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 ZOMBIES ON THE ROCK BOOK 3: THE REPUBLIC OF NEWFOUNDLAND
by PAUL CARBERRY 
 
      
 
    The Zombie hordes created by the evil Pharmakon company have taken over the entire world, leaving only small pockets of human civilization remaining. One such pocket is the quiet island of Newfoundland: previously thought to be an unlikely place from which to build a republic, but ideal in its solitude and remoteness for fending off the increasingly agile Pharmakon Zombies. In this gore-filled third volume, Eric and Dana must find a way to protect their small pocket of human resistance from the unstoppable waves of the undead to make their small island the new Republic of Newfoundland.



 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER ONE: 
THE END 
 
      
 
    Eric stumbled forward through the deep snow on the outskirts of town. The raging wind whipped the snow in a vortex all around him, making it near impossible to stay focused. Every single muscle in his legs started convulsing all at once, painful knots forming and the stiffness restricting his movement. His body was deprived of oxygen and his lungs burned from exhaustion; every breath was laboured. His mind was muddled, and every noise drilled deeper making it harder to concentrate. Gunfire erupted all around him as the all out war in Grand Falls continued to rage on just ahead.  
 
    Warrant Smith’s plan had been going smoothly until the agents from Pharmakon had shown up unexpectedly and thrown a wrench into it, hitting them hard. Eric didn’t know if it was a planned ambush or if they had been drawn to the area by all the commotion but they were better equipped to fight a war than the army. The events of the last two days should have taught Eric nothing ever goes as planned. Every detail and trap that had been put into place were rendered ineffective. They had been prepared to fight the Highway Hangmen once their bullets had run out fighting off the army of dead that had been lured into Grand Falls. This would have been all over except David Steele and a group of soldiers arrived, prepared and equipped to wage war against the Republic of Newfoundland. 
 
    Eric’s head pounded fiercely, and bright spots floated in the air clouding his vision even when he closed his eyes. The stars burning into his sight stood out in stark contrast to the darkness that enclosed the woods around him, the storm clouds doing their best to block out what little light the moon offered. 
 
    A powerful gust of wind caught Eric off guard and knocked him down into the freshly fallen snow, sending a burst of the light powder into the whirling cyclone. Eric strained his neck to lift his face out of the snow, but holding his head put a cumbersome strain on his spine. The terrible burden that he carried with him was just as crushing as his physical fatigue. His muscles seemed to be rejecting the impulses sent from his brain, and his actions were becoming clumsier with every passing moment. Through his convoluted vision he could see drops of crimson dripping from his broken nose into the snowfall. The taste of copper soiled his mouth as blood ran down the back of his throat, but Eric knew he had to keep pushing forward. The war wasn’t over yet and he couldn’t let this all be for nothing, he had lost too much already to give up now. Eric had seen so much unnecessary blood spilled but what bothered him even more was how much of that precious fluid he had been responsible for. He had shed the blood of people he had thought were evil, but had done so at the cost of his loved ones’ lives. 
 
    Pushing himself back up sent a searing pain into his abdomen, the warmth in his stomach nauseating. He could feel the hot fluids in his stomach eating away at the lining. Eric couldn’t stop himself from throwing up, and when he wiped away the puke with a bloodied sleeve, a trickle of warm blood oozed from an open wound. Steam billowed from his body; he felt like his blood was boiling as it flowed through his veins.  
 
    A vivid flash in his mind of his recently lost loved one kept him pushing forward. Leaning against a tree, Eric tried to catch his breath. His vision was quickly fading away into obscurity. Eric knew that time was quickly running out, but he couldn’t risk making another mistake. His reckless actions had already been met with severe consequences, he couldn’t bear any further loss.  
 
    More enemies than he could count stood in his way, both the living and the dead. They fought against him and with each other, the grim reaper was collecting souls without prejudice. His only allies belonged to the newly formed Republic of Newfoundland which consisted of the military and the few remaining Newfoundlanders who wanted to fight against the oppression of the Highway Hangman. They were vastly outnumbered and had lost the element of surprise when David Steele appeared on scene. If Eric wanted to be remembered as a hero, he knew that they would have to be on the right side of history. Warrant Smith’s words had haunted him ever since he explained to Eric that heroic acts are at the discretion of those that write the history books. If the Republic of Newfoundland lost this war they would most likely become the villains in someone else’s story. Eric didn’t want to be remembered for all the ruthless and heinous acts he had committed since Dana had gotten shot. 
 
    Eric had spent every day avoiding the undead since they had started refusing to depart from this world. They showed no remorse in their relentless pursuit of human flesh as they proved themselves to be the apex predators on land, similar to the great white sharks that stalked the oceans. They wouldn’t stop for any reason during their hunt and their army kept growing thanks to their recruiting efforts. Every unsuspecting soul that couldn’t ward off the dead became another shambling corpse roaming aimlessly across the earth. That was why Warrant Smith and Eric included them in their plan to take back Grand Falls from the Highway Hangman. Eric had spent nearly four hours directing a massive pack away from the great herd that wandered from the East Coast, and directed them straight into the heart of Grand Falls. Eric had expended a considerable amount of energy making sure that he stayed far enough away from their ghastly clutches. Over the past several hours as the battle raged on one thing had become clear, the army of the dead would be the victor. The living may have triumphed over thousands of the undead this night, but the numbers of the breathing had been dwindling all night and now were starting to switch sides. 
 
    The thunderous booming of gunfire exploded just beyond the tree line, and Eric could see small flashes from the muzzles of guns through the blizzard. Tiny sparks of light guided him towards his inevitable encounter with the Pelley brothers. As long as they remained breathing his journey could not end. Not like this.  
 
    The sour stench of the long dead mixed with the bitter odour of the freshly fallen into a bouquet of death, which poured forth from all angles. Eric trudged through the deep snow towards the chaos that continued to boil over on the streets of Grand Falls. Sweat rolled down his back and soaked his shirt, the wickedly cold winds piercing his body making every movement complete agony. Eric knew his anger was only a shield for his pain but it was all he had left now. He reached the edge of the forest and leaned against a tree trunk as he looked out over the bloodied streets. Shuffling corpses littered the battlefield. Dead bodies that had yet to turn laid slumped over in the street in heaps next to the soulless creatures that had met their final resting place. Eric pulled his old service revolver out of its holster and opened the chamber and laughed. Only one bullet left and that wasn’t even his biggest concern. Still laughing, Eric held his hand up and stared at the blood flowing from the severed digit. Eric had known that the end was near ever since his trigger finger had been bitten off earlier that night. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWO: 
HOW THE END BEGAN 
 
      
 
      
 
    The sky was a brilliant orange as the sun started to crest over the pine clad hills. The wind cut through Eric’s plaid jacket but at least it had stopped snowing. The snow had kept falling throughout the night and now was nearly up to his knees but it was fluffy, making it fairly easy to get around. Smoke still billowed from the chimney of the house where he had left Dana. Eric had removed as much of the bullet as he could from her stomach, but he was afraid there was still a few fragments left inside. Her fever was running extremely high and it had begun to worry him.  He had managed to find a large supply of antibiotics in the Pelley’s medicine cabinet for Dana, but he had no idea if they would do her any good. Every time he tried to move her, she would cry out in agony, and when she slept, she let out long whimpers and low harrowing moans. What little sleep Eric managed to get, it was ruined by the disturbing images of Dana turning into one of those decrepit creatures. He knew if she turned, he wouldn’t have the strength to continue anymore; now he understood Jason’s quest to find Tracy from the clutches of Pharmakon. 
 
    He was making his way towards the final cabin in the Pelley compound; he had already ransacked all the useful supplies he could find. When the Pelleys had left, they’d taken all the vehicles that still worked and siphoned all the gas from the ones that didn’t. Eric wasn’t much of a handy man, let alone a mechanic so he had no chance of fixing one of the abandoned vehicles. His only hope was to head back to Howley and pray he would find one there. He needed to get Dana to a doctor, but he couldn’t be gone too long. He was afraid something terrible would happen while he was looking for help. Eric felt like he was facing an impossible decision where either choice that he made could have dire consequences. It would take him about an hour to reach Howley, maybe longer if any of the members of the herd had broken off from the pack and stuck around. Dana had saved his life yesterday from the cold grasp of the dead and now he needed to keep her from becoming one of those monsters. 
 
    The screen door was left open and snow had drifted up against the old wooden door of the last cabin. The wooden siding had been painted red with white trim running along the windows and doors. Eric tried to turn the handle, but the door was locked. He rammed his shoulder into the door but all he managed to do was hurt himself; it didn’t budge. The freezing temperature had solidified the wood, making it even harder to break down without the proper equipment. Eric walked over to a window to have a peek inside the cabin, he wasn’t about to put too much effort into breaking into the cabin if he didn’t see anything he could use. 
 
    Eric had to pull himself up on the window ledge to get a better look inside. Peering through the window, he could see an old kitchen table with deep scratches and dark stains on it. A rusted out stove and old fridge rested on the back wall and a kitchen sink full of dishes was underneath the window on the outside wall. The counter top was made from old corkboard. The shelves underneath the counter was a junkyard of utensils, and tarnished pots and pans. None of the cupboards had any doors and the floor was unfinished plywood. Someone had been living here recently. Eric could see an open can of beans and an open beer on a coffee table in front of the fireplace. A soiled mattress was lodged in the corner, with dirty needles and other drug paraphernalia strewn about the floor. Eric had absolutely no intentions of sifting through that garbage.  
 
    The wind started blowing harder now, sending a cold shiver through Eric’s entire body. All he was doing now was delaying the inevitable; he knew he needed to get Dana help, but he was frightened. Eric decided to head back to check on Dana, and if she was still asleep, he would go back to Howley.  
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    Clouds started to obscure Eric’s view of the sun and the wind was getting stronger now. The light, powdery snow was swirling around with every gust. Eric could see the gate that led towards Frank’s cabin, and while he knew he should have brought Frank’s corpse back here to be buried, he was still angry with him. He still wished the former police captain would have come clean about working with Pharmakon, how he allowed the experiments to carry on right under their noses. Eric cut through the woods to make up for the time he spent struggling against the wind, it was almost as if somebody was trying to keep him away from the cabins. The last time he had this gut feeling was when this all started, and the rain had washed away most of the evidence of the impending zombie apocalypse.  
 
    A fetid odour hung in the woods, and low groans and hungry moans danced all around him. The herd of zombies still hadn’t past through Howley yet; something was keeping them lurking around. The snow wasn’t as deep in the forest because the tree branches held a significant amount of the precipitation on their branches. Many of the branches drooped down, weighed down by the accumulation of snow over the past several days. Eric made his way quickly through the woods because even though the area was fairly open, he had a bad feeling that something awful was creeping in the shadows. Eric was getting short of breath, and the frigid temperatures weren’t helping him either. Every breath of air brought a sharp, icy sting into his lungs. 
 
    Eric stopped at the edge of the clearing to catch his breath. He could see shambling foot prints in the snow headed towards the cluster of cabins where they had been living. The noises still appeared distant, but Eric still drew his revolver and examined the chamber. It was still fully loaded but he wasn’t about to take any chances out here all alone. If something happened to him Dana would be all by herself, and he wasn’t about to let that happen. 
 
    A large red blotch could be seen at the bottom of the stairs leading to Frank’s cabin, drawing Eric’s attention. He started to creep over towards the gory smudge, and as he got closer, Eric could see shreds of clothing soiled with gore. He figured it must have been what remained of the man he shot yesterday. The scent of fresh blood probably attracted a swarm of the vile flesh gorgers. Hardly anything resembling a human body part remained, all he could clearly see was the rib cage that laid on the ground torn apart. The bones had been picked clean and limbs had been ripped clear of the torso. Eric could see a boot about ten feet away from where the legs should have been and an arm bone near the base of a tree. 
 
    THUNK 
 
    A loud, sickening thud echoed in the distance. Eric couldn’t pinpoint where the noise had originated, and he strained to listen for more sounds over the gusts of wind. A vortex of blood-stained snow sprung up around Eric and he shielded his eyes to make sure that it didn’t get in his eyes. 
 
    THUNK      
 
    THUNK-THUNK      
 
    THUNK 
 
    Eric could hear rough voices grunting now; they were coming from nearby. Eric headed towards the sounds without thinking about what could possibly be making the noises. He didn’t have time to consider the options. His legs tried to resist the impulses sent by his brain as they seemed to be sinking deeper and deeper into the snow with every step. His leg muscles started cramping, and he was barely able to keep a jogging pace. The grunts joined in a chorus of low groans. As Eric got closer he realized a group of the living were struggling against the undead.  
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    Dana grasped her stomach, intense, burning pains radiating from the wound. The entire area around the laceration was tender, and she threw the blankets off her and lifted her shirt up. The bandage covering the gunshot was soaked with blood.  
 
    “Eric!” Dana screamed out, her echo booming through the empty cabin. Sweat pouring down her forehead as she attempted to move her body. Swinging her legs to the floor, she tried to stand up but fell forward, barely managing to brace herself against the nightstand before she crashed to the floor. 
 
