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Preface

 


 


 The mash up. That’s what they’ve called this fad of making a classic piece of literature into something else…usually horror related. Some are already screaming, “ENOUGH!” And with good reason in some cases. However, I don’t think you can lump everything together.

 Let me take a second to point out the merits of the mash up. There is an entire generation of readers who haven’t had the desire to pick up Jane Austen, Emily Brontë, or Charles Dickens. Hell, unless it’s the memoires of the latest reality show “star” or a gossip rag…many of today’s youth don’t read. Then…along came Pride and Prejudice and Zombies. Teachers wrote “Thank You” letters! My only defense is this: If a mash up gets one out of every hundred readers to poke around in the original…that is a victory.

 The tales of the Brothers Grimm have always fascinated me since one of my babysitters read the story of Ashputtle, or as she’s better known…Cinderella. Suddenly, the story I knew but had no interest in because I was a boy—and thus…too cool—became amazing. Seriously…the ugly stepsisters were hacking up their feet to fit into the slipper. For a nine-year-old boy, that was a story.

 Teaming with my artist, Farron Baldwin, I hope to eventually bring you, a reimaging of all 201 Grimm’s “Fairy” Tales. Some have been really challenging, others lent themselves nicely. I tried to include some of the spirit of the original tale, but I must admit that there are times when the title should proclaim: Very Loosely Based On…

 I hope you enjoy the twist. This isn’t a true mash up in many ways because, while I may have brought along some of the original text, these stories often bare a minimal resemblance to their originals and carry only a hint of the Grimm’s unique and moralistic flavor.

 I need to thank the usual cast of characters: Denise and Jenifer for making sense of my chicken scratch, and Dan Bluestein for all his help with editing and proof reading again…and again…and again; The Ralph Manheim and Margaret Hunt translations of Jakob and Wilhelm Grimm’s work, if you are curious about the REAL Grimm’s Tales, you can’t go wrong with either of their offerings; Farron for awesome art as always; and everybody who continues to offer their support and stick with me during the rough spots…I’m looking at you Chantal, Donna and Eric.
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 TW Brown
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The Zombie King

Based on:

Der Froschkönig oder der eiserne Heinrich


 

 In Olden times, when wishing still helped, there lived a king whose daughters were all beautiful, but the youngest was so beautiful, that even the sun which has seen it all, was filled with wonder every time he cast his radiance down and felt it reach her face. Not far from the king’s palace there was a great, dark forest; and under an old lime tree in the forest was a wellspring. When the weather was very hot, this youngest and most fair princess went out to the forest and sat near the edge of the cool wellspring. And during such times as she was overcome with boredom, she brought with her a golden ball, throwing it high into the air and catching it. It was her favorite plaything.

 Now it so happened that, on one occasion, the princess threw it ever higher and it failed to fall into the tiny, open hand which she was holding up for it. Instead, it fell to the ground and rolled straight into the water. The princess followed the ball with her eyes as it sank, disappearing into the murky depth. The wellspring was so deep that you could not see the bottom. On this, she began to cry; she cried louder and so as to be inconsolable. As she lamented, a strange sound found her ears. It could not be called a voice, but more akin to low moans and groans.

 Still, in those sounds, the princess could hear the intent: “What ails thee, princess? Thou weepest so that it would make the foulest corpse claw from the grave and take pity.”

 She looked around to see whence the voice came from and felt terror grip her tiny heart. From the inky black shadows of the forest stepped a zombie. Maggots writhed in one eye-socket and a hairy, black spider scur-ried from its mouth and vanished into the tattered rags of a filthy tunic.

 “Return to the hole you crawled out from, dead one,” the princess cried, thankful that she was on one side of the wellspring’s stream, and this horrid monster the other. “I am crying because my precious golden ball has fallen into the water and sunken to the murky, black depths.”

 “Stop crying, sweet princess,” the zombie’s moans and wheezes formed as words in her ears. “I believe I can help you, but what will you give me if I bring you your plaything?” 

 “There is much I would give, dearly departed.” The princess scrubbed away her tears, daring to hope. “Fresh clothes without spiders or maggots, strands of pearls and shiny jewels, even the golden crown I am wearing.”

 The undead horror staggered forward a few steps. “I care nothing for clothes. Nor do I want pearls, jewels, or your golden crown. None of that will take away the chill of death or the coldness of the grave. I would rather feel the warmth of your love, feel something in my heart besides maggots. Allow me to be your companion and playmate. Let me sit at a table and eat from your golden plate and drink from your golden cup. Let me sleep in your bed and not under a blanket of dirt and pine needles. If you promise me that, I will go down and fetch your golden ball, returning that which is precious unto thee.”

 “Absolutely,” she said. “I promise anything you want, if only you will go to the dark and murky depths and return to me my ball.” However, the princess thought something much different. What silly nonsense the zombie talks in his foul moans and groans. He is undead. How can he be a companion to anybody?

 But once the zombie had his promise, he shuffled and shambled to the wellspring’s edge and stepped in. The princess watched, but just like with her precious golden ball, the zombie disappeared from sight. All that remained were wriggling white maggots on the surface. After several moments passed, a pair of shriveled, blue hands burst from the water and clutched at the edge of the wellspring. Slowly, the zombie drew up from the water, dark streams of filth running from it to pool at its feel. It plucked the golden ball from its one empty eye-socket and tossed it on the grass.

 The princess was delighted when she saw her beautiful plaything. At once, she picked it up and ran away with it.

 “Wait, wait,” the zombie moaned. “Take me with thee, I cannot run like thou canst.” He moaned, wheezed, grunted and groaned to no avail.

 The princess did not listen. Instead, she ran out into the sun and forgot the poor zombie who had no choice but to return to the cold, lonely ground, for zombies come to fear the sun after years in the earth.

 The next evening when she had seated herself at the table with the king and his courtiers, and was eating from her little golden plate, something foul and dead came shambling draagg-step shuffle, draaagg-step shuffle, draagg-step shuffle, up the marble staircase. When it reached the top, dead hands slapped and scratched at the door.

 “Princess,” a moan carried on the wind, “youngest princess, let me in.”

 The princess ran to see who was outside. When she peeked out the door, there stood the zombie. Slamming the door, she ran back to the table pale with fear.

 “What is it, my child?” the king asked, seeing plainly the pulse of his daughter thrumming in her slender throat. “Is there a giant outside come to take you away?”

 “No,” the princess shook her head. “It is not a giant, but rather a disgusting zombie.”

 “What would a zombie want of you?”

 “Umm, well…dear father, yesterday I was playing beside the wellspring in the forest. My golden ball fell into the water and made me cry. Because I was crying so, I apparently woke the dead and he got it back for me. Only, because he insisted, I promised him he should be my companion. I never thought he could travel so far from his grave. Now he is outside and wants to come in to me.”

 In the meantime, the zombie scratched and pounded at the door once more. A chill wind seemed to carry the rank breath of the dead to the ears of all:

 “Princess, youngest princess!


 Open the door and let me in.


 Dost thou not know what thou


 saidst to me,


 Yesterday by the cool waters


 of the wellspring?


 Princess, youngest princess!


 Open the door and let me in.”


 “A promise made is one that must be kept,” the king said. “Go, and let him in.”


 The princess went and opened the door as she was told; the zombie staggered in and shuffled along close at her heels all the way to her chair.

 Grasping a nearby courtier, the zombie tore into the man’s ample belly and pulled forth all manner of his insides. “I need a chair beside you,” the zombie wheezed, “so I can share your golden plate.”

 The king ignored the dying screams of his cour-tier and nodded sternly at his daughter. She did this, but it was clear from her muffled gags that she was not happy about it. The zombie ate greedily, long strands hanging from his rotten, broken teeth. The princess tried her best to only eat in places where the bloody pile of innards had not splashed her plate.

 Finished with his meal, the zombie pushed away, “I am tired now,” he moaned. “Leadest me to your room so I canst lay in a real bed.” 

 The princess began to cry. She pointed at the courtier who was sitting up now, staring at everyone with dead, unblinking eyes. The zombie beside her fumbled for her golden goblet and used it to strike the newly risen courtier in the head until his skull broke open.

 “That is the only way to layest one such as I to rest,” the foul creature rasped.

 The princess cried harder. She was more afraid of the zombie than ever. She feared he might nip her once they were in her bed. Then, there was the filth, it would ruin her silk sheets.

 “Twice now he has helped you when you were in trouble,” the king said angrily. “You can not despise him after all that he has done.”

 Fighting back the urge to vomit, the princess took the zombies cold, dead hand in hers and led the abomination upstairs. She pointed to a pile of filthy linens in one corner. But when she lay down in bed, he staggered over by the head of it.

 “I’m dead tired,” the zombie wheezed. “I want to sleep in a bed beside thee. Let me or I will tell your father.”

 At that point the princess grew angry. She grasped a candlestick from her nightstand and rose up over the zombie. Swinging with all her might, she smashed the creature in the forehead, sending him stumbling back into her mirror—which, up to this point she did not know was enchanted.

 “Now you will get your rest, you nasty zombie.”

 There was the slightest flash as he fell to the floor. But when he fell, he was a zombie no longer; he was a king’s son with beautiful smiling eyes. At her father’s bidding, he became her dear companion and husband. He told her that a wicked witch had bewitched him with an evil spell, and how nobody could have delivered him except she alone. The next day, they would return to his kingdom.

 Then they went to sleep, and when the next morning the sun awoke them, a carriage drove up drawn by the eight white horses in golden harness with white ostrich plumes on their heads, and behind it stood the king’s servant, the faithful Heinrich.

 Faithful Heinrich had been so sad when his master was turned to a zombie that he had three iron bands forged around his heart, to keep it from bursting with grief and sadness. The carriage would conduct the restored young king to his kingdom with his new bride.

 Faithful Heinrich helped them both in, and placed himself behind the reins once more, overjoyed that his master was free of the curse, if only it were so for the many that now roamed the countryside that had fallen to his infectious bite.

 When they had driven part way, the new king and princess heard a terrible cracking sound. The young man called out to his faithful servant.

 “Heinrich, the carriage is falling apart.” 

 “No, master, it is only an iron ring. I had it forged around my heart,” Faithful Heinrich explained. “I feared it would break in two when you were bewitched and turned to a flesh-eating zombie.”

 Once again, and yet once again as they travelled there was a great crack. Each time the new king thought the carriage was coming apart. But it was only the bands snapping and falling away from Faithful Heinrich’s heart, because his master had been set free and he was happy.
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The Zombie and the Canabalistic Voodoo Queen Shack Up

Based on:

 Katze und Maus in Gesellschaf

 


 A certain zombie made the acquaintance of Voodoo Queen known to practice cannibalism and went on at such length about its feelings of love and friendship felt for the Voodoo Queen, that at length the Voodoo Queen agreed that they should take up residence in the empty shack out in the swamp.

 “But we must make a provision for winter or else we shall suffer from hunger,” moaned the zombie. “And you, my ebony enchantress, cannot venture everywhere, or you will be caught by a hungry mob and torn asunder.”

 The Voodoo Queen agreed that this was excellent advice and they stole a family of four from a nearby village. But they didn’t know where to put them. Finally, after much consideration, the zombie said, “I know no place where they will be better stored up than a nearby crypt, for no one dares venture where the undead are known to rise, and most other zombies are far too dumb to open such a heavy door. We’ll set them inside the crypt with a water barrel and crackers so they shall not die, and not touch them until we are really in need of them.”

 So the family and the barest of supplies to prevent them from starving were placed in the cold, dank, dark crypt. But it wasn’t long before the zombie felt a craving and groaned to the cannibalistic Voodoo Queen, “By the way, black witch, an old friend from my living days will be joining the ranks of the undead and I wish to be there when he turns. Let me shamble off while you mix your potions.”

 “Yes, of course,” said the Voodoo Queen. “Go, by all means, and when you take that bite that sends him on his way, think of me. I only wish I could have a taste of that sweet, red blood.”

 But it was all lies; the zombie had long since bitten and turned all of his old friends and would not be turning any today. He went straight to the crypt, and scooped the brains out of the terrified father then dragged the body outside and left it by a tree. After that, he wandered along side streets and the edges of the town, watching for those who investigate strange sounds in dark alleys or stagger drunk down empty streets where the lights flicker. After that he found a boarded up farmhouse and banged on the walls for a while, gnashing his teeth every time he thought of the juicy, gray, jelly-like brains. It was evening when he finally got home.

 “Well,” said the Voodoo Queen, “there you are again. I bet you had an enjoyable day.”


 “All went off without a hitch,” answered the zombie.


 “What was your old friend’s name by the by?”


 “Topoff!” said the zombie quite cooly.


 “Topoff!” the cannibalistic Voodoo Queen exclaimed. “That’s a strange and unusual name. Was he Russian?”


 “What’s so strange about it?” said the zombie. “It’s no worse than Corpse-thief as your ilk is called.”


 Before long, the zombie was seized by another craving. It wheezed to the Voodoo Queen, “You’ll have to do me a favor and attend to snake-catching by yourself. I’ve been asked to join a mob to overrun a farmer’s house, and I can’t refuse, because the people inside have boarded up especially well. Also, this will be the first zombie-walk for an old friend from before, and I need to show him how to properly moan and bang on the walls.”

 The cannibalistic Voodoo Queen consented, and the zombie stumbled back to the crypt and ate up all of the smallest child leaving just the mother and elder son. “Nothing ever seems so good as what one keeps to oneself,” the zombie said, and was very pleased with its day’s work.

 When the zombie came home, the Voodoo Queen asked, “What did you say your friend’s name was?”

 “Hafgon,” the zombie replied.

 “Hafgon! You don’t say so! Never in all my life have I heard that name. I’ll wager anything it’s not in the calendar of saints.”

 Soon the zombie began to drool again for the delicacy. “All good things come in threes,” it gurgled to the Voodoo Queen. “My oldest and dearest friend from before will be turned tonight. It is very special indeed to be the one to deliver the bite that turns a friend. You’ll let me go out again, won’t you?”

 “Topoff! Hafgon!” the Voodoo Queen replied. “Those names are so peculiar, they give me dark thoughts.”

 “You sit here in the swamp,” the zombie said, “in your possum-skin frock and alligator moccasins, and are filled with fancies, that’s because you do not go out in the daytime.”

 During the zombie’s absence, the Voodoo Queen gutted a giant catfish and ground some fresh zombie powder. Meanwhile, the greedy zombie ate the last two members of the family.

 “When everything is eaten up one has some peace,” it mewled to itself. Well-filled, it shambled about and did not return until night.

 The Voodoo Queen at once asked the name of this newest friend from before that had been turned. “It will not please you more than the others,” said the zombie. “He was called Allgon!”

 “Allgon!” cried the Voodoo Queen. “That’s the most dubious name I ever heard. I’ve never seen it in print. Allgon! What can it mean?” She shook her head, curled up in a ball, and lay down to sleep.

 From this time forth, none of the zombie’s old friends from before were turned or needed to be shown how to mob an isolated farm house, but when the winter had come and all the snakes, possums, and gators vanished from the swamp, the cannibalistic Voodoo Queen remembered their treasure.

 “Come on, zombie, let’s go gobble up that family we’ve been saving in the crypt. We’ll enjoy it.”

 “Yes,” answered the zombie, “you will enjoy it as much as you would enjoy sticking that dainty tongue of yours out of the window.”

 Off they went, but when they arrived, the door to the crypt was still shut, yet the family was gone.

 “Alas!” the cannibalistic Voodoo Queen said. “Now I see what had happened. Now the light dawns. Some friend you turned out to be! You ate them all up when you went to turn your friends or teach them to mob a farm house. First top off, then half gone, then—”

 “Will you hold your tongue,” howled the zombie. “One word more and I will eat you up.”

 “All gone,” was already on the poor Voodoo Queen’s lips; scarecely had she spoken it before the zombie fell on her, tearing into her throat, and ripping open her soft belly to gouge out her steaming innards. Verily, that is the way of the world.
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Hel’s Child

Based on:

 Marienkind


 

 In the suburbs of a great city lived an impeached politician with his wife, a disbarred lawyer, who had an only child, a little girl three years old. Their fortunes had become so poor, however, that they no longer had daily bread, and did not know how to get food for her. One morning, the former politician went out sorrowfully to catch a bus that would take him to the employment office. While he was waiting for the bus, a peculiar woman appeared before him; peculiar because the left side of her body was as dark as ebony while her right side was as white as purest snow. 

 “I am Hel, stepmother of Thanatos. Thou art poor and needy, bring thy child to me, I will take her with me and be her mother, and care for her.”

 The disgraced politician agreed after he was promised the sum of one millon dollars. He brought his child and gave her over to Hel, who took the girl to the Realms of the Underworld with her. There the child was wholly corrupted; she learned gluttony and selfishness, her clothes were of gold, and the imps and demon children played with her.

 One day when she was fourteen years of age, Hel called upon her and said, “Child, I am about to make a long journey, so take into keeping the keys of the thirteen doors of the kingdom of the underworld. Twelve of these thou mayest open, and behold the power which is within them, but the thirteenth to which this little key belongs, is forbidden thee. Beware of opening it, or thou wilt bring misery on thyself.”

 The girl promised to be obedient, and when Hel was gone, she began to examine the dwellings of the kingdom of the underworld. Each day she opened one of them, until she made the round of the twelve. In each of them was a vial containing a great plague and she was fascinated by an accompanying book that explained all manner of symptoms and methods of transmission, and the little demons who always accompanied her rejoiced with her.

 Then the forbidden door alone remained and she felt a great desire to know what could be hidden behind it, and said to the demons, “I won’t open it all the way and I won’t go in. I’ll just barely open it, so we can see a little something through the crack.”

 “Oh no,” said the imps and little demons, “that would violate Hel’s decree. She has forbidden it, and it might easily cause thy unhappiness.”

 Then she was silent, the desire in her heart had not stilled, but gnawed there and tormented her, and let her have no rest. And once when the imps and the little demons had all gone out, she thought; Now I am quite alone, and I could peep in. If I do it, no one will ever know. She sought out the key, and when she had it in her hand, she put it in the lock, and when she had put it in, she turned it round as well. Then the door sprang open, and there was a zombie, tall and gaunt, standing alone in the center of the room. She stayed awhile, having never seen one of the walking dead before; carefully she approached the decaying figure and reached out to touch it. It caught her hand, taking a bite. Immediately she screamed and ran, slamming the door violently on her way out. No matter what she did, her fear wouldn’t stop, and her heartbeat became sluggish. She washed and scrubbed, but it didn’t seem to help.

 It was not long before Hel came back from her journey. She called the girl before her and asked her to give back the keys to the underworld. When the maiden gave her the bunch, Hel looked into her eyes and said, “Hast thou not opened the thirteenth door also?”

 “No,” she replied.

 Hel laid her hand on the girl’s heart, and felt how it had slowed almost to a stop, and saw right well that she had disobeyed her order and had opened the door. Then she said once again, “Art thou certain that thou hast not done it?”

 “Yes,” said the girl.

 Then Hel perceived the mark on the girl’s hand from being bitten by the zombie. She knew the girl had disobeyed and asked for a third time, “Hast thou not done it?”

 “No,” said the girl once again.

 Then Hel said, “Thou hast not obeyed me, and besides that, thou hast lied. Thou art no longer worthy to live in splendor beside me in the underworld. But thou shalt not find the peace of death till I’ve had satisfaction.”

 The girl sank into a deep sleep, and when she awoke, she was back on earth in the midst of a wilderness. She wanted to cry out, but she could bring forth no sound. She staggered to her feet and wanted to run away, but whichever way she turned the way was blocked by dense thorny thickets, and she couldn’t break through. In the clearing where she was imprisoned there was an old hollow tree, and that had to be her dwelling place. Into this she crept when night came; and when it rained and stormed, she found shelter there. But it was a wretched existence, and when she remembered how happy she had been in the underworld, and how the imps and demons had played with her, she wept bitterly. 

 Bugs and stray cats were her only food and she went looking for them as far as she could go. In the autumn she devoured rats when they came by. And when the snow and ice came, she froze into her hollow tree until spring. 

 Before long, all her clothes were torn and fell off her body piece by piece. As soon as the sun shone warm again, she went out and stood by the tree, and her long hair was all she had to cover her like a coat. Year after year she sat there and felt the pain and misery of the world.

 One day, when the trees were once more clothed in fresh green, the governor of the state was hunting in the forest. He was tracking a deer and, as it had fled into the thicket surrounding the clearing, he got down off his horse, parted the brambles and hacked out a path for himself with a machete. When he had at last forced his way through, he saw a beautiful, but strangely pale girl sitting under the tree, covered to the tips of her toes by her golden hair. He stopped and looked at her with amazement. And then spoke to her, saying, “Who are you? Why are you sitting here in the wilderness?” But she didn’t answer, for she couldn’t open her mouth. The governor spoke again, “Will you come with me to my mansion?” At that she nodded her head a little. The governor scooped her into his arms, carried her to his horse, and rode home with her. And when they came to the governor’s mansion, he saw to it that she was fitted and dressed in designer clothes and given plenty of everything. And though she couldn’t speak, refused to eat in his presence, and felt a bit cold to the touch, she was so winsome and beautiful that he fell in love with her and soon they were married.

 After a year of trying in futility to conceive, they eventually adopted a son from a far off and impoverished country. That night as she lay alone in bed, Hel appeared to her and said, “I have kept thee from completely turning in order to givest thee ample time in that thou wilt tell the truth and confess that thou didst unlock the forbidden door, I will give thee back thy life fully, but if thou perservere in thy affront and deniest obstinately, I will loose thy hunger and place thy new child before thee.”

 Then the young woman was touched with enough of the spark of life to answer, but remained stubborn. “No,” she said, “I didn’t open the forbidden door.”

 And Hel withdrew the spark plus more as well to fully transform the woman, then placed the infant before the now drooling zombie who devoured every tiny, tender morsel down to its pink toes. Afterwards, Hel restored just enough of the spark so as to return the woman to the verge of undeath. Next morning, when the child was nowhere to be found, the aides and personal assistants begin to whisper that this woman was a murderess and had killed the child. She heard what they said, and could not reply, but the governor loved her so much and would not believe it.

 When a year had gone by, they adopted another son. That night, Hel again came to her and said, “If thou wilt confess that thou openest the forbidden door, I will restore thee to fully living and open thy womb so thou mayst bear thine own child; but if you continue to deniest it, I will revive the curse in full and layest this new child before thee.”

 Then the woman again said, “No, I didn’t open the forbidden door.” And Hel brought back the curse of undeath and placed the new child before the ravenous zombie.

 In the morning when this child also had disappeared, there was an uproar. Some even hinted that they believed the woman had gone so far as to eat the infant. A demand was made that the woman be brought to justice. The governor, however, loved her so dearly that he would not believe it and threatened his staff under obscure clauses in the Patriot Act not to say anything more about it.

 The following year, they adopted a beautiful little girl, and for the third time Hel appeared to her in the night and said, “Follow me.”

 She took the woman by the hand and led her to the suburbs and showed children playing in their yards as well as families sitting down to dinner. “Is thy heart not yet softened? If thou wilt own that thou openest the forbidden door, I will restore the full spark of life and allow thee to bring forth children.”

 But for the third time the woman answered, “No, I didn’t open the forbidden door.”

 Then Hel transported them back to the nursery. Once more, she removed the spark of life. The zombie lurched to the crib and feasted on the infant, tearing it to shreds. But this time, Hel did not restore any of the spark.

 The zombie lurched into the halls of the mansion causing people to run in fear from the bloody apparition. She fell on a fleeing aide and ripped his throat out. Soon, the aide sat up and joined in the chaos. This time, the governor could not deny or restrain his staff as, one by one, others were attacked and turned.

 “Zombies!” people screamed as they ran from the mansion.

 Numerous zombies poured forth, staggering across the city to spread the infection. A state trooper driving down a lonely road pulled up when he saw a solitary female zombie with long blonde hair shambling along. Climbing out of his car, he had his partner hand him the shotgun. Waiting until the creature drew close enough, he brought the shotgun to his shoulder and squeezed the trigger. There was a loud boom and the top two-thirds of the zombie’s head disintegrated in a mist of brain, blood, and bone.

 “Didn’t that look like the governor’s wife?” the trooper inside the car asked his partner as the man handed the shotgun back in. 

 “If it was,” the other trooper said as he slid behind the wheel, “she’s at peace now.”
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The Boy who Left Home in Search of the Creeps

 Based on:

 Marchen von einem, der auszog das Furchten zu lernen

 


 A father had two sons; the oldest was smart and sensible, able to deal with anything that came his way, but the youngest was basically an idiot. Everyone who saw him said, “His father will have trouble with that one!”

 If there was a task at hand, it was always the oldest who had to do it. But if his father asked the oldest boy to get something at dusk, let alone at night, and said task might lead near, past, or through the neighboring graveyard, he would say, “Oh, no, Father, I won’t go. It gives me the creeps.”

 And in the evening when stories that made your skin crawl were told around the fire, the listeners would say, “Oh it gives me the creeps.” 

 The younger boy who usually sat alone, listening, simply did not understand. “They keep saying: ‘It gives me the creeps, it gives me the creeps!’ It doesn’t give me the creeps…it must be just another thing that I’m too thick to understand.”

 One day his father said to him, “Listen, you over there in the corner, you’re getting to be a big lad. You’ll have to learn something to make a living, boy. Your brother is always working, but you’re useless.”

 “I agree, Father,” the younger son said. “And I want to learn something. In fact…I want to learn how to get the creeps. That is something I haven’t been able to understand.”


What an idiot, the oldest brother thought when he heard. Talk about the elevator not reaching the top floor.


 “That’s not exactly what I had in mind,” the father sighed. “And you can’t earn a living that way.”

 A few days later, the pastor from the nearby foursquare dropped in for a visit. The father unburdened himself and told the man how ignorant his youngest son was, how he knew nothing and learned nothing. “Just listen to this,” he said. “When I asked him what he wanted to do for a living, he said he wanted to learn how to get the creeps.”

 “If that’s what he wants,” the pastor replied, “he can learn that with me. Let him come with, and I’ll whip him into shape.”

 The father thought that, at the very least, his son would get something out of the deal and agreed. The pastor took him home and assigned him the task of ringing the church’s old-fashioned bell. After a few days, he had what he considered a brilliant plan. He would secretly go up ahead of the boy and wait for him in the belfry.

 When the boy came to the top and turned to grab the rope, he saw a white figure on the stairs across from the sound hole.

 “Who’s there?” he cried, but the figure neither moved nor responded. “Answer me,” the boy insisted, “or go away. You’ve no business here in the middle of the night.”

 The pastor stood there without moving, hoping the boy would think him a ghost. The boy cried a sec-ond time, “What are you doing here? Answer me if you’re an honest man, or I’ll throw you down the stairs.”


He wouldn’t dare, the pastor thought. And he didn’t utter a sound, but rather continued standing still as a stone.

 The boy called out a third time. And, when that did no good, he charged the figure, knocking the ghost down the stairs so that it fell down ten steps and lay still in a corner. Then the boy rang the bell, went home, and went to bed without giving it another thought. 

 The pastor’s wife waited a long time for her husband, but he didn’t come back. Finally, she got worried, woke the boy, and asked, “Do you know what’s become of my husband? He went up to the belfry ahead of you.”

 “No,” the boy answered. “But somebody was standing on the stairs across from the sound hole. When he wouldn’t answer or go away, I thought he might be up to no good, so I pushed him down the stairs. Go take a look. I’ll feel just terrible if it was him.” 

 The wife dashed off to discover her husband moaning in the corner. He had a broken leg. After getting him to the doctor, she went to the boy’s father. “Your son has really done it! He threw my husband down the stairs of the belfry and broke his leg. Get that good-for-nothing boy out of my house.”

 The father was horrified; he went to the pastor’s house and chewed his son out. “What in the hell did you do? Did the devil possess you all of a sudden?”

 “Father,” the boy said, “just listen. I’m innocent here. That man was standing there in the middle of the night like somebody up to no good. I didn’t know who he was, and I warned him three times to say something or go away.”

 “Uh-huh,” the father replied, unconvinced. “I’m never gonna have any peace with you. Just get out of my sight. I can’t look at you right now.”

 “Yes, sir,” the boy said. “Just give me until morning and then I’m out of here. I’ll go someplace and learn how to get the creeps. Then, at least I’ll have a way to earn a living.”

 “Fine,” the father said with utter exasperation. “Learn whatever you like…it’s all the same to me. Here’s fifty bucks. Take it and hit the road. Just never tell a soul where you came from or who your father is, because I just can’t take the shame.”

 “Okay, Father,” the boy agreed. “If that’s all you ask of me, it won’t be hard to remember.”

 When morning came, the youngest son pocketed the fifty bucks and hit the road. All the while, he mumbled to himself, “If I could only get the creeps! If only I could get the creeps!”

 Then a man passed by and heard the conversation the boy was having with himself. When they had gone on a ways, they passed by the gallows.

 “Look,” the man said, “there’s a tree where seven have celebrated their marriage to the ropemaker’s daughter, and now they’re learning how to fly. Sit down under it and wait till night comes. You’ll get the creeps all right.”

 “If that’s all there is to it,” said the boy, “it’ll be a cinch. If I learn to get the creeps as quickly as all that, I’ll give you my fifty bucks. Come back in the morning.”

 Then, he went to the gallows, sat down under it and waited for night to fall. Since he was cold, he made a fire, but by midnight the wind was blowing so cold that, in spite of the fire, he couldn’t get warm. And when the winds kicked up, the hanged men began to knock together and swing back and forth. If I’m freezing down here by the fire, he thought, imagine what it must be like for them.

 Being a kindhearted boy, he took a ladder, climbed up, untied them one by one, and brought them down, all seven. Then he stirred up the fire and blew on it, setting them all around it so they could get warm. But they sat motionless, and the sparks from the fire took hold of their clothes.

 “Be careful,” he warned, “or I’ll hang you up again.” But the dead men didn’t hear him; they didn’t say a word and just let their clothes burn.

 That made the boy angry. “If you won’t be careful, I can’t help you,” he said. “Next thing you know, you’ll set me on fire.” And he hung them up again one by one. Then he sat down beside the fire and fell asleep.

 In the morning, the man came back for his fifty bucks. “Well,” he said, “did you get the creeps?”

 “How could I?” the boy yawned. “Those fellows up there didn’t open their mouths. They’re so stupid that they let the few rags they had on their backs catch fire and burn.

 The man saw that he wouldn’t be getting an easy fifty bucks and walked away saying, “I never saw anybody like that before.”

 The boy resumed his journey as well. Once more he mumbled over and over to himself,” “Oh, if I could only get the creeps! Oh, if I could only get the creeps.”

 A wagon driver who was walking beside his cart behind the boy overheard. “Who are you?” he asked.


 “I don’t know,” answered the youngster.


 “Where are ya from?”


 “I don’t know.”


 “Where are your parents?”


 “That I can’t tell you,” the boy said


 “What is it that you keep muttering?”


 “Ah,” the boy replied, “I wish I could get the creeps. But nobody seems to be able to teach me how.”


 “That’s nuts,” said the wagon driver. “Forget it and come with me. I’ll find you a place to stay.”


 The boy went with the wagon driver, and in the evening they came to an inn where they decided to spend the night. As they stepped into the hall, he said it again in a loud voice, “I wish I could get the creeps!”

 The innkeeper heard him and laughed, “If that’s what you want…I believe it can be arranged.”

 “Don’t say such things,” the innkeeper’s wife said. “Think of all the foolhardy lads who have lost their lives; what a shame if those pretty eyes were never to see the light of day again.”

 “I don’t care how hard it is,” the boy insisted. “I want to learn; that’s what I left home for.” And he gave the innkeeper no peace until the man told him about the nearby castle, where a fellow could learn all about the creeps if he was willing to spend a few nights there. 

 The governor had promised his daughter in marriage to the man who could do it, and she was the most beautiful maiden under the sun. Besides, there were great treasures in the castle, guarded by monsters if you believed the rumors. Those treasures would make a person very rich. Many had gone in, but none had come out again.

 The next morning, the boy went to the governor and said, “If you let me, I’d like to spend a few nights in the castle.”

 The governor gave the young man a once over, and because he liked what he saw, he said, “You may ask for three things to take with you into the castle, but they must be lifeless things.”

 “Then give me fire, a lathe, and a smith’s anvil and workbench with the hammer,” the young man said.

 The governor had these things taken at sunrise. That night at dusk the young man went inside, made a bright fire in one of the rooms, set up the smith’s anvil and workbench with the hammer beside it, and sat down by the lathe.

 “Oh, if I could only get the creeps!” he said. “But I won’t learn in this place either.”

 Toward midnight he thought he’d stir up the fire. As he was blowing on it, he heard rasping sounds “Fools!” he called to the darkness. “What’s the good of moaning? If you’re so cold, come sit by the fire and warm yourselves.”

