 



out of the wall lockers of the vanished troops. Winter was coming, and it looked to be a brutal 

one. The skies overhead were still slightly grey from the cities burning, and McHale hated to 

think of how many rads they were getting exposed to from the nukes that had gone off in LA, 

Reno, Boston, and the Gulf of Mexico. Never mind the dipshit Chinese and Russians. He hoped 

they were choking on it.  

The landscape they passed over looked beautiful, the October leaves changing as they always 

had. Various hues of gold and red made for a picture perfect flight, if you didn’t look too hard 

for evidence of human activity. The highways were deserted, and outside of Saratoga, they saw a 

roadblock with thousands of bones bleaching in the sun, piled high in front of empty military 

vehicles. Abandoned cars stretched for miles to the south, their dust covered windshield dully 

reflecting the sunlight.  

The Army pilot had firsthand experience with the chaos that had enveloped the country, being a 

participant in the evacuation of Manhattan, but his Navy counterpart had spent that time at sea. 

The Anzio, like most oil powered Navy ships, were tied up at pier in Bremerton or Seattle, 

hurting for lack of fuel. Pilots like him were farmed out all over the remains of the Armed 

Forces; they were in short supply.  

“Maybe when we get rotated back to Seattle, I’ll find a girl who wants a ride in a Blackha-“ 

Roby’s words were interrupted by a vibration that he felt in his hands as they gripped the 

controls, through the cyclic at his feet, and in his very being. Experienced pilots subconsciously 

followed every buzz and ping that their birds made.  

“Yeah, I felt it too,” said McHale, calmly. “I’m getting warning lights on engine temperature.” 

He banged his fist on a dial on the dash, but it steadily crept upwards.  

“Anders,” he said over the intercom, “can you see what...”  

A loud BANG sounded from overhead, and the entire airframe lurched, the vibration changing 

into a high pitched whining noise, and the controls started to shudder.  

“BASTION BASTION THIS IS VALKYRIE SIX NINER WE ARE DECLARIGN AN 

INFLIGHT EMERGENCY, ENGINE FAILURE, GOING DOWN, VICINITY OF,” and Roby 

looked out the side window, trying to identify landmarks while slapping engine cut off levers. 

“VICINITY OF MECHANICVILLE.” 

“Roger, Valkyrie Six Niner, landing vicinity Mechanicville, Valkyrie seven three is inbound from 

Kingston, will reroute over your position. Keep us advised of status, over.” 

Neither Roby nor McHale answered, fighting for control of the aircraft. “Not. Fucking. Again!” 

shouted McHale over his struggle. The aircraft tilted downward as he sought to bring airflow 

over the still turning rotors, attempting to auto rotate down from three thousand feet. The G’s 

forces lifted them out of their seats and strained at their harnesses as the craft sped downwards, 

and the crew chief, who had failed to snap her safety line in, was thrown out the side door, to 

impact with the tail rotor in a splash of blood.  



The ground rushed up at them, McHale aiming for a broad street with few cars rusting away. Not 

enough time or distant to get to an open field. Several figures wandered around the street, undead 

doing their mindless search for living food.  

At the last second, the veteran pilot hauled back on the stick, and the craft flared slightly, 

leveling out. They hit hard, smashing the landing gear and starting to skid down the street. The 

main rotor hit the side of a building, and shattered, the composite flying like shrapnel and cutting 

down several of the undead. With a series of thunderous explosions, the blades continued to 

impact on the street as the aircraft tilted over, disintegrating.  

With a final crunch, the craft hit the side of a building and came to a stop, tail rotor still spinning, 

and clouds of concrete dust rose over the crash site. Then the sounds stopped, to be replaced by a 

deafening silence.  

The howls started a few minutes later, smelling fresh meat.    

  



Chapter 18 

I watched the Blackhawk go down through binos, following as it went into a steep glide, and 

then it disappeared behind some buildings in Mechanicville. I head the BANG as it hit, from 

over a mile away.  

My heart beat wildly; it was the first sign of civilization I had seen in months. With a start, I 

looked myself over. Shaky hands shrunk with starvation, dirty jeans, the remains of my uniform 

top under my plate carrier, wild growth of beard. I didn’t look anything like the soldier I had 

once been, and I wasn’t. I was a savage now, doing whatever needed to be done to survive. I had 

robbed houses, killed other men for their food and weapons, often without them being aware of 

me until my bat came crashing down on their head. Along the way I had been ruthlessly 

exterminating every undead I had come across.   

It would take me a while to get there; exhaustion and starvation made riding the mountain bike a 

chore. Ordinarily I just used it to carry supplies to and from the house, pushing it by way of an 

extendable pole tied to the handlebar. I had fallen off once, hitting an unseen pothole, and the 

thought of getting injured in my emaciated state scared the crap out of me.  

The food had disappeared after the first month. Most stores had been looted right away, and a lot 

of them had burned. People had stayed in their houses, hiding from the undead, until they had 

eaten every last thing they had, and then set out in their cars or on foot. Most had died, victim to 

armed gangs or packs of undead. The corn planted in the fields had ripened, and then rotted with 

no one to harvest it, and the ash filled rains choking it. Last time I had eaten had been a week 

ago, a squirrel I had nailed with my air rifle, and our fishing lines stayed empty.  