    Gathering her strength, Dana crawled towards the bedroom door. Her knees felt wet, and when she looked back, she could see a smeared trail of blood on the floorboards behind her. She tried to put pressure on the wound and was rewarded with excruciating pain. Reaching up, Dana grabbed the doorknob and pulled herself to her feet. She turned the handle and nearly toppled over as the door swung open into the hallway. Dana stumbled into an end table and clung on to it to keep herself from crashing into the wall. A lamp was sent hurtling to the floor and it smashed over the oak floorboards. Glass shards scattered across the floor and Dana looked down at her bare feet.  
 
    “Eric!” The corridor was dark, a trickle of natural light spilling in from an open door at the end of the hall on the left. 
 
    The room started to spin as Dana’s head was clouded with the fever. Stumbling down the hallway, she was drawn to the light like a moth to the flame. Using her free arm to hold herself up, she leaned against the pine covered walls for support. Every few steps, a fragment of the lamp pierced the skin on the bottom of her feet.  
 
    Where was Eric? Dana could feel herself fading from the immense pain. When she finally reached the open door, she found herself in the bathroom. A clear green jar filled with red and yellow capsules was on the vanity next to an open first aid kit. Eric couldn’t be too far away. “Eric,” Dana tried to scream, but she could only manage a faint sob. 
 
    Dana twisted the pill bottle open and spilled them over the counter top. She tried to run the water in the sink but nothing came out. The taps must have been turned off or frozen. She threw one of the capsules in her mouth, but she found it painful to swallow. She managed to choke it down after a few challenging attempts. Rummaging through the first aid kit, she took out the tape and a new bandage. Dana started ripping the tape of her stomach. It caused her excruciating pain, her skin feeling like it was about to tear off with the tape. Once it was halfway off, she peeked down and nearly hurled. Even through the dark red blood that was smeared all over her stomach, she could see that the stitches had become infected. White puss seeped out through the entry wound and the skin was inflamed all around. Dana grabbed a bottle of peroxide and poured it over the wound, making her shriek in agony. She tore the rest of the old bandage off while she still had the strength; it was only a matter of time before the pain would be too much for her to handle. She placed the bandage over the wound and taped it onto her body as best she could. She turned to head back towards the bedroom, but the room spun around and around, and she slumped against the wall, sliding down slowly as the fever took over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THREE: 
BLIND 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jason strained against his restraints to sit upright in the car seat, every bump and sharp turn sending him fumbling around in the backseat. They had thrown a black bag over his head moments after they forced him into the car, blinding him. In the darkness, all he could see was the blood oozing out through David’s fingers as they dug into Nick’s neck. He could feel the muzzle of a rifle digging into his ribcage. He could hear the men laughing about what David had done. Jason’s anger was reaching a climax, but there was nothing that he could do about it. He felt weak and defeated. His hatred for David Steele fueled his desire for revenge. 
 
    “I’m going to kill you!” Jason’s threat was greeted with laughter. He didn’t know how, but Jason would have his vengeance against David. Jason savoured the thought of performing the cruelest, most diabolical acts against these bastards. Jason was going to take as many of them down as he could; he had no plans for escape. He was going to hunt down every Pharmakon employee and make them pay for what they did.  
 
    “Where are you taking me?” Jason asked but they ignored him. The plastic tie straps dug deeper into his wrists the more he struggled. He could feel his fingers going numb. “David.” Jason started to lean forward but a hand grabbed him by the back of his jacket and slammed him back into the seat. “I’m going to kill you David.” Jason twisted his chest towards the rifle muzzle and leaned into it. “This is your last chance.” 
 
    “David’s sitting up front,” someone answered, causing everyone to laugh. “He can’t even hear you.” 
 
    Jason felt his face turn bright red, his anger flared up. The laughter made him furious with everyone in the car. “I’ll kill all of you.” 
 
    “Who the fuck is this guy?” The guard sitting next to him questioned. The others muttered amongst themselves. A female’s voice reminded him of his wife, Tracy, except it was hoarse and void of any charm. With any luck Jason would be brought to the Pharmakon base and once inside he would find a way to rescue her.  
 
    “I’m your worst nightmare, bud.” Jason kept his voice calm, trying to play the fearless hero.  
 
    “You’re nobody, so shut the fuck up or I will silence you. I’m getting sick of listening to your brash bullshit.” David’s voice boomed in Jason’s ear. A powerful grip dug into Jason’s neck, sending a searing pain through his body. 
 
    “Who is it, boss?” The woman’s voice questioned. “How do you know this guy?” 
 
    “You have to see for yourself.” David yanked the hood off Jason. The bright light temporally blinded him. He raised his hands up to block the glare. 
 
    “Jason...” Her voice was softer now, more recognizable.  
 
    Jason lowered his hands slowly, it was like he was afraid of who he was going to see sitting across from him. The yellow sun from outside glowed in her blonde hair. Before Jason’s eyes got used to the radiant shine, a giant hand covered his face and yanked him back, pinning him against the headrest. Jason tried to fight back, but the guards pinned his arms against his side. A sharp, stinging pain in his neck was immediately followed by a warm gush of fluids injected deep into the muscle tissue. Within seconds Jason felt woozy. The grip on his neck let go and his head was too heavy to hold up now. His jaw slammed into his chest, the muscles in his upper back tensed up and knotted. He tried to look up, but he fought just to keep his eyes open. 
 
    “Jason.” Her voice was filled with confidence now; she knew exactly who he was. Jason tried to call out to his wife, but he passed out cold before her name could escape his throat. 
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    When Jason finally regained consciousness, his head was spinning. He opened his eyes, but he was entombed in total darkness.  
 
    “Tracy.”  
 
    Jason called out, suddenly remembering that his wife’s voice was the last thing he heard before he passed out.  
 
    He tried to sit up, but he had been put in restraints. He could feel the straps on his legs, chest and wrists. He fought against them to no avail; the bands were probably made from thick leather. There was absolutely no light in this room no matter which direction he looked. How long had he been in this cell? Jason wondered how much time had passed since Nick’s death. It could have been days or hours; he had no concept of time. It felt like he barely got any rest, but that was certainly a side effect of the medication. What did David inject into his neck? A putrid funk hung in the air, like a mixture of shit and blood. It was so strong Jason could nearly taste it.  
 
    “Tracy!” Jason screamed angrily, his voice echoing of the walls. He pictured he was in a small room and sharing it with a rotting corpse.  
 
    Struggling against the leather straps didn’t even cause his constraints to move. Jason strained with all of his might, but the only thing he managed to do was cause himself more suffering. He remembered the last time he had been in a Pharmakon prison. He must have frightened David because this time he was rendered helpless. At least the last time they had allowed him to move and eat. Jason quickly realized his fight with David would not be on even grounds. Being alone with his thoughts, his mind raced with terrible thoughts.  
 
    Why had Tracy become a Pharmakon soldier? Was she there to watch Nick die? If she did, why didn’t she help him? His thoughts quickly spiralled out of control. He was unable to keep focused; the crushing weight of his misery muddled his better judgement. Jason drifted off into an uneasy sleep.  
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    Jason woke up in a cold sweat. The room was freezing and his body was soaking wet with perspiration. He tried to move, but he was still in restraints. The fetid odour lingered in the room and it had grown more repugnant then before. The sour smell of piss had been added to the mix. It was making his stomach churn. He was still enshrined by the complete blackness, making him feel like he had been cut off from the world. He was starting to wonder if this was the purgatory of his own personal hell. Maybe David had killed him in front of Tracy in that car. Violent images of Nick’s death played over and over in his head. He could see David’s fingers covered in blood and the giant hole in Nick’s neck where his windpipe had been before it had been torn out. Jason tried to push those awful thoughts out of his head and replace them with more pleasant memories. He tried to picture sitting at home on the couch next to Tracy, just the two of them watching television before the outbreak. He tried his hardest to visualize simpler times, but his mind refused to offer him any peace.  
 
    Jason wasn’t sure if it was a side effect of the drug David had injected into his system or if it was something else, but his mind started playing nasty tricks on him. A vivid and atrocious fusion of his past and present merged into the worst version of his own personal hell. Tracy had replaced Nick, David’s fingers digging into his wife’s neck. Nick’s blood was replaced by Tracy’s, her blank stare fixated on him. She tried to beg for help, but a vile, gurgling groan escaped her lips. David ripped her throat open, a warm gush of crimson sprayed over Jason’s face. She reached out for him, she had tears streaming down her face. Jason tried to reach out for her, but no matter how hard he tried, she remained just out of his reach. 
 
    Jason’s haunting nightmare was interrupted by the sound of a door creaking open. “Let me out of here,” Jason blared at the intruder. 
 
    “Aw, you’re awake,” an unfamiliar voice answered, from just above Jason. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    Jason exerted all of his strength in an attempt to lunge at the intruder. “Where’s Tracy?” 
 
    “Are you in much pain or discomfort?” The man’s voice was coarse and raspy. Jason couldn’t tell if the man was simply ignoring him or if Jason had lost his voice. 
 
    “I’m going to kill every last one of you,” Jason snarled at the man.  
 
    Jason could hear the man tapping something against metal. “Mr. Cook is it?” Jason didn’t respond. “I’m just the doctor here, and not by choice.” 
 
    “What do you mean? They kidnapped you?” Jason was doubtful that this man was here against his will. Nobody who was being held against their will would react as calmly as this man. 
 
    The man continued to tap obnoxiously, the sound boring deep into Jason’s ear drums. The racket got louder and louder with each beat. “Well, not exactly.” The doctor’s scratchy voice cracked. “I had been with my grandchildren when the outbreak started. My wife had a wicked fever. She was burning up. I had called for an ambulance but they never came. She died in her sleep. I did everything I could do to save her, but she passed away in her bed.” He paused for a moment to wipe away a tear. “We had no idea what was happening, why no one was coming to help. I couldn’t leave the kids behind, so we just sat in the house. I had fallen asleep in the chair. My granddaughter had woken me up when she was rummaging through the closet. I looked over and she had taken out her grandmother’s coat.” The doctor choked back a tear. There was a long silence before he began again. “She said grandma was cold and she was fetching her favourite jacket.” His voice came back more timid and the emotional loss hung on every word he spoke. “I was beside myself. I didn’t even get up from my chair to see what my grandchildren were up too. I went back to sleep. Their screams woke me up too late. By the time I got in the room, she had already sank her ghastly teeth into both of them. Their blood stained her pale smile. I didn’t know what to do. I turned and started to run away.” 
 
    Jason felt for the doctor; his story was heart breaking. “I still don’t understand how you ended up here, working for Pharmakon.” Listening to his dark tale had distracted Jason from his terrible thoughts, but it wasn’t the relief he needed.  
 
    “They had kept an eye on me since I was a retired doctor as a backup in case one of their own didn’t make it.  Their neurosurgeon was in St. John’s when the outbreak started; his escorts were overwhelmed by the hordes of undead. They needed a replacement. They picked me up as I was trying to flee Gander and offered me protection, food, and water. I’m an old man who can’t fend for himself anymore. What other choice did I have?” The doctor put his hand on Jason’s shoulder. “I know they have made me do some awful things since I’ve been here, but I’ve also been able to help. Besides, I’m too afraid to die. I don’t know if I believe Gordon Purchase has the cure, but if he does, maybe this nightmare will be over someday.” 
 
    Jason felt like this man may be his best chance of escaping. He could tell that the doctor was still a compassionate person. Maybe he could be persuaded to help. “Do you think you could turn the lights on for me? I’m sick of being stuck in the dark.” The doctor removed his hand and remained silent. Jason didn’t hear footsteps or any sounds. The doctor appeared to be standing still. “Please, I don’t deserve this. I can help you.” 
 
    “Mr. Cook the lights are on. I am so sorry, but it’s like I’ve said. They make me do horrible things to people.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOUR:
HOPE 
 
      
 
      
 
    The night sky was full of stars and the moon cast shimmering light across the snow. The star lit sky reflected like a mirror in Warrant Smiths boots. He looked over at Private Byrnes unpolished boots. He chuckled to himself. Old habits died hard. Not only did he continue to polish his boots twice daily, but he still inspected his troops even in the apocalypse. They had made their way back towards the city limits while the rest of his battalion pushed forward towards Argentia. Smith carried one of the two working radios and had left the other with the main group so they could keep themselves up to date on any developments. 
 
    “Hey Byrne, let’s stop here and take a quick break. Smoke em if you got em.” Warrant Smith dropped his backpack onto the ground. There was barely enough snow to cover the grass, but the ground was frozen solid. Smith looked around the area for a place to hide his ruck sack. Byrne pulled out a pack of cigarettes and placed a fag in his mouth. Covering his mouth with his hand to shield the lighter from the breeze, he lit his cigarette and took a long drag before repeating the process with a second smoke. Once it was lit, he handed it to the warrant. “Thanks.” Smith took a long puff himself then stared at the cigarette as he flicked it with his fingers and watched as the ash drifted down into the snow. The two men enjoyed the peace and tranquility in the secluded woods. Warrant Smith inhaled deeply, letting the smoke fill his lungs and he held it in as long as he could before exhaling. Warrant Smith watched as Byrne made ring after ring, the smoke rhythmically dissipating into a tiny patch of smog before disappearing into the night sky. The sweet smell of smoke and the pine from the surrounding trees reminded Warrant Smith of his early training days when they would spend weeks in the woods. “How many more of those do you have?” 
 