 No sooner had he spoken when a pair of black cats dragged their torn and twisted bodies into the light. He wished for a moment that he’d asked for a ball of yarn. Cats loved to play with such things. It would certainly pass the time quicker to play with the cats. As they drew closer, he noticed a strange white film over their eyes, gaping holes in their bellies, and dried blood on their whiskers. Then he noticed their wicked claws.

 “My goodness!” he exclaimed. “What long nails you have. I think they need a trimming.”

 With that, he seized them by the scruffs of their necks, lifted them to the smith’s anvil and workbench and made their paws fast in the vise. “Now that I’ve had a look at those claws, I don’t feel like playing with the likes of you.” He crushed their tiny heads with the hammer and carried the bodies to the pond out front and tossed them in. 

 But when he got rid of those two and was sitting down by his fire again, black cats and black dogs with red-hot chains came rushing out from every nook and shadow. More and more of them came until there was no place for him to escape to. They mewled and growled, so many that his fire was practically trampled and put out.

 He watched calmly for a while, marveling at how some of them could even walk, their injuries so grievous. Eventually, he had had enough and seized his hammer, shouting, “Get out, you no-goods!” With all his might he swung at the beasts. Some tried to drag themselves away, but he killed them all and tossed them into the pond.

 When he came back, he blew on the embers of his fire and then warmed himself. As he was sitting there, he could hardly keep his eyes open, and wanted to sleep. He looked around and saw a great bed in the corner. That’s just what
I need, he thought, and lay down. But as he was closing his eyes, the bed began to roll of its own accord, and went rolling all around the castle.

 “Perfect,” he said, “but faster would be better.” And on it rolled as if drawn by six horses, through doorways and up and down stairs. All of a sudden, hop, hop, it turned over upside down and lay on top of him like a mountain. 

 But he threw off the pillows and blankets, climbed out and said, “Now if you’ve a mind to, go right on a-rolling.” Then he lay down by his fire and slept until daylight.

 In the morning, the governor came in. When he saw the young man lying on the floor, he thought the ghouls had killed him. “What a pity,” he said. “Such a strapping and handsome boy.”

 The young man heard him, sat up and said, “Not so fast.”

 The governor was not only amazed, but absolutely thrilled. He asked the lad how he’d made out.

 “Pretty good,” he said. “One night has passed, the two others will do so as well.” Then, he excused himself and headed to the inn for breakfast.

 “I never expected to see you alive again,” the innkeeper gasped, his eyes almost bugging out of his head. “Have you found the creeps?”

 “No,” he said. “It’s hopeless. If only someone would tell me!”

 On the second night he returned to the castle, sat down by the fire, and started talking to himself, his same old song. “If only I could get the creeps!”

 At the approach of midnight, a din and a hub-bub were heard, first softly, then louder and louder. Then it was still for a while, and then, with horrible groans and moans, half a man came down the chimney and fell in front of him.

 “Hey!” cried the young man. “That’s not enough. where’s the other half?” Then there was another rumbling and the other half landed with a wet splat.

 “Wait,” said the young man. “I’ll stir the fire up for you.” When he’d done so, he looked around. The upper half of the body had dragged itself up to his workbench. “That wasn’t our bargain,” said the young man, “the bench is mine.”

 The horrible half-man pawed at the young lad, trying to claw and bite, but the lad wouldn’t let him; he shoved the living dead atrocity away and seated himself at the bench, resting one foot on the back of the head of the half-man. Then several more fell down the chimney as well.

 “How rude to invite friends when you yourself are an intruder on my hospitality,” the young man said. Pulling his hammer, he went to work on the skulls of the small mob of zombies. As he swung the heavy mallet, he hummed a tune. When he was finished, he stoked the fire and tossed the corpses in to add more warmth. Then he lay down and fell into a peaceful sleep.

 The next morning the governor came to check in on the young man. “How did you make out this time?”


 “Some ghouls dropped in and I hummed them one of my favorite tunes.”


 “Didn’t it give you the creeps?”


 “Puh-lease,” the young man said. “I had a blast. I just wish I knew what the creeps were!”


 On the third night he sat down at his workbench again and said sadly, “If I could only get the creeps!”


 When it grew late, six zombies shambled in. The young man quickly dispatched them. Afterwards, he discovered a lone coffin in the hall. That must be my cousin who died a few days ago, he thought. He flipped open the lid, “Come out, come out, dear cousin,” he said, but nothing happened. He touched the cheek and discovered it was as cold as ice. “Wait, I’ll warm you a little.”

 He went to his fire and warmed his hands, then touched the face once more, but it stayed cold. He took the body out, laying the head in his lap and rubbed the arms to start the blood moving. When that didn’t work, he remembered how when you lie in bed together, you warm each other; so he put him into the bed, covered him up and got in with him. After a while the body began to move.

 “See cousin. I’ve warmed you, haven’t I?” But the dead body reached over and tried to bite the young man. “What?” he cried. “Is this my thanks?” And he rolled out of bed, scooped up the squirming corpse and threw it back into its coffin, closing the lid.

 He remembered how he’d had to use his hammer before as he listened to the scratching and struggling from within the coffin. He flipped open the lid and brought his hammer down on his dead cousin’s skull. Meanwhile, he thought, I just can’t get the creeps…I’ll never learn how to in this place if I live to be a hundred.

 Then, an old man came in; he was bigger than all the rest. His stomach was a gaping hole and all manner of his insides hung down to his knees. The young man shook his head. This one would make quite a mess. He led the old man to the area by his anvil which had no carpets and would be easier to clean.

 He yanked the man down by the beard so that his head was square on the anvil and brought his mallet down so hard that he split the anvil. Then, he wandered the halls. That is when he found the door to the cellar. Down there, he found three chests of gold.

 “Hmm,” said the young man. “This is far too much for three nights’ work clearing a castle of ghouls who couldn’t put up much of a fight. One chest shall be for the poor, one shall be for the governor, and one for me.” He returned to the warmth of his fire and went to sleep. In the morning, the governor arrived as usual.

 “I bet you know what the creeps are now.”

 “No,” the young man replied. “But I did see my cousin who became one of the ghouls, along with a great big man, but no creeps.” He paused, then added, “Oh yeah…and I found three chests of gold.”

 “You’ve set the castle free!” the governor exclaimed. “And stopped the ghouls from making their way to the countryside to infect the citizens. For that, you shall marry my daughter.”

 “Great,” the lad shrugged. “But I still didn’t get the creeps.”

 The gold was brought up and the wedding was celebrated. But as much as he loved his wife and as happy as he was, he continued to lament, “If only I could get the creeps. If only I could get the creeps.” Eventually it really began to annoy his new bride.

 “Don’t you fret,” the housemaid whispered. “Leave it to me, I’ll give him the creeps.” That night she hid all of his new bride’s expensive make-up, hairbrushes, and even the toothbrush.

 In the morning, when the young man woke to the sun and saw his bride’s head on the pillow beside him without her exotic make-up, then took a deep whiff of her morning breath, he whispered, “Now, at last I have the creeps!”
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The Zombie and the Seven Kids

Based on: 

Der Wolf und die sieben jungen Geißlein

 


Once there was a middle-aged woman with seven kids, and she loved them very much. One day she needed to go to the DHS office to renew her food stamp card, so she called all seven in from where they were playing in the empty field out behind the trailer.

“Dear children, I’m going to DHS. There’s been strange things on the news lately about attacks by people who were once thought to be dead,” she said. “I want you to stay inside and not let anybody in but me.”

“Yes, mother,” the chorus of children’s voices sang back. “We will be careful. You don’t need to worry about us.” The woman kissed her children and went about the day’s business with an easy mind.

It was not long before the meaty slap of a hand sounded at the door. A zombie had been drawn by the sounds of the children playing inside the trailer. They grew quiet, shivering at the sounds of a low moan that carried above the sound of the daytime talk show blaring on the television.

“Maybe it’s mom,” one of the children whispered. “She might be hurt.”

“We aren’t opening the door,” the oldest child said. “Our mother has a beautiful voice. You’ve heard her when she sings us to sleep at bedtime.”

The children stayed silent for a long time, and eventually the zombie wandered away. But soon, another came and this one sounded like it was whimpering because of the great hole in its throat.

“Maybe that’s mom,” one of the children again whispered.

“Look at the shadow in the glass,” the oldest pointed out. “Mom has beautiful, long hair.”

Once again, they were quiet until the zombie outside grew bored and wandered away.

Next door, at the trailer of the Miller family, the wife had been out in the garden when a zombie snuck up from behind and bit into her shoulder, then tore away part of her face as she kicked and screamed. The husband peeked out and saw it and feared that he might be next. He quickly got the zombie in the garden and his newly risen wife’s attention. He led them around the corner and to the trailer next door where the children hid. Yes, that is the way people are.

For the third time there was a noise at the door and the sound of a hand scratching away. The oldest looked and saw the shadow of a woman with long, wavy hair, just like their mother. He opened the door and was immediately dragged down by the zombie of the neighbor’s wife.

The children were scared to death and tried to hide. One slipped under the table, another into the bed and under the covers, the third into the oven, one into the cupboard under the kitchen sink, and another into the dryer. The youngest managed to fit inside the grandfather clock that had been passed down through the family.

More zombies stumbled into the house and, one by one, the children were found and devoured. The only child not discovered was the one inside the grandfather clock. Eventually, the zombie mob was finished and they stumbled out in search for more victims. Even the children eventually rose and joined the madness.

A little later, the mother returned home. The sight that her eyes beheld was heartbreaking. The front door was still wide open. Table, chairs, and the sofa were overturned; the dryer had its door ripped off and was smeared with blood; blankets and pillows had been torn off the bed. She looked for her children, but there were none to be found. She cried their names one after another, but no one answered. Finally, when she called out for the youngest, a thin voice cried out.

“I’m in the clock, mother.”

She brought him out and he told her how the zombies had come and eaten all the others. You can imagine how she wept over her poor children. Turning on the television, she saw that the problem had indeed spread. The government was now advising people to head to FEMA-run emergency shelters.

Gathering a few things, she scooped up her youngest child and prepared to evacuate to safety. The last thing she grabbed was her ex-husband’s revolver from the shelf in the closet.

As they stepped out onto the porch, Mister Miller from next door heard the mother speaking words of comfort to her child. He decided to crawl out from under the trailer where he’d hidden the entire time, listening as his undead wife and the other zombies had broken into the trailer and eaten the children inside.

Poking his head out, Mister Miller wasn’t paying attention and hit his knee on a cinder block that was helping to support the trailer. He moaned in pain.

The mother heard the noise and drew the revolver. A head peeked out from under her trailer. Aiming at the back of the balding head, she fired the weapon. The body twitched and stopped moving.

“C’mon, sweetie,” the mother hugged her youngest child close and pulled the door shut, “once we get to the shelter we’ll be safe.”
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John

Based on: 

Der Treue Johannes

 


 It had been almost a decade since the dead rose, walked, and attacked the living. In that time, small pockets of humanity built bastions to keep themselves safe. In one such place, the man who had a large hand in securing the location, building its defenses, and bringing in other survivors, finally fell prey. It was a small bite really. But then, that is all it takes.

 On his deathbed, strapped in and awaiting his final breath as one of the living, he called in the man who had been considered by most to be his chief lackey. Having been saved from certain death by the man everybody now just called The President, this lackey, John, was about as faithful and trustworthy as The President could hope to find. And that is exactly who The President had summond to his room just before he was about to turn.

 When John arrived, The President nodded for him to come sit beside his bed and listen to his last request. “My good friend, I feel that my end is near. Only one thing weighs on my mind: my son is still at an age where he doesn’t know what is best for him. I won’t be able to die in peace unless you promise to take him under your care, teach him all he needs to know, and be the father to him that I will no longer be able to be.”

 “I will never leave his side, sir,” John replied. “I’ll teach him all there is to know about surviving in this new world, and protect him to the last…even if it requires that I have to give my life for that cause.”

 “Now my mind can rest,” The President groaned. “And after my death, you must show him the entire compound. Make certain he knows about every vault and storeroom, but, keep him out of my observation tower. If he manages to get an eyeful of one of those hotties at that compound across the river…well, he might start thinking with the wrong head. I’ve seen one gal in particular who has had me thinking about running the gauntlet. You need to keep him from that.”

 When John had promised, the man known as The President lay back and closed his eyes. A moment later, they opened again. John took the drill from the guard and personally bore a hole in the zombie’s forehead, putting him down once and for all.

 After the corpse had been burned, John sought out the man’s son, Brandon King, but everybody just called him Junior. John explained all he had promised his father on his deathbed.

 “That is a promise I intend to keep,” John said. “Your father risked his life to save me, and I will gladly give mine to keep you safe.”

 Once the young man had been allowed an appropriate amount of time to grieve, John sought Junior out. “It’s time to show you what your dad has left behind. This compound is yours to oversee now, and there is much to show you.”

 He led him to the secret cooridors where all the emergency supplies, food, gardening equipment, and weapons were stashed. There was one door he did not open. It was the door that led to the observation tower. That door led to a set of stairs that ended in a room with the telescope set up right at the window and pointed directly into the window of the room belonging to the very same hottie that The President had been trying to get to when he was bitten.

 Of course Junior noticed that John had shown him what was behind every door but one. He pulled up in the hallway and refused to take another step.

 “Why don’t you ever open that door?” Junior asked.


 “Because,” John replied, “what lies beyond will bring you nothing but trouble.”


 “I’ve seen everything else,” Junior insisted. “And now I want to know what’s on the other side of that door.” 


 He reached for it, but John blocked his way. “I promised your dad that I wouldn’t let you in that room. It’s just gonna bring you nothing but trouble…and me in the process.”

 “I don’t believe you,” John argued. “And if I don’t go in, I’m sure it will make me crazy. Day and night, I’ll be fixated on it. In fact, I’m not budging until you open that door.”

 John realized there was no way around it. With a heavy heart, he sighed and took the key from the ring. He opened the door and went in first hoping to perhaps knock the telescope askew. A lot of good that did. Junior had never seen outside the walls of the compound, and sat for quite a while scanning the ruins of a civilation overrun by the undead. When he spied the other compound, he was so excited that he jumped up, hit his head, and knocked himself out cold.

 John scooped up the young man and carried him back to his room. This won’t go well at all, John thought. If Junior is anything like his dad, John had no doubt he’d want to find a way to that other compound where there were actual women?

 When Junior came to, the first words out of his mouth were, “Did you see the absolute babes kickin’ it over at the other compound?”

 “You mean the blonde with the long golden tresses and the huge rack?” John couldn’t help but sigh.

 “And we haven’t had any women here for so long,” Junior continued. “I’d cross a thousand zombie infested blocks just to have a shot at that. You gotta help me on this, John.”

 John thought it over, then realized that the one thing he hadn’t seen in the other compound was any kind of fruit tree; whereas, they had two beautiful apple trees that produced delicious apples that made the tastiest golden-hued brandy.

 “Go and bring me two casks of your dad’s supply of apple brandy,” John said. “We will sneak over to that compound disguised as travellers. People have almost no tolerance for alcohol these days. We shall get everybody drunk and bring the girl back with us. We’ll leave the second cask behind as payment. After all, we aren’t barbarians.”

 They each secured a cask on their backs, selected a few choice weapons, and slipped out through one of the secret exits. The journey was perilous and would make for an exciting tale of its own, but eventually they arrived at the gates of the other compound.

 Once inside, John told Junior to hang back and let him do the talking. He quickly went into a spiel about how they were travellers from far away, and that zombies had managed to knock down their main security gate. He told the small crowd gathered around that they had managed to salvage a couple of casks of apple brandy and would willingly part with one if allowed to stay. The members of the compound agreed and decided to throw a bit of a party.

 Once the party was in full swing, John sidled up beside the golden-haired beauty that Junior was so infatuated with. Twice he refilled her cup while engagning her in polite conversation. He showed her the second cask of brandy after a while.

 “I actually know a place where there is much more,” John whispered in her ear. “Not only that, but there are apple trees heavy with fresh fruit.”

 “I would give anything to sink my teeth into a ripe, red apple,” the woman—who revealed her name to be Sarah—sighed.


 “Actually,” John said as he refilled her cup again, “if you would like, I’ll show you.”


 “Maybe you could just bring some apples to me,” Sarah slurred.


 “But why settle for a few apples when I offer the tree?”


 “Fine,” she agreed, the alcohol now firmly clouding her sense and judgement. “Take me to this place and show such treasures as an actual apple tree.”

 John smiled and poured her another cup. He watched as, one by one, the revellers staggered off to find a place to sleep, then he led her to the gate where Junior had waited patiently. When Junior saw her up close, he was thrilled to discover that she was even more beautiful in person.

 They slipped out the gate, but it was close to sunrise. So as soon as they had gotten far enough away that the other compound was in sight, they found an abandoned building to hide in and barricade themselves for the day.

 When she awoke, Sarah was horrified to discover her dilemma. She looked back and forth between the old man who’d gotten her drunk, and the young, handsome and muscular man who’d arrived at the gates of the compound that she’d called home early the previous day.

 “Please,” she cried in horror, “I don’t know if you’re rapists or cannibals…but if you’re gonna kill me, do it quickly.”

 “Easy, Sarah,” Junior took her hand and patted it gently, “you don’t want to bring the zombies down on us. Actually, I have a compound even bigger than the one you were in. And John wasn’t kidding about the apple trees. I’m sorry about getting you drunk and stealing you away from your people, only, from a tower in my compound, I saw you through a telescope and fell madly in love with you. And I mean that literally, because when I stood up, I hit my head and knocked myself out.”

 Sarah laughed at his humor and found herself similarly attracted to him. In no time, the two agreed to be married once they returned to Junior’s compound where she would live even more comfortably than she had before, and be able to eat all the apples she desired.

 That afternoon, while Junior and Sarah napped and they waited for an open window of opportunity in which to travel, John had a vision. In this vision he saw three ravens who began to converse.

 “Look, he’s taking Sarah-with-the-golden-tresses home with him,” the first raven cawed.


 “So he is,” answered the second, “but he hasn’t got her yet.”


 “What do you mean he hasn’t got her yet?” cried the third. “He’s got her right there snuggled in his arms.”


 The first spoke again and said, “A lot of good that will do him! When they exit this dilapidated building, he will spy a recently abandoned Harley that looks like it will run. He’ll want to climb on, and if he does, it will rocket out of his control and he’ll never live to see his wedding chamber.”

 “Is there no way of saving him?” asked the second raven.

 “Oh yes, if somebody else jumps on quickly and rips the wires from the mighty motor, then the chopper will be just another piece of junk and Junior will be saved. But who knows that? And if anyone knows and tells, he’ll be turned to a zombie after being bitten on the leg.”

 “I know something more,” said the second raven. “Even if the chopper is disabled, Junior won’t be able to hook up with Sarah. When they reach the compound together, he will see what appears to be a cool bottle of water, but it is really a poison made to keep down the rats, and if he drinks it, it will burn a hole in his guts.”

 “Is there no way of saving him?” asked the third raven.

 “If somebody handles the bottle, preferably with gloves to keep it from possibly getting on their skin, and throws it in the fire and burns it up, then Junior will be saved. But what’s the good of that! If anyone knows and tells him, he is fated to be attacked by a zombie within the day and have his guts torn from his body.”

 “I know more still,” said the third raven. “Even if the chopper is disabled and the poison disposed of, Junior won’t live to hook up with his hot new chicky. After the wedding, there will be a party. While Sarah is shaking her groove thing, she will suddenly turn pale and fall down as though dead. Unless somebody lifts her up and sucks three drops of blood from her right breast and spits them out, she will die. But if someone knows it and tells, he will fall prey to a pack of zombies and be completely torn to bits from head to toe.”

 When the ravens finished their conversation, they flew away. Good old John had heard every word, and these days, people who used to take certain medications to keep from seeing imaginary friends or talking animals were left to suffer with their psychosis. John sat silent and sad, because if he didn’t tell Junior what he had heard, Junior would come to know much grief, and if he did tell, he would be forfeiting his own life. In the end he thought, I will save Junior, even if I have to die for it.

 When they finally had an open window where there were no zombies in sight and left the building, it so happened that there was a Harley on its side in the road—exactly where it lay when they passed in on their way to meet Sarah.

 “Cool chopper.” Junior nodded towards the bike, and John ran over to it and ripped at every wire he saw coming from the mighty engine.

 “Does he flip out like that often?” Sarah whispered.

 “Sometimes he seems a bit kooky,” Junior whispered in response. “And every once in a while, I see him talking to thin air, but he’s a good enough old dude.”

 When they reached the compound late that afternoon, John showed Sarah to what would be their room. Thirsty, he picked up a bottle of water from his table, but John ran over, snatched it from his hands and tossed it into the fireplace where it promptly extinguished the flames. He hadn’t bothered to remove the gloves he’d been wearing while they were out in the zombie infested ruins. But now he peeled those off and tossed them in the fireplace, too.

 “What the hell is his problem?” Sarah asked again. 

 “Sometimes he just does things,” Junior shrugged. “But deep down he always means well. Really, babe, John’s a good dude. Maybe he just needs some rest.”

 Later that day, the wedding ceremony was performed. Sarah was blown away by how well-stocked this compound was compared to her old one. Also, as promised, there were plenty more apples…and apple brandy. Not used to it, she drank way too much. As the party hit its stride, Sarah began to feel the effects of the hooch. John had stood on the fringe the entire time, just watching. Suddenly, Sarah turned pale and passed out in a drunken stupor.

 John leaped into action, scooping her up, and carrying her to Junior’s bedroom. He laid her out on the bed, ripped open her blouse, took his knife and cut away her bra. Making a slice on her right breast, he sucked three drops of blood and spat them out. Sarah, pained by the slice to her breast, began to regain consciousness. 

 About that time, Junior caught up and burst into the room. All he saw was his new bride on the bed with her shirt ripped, her bra sliced open, blood dripping down one breast, and John holding a knife with blood smeared on his mouth.

 “You’ve gone too far this time, you crazy old bastard!” Junior yelled. “Toss him over the wall!”

 John begged and cried as he was led to the wall. He told about the three ravens and all they said. He explained how he was only trying to save Junior and his new bride.

 “I’ve always been faithful to you!” John wailed.

 “You’re a lunatic!” Junior replied. “Birds can’t have conversations. At best, they might say ‘Pretty Bird,’ but that’s about it.”

 John was tossed over the wall and torn apart by the waiting pack of zombies below. A couple of people joked about how at least he got that last part right. 
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Murphy’s Deal

Based on: 

Der gute Handel

 


 The sun rose to reveal that a small caravan of survivors had set up beside a tiny creek. This was larger than some, smaller than others, just shy of a hundred members. They’d been forced to move from their last settlement when a lightning strike had set the nearby forest on fire. For two weeks they travelled in search of a new home. At last, they’d found a good spot.

 Nobody knew that they were beside what had once been known as the Sandy River. In fact, not one actually knew they were in what had been known as the state of Oregon. The zombie rising of almost five years ago had made all that unimportant. The only thing that was important was surviving…and not getting bitten.

 Travelling with this band was an old man that everyone had taken to calling Murphy because of the empty plastic container of Murphy’s Soap that he carried clutched in his gnarled hands. It was agreed that, as long as he remained harmless, he could stay under the protection of the group. Murphy was what many used to refer to as “batshit crazy.”

 One day, shortly after the group had set up their new camp, Murphy found a pair of leather boots. Granted, they still had the feet in them, but Murphy spent the morning digging them out. Once he was done tidying up his prize, he went to hang them from a tree to dry in the sun. It was in the tall grass that he spied a legless zombie creeping about. 

 The zombie opened its mouth and let out a moan that sounded like “Mwyarrboo.” Of course, to crazy Murphy, it sounded exactly like “My boots.”

 “Bless me,” he said to himself. “The poor creature doesn’t know what it’s talking about. Poor thing doesn’t even have legs. It certainly couldn’t claim such a fine pair of boots.” When he walked over to where the creature was struggling in the thick brambles, he poked it with a stick. “What stupid things zombies are! Don’t you even know that you are missing your legs?”

 The zombie craned its head and moaned again, “Mwyarrboo.”

 “Is that right?” Murphy challenged. “Well then, let’s see you put them on.” And he set the boots beside the legless corpse. Of course, the zombie completely ignored them and continued crawling towards the crazy old man. As it crawled, it managed to get its hands caught inside the boots.

 “Oh, I see. That’s how it is, eh?” Murphy scowled. “Well if that’s the way you want to be, then you can keep the ratty old things.”

 Murphy stomped back to the encampment in a foul mood. He was certain he could still hear the legless zombie groaning about his boots.

 As the days passed, the survivors erected fences, created gardens, and tried to do their best to survive. They allowed Murphy to come and go. Sometimes he would bring back useful trinkets like a hand trowel, a hammer, or a Garden Weasel. Other times, he would bring back useless garbage like an empty bleach bottle—although nobody ever thought to call him Clorox when he began wearing it around his neck in place of the old Murphy’s Soap bottle.

 One afternoon, Murphy returned with a pair of leather gloves. As usual, he wandered about alone and, as he was making his way through some wild blackberry bushes, he came across a zombie with no arms. It had once been a child of perhaps seven years of age. Murphy had a tenuous grip on reality at best and didn’t actually see zombies for what they are. Therefore, all he saw was a child.

 “Gmmwaree,” the armless child-zombie moaned. 

 Murphy heard “For me?” and considered his newfound gloves. “You’re asking if I found these gloves for you? Well I really want them, I’ll give them to you, but,” Murphy studied the child all tangled in the thorny bush, “I don’t think I should just give them away and get nothing in return. Perhaps your family can have me over for dinner in a few nights. I think I know who your parents are,” he said as he stuffed the gloves into the raggedy jeans barely clinging to the zombie-child’s hips.

 As he walked away, he heard more moans and such coming from the thick brush, but he dismissed it as children being children. Will you listen to that, he thought as he walked back to the encampment, now they all want new gloves. But I got a dinner out of it.

 Three days passed and Murphy figured it would be a good time to cash in on his free dinner. He wandered about the compound looking for the child he’d given the gloves to. Finally, he saw a youngster playing in front of a dark green tent who was similar in age and therefore…the child he sought.

 Murphy walked up to the man sitting in front of the tent skinning a pair of squirrels for the night meal and asked when he should come for dinner. The man looked at Murphy like he’d lost his fool mind and told him he must be crazy. (Which in fact, he was.)

 “Why would you think I’m crazy?” Murphy asked. “I only want my dinner. Didn’t your child show you the gloves I traded to him a few days ago out by the blackberry bushes?”

 That made the man angry. Everybody knew that children weren’t allowed outside the safety of the encampment. He picked up a nearby baseball bat and chased the crazy man away.

 “Just you wait,” Murphy called over his shoulder. “There’s still some justice left in the world.”

 He went to the big camper that sat in the middle of the community. The survivors had a leader, and as befitting his place in the community, he lived just a little better than everybody else. Whenever they were forced to change locations, it took ten people to pull the wheeled construct. The man who resided within was a former soldier, back when there used to be an army. His name was Jacob King. Colonel Jacob King to everybody in the small community of survivors.

 Murphy knocked on the door and asked for an audience with King. He was escorted in and allowed to sit at the small formica table across from King and his daughter who asked him what the trouble might be.

 “First, a legless man stole a pair of boots from me, then an armless child took my gloves. And after I found his dad and asked when I should come to dinner, he pulled out a baseball bat,” Murphy rambled and ranted. He explained in detail what he found, where he found it and just how he’d been duped.

 King’s daughter was a big fan of Seinfeld before the apocalypse and Murphy reminded her of a cute version of Kramer. She laughed loudly and her dad said, “I can’t say you’re right, but I will tell ya what…how ‘bout you have dinner with my daughter, Sheila. Never since the apocalypse have I heard her laugh like this, and I always told myself that if somebody could make her laugh after all she’s seen…all the misery we’ve endured, I’d keep them around. Thank God for the simple things.”

 “Never mind,” said Murphy. “I hear enough voices in my head laughing like fiends. Sometimes it feels like the braying will split my head open.” 

 At this, King became angry. “You’re nothing but an ill-mannered old lunatic.”


 “Well, Colonel Jacob King,” Murphy said in a brief moment of lucidity, “what can you expect from a pig but pork?”


 “Look,” said King, “you shall have your reward. Go now, but come back in three days and you shall have your just desserts.”


 When Murphy left, one of the colonel’s men was standing outside the trailer. “You made King’s daughter laugh. I’ll bet you’ve been nicely rewarded.”

 “I should say so,” Murphy said. “I’m getting just dessert in three days.”

 “Kick me down some, man,” the guard said. “You don’t want to overdo it on sweets.”

 “Because it’s you, I’ll let you have a share,” Murphy said with a nod. “Meet me here in three days and I’ll tell Colonel Jacob King to give you a share.”

 Arnie Goldberg was pushing his cart past when he overheard the whold conversation. He ran up to Murphy and tapped him on the shoulder. “God’s wonders! What a lucky man you are, Murph. Tell ya what, I’ve got a freshly-skinned rabbit. You don’t want some empty dessert. Trade me the rest of your dessert and I’ll give you the rabbit.”

 “All right,” Murphy agreed. “But I want it now. I’ve been swindled lately. Go see Colonel Jacob King in three days and you’ll be given your dessert.”

 Arnie was thrilled. He had two more rabbits back at his tent. But sweets were hard to come by and if anybody had some…it would be the colonel. 

 When the three days passed, Murphy came to see Colonel Jacob King just as he’d been told. “Strip off his shirt and bind him to the whipping post so Murphy can have his just desserts,” King barked to a pair of his henchmen.

 “Oh no.” Murphy waved the pair of goons away. “I gave a share to the man who stands at your door by day and the rest to Arnie Goldberg. You don’t owe me a thing.”

 Just then, the door guard and Arnie jogged up. They demanded what they’d made their deal with Murphy for. With a smirk, the colonel agreed. The door guard knew better than to protest. He’d been okee-doked before and bore his lashing bravely, but Arnie wailed and carried on like it was the Second Apocalypse.

 Colonel Jacob King thought it was hilarious. In fact, he was so impressed with how Murphy had snookered people with their own greed that all his previous anger disapated. He had a good laugh at the situation. 

 “You lost your reward before you even got it,” King said. “So I’m gonna give you the hook-up. In the big cabinet in my trailer are what you might consider my treasures. Take what you want, Murph.”

 The man didn’t need to be told twice. (He’s crazy, not stupid.) He stuffed his pockets with hard candy, a can without a label, and a variety of trinkets and knick-knacks. Then he went to the tent with the whiskey still and found a folding table that was out of the way to look at his treasures. Arnie slunk in a little later and heard Murphy muttering to himself.

 “…Colonel Jacob King is quite the rascal. He got me good this time. Why couldn’t he pay me himself, then I’d know the value of what I got. How can I know if I got fair value when I just stuffed my pockets without really looking or knowing what I took?”

 “God help us,” Arnie whispered. “The crazy man is disrespecting Colonel Jacob King. I’ll go and tell, then I will be rewarded and he’ll be the one feeling the lash.”

 When King heard what Murphy had said, he flew into a rage and told Arnie to fetch the offender and bring him to the trailer. Arnie took off, actually running to bring back Murphy.

 “You must come see the colonel this minute,” Arnie panted.

 “Don’t tell me,” Murphy said. “I know what’s right. I’m gonna trade up for this fine field jacket I saw. Do you think a man who’s done so well for himself of late can go before our illustrious leader dressed in raggedy old clothes?”

 Arnie saw that Murphy wouldn’t budge without a new coat to cover his rags and he was afraid that Colonel Jacob King’s anger might once again blow over and he would again be out his reward. Not to mention Murphy would escape any punishment.

 “Tell you what, Murph,” Arnie whispered, “I’ll lend you a fine coat for a while just to do you a solid. What won’t one man do for his brother-in-survival!”

 Murphy accepted, slipped into Arnie’s jacket and went to see the colonel. Colonel Jacob King reproached Murphy for the wicked words Arnie had reported.

 “Nonsense,” Murphy said. “Anything Arnie says is a lie; you’ll never hear a word of truth coming out of his mouth. Why, I’d bet you he will claim I’m wearing his jacket.”

 “Say what?” Arnie cried. “Are you saying that is not my coat? Didn’t I lend it to you to do you a solid, so you could come and see the colonel?”

 When Colonel Jacob King heard that, he said, “Arnie is trying to dupe somebody, either me or Murphy.” He went to his cabinet and filled a bag with a few more things, handed it to Murphy, and sent him on his way. Murphy went to his tent with a new coat and his pockets as well as a bag full of goods.

 “I got it right this time,” he said as he plopped down on his foam mattress.
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The New Minstrel

Based on: 

Der wunderliche Spielmann

 


 Billy Sprint. That’s what he took to calling himself after the zombies wiped out most of humanity. Billy was a helluva fiddler…and he knew it. He liked the new world. He could walk around from place to place, spend a day or two in some walled compound or secure area, play his fiddle, bump nasties with a local, and move on. He was the Post-Apocalypse version of a rock star.