“Well, shit, let’s go see what we can loot!” exclaimed Strickland. I glanced over at the 

baldheaded ex-con. He looked back at me, the permanent sneer etched on his face. “What are we 

waiting for, soldier boy?” God, how I despised this scumbag.  

His squeeze, as he called her, cackled. Suzy, I didn’t know here last name and didn’t care, 

grinned, showing her meth damaged teeth. Amazingly, that was one thing that she never seemed 

to run out of.  

“Cause, Z’s gonna be all over that shit,” said Hines. The ex-police office formed the last member 

of our team, if you could call it that. More like a mutual survival pact between people who hated 

each other, but feared the undead more. If I could go to sleep in a secure place each night and not 

worry about being bitten, I’d have cut them loose long ago. The feeling was mutual, I’m sure. 

Even Hines, whom I had expected to be a decent guy, had turned out to be a dirty cop even 

before the ZA. Kicked off the Union Springs PD for shaking down shop owners and robbing 

drug dealers, and he bragged about it. Still, he was good with a gun. So was Strickland, though 

ammo had run short, and we were down to bats and knives, for the most part. 

“Hines is right, but, we have to get there. Might be survivors,” I answered.   

Strickland hooted. “Fucking A, fresh meat!” 



I rested my hand on the butt of the .380 where it was stuck in my belt. There were still three 

rounds, and six for the shotgun, but that was it. I had more guns, and ammo for them, hidden in 

the house behind a false wall, but I couldn’t get to them easily without alerting my ‘companions’.  

“We discussed it, but I didn’t agree to it,” I said coldly, meaning eating human flesh. The subject 

kept coming up with more and more frequency over the past week, as our final food supplies had 

disappeared.  

“Yeah, well I ain’t gonna starve to death,” said Suzy, but I could see she was well on her way 

there already. Her collar bones made her t-shirt look like it was on a coat hanger, and her fake 

breasts looked even more ridiculous on her emaciated body.  

“Shut up, bitch, no one asked you, and them teeth ain’t gonna be able to chew meat either,” 

answered Strickland, lightly backhanding her across the face. She gave that beaten dog look, and 

said nothing else. 

“I’m going now,” I said, mounting the bike. As I did, my stomach growled; I took a sip of water 

to calm it down, and started weakly peddling south. The rest joined me, not wanting to miss any 

chance of getting their own loot. Before we arrived at the site, I heard gunshots. Pop pop pop of 

disciplined shooting, small caliber. Two weapons, I thought. Survivors. Something long dead 

inside of me started to waken, and I pedaled faster, reaching into my pocket for my last pack of 

skittles and pouring them into my mouth.  

“Hey, motherfucker, you been holding out on us!’ yelled Strickland, but I ignored him. The crash 

was a few hundred meters further, and a block up. The gunfire increased, down to one weapon 

now. I pulled up to the corner, adrenaline pumping and winded from the bike ride, and snuck a 

quick peek.  

The helo had come to rest up against the side of a building, and there was one man sitting on the 

side of the wreck, taking single shots with an MP-5. Under him, where the other pilot would be, 

there was a puddle of blood leaking from the shattered airframe.  

Even as I watched, the pilot fired his weapon dry, and instead of ditching it, let it hand on a sling, 

coolly drawing his side arm and shooting into the crowd of undead. He was screwed, though. 

There was about ten of them, and, unless they stood still for him to shoot, he didn’t have a 

chance.  

I could wait. The undead wanted the pilot, and whoever else was still alive in the wreck. We 

could wait, and go in tonight and loot. There had to be emergency supplies in there, some food 

somewhere, and maybe ammo. Turning, I looked back at my companions, and they stared at me.  

“I’m going after him,” I said, and dropped the bike, unslinging the air rifle. It was a target 

version, powered by Co2, that I had found, ignored, in a Dicks’ Sporting Goods. It had a higher 

muzzle velocity than a .45 caliber pistol, but not the mass. Still, a good head shot will take down 

the undead, or a rat or squirrel, quietly, and I had thousands of pellets for it. Just nothing to 

shoot.  



Taking a good kneeling shooting position, I aimed carefully and THWACK, hit one in the neck. 

It didn’t notice, and kept trying to climb the wreckage. Another round, and it fell backwards.  

“HEY!” shouted Stillson, and he grabbed my shoulder, throwing off my aim. “We’re gonna wait 

here, and that’s that!” 

“If we wait, those Z’s are going to be there for three days, and who knows what else is going to 

show up?” said Hines, backing me up for some reason.  

Stillson thought about that, then shrugged. He was as hungry as I was. He turned to Suzy and 

said, “Watch our shit.” 

The three of us advanced on the undead; there were about eight left. I had the shotgun out; it was 

time to shit or get off the pot, as my Irish grandmother used to say. I was starving, and didn’t 

think that I would make it another week. Certainly not through the winter.  

The pilot had his back to us; his weapon was empty, and he was using the stock of the MP-5 to 

hammer down at the undead clawing at him. My first shot, carefully aimed from the shoulder, 

took off the rearmosts’ head, a hideously fat woman, decayed flesh splitting her pants suit.  

As one, they turned to face us, and charged, howling that scream. I fired as fast as I could, but 

only took down one more, despite emptying the shotgun. Beside me, Hines fired four times, his 

9mm Glock taking down another, and then he was empty too. Stillson had no firearm, just a 

length of rebar. We stood and waited to meet the rush.  