    Byrne looked down at the pack and shook it. “Not enough. Maybe we can find some in town.” He placed them in the top pouch of his ruck sack. He did his best to hide his shivering, but Warrant Smith could see that the young Private was cold. 
 
    “All right, so here is the plan.” Warrant Smith knelt down on one knee. “We do a recce on the place, find our target and extract her. I don’t want any casualties unless it’s absolutely necessary. We can’t risk being seen.” He started rummaging through his pack looking for his winter whites. 
 
    Private Byrne pulled out the white pants and slid them on over his combats. “What if we can’t get to her without being spotted?” 
 
    Warrants Smith had all of his snow camouflage out and had started to pull it on over his uniform. “Then we wait for an opportunity. If one doesn’t happen, we make it happen. We swore an oath to protect the civilians of our great country and I’ll be dammed if I don’t keep my word.” 
 
    “I know, but the government is gone. I mean, shouldn’t we make sure we get her out alive at any cost.” Byrne inspected his weapon, making sure it was functioning properly. 
 
    Smith checked the magazine to see how many rounds were left. “We can’t go around killing people. Besides you seen how many of them there were. We would lose in a gunfight with them. We need to form a battle plan before we take them down.” Twelve rounds was all he had left. He jammed the magazine back into his service rifle and tapped the bottom to make sure the magazine was seated properly. “You see how they were just shooting at the zombies.” 
 
    Byrne broke off some bows from a tree and covered up his ruck sack as best he could near a bush. “Yeah, they must have ammo to waste.” 
 
    “Exactly, how many bullets do you have left?” Warrant Smith hung his ruck high up in the tree. “See how much more natural that looks. How often do you see a pile of branches on the ground next to a tree?” 
 
    Byrne looked up at the ruck sack and back at his own. “I have seven plus a full magazine in my tactical vest.” 
 
    “All right, so keep it quite. Remember to use hand signals whenever possible. Stay low and keep your eyes forward. You won’t see anything with your eyes down. Stay alert and stay close.” Smith took the lead and headed towards the hum of the city. Far off in the distance lights could be seen. Their boots crunched into the cold snow, breaking through the hard layer of ice that had formed over the ground. They crept towards the streets, their footsteps would have made less noise on the pavement. It didn’t take long before they could hear people talking up ahead. The warrant held up his hand with a clenched fist and the two men stopped and surveyed the area. Just beyond the tree line a flickering street light illuminated the barren street. Warrant Smith pointed to the right-hand side of the light towards a tall house that had light shinning through an upstairs window. 
 
    Both men moved swiftly towards the house in formation, their assault rifles raised to the ready. They moved in unison; years of training together allowed them to react without hesitation to the basic hand signals they used. A shadow appeared in the window. Warrant Smith held up his hand and both men stopped to observe the movements. They weren’t close enough yet to pick out the details, but the figure appeared to be a child. The kid appeared to be playing with an airplane or some toy, running around the room, racing past the window every couple of seconds. Warrant Smith took his time to evaluate his surroundings. He didn’t feel threatened by the shadow in the window any longer. A dark alley between two houses led to an open gate, allowing him to see a vehicles lights approaching from the adjacent street. With the subtle movement of his arm both men moved towards the gate. They made the effort to stay in the shadows, making sure that when the alley came into view for the driver they would remain in the darkness. Most of the grass still showed in the yard, but the snow had drifted up against the wooden fence that ran along the back yard. The gate door had been torn from its hinges. The wooden door had been removed, but the signs of a struggle remained. The post that held the hinges was splintered and a bloody handprint remained on the board on the other side. 
 
    “Wait, is that Eric?” Private Byrne spoke as the ambulance approached. The engine was loud enough to drown out their conversation to anyone that may have been close by. 
 
    Smith noticed that the dents in the fender and hood were nearly identical to the one Nick had driven behind them on the highway. The colour scheme was the same too, but the driver didn’t look like Eric, or anyone else that had been a part of his group. “I don’t think so?” The ambulance sped past them and rumbled down the street, pushing deeper into the city. “Let’s find out, keep to the shadows and follow my lead.” 
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    Tina stared at her fingernails. Bloody pieces of Ted’s shredded neck flesh remained lodged underneath. Her cheeks and eyes were sore and swollen, her ribs aced and her stomach was sore from the beating Ted inflicted upon her. Her head pounded and the taste of her own blood was still on her cracked lips. Several of her teeth felt loose and she had bitten a large chunk of her own tongue off during Teds assault, but no matter how much physical pain she was feeling now it failed in comparison to the mental anguish that she was dealing with. She had failed to kill Ted and now she felt helpless, locked up in a cell awaiting a trial that everyone knew she had no chance of winning.  
 
    She prayed for her injuries to kill her, but she knew she was only going to suffer dearly for them. She was alone in a room with absolutely nothing. Industrial carpet covered the floor. It was a light colour blue, almost grey, with various shapes of different colours that didn’t match anything else in the room. The walls were covered in white wallpaper that had black and beige dots scattered all over. The ceiling looked to be recently installed; the white trimming that held the tiles in place was still shiny and the pot lights in the ceiling were extremely bright. Tina knew that that had taken her to the courthouse, but she had no idea what the room could have been used for before the outbreak.  
 
    Mr. Willis had dropped by earlier to let her know Ted had lived through the whole ordeal and a jury would decide her fate. She doubted that the jury would be partial or unbiased and that her punishment was going to be a fate far worse than death. Tina had tried to break down the door, but she only managed to hurt her shoulder. She even tried tearing away the wall paper only to reveal solid plywood beneath the odd designs. All Tina could do was wait for until someone came to control her. She felt completely helpless. Ted had turned into a viscous monster that terrified her far worse than any of the dead creatures ever had. The sinister look in his eyes had proven to her that he was no longer human. She was terrified of what could happen at any moment. All she knew was she would stop at nothing to make sure this torment would end no matter what physical pain she would have to endure.    
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    Warrant Smith and Byrne moved as fast as they could, making sure to keep hidden from view. A few drunken bikers stumbled through the streets, too preoccupied with the spirits they had consumed to notice the soldiers rushing past. To keep up with the ambulance they had cut through back yards, hoped fences, and darted across streets as quickly as their tired legs would carry them.     
 
    They pushed their way deeper into the city. The heart of Grand Falls was still vibrant and alive with the hum of electricity. While the rest of the world had fallen to the undead armies, Grand Falls had somehow become a beacon of hope in the darkness that was swallowing the world whole. There were hardly any signs that zombies had ever roamed these streets. The roads remained clean and free of abandoned cars that littered other towns. The air smelt fresh and free of the rotting, fetid stench of shit and decaying flesh. As they passed through the streets, Warrant Smith noticed that people patrolled the streets; they left paths around the perimeter of major buildings and key points throughout the city. He had only seen three actual patrols wandering their routes, but the heavily trodden paths indicated there were a significant number of guards patrolling the area. 
 
    The ambulance stopped just outside the court house. Two bikers clad in jean jackets pulled over heavy leather coats walked down the steps to greet them. To keep themselves concealed in the darkness, Warrant Smith led them towards the old bank; it was one of the few buildings they had seen downtown with the lights still off. Keeping tight to the corner, private Byrne used the scope of his assault rifle to get a better look at what was happening in front of the court house.        
 
    “What’s going on over there?” Warrant Smith didn’t want to show it, but he needed to catch his breath. The lack of food since leaving the military base had taken its toll on his energy reserves. 
 
    “I think they are getting ready to bring prisoners into the court. An older guy is coming down the steps with shackles.” Private Byrne leaned back and waved his hand towards the corner. “Come have a look for yourself.” 
 
    Warrant Smith switched places with the young private and raised his scope towards the court house steps. A man with white hair and a neatly trimmed goatee waddled down the steps with shackles dragging behind. He wore a large black coat that had been left unbuttoned. Underneath, his white collar poked out of his black dress shirt. Warrant Smith recognized the man as the priest that had taken Tina away earlier. Once Father Willis had reached the back of the ambulance, one of the bikers opened the door while the other aimed a shotgun at whoever was inside. A woman screamed as the other biker jumped up into the back of the ambulance.  
 
    Another woman jumped out of the driver’s side of the ambulance. She had a bandanna that covered most of her face and a tight black beanie was pulled down to her eyes. She walked towards the back of the ambulance with an attitude, she had an aggressive swagger that you rarely see outside of the military ranks. He figured she was probably ex-military turned mercenary, which meant she would be dangerous. When she got to the back of the ambulance, she reached in and escorted an older lady straight onto the pavement, slamming the woman face-first into curb. The woman let out a terrible screech. A man could be heard yelling from inside the ambulance and the biker with the shot gun pumped the action before pushing inside. The mercenary jammed her knee into her subdued hostage, grabbed the woman by her short grey hair and yanked her head back. Blood gushed from the woman’s mouth and nose. Her glasses had broken and dangled down her face, the right arm completely broken off the frame. “Shut the fuck up.” Father Willis put the cuffs on the prisoners wrists. There was a loud thud as a larger man got thrown out of the back of the van. One of the bikers jumped down behind him and shoved the shot gun barrel right in the man’s face and stepped on his chest. The priest calmly walked over and placed a set of shackles on the subdued man. He secured the cuffs around his wrists and ankles before the biker hauled the man to his feet.  
 
    “Holy shit.” Warrant Smith muttered to himself. 
 
    “What’s going on, Warrant?” Private Byrne tried to peek his head around the corner to witness the chaos. 
 
    “It’s Mr. and Mrs. Jones, Eric’s parents.” Warrant Smith didn’t know what was going on, but he knew he had to do something quick. He ran through all of his possible options and weighed the consequences of each in a matter of seconds. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” Byrne asked. 
 
    “You are going to go back and meet up with the others. We need backup. Whatever is happening in the city needs to stop.” Warrant Smith didn’t know if his plan was going to work, but he couldn’t risk doing things any other way. 
 
    “I thought we were going to get the girl and get out?” Private Byrnes didn’t want to leave; Warrant Smith could hear it in his voice. 
 
    “We need to save those people down there.” 
 
    “So what’s changed? We go down, rescue the girl and everyone else. Same plan, just bigger.” Byrne switched the safety off. 
 
    “Everything has changed. We won’t be able to get a group of people that large out of this city unnoticed.” Smith remained calm even though his heart was racing. 
 
    Byrne cocked the action of his rifle loading a round into the chamber. “That’s what these are for.” 
 
    Smith knew they could make it out of the city alive if it was just them. “We wouldn’t be able to get those people out safely. It would be too risky, and if anyone dies than this would have all been for nothing.” 
 
    “So what do we do?” The disappointment was evident in Byrne’s tone. 
 
    “Like I said, you go get back up. Find sergeant Doucette and tell I need to be extracted.”  
 
    “Extracted?” Now Byrne was confused. 
 
    “I’m going to give myself up so I can get inside and keep them alive until you guys show up. Then you guys can get us all out safely.” Warrant Smith handed his weapon over to Private Byrne. “Now hurry up. We don’t have much time.” Warrant Smith rounded the corner and headed straight towards the court house. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIVE:
FATAL DECISION 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dana awoke on the cold bathroom tile in between the vanity and the door. She realized that she was lying in a puddle of sweat, blood, and peroxide. Her entire body felt like it was fighting against itself. Her bones felt jagged, like they were cutting through the surrounding tissues. She felt her bandage; it was soaking wet. She lifted her shirt and was surprised that very little blood had seethed through the bandage. It must have been sweat. 
 
    She didn’t know how long she had been passed out or where Eric was, but she knew she wouldn’t last long without help. Her insides were on fire, her vision was blurred, and she had become extremely weak.  
 
    Day light trickled in through the window, brightening the room just enough for her to notice the floral decals painted onto a light purple wall. An old fashioned bath tub with the brass legs rested beneath the window. The toilet was out of view on the other side of the vanity, but she could see the curly rug that had been placed in front to keep your feet warm. Dana knew she didn’t have enough energy to make it to the bedroom, but she managed to rest her head on the matt.  
 
    One of the antibiotics had fallen onto the matt. She figured that it couldn’t hurt to take another one. If she didn’t get her fever under control soon, she knew her chance of survival would be slim. Rolling into the fetal position, Dana closed her eyes and let herself drift back into oblivion.  
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    An intense battle raged in front of Doctor Winston’s cabin. The fur-clad vikings had found themselves surrounded by the undead. A pack of the decrepit monsters had made one of the vikings’ horses their meal. They had torn the animal’s stomach apart and were feasting on the intestines and stomach lining of the once powerful beast. Strands of viscera and muscle fibres dangled from the monsters mouths. About ten zombies were content with the meal they had procured, but another hundred of them wanted human flesh to feast upon. 
 
    The vikings swung large, heavy axes and clubs into the crowd. Each blow sent blood, teeth, and bone scattering in every direction. Eric could tell the men were running out of stamina; they were giving up ground to their enemies and running out of space quickly. The dead showed no signs of slowing down. They just kept coming relentlessly, showing no fear, their decaying flesh was covered in the blood of their dead brothers. For every corpse that couldn’t continue another took its place without hesitation. 
 