 Billy had the whole of the country open to him now. For a boy from Goose Hollow, South Carolina, this was quite a change. He’d stopped making tally notches in his walking stick when it had been nicked to the point of needing to be replaced; and if he’d left any little Billys or Betties in his wake…it wasn’t his problem. It wasn’t like Support Enforcement was gonna come demand that he pay up. Yep, Billy Sprint liked the way of things fine.

 Only…sometimes…with survivors spread out so thin…Billy got lonely. He found that, when left alone with his own thoughts for too long, he grew melancholy. It was one such time, when he was good and sick of thinking about things, that he said, “Time is dragging out here in the wilds, what I need is a companion.”

 He set down his pack, pulled out his fiddle and played a tune. It wasn’t long before a zombie wandered out from the brush. It had been a beast of a man in life. Just the sort who’d teased Billy back when he was William Spriknicki taking violin lessons. This zombie had been in the woods for quite a while, and every stitch of clothing had been torn away. The zombie had the usual array of bites, rips, and gaping holes. But what set him apart was that he was so freakishly hairy.

 “You like my fiddle playin’, Wolfie?” Billy asked as he drew his bow across the strings.

 The zombie didn’t answer with anything more than a wheezing moan as it lumbered after its potential prey. Billy kept walking backwards as he played, careful not to trip, until he came to an old oak tree that was hollow inside and split down the middle.

 “Here we are,” Billy said, ducking behind the tree and poking his head through the vee.

 Zombies are stupid as we all know, and this one was no exception. It reached through the split in the oak in an attempt to grab the mobile feast it had pursued, oblivious to the lovely music being played.

 Billy Sprint set down his fiddle, picked up a big rock, and with one blow, wedged the zombie’s arms in so tight that it was held fast like a prisoner. “See ya…wouldn’t wanna be ya,” Billy said as he gathered his things and resumed his journey.

 A little while later he was feeling lonely and bored once again. “Time is draggin’ all alone out here in the woods. Maybe I’ll try to find myself another companion.” Once more he set down his gear, pulled out his fiddle, and began to play. It wasn’t long before another zombie crawled through the brush. This one had been a teenage boy. His death had been gruesome. Both legs were chewed off just above the knee.

 “That’s not what I was hoping for,” Billy sighed. Feeling ambitious, he backed away, continuing to play until he found a pair of young saplings just a few feet apart.

 Setting down his fiddle, he pulled out two lengths of clothesline and secured them to the saplings. As the zombie crawled up to Billy, he tossed one noose around the first hand, then the other. Afterwards, he let the trees spring back up. This hoisted the legless zombie off the ground, suspended in the air between the two saplings.

 “Why don’t you just hang out here for a while,” Billy said as he gathered up his things and went on his way.

 Before long, he again said to himself, “The time hangs heavily on my hands out here in the woods; I’ll get myself another companion.”

 Once more he set down his pack, produced his fiddle, and began to play. The music rang through the woods and brought out yet another zombie. This time it was a young child of five or six stumbling through the trees.

 “Ah, here comes a zombie child,” Billy said. “That’s not what I want.”

 The small zombie hissed and groaned as it came after Billy Sprint, who continued to play as he backed away. Eventually, he came to a clearing with a lone tree in the center. Setting his fiddle aside, he tied a long line around the trunk and made a noose at the end which he tossed around the child-zombie’s neck once it drew near. He scooped up his fiddle and led the monster around and around the tree. Twenty times they made the circle until the zombie was finally caught fast. It struggled and tugged, but it only drove the line deeper into the decaying flesh of its throat.

 “Stick around here for a while,” Billy said as he went on his way.

 In the meantime the hairy zombie had yanked and jerked so hard that its hands broke off and it was free. It staggered towards the sound of fiddle playing, thick drool cascading down its chin. It staggered right into the legless zombie hanging between the saplings, snapping the tops of the tiny trees off and, in effect, freeing its brethren. The zombie child was chewing through the line after having managed to walk in the opposite direction a few circuits and fell in behind the other two. Billy had found himself a rock to rest on, and was once more playing his fiddle. This time, he was luckier. His music reached the ears of a smokin’ hot babe carrying an axe. She came through the trees and was obviously into what she was hearing.

 “Here comes the right companion at last,” Billy said. “I wanted a nice warm body for the night, not a bunch of stinkin’ zombies.”

 And he played so sweetly and beautifully that the young woman stood as though spellbound, and her heart leaped for joy. As she stood there, the three zombies crashed through the brush, intent on eating Billy Sprint. She lifted her axe and went at the walking dead with efficient fury.

 Out of gratitude, Billy played her another song. He went back to her camp for the night. Then he went his way.
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Weird Science

Based on:

Die zwölf Brüder

 


 There was once a pair of scientists in a laboratory run by the government. It doesn’t really matter which one, does it? But so you’ll quit wigging out and fixating on it, we’ll say Italy. There, do you feel better now that when this story is done you’ll have somebody to blame?

 Anyways, back to the pair of scientists. They had twelve vials of a new hybrid virus. Each was tested on lab rats, then bunnies, then…eventually…monkeys. Still, they weren’t getting the exact results that they sought. Thus, batch thirteen was brought into existence.

 “If we can get this batch to work,” one scientist said to the other, “we can toss the others. If we can only get this stuff to work, then all the time and money will be worth it and we will retire wealthy, all thanks to a little bio-chemistry.”

 One of the scientists started to get a conscience. He sat in the breakroom, feeling sad and guilty. As he sipped his espresso, a dozen of his assistants came in to raid the vending machine.

 “Hey, boss.” One of the younger interns plopped down across from his supervisor, aware something was bothering the man. “Why so blue?”

 “Benny,” the old scientist sighed, “I’m not sure I like where things are heading.”

 Benny wasn’t easily put off and badgered the man, intent on getting to the root of what was bothering someone who rarely showed emotion. Finally, the man relented and took Benny to the part of the lab normally restricted to interns.

 “Benny,” the old man lifted the cover from a cage of lab rats, “the serum we’ve developed has gone beyond our expectations…these rats were dead.

 Inside the cage, three rodents crept along with little to no coordination. Benny watched in amazement as the scientist dropped a live rat into the cage. It scurried to a corner, but before long, the three had converged and were tearing into the live one. Eventually, they seemed to lose interest and walk away. Slowly, the newly dead rat rose to its feet and began to stumble about the cage.

 “If we release this to anybody, we’re all dead. The world will fall into…” the old scientist’s voice faded.

 “So destroy the shit!” Benny said.

 “I don’t know where my colleague has hidden his notes,” the old man sighed, “and I have no idea how much he has already produced.”

 “There must be something,” Benny insisted.

 “Look, I’m gonna try to enact the sterilization sequence.” The old man stood, looking far less brave than his voice sounded. “You and your friends need to get out. Fall back to the emergency shelter up in the woods. If things go badly, we’ll need minds like yours to undo all this chaos.

 “From up there you should be able to keep a watch on this complex. If the red emergency lights come on, you’ll know it went bad. It’ll be up to you to turn this around.”

 Benny rounded up his fellow interns and filled them in as they drove up to the evacuation shelter. Each day, they watched the facility nestled in the valley below. Nothing seemed to change for almost two weeks. One night, while Benny was watching, all the emergency lights came on. By morning some of the security staff could be seen staggering away from the complex. He went in and told the others.

 “So, because of one crazy scientist, the world is doomed?” one of the interns snapped.

 “Dude,” Benny said, “we’re scientists.”

 “Oh yeah,” the other intern said. “Still…if I ever lay my hands on either one of those old bastards, I’ll kill ‘em.”

 Within weeks, the world was overrun by zombies. The twelve interns continued to live out in the mountains in the emergency shelter in the hills above the secret government lab. They had plenty of wildlife to hunt and kill, so eating wasn’t a problem. Benny was the best cook of the bunch, so he stayed in the shelter while the others went out and hunted game.

 All the time alone eventually had Benny tinkering in the primative lab in the rear of the shelter. He’d seen enough of what his mentors had been working on to have a minimal understanding. He kept his projects secret since his former classmates now seemed to want nothing to do with science.

 One day, while he was working, he dosed a dead rat and was amazed to see it begin twitching and eventually rise. He crushed its head with a hammer and was delighted to discover that destroying the brain seemed to work when it came to putting the undead rat down for good. Being a good scientist, he repeated the experiment over the next few days on different animals like rabbits, raccoons, and a vole. Each time, he used his hammer to crush the skull and destroy the brain. Eureka! he thought. He knew how to put down the undead.

 Then, one day, his mentor staggered up to the shelter. It was clear he’d been dead for years. His blue-grey skin was almost as thin as paper and every vein seemed to stand out from the blood turning black in them. What was worse, the old man had been torn open and most of his guts ripped out. What remained had long since shriveled and dried.

 “You’ll be the last thing I need to prove my thesis. But…if my fellows see you, they’ll kill you on sight. I mean, not only are you a scientist…but a zombie as well.”

 Benny led the zombie version of his mentor into the shelter and back to the lab. Once there, he managed to shackle the abomination. He did his best to clean the body of dirt, dried blood, and an unpleasant assortment of vermin that had taken up residence on and in the animated corpse.

 Benny became more curious during his cleaning and ran a few quick experiments. He tried to feed his old mentor from some of the savory stew he’d made, but the creature showed no interest. He offered it beverages of all sorts, but still no interest. However, when he walked in with scraps and the innards of the hares he’d been preparing for the evening meal, the zombie began to tug at his bindings.

 Benny handed over the bloody bits and watched as the creature that had once been his mentor stuffed the bits in its mouth. It was similar to watching a gumball machine. The pieces would tumble out the hole in the zombie’s gut. Chewed, but mostly intact.

 “I don’t want to put you down,” Benny said, “but my fellows will not be okay with this. Still, this is a scientific find that I can’t resist. And the chance to experiment and observe is too great.”

 A plan began to form. A part of him was hesitant, but a small sacrifice was sometimes needed when attempting to bring about the greater good.

 That evening his comrades returned from the hunt. As usual, they laid out their various kills for Benny to gut, clean, and put aside for the next day’s meals. Sitting around the table, the regular small talk ensued. Each told about his hunt, not one seemed interested enough to ask Benny about his day.


Well, he thought, I know a bit more than you, my friends.

 The next day, while the others were out, Benny went to the wild garden out back. A snip and a clip here and there gave him the ingredients he would require. He set about his task in the kitchen, hoping that all would go according to plan.

 His tray of cookies came out of the oven moments before the first of his companions returned. He offered a cookie, hoping he didn’t seem too anxious. As usual, his culinary treat was accepted without so much as a thanks. Benny watched the man wolf it down.

 “Man, I’m really sleepy,” the fellow said a moment later. “I’m gonna catch a nap. Get me up for dinner.”

 Benny assured him that he would. Then, one by one, each of the others returned and the scene was repeated more or less the same. Within the hour, the others were sleeping peacefully in their bunks. Benny went to work securing each one. He strapped one to a gurney and wheeled him into the lab.

 He let the zombie have his way with the first subject. He was fascinated at how it went for the soft, stretchy skin of the abdomen. Unfortunately, the effects of the drugged cookie wore off early in the process and there was a lot of carrying on by his former fellow intern who seemed to show no interest in science.

 One by one he wheeled in the others. Some he only allowed to be nipped on the hand, others the foot. It did not seem to matter where the bite was given, each one transformed into one of those creatures. In one case, he let a half-dozen get ahold of one of his comrades. All that remained was the head. And still the eyes opened after a spell and began looking around. Before long, all of his former shelter mates had been converted to the walking dead.

 Thus he began the second phase of his experiment. He opened the skull on one and began taking out sections of the brain. Each was examined and compared to slides of what he knew healthy tissue looked like. (That’s because he saved one of his fellows and removed his brain, dividing it into its known sections.) During this process, he found the exact location that must be destroyed to deactivate the corpse: the cerebellum and the vagus of the cranial nerve.

 Day and night he worked. Knowing how to put the creatures down was one thing, but Benny wanted to reverse the process.

 One day, a few survivors arrived at the shelter. A soldier, a young woman, and an old hag. Benny told them they were welcome. He said they could do as they pleased as long as they didn’t disturb his research. When they asked what it was he was doing, he explained in the simplest way he could that he was trying to find a cure.

 For weeks and months, things were fine. Benny was so engrossed in his work that he never really spoke to the others. He was diligent about cleaning up before departing from his lab and never left it unlocked. He was fairly certain that if the people saw, they wouldn’t understand and might try to hurt him. (He’d seen enough movies to know how misunderstood the scientist always was by others in a group.)

 Life went on at the emergency shelter for several years without incident. In time, Benny almost forgot that there were others. Of course, he eventually slip-ped. Nobody is perfect. Right? He left the door to his lab unlocked. The old hag peeked in, unable to win out over her busybody nature. What she saw was beyond description. Bodies in various state of dissection, a couple that were no more than a brainstem atop their necks. And then there was the smell. She had no idea how a stench so ripe didn’t trickle out to the rest of the building. However, it did explain the foul odor outside somedays when the wind blew from the south, or if you ventured back by the large vent that jutted from the ground about a half a mile away in the woods.

 The hag ran to the young woman first, but she didn’t seem to care. In fact, she scolded the hag for nosing around where she didn’t belong. The hag tried to emphasize how creepy Benny was and how he never ever spoke to them.

 “We’ve been here seven years,” the hag explained. “Has he said so much as a word to you?”

 “Nope,” the young woman said as she continued to brush her hair, wishing she had some pink nail polish for her toes.

 “Well, you’d think he could’ve at least said something,” the hag persisted. “Let’s be serious here. You’re what the young men call hot, so why hasn’t he even tried to talk to you?”

 “Maybe he’s gay?” The young woman shrugged. 

 “What are the odds that the only two men you have managed to encounter in the apocolaypse are both gay?” the hag scoffed.

 You see, the soldier was gay. That they both knew as a fact. He was a product of the ‘don’t ask, don’t tell’ policy that had been enacted by the Italian military. Of course, now that there was no longer an actual army, Giovanni told everybody. Even if it was only two people, he felt incredibly liberated.

 As for the young woman, she could care less. She’d been frigid for as long as she could recall and, while she was easy on the eyes—even in a make-up free, post-apocalyptic world—she had absolutely no sex drive.

 The old hag was extremely frustrated. The scientist was doing some pretty shady stuff, and the others needed to be concerned about it. She would be sure to sleep with one eye open.

 Inside the lab, Benny was actually making some real progress. “I am certain I can do this,” he said as he peered through a microscope. “After seven years…sev-en long years.” He glanced up at the three subjects that were intact enough to be brought back. “I just hope you’ll understand why I did what I did. I know you all gave up on science.”

 Meanwhile, the old hag finally got the soldier, Giovanni, to listen. The scientist was dangerous and the key to proving it was inside the lab. He followed, but his heart wasn’t truly in it. Standing behind the hag as she picked the lock on the door, they both heard Benny chuckling to himself.

 “What sort of lowlife is that guy?” the old hag hissed. “Who knows what sort of godless tricks he’s up to! Nobody could be surrounded by that much death-and-gore and laugh about it.

 “Maybe he’s used to it,” Giovanni whispered back. “I mean, I saw some crazy stuff in the battlefield.”

 The old hag couldn’t stand it. Something had to be done about this monster. Taking a deep breath, she threw open the door and burst into the room. “Ah-ha!” she croaked.

 Benny jumped and stumbled into the waiting arms of the zombie he was about to inject with the cure. Zombies don’t care about cures. This one bit into Benny’s throat. Blood gushed, and he let out a gurgled scream. The hypodermic filled with a dose of the cure landed on the floor and was broken underfoot.

 Unfortunately for the hag, she tripped over a box on the floor. She fell and hit her head, losing consciousness. Giovanni had seen enough, he closed the door in a hurry. As the hag opened her eyes, the zombie formerly known as Benny was just burying his face in her wrinkly stomach. The old hag was trapped in a room with the zombie of the only person who would ever develop a cure, and she died a cruel death.
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Hooligans of the Apocalypse

Based on:

Das Lumpengesindel

 


 


 A young man in his twenties travelled with a woman of about the same age. They were out scavenging for food in the countryside together. After dispatching a few zombies still lurking in the area, the young man said to his companion, “That house on the hill is ripe for the pickin’. None of the windows are broken. We should go up there and sack the place before somebody else comes along and beats us to it.”

 “Oh yes,” said the young woman. “I bet there’s lots of goodies for us to share.”

 So they climbed the hill, and because of the hot sun blazing overhead, they stayed all day. Now it’s hard to say if it was because they were enjoying the relatively undisturbed privacy that allowed them to get a little frisky without being overheard or disturbed, but they didn’t take to the idea of walking home until it was late in the day. The young man found a rickshaw cart in the garage and rigged it to a bicycle.

 When he was finished, the young woman said, “It looks like your legs are in for their second workout of the day.”

 “Don’t make me laugh,” said the young man. “I’d sooner walk home. I’m willing to sit back in the cart, but pedal the bike?–oh no! Nothing doing.”

 As they were arguing, a middle-aged woman came along. “You thieves!” she wailed. “Who let you into my house? Who said you could eat my food and steal my belongings?” She shrugged out of her pack and drew her machete. “Just wait! I’ll make you pay for this!”

 With that she lunged at the young man, slashing the air where he’d just been standing before he leaped back and away. The young man wasn’t a slouch as a fighter, nor was he above hitting a woman who came at him with a blade. He fought back, and with a sharp right cross, he laid the woman out. She begged not to be killed, and he agreed as long as the middle-aged woman would pedal the bicycle he’d attached to the cart.

 Grabbing their stuff, as well as what they’d looted from the middle-aged woman’s house, the young couple was ready to return to their fortified compound. The young man got a few kicks out of yelling for the middle-aged woman to pedal faster.

 “Move it, lady,” he barked. “Zombies walk faster than that big ass of yours is pedaling.”

 When they’d gone a little way, they passed a pair of emaciated looking zombies who raised their arms and moaned. The young man saw a chance for a bit more fun. He ordered the woman to stop and he piled out of the cart. A moment later he returned, placing the sack containing the two heads on the floor, careful to ensure the top was cinched and that they wouldn’t possibly roll out near his feet or the young woman’s.

 At dusk, they came to what had once been a roadside inn. It had been walled off and offered a safe place to stay for the night. Nobody liked the idea of travelling in the darkness, and besides, the middle-aged woman’s legs were almost unable to go on they had gotten so weak and rubbery. They decided to stop. At first nobody came to the gate when they pounded on it. Then, the man living there said he had no place for them to sleep, and hemmed and hawed about taking them in. He didn’t particularly like the looks of the young man. There was something about the eyes and his crooked smile that didn’t set right. But the young man was a good talker. He promised to give over a generous share of the goods he’d scavenged. Also, he promised to let the guy have the middle-aged woman since he couldn’t possibly use them both—if you get my meaning.

 “You’ll be getting laid every day on the regular, brother,” the young man said with a wink.

 With that, the old man let them in. He whipped up a re-heated pot of squirrel stew and passed around a bottle of his homemade wine. It was actually quite a party.

 In the gray of dawn, when the old man was still snoring heavily, the young man woke the young woman. While she was getting dressed, he’d put one of the heads he’d collected in the cold hearth where last night’s fire had burned. Since he’d cut the head off cleanly at the neck, the eyes still moved around and the mouth still opened and closed. Then, he hung the second still animated head from the shower-curtain rod in the bath-room.

 Afterwards, the couple gobbled down the last of the squirrel stew and stuffed the half-finished bottle of homemade wine in their pouch. No harm, no foul, they thought when they ducked out and snuck away.

 The middle-aged woman, who had faked falling asleep so that the smelly old man wouldn’t try to run up in her, heard the couple leave. She eased out from her spot where she’d curled up in the corner and crept outside. There was a stream out back and a canoe tied to a small dock. The stream was running back in the direction of her little house in the middle of nowhere so she climbed in, cast off, and paddled away.

 A few hours later, the old man dragged himself out of bed. He went into the bathroom to clean up in the basin and rinse the taste of last night’s drinking from his mouth. When he saw the zombie’s head hanging from the shower curtain rod, he stumbled back in fright and banged his head on the doorjamb. He felt the bump with a grimace; then cut the line holding the head, walked out to his front porch, and crushed it with a hammer.

 Next, he decided to get the day’s fire going to take the chill off of his old bones. He leaned into the hearth to stack some kindling when he saw the second head. He jerked back, again smacking his noggin, this time on the edge of the hearth.

 “Everything has it in for my head this morning,” he said as he stood up rubbing his skull. He stepped back and tripped over the empty pot that had contained his squirrel stew and landed on his tookus. “Ouch!” he bellowed.

 Now he was angry and suspected his guests who had arrived so late the day before. But when he went looking for them, they were gone, even the middle-aged woman with whom he’d very much looked forward to becoming better acquainted. Thereupon he swore that he would never take in a bunch of hooligans who eat all they want, pay nothing, and, to top it all, thank you with cruel practical jokes. 
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Michael and Megan

Based on:

Brüderchen und Schwesterchen

 


 As you undoubtedly know by now, zombies have risen and wiped out most of humanity. Small pockets of survivors continue to hold out, struggling to survive. Some groups are large and have fortified walls, managing to exist quite well; others are small and roam the lands. Our story begins with a small band of rovers. In this group there was a brother and sister named Michael and Megan. Their mother had died long ago, and their father had hooked up with this cranky old bitch who treated them like a nuisance.

 “Since our mother died,” Michael said one day as he walked along at the rear of the caravan holding his sister’s hand, “we’ve not had one happy hour. That skank our dad hooked up with hits us and always sends us out on scavenger runs like she wants us to get bit so we won’t be in the way. We end up eating last all the time when there is barely any left. Hell, that mangy dog of hers eats better considering that she tosses him bits from her own plate. This sucks. If our mom were here, she’d bust that tramp in the mouth. I think we’d be better off if we skipped out of here and tried to fend for ourselves.”

 They slipped away the next morning. All day they ducked through burned-out buildings until they were out in the middle of nowhere. That afternoon, it began to rain.

 “It’s like God is crying with us,” Megan said. 

 That evening they came to a large forest. They were so worn out with misery and hunger and walking that they found a large tree to climb in and sleep where they’d be safe from any passing zombies.

 The next day they woke when the sun was high in the sky and shone down directly on the pair. “Megan,” Michael yawned and stretched, “I’m thirsty. If there was a spring, I’d go and drink. I think I hear one now.”

 Michael climbed down and helped his sister out of the tree and they went looking for the spring. Megan had been so traumatized by the woman who had hooked up with her dad. The woman was always freaking out about everything. She even convinced Megan that zombies could hide in the water and lunge out at you if you knelt down to get a drink. This way, Megan was so skittish that she would be dependent on the skanky broad for everything, which made the cruel woman feel like she was in control. That’s why, when Michael knelt beside the little spring that they found cascading over some smooth stones, she had a fit. She just knew a zombie was waiting under the surface to snatch Michael.

 “I’m begging you, Michael,” she cried, “don’t drink from that spring. There are too many places for zombies to be hiding. One of them will bite you; you’ll turn and tear me to pieces.”

 Even though he was really thirsty, Michael knew how his sister could get. “I’ll wait for the next one.”

 When they came to the second brook, Megan was certain she saw something swirling in the currents besides twigs and fallen leaves. “Please, Michael,” she cried again, “not this one! I’m certain I saw something.”

 Michael was getting a bit peeved, but he didn’t want Megan getting all freaked out. He decided that he could wait a little longer. However, his mind was already planning on what he would do when they found the next water source. He was simply too thirsty to play this game all day. Besides, he’d never heard of zombies hiding in springs or brooks. It seemed a little kooky.

 Eventually they came to a pond. Before his sister could speak, he dove onto his belly and began scooping handfuls of water to his mouth. He never saw the zombie as it reached up from the depths and snatched him from the flat rock he was laying on. Megan screamed as she watched her brother fight the bloated, algae-covered corpse. He managed to drive a blade into its temple and crawl out of the water. Unfortunately, he had a nasty bite on one hand.

 Megan wept bitterly over her poor, doomed brother. Michael tried to be strong, but he was terribly scared. Eventually he broke down and cried as well.

 “Don’t cry, Michael.” Megan hugged her brother tightly. “I won’t leave you.”

 She undid her leather belt and secured it fast around her brother’s neck. Then, she gathered reeds and plaited them into a sturdy rope. She fastened the rope to the belt so she could restrain her brother when the time came.

 They went deeper into the forest. When they had gone a long, long way, and Michael was barely able to continue as the fever gripped him, they came to an abandoned home. It was one of those prefab log cabins that were supposed to blend in with the natural surroundings. Megan peeked inside and was relieved to find it empty.

 “Let’s get you comfortable.” Megan had to put her brother’s arm over her shoulder and help him inside.

 She did her best to make his last hours as comfortable as possible. Eventually, he let out a long, rattling sigh. Megan quickly checked to ensure all her bindings were secure before his eyes opened again. Sure enough, moments later, Michael was staring at her with dead eyes that no longer saw his sister. She knew it wasn’t really her brother anymore, but she could not bring herself to put him down for good.

 Thankfully, the cabin had a loft. At night, Megan would climb up to sleep, pulling the ladder with her… just in case. During the day she set snares and caught rabbit and quail. She would toss the entrails to the zombie that had once been her dear brother Michael. She tried to offer him cooked meat, but he never showed any interest. She couldn’t watch as he stuffed the bloody guts of her most recent catch into his mouth, but she also couldn’t let him starve. (Although she didn’t actually know if he was ever really hungry.) Many was the day when she sighed and thought, If only he hadn’t been bitten and turned to a zombie.

 For years, they lived alone in the forest. But it so happened that a large, powerful band of survivors set up a fortified encampment not too far away. The members of that compound began hunting in the woods. The forest began to ring with the sounds of men and women calling back and forth to one another.

 The zombie heard the sounds and began to struggle with his bonds. It’d grown docile and accustomed to Megan, but all these new sounds had it riled up and agitated. It moaned and groaned in a way that made the hair on the back of Megan’s neck stand up.

 She couldn’t stand the sound and all of the thrashing around. The realization that she would never be able to kill her brother nagged at the rational part of her mind that insisted that she’d been lucky thus far, but it would only take one mistake to seal her fate.

 Being extra careful, she cut the rope that had held him all this time. She led him to the doorway and out into the woods. Once she’d lured him away from the cabin, she ran back and shut the door. The zombie stood for a moment, swaying back and forth. Then, the sounds of hunters from the nearby compound drew him into the forest.

 Out in the woods, a young man sat next to a tree sipping from his canteen. He never heard the footsteps coming behind him. Cold, dead hands clutched his head and before he could react, teeth clamped onto the side of his throat. His feeble scream was reduced to a weak gurgle. His last memory was of hands tearing open his vest and their coldness as they pawed at his exposed belly.

 Strangely, (or not so if what we’ve heard about zombies being creatures of habit is true) when night fell, the zombie of Michael returned to the cabin. Megan woke to his pawing and scratching at the door. She peeked out and was momentarily worried that she was actually happy to see her brother’s zombie had returned. Being careful, she opened the door and used the rope to re-secure him.

 The next day, sounds of hunters could be heard echoing in the forest once more. Megan let her brother’s zombie free again, certain that whoever these people were, they’d be on their guard today since it was obvious by the stains on Michael’s mouth, hands, and clothes, that he’d killed somebody.

 The hunting party was, in fact, on alert. On several occassions somebody caught a glimpse of something, but none of them got a clean headshot. A couple of times a hit was scored, but it was to the body, and therefore useless.

 That night, Megan was awakened by the sounds of scratching and pawing at the door. Once more, the zombie of her brother returned. She saw the places where her brother had been shot. Also, she had to remove one arrow. Again, she tied him down for the night.

 What she didn’t know was that one of the men from the hunting party had managed to follow Michael’s zombie through the woods. He’d seen the creature paw at the door until it was opened. He peeked through the windows and saw Megan tie up the zombie and pull out the arrow. He went back to the compound and told their leader.

 “Tomorrow, we will hunt again,” the man said grimly. 

 The next morning, Megan heard the hunters. Sure enough, the moans and groans of her undead brother started up. She knew that the creature would cease its racket until she’d set it loose to wander the forest again.

 “Sooner or later,” Megan sighed as she led the zombie out of the cabin, “they’re gonna getcha.” She watched as Michael’s zombie wandered out into the woods before going in and closing the door for the day.

 The leader of the compound and his hunting party had no problems finding the zombie and made a point of keeping out of sight. They followed it until late in the day when it led them to a small cabin in the woods. They watched as it clawed at the door until it was opened.

 The leader, Chad Tulley, rushed in with his men. Megan screamed, and the zombie turned at the commotion.

 “Don’t hurt him!” Megan cried. “Please don’t hurt my brother!”

 Chad held up his hands, signalling for his men to restrain the creature. It was obvious that they didn’t like it, but they did as instructed. Meanwhile, Chad walked up to Megan. He hadn’t seen such a beautiful woman since before the zombie apocalypse.

 “Come to my compound and be my wife,” Chad said after very little small talk.


 “I will on one condition,” Megan said. “My brother Michael must come with me. I won’t ever leave him.”


 “You realize he’s dead, right?” Chad asked.


 “He’s still my brother,” Megan insisted.


 “Fine,” Chad agreed, “but you have to let me keep him confined. People won’t like having a zombie out and about.”


 “Agreed.” Megan nodded. After all, she wasn’t stupid. She knew how dangerous it could be to have a zombie out around folks.


 Chad brought Megan back to his compound and had his men gag and bundle up the zombie. They slipped him in a back way and hustled him down to the basement of the place Chad called home. A short time later, a big wedding ceremony was held and the entire compound was invited.

 In the midst of those attending was the stepmother who had run them off in the first place. She’d long forgotten the two children of her former husband who had fallen to zombies a few years earlier while out searching for a “suitable ring” for the materialistic bitch who still didn’t realize that things like that meant nothing anymore.

 When she saw how well Megan made out—what with being married to the leader of the compound and all—she was thoroughly pissed. The only thing she could think about day and night after the ceremony was how she could either cash in or screw the girl over. Her own daughter was butt-ugly and even in a time where standards were lower; the girl couldn’t get gangbanged by a pack of marauders if she was the last living woman in the world. One man had even said that, given the choice, he’d rather take his chances having unprotected sex with a zombie. And it didn’t help that the girl, Eunice, only had one eye and was often mistaken for a zombie.

 “Now Megan is basically the queen of the compound,” Eunice whined to her mother in a voice that could peel paint.

 “Never mind,” said the ungracefully aging wo-man. “When the time comes, I’ll know what to do.”

 That time came quick when Chad put out the word that his wife, Megan, was pregnant and they needed somebody to help out around the house. The stepmother weaseled her way into the job, always wearing scarves and such to keep her face hidden as she worked. Shortly after she took the job, Megan’s baby was born. Less than a week passed before Chad was gone with a hunting party. Griselda the evil stepmother saw her shot and took it.

 “Dearie,” she said, waking Megan from a much needed nap after a long night with the baby, “what you need is a good bath. It will do you good to soak in a hot tub and let all the stresses just seep out of your pores. Come before it gets cold.”

 Eunice was there as well, and once Megan slid into the tub, the two pounced. They had a roaring fire lit in a jiffy and held the door shut as the bathroom filled with smoke. They waited long enough to ensure that the girl died of smoke inhalation. 

 When that was done, Griselda helped dress Eunice in some of Megan’s clothes and then tucked her into bed. However, it didn’t take long for them to realize that Eunice was just so damned ugly that it wasn’t going to work. In an act of desperation they made a few incisions and pulled off Megan’s face, then they tugged it over Eunice’s head, dragged the body to the basement steps, and pushed it down…unaware that the zombie of Michael was there…and very hungry.

 Eunice climbed into bed, but it still wasn’t quite enough. Griselda pulled all the curtains closed and had her daughter lay on her side so that the missing eye couldn’t be seen.

 That night, Chad returned from hunting. Griselda told him that the baby had been very fussy and that his wife was exhausted. He went to the bedroom to check on his beloved wife, but Griselda scurried in on his heels.

 “Don’t!” she exclaimed, grabbing his arm as he reached up to open the curtains. “Don’t open the curtains. The poor girl has been dealing with a migraine, and any light will be absolute torture. Plus, she needs her rest.”

 Thus, Chad slipped out quietly and left the imposter lying in his bed undiscovered. One of the girls— whom Chad was friends of the parents—was called to come in and tend to the baby that night so that Megan could get rest. 

 It was well after everybody was asleep that the young girl heard scratching from the basement door. She’d just finished feeding, burping, and changing the baby and tucked him into his crib. Being curious, she went to the door. She set her lantern on the counter and turned the knob.