The barrel of the shotgun actually bent on its skull, I hit the thing coming at me so hard. My 

backswing, which glanced off another creatures shoulders, cracked the stock, and then it was on 

me, taking me down to the ground, biting and trying to get at my throat. I hunched my shoulders 

in the leather jacket to protect my neck, and rolled to get my weight on top of it, shoving the arm 

of my jacket into its mouth, and proceeded to hammer its head into the concrete. When I stood, 

the rest were down. Stillson was screaming as he hammered the last one’s head into jello.     

I was shaking badly, from sugar rush, adrenaline, and starvation, and  slowly made my way over 

to where the pilot was trying to pull apart the shattered Plexiglas to get at whoever was trapped 

inside.  

“Captain,” I said as I came up, seeing his rank, “we have to go. The Z’s are going to be here, a 

lot of them, and quickly.” He ignored me, so I ignored him, trying to see what we could access in 

the wreck. I managed to crawl under the floor, and found one precious MRE jammed in a corner. 

There was also a smashed M249 that had been pintel mounted. I grabbed at the belt of 5.56, 

twisted, and broke it apart at the feed tray; most came down in my hands, and I pulled the rest 

out of the cartridge box. Once they were individually broken apart and reloaded, they would fit 

in an M-4 I had stashed away under my bed, or they could be traded with other scavengers.  

The pilot was still trying to get out his trapped crewman, and I heard more howls in the distance. 

Hines and Stillson stood there, watching him. “We gotta go,” I implored him again.  

“The hell we are! My copilot is in there. We’re not going anywhere!” 



I bent over to look, and there was another man in there, face bloody. Even as I watched, he 

motioned me closer and said thickly, “Can’t feel my legs. Think my back is broken.” His pistol 

was in front of him, lying on the dash.  

We looked at each other for a bit, then I stood up. “With all due respect, Captain,” the sarcasm 

heavy in my bitter voice, “your friend is toast. It’s time to go.” 

“Search and Rescue will be here in two hours. He can make it till then!”   

“Alex,” came the slurred voice from inside the cockpit, “get the hell out of here.” Then there was 

the bark of a pistol shot.  

“NO!” yelled the pilot, whose nametag read McHALE, and he lunged past me. I tried to grab 

him, but Hines hit him with that damn police Taser he always carried, and the man collapsed on 

the ground, grunting.  

“Pick him up!” ordered the ex-cop. “I’m tired of being hungry, and he’s fresh.” 

“Damn straight, that’s meat right there!” exclaimed Stillson. I stood there for a second, unsure 

what to do. They were going to kill him and cut him up for food right in front of me.      

McHale grunted, the Taser having expended its charge, and tried to get to his feet. Stillson 

kicked him, and drew his skinning knife, and I shot the man through the back of the head with 

the .380. Hines was quick on the draw, pulling a holdout gun from under his shirt, and my 

second round caught him in the shoulder. His return shot whistled past my ear, and I fired again, 

catching him in the throat. Bright red arterial blood sprayed out, and he fired the small revolver 

again into the ground, then fell over, feet drumming on the concrete.  

I helped McHale up, getting my arm under him, and I started dragging him towards our bikes. 

Halfway across the street he got his legs under him, and started limping forward. We made it to 

the corner, and I found my bike with the tires slashed, and Suzy gone. I guess she had seen what 

happened; I was lucky Stillson hadn’t let her have a gun.  

“Now what?” asked the aviator, “and who the hell are you?” 

That stopped me cold, and I had to think about what he asked. Now what was obvious; we got 

the hell out of there. Who was I? That took some thought. All the things I had done over the last 

three months to survive, the killing, looting. Finally, I answered him.  

“My name is,” I started to say, then drew myself up as straight as I could and saluted him. “My 

name is … Sergeant First Class Nicholas Agostine. And now, well, we’re going home … Sir.”  

 

  



Chapter 19 

As the helo lifted off the roof of the building we had taken refuge in, I sat in the canvas jump seat 

and watched the dead world fall away. Around me were the smells of hydraulic fluid, paint, and 

gunpowder. The crewman sat next to me, 240 swinging from straps, and he handed me a can of 

dip. I shook my head no and just watched the scenery go by.  

After a few minutes, when I really realized I was back in the arms of that fickle mother of mine, 

the goddamned United States Army, I started to cry. At first it was just a trickle, but then huge 

sobs racked my body. The crewman pretended not to notice, and opposite me, Captain McHale 

pretended to be listening hard to the vehicle intercom. Around me were strapped down boxes and 

duffle bags of gear. I guess this flight had been down in Kingston, looting the armory.  

It all smelled and looked wonderful, and I continued to cry, snot running down my face and into 

my beard. I wiped at it, and the crewman leaned over and yelled in my ear, “It’s OK! Everyone 

does when they come in from the wild!” 

I smiled, my first one in three long, bloody months. We were heading back to FOB Seneca, our 

original destination on the day everything fell to shit. Apparently what remained of the New 

York Army and Air National Guard, and elements of the 10th MTN Division, had fallen back 

there and dug in, and now they were being augmented by Regular Army troops flying in from 

out west. A rail link had been established between Boise and Green Bay, and regular shipping 

traffic was transiting the Great Lakes to Buffalo. Nationally, he said, forty million people were 

crammed into the new Federal Zone, consisting of Washington, Oregon, Idaho, parts of 

Montana, and southern British Columbia. One tenth of the United States population before the 

plague. The rest of the world was in as bad, or worse shape.  