    Eric wouldn’t be able to save them with just six bullets and a fire axe. He had to come up with another solution if he was going to help them. He searched the area for a vehicle, maybe he would be able to drive into the herd and create a path for the vikings to flee, but Eric didn’t see anything close enough that he would be able to use to clear the way.  
 
    The vikings roared valiantly with every crushing blow. A club struck the left side of a zombie’s skull, sending a spray of blood into the wind. One of the vikings swung his axe straight over his head and back towards his target, narrowly missing the creature’s head. He cleaved the creatures arm clean off, but it didn’t even notice. The vile corpse sank his teeth deep into his exposed shoulder. The viking showed no fear either, smashing his head into the zombie’s decripit face in a viscous display of power and rage. The creatures head was crushed by the mighty blow; its legs and arms went limp. The corpse fell into the vikings grasp and he was flung back into the shambling crowd, knocking over several of the creatures. The brave warrior knew his time was nearly up. He rushed forward, sending the axe down into the fallen creatures skulls in a fury of blows. He used his boot to crush a frail zombies head. Its crushed brain matter slid out into the snow with a sickening thunk. The viking had left the defensive perimeter and was trapped in the middle of a horde of zombies who immediately swarmed the easy prey. Cold hands clutched at him from every angle, tearing at his furs and hair. Teeth sank into his flesh all over, but he refused to surrender. He threw elbows to give himself enough space to swing his axe in an effort to connect the blade with anything. The axe head sliced through a creature’s chin and burst out of the top of its head in gory explosion. More of the dead piled on top of him, tearing large chunks of flesh out of him with blackened teeth. The blood dripping from their faces seemed to call more zombies towards him, like the creatures were calling others over to share in the flesh. 
 
    Eric knew this was the distraction he needed to save the rest of the vikings. He charged towards the fray with everything he had left. The other vikings seen him and started to shift their direction towards him. A female zombie with her hair falling out was the first of Eric’s victims. Her exposed flesh was black with frostbite and her green and red stripped blouse had become rigid with ice and frozen blood. Eric quickly swung the axe into the back of the creature’s head before she even knew what was happening. This might be much easier than Eric originally thought. All of the zombies were either headed towards the fallen viking or were fixated on the remaining three warriors headed towards them now. Eric picked off the shuffling corpses one at a time, making sure to stay behind them. With four swift strikes four corpses fell to the ground to be buried in the falling snow. 
 
    The vikings were breathing hard now. The zombies were closing in fast from the sides as they tried to push towards Eric. The clatter of hoof prints could be heard coming from the other side of the cabin. A large brown stallion with a pristinely combed main rounded the corner. Hank MacDonald sat in the harness. He got to his feet and leapt off the horse straight into the middle of the pack. He swung his pickaroon around in a wide arc, driving the pick end into the eyes a scrawny zombie. The hook dug into the skull and Hank yanked the creature towards him. He kicked the corpse in the chest and pulled the pick straight back, yanking the side of its skull off. The corpse twitched as the brain slide out of the gaping hole and landed in the snow moments before the creature collapsed on top of it. Hank used the pick like a spear for his next target, driving the bladed end into a zombie’s mouth. The dead teenager went limp immediately. The sudden shift of the creature’s body weight caught Hank off guard, nearly causing him to fall flat on his face in the middle of the heard.  
 
    “Hank, get out of there.” Eric called out. Hank spun his head around to find the source of his voice. With the dead eyes fixated on him now, the pack split in half and started making their way towards him now. Chaos reigned all around now, the zombies moans grew louder with the anticipation of victory. Hank struggled to pull his weapon out of the creature’s skull; the hook had gotten lodged in the creature’s mouth. When Hank dislodged the pickaroon, the jaw came with it, dangling from the hook. Blood ran down the handle and the teeth went flying when Hank swung the blade to the left, driving it into a zombie’s stomach. Hank started to push the creature into more of the undead, toppling six of them over like dominos. In a quick motion Hank pulled the pick out of the creature’s guts, tearing out its blackened intestines in one swift motion. Changing his grip, Hank drove the handle of the pickaroon into its skull sending, it crashing to the ground, twitching and convulsing from the head trauma before Hank jumped on its chest. He drove the butt end down with a sickening thud; the handle caved the ghoul’s skull in. 
 
    Eric recognized the closest zombie by her uniform. She worked at the coffee shop on the highway and must have turned during her shift. She was still wearing her coffee-stained apron over her red polo shirt. Eric thrashed the axe down into her skull, splitting her head wide open. Her left eye rolled out of the socket and dangled down to her neck before she toppled over backwards. Eric kept to the perimeter, making sure that he didn’t get surrounded. The vikings fought gallantly but were running out of time. The bony clutches of the dead started getting a firm grasp on their furs and armour. One zombie made a lunge for the tallest vikings back and shattered its teeth on his shield. Blood and teeth oozed out of the creature’s mouth and down on his filthy tank top. 
 
    Eric tripped over a stump buried by the snow and fell backwards on top of it, knocking the wind from his lungs and smacking his head off the frozen ground. “Get up!” Eric heard Hank scream. He sounded so distant. Eric rolled over onto his knees and elbows. His axe had fallen into the snow. He dug through the snow for a moment, but he heard footsteps closing in on him fast. “Move, Eric!” Hank roared over the hungry moans. Eric started to crawl on his hands and knees to get some distance between himself and the herd. He felt hands grasping at his legs and boots, but he managed to keep pulling himself along the snow covered ground. “Faster Eric, get your ass out of there.” Hank screamed. Sickening thuds and wet thunks were followed by loud crashes as bodies toppled onto the ground. 
 
    Eric reached for his revolver and drew it from his holster as he rolled onto his back. Three shuffling corpses stared down at him. He could see puss dripping from their open wounds. An elderly corpse in soiled bathrobe’s started to lunge towards Eric, so he raised his gun and fired off a shot. A red wound opened on its forehead and its head jerked back violently. The creature plunged face-first into the snow. “Eric stop.” Hank bellowed over the loud bang. Another elderly corpse toppled over the fallen body and landed in Eric’s lap. The creature craned its neck up, fixing her dead gaze on Eric’s neck. The woman’s breath reeked. Eric could feel it on the nape of his neck as the freak let out a gargled moan. Eric smashed the handle of the revolver into her temple. A loud, wet pop sent a gush of blood and brain fluids rushing out of the gaping wound. The last zombie’s teeth were clicking together as it snapped its jaw, blackened saliva frothed around its lips. A pair of glasses had been smashed into the creature’s face and now the dead skin had started to grow over the frames. White puss oozed from the festering gash and its eyeball was so inflamed it looked like it would explode. Eric aimed his weapon right between the creature’s eyes. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    BANG 
 
    The bullet tore through the decrepit flesh. The zombie twitched violently and collapsed to the ground in a mangled heap.  
 
    “What the fuck have you done?” 
 
    Eric looked up in horror. A pair of wet eyes stared down at him with sadness. Snow and ice had built up in the viking’s beard. Blood seeped out of his lips and he held his hands over his neck. Steam and vital fluid gushed from between his fingers, soaking into the grey and silver furs draped over his shoulders and chest. He dropped to his knees with a heavy thud, his armour clattered when he fell. Eric watched as the life left his body, his arms dropped to his side exposing the bullet wound in his neck. A gurgled choke and a blood bubble spewed out of the wound. He landed on top of his axe with a thunderous crash.  
 
    A pair of hands grabbed Eric’s shoulders and yanked him out of the chaos, dragging him backwards. The grizzly scene took place right in front of him. The zombies piled on top of the viking warrior and started dismantling him. Teeth sank into his flesh and they tore hunks of meat from his face and arms, quickly ripping apart his body armour to get at the rest of their meal. 
 
    Once they were far enough away from the gory mess, the hands let go of Eric and let him fall backwards. Eric stared up at Hank and two other vikings. They looked distraught and angry. “I tried to warn you not to fire.” Hank’s voice was laden with regret and bitter heartbreak.  
 
    “Who… who did I kill?” Eric couldn’t believe what he had done. He didn’t even see anyone behind the zombie.  
 
    “That was Jarvik.” Hank was grief-stricken. His voice cracked and a tear rolled down his check for the loss of his old friend. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIX:
TIL DEATH DO US PART 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jason could hear the doctor’s shallow breathing. Hr felt sick to his stomach and he was still in shock. He opened his mouth to speak, but it was so dry the words stuck in his throat. The doctor’s dress shoes clacked as he walked over the floor, the sound of running water quickly followed. “Have a drink of water.” The doctor placed his hand on Jason’s chin and tilted his head back. “It will help you feel better.”  The doctor poured the ice cold water into Jason’s mouth. Jason coughed as some of the liquid went down the wrong pipe. He turned his head to avoid anymore. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Let me out of these restraints.” Jason’s voice was still dry, but at least he was able to speak again.  
 
    “I’m sorry, but I can’t do that.” The doctor paused for a moment. “They won’t let me.” 
 
    “They don’t need to know.” Jason sounded pitiful. He heard the doctor place the glass down on what sounded like a metal countertop.  
 
    The doctor chuckled to himself. “They are watching me. They are watching you, too. They watch everything that happens here. It is all recorded and documented, every last detail.”  His voice trailed off and he started nervously rattling his fingers on the counter. “You can’t even sneak a cookie from the cart without them knowing.” 
 
    Jason wasn’t sure if he wanted to know why they blinded him, but he needed to find out. His mind was racing; he didn’t know what he was going to do. Would Tracy rescue him or would the doctor help him escape? Would he ever see his wife’s face again? He had finally found her, but now, more than ever, he felt hopeless. “What did you do to my eyes?” 
 
    “I was directed to remove them.” The doctor sounded disgusted. 
 
    “What the hell do you mean?” Jason raised his voice, nearly barking the question at the man. “Why the fuck would you do that.” 
 
    “They thought it might help persuade you.” His answer was cold and calculated. 
 
    “Persuade me to do what?” Jason couldn’t imagine what they could possibly expect from him. 
 
    “To help Pharmakon in their fight against the surviving people around the world.” The doctor poured himself a glass of water, swallowing it with several loud gulps before slamming the glass back down on the counter. 
 
    “Why would I do that? What could they possibly do to persuade me to help those bastards? Never.” 
 
    “Never say never, Mr. Cook.” David Steele whispered into Jason’s ear. Jason could feel Steele’s warm breath on his neck. 
 
    Jason fought against his restraints in a desperate attempt to strike David. He felt the table rock beneath him. “You actually think I’d ever help you?” 
 
    “I actually do. You see, I have something that you want. I actually have everything you want if you want to go into details.” David spoke louder now. The doctor drummed his fingers nervously on the counter and poured himself another glass of water. 
 
    Jason let out a sarcastic chuckle. “You are going to need a lot more than everything I’ve ever wanted to get my help.” 
 
    “You say that now Mr. Cook, but I guess I should explain myself. Then maybe you’ll see things from my point of view. I have your wife, Tracy, working for me. I’m sure you will join her.” 
 
    “Is that all you have? Now that my wife knows I’m alive she will stop helping you. I’m sure whatever lies she was told won’t be enough to keep her on your side anymore. The truth will set her free.” Jason knew Tracy would side with him. 
 
    “Mr. Cook I wasn’t done. I can give you your sight back. Isn’t that right doc?” 
 
    “I … I think it will work. I’ve worked out what I think will be the solution.” The doctor sputtered out rapidly. 
 
    “Doc, slow down. It will work. I’ve heard you’ve been making great progress on the other test subject, but I want Jason to be the first success story. Your vision, Mr. Cook, will be better than it ever was. Electronic eyes with all kinds of bells and whistles. Isn’t that right doc? Go on and tell Mr. Cook about some of the special features in soldier sight.” David’s voice was jovial; he was enjoying their little conversation too much. 
 
    “Well, Jason, soldier sight is something that Mr. Purchase and I have been working on together. I will replace your human eyes with robotic vision. They will allow you to have night vision, thermal vision, optic zoom, and, well I’m sure if we come up with anything else, we can upgrade.” The doctor was still speaking rapidly. Jason felt like he was talking so fast because the sooner his part was over, the sooner David would leave him alone. 
 
    “If you could do this, why would you want me to have it?” Jason couldn’t imagine any possible reason why David would want him to have this incredible power. 
 
    “No one survived the experiments yet.” The doctor chimed in. 
 
    “So if it works, Mr. Cook, you will be a valuable soldier for Pharmakon.” David paused for a brief moment. The doctor started to speak, but David cut him off. “And if you don’t live, I’ll be extremely disappointed that I didn’t get to do the honours.” 
 
    “How do I know if this experiment even works you won’t just kill me after?”  
 
    “Well, Jason old friend, thats something else I have that you want. One last fight to settle things between us. I want that just as much as you do.” David was sincere about that. His hatred for Jason was intense and his desire to be the alpha male was eating away at him. 
 
    “I still wouldn’t work for Pharmakon even after I killed you,” David laughed at Jason’s response. “Besides, there’s nothing that you can take away from me now that would make me agree to help you.” 
 
    “There is one other thing that you still don’t know Mr. Cook, I’ll let the doctor give you the great news since this is his area of expertise and all.”  
 