 A faceless monstrosity stood on the top step. The girl slammed the door in a hurry and ran back to the front of the house. Her shrieks brought Chad from his bedroom.

 “What’s wrong?” Chad asked the girl.

 “In the basement!” the girl managed to say between sobs. “A monster without a face tried to grab me.”

 Chad thought it over. Michael’s zombie was securely bound and locked in a cage down in the basement. It certainly couldn’t be him. But if not Michael’s zombie, then what on earth? He called a few of the men and suited up like he was venturing out to hunt.

 As the men were gathering, he peeked in on his wife where she still slept in the darkness of their bedroom. He noticed a strange smell, but decided not to embarrass his beautiful wife. After all, sometimes people ate things that didn’t sit well in their bellies. Pointing out the smell would be rude considering some of his own emissions that she had been polite enough to refrain from commenting on.

 As Chad moved about the house, he noticed the woman he’d hired as help constantly in his wake. She seemed more than a little nervous. He dismissed it since he had bigger things to worry about at the moment.

 He and his men gathered at the door and could hear the scratching coming from the other side of it. Throwing it open, he was unprepared for what he saw and it almost cost him his life. He had no doubt whose body it was, even with the creature lacking a face. His eyes knew every inch, every curve.

 The creature lunged forward, arms outstretched, hands now a pair of grasping claws. Chad knocked them away. Quickly he regained his wits and knew what had to be done.

 “Bind the creature and take it below,” Chad ordered his men. They didn’t seem too thrilled, but they knew better than to argue when he used that tone.

 Once the zombie of Megan was safely locked away with her brother, Chad and the men returned upstairs. He was seeing red by the time he stormed into his bedroom. The old woman he’d hired was on his heels babbling a bunch of nonsense.

 When he yanked the blankets off the figure in bed masquerading as his wife, he staggered back in disgust. The figure laying where his wife normally slept had what looked like his wife’s face…if it were made of melted wax and missing one of her dazzling blue eyes.

 In no time, Eunice revealed everything. Chad’s men were instructed to bind both women and then everybody was asked to leave the house. He even sent his brand new baby boy with the young babysitter. Once the house was empty of the crowd, leaving him alone with Eunice and Griselda, he grabbed them both and dragged them down the stairs. He allowed Michael to nip Eunice, then he tied both women securely until the ugly daughter turned.

 Once Eunice turned, he threw her in the cage with Megan and Michael. He unbound Griselda and stuck his face in hers. “You’re about to be eaten by something other than envy.” 

 He tossed her in the cage and let the three zombies tear her to bits.
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Rapunzel

Based on:

Rapunzel (Duh!)

 


 A man and wife had long wished in vain for a child, the wife had reason to hope that God would grant their wish. Things had gone well for them lately. They’d found a great place to live where there was no sign of zombies which, in these days, was the best sort of luck.

 The refuge that they now called home was a two-story colonial on the outskirts of town which sat up on a small bluff that was sheared off on the backside and had a four foot high brick wall enclosing the other three sides. The large iron gate that once opened to allow access to the tree-lined driveway was chained and padlocked shut. In fact, they were quite surprised to find the place empty.

 Once they made certain the place was secure, they decided to christen the bedroom. It was the first real peace the couple had felt since the dead had begun walking the earth. For several days, the couple enjoyed their luck. When they’d discovered the well-stocked pantry in the basement…it seemed too good to be true. (And we all know about that saying, don’t we?) What’s more, there was a wonderful garden sprouting on the side yard full of fresh vegetables that would be ready soon.

 Sure enough, several weeks passed, and the woman proved to be pregnant. The couple was overjoyed. They scarcely remembered the weeks of horror they’d endured, the friends and loved ones they’d seen torn apart at the hands of the undead.

 One day, the wife was looking out a window at the garden when a craving struck. For so long, they’d eaten out of cans. What she craved was a salad made from the tasty looking vegetables of the garden. She wanted it so bad that it brought tears to her eyes; which wasn’t difficult these days seeing as how she was terribly hormonal.

 “What’s the matter, sweetheart?” the husband asked when he walked in and saw his dear wife weeping.

 “I’d give anything for a fresh garden salad,” she replied, wiping away her tears.

 The husband thought she was being a bit silly, but he loved her very much and took her in his arms. Surely he could grant her this very simple wish. And if that was all it took to make her happy…so much the better.

 He went out to the garden and plucked the rampion leaves, some tomatoes, cucumbers, and all sorts of fresh garden treats for a fantastic salad. He brought everything in, cleaned it, chopped and tossed it in a bowl, and brought it to his beloved wife. She ate every bit, her eyes rolling back in ecstacy, and moaning in such a way that had him wondering if he was actually satisfying her “special needs” because these sounds were so much more emphatic than those she normally made in the bedroom.

 Of course, the next day, the cravings struck again. The husband went down once more into the garden and gathered the fixings for another salad. When he filled the basket he’d brought, he stood to return inside and make the salad. What he saw made him stop dead in his tracks. A woman was standing just a few feet away with her arms folded across her chest. This was no ordinary woman. She was well over six feet tall and looked like she could bench press a pick-up truck. Weapons stuck out from everywhere…and she looked really pissed.

 “How dare you sneak into my home and just raid my garden,” the woman snarled. “I oughta cut you to ribbons and feed you to a zombie.”

 “Oh please,” the man begged, “we didn’t know that anybody lived here. We thought that we’d lucked out. And my wife…she’s pregnant. I was just trying to care for her as best I can.”

 The warrior chick seemed to relax a bit upon hearing the man’s sad story. And besides, she had to admit to herself that she was a bit lonely.

 “…and then she got this craving for a salad. We honestly didn’t think anybody lived here. Plus, we’ve been here for almost two months—”

 “How long?” The brawny woman’s attention snapped back to the man who was babbling incessantly.


 “Almost two months,” the man answered in a meek voice.


 “Well then…” the woman nodded, “you may stay as my guest. My name is Hildegard, but you can call me Hilda.”


 “I’m Jess and my wife’s name is Cynthia.”


 “And you may eat your fill of my garden as long as you help tend it and care for it in my absence.” Hilda threw an arm around the man’s shoulder and steered him back towards the house. “But I have one condition.”

 “Anything,” the man agreed. And he meant it if it would provide his beloved wife with a place to stay that was relatively safe from zombies.

 “If you ever leave, you must leave the child your wife is about to bear—with me. I can promise it a good life and would care for it as if it were my own.” In his fright and the unlikely probability that they would ever leave, the man agreed. Besides, it wasn’t like he had to tell his wife the agreement.

 Things went well for a while. Hilda was often away foraging. (She travelled far and wide searching for steroids and HGH which was why she couldn’t bear children.) The happy couple eventually welcomed a beautiful daughter into the world. When Hilda returned and saw the baby, she was overwhelmed with a feeling unlike anything she’d ever known. She grew envious whenever she watched the couple play with the infant.

 She left on one of her missions with a plan. Upon her return, she waited for the young couple to go to sleep, then she injected them with zombie blood. Before long, the couple became ill. Two days later they were zombies and Hilda split their skulls. You may be wondering why she didn’t just take them out instead of going through such a seemingly elaborate and roundabout tactic. It just so happens that Hilda has no qualms about killing zombies. But when it comes to living, breathing types…hey, everybody has their limits.

 Hilda had always liked the name Rapunzel. It reminded her of a story her daddy read to her when she was a little girl. Thus, she called the child Rapunzel and watched her grow to become the most beautiful girl under the sun. And since that number had dwindled significantly since the apocalypse, she felt pretty confident that it was true. 

 When Rapunzel was twelve years old, Hilda began taking precautions any time that she went out foraging. Regardless of the child’s safety, she would lock Rapunzel in the bedroom on the second floor. When she would return, she would call the girl to the balcony and cry out:

 


 “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair for me.”

 


 Rapunzel had luxurious long hair that had never been cut in her life. It was almost golden and looked beautiful. Hilda made it a little game and had the girl give her braids a wind around the rail so that Hilda could climb up. (What? You can believe that zombies rose and wiped out humanity, but you have an issue with a girl growing her hair long, braiding it, and having it used as a rope? You have problems!)

 A few years later, it so happened that a young man out searching for anything he could find happened across the house on the bluff. He was sneaking around the fence, peeking over it and looking for signs of life. The place was well tended, so he was pretty sure there were survivors. He just didn’t know what sort. He’d met some nasty folks in his years. Then he heard the singing. The voice was so beautiful that he stopped and just listened. It was Rapunzel, who, in her loneliness, was singing to pass the time. The young man wanted to get a better look, but he wanted to be sure it wasn’t a trick.

 He found a place to hide and spent the afternoon listening to that amazing voice. The day passed and he didn’t see any signs of activity until early in the evening. A woman arrived—not just any woman, but the biggest woman he’d ever seen in his life. 

 He heard her call:

 


 “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair.”

 


 Whereupon Rapunzel let down her braids after giving them a wrap around the balcony rail. Then, the woman climbed up and to the girl.

 The young man was struck by a few things. The first being the corded muscles in the woman’s arms. In fact, he was only partially certain that the musclebound behemouth was actually a female. Then there was the braids-long-enough-to-lower-down-as-a-rope thing that he had to really shake his head at. Lastly, but certainly not least, was the fact that Rapunzel was a major hottie!


So, he thought, if that is how it’s done, then I’ve got to give it a shot. He found a spot where he could keep a watch, and he waited for the Amazonian-beast-of-a-woman to leave again. Sure enough, a few days later, the opportunity he was waiting for came. He waited to be certain that the coast was clear, then he vaulted the fence, went to the balcony, and called:

 


 “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair.”

 


 A moment later her hair fell to the ground and the young man climbed up. (Don’t tell me you’re still hung up on the hair thing. Seriously?)

 At first Rapunzel was dreadfully frightened, for she had never seen a man before—not living anyways—but the young man quickly introduced himself.

 “My name is Dave Prince,” he said. “I heard you singing and can honestly say it is the most beautiful thing I’ve heard. And now that I’ve seen your face, it makes so much sense, because you are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever laid eyes on.” (Is this guy smooth or what?)

 Rapunzel quickly overcame her fear. And when David Prince asked if she might consider letting him see more of her and maybe hooking up, Rapunzel gave it some serious consideration. It didn’t hurt that David was in fairly good shape and had a bit of that Tom Cruise handsomeness going on. He’d definitely be an inprovement over that muscle bound Hilda, she thought. Thusly, Rapunzel agreed.

 “And maybe we can go back to my compound,” David suggested. “We’ve got some good security, even a bio-fuel run generator that provides us with electricity. We have movie nights and all sorts of stuff.”

 “I’d gladly go with you,” she said, “but how will I ever get down?”

 David didn’t think it was that big of a leap down, but Rapunzel apparently had a thing about heights. There was nothing he could say that would convince her to simply climb over the rail and jump. He offered to catch her, but she was just too phobic.

 “How about you bring back something like a rope that I could climb down,” Rapunzel suggested.

 “It’s a few days away,” David explained, “so don’t stress. I’ll be back in about a week.” 

 Rapunzel might not have ever seen a man before, but that didn’t mean she didn’t have an inherited knowledge on how to keep one under her thumb. She slipped out of her dress and pulled the dumbstuck young man into her bed. (If David wasn’t hooked before…he was after a piece of that.)

 He left a little while later with a glazed look on his face. Rapunzel watched him climb the wall and vanish into the woods. She was still standing on the balcony basking in the sun and the afterglow of her first sexual conquest when Hilda returned.

 They went through the whole hair dropping ritual (which some of you still need to just get over) and up Hilda climbed. The big woman sensed something was off right away. Then, Rapunzel spoke.

 “You’re actually kinda heavy, aren’t you, Auntie Hilda?” Rapunzel said as she coiled up her braid.

 Then the big woman walked into the room. (I think we can all agree that sex has a very distinct scent.) She didn’t even need to see the sheets to know something had gone down in her absence.

 “Wicked child!” Hilda cried. “What did you do? I thought I shut you away from the world, but you’ve deceived me.” In her fury, she seized Rapunzel’s beautiful hair, wound it several times around her left hand and pulled a knife from her belt. Slice went the blade, and the lovely braids fell to the floor. (There, you can let it go now. The whole ‘hair’ aspect of this story is done.) Next, the heartless bitch moved Rapunzel to this hideout she had in the desert, that she used when she went on long runs, where the girl was forced to live in misery and solitude.

 At dusk on the day Hilda returned from banishing poor Rapunzel, she tied the braids to the rail and waited. Sure enough, a short time later she heard a man whisper:

 


 “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair.”

 


 She dropped the braids over the side and stepped back into the shadows. David Prince climbed up, but instead of his dear Rapunzel, that enormous woman was waiting for him with angry, poisonous looks.

 “Aha!” she cried. “You’ve come to take your sweet little piece of ass away, but the little chickie is gone from the nest, she won’t be singing anymore for the likes of you; this pussy has taken yours away and before she’s done she’ll give you a beatdown like you’ve never known. You’ve lost Rapunzel…you’ll never see her again.”

 David Prince was beside himself with grief, and he tried to make a run for it, but Hilda was just too much. She caught him before he made it to the rail and gave him the worst ass-kicking on record. It didn’t kill him, but when he woke up on the other side of the brick wall in the blackberry bushes; his eyes were both swollen shut so bad that he thought he was blind.

 Even though it was dangerous, he wandered away from the place so the woman wouldn’t find him and beat him up again. In a stroke of double good luck, no zombies came along while he stumbled blindly; also he went in the opposite direction of his compound and ended up in the desert. (I know it’s a little too convenient, but sometimes it’s nice to have a ‘happily ever after’ ending.) 

 He was staggering along when he heard a familiar voice singing beautifully. He stumbled towards that sound and began to call out his beloved’s name. When she saw him, Rapunzel couldn’t believe it. She called his name and he made his way to the voice. It turned out to be an old jail, and once the swelling went down, he could see. 

 David busted the woman out of the joint. They made it back to the compound where David lived, and got married. A little while later, Rapunzel came up pregnant and gave birth to twins—a boy and a girl. And (everybody sing along) they lived happily ever after.

 



The end.
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The Three Dwarves

Based on:

Die drei Männlein im Walde

 


 When the FEMA shelter just outside of Hood River, Oregon was overrun by zombies, the survivors made a run for Timberline Lodge up on Mount Hood. In that group of survivors, there was a man whose wife was bitten. She had to be put down on the second day. There was also a woman whose husband didn’t even make it to the exit door that fateful night. A dozen zombies fell on him and ripped him into so many pieces that there wasn’t enough to come back.

 Both of these people had a daughter. The man’s daughter was named Penelope and the woman’s daughter was named Christina. During the journey to Timberline Lodge, the girls walked together and got to know one another. When they reached the mountain resort, everybody was able to find a room, and steps began to convert the place into a stronghold against the undead.

 One day, while Penelope was visiting Christina, the girl’s mother, Diedre, said, “Listen to me, go and tell your father that I want to marry him. As a family we’d get one of the suites instead of just a regular room. It makes perfect sense. Plus, we’ll get a better share of rations and a larger plot when it comes time to grow food. You will see the biggest reward since you’re the oldest daughter, and I’ll be sure that you get the best of everything.”

 Penelope went back to her dad’s room and told him all that was said. Dirk seemed to listen to everything with only partial interest.

 “What should I do?” Dirk, Penelope’s dad, asked after a long silence. “Marriage is a joy, but it’s also torture.” He couldn’t seem to make up his mind. Finally, he took off his boot and said, “See this boot? There’s a hole in it. Take it into the bathroom, hang it from the shower rod and pour water in it. If the water stays, I’ll take a wife; if it runs out, I won’t.”

 Penelope had no idea what on earth her dad could be thinking, but she did as she was told. The water pulled the sides of the hole together and the boot stayed watertight. She scratched her head, then went and told her father how it turned out. He didn’t seem to believe it either and went to see for himself. Sure enough, the boot held water. Dirk went to Diedre’s room and commenced the courting part of the relationship. A short time later they were married.

 The very next day, in their newly assigned suite, Penelope woke and was pleased to find that a hot bath had been prepared just for her using the entire family’s allotment of washing water for the day. At breakfast, she got the cup of fresh goat’s milk and two spoons of peanut butter for her oatmeal. Christina was allowed to use the bathwater after Penelope when it was cold and dirty, and she got no peanut butter for her oatmeal, much less any of the fresh goat’s milk. On the second day, both girls washed from a separate bucket of warm water with a clean cloth, split the goat’s milk, and each had a spoon of peanut butter with her oatmeal. On the third morning it was Christina with a hot bath, a full glass of goat’s milk, and two spoons of peanut butter while Penelope got cold, dirty water, no milk and plain mush. And that’s how it was from then on. The wife, Diedre, hated the stepdaughter like poison and racked her brains for ways to actually go out of her way to make things worse for the poor girl. For one thing, she was envious, because her stepdaughter was beautiful and sweet-tempered, while her own daughter was ugly, foul-mouthed, and horrid.

 When winter finally came to the mountain, the survivors actually relaxed since it was unlikely that zombies would be roaming about in the chest-deep snow. One cold morning, Diedre made a dress out of paper and called Penelope to her room.

 “Put on this dress and go out into the woods. I want you to bring me a little basket of strawberries. I have a craving for them!” Diedre said with a sneer.

 “My goodness!” Penelope said. “Strawberries don’t grow in the wintertime; the ground is frozen and everything is covered with snow. And why do you want me to go out in this paper dress?—it’s so cold your breath freezes. The wind will blow through it and the brambles will tear it off me.”

 “Don’t you dare talk back to me!” cried the stepmother. “Now get a move on and don’t show your face again until that basket is full of strawberries.” Then she shoved a piece of dry flatbread at the girl. “This will do you for the day,” she said. Meanwhile, she thought, she’ll die of cold and hunger out there, and I’ll never see her again. Or…maybe she’ll step into a snow drift that has a nasty zombie waiting in its depths.

 Obediently Penelope put on the paper dress and went out with the basket. As far as the eye could see, there was nothing but snow and pine trees and not the slightest blade of green. As she trudged into the woods, she came across a tiny RV that she’d never seen before; which seemed strange because the group of survivors she was with had been up in these parts for a few months and the roads had become impassible in the past few weeks. Three dwarfs were peering out of it. She bade them good morning and knocked shyly at the door.

 “Come in!” they cried in unison. She went in and sat down on the bench to warm herself by their stove and nibble a little at her meager breakfast. “Give us some,” the dwarfs sang in unison.

 “Gladly,” Penelope said, not very excited about stale flatbread anyways. She broke her piece in two and gave them half.


 “What are you doing out here in the woods in that thin dress in the dead of winter?” they asked.


 “I’ve been sent to look for strawberries,” Penelope said. “And I’ve been told not to return until my basket is full.”


 When she finished eating, they gave her a scrub brush and a pair of rubber gloves. “Would you mind giving our privy a good scrubbing? We have trouble with the shower in particular and can never get the upper parts very well.”

 While she was back in the bathroom, the first dwarf spoke, “What should we give her for being so kind and sharing her bread with us?”

 “My gift shall be that make-up kit I found when we were scavenging in that department store,” the second one said.

 “My gift shall be this book of poetry so that she may learn and recite the golden speech of the classic poets,” said the third.

 “My gift shall be to tell that guy down in the valley that has that entire gated community secured. I mean that dude has it going on: solar panels; a fresh water creek that runs through; the big garden along with a variety of farm animals; and enough people to provide ample security and keep the undead at bay. He would love this girl…I mean she’s an absolute babe. Am I right?”

 Penelope did as the three dwarfs had asked. She scrubbed down the bathroom and paid particular attention to the high up and hard to reach places. And when she opened one of the cabinets, what do you think she found? Jars of strawberry preserves. Each one full and you could see huge chunks of strawberry floating in the mixture.

 “Go ahead,” one of the trio was standing in the doorway, “we know where to find more. Take all you can carry. Also, we have a little pack for you.”

 She loaded up ber basket, then gave each of the little men a hug and slung the pack over her shoulder and ran home to bring her stepmother what she’d asked for.

 When she walked in she was happily reciting the golden words of Shakespeare. When she related what had happened in the woods, she couldn’t help but refer back to a few verses of The Bard, because she’d never heard anything quite as lovely as his sonnets.

 “Of all the arrogance!” Christina snorted. “Yammering on with a bunch of flowery words.” But in her heart she envied Penelope, and wanted to go out and find that little RV for herself.

 “No, no, my darling daughter,” Diedre warned, “it’s too cold, you’d freeze to death.”

 But Christina was stubborn. She would give her mother no peace. Eventually, Diedre agreed to let her daughter go. She brought out her finest Columbia Sportswear coat to wear, and gave her sandwiches and one of her last boxes of Twinkies that she kept hidden to take with her.

 Christina went to the woods and headed straight for the RV. Again the three dwarfs were peering out, but she didn’t say good morning or so much as smirk politely. Not that that would’ve helped, considering how butt-ugly she was. Withoug a word of greeting she stomped into the RV, sat down by the stove, and began to eat her sandwiches and Twinkies.

 “Give us some!” the little men cried out.


 “How can I when I haven’t got enough for myself?” Christina said around a mouthful of food.


 When she finished eating, they said, “Here’s a broom, go and sweep the snow you’ve tracked in to our home.”


 “You’re trippin’!” she exclaimed. “Do your own sweeping. I’m not your maid.”


 When she saw they weren’t coming off of any of the good stuff, she went into their bathroom and dropped a bomb, not even bothering to flush afterwards. It was so rank, you could smell it throughout the RV, and even outside for about ten feet or so.

 The little men talked it over. The first one said, “What shall we give her for being so horrid and having a wicked, envious heart?”

 “Not to mention being greedy and eating that whole box of Twinkies in front of us without sharing,” the second one piped up.


 “And how can we overlook how nasty her guts must be,” added the third.


 “My gift will be that Tammy Faye make-up kit and how-to book we found in the novelty shop,” said the first.


 “Mine will be that politically incorrect joke book,” said the second. “Not that she needs help being offensive, but a few of those jokes ought to alienate her from just about everybody.”

 “Yeah,” said the third, “well I’ve got something in store for her, but I’m gonna have to wait until a chance presents itself.”

 Of course Christina took the stuff she was given and read the joke book on the way back. Everybody she passed became offended as she spewed religious, sexual, and racial slures to all. By day’s end, nobody wanted to talk to Christina or her mother who seemed to bray at every joke.

 Now Diedre was really pissed. Somehow this was Penelope’s fault and she wanted more than ever to bring sorrow to her husband’s daughter who seemed prettier every day to those around her. In the end, the best she could come up with was putting a kettle over the fire and boiling some yarn. When it was done, she put it over Penelope’s shoulders, gave her an ax, and told her to go out to the frozen river, cut a hole in the ice and rinse the yarn.

 Obediently she went to the river and began to chop a hole in the ice. While she was chopping, a bitchin’ snowmobile came along. Tommy, the guy in charge of the compound in the valley motored up. He killed the engine and asked, “Who are you, and what the hell are you doing out here alone in the freezing cold?”

 “My name is Penelope and I’m rinsing this yarn in the cold water of the river like my stepmother told me to.”

 Tommy felt sorry for the girl and knew right away by how pretty she was that this was the girl those three crazy dwarfs had told him about.

 “Would you like to ride away with me?” he asked, holding up a fur-lined parka and patting the seat of his snowmobile.

 “Oh yes, with all my heart,” Penelope said, for she really wanted to be away from her stepmother and stepsister. Plus, her dad didn’t seem to have a clue as to what was happening. He was totally whipped. And what really blew Penelope away was that her stepmother wasn’t even all that.

 She climbed on to the snowmobile and rode away with Tommy. When he reached the compound there was a party. A short time later the two got married and the three dwarfs even showed up with this lace dress studded with pearls that fit Penelope perfectly and made her the most beautiful bride ever. A year later, Penelope gave birth to a son.

 By then, most of the folks up at the lodge had heard about this compound and moved in. Unfortunately, Penelope’s dad was bitten by a zombie shortly after that first winter thaw. Meanwhile Diedre and Christina moved in, but stayed out of sight, not wanting Penelope to know they were there. They seethed everytime they saw her walk past. It seemed that the whole community treated her like a queen.

 One day, when Tommy and a bunch of the men went out on a scavenger run the wicked woman and her ugly daughter grabbed Penelope. They took her to a wall and tossed her over and into the rushing river below. Then, the obscenely ugly and offensive Christina climbed in to Penelope’s bed and Diedre helped cover her up so that you couldn’t see her face.

 When Tommy came home and was anxious to see his wife, Diedre told him that the young woman was ill and that she was a nurse that had been called in to help. “Keep quiet, she needs plenty of sleep.”

 Tommy thought nothing of it and made himself comfortable on the couch until morning. He went in to check on her and see if she needed anything. The first thing she said was this nasty joke that had something to do with putting babies in a blender feet first in order to see their expression.

 “What the hell’s wrong with her?” Tommy asked Diedre who had rushed in and shoo’d him out of the room.

 “She’s delirious,” Diedre said. “She’ll be better soon.”

 That night one of the youngsters of the compound was playing around by the grate where the river exited the place through the wall. A voice called to him:

 “What is Tommy doing now? 

 Sleepest thou, or wakest thou?”

 The boy knew there was something weird about how the voice spoke, but he couldn’t place it. He’d heard somebody recite some poetry one day using funny words like that. Then the voice spoke again:

 “Are there strangers afoot in his house?”

 The kid thought it over and tried to mimic the style:

 “Yay, an old hag with a face like a mouse.”

 The voice asked:

 “And what of his child sweet?”

 The boy answered:

 “He’s in his cradle fast asleep.”

 Then a familiar face pressed against the grate. The boy recognized Penelope right away. She was about to speak when the moan of a nearby zombie made her take off. He watched her dash into some woods with a few of the slow-moving undead on her heels.

 He snuck back to his house and considered saying something, but he was worried that he would get in trouble for being out at night when he wasn’t supposed to be. That’s the logic young people use sometimes. Still, he continued to sneak out the next few nights. On the third he heard the voice again. This time, there was no poetic phrasing.

 “Tell Tommy that I’m out here and he needs to come get me. And let him know that my bitch of a stepmother and her skanky daughter are in there, and that they did this to me,” Penelope cried.

 Tommy came on the run and hauled Penelope back over the wall. He asked why she hadn’t tried to get in during the day. Penelope made some weak excuse about it being too risky to try and get past the zombies in the daylight. Tommy didn’t care, he was just happy to have his wife back and he came up with a plan to deal with Diedre and Christina.

 When they returned home, he told Penelope to stay hidden in the attic until the baby’s christening on Sunday. After he laid out his plan, she agreed.

 After the christening, Tommy casually posed the question to Diedre, “What should be done to a person if they were to kidnap you and toss you over the wall into the river and amongst the hungry zombies?”

 Not being very bright, Diedre answered hastily, “They should be shut up in a barrel studded with nails and rolled down the hill into the water.”

 “You’ve just pronounced your own sentence,” Tommy proclaimed.

 He sent for just such a barrel and Diedre was shoved in with her daughter. Just before the lid was hammered into place, one of the dwarfs showed up and dropped a fully animated zombie’s head into the barrel. The screams could still be heard for some time as it rolled down the hill and floated away.
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Self-Centered

Based on:

Die drei Spinnerinnen

 


 Before that terrible day when that first zombie rose and started the apocalypse, there was this girl who, while quite beautiful, never lifted a finger to help others. Nothing her mother said did a bit of good. On the day that the apocalypse really got in full swing with legions of undead starting to mass in every city in the world, the mother finally lost it. She took all the power cords for the computer and television and confiscated the girl’s cell phone. This sent the girl into a tantrum. She yelled and screamed and wept.

 It just so happened that a National Guard detachment was clearing the neighborhood, evacuating everybody to a nearby FEMA shelter. Some of the soldiers heard the ruckus. Unfortunately, so did a pack of nearby zombies. The soldiers went up to the house thinking that the trouble was inside and didn’t see what was coming up from behind.

 “Open up, ma’am,” one of the men called as he pounded on the door.

 The mother flung open the door and found herself looking down the barrel of an M16. While they were asking what was going on, the pack of zombies stumbled and staggered closer.

 The mother was embarrassed to admit that her daughter was so lazy that she wouldn’t lift a finger to help pack for their impending evacuation. All she wanted to do is chat with and text her friends.

 “I can’t get her to leave,” the woman blurted. “She is so concerned for her friends that she is trying to make certain everybody she knows is finding their way to safety.”

 Meanwhile, the zombies crept closer.

 “Well,” said the squad leader, “we can’t have people staying behind. Perhaps you should let us take her into custody. I think, with situations being what they are, we can perhaps find a position for her in our communications center.”

 The mother was relieved and stepped aside to let the soldiers in. The girl looked up at the soldiers who stood in her living room bristling with weapons.

 “We’re bringing you back with us to HQ,” the squad leader said. “Your mom says you are pretty good with social networking. Well, right now we can use every bit of help out there. We’ll set you up with a top of the line system and have you get out updates and advisories to those in the outlying area.”

 As they were walking outside, the mob of zombies that had been closing in attacked. It was bloody, violent, and chaotic. The soldiers were swarmed and fell under the onslaught. The squad leader shoved his radio in the girl’s hands as he pushed her back into the house.

 “Warn HQ!” he screamed as a wall of arms and hands wrapped around him and pulled him into the mob.

 The girl slammed the doors on the screams of the dying and the moans of the undead. She ran upstairs and didn’t stop until she climbed into the attic and pulled up the fold-down ladder. She sat; alone, afraid, and in the darkness. It didn’t seem as if she’d ever be able to stop crying. And that is where she stayed for days. She tried to use the radio, but between the darkness and the multitude of buttons and switches, she really had no idea how to operate the giant handset.

 On the third day, as dehydration and desperation set in, she pushed down the hatch that led to the attic just enough to peek out in the hallway. It was clear and she climbed down. She hurried into the bathroom and saw what a mess she’d become. She was relieved to discover that the water still ran and that it was still hot. After a quick shower, she spent an hour on her hair and another on her make-up.

 When she was done, she finally went to her bedroom and looked out on the neighborhood. It was a disaster area. Bodies…parts of bodies…garbage. The streets were littered with everything imaginable, and a few things that weren’t. Was that a refrigerator? Then she saw three women coming down the road. The first looked to have had her entire foot ripped off. The second seemed to have no lower lip. There was a thick flap of meat draped down over the bloody chin. The third seemed mostly okay, and it took the girl a moment to realize that she was missing the thumb on her left hand.

 Of course the girl had been so self-absorbed in the days before, that she was unaware of what was happening in the wide world. While it was obvious that there was something wrong, the girl had no idea what. She thought it had something to do with crazy people, but these three women didn’t look crazy. If anything, they looked a bit slow.

 So, when they stopped outside her window, she tapped on the glass to get their attention. The three women looked up. There was something about their eyes that creeped the girl out, but she was a bit desperate. She was hungry and lonely and scared.

 The three women stumbled across the yard and, by the time she got downstairs to the door, she could hear them scratching and pawing. That seemed just a bit weird. She flung open the door and staggered back a few steps when she got not only a close-up look…but a whiff as well.

 The three staggered in grasping for the young lass. They dragged her to the ground and the first tore at her stomach, eventually ripping the soft skin of her belly open and drawing out a strand of intestine. The second was drooling all over the pile of steaming guts, long ropes of it hung from the remnants of that ripped lower lip. The third plunged the nub of its thumb into the girl’s ever-widening abdominal hole and tore it wider so that the three could grab handfuls and stuff their blood-smeared faces.

 A few men hiding out in the basement of a nearby house heard the screams. Despite the risk to their lives, they emerged with a variety of weapons, including some that they had discovered scattered about when that squad of soldiers had been taken out by a bunch of zombies a few days ago.

 They followed the sounds to a house just two streets over. The first thing that they noticed when they reached the open door was a pile of still-steaming guts. It made them all gag just a little. Then they saw the three zombies hunched over a body, feasting on the tender bits.

 They moved in quick with baseball bats and the like and quickly beat down the zombies. When they were done, one of the men held back the others when he recognized who it was on the floor.

 “Guys, it’s that stuck-up little ginch that used to strut up and down the streets like her shit didn’t stink,” the one man said to the others.

 “Oh yeah,” another agreed. “Didn’t her mom have like two jobs or something just so that spoiled little bitch could have whatever she wanted while lazing about and not lifting a finger?”

 “I once saw her elbow past that sweet little old lady, Miss Magillacutty, in the coffee shop,” said another.


 “She never lifted a finger for anybody but herself,” said a third.


 “Should we finish her off?” asked a fourth.


 “I got a better idea,” said the first. He pulled a wicked looking blade from its sheath and hacked off the arms and legs, finishing just as the girl began to twitch and open her undead eyes.

 “Now she can be just as useless in undeath as she was in life,” the second man said.