All this McHale had filled me in on as we waited, quietly, for one of the other helos in his unit to 

come get us. They came up from the south, circling Mechanicville until we popped green smoke, 

and hovered as we climbed in. I was so weak the crewman grabbed me by the Deadman’s’ strap 

on my plate carrier and lifted me into the cabin. The MRE I had devoured was rumbling through 

my guts, causing so much pain to my starved intestines that I was doubled over.  

Now the sweet lullaby of the hammering rotors carried me, as if in a dream, through the air. Or 

maybe it wasn’t a dream, maybe I was just waking up. For three months, I had lost myself in a 

confusing, desperate effort to survive the fall of civilization. My thoughts went to the last person 

I had killed, a woman I had fought with over a can of frigging tomato sauce. She had attacked 

me, but I still burned with shame. With a supreme effort of will, I buried that part of me, the part 

that cared what I had done. From here on out, I would have to find a balance between being a 

hardass, and not losing myself as a person.  

I had explained to McHale my status as, well, a deserter, and gave him the whole story about 

Major MacDonald, the checkpoint, and the hanging. When I mentioned MacDonald’s name, his 

eyebrows shot up, and he barked a laugh.  

“What’s so funny,” I asked.  



“It’s not funny haha, it’s like funny bitter funny. Guess who is in charge of the maneuver 

elements of Task Force Liberty?” 

“You’ve got to be shitting me. That moron?” 

We both fell silent for a moment as some undead passed below the building, then he said, “That 

moron is now a Lieutenant Colonel, and has an armor company and two battalions of light 

infantry under him, as well as an Artillery battery. Until someone bigger shows up, he’s top dog, 

and as the Hero of The Mohawk, he’s got way too much cred.” 

That puzzled me. The battlefield where the checkpoint had been was a massacre site; I had seen 

it myself. The ASV was gone, and I figured the MacDonald and his flunkies had taken off in it. 

“That’s bullshit!” I exclaimed. “I was there, it was a slaughter.” 

“Yeah, well, I know that, and you know that, but the country needs heroes, and he has a good 

press agent.” He then told me that a general amnesty had been passed a month in, and I had 

nothing to worry about. “Just stay away from him. Go back to being a platoon sergeant or 

Forward Observer again.” I had nothing to say to that; the idea of a future was too much for me 

to comprehend at that moment.  

Now, with the rotor blades hammering overhead and the engine whine cutting through my ear 

pro, I did think about it. What was I going to do? Fall back into some line unit until some 

dickhead set us up for a bloodbath? I had no faith in the men who had led us into such a horrible 

defeat. Pondering how to deal with it, I didn’t notice as we started to descend towards the 

Forward Operating Base.  

Before we touched down, McHale reached up to his shoulder and tore off the subdued American 

flag he wore. He leaned forward and slapped it onto the Velcro on my dirty, torn plate carrier, 

and yelled, “WELCOME BACK, SOLDIER!”  

Feeling a warm, stupid, shit eating grin spread across my face, I looked out at the beehive of 

activity drawing closer. Firing ranges, soldiers marching in formation, armored vehicles lined up 

in rows in their motor pools, and electricity shot through me. I leaned out into the cool, crisp 

October air and gave a yell of triumph.  

I had survived.   

  



Chapter 20 

“Well hollllllllyyyyy shit! Look what the cat dragged in!” 

I had been taken to one of the old ammunition bunkers that served as shelters. Seneca Army 

Depot had been used up until the 1980’s as a storage point for everything from small arms to 

nuclear weapons. Now, the hundreds of poured concrete structures had been put back into use for 

shelter from the oncoming winter.  

The man who had made the remark stood in front of me, arms folded. He had the build of a 

dedicated weight lifter, and a ready grin. His shaved head contrasted with the two days of stubble 

and the blood on his army issue scrubs.  

“Doc Hamilton. Mother of God, Rob, it’s good to see you!” 

He came forward and grabbed me in a bear hug, squeezing me so hard I thought my ribs were 

going to break. “Put me down, you overly muscled freak!” I managed to squeeze out, and he did 

drop me, then pounded me on my back.  

“It’s good to see you made it, brother, but you look like shit. Come on, time for an exam.” I had 

met Doc in Afghanistan; he had been running a clinic for the locals as part of a goodwill mission, 

and his Special Forces B-team had come under a Taliban attack. We had both saved each other’s 

lives in the subsequent twenty four hours. He had been the one to patch me up when I caught an 

old .303 round in my ass. I knew he was in the Guard someplace in Syracuse; it’s a small world, 

but we hadn’t seen each other since then.  

“You too, brother. How did you make it here?” 

He proceeded to tell me the story his epic motorcycle ride through a horde of undead outside 

Syracuse, on his way to the evacuation of Manhattan, and then about the last three months of 

frantic defense and reorganization of the military forces.  

“So now I run this clinic; it’s actually more like a full field hospital. We take jokers like you who 

come in from the wild and make sure you’re good to go.” He took me into a room that said 

“RECOVERY WARD” and sat me down on an exam table.  