    “Congratulations Mr. Cook, you’re going to be a father.”  
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    Jason still couldn’t believe what he had heard. He hadn’t seen Tracy since this terrible plague had befallen the earth. That was just about two months ago now. “How far along is she?” 
 
    “Well, Mr. Cook I’m not an expert in the matter, but from what I can gather somewhere between three and four months.” The doctor’s voice didn’t sound confident. “From the information your wife told me.” 
 
    “Congratulations Jason, I’m so happy for you.” David mocked Jason. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up,” Jason snapped. Everything was happening too fast. His vision had been taken from him making him a helpless prisoner and now he had to face the fact that he would never see his own child. “This doesn’t change anything between us.” 
 
    David’s laugh was heartless and villainous. “It changes everything, my friend.” David clapped his hands together. “You see, if you don’t do what I say, not only will I kill you and your wife, I will kill your child. So I know you have a lot to think about, but I don’t have all day to wait. I’ll allow Tracy to try and persuade you to do the right thing and then I want your answer.” A chair scrapped against the floor as David stood up. 
 
    “Do you want my advice Mr. Cook?” The doctor asked. “Take their offer. This world isn’t getting any safer. They’ve created monsters far worse than those dead freaks roaming the earth.” The doctor offered his advice. 
 
    Jason couldn’t picture anything worse than the dead rising from the grave to walk amongst the living, but he had no doubt that Pharmakon was capable of creating such a monster. “What’s your name?” Jason had been alone in the room with this stranger for too long. 
 
    It took a few moments before the doctor responded. Jason wondered if the man had forgotten his own name. “I’m Doctor White. My friends call me Alvin.”  
 
    Jason quickly realized why he had paused before answering. He recognized the name from the news. The doctor had lost his licence for sleeping with his underage patients. “You’re a monster far worse than the dead. You fit right in with these bastards.” 
 
    “I know.” Alvin agreed. “I’ll let you speak to your wife in peace.” Doctor White scuffed his feet as he left the room. 
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    Jason waited in silence for what seemed like an eternity. His head was spinning, his stomach was nauseous. It was everything he could do not to scream out in anguish. He wanted nothing more than to kill David Steele, but he was afraid of the consequences. He tried to weigh the ramification of his choices, but an endless string of possibilities kept scrolling through his mind. Suddenly, footsteps could be heard in the hallway walking back and forth. Jason’s body tensed awaiting Tracy. Several minutes passed without the sound of the door opening, every moment that past making Jason increasingly anxious. 
 
    “Jason.” Tracy’s voice appeared from thin air. 
 
    “Tracy.” Jason was startled. “What have they done to you? Are you okay?” A rush of concern flushed over him. 
 
    “I’m fine Jason, Mr. Purchase has taken good care of me.” Tracy put her hand on Jason’s arm. “They gave me a purpose in this world.” 
 
    “A purpose in this world?” Jason was puzzled by the cold tone of his wife’s voice. “Is our baby okay?” 
 
    “Jason the baby will be fine, you don’t need to worry about it.” Her tone was void of any real emotion. 
 
    “I don’t need to worry about it?” Jason could feel his blood pressure rising. “What’s going on with you? You’re not acting like the woman I married.” 
 
    “Listen to me Jason. Me and the baby will be fine as long as you don’t do anything stupid. You need to do what David tells you so we can be a family.” Tracy squeezed his arm. 
 
    “What did they do to you? How could you work for them after what they did to us? Do you have any idea what they tried to do to me.” Jason was having trouble controlling the volume of his voice. 
 
    “The only thing that matters anymore is that we are alive. The past doesn’t matter. All that matters is finding a way to survive. You can’t do that out there.” Tracy continued to squeeze Jason’s arm, squeezing harder now. “Do you have any idea of what’s out there?” 
 
    “I’ve been surviving out there with those dead freaks since day one. I know there has to be a line you don’t cross or you end up being worse than those creatures.” Jason felt a rush of emotions wash over him. Anger, fear, regret, passion, and sadness tugged him in different directions. He didn’t know if he could bring himself to work for Pharmakon, even if it meant keeping his family safe.  
 
    “You have survived so far but not for much longer.” Tracy didn’t respond to Jason’s burst of emotion, she remained calm and in control. “Mr. Purchase has continued to evolve his serum.” 
 
    What the hell has Pharmakon done now? “What does that mean?” Jason was afraid of what evil creation had been brought into this world. “What else could he possibly do?” 
 
    “He created the alpha zombies.”  
 
    “What is an alpha zombie?”  
 
    “Mr. Purchase got the idea watching a pack of wolves hunt one of the zombies. He upgraded the serum to give the zombies the characteristics of a pack leader. These alpha zombies can give directions and control other zombie’s actions. The serum has also slowed down the decaying process and rigor mortis barely settles in anymore.” Tracy sounded proud of this new abomination roaming the earth.  
 
    “Why would he want to do this? What could they possibly expect from these creatures?”  
 
    “They have been sent to eradicate the rest of mankind. Pharmakon’s plan didn’t go exactly as designed in the sheltered locations such as Newfoundland. Places like Toronto and New York have been completely wiped clean, but areas like Newfoundland have more survivors than they expected. These alpha zombies have been created to help finish off the survivors with our help.”  
 
    Jason shuddered. “With our help? Your one of them now?” 
 
    “Yes, I am. I want to have a family and you can’t do that out there.”  
 
    “You expect me to join you. What kind of family could we have if we become monsters? How could you live with that?” Jason didn’t know how to feel. 
 
    “Remember your vows, Jason. You said till death do us part. You said you would honour and protect me. You didn’t just forget that, did you?”  
 
    Tracy was tugging at Jason’s heart strings now. He knew he what he needed to do. “Okay Tracy. I’ll do it for the sake of our family.” Jason wasn’t sure if he could follow through with his promise, but he was going to play along for now. 
 
    “I knew you would see the light. I’ll inform Mr. Steele. He’ll get the doctor to restore your sight. Then we can get started.” Tracy let go of Jason’s arm and started to walk away. 
 
    “Tracy, please don’t leave.” Jason called out, but his wife didn’t respond. Her footsteps echoed down the hallway as she left without saying another word. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVEN:
REGRET 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I know you didn’t try to kill him…. I just can’t believe he’s gone.” Hank’s voice was cracking, the emotion still strong in his voice. The vikings had left to bury their friend once the herd had passed by the cabins. “We escaped the slaughter that the bandits had brought to our shore.” The sunlight glistened in the powdery snow, hurting Eric’s eyes. The road back to the Pelley compound was littered with snow-clad tree branches. 
 
    Eric rocked back and forth in the saddle. He hadn’t ridden a horse since basic training. It was never supposed to be part of his job, just tradition. He was rusty and felt uncomfortable atop the mighty beast. Hank seemed much more comfortable guiding his steed down the slippery roads. “Do you have any idea who they could have been?” Eric shielded his eyes from the glare with his arm as he tried to look down the road. The sun was shining brightly without a cloud in the sky. Eric’s footprints were still in the snow. It was the only way he knew he was still on the right path. 
 
    “I still don’t know who they are or why they ever came to Newfoundland. They just started shooting.” Hank looked back over his shoulder at Sasha. 
 
    Sasha hadn’t spoken much at all the whole trip. Her golden hair shimmered in the sunlight. Long strands of shimmering, golden blonde hair covered her face, her gaze fixed on the ground below. “We have nowhere to go.” Her voice was dry and cracked. 
 
    “We can stay off the main roads.” Hank’s voice hardened. “They caught up to us in Deer Lake. They didn’t seem interested in chasing us through the abandoned city streets. They kept driving down the highway towards Grand Falls. Maybe they’re on a mission, maybe they don’t have a clue where they’re going. All I can say is I think we should stay out of their way.” 
 
    “Are you sure they didn’t follow you here?” Eric didn’t want any unwanted attention. He had to get Dana to a doctor, or, more likely, get a doctor to Dana. 
 
    “I can’t say for sure. I don’t even know how many of the bandits crossed over, but they had a ferry. They even brought their vehicles across.” Hank slowed his horse and trotted alongside Eric. “All I can say for sure is we need to keep moving.” 
 
    Sasha let out a low, defeated moan. “I’m so tired.” 
 
    “We can’t stay still. If they don’t find us the dead will.” Hank snapped at Sasha, Eric was surprised at his reaction to Sasha. He watched Sasha shrink into herself. Eric could see the strain of stress in Hank’s eyes; the dark bags that formed underneath his eyes were profound. 
 
    “Maybe we could stay if we had a place to defend.” Eric pictured the walls surrounding the Pelley compound. If they could get enough people to defend that place, they could live there as long as they wanted. “We could defend ourselves if we prepared for all the possibilities. The living and dead won’t be able to penetrate the walls at the Pelley compound.” 
 
    “The vikings had built a wall and still couldn’t stop the living.” Hank interjected. 
 
    “They kept the dead outside those walls almost since day one.” Eric fired back. “If they had guns they could have fought back against those bandits.” 
 
    “There were too many of them. We wouldn’t have stood a chance.” Hank’s voice raised above Eric’s.  
 
    “You don’t know that, Hank. Maybe if we had guns we could have stopped them.” Sasha’s voice was timid. She recoiled in anticipation of Hank’s backlash. 
 
    Hank stopped his horse suddenly and buried his head into the creatures mane. “I couldn’t stop them.” He let out a defeated cry before sobbing into the mane. Sasha reached out for Hank, but she was still too hurt to make contact. Eric watched them both struggle with the burden of the tremendous loss that they had witnessed. Death’s cold clutches would find a way to choke the life out of every last living person one way or another. If the roamers didn’t find a way to sink their teeth into your flesh they would manage to take down a loved one. The toll of this world added up quickly and eventually it would become too much to bear for anyone. “I don’t understand why this happened.” 
 
    “People have gone mad from the stress of trying to survive. It can happen to any one of us.” Sasha tried to console Hank. She gave Eric a quick glance, she was looking to him for support. 
 
    “I’ve seen it happen. People will do whatever it takes to survive.” Eric remembered what Frank had done to keep his family safe. “They will take what they need from you to keep their loved ones safe. That’s all any of us can do anymore.” Eric was finally beginning to understand why Frank had worked with Pharmakon. Eric didn’t know if he could ever forgive him, but he could comprehend his actions now.  
 
    They reached the fork in the road faster than Eric had expected. It was only a few more kilometres to reach the Pelley compound from her and the road was flat. The path was enclosed by snow covered trees and clouds had begun to creep in overhead. The sun’s bright rays were no longer piercing into Eric’s vision and he was finally able to look at the snow-clad ground without squinting.               
 
    Eric’s heart jumped into his chest when he saw it. Footprints through the snow leading towards the cabin. “We have to get a move on.” Eric shouted as he urged his hoarse to a gallop. Eric couldn’t tell how many of those dead freaks had past here, there were so many footprints scattered throughout the snow. 
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    The floor was cold against Dana’s back. She reached her hand out and pulled herself up using the cabinet door. Her head was still muddled, but her vision was more stable. The pain in her stomach hadn’t gotten any better. She checked the bandage, it was soaked with sweat and blood. Dana looked through the first aid kit and gathered everything she needed to change her bandage. The old gauze fell off rather easily. The area around the stitches didn’t look as bad as she remembered; the skin was still red and swollen but there was very little puss oozing out of the wound. Dana grabbed another capsule and chocked it down, whatever it was it had helped with the infection. 
 
    “Eric.” Dana shouted out. She had no idea where he could have went. She placed fresh gauze over the wound and wrapped the bandage around her torso. Using safety pins to secure the bandage in place, Dana felt the pressure against the sore wound. She opened the bathroom door and leaned against the wall. Her breath was laboured and she struggled to walk. Using the wall for support she made her way to the stairs at the end of the hallway. The old wooden stairs were surprisingly sturdy. The banister easily took her weight without creaking. She slowly eased herself down each step with extreme caution; she couldn’t afford to put herself through anymore pain. The landing opened into a wide-open living room. Dana could hear the tiny crackle of wood burning in a fireplace against the outside wall. A pile of wood lay in between the stove and a long chesterfield. The floor boards appeared to be brand new and recently stained. Dana figured that this cabin had been renovated just before the apocalypse.  
 
    Dana made her way across the room without having to hold the wall for stability. She cursed herself for leaving the antibiotics upstairs. Eric could run upstairs and grab them for her once he got back. She grabbed the smallest log she could find and placed it on top of the red hot coals. The wood crackled instantly and quickly ignited, the flames engulfing the log. Dana placed another log in the fire and fell back into the couch. The wool had retained the heat from the fire and Dana enjoyed the coziness as she sank into the fabric. Heat radiated from the fire and Dana started to doze off, drifting into a comfortable sleep. 
 
    A loud knock at the door startled Dana. Screams for help could be heard on the other side of the door. One of the voices sounded familiar; she had heard those screams before. Dana pushed herself up and raced towards the door. 
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    Eric bounced around in the saddle as the horse galloped down the road. He didn’t dare look back in fear of falling, but he could hear the clip clopping of the other horse as it struggled to keep up. Fallen corpses lay in the snow alongside the road. Dark puddles of blood and severed body parts stained the pristine snowfall. The snow had been trampled flat. There must have been hundreds of those creatures chasing their prey down this road. The wall surrounding the Pelley compound came into view as Eric made the turn. Thirty or more zombies had gathered just outside the closed gate.  
 