 From then on, there would be no question that the formerly self-centered brat would never have to lift a finger for anybody.
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Timmy and Ginny

Based on:

Hänsel und Gretel

 


 At the edge of a rundown suburb there lived a logger who was unemployed because environmentalists were fighting to protect the Spotted Owl. The logger lived with his wife and two children. The little boy’s name was Timmy, and the little girl’s name was Ginny. There was never much to eat in the house, especially at the end of the month when the foodstamp card was wiped out.

 Then, one afternoon, a man on the news warned people to stay indoors because crazy people were attacking other folks in the street. A later update claimed that the crazy people were biting their victims. The report after that said that it might be “formerly dead people rising and attacking the living.” The next day, nobody was on the television saying anything. All that remained was a screen that said to “Please Stand By!”

 That night, the logger lay in bed thinking, tossing and turning with worry. All at once he sighed to his wife, “What’s to become of us? How will we feed our children when we barely have enough for ourselves? It isn’t safe to venture into the cities. Besides, the looters probably got all the good stuff by now.”

 “Listen to me, Harold,” the woman snapped. “Tomorrow at daybreak we’ll take the children across the fields and into the woods. We’ll lead them to the thickest part of the forest, make a fire for them, and give them each a sandwich. Then we’ll leave them and make our way home again, and that way, we’ll be rid of them.”

 “Are you nuts, Trina?” the man asked his wife. “No way am I dumping my kids in the middle of the woods. Zombies will find them and tear them to pieces.”

 “You idiot!” Trina said. “Then all four of us will starve. You might as well make a giant tombstone for out in the front yard.” The woman gave her husband no peace until he finally agreed.

 “But I still feel terrible about the poor children,” he whispered after his wife finally dozed off and began snoring beside him.

 The children were too hungry to sleep, and besides, their home had walls so thin you could hear a fly walking on the other side. Neadless to say, they heard the entire conversation between their dad and stepmother.

 “Oh, Timmy,” Ginny wept, “we’re so hosed.”

 “Hush, Ginny,” Timmy said. “Don’t worry. I’ll find a way.”

 Once he heard both parents snoring he got up, put on his little jacket, opened the bottom half of the Dutch-door and crept outside. The moon was shining bright, and the pebbles around the house glittered like silver coins. In the silvery light he could see and hear the occasional zombie wandering past. Careful not to make a sound that might draw their attention, Timmy crouched down and stuffed his pockets full of the little stones. Then, he slipped back inside without a peep.

 “Don’t worry, Ginny,” Timmy said as he climbed up into his bunk. “Just get some sleep. God won’t forsake us.” And with that, he drifted off.

 At daybreak, before the sun had risen, the stepmother barged in and woke the children. “Get up you lazybones. We’re going to the forest for firewood and maybe we’ll find something edible. We need to move now so those damn zombies don’t see us.” She fished around in her pocket and produced two squished sandwiches stuffed into baggies. “This is your only meal for the day so I wouldn’t eat it too soon because that’s it, and once it’s gone…you’re done.”

 Ginny pocketed both sandwiches because Timmy’s pockets were full of pebbles. Then they all started out for the forest together. When they had gone a little way, Timmy stopped and took a look back in the direction of the house, and every so often he did it again. 

 “Timmy,” Harold said, “why do you keep looking back and lagging behind? Wake up and get the lead out of your ass.”


 “Well, Dad,” Timmy said, “I’m just keeping my eyes open to make sure zombies aren’t sneaking up or chasing us.”


 “Idiot,” Trina scolded. “We’re being careful. And don’t you think your father and I are keeping our eyes peeled for zombies?”


 But Timmy hadn’t been looking for zombies. Each time, he had taken a shiny pebble from his pocket and dropped it on the ground.


 Once they’d travelled deep into the forest, the children’s father said, “Start gathering some wood so we can make a small fire. That way, you two can stay here and be warm while your stepmother and I can see what we can scavenge.”

 Timmy and Ginny gathered brushwood until they had a little pile of it. The brushwood was kindled, and when the flames were just enough to give a little warmth, Trina said, “Now, children, lie down by the fire and rest. We’re going into the forest to cut wood and look for edible plants. When we’re done, we’ll come back and get you.”

 “But what if a zombie comes?” Timmy asked, pretending he didn’t know what was really going on.

 “What would zombies be doing out here in the middle of the woods?” the stepmother replied.

 Timmy and Ginny sat by the fire, and at midday they both ate their sandwiches. They heard what sounded like the strokes of an ax and thought that just maybe their dad was nearby. Perhaps he wasn’t a complete jerk. But it wasn’t an ax, it was a tiny portable CD player. Their stepmother had burned a disc of chopping sounds and put the track on repeat. After just sitting around for so long, plus the fact that they’d been up so late last night with all the worrying, they became so tired that their eyes closed and they fell into a deep sleep. When at last they awoke, the fire had burned out and it was dark night.

 “How will we ever find our way out of this forest?” Ginny asked as she began to cry.

 “Just wait a little while,” Timmy said, comforting his sister. “As soon as the moon rises, we’ll find the way.”

 And when the full moon had risen, Timmy took his sister by the hand and followed the pebbles, which glistened like newly minted silver pieces and showed them the way. They walked all night and only had to duck and hide from zombies a few times. They reached their father’s house just as day was breaking. Since it was all locked and boarded up, they had to knock to be let in. When their stepmother opened up the door and saw them, she was pissed.

 “Rotten little brats!” she scolded. “Why did you sleep so long in the forest? We thought you’d never get home.” Of course neither child mentioned that they’d been told to wait until their father and stepmother came for them. And Trina would’ve been doubly pissed if she saw the smirk on her husband’s face.

 As the zombie problem grew, it became more and more dangerous to scavenge for food. The family had cleared out all the now-vacant houses in the area, but food was growing ever more scarce. It got bad enough that they eventually relied on boiling and eating Harold’s toolbelt and work boots. It wasn’t long before the children overheard their stepmother working on the father again.

 “Everything has been eaten up,” Trina griped. “We have a box of crackers and that can of garbanzo beans that people foolishly buy, thinking it will come in handy, but never does. When that’s gone, there will be no more. The children have to go. We’ll take them deeper into the forest, and this time they won’t find their way home; it’s our only hope.”


It would be better if I shared the last bite with my children, Harold thought as his wife continued to bitch, nag, and moan. And since he’d agreed to it, she knew that if she kept badgering him he would eventually give in.

 But the children were awake. (Plus, the thin walls have already been documented.) They heard the entire conversation. When the dual-toned sounds of snoring were vibrating on the night air, Timmy climbed out of bed again. He wanted to go out and gather pebbles, but there were too many zombies now for him to risk going out there by himself. Nowadays, whenever they left the house, somebody had to go out on the back balcony and draw any of the zombies in the area to them so that the others could duck out the front. He returned to his room and his sister’s crying.

 “Don’t worry, Ginny,” Timmy whispered. “Just get some rest. God will watch over us.”

 Early in the morning the stepmother woke the children. She gave them each two crackers and the same drawn-out speech about that being all they’d get. On their way to the forest, Timmy crumbled up his cracker in his pocket. From time to time he stopped and dropped a few crumbs on the ground.

 “Timmy,” the children’s father hissed, trying to be careful not to speak loud enough so that the zombie nearby with its face buried in a mangy dog’s gut would notice them, “why are you always stopping and looking back? Keep moving or one of those things is gonna grab you and it’ll be all over but the crying.”

 “I’m just keeping an eye on our rear,” Timmy said.

 “Fool,” snapped the stepmother. “Falling behind like that is a sure way to get snatched by a zombie. Keep up or else.” But, little by little, Timmy managed to strew his cracker crumbs on the ground.

 The children were led still deeper into the forest to a place they’d never been in all their lives. Again a big fire was made, and the stepmother said, “Just sit here, children. If you get tired, you can sleep awhile. You’re far enough into the woods where zombies are unlikely to be a problem. We’re going into the forest to cut some wood and search for edible roots and berries, and this evening when we’ve finished we’ll come and get you.”

 At midday Ginny shared her crackers with Timmy who had strewn his on the ground. Then they fell asleep and the afternoon passed, but no one came for the poor children. It was dark night when they woke, and Ginny began to cry.

 “Ginny,” Timmy put his arm around his sister to comfort her, “just wait until the moon rises; then we’ll see the cracker crumbs I strewed and they’ll show us the way home.”

 When the moon rose, they started out. Only, they didn’t find any trail of cracker crumbs. However, thousands of birds in the forest and fields had enjoyed quite a snack.

 “Don’t worry, we’ll find the way,” Timmy said, trying to reassure his sister, but they didn’t find it.

 They walked all night and then all day from morning to night, but they were still in the forest, and they were very hungry. Along the way, they did manage to pluck a few berries here and there, but it wasn’t nearly enough to slack their hunger. Eventually they grew so tired that they lay down under a tree and fell asleep.

 It was already the third morning since they had left their father’s house. They started out again, but they were getting deeper and deeper into the forest, and unless help came soon, they were sure to die of hunger and fatigue.

 At midday, they saw a lovely snow-white bird sitting on a branch. It sang so beautifully that they stood and listened. When it had done its singing, it flapped its wings and flew on ahead, and they followed until the bird came to a tiny shack and perched on the roof. When they came closer, they saw rows of fresh vege-tables, on a sill a pair of pies cooled, and hanging from hooks on the porch were dozens of cased sausages and salamis.

 “Let’s eat,” Timmy said. “There’s more food here than I have seen in the past year combined. I’ll grab a couple of those sausages and you pluck a few things from the garden.”

 Timmy jogged up and pulled down one of the thick meat cases. He bit off the end, enjoying the spicy savoriness, and Ginny quickly plucked a few tomatoes and pulled up some carrots. The two were so overwhelmed by the prospect of food that they failed to notice somebody stirring about inside the tin-roofed little shack. Both were busy alternately stuffing their mouths and their pockets with food.

 All at once the door opened and a grungy, grimy woman missing at least half her teeth came waddling out onto the porch. Timmy and Ginny were so very frightened that they dropped what they were eating. 

 “Oh, what dear children,” the pudgy woman yowled with a thick, hillbilly drawl. “However did y’all get he-ah? Don’tcha be frettin’, chiles. C’mon in and sit a spell. Ain’t nobody gonna does ya any harm.”

 She took them by the hand and led them into her house. Likety-split she had them seated at the table and set out a feast of hotcakes, fruit salad, goat’s milk, honey, and all number of things. Then, after eating until they felt fit to bust, two beds with clean linens and thick comforters was offered to them. Timmy and Ginny were so tired and full that they climbed in without a second thought! Neither could remember anything so heavenly in a long time.

 Of course the woman was only pretending to be so kind. Actually she was a little short of a full deck. She’d reached a point of desperation early on when the zombies began wiping out humanity. She’d killed the survivors she was travelling with when she stumbled on this old shack. That’s when she first began to acquire the taste for human flesh. Since she only found the one goat, she decided to keep it around for milk, but the small garden and the sausages she made from human flesh were enough to lure in others. She discovered that she particularly enjoyed child-flesh. It was so sweet and tender. Her only problem was that she’d worn glasses back in the day, and they’d been broken, so she was practically blind. However, that didn’t make her deaf and she’d heard the children coming well in advance. She’d been giddy with excitement when she heard not one but two children outside.

 Early in the morning, while the children were still asleep she got up. “What tasty morsels they will be!” she muttered.

 She scooped Timmy up out of his bed and carried him to a little shed out back. He woke just as she dropped him on the dirt floor. He began to scream for all he was worth, but much good it did him. Then she went back to Ginny and dumped her out of the bed.

 “Get up, Lazybones!” she snarled. “Y’all needs to fetch some water and fix up vittles for ya kin. He be out in yonder shed and we’s fixin to fatten him up proper. Soon as he’s good and chunky, I’m gonna turn him into sausages, salami, and such.” Ginny burst into tears, but it didn’t do any good; she had to do what this hillbilly cannibal told her.

 The best of food was cooked for poor Timmy, but Ginny got nothing better than sawdust crackers. Every morning the batshit-crazy hillbilly woman waddled out to the shed.

 “Timmy, hold out your finger. I want to see if you’re getting fat,” she grumbled. 

 Timmy, being somewhat clever, had found a slender bone in the dirt floor of the shed. He had deduced that the crazy lady couldn’t see worth a damn, and so he would hold out that bone. It seemed to be working, because the woman never seemed to notice the ruse. She continued to think it was Timmy’s finger and wondered why he wasn’t getting fat. Four weeks passed and the boy didn’t seem to be getting any fatter. Impatience and the fact that it was reaching a point where she was feeding the boy more than she would gain by chopping him up and eating him finally prompted her to act.

 Ginny!” she bellowed. “Git on out and fetch me some water. And don’tcha dawdle. Skinny or fat, I’ma fixin to have me some Timmy-chops come mornin’.”

 “Dear God,” Ginny cried as she went and fetched the water. As tears poured down her face, she prayed. “Please help us. If the wild animals in the forest had eaten us, at least we’d have died together.”

 “Stop your belly achin’,” the woman barked. “Ain’t no god left, chile. If’n there was, dem zombies wouldn’t be munchin’ on the livin’.”

 Early in the morning Ginny had to fill the big kettle with water and light the fire.

 “First we’ll bake,” said the hillbilly woman. “I’ve heated the oven and even made a batch of bread from acorn flour.” She drove poor Ginny out to the brick igloo that was her oven. “Crawl in and see if it’s hot enough for bread.”

 Once the girl was inside, the woman had decided to close the oven door and roast the sniveling girl, so as to eat her as well. But Ginny wasn’t stupid. She could tell by the way the senile old bitch was slobbering.

 “I don’t know,” Ginny wimpered. “How do I get in?” 

 “Idiot child,” the hillbilly grumbled. “The opening is big enough. Look, even I can get in.”

 She pulled open the door and leaned in to demonstrate. Bending over at the waist, she presented her more-than-ample backside to Ginny. The girl gave a mighty push that sent the woman sprawling. She hastily slammed the door and wedged it shut. Gads! How horrible the screeches were that came from within the giant oven. Ginny ran around back, the horrible yowling fading as she rounded the shack and sprinted to where her brother was locked away.

 “Timmy, we’re saved!” Ginny gasped as she unlocked the shed and flung the door open. “That crazy bitch is dead!”

 Timmy bounded out and scooped his sister up in a great hug. They danced around and jumped up and down in their elation and excitement. And now that there was nothing to be afraid of, they returned inside and began rooting through all the stuff. There was so much food that there was no way they could carry it all. There was a part of them that wanted to just make this their own home. But neither of them could enjoy it without their father. Plus, recent events had done wonders for their self-confidence. They decided that if their stepmother got out of line…well…they knew how they would deal with that.

 After loading themselves up with as much food as they could carry—nowadays, food was more precious than any money or jewels—they set out to try and find their home. And as one more precaution, each of the children armed themselves with a machete. After all, once they got out of the woods, they’d be forced to deal with a zombie or two, of that they had no doubt.

 When they had walked for a few hours they came to a wide stream. It sat on the edge of a park that they had come to often before the apocalypse. One of their favorite childhood memories had been coming here to ride the paddleboats shaped like giant ducks. Imagine their delight when they discovered one of those very boats washed up on their side of the stream.

 Timmy climbed in and his sister Ginny climbed in beside him. Ginny was worried it might be too much with all the food, so Timmy ferried their bags over first and then came back for his sister. Before long, they were both safely over with their goods.

 The area, even terribly overgrown, was familiar. Of course there was zombie traffic to worry about now, but after all they’d been through, killing a few zombies meant nothing. When they finally saw their father’s home, they broke into a sprint. Only one zombie stood between them and safety. As they passed it, Ginny beheaded the foul thing and Timmy drove his blade through its face to finish it off.

 They reached the house and went around to the back where they scurried up a tree that grew outside Ginny’s bedroom window. Timmy flung open the window and they both dived in. The pair ran down the staris to discover their dear father nearly starved.

 They threw themselves into his arms. The poor man hadn’t had a happy moment since he had left them in that forest and was overcome. Once the tearful reunion was over, he explained how their stepmother was bitten on the return trip. He’d kept her in back in a shed, unable to kill her himself. Ginny excused herself for a few moments, then returned, wiping off her machete.

 Timmy let his sister reveal all the food. All their worries were over. As soon as their father was strong enough, they would travel back to that hillbilly shack and live in peace with plenty of food. My story is done, see the mouse run; if you catch it, you may make yourself a great big fur cap out of it.
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The Night Begins

Based on:

 Die drei Schlangenblätter

 


 There once was a poor man who couldn’t support his only son any longer. One day the son said, “Dear father, you’re having such a bad time of it and I’m only a burden to you. I’d better leave home and see if I can make it on my own.”

 The father tried to argue, but the son made a logical case. Eventually, the elder man conceded and they parted in great sorrow. The son decided to really take advantage of his possibilities and made his way south, all the way to South America and the unexplored lushness of the Amazon Rain Forest. He was pleasant and hard-working, and eventually found himself taken in by a tribal chieftan.

 There came a time when this chief’s tribe found itself in a war with a neighboring tribe. The young man entered into service and joined in the campaign. Javelins and arrows flew in one very nasty battle and the war chief was slain. At the sight of the man’s death, the rest of the men were ready to take flight. 

 The young man stepped forward and spoke, “We shall not let this tribe suffer defeat!” Then he did his best to recite some of his favorite lines from the movie Braveheart when William Wallace was rallying all the Scotsmen.

 The rest of the war party followed the young man into battle. They fought like demons and drove the other tribe back to the brush. When the tribal chief heard that he had the pale-skinned stranger alone to thank for the victory, he raised him to a place of honor in the tribe. He even named him as tribal warlord, the highest position besides tribal chief.

 The chief had a daughter, who was very beautiful, but also very strange. She had sworn an oath not to take any man for her mate unless he promised that if she died first he would let himself be entombed with her in the tribal ziggurat.

 “If he really loves me,” the girl was known to have said, “why would he want to go on living?” She also claimed that she would do likewise and let herself be buried with him if he should die first.

 Up to this point, her strange oath had frightened away all her potential suitors. However, the young man was so taken by her beauty that nothing could discourage him and he asked her father for her hand.

 “Do you know what you must promise?” the chief asked.

 “Oh yes,” he said. “I shall have to let myself be entombed with her if I outlive her. But my love is so great that I care nothing for the risk.”

 The chief gave his consent and the marraige ceremony was a grand spectacle. Several of the neigh-boring tribes were invited, and the event lasted a full seven days.

 For a while, the couple lived happily together, but then it so happened that the chief’s daughter fell gravely ill. None of the shaman or medicine women could do anything to help. At last, the girl died and the young man was reminded of his promise—not that he’d forgotten. He didn’t really like the thought of being sealed in a tomb with a corpse, but he was nothing if not a man of his word. He went without a fuss and entered the tomb when his bride was laid to rest. There were several of the tribes warriors placed outside as the stone block was pushed back into place to seal the tomb.

 Beside the pallet that the body was laid out on, there was a cask of oil for the lantern, a table, four loaves of bread, and four gourds of fermented berry juice. Once these provisions were gone, he would starve. There he sat in grief and anguish. Each day he ate only one bit of bread and drank only one mouthful of the fermented berry juice; yet he knew that death was coming closer and closer.

 As he sat staring, he saw a snake crawl from one corner of the vault and approach the corpse. At first he thought he might be hallucinating. Once he was certain it was real, he drew the ceremonial sword he’d been entombed with.

 “While I live, you will not touch that body!” he proclaimed, and cut the snake into three pieces.

 In a little while a second snake came crawling out of the corner. It seemed to pause as if it were considering the other snake that had been chopped up. This made the young man further question his sanity. Then, in a speedy slither, the snake was gone. However, it soon returned, and with three leaves in its mouth.

 The young man pushed the gourd of fermented berry juice away and rubbed his eyes as he watched the peculiar scene play out before him. The second snake took the pieces of the first snake and put them back together how they belonged. Next it laid a leaf on each of the sections. Instantly, what had been parted became one and the two snakes quickly slithered out of the tomb.

 The young man was now almost certain he was seeing things, but boredom and curiousity eventually got the better of him. The leaves were still lying on the floor, and it occurred to the unhappy young man who had witnessed the whole scene that the miraculous power of the leaves, which had brought a snake back to life, might help a human as well.

 He picked up the leaves and laid one on the dead woman’s mouth and the other two on each of her eyes. He remembered hearing all sorts of rumors about how the Amazon likely held the secret cure to every single disease known to man, but it would probably be destroyed by industrial clear-cutting before anybody made such a discovery.

 No sooner had he finished this thought than his former bride’s hands began to twitch. The color came back to her face and she drew a breath. Her eyes fluttered open and her gaze fell on the surprised gaze of her husband.

 “Heavens!” she exclaimed. “Where am I?”

 “You are with me, my dear wife,” he replied, and told her exactly what had happened and how he had brought her back to life.

 Then he gave her some of the bread and fermented berry juice, and when her strength returned she stood up. They went to the door and knocked and shouted so loud that the sentries heard them and told the chief. The chief came to the tomb himself and ordered the block removed from the tomb’s entrance.

 He was amazed to discover the couple both seemingly alive and well. There was rejoicing and an invitation was sent out to surrounding tribes to celebrate the miracle. The young man pocketed the three leaves so he could try and find a plant with their match later.

 During the next few days, he hunted down the plant, carefully dug it up, and brought it back to his hut. He wrote his father back in Pennsylvania and folded a trio of the leaves in his letter along with an explanation of how they’d worked. Then, he gave the original three he’d been carrying to his most trusted soldier.

 “Take good care of these,” he cautioned. “Carry them with you wherever you go. Who knows what use we may have for them in a time of trouble or war.”

 But a change began to take place in the wife after she was brought back to life. All her love for her husband seemed to have gone out of her heart. Then, sometime later he came home to discover her sitting on the floor of their hut with the bloody remains of a monkey scattered about.

 The young man kept it quiet and cleaned her up. A few times, she snapped at him, but he was able to keep his fingers safe. It was while he was burning the remains of the monkey that he made a gruesome discovery. Only, he wasn’t certain his eyes hadn’t played tricks. As the head of the monkey was burning in the fire, the young man was almost certain that he saw its eyes open…and even worse…move about.

 The young man worried that his lovely wife might be succumbing once more to a sickness. After one stint in that tomb, he didn’t really relish the thought of doing it again. Therefore, he approached the chief and explained that he greatly missed his home. What’s more, he hadn’t ever been able to introduce his wife to his father. He asked permission for him and his wife to travel to Pennsylvannia in the United States for a visit. The father thought it would be a fine idea.

 Two days later, even though she was showing signs of worsening, they boarded a train after taking a canoe to a small town. During the journey, the young man’s wife only seemed to get worse. The day they changed trains for the last time and began the five-day leg of the journey that would end on the outskirts of Pittsburgh, she climbed into bed and did not get up for over forty-eight hours.

 Late on the third night, she sat up, climbed from her bed, and wandered out into the narrow corridor where the engineer just happened to be returning to the lead car after a quick meal. The woman tore into the man’s throat, sending a geyser of blood spraying the walls and nearby window.

 The young man’s faithful servant was in the sleeper cabin next door and heard the disturbance out in the hallway. He rushed out to discover his boss’s wife crouched over the body of a man, tearing out chunks of his flesh and eating greedily. She glanced up, a peculiar growl in her throat.

 Rushing in, he woke the young man. They made it out to the hall as the torn up body of the train’s engineer was rising to its feet and following the woman down the narrow corridor towards the well-lit and noisy dining car. The two ran the opposite direction and found themselves in the space between two cars. The train was begining a climb up a long hill, and its speed was gradually decreasing. The sounds of screaming made their minds up for them. Something very bad was about to happen and the men jumped.

 They plummeted down a hill and into a stream. The servant pulled the young man out, just saving him from drowning. In fact, when the young man opened his eyes, the servant was just about to fish out the three leaves and place them over the young man‘s eyes and mouth.

 The two walked through the night until they arrived at the nearest town. When they arrived, it was obvious that the citizens were in an uproar. It seems that the train had blown through town without even slowing down. In a nearby café, the television was showing the Emergency Broadcast Network screen.

 “We interrupt this program to bring you this Special Report. Bands of crazed citizens are committing acts of extreme violence in the suburbs of Pittsburgh. Reports say that these bands are…am I reading this correctly?...biting?...”
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The Zombie Whisperer

Based on:

 Die weiße Schlang

 


 Some time after the dead got up and began taking chompy-chomps on warm-bodied folk, there lived an elderly black man named Willie who was once a groundskeeper for an exclusive golf club. He had been a big fan of George Romero when he was younger because of one movie: Night of the Living Dead. When the whole zombie thing happened for real, he secured the walled golf course and became the leader of his little empire. Rich folk now waited on him, and everybody was ever so grateful for his kindness and wisdom.

 Somewhere along the way, it seemed as if he gained psychic powers. He always knew where to send rescue parties and scavenging teams. It was strange, but people didn’t question their fortunes. There was one little oddity…when lunch was cleared away, Willie’s most trusted butler, Jake, would bring him one more dish. This dish was covered; not even Jake knew what was in it. In fact, nobody did, and Willie never removed the cover until the room was empty.

 One day, after this had been going on for quite a while, Jake’s curiousity got the best of him. He raised the lid and saw what could only be a zombie’s tongue. It was all greyish-black and vile looking. Still, he couldn’t help himself and had to try it. After all, maybe Willie was on to something. No sooner had he taken a teensy taste, than he heard strange grumbles from just over the wall. When he went over and listened, it turned out that the voices belonged to the zombies that had gathered outside the barrier during the night:

 “…wish they weren’t so noisy when we ate them…”

 “Did eating that Italian make my butt look big?”

 “…love the wiggly part just above the stomach…”

 “I feel so dirty after eating those intestines.”

 Tasting the tongue had givem him the ability to understand the language of the zombies!

 Now it just so happened that on this very same day, Willie’s best lady, Queenie, had her favorite ring come up missing. It didn’t matter that such things had no value anymore. According to Willie, it was the principle of the thing. And the only person besides Willie and Queenie allowed in the bedroom where the ring was last known to have been was, of course, Jake.

 Willie called Jake to the room and bitched him up one side and down the other. He told the poor butler that if the ring didn’t turn up, a certain person would be considered guilty and tossed over the wall. It did no good for Jake to protest his innocence; Willie sent him on his way without a single kind word.

 Totally stressing, Jake went out to the old seventeenth hole where a beautiful lake had once swallowed many a golf ball. Just on the other side of the wall, a few zombies were arguing. Jake couldn’t help but listen to their peculiar and strangely convenient conversation.

 “Why don’t we eat those funny little creatures in the water?” one zombie groaned. Jake had to assume it was referring to the flock of ducks paddling around and preening at the water’s edge.

 “The feathers stick in our throat,” said another zombie.


 “Did you see that shiny thing that big duck swallowed?”


 “Yeah, those little buggers gobble anything they get their mouths on.”


 “That’s pretty disgusting.”


 “Dude! You eat people’s intestines!”


 Jake had heard enough. He quickly fashioned a snare and yanked the largest duck in the bunch hoping he had the right one. He ran all the way back to the kitchen and slapped the dead fowl on the table. He made certain that Willie and his woman were called as he beheaded, then gutted the bird. Sure enough, Queenie’s ring was found in the entrails.

 Jake didn’t have any problem clearing his name after he reminded Willie of the fact that he and his lady had gotten freaky down by the lake just the day before. Wanting to make it up to Jake for talking bad to him and accusing him of thievery, Willie told his loyal butler that he could have his pick of anything he wanted and he didn’t have to be a butler anymore. Jake could kick it and just hang out.

 Jake said he wanted a little adventure. He would like to pick a few things from the armory along with one of the fortified RVs. Willie said it was cool and Jake loaded up. The next day, he headed through the gates and out into the post-apocalyptic world of the undead.

 One day, he woke up from where he’d parked beside a crystal clear pond and noticed a trio of child-zombies all tangled up in some old fishing nets. Even though they were zombies, Jake had a soft spot in his heart for the children they’d once been.

 “…oh yeah,” one of them hissed, “this was a great idea.”


 “I can’t help it” said the second, “I used to come here a lot, and for some reason—”


 “You have this unexplainable need to come here,” interrupted the third. “Yeah, we get it. We’re all creatures of habit.”


 Jake walked up cautiously with his machete and untangled the net, setting the child-zombies free. They of course, couldn’t help themselves and began to stumble towards him, gnashing their teeth and moaning.

 “I hope this one gets away,” said the first.


 “Yep, so do I,” agreed the second.


 “But I’d still like to grub on his liver,” added the third.


 Jake jogged back to his RV, leaving the trio of zombies in a cloud of dust. Driving along for a while, he found a neighborhood of upscale houses and pulled over. It looked like the military had tried to set up a base in a park that sat in the hub. There was a huge pen full of a mob of zombies, and they were very unhappy.

 “…years we’ve been in here…”


 “…get off my toes…”


 “…can’t feel my arm…”


 “…don’t have an arm, you idiot…”


 Jake stood outside the pen, listening to the chorus of complaints. He never knew that zombies were so miserable and grouchy. An idea came and he went through several of the empty homes, finding a few useful items to load into his RV. When he was finished, he walked up to the gate.

 “…bet he tastes delicious…”


 “…just one teensy nibble…”


 “…still on my foot...”


 After busting the lock on the gate, he drove along the rest of the day until he arrived at a side road that was almost completely washed away and overgrown. It seemed the most safe from trouble and Jake turned down it. Soon he was deep into a lush forest. He cut the engine, sitting in silence for a while when he heard somebody scream. He crept out of the RV and snuck through the ferns until he came to the edge of a clearing. He arrived just as a pair of zombies stumbled away with the body of what had once been a young woman. Each of the zombies had half, one the upper and one the lower. On the far side of the clearing, a pair of legless zombies were dragging themselves along by their gnarled hands.

 “C’mon, guys!” sobbed one. “Wait up. We helped with the kill!”

 “It ain’t fair!” added the second. “We deserve a bite or two. There’s plenty.”

 “Sucks to be you,” gurgled the zombie carrying the upper torso as he reached in and plucked out what might’ve been the spleen and stuffed it into his mouth.

 “Ain’t no more ADA,” snuffled the one with the lower half as he munched what may well have been an ovary.

 Jake sprung up and dropped both the mobile zombies. Then, quickly, before the corpse could turn, he brought the two halves back and tossed them at the legless zombies.

 “That’s the craziest thing I’ve ever seen,” one of the zombies said around a mouthful of intestines.

 “Murgh-mumph,” agreed the second as he tore away at the meaty part of a thigh.

 Jake walked back to the RV and went to start it up, but the tanks were dry. He knew that gasoline—at least any that hadn’t gone bad from sitting so long—was an unlikely prospect. He loaded up a pack, chose a few good weapons, and set out on foot.

 It wasn’t long before he came to a small town in the middle of nowhere. It had a ten foot wall built all the way around it, and from on the hill where he stood, he could see people going about their busy day. 

 Jake walked down to the compound and, after submitting to the standard full-body search to ensure he wasn’t bitten, was allowed entry. As he walked along, he heard a lot of animated chatter. It seemed that the compound’s leader had a beautiful daughter. If Jake could believe all the tales, she even possessed all of her own original teeth! (Dental hygiene being much more of an issue these days.) Word on the street was that another poor sap had died trying to impress the young woman and gain her hand in marriage.

 Jake listened to the stories. Apparently anyone wishing to bid for her hand must perform a very difficult task, failure of which would result in death…or undeath as it were. Many had tried and all had failed thus far. Then the young woman in question walked by. A hush fell over everyone; the men were silent from gawking, the women out of envy. When Jake saw her, he was so blown away by her beauty that the stories of danger evaporated from his mind. He went straight to the compound leader’s residence and submitted his bid to marry the girl.

 He was led to the shore of a very deep and ice cold lake. A gold ring was shown to him before it was taken out and cast into the depths.

 “If you come back without it, you will be taken out to the middle with cinder blocks tied to your feet and cast in,” said the compound’s leader. “Oh…and I’d hurry, the zombies have heard the motor from the boat that took the ring out to be tossed. They usually get through the trees in about thirty minutes.”

 Some of the folks in the escort actually felt bad for Jake and cast sorrowful looks over their shoulders as they left him on the shore. As he stood there wondering what to do, three child-zombies emerged from the water; they were the very same he’d freed from the net. The middle one opened its mouth and what should fall out but the gold ring.

 “I hope he hurries and grabs it,” said the first.


 “Yeah,” agreed the second. “It’s not like I want to go after the guy that helped us, but I can’t help but want to eat him.”


 “Grab the ring and scram, mister,” groaned the third.


 Totally stoked, Jaked grabbed the ring and dashed back to the compound. He brought it to the leader, expecting him to grant the promised reward. But when the stuck-up daughter, Megan, heard that some outsider had indeed completed the task, she pitched a fit.

 “There is a warehouse not far from here that we’ve never been able to break into,” Megan said. “If he can have the entire warehouse bounty of canned food here before the sun rises…and I mean the entire cache, then he can have me.”