I spent the next week doing nothing but eating and sleeping. The first hot shower I took, I nearly 

cried again, and stood under the steaming water for what seemed like an hour. Then I shaved, 

and cut my own hair, first with scissors, then with a razor, leaving only a stubble. Bugs fell as I 

cut, and more dirt. Then I took another shower, scrubbing furiously, and feeling like I would 

never get clean.  

The uniform I got was worn and patched in several places, but it fit. I kept my boots, luxuriating 

in the feeling of clean socks. It was the little things, you know? At the end of the week, I was 

ordered to report to re-assignment, and I pulled Doc Hamilton aside.  

“Rob, I’ve been thinking. Things are heating up around here, and they’re going to start pushing 

east.” 



“Yeah, I’ve been told to start putting together a field kit,” he answered, motioning to where he 

had been packing several tough boxes with medical supplies.  

“Well, let me ask. Most of these people are good soldiers, but they still have the same old ‘defeat 

the enemy with shock and maneuver’ mentality. I’ve been watching it.” I had sat in at the back of 

some briefing rooms, watching MacDonald teleconference with his bosses, who were 

headquartered at the port of Buffalo, next to a huge FEMA refugee camp.  

What I had seen was someone who really didn’t know what the hell he was doing, and his bosses 

didn’t care. He talked of establishing bases of fire and maneuvering against the undead, and 

liberating cities.  

“I know, I’ve seen it too,” said Rob. “What’s your question?” 

I stood up and walked around the clinic, thinking, then said, “They’re operating without any 

intel. Concentrations of undead, what roads can support their tanks, where survivors are likely to 

be located. I mean, hell, we blew half the damn bridges in the state back in July.” 

He waited patiently for me to get to the point, so I continued, “What if someone went out in front 

of the advance, scouted things out?” 

“Special Forces, Rangers, and Long Range Recon are stretched real thin, brother. We’re a side 

show to the fighting in Mexico and the Midwest. That’s why we only have a brigade of troops 

here, when we could use a Corps.” 

“I can’t believe you guys don’t have a single SF team working here,” I said.  

Doc looked serious for once, and said, “We did. Up until last week. They rolled out of here 

armed to the teeth, three vics with MK-19’s, Ma Deuces, 240’s out the ass, and twelve guys 

carrying five billion rounds of ammo. Said they were going to ‘blaze through like they did in 

northern Iraq’ back in ’03. And that they would move so fast no zombies would touch them.” 

I groaned, but I had to ask. “And?” 

‘Well, I have the UAV feed on a stick if you want to watch it.” 

I shook my head no. “How far did they make it?” 

“Just outside Utica. Seemed like every single undead for a hundred miles came running at the 

sound of their engines, and the gunfire only drew more. They finally called in airstrikes on their 

own positions. I think their team leader is getting put in for the Medal of Honor. Posthumous, of 

course.” 

“Doc, you’ve been out there. You know that the only way to survive is by stealth, and that means 

no driving anywhere, unless you have the muscle to back it up.” 

“True story,” he answered. “I finally made it into Manhattan by walking down the East Side 

Highway to Battery Park, sneaking and peaking.” 



“That’s what I’m talking about!” I said excitedly, getting into it. “They need men like me who 

have been out there, know the undead, and can operate in the wild.” 

He pondered that for a minute, then said, “There aren’t enough guys like you in the military. 

Where would we find them?” 

“Well,” I answered, “you for one.” 

He laughed at that, then said, “Sure, I’m in. That makes two. Hardly enough.” 

“I’m sure there’s other guys who have come in from the wild. That and there are some pretty 

tough civilians in some of those FEMA camps.”  

“You’re going to have to get MacDonald to sign off on that.” 

“Screw him. Do you still have contacts at Joint Special Operations Command? We can operate 

under their direction.” I was getting pumped up about this.  

He stood up, as excited as I was. “Hell yes. We’ll have to go back to JBLM to talk to them, but 

we can stop in Buffalo along the way.” 

“It would be like the scouts the army used to hire back in the Indian Wars.” 

“Native American,” he corrected me. 

“Bite me. I’ll call it ‘Irregular Scout Team One’. I‘m sure the idea will catch on.”  

We slipped aboard a UH-60 that was making a supply run from Seneca to Buffalo in the dead of 

night, not wanting to get messed with by some jackass Regular Army pinhead. It was easy, 

everyone in the transport knew who I was, and we had a blank pass from McHale, who had been 

promoted to Major and was now in command of the unit. 

In Buffalo, our recruitment went well, and we picked up two men, civilians by the name of Jones 

and Yassir, but that’s something you know about already*. With another man, Sergeant 

Rabinowitz, we sped westward, to a meeting with a Colonel Scarletti, from JSOC. Our plan had 

preliminary approval, and my mind was racing with ideas.      

 

* See Even Zombie Killers Get the Blues on Amazon  

https://www.amazon.com/Even-Zombie-Killers-Get-Blues-ebook/dp/B00BZB2XM6/ref=sr_1_1?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1489610250&sr=1-1&keywords=even+zombie+killers+get+the+blues


Chapter 21 

It was November, but the air above Southern California was warm, even at five thousand feet. 

The last time I had been here, years ago, LA had been covered with a haze of pollution. Now the 

dead, irradiated downtown of the city appeared to stand out crystal clear. 