    The stallion reared itself at the smell of the rotten flesh, Eric fell out of the saddle and barely managed to catch himself as he fell. Eric reached out and grabbed the stirrups to brace himself before he crashed into the ground. A sharp pain shot up Eric’s back as he landed hard against the frozen dirt road. The hooves of the beast nearly crashed down on top of him before it changed directions abruptly as it sped off into the forest. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Hank and leapt down from his horse and ran over to help Eric back to his feet.                
 
    Eric couldn’t believe what he was seeing. The zombies were acting unlike he had ever seen. They had swarmed the gate, but they weren’t trying to break it down with mindless effort and relentless pressure. They were trying to climb over it by forming a pyramid using their rotting corpses. A single zombie paced back and forth, growling at the pack like a wolf. If that dead corpse had been by itself it could have been easily mistaken as a living person who had recently turned. The creature’s eyes had the same cold, dead stare of any zombie, but its flesh hadn’t started to decay yet. The figure below stood head and shoulders above any decrepit being that Eric had ever seen. In his past life the man must have been a body builder. His hulking muscles had shown very little of the side effects that death normally caused. 
 
    “Do…. Do you see that?” Eric was puzzled. That alpha zombie seemed to have the herd organized. 
 
    Hank helped Sasha down from the saddle. They both walked over and knelt down next to Eric. “We’ve seen it before. We didn’t believe it either.” Hank gripped his pickaroon in his left hand and pointed down at the creature. “We have to kill that one right away. If not they will become too much to handle.” 
 
    “They overwhelmed a group of us fleeing from St. Anthony.” Sasha interjected. “They cut us off and it was like they had set up an ambush. They waited for us just off the side of the only clear path. Only a handful of us made it through.” 
 
    Eric couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “How?” 
 
    “I still don’t understand it. Maybe its evolution.” Hank stood up. “We best get down there before they get over that wall.” Hank turned to Sasha and handed her a 9mm pistol. “You watch our backs. We can’t say for sure we are alone.” 
 
    This new threat of the evolved zombie worried Eric. They had been able to outsmart the mindless corpses with ease, but now they would have to be alert at all times. Eric grasped the fire axe in his hand and charged for the alpha zombie. The zombie had been an experiment in the laboratory of Pharmakon. It was still wearing the green hospital gown with their logo embroidered into the fabric over the chest. The creature’s bare legs and feet seemed to resist frostbite and rigor mortis. Once Eric was close enough for the creature to pick up his scent, its heard jerked towards him and its dead gaze locked onto his. Its head tilted to the side and it appeared to be studying Eric’s movements. A low growl from the creatures throat turned into a deep groan. The evil creature started to bark like a dog and the zombies behind him stopped trying to climb the wall and began to shamble towards Eric.  
 
    “They’re too many of them.” Eric stopped dead in his tracks. “We need to kill that creature now.” 
 
    The zombies staggered forward, their decrepit limbs cracking with every step. The alpha zombie continued to bark out his deep, gargled growls in an effort to organize his troops. A small pack of zombies in the back started to distance themselves from the pack, lurching ahead of the main pack but veering off to the right. They were trying to flank Eric and Hank. “Eric, you need to shoot that thing now.” Hank grabbed Eric’s shoulder and tried to spin him around, but Eric sprinted forward with the fire axe in his hand. “God damn it Eric.” 
 
    Eric raced forward with the axe raised high above his head. The alpha zombie squared his shoulders to him. The creature’s milky, glazed eyes followed Eric’s every move and it moved into a defensive posture, anticipating the killing blow. Eric used all of his might to swing the axe straight down into the freak’s skull, but the alpha raised its arms to shield the blow. The creature’s hand clasped the handle and stopped the blade just as it sank into its skull. The zombie let out an angry howl. Eric tried to pull the axe back but he struggled against the tremendous strength of the dead behemoth. The beast pushed Eric down to the ground and as he fell Eric barely managed to rip the axe from its death grip. With surprising coordination the alpha pounced down towards Eric. Rolling to his left Eric barely managed to escape the snapping jaws. Swinging the axe blindly towards the creature Eric felt the blade sink into soft flesh.  
 
    Looking on in horror, Eric watched bright red blood trickle down the head of the axe, the blade lodged into the creatures ribs. A pounding sound approached Eric from behind, but he couldn’t take his eyes of the spectacle taking place in front of him. The creature stood tall and removed the axe from its side, tossing the weapon out of reach behind him. Eric started to crawl back on his elbows away from the alpha zombie, but he couldn’t move fast enough. The creature was far too coordinated and it caught Eric by surprise, the creature easily closing the gap within seconds. Suddenly, the creatures head jerked up, looking at the source of the commotion headed their way. It raised its arms in defence too late as the horse reared back, kicking its hooves into its chest, sending it toppling backwards. Sasha sat on top of the mighty stallion with the straps gripped firmly in her hands guiding the horse to trample over the fallen beast. Eric could hear the bones crunching and cracking underneath the hooves. The zombie let out a low rumble as it dragged its body out of harm’s way. Sasha spun the horse around, but the alpha managed to avoid getting trampled by the horse. Eric got to his feet and used the distraction to pick the axe up from the snow-covered ground.  
 
    In all of the commotion the herd of zombies had closed the gap between them and were dangerously close, Eric could hear the snapping jaws and felt their dead eyes fixed upon him. Eric drove the axe down into the alpha zombie’s skull with all of his might and nearly lost control of the axe as it smashed into the creature’s skull. Eric was once again caught off guard by the alpha zombie. The freaks skull was still solid and intact. Eric let go of the axe and let it topple to the ground still buried into the zombie’s skull. Sasha reached her hand down and helped Eric jump up on the horse just in time. Cold dead hands had reached out for the horse grabbing at its tail. The horse took off and sent two zombies crashing into the ground as it yanked them forward. 
 
    “Where did Hank go?” Eric wasn’t expecting Sasha to be his saviour, but he was still too worried about Dana to express his gratitude. 
 
    Sasha guided the horse around the wall of the Pelley complex, out of sight of the pack of roaming zombies. “He’s finding us a way over that wall.” Sasha pointed to a tree that had grown next to towering wall. Hank had climbed up and sat atop the wall waving at Eric and Sasha, ushering them towards him. “The fence is secure for now and we can regroup inside.” Sasha guided the horse to the base of the tree. Eric reached out and used a low lying branch to pull himself up. 
 
    “Where are you going to leave the horse?” Eric said, not wanting to leave the animal tied to a tree. 
 
    “I’ll draw the zombies away from the fence and you can open the gate for me and close it once I’m inside.” Sasha pulled the reins and galloped off towards the shambling herd. 
 
    Eric watched as Sasha rushed towards the pack of dead corpses. The scent of them was enough to distract the mindless freaks away from the fence. Their decrepit bones carried them awkwardly towards her. It would take several minutes for them to get far enough away from the gate to safely open it. Eric didn’t have time to wait around. “I’m going to go check on Dana. You get the gate.” Eric barked out an order. 
 
    Hank glared back at Eric, not impressed by Eric’s assertive nature. He shook his head. Hank stood his ground for a moment before turning to head towards the gate without speaking a word. Eric didn’t know why he had acted so aggressively. He reacted without thinking. He didn’t have time to apologize for that now. He turned around and headed straight for the cabin. He could see the sun glaring off the large window, blocking his view of the living room. He raced towards the door, sucking in the ice-cold air deep into his lungs trying to catch his breath. As he approached the cabin, three dark silhouettes could be seen in the window. Eric took out his revolver and pulled the hammer back. He had locked the door when he left, but he didn’t have time to pick the lock to get back in. Running full speed, Eric rammed his shoulder into the door. It burst open and Eric fell into the wall inside the porch.  
 
    “Eric.” Dana called out from inside the living room. 
 
    Eric saw two men standing between himself and Dana. He didn’t have time to think clearly. His instinct to defend his wife took over. He raised the gun and fired a shot into the back of the knee of an assailant. The man collapsed to the floor, screaming in agony and holding his knee. The other man spun around just in time to catch a bullet in the stomach. The bearded man clutched his stomach, a deep red blotch forming under his hand. Eric looked into the man’s deep blue eyes in horror as he recognized the victim.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHT:
UNDERCOVER 
 
      
 
      
 
    Warrant Smith walked down the road straight towards the court house steps, his weapon drawn and raised in front of his face. He held it by the barrel, ready to surrender. He knew he could have set up an ambush, but he would never escape with everyone alive. He wasn’t ready to risk their lives just yet. He just needed to buy Byrne some time to organize a rescue mission. He placed a lot of responsibility on the young private, but he had faith that he would carry out his orders without failure. He had shown great determination and tremendous instinct both during his training and since the outbreak, proving to be a reliable and capable soldier. 
 
    The older man was leading the shackled prisoners up the concrete stairs. The bikers with the guns were following closely behind. The short haired woman was standing alone at the bottom of the steps. She turned around to head back to the ambulance when she finally noticed him approaching. 
 
    “Intruder!” She pulled a 9 mm out of the front of her jeans and pointed towards Warrant Smith.  
 
    Warrant Smith knew she had no formal training or any real experience holding that weapon; her posture and stance screamed amateur. He wanted to laugh, but he didn’t want to anger the woman, who seemed to be burning a very short fuse. “I surrender.” He stopped approaching and placed his weapon on the road before taking a few paces back. One of the guards had joined her, his movements mimicked those of a seasoned soldier. The bikers face was covered by a blue kerchief tied across his face just below his eyes. His leather vest had a dark, greasy stain that ran all the way down to his black jeans. The male biker took the lead. Once he reached the gun, he kicked it far across the street well out of reach. “I surrender.” The warrant repeated. 
 
    The biker rammed the butt of his assault rifle into Smith’s gut, driving the wind out of his body. The biker tried to force him to the ground, but years of training took over and Warrant Smith reacted, his survival instinct taking over. He caught the outstretched arm of his attacker by the wrist and drove his shoulder into the man’s armpit. Using deadly force he moved his right arm and applied tremendous pressure to the man’s elbow. The assailant tried to protect his arm by kneeling down with the pressure, but warrant Smith used his shoulder to hold him up. A loud pop echoed through the cold night air as the elbow popped out of its socket. The man cried out in agony as Warrant Smith flipped him over his shoulder and pinned him to the ground.  
 
    Warrant Smith felt the cold barrel of a gun press against the back of his neck. “Raise your hands above your head.” The woman’s voice rang in his ear, the gun was firmly pressed into his neck. He had misjudged the woman’s ability to handle the weapon. She showed no fear of using it against him. He raised his arms in compliance, already regretting his actions. He should have let them capture him without resistance. Now they would be more likely to take swift action against him. He just shortened Private Byrnes window of opportunity to organize a rescue mission. 
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    Tina heard a lot of shouting and loud bangs outside of the room she had been confined to. A few times the wall rattled, as she heard heavy crashing on the floor and pained cries. Tina felt her chest tighten with fear. She crept into the far corner and slumped down against the wall. Panic and anxiety made her heart race and her stomach churned with anticipation. She expected the door to burst open any second and Ted would be there to finish what he started. 
 
    The door shook violently from the other side. Tina cowered her head into her chest. She could feel the room closing in on her, she felt like a caged animal with nowhere to go. She had nothing to defend herself with and each passing moment her ability to break away from her fear faded. A loud bang erupted as the drywall split alongside the door, white dust scattering across the floor, landing near Tina’s feet. She closed her eyes and covered her ears trying to block out the world. She tried her best to catch her breath but sucked in tiny gasps of air, making her hyperventilate. 
 
    When the door creaked open, she could hear metal chains clattering off the floor. “Get in there.” A gruff voice bellowed. A woman was crying and a man was trying to comfort her. “I’ll be just outside that door so don’t try anything stupid.” The door slammed shut. 
 
    “Tina?” A familiar voice echoed in Tina’s head. “It’s okay.” Tina was still afraid that if she opened her eyes Ted would be towering over her, staring at her with that evil glare. “Tina, I am going to get us out of here.” Tina started to rock back and forth, shaking her head back and forth slowly at first but more rapidly as the tension inside her body mounted. She felt a hand on her shoulder, she instinctively slapped it away. “Tina, you’re going to be safe now.”  
 
    “Go away.” Tina muttered over and over, rocking faster now. She was having a panic attack. “Get away!” She started to scream the words now. “Leave me alone!” She cried out frantically. 
 
    “Tina, it’s Warrant Smith.” 
 
    Tina opened her eyes as a flood of relief washed over her body. His lip was busted open and one eye already swollen shut. His light blonde hair was full of dirt and gyprock, his clothing had been ripped and torn. He looked to be in worse shape than her, but she felt secure now that he was in the room. She wanted to hug him, but she was exhausted from fear. She felt a warm tear roll down her swollen check. Warrant Smith wiped the tear away with a rough finger. 
 
    “Tina, I’m going to get us out of here.” Jack and Stella stood behind him, Stella had her face buried into her husband’s chest.  
 