 Jake went to the wall and sat down. He could see the long building in the distance; there had to be thousands of zombies between him and the prize and there was no way he could pull this off. He knew that, come morning, he’d be tossed over the side of this very wall. As the total darkness of night in a world without electricity fell across the land, Jake mourned what was surely to be his last day alive.

 As the first rays of light came, he was amazed to see pallet after pallet of canned food stacked at the entry gate of the compound. The zombies that he’d freed from that long abandoned military detainment cage had paid their debt of gratitude and emptied the warehouse in the night. Not one can remained.

 Megan arrived shortly after sunrise and was amazed to see that the task had actually been done. But she was still an absolute bitch.

 “Okay,” she agreed. “He’s pulled off two fairly impressive tasks. But I’ve heard about a case of grenades down in this bunker in the woods. If he can bring those…then I’ll let him tap this.”

 Jake had no idea what woods the girl was even talking about. Still, he geared up and set off. He had a map and began scouring the three nearby National Forests. He was well into his search of the third when he heard something dragging itself through the brush.

 A box thrust out of a thick clump of ferns. The legless zombies he’d encountered, joined by the now zombified person he’d let them snack on, pushed the case of grenades before themselves.

 “Better grab it and run before we eat you,” said one.

 “Just one nibble on your calf,” said the second.

 “Hey, asshole, what makes you think that being eaten by these two was any better than any other death,” said the newest member. 

 Jake grabbed the case of grenades and ran almost the whole way back to the compound. Everybody was seriously impressed. Megan couldn’t come up with another way out of it and that afternoon they were wed. He carried his wife to their quarters, giddy with excitement.

 She stripped down and climbed into bed, more than a little nervous about losing her virginity. When Jake walked in and saw Megan, he almost lost it. However, he had plenty of unpleasant imagery in his mind to help distract. As he climbed into bed, he couldn’t help but remember what a complete ass Megan had been. That gave him his idea for revenge.

 “Let’s get this over with,” Megan sighed.

 “Fine,” Jake agreed, “now roll over.”


 



 18


 

Three Orphans

Based on:

Strohhalm, Kohle und Bohne

 


 In an orphanage just outside of town, an old woman watched on the news as the nightmare unfolded. The dead were indeed walking the face of the earth, eating the living. She knew in her heart that there would be little to no chance that she and the children would survive.

 The three dorms would be indefensible. Not to mention the fact that their last supply truck hadn’t arrived. If they didn’t fall in a brutal and violent siege at the hands of the zombies, then they would starve. Neither prospect looked all that promising.

 None of the other staff had bothered to come in for the past few days as this apocalypse grew worse each day. No, she thought, it was up to her. The only thing she could think to do was mercifully euthanize the lot of them.

 In each dorm, she broke a valve and let the gas for the heating system pump into the long rooms. She opened the valve all the way shortly after lights out. Then, she swallowed a mouthful of pills, chasing them with the little bottle she kept stashed in the bottom drawer of her desk.

 A fire ignited and the place went up in a ball of flame. One of the windows broke and a little body dove through. It was the short, chubby kid that everybody called “Beanie.” On his heels was a tall, skinny, blonde boy that everybody called “Sticks.” The last one was a dark-skinned boy that everybody called “Happi.”

 “Wow,” Sticks spoke up, “I didn’t think anybody would make it out of there.”

 “Luckily I sleep by the window,” Happi said. “Just a few more feet and I would’ve been burned up.”

 “I seem to have lost some skin,” Beanie said, gaping at the raw strip of flesh on his bare arms. “If I would have gone to sleep like my friends in the dorm, I’d have been cooked for sure.”

 “It wasn’t any better in my dorm,” said Sticks. “That crazy lady has sent all my bros up in flames. Sixty…dead just like that.” He snapped his fingers for emphasis. 

 “So what do we do now?” Happi asked.

 “Well,” Beanie offered, “since we made it this far, perhaps we should team up. All this noise and fire is probably gonna bring those zombies our way. The best idea would likely be to watch out for each other.”

 Nobody else had any better idea, so the trio started out together. Soon, they came to a brook with a raggedy wooden bridge across it. It had a section missing right in the middle. Just as they started across, zombies poured out of the woods.

 “We can’t go back!” Beanie cried.

 “The hole is too big to cross,” Happi wailed.

 “Not if I stretch across it,” Sticks offered. “I can plant a foot on each side, grasp the railing, and one at a time, you two can climb onto my back and over. Then you can pull me.”

 “Well we better do it quick,” Beanie said. “They’re getting closer.”

 So Sticks stretched out, planting a foot on each side and grasped the rails. Happi was an impetuous sort and was the first to throw his arms over his friend’s shoulders and cross. Unfortunately, he couldn’t help but look down. He saw the cold water rushing past, but even worse, he discovered he was terrified of heights. Sticks began to struggle with the weight and his grip loosened. His arms began to tremble, then, he slipped. The two plummeted to the icy waters below and drowned.

 Beanie, the poor lad, was overwhelmed with hysterics. His fragile young mind snapped as the mob of hungry undead closed in. As he was literally ripped limb from limb, he laughed manically. He kept laughing until his head was ripped from his shoulders.
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Greedy

Based on:

 Von dem Fischer un syner Fru

 


 A man and woman lived in a rundown slum on the outskirts of the southside of Chicago. So when the dead rose and began eating the living, they didn’t even know about it until one of those abominations came staggering down the street with a ripped open belly and missing arm. Having seen their share of dead people over the years between the homeless, whores, and addicts who took one bump too many, they knew some-thing was wrong.

 The husband walked down to the pawn shop on the corner and heard an earful from a blaring radio. Looking around the shop, he noticed it was empty. To make things a bit more curious…it seemed that the power was out.

 “You should probably get back to your house,” the radio voice said with urgency. “It’s going to get much worse before it gets close to better.”

 “Hey!” Mike looked around. “The power is off to the whole building.”

 “A radio is talking to you directly and you’re taking issue with electricity?”

 Mike left the pawn shop, pulling the door grate across the entrance before jogging home. On the way, he saw horrors that would haunt him for the rest of his life. Mike, the faithful husband, returned to the squalor of his apartment.

 “Mike,” the wife said, “did you find food or news?”

 “Shelly,” Mike replied, “on the first point; no. Although I wasn’t too diligent in my search. As for news…well…” He went on to tell about the very peculiar situation at the pawn shop.

 “So let me get this straight,” Shelly said with obvious disdain but a peculiar lack of skepticism. “You say zombies just like in the movies are out there eating people and you found a magic radio?”

 “That about sums it up,” Mike agreed.


 “Did you make a wish?”


 “No,” Mike said. “What should I wish for?”


 “Duh!” Shelly snarked. “It’s so dreadful living in this pigsty of a slum. It stinks, it’s disgusting, you could have wished for a little house in the suburbs. If it is indeed magic, it’s certain to grant your wish.”

 “How am I supposed to go back there?” Mike asked. “Zombies roam the streets. It’s Hell out there.”


 “Didn’t you say that you shut the security grate before leaving?” Shelly shot back.


 “Yes.”


 “Well, then the pawn shop will probably still be empty,” Shelly explained. “Just stay low and don’t get bit. Now…get your ass moving before it is too dark to see.”

 He didn’t really want to go, but neither did he want to cross his beloved Shelly. At just over three hundred pounds, she was more than twice his size. So…Mike went back to the pawn shop.

 On the way, the streets were a little busier than before. He actually had to take a baseball bat to the head of one. Before long, he was at the pawn shop. That’s when he realized that this place didn’t really look familiar. And it didn’t have a real name, just the words PAWN SHOP painted in razor-straight black letters on the front window. He couldn’t remember ever having seen a pawn shop here before. In fact, now that he thought about it…this had been a vacant lot. He ducked inside and walked up to the radio.

 “Takin’ risks aren’t you, Mike?” the voice on the radio snickered.


 “Yeah,” Mike shrugged nervously. “So…do I need to say some sort of rhyme, or rub your case or something?”


 “You read too many fairy tales.”


 “Just checkin’,” Mike apologized.


 “How ‘bout you just tell me what’s on your mind,” the voice said.


 “It’s like this,” Mike explained. “I found you for whatever reason. Now my wife is insisting that you’re magic and that I should’ve wished for something. She’s sick of that pigsty of a slum we live in. She wants a nice little house in the suburbs.”

 “Just go home, Mike,” the voice said. “She’s already got it.”

 Mike left the pawn shop. Again he made certain that the security gate was pulled shut. Only, when he looked around, he wasn’t in the Southside anymore. This place was just like the neighborhood he saw in that movie about Ferris Bueller.

 Still there were zombies roaming the streets. Many of the doors were open and an occasional scream could be heard. Mike decided to walk back just as if he were returning to his old apartment, just using different streets. Sure enough, he came to a house with a chest-high brick fence and an iron gate.

 He hopped over that fence when he saw his Shelly standing on the porch waiting. She looked exactly the same, and didn’t seem to be having a problem with any of this.

 “Come look,” Shelly grabbed her husband by the hand and led him into the house. “It’s even nicer on the inside.”

 They went in, and there was a little hallway and a lovely little living room. There was a cozy bedroom and a kitchen with a little pantry stocked with food. There was everything they could ever need. In the back yard was an even greater surprise. Whoever had lived here had started a fabulous garden. There was a greenhouse with solar panels mounted on top, and to complete there fortune, a hand-pumped well was in place to supply them with all the water they would ever need.

 “See?” Shelly said. “Isn’t it nice?”

 “Yes indeed,” Mike agreed. “If only it lasts and is enough to keep out the walking dead, we shall live happy and contented.”

 “We’ll see about that.” Shelly gave the garden one last glance before they returned inside. Then they had something to eat and went to bed.

 All seemed to go well for a week or two. Every morning and evening, Mike would go out to the brick wall that encircled their property and use a spear he’d fashioned to take care of the zombies that might gather. In the afternoon he would tend to the garden.

 “Mike,” Shelly said over lunch one day, “this little house is too cramped. Also, the walking dead seem to be getting more and more numerous. Now I know why the former residents left. Perhaps we should live in one of those luxury high-rises. You need to go back to that pawn shop and tell the radio to upgrade us.”

 “Shelly, my sweet potato,” Mike said, “this little home is so much more than we ever had before the apocalypse. It’s cozy and clean. Why on earth would we want to live in a high-rise?”

 “Don’t sass me Mike,” Shelly snapped. “Just get your ass in gear. Go to the pawn shop and tell that radio we deserve better.”

 “No, Shelly,” Mike protested. “Whatever force is at work here, it just gave us a dream house in the suburbs. I don’t think we should press our luck. It might run out.”

 “Move it!” Shelly demanded. “Do you really think it matters at this point? I’m sure some rich snob has been chomped leaving behind a perfectly good luxury penthouse.”

 Mike felt awful, but he did as his wife demanded. As he peered over the wall to ensure that the coast was clear, he said to himself, “It’s not right.” But he went.

 As he snuck down the street, he encountered a few more zombies than last time. It was gruesome enough, but the worst part was when he had to bury his machete in the skull of a zombie barely old enough to have its first grown-up teeth.

 Even after what he’d already experienced, he was still a little amazed to discover the pawn shop. He opened the security gate and went inside. Everything looked as it had before. Sitting on a shelf of useless appliances was the radio.

 “Hey,” Mike said nervously, “you’re not going to believe this.”


 “What does she want?” the voice didn’t sound the least bit surprised.


 “Dude,” Mike sighed, “now she wants to live in a luxury high-rise. She’s talking penthouse suite.”


 “Just go home,” the voice replied. “She’s waiting at the revolving door.”


 When Mike left the pawn shop, he was stunned to see that he was in the heart of downtown. Buildings of glass and steel towered above him on all sides. There was a lot of garbage being blown in the wind, but he saw very few zombies staggering about. He retraced his route, and sure enough, he came to a tower with a revolving door.

 “Get in here before they see you,” Shelly was beckoning from a revolving door. 

 Mike followed his wife inside. He entered the huge lobby and quickly wedged a bench in the door to secure it before looking around. When he did finally take in his surroundings, he was blown away. The floors were marble and there were paintings and sculptures everywhere he looked. It was an opulence that he never even dared to imagine.

 Of course there was a a bit of a drawback: the walk up forty-seven floors to the top level. It took even longer because Shelly had to stop every second or third floor to catch her breath. Eventually they reached the top and their suite occupying the entirety.

 It was almost too much, and Mike actually found himself wondering what sort of person required such a place. The walls were all covered with exquisite works of art that were undoubtedly originals. The sinks, while useless now, all had fixtures of gold. The table and chairs in the dining room were an exotic wood. Crystal chandeliers hung from the ceiling, reflecting the sunlight in dazzling prisms that danced around the room. The bedroom was incredible, and the bed so grand that it would hold him and his beloved Shelly no matter how she sprawled out. The cabinets were full of food and there was a stair to the roof of the building where a lush garden grew with a variety of vegetables as well as fruit tress. There was even a coop full of plump pigeons that would supply meat and eggs. Additionally there was a pool that could easily be converted to catch rain water. Every need they could imagine, as well as many they couldn’t, was provided for.

 “Well,” Shelly beamed, “isn’t it lovely?”

 “Oh yes,” agreed Mike. “A few modifications and we will never need to venture out from the safety of our new home. We can live happily for the rest of our lives.”

 “We’ll see about that.” Shelly lifted a fold of belly and scratched. “Let’s sleep on it and see how I feel in the morning.”

 The next morning Shelly woke up first. She looked out one window and saw Lake Michigan stretch out in the distance. She looked out the other and saw…buildings. Some of them towered above them like sentinels. Others were just tall enough to obscure the horizon. Mike was beginning to stir when she elbowed him in the ribs sharply.

 “Mike, wake up and tell me what you see,” Shelly demanded. “We could be set above everything else and live like kings. Nothing should block my view or look down on me.”

 “What the heck are you prattling on about?” Mike asked, momentarily forgetting himself. This earned him another elbow in the ribs.

 “Don’t sass,” Shelly grunted. “You need to tell that radio I don’t care for anything blocking my view. I should be looking down on everything.”

 “Shelly, my love punkin,” Mike protested, “we have the best we could ever imagine and more. Why do we need more than this? I like it up here.”

 “Well,” Shelly retorted, “just because your dreams are small and limited, doesn’t mean mine are. Get your skinny ass out of bed and hustle on over to that pawn shop.”

 “But, Shelly—” Mike began.


 “I want to be higher!” Shelly interrupted. “You tell that useless box of circuits I want to be above all I see!”


 “I can’t tell it that,” Mike protested.


 “Why not?”


 “It just seems…greedy.”


 “How can I be greedy?” Shelly countered. “I’m not taking anything from anybody. If we don’t use it…who will? Nobody, that’s who! And then it’ll all go to waste.”

 “But—”

 “Now get going!” She shoved him from the bed.


This isn’t right, it’s not right at all, he thought. And he didn’t want to…but he went.

 During his walk down the stairs he went over and over in his mind a way out of the situation but he was stuck. When he reached the lobby, he knew this wasn’t gonna be easy. Already, a few zombies had gathered outside. A few were pressed against the giant windows.

 He drew his machete and pulled the bench free of the revolving door. As he exited to the street, a couple of zombies were propelled into the lobby and began wandering about. Mike didn’t worry about them. If things worked out like last time, he’d be someplace else.

 He had to bring his blade down a few times, and even though he knew these things weren’t people anymore, it was still difficult. He ran until he reached the pawn shop, opening the grate and ducking inside.

 “I just want to go on record as saying that I don’t want to be here,” Mike sighed as he approached.


 “Well, what does she want?” the voice from the radio spoke.


 “Yeah,” Mike hesitated, “she wants to be above everything. She doesn’t like that anything looks down on us.”


 “Go home, said the voice. “It’s already done.”


 When Mike went home, he wasn’t really all that surprised to discover that he was just a stone’s throw from the Sears Tower. This building overlooked every building in Chicago. There was nothing taller. And waving from the lobby was his beloved Shelly. Of course it took them a whole day to make it to the top. And as high up as they were, they could look down on the entire city. It wasn’t actually set up as living quarters, but Mike figured he had nothing but time. He’d see to it that he gave her a place fit for a king.

 As the sun began to set, they looked down on the whole of the city. Shelly pointed out the building that had been their home earlier and how small it looked. And, of course, they couldn’t even make out the old slum.

 “Well, Shelly,” Mike said, “now you’re on top of the world.”


 “That’s right,” Shelly agreed.


 They stood in silence for awhile. Mostly because they both had to catch their breath from climbing all those stairs.


 “Now that we can look down on everything,” Mike finally broke the silence, “I think we can leave well enough alone. There is no more need to wish for something greater.”

 “No, Mike,” Shelly said, and she looked very upset. “Already I’m having regrets. I’ve thought this over and we should be living in the seat of power. We should live in the White House. From there, survivors will surely look to us for what to do…how to rebuild. I’ll be president of the United States and the people will look to me.”

 “Shelly, my cuddle bug,” Mike said, “why do you want to be president?”

 “Mike,” Shelly stomped one large foot, “you go tell that radio that I want to live in the White House, and that I want to be president.”

 “Good Lord, woman,” Mike groaned, “that thing can’t make you presidemt. I can’t tell it to do any such a thing, I just can’t. The president comes from a vote by the people. You can’t simply say you’re president and have it be so. You just can’t.”

 “Fiddlesticks.” Shelly dismissed her husband with a wave of her hand. “If that radio can put us here and do all it’s done so far…then I’m guessing that making me president will be a snap. I want to be president and that’s that. Now get going. It’ll be morning by the time you get down all those stairs.

 So he had to go. But on the way in that dark stairwell, he was frightened. This won’t end well, he thought. He could not understand why his wife would want to be president. And surely, the radio had to be getting sick of all this.

 When he reached the lobby, he saw dozens of those zombies out there. He took a deep breath and steeled himself for what he would have to do. With a feeble war cry, he charged out, swinging his machete left and right. He did his best to not think of the zombies as having once been regular people. Breaking clear of the little cluster, he ran to the pawn shop.

 “I’m so sorry,” Mike said as he closed the grate and walked over to the shelf where the radio sat.


 “What does she want now?” the voice asked.


 “She wants to be president,” Mike said meekly,


 “Just go home,” the voice replied. “She already is.”


 So the husband went home and when he rounded the corner, he wasn’t at all surprised to see the black wrought-iron fence that protected the White House from onlookers—or zombies—coming close. What was surprising were the soldiers in place behind a mound of sandbags and a detachment of men in dark suits.

 When they spotted him, they began waving him over emphatically. Mike broke into a run and slipped through a security gate where he was quickly ushered to the Oval Office. The doors opened and there sat his beloved wife behind a desk that he’d seen in so many photographs. The desk that had seen a little boy use it to hide and a chubby girl sit on it while pleasuring herself with a cigar. Now, there was his wife sitting behind it in a navy blue suit and red tie. In one hand she held an ink pen that probably cost more than their rent back in the slum.

 Mike didn’t know what to say as he stepped in and looked around. Somehow it looked a little smaller in person than it did when he saw it on television or movies. Mike stepped away from the secret service agent and approached his wife.

 “Well,” he said, looking around incredulously, “It looks like you’re the president now.”

 “That’s right,” she said. “I’m president.”

 He stood there and took a good look at her. When he’d been looking for a while, he said, “Well, Shelly, now that you’re president, suppose we let well enough alone.”

 “Mike,” she said, “what are you standing there for? Yes, yes, I’m president, but now I want to be pope too, so go to that radio of yours.”

 “Shelly, my buttered biscuit,” Mike said, “what won’t you be asking for next! You can’t get to be pope, let’s not even get into the part about us not being Catholic or how the college of cardinals do their whole wonky selection process with different colored smoke. I’m pretty sure a voice on the radio can’t make you the pope.”

 “Mike,” Shelly said, glaring from behind the desk in what her husband imagined to be a very presidential way. “I want to be pope, so do as you’re told. I insist on becoming pope before the sun sets on this day.”

 “No, Shelly,” Mike tried to sound firm. “I can’t tell the voice to do this, it’s too much. A radio can’t make you pope.”

 “That’s a load of crap,” Shelly said. “The media has done far more and far worse. If it can make me president, then it can make me pope. Do as you’re told. I’m the president and you’re only my husband, so you better get a move on.”

 Mike glanced around at the secret service agents who all stood stone-faced behind their dark glasses. He’d get no help or support here. He was afraid, but he dropped his head and trudged out the door. An escort brought him as far as the security gate. A throng of zombies clutched the fence and made zombie noises. At last, the machinegun nest opened fire, shredding a clump of animated corpses. Seeing a very small opening, Mike ran. He didn’t slow down until he was safely inside the pawn shop.

 “Yes?” the voice on the radio said and the man strained to catch his breath.


 “Umm…well…” Mike struggled to voice the request. “She wants to be pope,” he said in a rush.


 “Just go home,” the voice on the radio said. “She already is.”


 So, Mike left the pawn shop, pulling the grate closed on his way. He looked around confused by his surroundings. He decided to do as he had the past couple days and just retrace his steps. It took him a moment to recognize the big building at the head of a huge open courtyard with a single obelisk in the center.

 “The Vatican?” Mike looked around in awe.

 He had to run across the cobblestone yard to the grand entrance, avoiding the slow moving zombies the entire time. He barely made it through the giant double doors that allowed him into the infamous cathedral. The enormous chamber was lit by thousands of candles ranging in sizes he didn’t even know existed in wax. A retinue of strangely dressed guards stood on either side of a majestic throne that sat on a dias. An ornate wooden carving took up the entire back wall of the grand auditorium just off the cathedral proper.

 “Well, Shelly,” Mike barely spoke above a whisper as he walked down the aisle to his wife, “you’d better be satisfied now. You can’t get to be anything better than pope.”

 “I’ll see about that,” Shelly said, and they both went to bed. But she wasn’t happy, her ambition wouldn’t let her sleep, and she kept wondering what more she could get to be.

 Mike slept soundly having been up the past couple of days straight. Not to mention all the running from zombies and climbing stairs. He slept as his wife tossed about beside him unable to close her eyes. Her mind raced with possibilities, each more fantastic than the last. As the sun peeked up over the horizon and began to illuminate the world, she walked through the famed Sistine Chapel and her eyes gazed on the glorious ceiling. She dashed back to the sleeping quarters and woke her still exhausted husband.

 “Ha!” she cried triumphantly, “Why can’t it be that I make life from nothing? Get up, Mike!” she said, poking him with one fat finger.

 “What is it?” Mike sat up. “Are the zombies inside?”

 “Wake up and go see that radio of yours,” Shelly insisted. “I want to be like God.”

 Mike was still groggy, but her words hit him like a bolt. He tumbled out of bed in his surprise. Certain he’d misheard, he rubbed his eyes and asked, “Dearest, what did you just say?”

 “Mike, if I can’t create life,” she whined, “it’ll be more than I can bear. If I can’t do this thing, I’ll never have another moment’s peace.” She gave him a glare that made the goosebumps rise up on his flesh. “Get going now. I want to be like God.”

 “Shelly, my precious puddin’,” Mike fell to his knees, “the radio can’t do that. Sure, he might pull off president and pope, but please, please think this over and be happy with pope.”

 At that she grew angry; her hair flew wildly about her head. She ripped away her nightgown standing in her gelatinous glory and kicked him. “Don’t sass me!” she snapped. “I won’t tolerate it for another second. Get your ass in gear!”

 Mike struggled into his clothes and ran for the exit. What he saw filled him with dread. Zombies were packed in shoulder to shoulder. Drawing his machete, he waded into the undead mob. He felt hands tear at him and teeth pull at his flesh. Yet, somehow he made it to the pawn shop. He stumbled through the door and pulled the security gate closed.

 Blood trickled and seeped from countless wounds as he made his way to the radio. He tried to speak but was barely able to moan.


 “What is it now?” the radio asked.


 “She wants to be like God…to create,” Mike managed.


 “Just go home; she’s back in the slum already.”


 Mike threw open the gate and fell out onto the sidewalk. A moment later, he rose and returned home. 


 Shelly walks the streets to this day, biting and infecting every living soul she encounters…creating.
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Rennard the Courageous

Based on:

 Das tapfere Schneiderlein

 


 On a sunny summer morning that began like many before it, a little tailor went about the business of opening his shop on the outskirts of Chelsea. Having just secured a contract for a second location in Camden, he was in a chipper mood as he set to work taking in a dress for a young lady who had been seen recently in the company of one of the royals.

 The sound of a merchant’s cart outside did little to disturb him, but when the vendor began to cry, “Good jam—cheap! Good jam—cheap!” his interest and his appetite were piqued. The tailor, Rennard White, stuck his head out the window and waved.

 “Up here, my good woman, you’ll find a buyer,” Rennard sang out.

 The woman set the brake on her cart and lugged two heavy cases up the three flights of stairs. Rennard had her unpack both cases before he even got up from his table. He then examined each and every jar before settling on his normal strawberry.

 “This looks wonderful,” he said, handing the jar to the woman. “Now if you’ll measure me out three ounces, and perhaps throw in a fourth as a bargain, you’ve got yourself a customer.”

 The woman, who had hoped to make a good sale, gave him what he asked for, grumbling to herself all the while about “the customer is always right.” Then she packed up her cases and lugged them back downstairs. She never saw the sickly young man until it was too late and he’d pulled her to the ground, his mouth clamping down on her tender throat.

 “God bless this jam,” Rennard proclaimed as he pulled a loaf from the pantry. He spread the jam on a slice and nodded to his photo of the Queen Mother. “And may it bring me health and strength.”

 He considered the dress he’d been working on and decided he should finish it before eating. He didn’t wish to risk getting any of the red jam on the lovely creame-colored gown. He set his slice of bread down on a plate, washed his hands, and returned to work.

 Rennard didn’t care for the distractions of radio or telly and preferred to work in silence. A rule he would insist upon when he hired on the manager for his new shop. That is why he didn’t hear the emergency broadcast. That is why he had no idea that London was falling to an ever-growing population of undead.

 He stitched away, whistling happily. Rennard White was an excellent tailor, but known to be a bit off. However, his delusions were considered quite harm-less, and his work more than made up for it.

 Meanwhile, flies that were being drawn in droves by all the putrifying flesh had been enticed into the window of Rennard’s shop by the sweet aroma of fresh spread jam. Their buzz eventually drew notice of the little tailor.

 “Hey, who invited you?” Rennard cried as he shoed the pests away. But flies don’t speak proper English and ignored the protests. In fact, it seemed now that even more had joined the party. Finally, at the end of his patience, the tailor took a rag from the scrap bin under his table.

 “Just wait!” he muttered. “I’ll show you!”

 With that, he snapped the coiled rag at the swarm. He looked down and counted no less than seven of the buggers laying dead with their legs in the air. He couldn’t help but admire his handiwork.

 “What a man I am!” he cried. “The whole street, nay, the burgh must hear of this!” You see, it’d been two weeks since Rennard had taken his pills. In all the excitement, he’d neglected to refill his script with the chemist.

 “This is a feat that should be known by all,” Rennard crowed. Lickety-split he cut a belt for himself, stitched it up, and embroided on it in big letters:


Seven at one blow!

 By the time he finished, he had worked himself up to the point where he felt like he needed to share his victory with the world. Strapping on his belt, Rennard decided to go out into town. Before leaving, he ransacked the house for something to take with him, but all he could find was an old cheese, so he put that in his pocket.

 Just outside the door, he caught sight of a bird that had got itself caught in the bushes, and the bird joined the cheese in his pocket. Then, throwing back his shoulders, he headed out. He cast a curious glance at the cart the jam lady seemed to have left behind.

 As he walked, he was oblivious to the problems around him. Things like people hunched over a pair of legs in an alley, an abandoned car with something unpleasant squirming in the car-seat in the back. He wandered out into the rolling hills of the countryside whistling happily, never noticing the occasional lone figures staggering and stumbling in the fields.

 Up into the hills he went, and when he reached the highest peak, he found the biggest man he’d ever seen sitting on a flat rock, staring out over the valley below. The man was still wearing his work attire; a black singlet. As a professional wrestler, this man had used his abnormal size to entertain the masses. The tailor never watched such things, and had no idea who this man was. He simply walked up to him with an easy smile on his face.

 “Greetings, friend,” Rennard said. “Looking out at the great, wide world, are you? I myself am on my way out there to try my luck. Perhaps you’d like to accompany me.”

 The big man glared down at the tailor, incredulous that anybody could be so clueless. “You little pipsqueak. Are you that stupid?”

 “Is that right?” the little tailor said, unbuttoning his coat and showing his belt. “Well read this! It’ll show you just what sort of man you are dealing with.”

 The big man read the stitched words—Seven at one blow!—and tried to decipher what this lunatic was trying to say. Being an American, he was certain that it was some sort of British thing. He’d tried to watch some of their television shows and just didn’t get these people. All the same, he decided to put this guy to the test, so he picked up a stone and squeezed it until drops of water appeared. Besides, he needed the distraction after what he’d seen.

 “Do that,” he said, “if you’ve got the strength.”

 “That?” Rannard asked. “Why, that’s child’s play for a man like me.” Whereupon he reached into his pocket, took out the soft cheese, and squeezed it until the whey ran out. “What do you think of that?” he said with a grimace. “Not such a pipsqueak now, eh?”

 The giant man didn’t know what to say; he couldn’t believe the little man was that strong. So he picked up a stone and threw it so high that the eye could hardly keep up with it. “All right, you little runt, let’s see you do that.”

 “Nice throw,” Rennard said, “but it fell to the ground in the end. Watch me toss one that won’t ever come back.”

 He reached into his pocket, took out the bird, and hurled it skyward. Glad to be out of that stuffy pocket, the little bird flew away as soon as it broke clear of the branches.

 “Well,” Rennard said. “What do you think of that?”

 “I’ve got to admit you can throw,” the giant said, “but let’s see what you can carry.” Pointing to a big oak that lay felled on the ground, he said, “If you’re strong enough, help me carry this tree out of the forest. I need to use it to break into this warehouse I passed on the way. Food is gonna be important in the coming days.”

 Of course Rennard still had no idea what the big man was talking about. “I’ll gladly help,” he said. “You put the trunk over your shoulder, and I’ll carry the branches; they’re the heaviest part.”

 The giant took the trunk over his shoulder, and the tailor sat down on the branch, so the giant, who couldn’t look around, had to carry the whole tree and the tailor to boot. The tailor felt so chipper on his comfortable perch that he resumed whistling, “Three tailors rode forth from the gate” as if carrying the tree was no big deal.

 After carrying the heavy load for quite some time, the big man was exhausted. “Hey!” he grunted. “I’ve got to drop it.”

 Rennard bounded free and slung the end of the tree onto his shoulder as if he’d been carrying it all the while.

 “I wouldn’t have thought that a tiny tree such as this would be too much trouble for a big man like you,” Rennard said with a smile.

 The two continued until they reached a cherry tree. The giant of a man reached up towards the crown where the cherries ripen soonest, pulled it down, handed it to the little tailor and invited him to eat. When the giant let go, the tree snapped back into place sending the little man flying. When he had fallen to the ground without hurting himself, the big man chuckled.

 “What’s the matter?” the giant asked. “You mean you’re not strong enough to hold a skinny little sapling?”

 “Not strong enough?” Rennard scoffed. “How can you say such rubbish about a man who did seven at one blow? I leaped over that tree because the hunters down there were shooting into the thicket. Now you try. See if you can do it.”

 The giant tried, but he couldn’t clear the tree and got snagged in the branches. Once more the little tailor had won out.

 “Alright,” the giant sulked. “If you’re so brave, then we’ll see how you do spending the night out here in the hills. Those things could come at any time.”

 Of course the little man still had no clue. He continued to remain unaware that the dead were walking and feasting on the living. He agreed to join the big man and search for a cave where they could bed down for the night. When they found one, the two went inside and made sure it was clear. In no time they had a fire going and were ready to turn in for the night.

 “This place is roomier than both my shops combined,” Rennard said as he snuggled in.

 The big man shrugged and laid down some branches for himself. He didn’t much care for the little tailor. There was just something that rubbed him the wrong way.

 As the night brought its blanket of darkness and the fire burned out, Rennard found he could not get comfortable. There was just too much room. That night, a group of zombies stumbled in, brought by the snores of the big man. Just before they arrived, the little tailor had wedged himself into a crevice. He slept soundly as the big man was torn open and feasted on.

 By morning, the zombies had left. The big man had risen and wandered out into the woods. At the crack of dawn, Rennard woke. He was quite agitated that the big man had chosen to just abandon him. He climbed up a rocky slope, and when he reached the top his foot dislodged a huge boulder that happened to fall right on the big man, crushing his head.

 For days, the little tailor travelled. He came across open and empty homes and helped himself to food and drink. He always left a note informing residents who would likely never return that they had hosted a hero. Each day without his pills, Rennard’s grasp of reality became more tenuous.