Four days into the plague, Los Angeles had taken a hit from a neutron bomb, a 1 kiloton warhead 

designed to maximize radiation and minimize blast damage. I guess that the military had been 

trying to spare what they could and trying out whatever could be done to stop the undead. What 

they had gotten was a whole bunch of radioactive zombies stumbling around. Whatever animated 

them, it was tough as hell.  

Now, the team was flying eastward from the deck of the U.S.S. Tarawa, a Navy amphibious 

assault ship. Our first mission, of course, was not to recon some important objective for the 

Marines to take and hold. They were doing that, headed for 29 Palms in their Ospreys to 

reestablish a military presence in SoCal.  

Us? We were going to see if any of the wealthy, important people who lived above LA had 

managed to weather the storm of civilization falling. Favors owed to some high muckity muck 

politician, I guess. I didn’t actually give a crap one way or another about those spoiled little 

twats, but when someone hands you the ball as a test, you run with it and score a touchdown.  

To prevent attracting undead by a helo landing. The five of us were jumping on a static line from 

the battered Huey. Doc, Rabbi, and I had all been to Jump School in our previous lives; Jones 

and Ahmed had not. A quick week long crash course had made them competent enough to jump 

from a stable platform. The Afghani merely uttered a short prayer to Allah when he jumped; 

Jonesy, despite his size, went screaming all the way down.  

The helo slowed, approaching our target, and dropped down to a thousand feet. The blades of the 

old Huey made their characteristic thwopping sound, and I felt my stomach lurch as we fell. We 

scooted over to the doorway and stood on the skids while a crewman hooked up our static lines. I 

looked up, checking the line, gave it a tug, and then checked Doc’s on my left and Jones on my 

right. They did the same for me and each other, and we gave the thumbs up.  Then the crewman 

raised his palm, fingers spread, and counted down, Five, Four, Three, Two, and on One, I 

jumped.  

Freefall for an instant, then the shock of the chute opening. It wasn’t as bad as the slip stream 

from a C-5 or C-130 side doors, but it still hurt. Look up, see that the chute was filled properly, 

glance at the other team members, four plus me, then watch the horizon. Don’t look down. Screw 

that, I lifted my weapon in its sling on my chest and scanned for any figures on the football field 

of Berkley High School, but nothing.  

I landed, as always, like a sack of potatoes, my cargo bag hitting a second before me. 

Unsnapping my harness, I let the chute blow away across the field in the light winds, and 

scanned for targets. Again, nothing.  



The plan was to patrol down Mulholland Drive, investigating each mansion and house as we 

went. The area had been pretty well evacuated, so it was felt that the risk from the undead was 

negligible. Easy for them to say from the depths of their nice cozy ship.  

In the gear bag, strapped into my rucksack, was over a thousand rounds of 5.56. and it was heavy 

as shit, over forty pounds. That and food and water for three days, I was carrying almost a 

hundred. The suppressor on the end of my M-4 made the barrel heavier, and we had spent hours 

at the range learning to compensate, firing thousands of rounds, till it was reflex to lift, aim 

center face, and fire.  

It was dawn, and we had a full day of movement ahead of us. Thankfully downhill, but if we 

encountered civilians, it might start to get a bit hectic. I was sure that any who we met would 

want to go with us, but they would have to make their own way to the football field for evac.  

The reasoning behind the thought that there might be survivors here was pretty common sense. 

They had money, and access to security. There had been reports of Private Military Contractors 

arriving in the moneyed areas before everything fell apart. That was another threat; if they’ve 

been out of contact for three months, well, I expected to get fired on.     

“Clear!” sounded from each team member over my headset, and I answered back. We advanced 

slowly past the school, seeing nothing, moving slowly under the weight of our packs. First thing 

to do was to find a secure patrol base, and fort up, and then we would move out from there.  

The school bus building afforded us good fields of fire, and was big enough that we could move 

from one end to the other to get away from a horde. There was also an upper office that we could 

cut off access to, and we did, using torches and sledgehammers to destroy the metal stairway. 

The five of us had wargamed this out through endless hours of bullshit sessions. How best to 

hide, to sneak and peek, without getting swarmed? Stealth, of course, but also diversion. That 

was the key, we decided. When it came down to it, the undead were really just animals. They 

showed some intelligence, and they were fast and relentless, but what had brought humanity out 

of the caves was using our brains.  

Area secure, we moved out, three of us. Ahmed and Rabbi stayed behind in an overwatch, 

Ahmed with his sniper rifle looking ahead. The man was good; this I knew from fighting him in 

Afghanistan. He would watch us, then move forward to our position, and we would advance 

again. I wasn;t sure that a Jew and a Muslim could work together, but the two seemed to hit it off 

instantly, and I didn’t want to break up a good team.  

The first house we came to was not really a house, but a mansion. Large gates swung wide, and I 

called Ahmed and Rabbi forward. They took position by the gate, and we advanced cautiously 

down the driveway. Ahead of us lay a field of bones.  

  



Chapter 22 

“Yo, Doc! Can you tell anything about how all these mofo’s died?” asked Joensy, idly kicking a 

skull. It had been bleached white by the strong California sun, but some skin and hair still clung 

to it.  

“Lot of headshots,” he answered, bending down to examine one. “But a lot of center mass hits 

too. Looks like a mob came in here, trying to get in, and then the undead came in mixed in the 

back. Must have been a mad house.” 