    “How did they catch you?” Tina felt the fear creeping back. 
 
    “They didn’t catch me. I’m here on purpose. I have a plan.” 
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    Private Byrne slowly made his way back to the rendezvous point to retrieve his small pack and the radio. The moon had disappeared behind the clouds now making it easier to stay hidden, but more difficult to navigate through the dense cluster of trees. The wind had swept a blanket of snow over the tree branches he had used to cover the bag, but some of the camouflage pattern poked out from beneath the white blanket. He checked the top pouch and found his smokes. Luckily the snow hadn’t gotten his belongings wet. Warrant Smith’s bag was hung in the tree, but he wouldn’t have seen it if he didn’t know to look for it there. Byrne hauled it down from the branch and found all of the warrant’s things were still dry. “Smart bastard,” Byrne muttered to himself as he lit a cigarette. He took the walkie-talkie out of the bag and turned the frequency to the encrypted channel. “Alpha tango, this is bravo whisky. I need an evac. Over.” 
 
    A few moments of static echoed over the radio. Byrne let go of the button to curse at them. “Alpha tango, this is bravo whisky. Request permission to join the net.” 
 
    “Bravo whisky, this is alpha tango. Password required to enter the net.” 
 
    What a waste of time, Byrne hated radio procedure, but Warrant Smith demanded the network be secure, so he couldn’t blame the signals operator. “Juliet echo echo poppa.” Warrant Smith and his goddam jeep. Byrne was surprised they hadn’t gone back to Corner Brook to retrieve it yet. He knew it was only a matter of time before they did. 
 
    “Bravo whisky, you have entered the net.” 
 
    “I need an evacuation, stat.” Byrne could feel time slipping from his grasp and he could feel his blood pressure rising.  
 
    “Go ahead with your sit rep. Over.”  
 
    Byrne was glad that the operator was cutting him some slack. “Alpha Whisky has willingly become a hostage. We have three or four civilian hostages that require evac along with alpha whisky. Requisition tango delta for assistance.” 
 
    A few moments passed with no response before the static broke the silence. “Bravo whisky, this is tango delta. I’m sending you coordinates. Meet me there as soon as possible. The evacuation needs to take place before the assault.” 
 
    Byrne didn’t realize there had been an assault planned. The coordinates came in over the radio and he did his best to plot his points and find his bearing. If he was right, he would be meeting Sergeant Doucette on the outskirts of Grand Falls near the old school. Byrne headed back into the thick woods alone with his weapon slung over his neck and Warrant Smith’s side arm strapped to his leg. Once he entered the thick woods, he knelt down to light his cigarette. It made he feel uneasy knowing that an assault had been planned without his knowledge. If the warrant knew about it he certainly didn’t let on. He inhaled the smoke deep into his lungs and held his breath, savouring what could very well be his last dart. 
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    Warrant Smith felt his busted lip swelling and the pressure around his eye was building fast. He could barely see through it. He looked at Tina, her lip had been split open and her face was covered in deep yellow bruises. Her fingernails had blood embedded underneath and her knuckles were red and scraped up. “I wouldn’t want to see the other person.” Tina didn’t smile, her face had swollen so much maybe she couldn’t right now. It had been less than a day since Warrant Smith had last seen Tina, but she looked like she aged years since yesterday. “Who did this to you?” 
 
    Tina looked over towards the door. “It was Ted.” Her voice was a meager whisper. 
 
    Smith knew that Ted was dangerous and he wasn’t surprised at all that he had become violent.”Did he survive?” He pointed at her puffed up hands. 
 
    “I wasn’t able to kill him. The twins walked in and I lost my nerve. It was a mistake. Now he has them and I am too afraid to do anything.” Tina’s voice was barely audible, much too low for Jack or Stella to hear. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Jack said. 
 
    “Ted has the twins. We need to find them.” Tina spoke up. 
 
    “We need to get out of this city. They are going to kill us.” Jack spoke quickly. 
 
    “They won’t kill us. They need us to work for them.” Tina lowered her voice again. 
 
    “Nobody is going to die and we are going to find the twins. You guys have to trust me and keep yourselves ready to escape. When the sun rises, rescue will be on its way. We just have to stay in this room until then.” Warrant Smith did his best to remain calm, but he was starting to worry about finding the twins. He never expected them to be separated and he certainly hadn’t planned on getting himself captured without a weapon. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINE:
THE ONLY OPTION 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eric watched the blood ooze out from between Calvin’s fingers, droplets of blood falling to the floor. Craig grasped his knee and rolled around in a pool of his own blood. The colour vanished from Dana’s face and sweat rolled down her forehead. A look of sheer shock froze on her face as she looked at Eric. 
 
    “I...” Eric trailed off. He thought some of the Pelley’s men had come back. He truely believed that Dana was in danger. Calvin collapsed to the floor with a loud bang, his legs had turned to rubber. His hands fell to his sides as the life drained from his body. Blood bubbled out of the wound and puddled on his stomach before flowing down to the floor. “Calvin?” Eric rushed to his side and applied pressure to the wound. “Dana I need your help.”  
 
    Craig’s piercing cries filled the cabin as he writhed on the floor. 
 
    Dana bent down and used Calvin’s jacket to wipe away the blood. “The first aid kit is upstairs in the bathroom.” Dana pushed Eric’s hands away and started to apply pressure to the wound with a blanket that had been on the back of the chesterfield.  
 
    Eric turned to head upstairs and nearly slipped in the puddle of blood that had drained from the exit wound. Craig’s cries had turned to curses as he dragged himself across the floor, a trail of blood smeared across the floor behind him. “Dana, help Craig. Calvin’s dead.”Calvin was still drawing air into his lungs, but his chest was hardly moving anymore. 
 
    “You fucking shot me,” Craig screamed as he tried to get to his knees. “You piece of shit.” Craig’s hand slithered across the blood stained floor. He fell to his face as his hand slipped out from underneath him. 
 
    Eric used the railing to help pull himself up the stairs, his legs were failing him now. He stumbled down the hallway to the bathroom and grabbed the first aid kit. He looked down at the blood soaked bandage on the floor and the pills that were scattered over the vanity and floor. There wasn’t enough antibiotics for Dana and Craig. He would have to go out soon to get more. They were both going to need them if they wanted any chance of surviving this ordeal. Eric limped back down the hallway, his muscles cramping up with every step. Knots formed in his quadriceps and calf muscles tightened, making each step harder than the last. 
 
    Eric reached the landing and looked out over the living room. It was a bloody massacre. Calvin lay in a giant red puddle of vital fluids, his chest motionless. Dana and Craig were sitting on the couch, both of them as pale as ghosts. A torn piece of fabric was used as a tourniquet to slow the bleeding, but it wasn’t helping enough. Hank was stood above Calvin’s head, blood dripping from the end of the pickaroon. Dana noticed Eric standing on the steps and tilted her head towards him. “What the hell have you done?”  
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    Eric did his best clean the wound on Craig’s knee. Fragments of bone were buried in the flesh surrounding the exit wound. Dana had changed her bandage on her own and fell asleep after taking another pill. There were only three pills left now and Eric was sure Craig’s wound was going to get infected. Luckily, Craig had passed out with the pain; Eric couldn’t deal with his accusations anymore. It was a terrible mistake he had made, but he was only trying to protect Dana. Anyone in his position would have done the same thing. 
 
    Hank had dragged Calvin’s body outside after he made sure their friend wouldn’t be recruited into the army of the dead. Hank didn’t say anything but the look in his eyes clearly indicated his immense disappointment with Eric.  
 
    The door creaked open, Sasha walked in first followed by Hank. Sasha took off her jacket and laid it on the back of a kitchen chair. Her white tee-shirt was soaked with sweat and clung to her body. “Do you think there are any clothes in this place to fit me?” Sasha asked. 
 
    “Upstairs in the first room on the left. Please be quite. Dana is asleep.” Eric avoided making eye contact with Hank.               
 
    “Get that fire going, I’m chilled to the bone,” Sasha said as she walked upstairs. 
 
    Eric didn’t know if he’d make it back to the couch if he got up, his legs felt like cinder blocks. “Do you mind taking care of that for me Hank?” Eric pretended he was too busy tending to Craig’s wound to get up, he was nearly done now. 
 
    Hank tossed a few logs on the fire. The dry wood crackled and burst into flames in seconds. Hank placed another hunk of wood on the fire, the burning hot coals hungry for more fuel. “What the hell is going on with you?” Hank kept his back turned to Eric. 
 
    Eric wanted to defend his actions, but he didn’t know what to say. His confidence had been rattled today and he was afraid to react so quickly; it had cost two people their lives already. He sat on the couch, struggling to find the words to say. “I did it to keep Dana safe.” 
 
    Hank used a metal poker to move the logs around. “I understand why you thought you needed to protect her, but that doesn’t explain why you did it.” Hank lodged the head of the iron poker under a log, propping it up to let the flames heat up the metal. “I mean, you could have issued a warning or something before firing at them. Isn’t that what cops are supposed to do?” 
 
    Even though Eric knew Hank was right, he was still offended. “You don’t understand what we’ve been though.” 
 
    “We have all been through some crazy shit lately if you haven’t noticed.” Hank interrupted. 
 
    “I meant here, at this cabin.” Eric didn’t want things to escalate between them so he tried his best to remain calm. “The Pelleys had just left these cabins yesterday in a hurry because of us. When I opened the door I thought some of them were back.” 
 
    “You killed Calvin and maimed Craig on nothing more than a hunch.” Hank’s tone was judgemental. 
 
    “I would stop at nothing to protect her.”  
 
    “That’s the problem Eric, there’s nothing you wouldn’t do. There has to be a limit, but I’m afraid you don’t understand that anymore.” Hank stared into the fire as he played with the poker. 
 
    “You do whatever you have to do to survive.” Eric tried to explain his actions. 
 
    Hank hauled the metal poker out of the fire. “What about Jarvik?” He shoved the red hot metal inches away from Eric’s face. “Was he standing in your way? Was he threatening you?” Hank screamed at Eric.  
 
    Eric could feel the scorching heat from the metal on his cheek. Eric thought about reaching for his revolver, but he knew he wouldn’t be able to act quickly enough if Hank wanted to make a move. “That was a mistake, I never even seen him in the crowd.” Eric was telling the truth, he never sensed that Jarvik was so close. “You have to realize I never meant for any of this to happen.” Eric was sincere.  
 
    “I realize that you’re out of control. I don’t think you can handle this world anymore.” Hank raised the poker above his head and held it there for a split second. Eric didn’t hesitate to defend himself. 
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    Dana was startled from her sleep by loud screaming and a loud commotion downstairs. She tried to sit up to fast, sending a sharp, stabbing pain through her midsection. She grabbed her stomach and felt the bandage had gotten wet. She threw back the covers expecting to see blood, but there wasn’t any. Her white shirt was soaked in sweat, but nothing else had stained the white gauze. Dana could hear Eric shouting and a woman screaming. She swung her legs out of the bed and moved as quickly as she could down the hallway. 
 
    A loud thud rocked the walls of the cabin and the sound of shattering glass echoed up the stairway. “Stop it. You’re going to kill him.” Dana was close enough now to recognize Sasha’s voice. She rushed down the stairs too quickly and nearly missed a step, she barely managed to catch herself on the rail.  
 
    Dana reached the bottom of the stairs to find Eric and Hank tangled up with each other on the floor. Sasha was trying to separate them, but they were both determined to win this fight. “What the hell is going on?” Dana pleaded for them to stop, but no one seemed to hear her. Eric managed to block a left punch thrown by Hank but couldn’t avoid the next blow landing on the back of his head. Eric managed to roll Hank over, sending him crashing into the side of the fireplace. Flaming embers rattled out of the fireplace and scattered across the floor, igniting the couch. Sasha kicked the smouldering embers back towards the fireplace trying to contain the fire. Dana ran towards the couch to try and put out the flame before the cabin burned to the ground. 
 
    “Eric, stop this.” Dana shouted at her husband as he lunged at Hank, driving his shoulder into Hank’s gut. Hank managed to catch Eric by the arm and drag him down to the floor with him. Both men struggled to gain the upper hand. Eric managed to pin Hank to the floor for a second before Sasha clubbed Eric in the back with the metal poker. Eric fell face first into the ground and Hank jumped on his back and locked Eric in a headlock. “Hank don’t do this.” Dana watched as her husband’s face started to turn bright red.  
 
    “Dana.” Eric strained to call out as he reached out for her.  
 
    “Dana?” Hank looked up at Dana and immediately let Eric go. He stared at her with his jaw wide open and a distraught expression on his face. “You’re bleeding.” Hank rushed to her side and eased her back onto the couch. 
 
    Eric quickly got to his feet and knelt down in front of Dana, lifting her shirt to reveal the blood oozing out from behind the bandage. “What happened?” Eric asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I woke up and ran downstairs.” The heat from the smouldering fabric singed her legs through her jeans.  
 
    Sasha gathered the contents of the first aid kit that had spilled over the floor during the scuffle and rushed to join them. “She probably ripped a stitch if there’s that much blood.”  
 