 One day, he came to a high fence. It was late and he was quite weary. He climbed it and curled up in his coat, falling fast asleep. While he slept, a few of the people that had retreated to this country school and secured it as a commune—safer from the dead than those closer to the city—examined the little man.

 They were fascinated by his belt. Seven at one blow! That was indeed quite a claim.

 “Goodness!” one of them whispered.


 “What can a great hero like this be doing out here so far from the horror?” asked another.


 “He must be some SAS man,” offered one.


 “Or a Black-Ops Merc,” said another.


 They ran to the man who served as their leader. An elder professor known only as Moz. He had led the whole bunch out to this quaint school nestled in the hills.

 “If the zombies ever find us,” one of the women spoke up, “he could come in very handy.”

 “We need his type here and shouldn’t let him leave for any reason,” said a young man.

 Moz thought this to be a very good idea. He sent a couple of people out to offer the stranger a position as defender of the compound. They went out and sat beside the sleeping man, waiting paitently for him to wake. When the little man opened his eyes they made the offer.

 “That’s just the sort of thing I’ve been looking for,” Rennard said. “I’d be thrilled to enter into such a service.”

 He was brought in and introduced. Moz made certain that he was shown to a cozy trailer. It’s no surprise that a few citizens of the compound were more than a little jealous.

 Several of the secure complex’s armed patrol got together after Rennard had been shown to his new home. The arrival of such a skilled warrior weighed heavy on their souls.

 “What will become of us?” they asked.


 “And if we should get in a disagreement and mix it up with him, causing him to lash out, seven of us will fall with one blow!”


 “We won’t last very long at that rate.”


 So they decided it was in their best interest to go see Moz. With somebody so capable, they were no longer needed for patrol or perimeter security. When they resigned their positions, they all made it clear that with somebody in their midst that could take down “seven at one blow,” they were useless.

 Moz was sad to see everybody so down. He began to wish that this Rennard had never shown up. He would be happier if the little guy just up and left, but he didn’t dare dismiss him for fear that this possible SAS warrior might take everybody out and claim the whole compound for himself.

 He pondered endlessly, and at last he came up with a plan. He sent word to the little tailor that, since he was such a great hero, he wanted to make him an offer. There were some zombies in the tiny town at the bottom of the hill, and they were biting, eating, and turning other people into zombies. No one dared go near them for fear of their life. If a hero should conquer and kill these terrible monsters, Moz would give him his only daughter to marry, with the position of co-administrator of the compound to boot. And moreover, Moz would send ten of his best fighters in support.

 “Sounds like just the thing for me,” Rennard agreed. “The days of fathers offereing their daughters is a custom that could use reviving. It’s a deal!” He shook Moz’s hand. “But I’ve no need for backup. You can’t expect a man who’s done seven at one blow to be afraid of a small group.”

 The little tailor set out, the ten fighters from Moz’s security detail on his heels. When they reached the edge of the forest, he turned to them. “Stay here. I’ll attend to the slow-moving, witless fiends by myself.”

 Then he bounded between a pair of darkened buildings, his head on a swivel. In fact, his over-exaggerated antics reminded those who witnessed it more of John Belushi’s raid on the dean’s office in Animal House than of a trained SAS soldier.

 After a while, he discovered a cluster of the horrid things. Many of them were missing pieces or had their insides trailing along on the outside. Quick as a flash the little tailor picked up stones, filled both pockets with them, and climbed up on top of an abandoned panel truck.

 He picked out one of the zombies and lobbed a rock at its head. Sure enough, the witless creature turned. It began plodding his way. Once it passed underneath where he lay sprawled on his belly, he used the long bladed machete. For some reason, Moz insisted that the only way to kill these buggers was to scramble their brains. He jabbed down mightily and the skull cracked open. Sure enough, the zombie collapsed to the ground.

 Rennard was struck with an idea. He spied a three-foot section of pipe and quickly scurried down to retrieve it. He lashed his machete to it then threw another pebble. One by one he lured over a zombie, and one by one he drove his weapon into its skull. Pretty soon, he had a cluster of corpses around the little panel truck.

 “Lucky those things aren’t coordinated enough to climb!” Rennard admired his handiwork. “Things could’ve gotten nasty.”

 Whistling a merry tune, Rennard returned to where he’d left the others. “I’ve done them in good and proper. They tried to mob me, but how could creatures so stupid hope to stand against a man who’s killed seven in one blow!”

 “Not so much as a scratch?” asked one.

 “I should say not!” harrumphed Rennard.

 The ten fighters couldn’t believe that this little man had done for the whole mob. They insisted upon going down and seeing for themselves. They ventured into the small village, and sure enough, not a zombie was still mobile. They saw the mound of corpses piled about the panel truck.

 The little tailor returned to Moz and demanded the promised reward, but Moz hadn’t actually expected the tit of a man to return. He seriously regretted his promise and devised another way to be rid of the hero.

 “Before I give you my daughter, Elise, and the position of co-administrator,” Moz said, “you will have to perform one more task. There’s a wild bull loose in the forest. If he plows through our fence, we could be done for. I need you to deal with that.”

 “If a village full of zombies didn’t bother me, why would I worry about a piddly old bull? Seven at one blow is my slogan.”

 Taking a rope and an ax, he went into the forest and again told the folks that had been sent with him to wait behind. He didn’t have long to search before the horned beast came snorting through some brush. It saw the little man, lowered its head, and charged.

 “Not so fast!” the tailor said. “You’ll not be besting this matador.”

 He edged in front of a broad tree and waited until the bull was almost upon him, then nimbly jumped behind it. The bull charged full force and rammed into the tree. Its horns actually became stuck so fast that the bull couldn’t pull free.

 “I’ve got him,” Rennard cried.

 He came out and swung the ax with all his might. When he was done, the beast was dead and Moz’s ten agents were lugging slabs of beef back to the compound.

 Still Moz was not willing to grant the promised reward and made a third demand. Before the wedding he wanted the tailor to capture a wild boar which had proved elusive up to this point. He left out that it had killed two of his men. Moz offered up a dozen skilled huntsmen, but Rennard declined.

 “This is child’s play,” he boasted.

 Rennard ventured out into the woods alone, much to the relief of the others. This boar had a bad reputation and everybody was far more frightened of it than the old bull.

 When the boar caught sight of the little man, it gnashed its teeth and charged. It would’ve laid the little man out flat if he hadn’t been standing in the doorway of the abandoned chapel. Rennard ducked inside and behind the solid oak doors. The boar skittered across the hardwood floor, losing its footing. This gave the tailor time to secure the door and climb out a window to safety.

 The infuriated beast was far too heavy or clumsy to follow, and so it was caught. The little tailor jogged back and told the huntsmen to go and see for themselves. He then went to find Moz, who had to keep his promise this time, like it or not, and give him Elise as well as the title of co-administrator. If Moz had known that this little man was no merc, wasn’t SAS, but merely a tailor with a diagnosed psychosis, he would have been even unhappier than he already was. And so the wedding was celebrated with much ceremony, but little happiness…except for Rennard.

 One night, Elise heard her little husband talking in his sleep. “Boy,” he said, “hurry up with that vest you’re making, then get those tuxedo pants hemmed or I’ll break my yardstick over your head.”

 That was all it took for Elise to figure out the mystery behind this strange little man. The next morning she ran to her father, told him her tale of woe, and begged him to help her get rid of a husband that was nothing more than a common tailor.

 “Don’t fret, poppet,” Moz said. “Leave your trailor unlocked tonight when you go to bed. A few of my boys will be waiting outside. Once he’s asleep, they’ll go in, tie him up, and take him down to the nearest road. One of those zombies will come along and—gobble-gobble—problem solved.”

 Elise was very pleased, but one of the men who overheard actually had a soft spot for the crazy little bastard. Also, he got a kick out of the idea that that little bitch Elise was getting run up in by such a scraggly runt of a man. He dashed over and told Rennard the entire plot.

 “They won’t get away with that!” said the little tailor.

 That night he went to bed with his wife at the usual hour. When she thought he was asleep, she got up, unlocked the door, and lay down again.

 Rennard, who was only pretending to be asleep, cried out in a loud voice, “Boy, hurry up with that vest you’re making, then get those tuxedo pants hemmed or I’ll break my yardstick over your head. I’ve done seven with one blow, killed a town full of zombies and a bull, along with capturing a wild boar. And now I’m expected to be afraid of scoundrels at my door.”

 When they heard that, Moz’s men were terrified. Not one of them dared lay hands on him and they ran as if the hounds of hell had been released on their heels. From that day on, Rennard ran the entire compound and Moz kept to himself.
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Cindy Rallie

Based on:

 Aschenputtel

 


 A wealthy man, Robert Rallie, was married to his childhood sweetheart named Sarah. Sarah used her money and position in society in a way that often shamed those in the upper-crust societal circles she was associated with. Sarah spent countless days, evenings, and weekends at shelters for the homeless or for battered women and abused children. Thus it was, that on a cold October morning, a man stumbled through the door of The New Direction homeless shelter and collapsed in the entry hall. Sarah was the first to reach the man’s side. She was calling for help when the filthy vagrant grasped her arm and sunk his teeth into the tender flesh of her wrist.

 By the time the police arrived, two regular employees of the shelter had trapped the “crazed” man in a closet. Both had been “nipped” or scratched by the unidentified stranger, neither felt they required medical attention. One, in particular, was most anxious to avoid the hospital as his flight to Bejing was to be that evening and he was very excited about the vacation he’d saved for fifteen months to take.

 Three nights later, Sarah Rallie was feeling sicker than ever before in her life. Watching the news that night, she’d heard strange reports of ‘rabid citizens’ attacking and biting innocent passers-by. Then those reports changed and it was being said that the dead were somehow reanimating and eating people just as in some poorly thought out horror movie that ignored all concepts of biology and focused on gruesome and brutal violence as if it were something to be celebrated.

 Sensing she was about to die, Sarah Rollie called her only daughter, Cindy, to her bedside and said, “Dear child, be good and say your prayers; God will help in time of need, and I will look down on you from Heaven. Even though I will be gone, I’ll always be with you.” With that, she closed her eyes and died.

 Even though Cindy and her father had heard and seen terrible things on the news, they didn’t fully believe it until a moment later when Sarah opened her eyes once more. Gone was that spark, gone was the love. It was replaced by…nothing. And that was the worst of all. There was no anger or hatred in Sarah’s dead eyes. There was simply…nothing.

 Robert Rallie did as the media instructed. He drove an awl through his wife’s forehead. Then, he and his daughter Cindy carried the corpse out to the backyard and buried it. They had an enormous plot of property, all of it fenced off by a stone wall that not even Robert, who was very tall, could see over.

 As things grew worse, a few straggling survivors arrived at the Rallie estate and were taken in. In her grief, Cindy hardly noticed. Every day she went out to her mother’s grave and wept and went on being good and saying prayers. As winter set in, the snow spread a white cloth over the grave.

 Outside the wall, the rest of the world fell to the chaos of an apocalypse that turned out to be far worse than depicted in books and movies. Disease and illness returned with a vengeance to take many who managed to survive the onslaught of the walking dead. Pests and vermin multiplied exponentially and there was rumor that swarms of flies in the larger cities could block out the sun as spring brought warmth which amplified the rot.

 It was in that first spring that Robert Rallie, who had long since abandoned his daughter to her grief and moved on, remarried. His new wife, Polly, brought with her two daughters—Eve and Rhea—who insisted on keeping their real father’s surname of Voll. Both girls were strikingly beautiful with their auburn hair, hazel eyes, and lily-white skin, but their hearts were ugly and black. That was the beginning of the troubles that would befall Cindy Rallie.

 “Why should this silly goose sit with us in the parlour?” they said. “All she does is sit all day by a stupid grave. Never does she lift a hand or forage for supplies. She’s never been outside the gates of this property since the zombies rose. She needs to at least get her ass in the kitchen and help prepare the meals.”

 So they took away her fine clothes and gave her a set of coveralls and scuffed up boots to wear. Of course, as Cindy’s workload increased, the sister’s decreased.

 “Look at daddy’s little princess now!” they mocked, and turned on a heel, leaving Cindy in the smoky, hot kitchen.

 From then on she did all the work, getting up before the sun, fetching water from the condensation traps, starting the morning fires, cooking and washing. The entire time, the sisters did all they could to make her miserable. They made fun and hid the dry kindling so that she had to use a hatchet to shave wood to make more. Their favorite trick was to toss a few unpopped popcorn kernals into the fire so that they would burst and fling ashes and cinders at the poor girl.

 At night, when she was tired out from work, she no longer had a bedroom to retire in. The sisters had taunted her with the memory of her generous mother until she agreed that “those less fortunate” should benefit. Strangely enough, the two sisters claimed the status of formerly impoverished. They took to calling the girl Ashpuddle since she was always sweaty and covered in grime from the hearth.

 One day when her father was preparing to leave on a scavenger run with a handful of survivors living at the Rallie estate, he asked his two stepdaughters what he should bring them back special.

 “Beautiful dresses,” Eve purred.

 “Diamonds and pearls,” Rhea cooed.

 “And what about my industrious little Ashpuddle?” asked her dad, thinking that this nickname he’d heard was a term of endearment used by the Voll sisters.

 “Father,” Cindy said to Robert Rallie, “break off the first branch that brushes against your hat on your way home, and bring it to me.”

 So he sought out beautiful dresses for Eve, and diamonds and pearls for Rhea. On the way home, as he was sneaking through a copse, a hazel branch brushed against him and knocked off his hat. So he broke off the branch and took it home with him.

 When he returned to the safety of the huge, walled estate, he gave the stepdaughters what they had asked for, and gave Cindy the branch. After thanking him, she went to her mother’s grave and planted the hazel sprig over it. Some say that she then cried so hard that her tears were enough to water the sprig. It grew and became a beautiful tree.

 Three times a day, Cindy went and sat under it and wept and prayed. Each time she did, a little white bird perched there and sang. Cindy always made a wish when the little bird flew away.

 Now it so happened that another band of survivors had taken up on the grounds of the university atop a hill. This group often traded and offered assistance to the smaller bands in the area. One year, they decided to throw a bash to celebrate survival. It was also announced that this would be a great time for women to consider becoming pregnant in order to ensure the gen-etic diversity in their compounds of origin.

 Also, the son of the elected leader made it clear that he was looking for a wife from one of the outsiders. He was known to be kind as well as being blessed with a striking resemblance to Brad Pitt. When the two stepsisters read the announcement, they were delighted. They hunted down Cindy who had humbly trasitioned into the role of maid, cook, and caregiver for the two Voll sisters.

 “Hey, Ashpuddle,” Eve barked, “you’ve got some work to do.”

 “Yeah,” Rhea joined in, “we need our hair done, our shoes cleaned and polished, and our clothes pressed. There is a big party being thrown at the university compound tomorrow.”

 Cindy did as she was told, but she wept, for she too would have liked to go dance and feast. She begged her stepmother Polly to allow her to attend.

 “You skunk!” the stepmother cackled. “How could you even consider going to such a party when you look filthy. And what on earth would you wear? You don’t own a single dress.”

 Cindy had long since outgrown her childhood clothing, and she’d never asked for anything when her dad went out scavenging. Instead, she was frugal and made her own clothes. Still, she really wanted to go and continued to beg.

 “I’ll tell you what,” Polly said with a leer. “Here, I’ve just dumped a bowful of lentils into the ashes. If you can pick them out in two hours, you may go.”

 What happened next is subject to skepticism like that hazel tree incident. But here’s the rumor; Cindy went out the back door to the grave of her mother and called out the the birds in that tree:

  


 “Tame little doves.


 You turtle doves in the tree,


 I need your help.


 Put the good ones in the pot


 And the bad ones in your crop.”


 



 Then a small flock of birds swooped in and settled at the edge of the ashes and began to peck peck peck. An hour later, not a lentil hadn’t been plucked from the hearth and replaced in the little brass pot.

 Cindy was so excited that she hurried to where Polly was reclining in the sun, sipping some homemade wine. The girl just knew she’d be partying at the U.

 “No, Ashpuddle,” Polly slurred. “You don’t have anything to wear, and you have serious white-girl rhythm. You’ll only embarrass yourself.”

 When Cindy began to cry, Polly decided to get the girl out of her hair the easiest way possible. This time she grabed two pots of lentils and tossed them in the ashes of the hearth. “If you can find a way to pick out both pots of lentils from the hearth, then you can go.” Of course, all the while she thought, no way in hell she pulls this off in time.

 While some say she just used a jerry-rigged hand vac, then dusted them off, others insist that twice as many birds showed up the second time that she went out to the tree and cried. This time she was done in a half hour. She brought both bowls to her stepmother with a smile on her face. She was certain that, this time, Polly would let her go to the party.

 “I was trying to be nice.” Polly shook her head. “Look, you don’t have anything to wear, you can’t dance, and the bottom line is that I’d be too embarrassed if people knew you were my stepdaughter.”

 Polly pulled herself to her feet and staggered just a bit as she returned inside with her two daughters.

 Cindy decided then and there that she’d had about enough. There comes a point when being meek and humble turns into being a doormat. Besides, she thought, God helps those who help themselves.

 Taking a pair of wicked machetes, she slipped over the wall and made her way into town. It was even worse than she imagined. It seemed that her arms would fall off she had to swing the blades so much. If not for the years of hard work, she probably wouldn’t have made it far. Like a dervish, she whirled and spun, taking the tops off of many zombie heads until she found a huge shopping mall.

 She was surprised that it appreared so intact until she climbed through a broken display window. The only thing that came to mind was an old documentary where a red ant had mistakenly wandered into a black anthill. She had to fight, but eventually she made her way to the second level where traffic was considerably thinner. Zombies seemed to have lots of trouble with stairs.

 Eventually she found a shop that specialized in evening gowns. Out of habit, she glanced at some of the price tags. Her eyes landed on a gold dress with silver trimming. She scooped a few pairs of nylons into her big coat pockets, then tried on a half-dozen pair of shoes until she opened a box from an upper shelf with the most exquisite stiletto-heeled pumps. 

 Her last stop was the most dangerous: a department store. She had to fight off a one-armed woman that had gotten trapped behind the make-up counter as she plucked the tubes, jars, and bottles she thought would bring out her best features.

 The journey back to the safety of her home ended up diverting to the university. She avoided their security and made her way to one of the campus buildings. After fetching a bucket of water, Cindy cleaned up, applied her make-up, and slipped into her new dress and shoes.

 When she walked out to the courtyard where the party was in full swing, she was surprised to see so many new faces. It turned out that the university people had sent runners to all of the surrounding outposts of survivors. For the first time since the zombie apocalypse, all two hundred-plus survivors in the valley were together, celebrating life.

 When Mitch, the university leader’s son, saw Cindy, he was blown away. She was so beautiful that he was halfway across the surprisingly well-manicured lawn before he realized that his feet were moving. He asked her to dance, and for a moment, Cindy was worried. However, she was so transformed by all her finery that her stepmother and stepsisters didn’t recognize her. As far as they knew, she was scroungy-looking Ashpuddle, and that girl was back at the house picking lentils out of the hearth, wearing her unflattering coveralls.

 Mitch danced with Cindy all afternoon. Anytime somebody tried to cut in, he waved them off. As the day passed into afternoon, everybody was buzzing about the hottie. Nobody seemed to know whose compound she’d come from.

 As the sun began to set, all the guests were preparing to return for the night to their own secure complexes and homes. Mitch offered to escort Cindy home, because he really wanted to know which delegation she’d arrived with so he could make an offer to have her moved to the university. But Cindy slipped away and ducked into the same building she’d used to change.

 It just so happened that Cindy’s father Robert Rallie was talking to Mitch at the time and saw the girl duck around the corner. Could that be Ashpuddle? he thought, but quickly shook off the idea. Mitch realized the girl had slipped away and searched every group as they departed, hoping to catch one more glimpse.

 When Robert, Polly, and all their group returned, Cindy had already changed back into her grubby coveralls and cleaned out all the firepits and the hearth just to ensure she was suitable filthy. She’d just gotten the fire in the hearth lit when they walked into the kitchen.

 When she’d made her way back, she’d first hidden her newly acquired make-up case, then cut up and ditched the gown and shoes. The next morning, when everybody set out for the university again, Cindy cleaned up, grabbed her blades and set out for the mall. It wasn’t nearly as bad this time. Many of the stragglers in the area had been drawn by the abundance of activity around the university area.

 This time she chose a red gown and ruby crusted shoes. She had refined her approach the second time, and by the time she was holed up in the little side-building on the edge of the campus, she only had to wipe off a little splatter on her neck and forearms.

 When she made her entrance at the party, people actually stopped in mid-word. Of course Mitch was waiting for her, and after he recovered from the spect-acle of her beauty, he took her hand and danced with no one but her.

 Once more, any time somebody tried to cut in, he waved them off. Cindy actually found it a little annoying, but every time she saw her stepsisters sulking, she got over it.

 As the sun began to set, Mitch was determined not to ler her slip away this time. He only turned away for a moment to shake somebody’s hand and thank them for coming. In that instant, Cindy made her break. Mitch caught sight of her as she ducked around the corner. He grabbed a few of his friends and told them to find the girl. He was even more curious now, because she was obviously not leaving out the main gates with the other groups.

 As before, Robert Rallie had seen the nimble girl dash away. There was something about her gait. It was so like…Sarah. He remembered back before the horror, how his late wife had gone out for a daily jog. Could that be his daughter? he thought. But he shook it off. This girl was clean, radiant, and beautiful. Sure enough, when they all returned to the Rallie Estate, she was out tending to the garden in her coveralls.

 On the third and final day of the party, everything went as the two days before. Cindy encountered almost no zombies this time. In fact, scavenging tomorrow would be a lot easier for those in the area. All the movement had brought most of the lingering zombies to Cindy. Many of them had been put down. As for the mall…Cindy’d practically sanitized the place on her own.

 The dress she picked for the final day was a low-cut backless, strapless number that barely went to mid-thigh. It hugged every curve on her body. To finish it off, she chose an understated but classy pair of slip-ons.

 When she made her appearance on the third day, there was an awed hush. Mitch actually had butterflies in his stomach. When Cindy saw her stepsisters crying on their mother’s shoulders, she didn’t mind a bit. Nor did she mind that Mitch chased away any guy who came within five feet.

 As the sun began to set, Cindy started looking for her opportunity to make a break for it. Mitch kept insisting that he walk her home with his personal escort. Cindy kept making non-committal sounds and gestures. When the moment presented itself, she bolted. This time, Mitch had a trick up his sleeve. During the party, he’d had a couple of his pals wet down the area where she kept giving them the slip. As she was running, one of her shoes came off. Knowing that pursuit was coming, she kept running.

 When Mitch’s guys came back, one of them had the small, delicate black slip-on. He quickly cleaned it up. Next morning, he told his dad that he was going to pay a personal visit to the surrounding survivors and thank them for attending.

 “Hey, Mitch,” his dad called as he went to leave.


 “Yeah, dad?”


 “I hope you find her.”


 “Thanks, dad.”


 When Mitch and his security patrol arrived at the Rallie compound, the stepsisters were ecstatic. Eve snatched the shoe and ran to her room to try it on. Unfortunately, it was too small and she couldn’t fit her big toe in it.

 Her mother, Polly, handed her a knife. “You’ve got nine more,” she said as she twisted a piece of wire tight enough to cut off the circulation. Passing out twice from the pain, Eve finally managed while her mother kept Mitch and his men occupied.

 Doing her best not to vomit, Eve shoved her foot in the shoe and made her way down the stairs to the livingroom. Mitch was confused by the auburn hair, but the girl was still smoking hot so he shrugged and bid everybody at the Rallie estate farewell.

 They hadn’t gotten a dozen yards away from the gate when the first zombies showed up. Slowed by the pain, Eve couldn’t run. In fact, she could barely walk. Mitch went to scoop her into his arms, and that is when he noticed the blood dripping from her foot.

 “What the hell!” he exclaimed, dropping Eve uncermoniously to the ground. He peeled the shoe off and saw the mutilated foot. “You’re not the right girl.”

 As they fought their way back to the Rallie estate, one of the rotters pulled down the hobbled girl. Before anybody could react, three zombies had her and were biting into her tender, white flesh. The screams were dying down as they closed the main gates behind them.

 “A couple of problems,” Mitch said when the door opened and Robert ushered them back inside. “That wasn’t the girl. For one, she cut off her toe to fit into the shoe. Who does that? Oh…and a few roamers were outside the gate. We tried to save her, but…” his voice trailed off.

 Rhea snatched up the shoe and headed upstairs with Polly on her heels. It just so happened that, this time, it was the girl’s heel that would not fit in the shoe. Polly grabbed a box-cutter.

 “Whoa!” Rhea backed away.

 “Listen,” Polly advanced on her daughter. “It’s just the callous build up. When’s the last time you had a pedicure? I’m just gonna shave off some of the rough stuff.”

 Rhea gritted her teeth as her mother sliced away a few layers. Finally, her foot slipped into the elegant and tiny black slip-on.

 “Ta-da,” Polly said with a flourish as her other daughter made her way down the stairs.

 Something didn’t sit right with Mitch, but he had to admit that this girl as even more bangin’ than her sister. They left the house, but they hadn’t even reached the gate when he glanced down and saw blood welling up from the heel of Rhea’s shoe.

 “What the hell is wrong with you people?” Mitch gasped. “I mean, what kind of person mutilates themselves for…what?”

 He stomped back to the door and pounded on it. By the time it opened, he’d peeled the blood soaked shoe from the girl’s foot. Planting a hand between her shoulders, he shoved her into the house.

 “Lady, you have problems,” he spat at Polly. “If these are the only women in the right age group here…we’ll be going.” Mitch turned, but paused at the door, “Oh…and you can forget doing any business with us again. You folks are twisted.”

 “Umm…” Robert stepped forward. “There’s Ashpu—er, Cindy.”

 “Cindy Rallie?” Mitch raised an eyebrow. “Does nobody else hear that?” He looked around at everybody that had gathered and only got blank stares. “Nobody watched the old Disney classics but me?” he mumbled. “Anyways, go get her.”

 “That filthy wretch?” Polly exploded.

 “Hmm…evil stepmopther. Go figure,” Mitch said with a shrug.

 As soon as Robert returned, leading his daughter by the hand, Mitch knew. He certainly didn’t need her to slide her foot into a blood-soaked shoe to prove it. He pulled off the baseball cap that she had her strawberry-blonde hair tucked into. Then, he picked up a towel and dabbed the grime from her face.

 “It’s you,” Mitch breathed.

 Rhea had already passed out from the pain, but Polly was livid. There was no way that little skank was going to live up at the university where they had gardens, farm animals, and a fully functional power plant run from solar and wind.

 “Be glad we don’t waste all of you,” Mitch growled. “Cindy is coming with us.”

 On the day of the wedding, a special security detatchment escorted Robert up for the ceremony. Curiously, that same day, a zombie mob managed to breach the main gate of the Rallie estate. Robert was allowed to stay at the university for the rest of his days. 

 Cindy slipped out the night after her honeymoon. When she came home, Mitch didn’t say a word as he watched his beautiful new wife clean a pair of gore- crusted machetes. He was fairly certain he saw a clump of auburn hair on one of them.
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Erzats Ladies’ Man

Based on:

Das Rätsel

 


 


 Clint had always dreamed of travel. So, when the zombies rose and wiped out almost all of humanity, he actually saw it as an opportunity. After putting down his mom and little sister, he loaded up a backpack and set out with his Great Dane, Shakespeare.

 The first night was actually a little bit scary. Only fifteen years old, and having never left his hometown of Salem—with the exception of a fifth-grade field trip to Seattle—sleeping that first night in an abandoned and rundown barn was creepy…and much colder than he ever imagined.

 The second day, he did his best to avoid the slow moving figures that wandered the roads and open fields. Late in the afternoon, he was wandering through what, at least if he was following his map correctly, was Mount Hood National Forest. He’d grown up his whole life seeing that state icon from his window and never even been close. One of his favorite movies was The Shining, and he longed to see Timberline Lodge where it was filmed. Since it was late spring, he figured that the weather couldn’t be too awful.

 As he and Shakespeare wove through the pine forest, Clint tried to make sense of all the horror from the past three weeks. It seemed to have started in New Orleans. There were reports of Cajuns emerging from the bayou in droves. From there it gets a bit sketchy. Nobody can say for certain how it was that the first cases showed up as far away as Bejing and Rome a mere four days later. And he had no idea if there was any truth to the rumor that England had secured itself in time to be the only clean zone on the planet.

 Of course, none of that mattered to Clint. The televisions had gone off first, and the radio stations were only a couple of days behind. He hadn’t seen a living person in over a week. And that one had been pulled down by a dozen of those things in the yard across the street.

 So now, Clint walked along with his dog. Once he checked Mount Hood and Timberline off his list, he was gonna head for Yellowstone Park. Clint was a bit of a geology nerd besides being a movie buff. He really wanted to see Old Faithful.

 As the day wound down, he began looking for someplace to camp for the night. He hadn’t seen any zombies wandering the forest, so he wasn’t too worried. Plus, Shakespeare growled something fierce whenever one of those things was close. It was late in the afternoon when he came to a stream. Only a stone’s throw away, a girl was busy filling a huge plastic container.

 Clint felt the same old awkwardness flood him that he normally experienced any time he was in the vicinity of a pretty girl. Still, she was the first living soul he’d seen in a while. Clipping the leash onto his dog’s collar so the giant canine wouldn’t bound ahead and frighten her, Clint stepped out of the brush and to the bank of the stream.

 “Hey there,” he called, startling the girl enough to make her drop the plastic jug.

 Wading out, Clint grabbed the container as it bobbed past. He held it up and waved at the girl who was still staring with a look that was part surprise and part fear. As he waded out of the stream and started walking up the bank, the girl remained stock still.

 “I’m sorry I scared you,” Clint said. “It’s just that Shakespeare and I haven’t seen anybody in a while and I got excited.”

 The girl glanced at the dog as the two approached her. For a moment, Clint was worried that the black and white pony-sized beast might frighten her. That is until she reached over and scratched him behind his pointy ears.

 “Nice doggy,” she smiled.


 “So,” Clint did his best not to stammer, “do you know of any place that my dog and I can stop for the night?”


 “Well, my aunt’s cabin is just through the trees,” the girl offered.


 “That would be so great.”


 “Only…” the girl paused.


 “Yes?”


 “Look,” the girl took a deep breath, “there’s no easy way to put this so I’m just gonna say it. She’s a meth freak. Half the time, she doesn’t even seem to know I’m there.”

 “So, do you think we should keep looking for a place?” Clint asked.

 “No.” The girl glanced at the sky which was turning the deep blue of dusk. “Just be careful, and I wouldn’t go in the back where the kitchen is.”

 “We appreciate it. My name is Clint, by the way,” he set down the water jug and extended his hand, “and this is Shakespeare.”

 “I’m Chelsea, pleased to meet you.”

 They walked back to a clearing where a dingy double-wide sat on cinder blocks. Clint didn’t say a word as Chelsea led them to a door towards the rear of the trailer. As they got closer, Shakespeare began to lag, and eventually, the Great Dane sat down and refused to go a step closer.

 “What’s that smell?” Clint asked.


 “That,” Chelsea sighed, “is my aunt’s meth lab.”


 “It smells like cat pee.”


 “Yeah, that’s as good a description as any I guess.”


 “How can you stay here?” Clint asked.


 “I don’t know if you’ve been paying attention,” Chelsea replied, “but it’s not safe in the city.”


 “I get that.” Clint scratched his dog behind the ears. “But surely there must be someplace—”


 “My mom tried to eat me!” Chelsea cut him off. “I only remember seeing my aunt a few times, but it was the only address of a family member who lived in the state. So…I managed to get the car most of the way, until it got wrecked. The last ten or so miles I did on foot. I never ran so much in my life. When I got here…I basically collapsed. When I woke up, I wanted to leave, but I’ve got no place else to go.”

 They stood in silence for a moment. Finally, Clint unhooked Shakespeare’s leash and nodded. He followed Chelsea to the trailer. It was one night, surely he could spend one night here.

 When he walked inside the door, he was immediately struck with doubt. If the smell was bad outside, it was ten times worse inside. The girl grabbed a rubber mask and handed it to Clint. She pulled one on, showing him how to pull the straps tight, then led him to the very rear of the trailer, to a tiny bedroom.

 “You can sleep here.” She pointed to a spot on the floor.


 “Chelsea?” a raspy voice called. “Is that you?”


 “Yes, Aunt Gerry.”


 “Is that a horse laying out in our yard?” A haggard looking woman with sores on her face and arms stopped in the door. “And who do we have here?”

 “It’s a dog, Aunt Gerry,” Chelsea replied. “And this is Clint. He’s passing through and just needed a place to crash.”