“Nick, movement behind us, random undead,” came Ahmed’s voice over the radio.  

I queried back, “Any chance of compromise?” 

“Not yet, but I think we should move onto the grounds and close these gates behind us.” 

I gave them the go ahead, and heard the rusty gates swing shut. They came up at a slow jog, and 

fell in line with us.  

“Nick,” said Doc, “looks like a serious running gunfight here.” He pointed to hundreds of spent 

brass casings littering the driveway. Then he pointed again. “Last stand at the doorway.” 

“How can you tell?” asked Rabbi, and Doc merely nodded his head. Three skeletons lay in 

various poses against the doorway, wearing the remains of urban pattern camo. Four rifles and an 

automatic shotgun were scattered about, all with bolts locked back on empty.  

“Looks like they locked the doors on them,” said Ahmed.  

I thought about that, but I was interrupted by Jones. “Hey!” he exclaimed, “Do you know whose 

house this is?”  

“Not a clue,” I answered.  

“It’s frigging Violet Johanssons! I saw it on TV! Hot Starz Cribs!” 

All four of us looked at him, and he shrugged. “Don’t judge, bro. You watch a LOT of TV in 

prison.”   

Well, that was interesting. The actress had always been a favorite of mine; hell, she had been a 

favorite of every red blooded American male, and quite a few women too. If the doors were 

locked, that might mean someone might still be alive inside, even after more than four months.  

“So, do we kick it in?” asked Rabbi.  

“This is still America, we knock.” Which I did, but got no answer, so yes, we kicked it in, first 

moving the skeletons aside.  

“Sorry,” said Jonesy, “you were good, but not good enough. You should have grown up in my 

hood, you wouldn’t be lying here all dead and shit.” 



Inside, the place was huge. It was going to take a long time to clear. We moved from room to 

room, starting with the downstairs and moving slowly upwards, three floors. Each one was 

empty, but n the back, looking out over the LA basin, there were several huge ceiling to floor 

windows that had been shattered by gunfire, and another empty rifle. Several rotting corpses 

were lying both inside and outside the shattered glass, but none had headshots.  

“Security has been compromised,” said Rabbi, and I agreed. The front door may have been 

locked, but the back was wide open. On the second floor, though, we found a barricade, and 

evidence that someone had moved through it recently. There were footprints, booted, size small, 

in the dust and ash that had blown in the city. They headed up and down the stairs, several times.  

“OK, heads up. There may be a civilian here. We go in quiet, until we see someone, and then 

identify ourselves. I’ll go first,” I said, meaning I’d take the most risk.  

“Oh hell no!” said Rabbi. “If that’s Violet Johannson up there, I’M going to be the one to rescue 

her! Think of how grateful she’ll be.” 

“No way, buddy. RHIP, me first,” I answered. “Besides, you’ve got a wife.” 

“Wife, Schmife,” he grumbled, to everyone’s amusement. I headed up the stairs, rifle at the 

ready. Jones and Doc stayed at the base of the stairs, to keep anything from sneaking up on us 

from behind.  

I switched on my tac light; though the sun was up, there was plenty of shadowed areas, and 

advanced cautiously. Step by step, until my head was level with the floor. I looked, but saw 

nothing down the hallway, and took the last steps.  

The hallway stretched down about fifty meters, mirrors on all sides. Doors to half a dozen rooms 

opened out into it, and I motioned the rest of the guys to follow me.  We advanced down the hall, 

clearing it room by room. 

“You Americans,” said Ahmed, who had his rifle slung on his back, and pistol up. “Your wealth 

disgusts me.” 

“It ain’t my wealth,” I said, looking for signs of habitation. It actually did look like someone had 

been living there. Various boxes of food and other items were strewn about.  

I slowly opened the door to the third room, which looked like another kitchen. Why there was 

another kitchen on the second floor, I had no idea. Rich people. A woman stood there, back to 

me, leaning up against the counter.  

Yeah, it was her. I had seen that body in the Defenders wearing a skin tight suit many a time. No 

mistaking that ass.  

“US ARMY, WE’RE HERE TO HELP!” I said, and I put all of my passion for my mission into 

it.  

  



 

Chapter 23 

She turned, and I shot her. Right in that beautiful face. The horror of it overwhelmed me, and I 

yelled when I did. The red light went out of her eyes and her brains exploded out of the back of 

her head.  

An accompanying scream sounded behind me, and I turned to see Rabbi struggling with another 

undead in more urban camo. What was left of the man grabbed at him and bit down hard on his 

hand. Rabinowitz yelled again in agony and Jones grabbed the thing by the head with both hands 

twisting hard and actually ripped the things’ skull off.  

“DOC!” I yelled at the top of my lungs, “GET UP HERE!”  

Rob came running, as I pulled Rabbi’s tourniquet from his harness and slipped it up his arm. I 

got it above the elbow and pulled down on the strap, not knowing if it would work; none of us 

knew.  

“Jones, you know what to do,” I grunted, and he drew his pistol, placing it next to the sweating 

man’s head.  

Doc opened up his kit, and I stood back. “Ahmed, you and me, security.” He nodded and 

followed me in clearing the rest of the room; nothing. Then we moved back to the door. Behind 

us I heard a Doc’s power saw, and a blood curdling shriek from Rabbi, but no gunshot.  