 “Good evening,” the stringy-haired woman cackled, trying to sound friendly. Clint couldn’t look away from her red, rheumy eyes. There was something very unsettling about them. “Well, Clint, make yourself at home. I’m a little busy…cooking something…” she giggled at her own joke.

 “Thanks for the hospitality,” Clint said, not quite knowing what else to say.

 Aunt Gerry gave Clint one more look up and down, then turned and left. Chelsea pulled the door shut and climbed into her bed. It was getting dark, the only light coming in a soft glow from the other end of the trailer.

 “Whatever you do,” Chelsea yawned, “don’t accept anything from her. Besides most likely being contaminated with who-knows-what, it always has a price.”

 Clint settled in. He felt bad for the girl, but had no idea how he could help. He wanted to ask her to join him and Shakespeare, but his shyness kept the offer locked away. Almost surprisingly, he drifted away and slept peacefully until morning.

 When he was getting ready to leave, Aunt Gerry came outside and approached the boy and his dog. “You stick it in her last night, boy?” she cackled.

 “No!” Clint said mortified.

 “You shoulda,” Aunt Gerry leered. “She’s a sweet piece, that one.”

 Clint was shocked and unable to respond. He clipped the leash to Shakespeare’s collar and mumbled a thanks as he shouldered his pack.

 “Brought ya a little something.” The woman held out a strange glass tube and a piece of foil with a few chunks of something that looked to Clint like rock salt. “Take a hit on this and you’d be sure to come back and see your Aunt Gerry.”

 At that moment, Shakespeare jumped up on the wasted away figure of a woman and knocked everything to the ground. The glass pipe shattered and the rock-like stuff scattered in the tall weeds. Aunt Gerry howled in anger and Clint took off at a run into the woods. He didn’t stop for quite a while. When he did, he sat down. He noticed a pouch had been stuffed in his pockets. It was more of those dirty looking opaque rocks. He tossed them away and settled under the tree to take a nap, trusting Shakespeare to stand watch.

 As he slept, a raven landed, drawn by the glint of the rocks. The bird swallowed one, flapped wildly for a moment, and died. Shakespeare scooped it up in his mouth and returned just as his master awoke.

 “Good boy.” Clint patted the dog’s giant head. “Maybe we can find someplace to cook this up.”

 He took the bird from the dog and dropped it in a pouch. All day they journeyed through the forest and couldn’t seem to find their way out of it. At nightfall, they finally came to a narrow road and followed it until it passed an inn with a dull glow coming from within. Clint stepped inside, Shakespeare coming in on his heels.

 After handing the raven over to the man behind the counter in exchange for a discount on the stew that would be made with it, he took a seat in the corner and read an old newspaper from the last days before the world fell into chaos.

 Little did Clint know that he had stumbled into a den of cannibalistic murderers who were nearly mad from such overuse of meth. His good fortune was that they were in between tweeks. That, and the rocks Aunt Gerry had stuffed in his pocket were from a lethally bad batch. They used the raven in the stew and ate it all before Clint was able to even get a bowl.

 Out on the back porch, the barkeep, Aunt Gerry, and the murdering meth-heads stood around the pot, shoveling spoonfuls of the raven-laced stew in their mouths. No sooner had they taken a few bites than they all fell dead, for the poison of the bad batch of meth had spoiled the meat of the raven.

 Clint heard sobs from behind a closed door and was surprised to discover a young girl bound to the bed in the room. He freed her and then went searching for the bartender to give him what for. In no time, he discovered the congregation of corpses on the back porch. Now there would be no one left in the inn except the bartender’s former hostage. The girl was so grateful that she showed him the basement where the belongings of all who had come before had been amassed. There were piles of treasure that held no value in a post-apocalyptic world like wallets and purses full of cash, ipods, and suitcases full of hastily gathered trinkets. Clint said he had no need for any of it and that the girl could keep it, then continued on his journey with Shakespeare.

 After wandering for a long time, he finally came to the parking lot of Timberline Lodge. A band of survivors had claimed it and even elected a leader; a voluptuous woman named Bonnie who now went by the name Jasmina. She had a contingent of four female cage fighters who had been staying at the lodge when the apocalypse began. (They had been largely responsible for ensuring that Jasmina won the election.)

 For fun, they let it be known that Jasmina would give it up for any man who gave her a riddle that she couldn’t answer, but that if she did solve the riddle, that man would be tossed in the octagon erected out back containing five zombies. She would be allowed three days thinking time, but Jasmina was so amazingly clever that she always guessed it sooner. Nine men had already met their horrid death in that cage, torn limb from limb by a pack of eager zombies.

 Clint got one look at Jasmina and signed up, besides, his lifelong love of The Hobbit inspired him to believe he had a sure-fire riddle that would perplex the peroxide-blonde beauty.

 “Here is my riddle,” he said once he was escorted into her room. “One killed not, yet killed twelve. What is it?”

 She didn’t have a clue. She thought and thought but she couldn’t even hazard a guess. She and her cage fighting coterie poured through every book of riddles she possessed, but it wasn’t there. When she could think of nothing else to do, she slipped downstairs and told her friend Heather to cozy up to the young man and see if she could get him to talk.

 Being a bit of a nerd, Clint was tongue-tied by the beautiful brunette named Heather. She had to basically invite herself up to the room he’d been allotted. When she walked in, the first thing she saw was the Great Dane, Shakespeare. When the dog bounded up to greet the stranger brought in by its master, Heather turned and tried to run. She tripped and fell part of the way down the stairs almost breaking her neck.

 The second night, Jasmina convinced one of her former stripper coworkers, Mercedes, to see if she could cozy up to the young man. Once again the new woman was scared witless by the pony-sized canine, even though all he wanted was a good scratch behind his pointy ears.

 The third day, Clint overheard Heather and Mercedes gossiping over their sangria about how Jasmina was steamed that they hadn’t cracked Clint’s riddle. He congratulated himself for a job almost-well-done and returned to his room. He was more than a little surprised to discover Jasmina, wearing a ruby-red wig and jade-green contacts in a failed attempt at a disguise, waiting in his room.

 Now he saw this as a personal challenge beyond just the obvious danger of being tossed into a caged oct-agon with a bunch of zombies. Obviously he was close to winning. So this is how Bilbo felt, Clint thought.

 The poorly disguised Jasmina was scratching Shakespeare behing his ears. She immediately shifted to that mode she used back in the strip club when she wanted to empty a man’s wallet without him being able to do so much as lay a finger on her. In fact, that habit was so ingrained; it was the driving force behind all she did now.

 Clint let her think that he was oblivious as she clumsily attempted to draw the answer to his riddle. He went so far as to feign drifting off to sleep.

 “One killed not,” she said. “What is it?”

 “A meth poisoned raven that was made into stew,” he replied.

 When she had the answer to the riddle, she went to creep away, but he snatched the ruby-red wig from her head and Jasmina was forced to leave it behind. The next morning, no surprise, she announced that she had the answer to Clint’s riddle.

 The cage fighting coterie was sent for to witness the answer Jasmina was eager to give. She got a bit of a twisted thrill out of seeing men—even though Clint barely qualified—tossed into the cage to fight zombies with their bare hands.

 Clint asked to be heard and said, “She broke into my room in disguise and that is how she knows the answer. She obviously wasn’t going to figure it out.”

 “Can you prove it?” the largest and fiercest of the female cage fighters asked after the four brutish women put their heads together for a moment.

 Clint produced the wig. Jasmina tried to protest, but the quad of brutal hotties held up their hand to silence her. Inside the wig was a tag: Property of Bonnie Jones.

 “We find in favor of Clint,” the tiniest of the fighters announced. “Give it up to him, Bo…er…Jasm-ina.”

 So, Jasmina accompanied Clint to his room after casting one pleading glance over her shoulder. As it turned out, it was Clint’s first time and his eagerness made the experience a delight for them both. The two hooked up and are actually a bit of a couple now.
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Buck’s Blunder

Based on:

 Von dem Mäuschen, Vögelchen und der Bratwurst

 


He was big, bad, and black. His friends called him Buck. She was slender, long-legged, and Hispanic. Everybody called her Mami. He was shy, bookish, and pale. Everybody called him Cookie. They were an unlikely group of companions, but the zombie apocalypse makes for strange bedfellows.

The oddly matched trio were just one of several pockets of survivors hiding out on the outskirts of Memphis. They set up housekeeping and lived together for several weeks in peace and happiness.  They achieved a symbiotic dynamic that was quite complementary, and increased their level of comfort remarkably given the circumstances. Buck’s job was to slip out, scavenge for supplies and firewood. Mami brought water from the hand-drawn well and kept the fire burning. Cookie rigged little gadgets like solar chargers so that each of their iPods worked, they had enough generated power to watch a movie or two at night, and he did the cooking.

Too much of a good thing can breed complacency. One day, Buck ran into a brutha-from-da-hood. He talked big smack about how plush he had it in his crib. The homie laughed at him and told him he was still a “slave to the old ways.”

“Keep doin’ all da work, step’n-fetch-it,” the dark-skinned brother laughed. “You tote and toil, while the white boy and his bitch live off your sweat.”

When Buck got home, Mami had already stocked the fire and boiled the day’s water. She was in her room napping until it was time to set the table. Cookie was stirring a pot of something that smelled like a spicy stew. Sitting on the table beside him was some sort of gadget that he was fiddling with.

Buck tossed his heavy load on the floor and stomped over to the basin to wash up, using plenty of Cookie’s homemade soap and water that Mami had fetched earlier. They sat down together for a silent meal, then checked all the warning systems Cookie had in place and climbed into beds between sheets and comforters that Mami washed every few days. In short, they lived a life of luxury compared to most survivors.

Buck mulled over what the brutha-from-da-hood had said. The next morning, he refused to go out and scavenge for supplies and wood.

“I been y’all’s boy long enough,” Buck spat. “I work like a slave for the both of ya. I ain’t nobody’s nigger. It’s time to flip the script. Ya feelin’ me?”

Mami and Cookie tried to argue, but Buck wasn’t having any of it. He was doing all the work, and it was time to make a change. Eventually, the other two gave in, they agreed to Buck’s demands. The jobs were designated to be represented by three cards from the deck Mami had made for them to play with. They drew a card, and the way it ended up, Cookie had to scavenge, Mami became the cook, and Buck had to keep the fires burning and fetch water.

It went downhill fast from there. Cookie strapped on a few weapons and a backpack, Buck tossed a couple of logs on the fire and started hauling water, and Mami started prepping the day’s meals.

Hours passed and there was no sign of Cookie. Buck found himself becoming concerned, and finally went out to find the little guy. He hadn’t gone far when he came up on a fresh blood smear on the sidewalk. He followed it to an alley where he found poor Cookie. Both arms had chunks of flesh torn from them and there was a nasty rip where a zombie had clamped down on one ear and torn it and a strip of flesh down the side of his neck away. Cookie-zombie stumbled towards Buck with a mouth open and dead eyes staring with flat, undead hunger. Gone was that shy admiration Buck had grown accustomed to. Taking his axe, Buck smashed Cookie-zombie in the forehead, crushing his skull and putting him down for good.

Buck scooped up the meager supplies Cookie had managed to gather before being attacked and headed home. He fought back tears as he told Mami what happened. Despite their bitter grief, they agreed that it was now more important than ever that they stay together.

Buck set the table while Mami went into the kitchen to prepare the meal. She had everything ready, but couldn’t figure out the propane stove that Cookie had rigged. Try as she might she couldn’t get the burners to work. She leaned in with a lighter and tried to light the pilot light once she realized it had gone out. So much gas had built up that, when she thumbed the lighter, a ball of flame engulfed her head. Her gasp was her undoing as she sucked that flame into her lungs, scarring them. She slid to the floor, and slowly suffocated.

Buck was ready for dinner, but there was no sign of Mami. When he went into the kitchen to check, he saw the still-smoldering woman lying sprawled on the floor. He had no idea that the pilot light still hadn’t been lit and that the burner was still on allowing propane to continue to be pumped into the room. The lantern he held acted as a wonderful igniter.

There was a ‘WHUMP’ and a ball of flame exploded in the kitchen catching the drapes Mami had sewn on fire. Buck stumbled out of the room, smacking at his smoldering clothes. In a rush, he ran out to the well to fetch water to put out the fire. In his haste, as he went to lower the bucket, he lost his balance and fell over the edge. He plummeted down the shaft and landed with a splash. Buck couldn’t swim, and eventually drowned
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Good Girl, Bad Girl

Based on:

 Frau Holle

 



Widow Feller had two daughters, Kerry the beautiful and hard-working, and Eunice, the ugly and lazy. But she was much fonder of the ugly, lazy one, because she was her own daughter; and the other, who was the stepdaughter was forced to do all the work. It was sorta like a real-life Cinderella story without a prince and all the cute, talking animals. Oh yeah…and no glass slipper.


When the world was overwhelmed by the nightmarish rise of the dead, the widow and her daughters fled to a government-run FEMA shelter. Once there, those who were bigger and stronger began to abuse their power as mankind is wont to do. Everybody was expected to work and share in the burden of maintaining the compound. Unfortunately, many of the women were selected for the unsavory task of providing the soldiers with certain diversions.


Of course Eunice thought it was an honor to be bedded by as many soldiers as possible, but most of them either demanded that the lights be out or she be facing away. As for Kerry, Widow Feller actually did her a favor by forcing her to remain grungy looking and tend to all the “household” chores.


Every day the poor girl had to take a shift beside the well and fill the compound canteens and cook pots. Kerry didn’t really mind because she liked doing for others. At the end of her shift, she was expected to peel and rinse the day’s allotment of potatoes, carrots, or turnips. Quite often, she had knicked or gouged fingers, and would draw just enough water to rinse her hand before returning home. Now it so happened that she got herself particularly bad one day and knew that she would be scolded if she brought the peeler home covered in blood. She bent to draw water from the well to rinse it off and dropped the peeler over the side. Kerry burst into tears, ran home to her stepmother, and told her what had happened.


“You let it fall in,” Widow Feller scolded. “So you can just get it out again.”


The poor girl went back to the well and she didn’t know what to do. In the end she was so frightened that she jumped into the well in the hope of retrieving the peeler. She was surprised that it was actually an underground brook. In a blink, she was swept away into the darkness. She hit her head on a low rock and lost consciousness, and when she awoke she’d washed to the bank, and found herself in the middle of a beautiful meadow. The sun was shining and there were thousands of lovely flowers.


She started walking across the meadow, and after a while she came to a road. Across the road was a tiny bakery. Looking around for zombies, she didn’t see any and hurried across. There were wire racks of only slightly stale bread and she gathered a bunch and put it in a large sack.


Going back outside, she searched for familiar landmark in order to return to the FEMA shelter. As she walked, she came upon some apple trees heavy with fruit. Setting down her bag, she gathered a bunch and, after taking the bread out first, placed them in the bag. Then she replaced the bread and continued on her way.


Finally she came onto a little house. She could hear crying from within and set down her bag, rushing inside. An old woman was on the stairs, pushing away a man who was obviously dead. The man had bite marks and dried blood all over his body.


“Help me, dear child,” the old woman wailed.


Kerry paused, struck by how large the woman’s teeth were, but shook it off. She picked up the poker beside the fireplace and rammed it through the back of the zombie’s head.


“Thank you so much,” the old woman sighed and sat down on the stairs.


“You are very welcome,” Kerry said.


“I’m so grateful you showed up, I don’t know what I would have done without your help.” The old woman squinted at Kerry making a thoughtful face. “What brings such a pretty thing as you out here in the unprotected zone?”


“I lost my vegetable peeler,” Kerry replied, a look of concerned sadness crashing down on her face. “And I still haven’t found it.”


“Bah!” the old woman scoffed. “Things are replaceable, but people…they are not.”


“But my stepmother—”


“Is a cruel person,” the old woman interrupted. “Why don’t you stay with me; if you do my housework and do it properly, you won’t regret it. Just so you take care to make my bed nicely and shake it till the feathers fly. And it would do nicely to have somebody keepin’ the ghouls away.” The old woman paused, then her eyes lit up. “I almost forgot, we haven’t been introduced. My name is Holly Snow, but all my neighbors used to call me Mother Holly.”


“Pleased to meet you.” The girl took Mother Holly’s gnarled old hand. “My name is Kerry Kessen.”


And so Kerry agreed to stay and help the old woman. She always did her work to Mother Holly’s satisfaction, and always shook the bed so hard that the feathers flew about like snowflakes. In return she had a good life, was never spoken to harshly and everyday she ate fresh produce from the garden out back. Sometimes she was even treated to fresh eggs, and on special days, fried chicken.


Twice a month the two would sneak out by the light of the moon. The bakery up the road had a wood-fired oven and they would bake fresh bread. Mother Holly always insisted that they leave some behind in case a weary traveller passed through.


Still, after she had been with Mother Holly for some time, she grew sad. At first she couldn’t figure out what was wrong, but then she knew it was homesickness. Though she was a thousand times better off than she had ever been at home, she longed to be back. One day she could keep it in no longer.


“Mother Holly,” she said, “I’m terribly homesick. I know how good I have it here, but I can’t stay any longer. I must go back to my family.”


“That’s wonderful, child,” Mother Holly said. “It is good that you still long for home, and because you have served me so faithfully I will take you to the FEMA shelter myself.”


Just as they reached the door, Mother Holly paused and opened the hall closet. She produced a backpack stuffed with seed packets for a garden as well as a small box that contained six baby chicks.


“This is your reward for working so hard,” Mother Holly insisted as she helped Kerry slip into the straps of the pack. With the world being what it was, this reward was greater than if the pack had been filled with gold in the days when money mattered. “Oh, one last thing.” Mother Holly reached into her pocket and produced a vegetable peeler.


Before long they had passed through some woods and reached the other side. The security towers and high fence of the FEMA compound was just down the hill. Kerry turned to thank the old woman, but she was gone. She hurried down the slope to the entry gate of the compound. The soldier on duty allowed her in.


“Lookie, lookie…a fresh piece of nookie!” one of the patrol sentries crowed.


Kerry ignored the crass comment and hurried to the dorm where the cubicle was that acted as home to her stepmother and stepsister. She walked through the opening, and her mother and sister made a great fuss over her because of all that they were shown from the backpack.


She told them everything that happened, and when Widow Feller heard how Kerry came by such riches, she wanted the same good fortune for her lazy and ugly daughter, Eunice. So, the next day she told Eunice to go sit by the well and peel the vegetables. To make the peeler bloody she pricked Eunice’s fingers with a needle. Then the ugly and lazy daughter simply tossed the peeler into the well and jumped in after it.


She hit her head on the same low ledge and woke up next to the same meadow. Taking the same route, she eventually came to the bakery beside the road. The smell of freshly cooked bread made her mouth water and she hurried inside and wolfed down as much as she could then left; not bothering to leave any behind that she hadn’t torn into the middle of.


Next she came to an apple tree. She didn’t much care for apples, but instead of leaving them for others who might pass, she plucked the best ones from the heavy branches and threw them at passing zombies.


When she arrived at Mother Holly’s house, a few of the zombies she’d hit with apples followed her. The old woman hobbled out to the yard with the poker from the fireplace clutched in her gnarled hands.


“Land’s sakes, child!” Mother Holly exclaimed. “You’re bringing them ghouls right on your heels and to my little home.”


Eunice didn’t bother to stifle a laugh as she pointed. “What the hell is wrong with your teeth? Ain’tcha never heard of an orthodontist?”


Mother Holly ignored the cruel jibe and dispatched with the zombies that were trudging up the path to her cottage before they could get to the garden and mess things up.


Of course once it was done, Eunice hastily agreed to stay on and help Mother Holly. That first day she even forced herself to do the work by reminding herself of the reward to come. But on the second day she began to take it easy, going so far as to sleep in when she was supposed to accompany the old woman to the bakery. And on the third day it was even worse. Eunice didn’t bother getting out of bed when she heard the old woman out in the yard fighting off a few zombies. She never once made Mother Holly’s bed, much less shake it out until the feathers flew.


It didn’t take long for Mother Holly to grow tired of Eunice and her slovenly ways. She woke the girl and quoted one of her favorite television shows before the world fell apart.


“Eunice,” Mother Holly said with a smile. “You’re fired!”


The lazy girl didn’t get it and thought this was all part of the routine. She climbed out of bed and followed Mother Holly to the door. When they reached it, the old woman opened it and shoved the girl into the arms of a waiting zombie. She closed the door on the horrible screams that followed.


“That’s your reward for your services,” Mother Holly smirked.


When the screaming died down, she slipped out back and came around the house. Eunice’s zombie was just getting up and her insides fell out of the gaping hole in her belly and onto Mother Holly’s porch.


“I’ll have to get to that later,” the old woman said.


She quickly got the attention of the zombies on her porch and led them through the woods and to the FEMA shelter. As they reached the edge of the tree line, Mother Holly ducked behind some brush. The stupid zombies continued along and the old woman slipped back towards her house. She hadn’t gotten far when she heard a short burst of automatic weapons’ fire.
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Violet and the Seven Zombies

Based on:

Die sieben Raben

 


 


 There was once a man who had seven sons, and still he had no daughter, however much he wished for one. At length his wife again gave him hope of a child, and when it came into the world it was a girl. They named her Violet, and the joy they felt was great. Only, the child was sickly and small.

 Meanwhile, the hospital was in lockdown. Two people had been discovered horribly mutilated in one of the bathrooms. Within an hour, hysteria and panic were rampant. The medical staff on the maternity ward had all been called away on emergencies that were springing up throughout the hospital.

 The father sat with his family in the birthing room waiting for the nurse to return with the little girl. They’d had to rush away with her just after she was born. Finally, he asked one of his sons to go check on the condition of his new sister.

 Each of the boys had been trying to come up with an excuse to leave the room and they all hurried off. There was a strange absence of medical staff on the floor, but that wasn’t something that teenage boys noticed. However, as they rushed past a room with an open door they froze. A man in one of those horribly embarrassing hospital gowns that opens in the back was hunched over a woman. What stopped them in their tracks was the fact that the man’s head was buried in the ripped open belly of the woman. What looked like a tiny leg was jutting up from the horrific wound.

 The boys stood stock still, transfixed by the gruesome sight. They watched until the man in the gown stood up, ropey strands of an unidentifiable crimson slurry dripped from his chin. Then…the woman’s head turned toward the boys.

 


 ***

 The father paced the room waiting for his sons to return. Minutes ticked away, but he would not leave his wife’s bedside. The birth had been difficult on her. The last thing the doctor had done before rushing off on some mysterious emergency was to give her a mild sedative. With some sort of horrific killing having taken place, he wasn’t about to leave his wife alone to go look for seven boys who were undoubtedly up to no good.

 “I wish I’d never had seven sons,” the man mumbled in frustration. Hardly had the words left his mouth when a cacophony of screams erupted from out in the hallway.

 


 ***

 The eldest boy acted first. He’d been raised by a good man and knew that it was wrong to hurt a woman. He charged into the room and tackled the blood-soaked man. They went to the ground in a heap. The other six brothers rushed in to help their eldest sibling. None of them saw the two figures staggering out of the elevator—one of them missing an arm. There were sounds of a scuffle…then…screams.

 The two figures tumbled through the doorway, falling on the brothers. It seemed that no matter how hard they fought, the man—and in an unpleasant surprise, the woman—kept scratching and biting at them. When two more joined the fray, not only did the boys have no room to fight, but the injuries began to mount.

 Only the youngest boy managed to finally extricate himself. Covered in blood, some his, he escaped the room. He staggered to the nursery and, once inside, found his sister. He was feeling strange and was actually surprised when he looked down and discovered the bite marks on his arm. The bigger surprise came when his hand came away from his thoat dripping with fresh blood. He grew dizzy and knew he didn’t have long. He looked down at the cherubic face of his baby sister and smiled. Her eyes seemed to stare back at him, wide and full of a peculiar intelligence.

 Scooping up the precious bundle, he was determined to make it back to his parents and warn them of what was happening. He struggled to keep his feet as he staggered up the hallway. As he passed the room where the struggle had occurred, he saw his mutilated brothers beginning to sit up. One of them was rolling onto his side which caused his guts to spill out onto the blood-slicked tile in a pink, purple, and grey pile.

 He burst into the room and did his best to explain everything to his flabbergasted father. He kissed his sister on the forehead, whispered in her ear, and handed the bundle to his mother who was groggy, but aware enough to know there was a problem. Then the chatter of automatic weapons sounded from outside the door. The young boy knew he was doomed and turned and exited. Seconds later, a single shot was heard.

 When the door opened, men in black fatigues, face masks, and jackboots flooded in. They scanned the couple for injuries and, finding none, escorted them from the room. They were among dozens of others loaded into a military transport truck and whisked away.

 


 ***

 Years passed and a thousand thousand stories could be told. But this tale is about Violet. The little girl grew up in a tough world, void of luxuries. She knew hardship, hunger, and death. Despite it all, Violet grew up to be more beautiful every day. And she spent hours honing her skills as a fighter. Something she could not explain drove her from deep within.

 For a long time she did not know that she had brothers. Her parents rarely spoke, and not once did they ever speak of their lost boys in her presence. Still, there were others from that day who knew. And in particular, one woman who saw it all from her room across the hall.

 One day, as Violet walked past, she heard the woman say, “That girl is certainly beautiful, but her being cost her seven brothers their lives.”

 This stopped the girl in her tracks. She spun on her heel and returned home and went to her mother and father. She asked if it was true that she had once had seven brothers, and worse, if she were responsible for their deaths.

 The parents now dared keep the secret no longer. The father did his best to explain what had happened on that day. A good man, he tried to say that all the events of that day were the will of God and that her brothers were waiting for them in Heaven.

 The explanation sat poorly with Violet. She hunted down the soldiers of the compound one by one to find any that had been there that day. At last, she found one. She grilled him on everything he could remember. What she wanted to know more than anything was that all of her brothers had been put down. Everybody knew that you could do whatever you wanted to the body of a zombie, but to kill it for good it had to be shot, stabbed, or cleaved in the head. He knew for certain that one had, but he couldn’t be certain of the other six.

 Violet felt that tug from within. She now knew what she must do. She would have no peace until she set out secretly and made certain that her brothers were indeed at peace. She would return to the hospital and ensure that the bodies of each of her brothers was accounted for; let it cost her what it might.

 She took nothing with her but a picture that she discovered in her father’s wallet, a canteen, a few basic foodstuffs, a torch, a sleeping bag, and a razor-sharp sword. After making certain from the soldier where the hospital was located, she set off on her quest.

 The first day wasn’t too bad. Their compound was far out in the middle of nothing, so there were very few zombies to contend with. The second and third day were much the same. Then, she reached the outskirts of town. Even after all these years, the undead still lurked in the shadows and wandered about their necropolis. The undead seemed to sense her, and came tumbling out of buildings and alleys.

 Whirling, spinning, and sometimes just running, Violet dealt with the oncoming zombies. Then, she saw it. The glass structure rose like a shining sun as she rounded a corner and spied the hospital sitting on a wooded hill. Having lived her life in a tent city, this building looked like a glass mountain to the girl. Even though some of the windows on the lower floors were broken, most of the upper levels remained intact.

 She charged up the hill, caring little for her own safety. And while the exterior of the building reflected the sun in dazzling fashion, the interior was dark and gloomy. By luck she happened on an emergency stairwell. She lit her torch and climbed to the eighth floor. According to the soldier, that was where she and her parents had been rescued.

 The door wouldn’t open and was made of a sturdy metal. Using the pommel of her sword, she broke the knob off. With more effort than she’d initially figured on, she eventually defeated the lock. However, she could hear hands pounding and clawing at the other side, drawn by all her noise.

 Whe she pulled open the door, a short, naked, odd-shaped woman was waiting. Her face had been torn away and one shoulder sagged strangely, but it was the bulge of the woman’s belly that was most disturbing. It hung at an odd angle and something was moving under the taut, grey, black-veined skin.

 Violet plunged her blade through the pregnant zombie’s eye and pushed the body back into the legless ghoul trying to get ahold of the living girl’s ankle. She drove the sword down into the skull and stepped over the carnage. Three more of the creatures were close at hand and Violet made short work of them.

 Then she saw him. Still sitting against the wall, a single hole in his forehead, the brother who had rescued her from the nursery was dead and accounted for. Using the faded picture, she walked from room to room. In one, she checked off five of her brothers. That left the oldest unaccounted for. She searched, becoming frantic. Perhaps he had wandered off this floor. 

 She heard a noise from a strange set of doors at the end of the hallway. Having grown up in a tent city, Violet had no knowledge of elevators.

 She pried the doors apart, and staring up at her was the last of her brothers. The car had settled between floors so his head was at her knees. With one thrust, she put the pathetic creature down once and for all. At last, she thought, you are all at peace.

 


 


 




 


 


 

Our Dead series

Dead: The Ugly Beginning and Dead: Revelations


 


 


 


 


 

DEAD: 

Fortunes and Failures –

The third book in the Dead series will be 

available December 15th 2011


 


 

In Zomblog you find Samuel Todd 

...a regular guy...

...Failed husband...

 ...Loving father...

...Dutiful worker...

...Aspiring rock star.

He had no idea if anyone would care, or take the time, to read his daily blog entries about his late night observations. But what started as an open monologue of his day-to-day life became a running journal of the first-hand account detailing the rising of the dead and the downfall and degradation of mankind...


 

Zomblog II continues with Meredith Gainey

She is a survivor…and determined to retain that status as the zombie apocalypse wipes out most of humanity. Unable to accept an existence behind walls and fences, she finds herself in constant danger…and she wouldn’t have it any other way.


 

Look for Zomblog: The Final Chapter 


coming August 2011


 

THE DEAD WALK!


 

Slip into the skin of common men and women and experience the horror through their eyes. Follow the Zombie Apocalypse from its initial stages to the brink of the abyss, and over…into the pits of an unthinkable Hell on Earth. Tune into your local radio stations for the latest updates or stay here and follow the story as it unfolds on…

Eye Witness: Zombie


 


The legions of the undead continue to grow. First Time Dead proudly presents a host of brand new names to the genre pantheon.




 

Our matched set anthologies

Available Mother’s Day and Father’s Day 2011


 

It has been said that women are the “gentle” sex. Apparently, not all of them got the message. Within the pages of this anthology are a dozen zombie tales by women who will help you discover why they say something else about the ladies: Hell Hath No Fury…


 

“Ladies first” So say the gentlemen.

This is the companion anthology to Hell Hath No Fury…Inside, you will find an undead bakers dozen that will remind you of how dark and desolate the minds of men can truly be. Vowing not to be upstaged by the dark musings of their female cohorts, the men offer up a usceral, gore-drenched collection that strives to prove… Chivalry is Dead


 


 


 


 

 A Man of Letters by Eric Pollarine

 A Soldiers Lament by Patrick D’Orazio

 Blackout by Amber Whitley

 Childish Things by William Wood

 Escape from Hope by Dane Grannon

 Feral by Rebecca Lloyd

 One Nation Undead by Mike Harrison

 Shear Terror by Chantal Boudreau

 That Ghoul Eva by Marianna Mann

 


 and more

 


 


And something from the May side of 


May December Publications


 


Abandoned and scared, but less alone than he could have ever imagined, Sam awakens to the screams of the other children on the island of Fervor, and the absence of all adults. To make matters worse, despite hearing this chaos in his head, he finds himself deaf to the normal sou-nds around him. His only answers are now being provided by a strangely charismatic boy na-med Francis who is about to lead Sam to a gathering that will alter his life. Why have things chang-ed so drastically on the island, who is responsible for these changes, and what does this mean to the remaining inhabitants of Fervor?


 


 

 Dakota Riley is a member of the Seattle Drug Task Force. During an investigation into an international drug smuggling ring, he loses his best friend and partner. To add insult to injury, he is assigned an African-American rook-ie, Marc Bradley. Seeking revenge rather than justice, Dakota ditches the rookie...and almost gets himself killed. After leaving the hospital for a 'forced' vacation, Dakota and Marc head to Marc's hometown of Charleston, South Carolina. A day out on a fishing boat goes wrong when a mysterious storm arrives. The boat is destroyed, and the two men wash ashore...in 1861, just prior to the start of the American Civil War.


 


 


 



 




 


 

The growing voice in horror and speculative fiction.


 

Find us at www.maydecemberpublications.com

Or

Email us at contact@maydecemberpublications.com


 


 




 


 

About the Author:


 

TW Brown is the author of the Zomblog series and the Dead series. He is deeply immersed in the multiple sequels of each franchise while trying to balance the duties of husband, father, friend, and band member as well as keeping busy reading and editing the numerous submissions for a variety of upcoming anthologies and full-length titles for May December Publications. He is a member of Horror Writers Association and has had short stories published by Pill Hill Press and Living Dead Press.

You can contact him at twbrown@maydecemberpublications.com or visit his website at www.maydecemberpublications.com. You can follow him on twitter @maydecpub and on facebook under Todd Brown and also under May December Publications.
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