After a few minutes, the SF medic came up to me and said, “I think he might make it. That 

infection spreads really fast, but being low down on his hand and the tourney you got on there, I 

think we stopped it in time. Stitched up the major vessels and cauterized the rest. Doesn’t seem 

to be turning, and he won’t, in my experience. Of course, he could die from regular old 

infection.” 

“Well, I guess the mission is a scrub then, at least for today. If we had lost him, we could carry 

on, but we’ve got to get him a chopper back out of here. If they come, we can resume patrolling 

tomorrow.” 

Ahmed wasn’t actually in the Chain of Command, but I valued his advice, like I did everyone’s 

on the team. “After what we saw today,” he said, “do you really think we’re going to find 

anything?” 

I thought of the insane red light in the movie star’s eyes, and her head splattering all over the 

wall. “Honestly,” I answered, “no, not really. But we’re here to try out the Scout Team concept, 

so we have to carry through.” 

Then Jonesy chimed in with, “US Army, we’re here to help!” and then burst out in his deep bass 

laugh. Doc joined in as my face went red; even Ahmed let a grin break on his bearded face. 

“Maybe we should get team t-shirts made up with that slogan,” continued Jones, and I gave him 

the finger.  



Getting back to the bus garage was tough work, with Sergeant Rabinowitz lying on a collapsible 

stretcher. We left his pack, but distributed all his ammo amongst us, making our loads even 

heavier. Taking turns hauling the stretcher, we slowly advanced back up Mulholland Street 

towards the bus garage. Along the way, we started to see increased signs of undead, shadows 

moving around amid the trees and far below us. Doc called in a nine line MEDEVAC request as 

we walked, but we got told that there would be no transport for at least three hours. The Marines 

had been taking heavy casualties after running into a horde out in the desert, and they couldn’t 

spare a bird for a non-critical casualty.  

“Non-critical,” grunted Doc. “Expendable, you mean. Just because we’re not jarheads.” 

“I’m sure that has nothing to do with it,” I answered. “After all, we’re one big happy military 

family.”    

Up ahead, a single dog appeared, and I wondered if he was the outlier for a pack. That could be 

some bad news, but, if they were around, it meant no undead. Dogs hated them.   

 “Do we shoot him?” asked Ahmed.  

“No,” I answered. I loved dogs, and it hurt me to see how low they had fallen. “They can provide 

good warning of undead. Let me try something.” 

I reached into my pocket and drew out a Slim Jim, and held it out. The dog, a sort of German 

Shepard or Husky mutt, came cautiously forward when I held it out. “Here, boy,” I said, and he 

just walked right up to me and took it out of my hand. I reached down and scratched under his 

chin, getting a handful of fleas, I’m sure. There was a collar, and a tag that said “ROCKET”.  

“You were just lonely, weren’t you?” I asked him, and the dog barked. I fed him another snack, 

and he barked again. It looked like he was starving. Then his back stiffened, and he started 

growling, looking back the way he had come. The road curved out of view up ahead, and, 

although it had been empty an hour earlier when we had come down, that meant nothing.  

Maybe they had smelled us with a change in the wind, maybe they heard Rabbi’s yelling as Doc 

cut into his arm. Either way, there were easily a three dozen of them, between us and our 

objective. Their red eyes blazed even in the California sun, and that insane, teeth grinding howl 

sounded.  

I almost froze, thinking back to how we were overrun at the bridges, and my months of hiding, in 

constant fear of being caught out in the open. Then I looked to my right and left. The guys were 

on line with me, weapons raised. Four of us, each with plenty of ammo, good training and good 

weapons. We dropped our packs, and Ahmed took a sitting position, his Soviet era Dragunov 

resting on a monopod swung down and extended from the barrel.   

“OK,” I said, drawing a deep breath, and then letting it out. “Let’s do this, Scouts!” 

And we opened fire.  

  



Epilogue  

January, Post Apocalypse Year 1 

Syracuse, New York 

The powdery lake effect snow was whipped up by the rotor blades, creating the effect of a snow 

globe, and whipping it off the headstones of Oakwood Cemetery. We jumped off, landing up to 

our knees in snow, and the helo applied power, lifting higher and turning to head west. Silence 

fell, and we moved out, step by step, in a line, breaking trail for each other.  

We moved onto the actual Syracuse University campus, and I reviewed our mission in my head. 

Look for survivors, recover a list of unique items from the campus library, including two 

priceless pages from an original Guttenberg Bible. Ahmed took the lead, scanning the ground in 

front of us, looking for tracks.  

The snow crunched under our boots, fell off branches, worked its way down through my Gortex 

parka. I pulled my balaclava up across my face, but couldn’t keep it there. My breath formed a 

mask of ice inside if I kept it up too long. 

“Ahmed, what the hell do you know about tracking in the snow? You from the desert, man.” 

Jonesy stood with his rifle at the low ready, scanning the buildings around us, looking for 

movement. 

 

“Now,” I said to Brit, kissing her sleeping forehead, “you know how it all started for me.” 

 

 

 

 

The Beginning… 

1. Falling 

2. Even Zombie Killers Can Get The Blues 

3. Even Zombie Killers Need A Break 

4. Even Zombie Killers can Die 

5. Civil War 

6. Endgame 

7. Ambush 

8. Heat 

9. Bad Company 

10. Even Zombie Killers Can Go To Hell 
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