    Eric ripped the bandage off in one swift motion. There was so much blood that they couldn’t tell where it was coming from. The wound reeked of infection and the red fluid was so dark it was nearly purple. Sasha used a handful of gauze to soak up the blood and revealed the torn thread and a flap of skin hanging open. “You’re going to be fine, I just have to stitch you back up.” Eric tried to reassure Dana, but she wasn’t feeling confident. The adrenaline was wearing off now and she could feel herself becoming light headed from the loss of blood. 
 
    “Sasha, find the needle and thread. We don’t have much time.” Hank picked up a small piece of wood from the floor. “You’re going to want to bite down on this.” Hank passed Dana the piece of wood. Sasha found the needle and thread, holding it out for Hank but Eric took it from her. “You know what you’re doing?” 
 
    “You can trust me,” Eric said. “We don’t have time to argue, just hold her down.” Hank applied a lot of pressure to Dana’s shoulders holding her against the couch. “It will only take a few stitches Dana, just try not to move.” Eric went to work with the needle and thread. Dana felt a sharp pinch as Eric pierced the skin around the wound. He pulled the thread through and it instantly stained red. Dana resisted the urge to squirm as best she could and Hank’s tight grip did the rest of the work for her. “Sasha, can you clean up some of this blood? I can’t see very well.” Sasha did her best to wipe away the blood as Eric closed the wound. “Almost done dear. Just another couple of passes.” Dana could barely feel the needle passing through her flesh anymore. Her entire abdomen had gone numb from the overload of pain. Eric worked quickly to seal the wound and tied the thread into a knot once he was finished.” He gave her a loving squeeze. “I thought I was going to lose you.” 
 
    Dana squeezed him back and buried her face in his neck, giving him a gentle kiss. “I love you, Eric.” Dana didn’t want to think about all of the horrible things that had happened. All she wanted to do was stay in this cabin forever, but things had a way of not working out in this world. The dead would never allow them to rest. 
 
    “She needs antibiotics,” Hank said. 
 
    “We have some, but not enough.” Eric responded quickly. “Craig’s going to need them, too. We don’t have enough for Dana, let alone the two of them. We are going to have to go into Deer Lake and find some.” 
 
    “You are in no shape to do that.” Hank stood up, a trickle of blood ran down from his nose. “I will go, I can get around a lot faster by myself. Sasha can keep an eye on the gate. You two need to get some rest. I can’t have you running around like a lunatic killing people.” Dana couldn’t tell if he was trying to make a joke or if Hank was serious. She could tell by the expression on Eric’s face that he didn’t find it one bit funny. 
 
    “I can go with you.” Eric slowly stood up. Dana could see his leg muscles cramping through his jeans. His quadricep muscle was twitching. Eric’s face was strained as he fought to hide the pain. 
 
    “Eric you can’t leave me again. I need you to stay, please.” Dana knew that she couldn’t let Eric go back out there right now. He was exhausted, both physically and mentally. 
 
    “I need to make sure that you get those antibiotics. I need to make sure Craig gets them too. He can’t die.” Eric sounded remorseful. After everything that happened to him since the outbreak, he still couldn’t allow anyone else to take the lead. He would always be a police officer first. It was his duty to protect others. 
 
    “God damn it Eric. You can’t leave me. You need to trust Hank. He is perfectly capable of getting those pills without your help.” Dana saw the look of disappointment in Eric’s eyes and it made her cringe. She never meant to insult Eric, but she was afraid he took her words the wrong way. “I need your help. I need you to stay with me. You have to realize that it’s okay to let others help you.” 
 
    “It looks like the only option I have would be to stay. I’m counting on you, Hank. I need your help.” Eric asked for help.  
 
    Hank nodded his head. “I won’t be gone long. I think I know exactly where to look.” Hank walked over and put his arm around Sasha. “Check around to see if you can find any food for the horse. I won’t be gone long.” 
 
    “You’re going out there on foot?” Sasha asked. 
 
    “I won’t be leaving these walls, I’m sure there will be a stash of drugs at Aaron’s shack,” Hank said. 
 
    “Who’s Aaron and why do you think there will be a stash of drugs in his shack?” Eric didn’t sound very impressed. 
 
    Hank laughed. “Everyone got their drugs from the Pelley’s. Just because I’m a famous actor doesn’t mean that I got my drugs anywhere special. Aaron has been my friend for years. He has something for everyone.” 
 
    “You are a real piece of work Hank MacDonald.” Eric muttered. 
 
    “I told you to trust me,” Hank said, as he left the room. 
 
    Dana knew that Eric’s pride was suffering far worse than his physical body, but he wasn’t able to keep going at this pace anymore. If he went out again, he probably wouldn’t come back to her. He needed to get some food into his stomach and some rest for his muscles. He would also need some time to get over the mistakes he had made recently, but he would never be able to forget what he had done. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TEN:
PLAN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Byrne walked through the woods, enjoying cigarette after cigarette. He inhaled deeply with every puff, savouring the bitter hickory taste. The moon had disappeared behind the clouds making it easy to stay concealed in the dark forest. The snow crunched underneath his combat boots and the smoke clouded his vision, but he felt confident he was on the right path.  
 
    “Hands above your head.” A voice from the darkness demanded. 
 
    Byrne spun around towards the source of the command and raised his rifle, but he couldn’t see anything. He refused to drop his cigarette. It dangled in his mouth. 
 
    “He said put them up.” This time the voice was much lower and rougher.  
 
    Byrne started to turn when he thought he saw a flash of movement between the trees. He stopped and waited. He could hear the crunch of snow in the distance, but whoever was stalking him remained in the shadows. 
 
    “You don’t know who you’re messing with.” Byrne yelled out. 
 
    “I know you’re some dumb shit private that doesn’t have any common sense.” The rough voice sounded much closer now. Byrne gave up on trying to spot anything in front of him and started to turn. He bumped into a solid object and nearly fell over. “You have a lot to learn, Byrne.” Byrne looked up at Sgt Doucette. He wasn’t very tall, but he was as broad as any man Byrne had ever met. Doucette reached out his hand to help Byrne get to his feet. 
 
    “How do you know who I am?” Byrne asked, taking the sergeants outreached hand. 
 
    “You have earned yourself quite the reputation, young man, but you’re still just a stupid private.” Doucette yanked Byrne to his feet. 
 
    Byrne’s shoulder nearly came straight out of its socket. He rubbed it with his hand to try and get the feeling back in it. “How’d you find me? Were you waiting for me to pass by or something?” 
 
    Doucette had a scowl on his face. “You had a burning cigarette dangling from your lips this whole time. We spotted you coming from hundreds of metres away. Light can carry extreme distances in conditions like this. Like I said, kid, you have a lot to learn.” 
 
    Byrne felt his face flush and he wanted to crawl into a hole and bury himself in the snow to get away from the snickers. “It won’t happen again.” Byrne responded the way he had been trained to respond when a superior teaches you a lesson. 
 
    “Knock that shit off boy, we got more important stuff to deal with than following proper procedure. What’s your first name anyway.” 
 
    “It’s Gilbert. What’s yours, sergeant?” Gilbert watched three other soldiers appear from the darkness. They all had their balaclava’s covering their faces. Only their eyes and lips poked out from behind the dark green masks. 
 
    “You have to earn that, kid. Until then you can call me Doucette or sergeant.” Doucette turned towards the approaching soldiers. “Did you find it?” 
 
    “We did, it was right where you said it be.” A soldier wearing the corporal rank answered. “Gaudett and Abbott are trying to get it open now.” 
 
    “You left those two idiots to take care of it.” Doucette laughed. “You may as well have waited for the metal to rust away.” 
 
    “What did you guys find?” Byrne was confused. He didn’t understand what they were talking about. 
 
    “We found the old entrance to the sewer system. It’s going to lead us to just about anywhere we want to go in Grand Falls,” Doucette said, proudly. “So all I need from you is the building where they’re holding the warrant.” 
 
    “They took him into the courthouse, and I believe that’s where he is being held.” Byrnes wasn’t sure, but he didn’t want to waste time. If the warrant was taken somewhere else they would need time to find him. 
 
    “All right troops, let’s get a move on.” Doucette started to lead his troops into the woods. 
 
    Byrne quickly followed. “How do you know where to go?” 
 
    “Before I joined the army I was an engineer, I helped repair the sewers below the town of Grand Falls. Most of the signage should still be down there and I know my way around like the back of my hand. We will be at the courthouse before you.” Doucette had a sly look on his face. For the first time Byrne noticed a scar that ran from Doucette’s lip to his nostril. 
 
    “You mean before we know it.” Byrne asked. 
 
    “No, I meant what I said. You’re not going with us. We need eyes on ground level. Since you already know your way around.” Doucette handed Byrne a pair of night vision binoculars. “You can be our eyes.” Byrne stopped dead in his tracks while the rest of the troops slowly disappeared into the darkness of the woods. “Make contact with me once you have the courthouse scouted.” Doucette blended into the woods leaving Byrne by himself. 
 
    Byrne reached into his pant pocket, he hauled out his cigarettes, and opened the pack. “Fucking bullshit,” Byrne muttered to himself as he stared at his last fag. 
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    Heavy footsteps could be heard just outside the door. The room had fall deathly quiet, everyone dreadfully waiting for the door to swing open. Warrant Smith stood up tall and ushered everyone behind him, he was willing to do whatever it took to keep everyone safe. Jack stood just behind the warrant, placing his hand on his shoulder. “You don’t have to do this alone,” Jack said. 
 
    “I know, but I can handle this.” Smith placed his hand on top of Jack’s. “You keep them safe if something goes wrong.” The footprints continued pacing back and forth, almost in a rhythmic fashion. The floor boards creaked underneath the weight of the person outside. “I think we are going to be fine for now. The guard outside probably got bored standing in one place.” Warrant Smith knew exactly what the sentry was doing. He had done it himself a countless number of times. 
 
    “Are you sure?” Stella questioned. 
 
    “Well, he’s either bored or his feet hurt,” Smith said, with confidence.  
 
    “It’s just a matter of time before they come get us. This place is well organized and they aren’t going to keep us in here forever.” Tina held her chin against her chest and grasped her hands underneath he legs as she sat on the floor. Her eye was swollen completely shut now and her lips were cracked all over. They had all been in this room for hours now without water or food and it was taking its toll on them. “We will all have jobs.” 
 
    Stella started to use her fingers to try and pry apart the plywood boards covering the walls. “They brought us here to help make drugs.” She started to pull with all of her might. Her fingernails pulled back and nearly ripped off as she struggled with a board. 
 
    “Jesus Christ Stella, what are you doing?” Jack knelt down and pulled Stella’s hands into his own. Blood trickled out from underneath her torn fingernails. “It won’t be so bad.” 
 
    “I’m not doing this.” Stella tried to pull away from Jack, but he wouldn’t let go. “I can’t become a part of this. I should have died back at the cabin.” 
 
    “Don’t say that.” Jack was clearly frustrated. “You can’t give up.” 
 
    Stella refused to look at her husband, turning her head back towards the loose board. “I need to end this.” Stella kicked the wall. 
 
    “Stella stop,” Jack pleaded with his wife. “We aren’t going to get out of here through there.” 
 
    “I know that.” Stella sobbed as she kicked the wall again, rocking the stud behind the plywood boards. 
 
    The door burst open and the guard rushed into the room with his weapon raised. “Stop that now.” The man barked, his face covered by a black mask with a silver skull painted on it. The eyeholes were covered with a dark tinted visor and his neck was covered in black with a single bar of silver paint running up the middle. 
 
    Warrant Smith tried to cut the man off, but the sentry smashed the barrel of the gun into the side of his head, sending the warrant tumbling to the floor. His vision filled with stars that danced around. Before Smith could steady himself on his elbows, the man rammed his steel toe boot into Smith’s diaphragm knocking the wind out of him. The brutal force of the blow slammed Smith against the wall. He could feel the vibrations from Stella thrashing against the wall. Jack tried desperately to stop her, but he couldn’t wrap his arms around her long enough to prevent her outburst. She flailed her limbs wildly against the wall. 
 
    “Stop.” The guard barked one last time without warning. He grabbed Jack by the collar and flung him backwards with ease. Once he placed his bear-like paws on Stella she stopped suddenly and turned to face her captor. 
 
    “Let her go!” Jack bellowed at the masked man. 
 
    Stella stared at the man with a wild look in her eyes for what seemed like an eternity. Warrant Smith rolled onto his knees, but he couldn’t find the strength to intervene. His face was turning deep red with a lack of oxygen. Stella spat in the guards face. He laughed at her attempt and wiped the spit with his gloved hand. “You’re a fighter. We may have use for you yet.” The brute turned his head towards Jack and sized him up. “We don’t have any use for you.” He let out a hearty chuckle as he raised his weapon back up and pulled the trigger. 
 
    BANG 
 
    Jack’s head rocked back violently and a wet thud echoed off the wall behind him. His left eye disappeared behind the nasty red wound that opened up. Jack stood tall with a shocked look etched permanently on his face, his mouth left gaping with the words that would remain with him. Stella pounded her fists against the man’s chest, the Kevlar vest absorbing her blows with ease. “It was supposed to be me.” She shrieked.  
 
    Warrant Smith sucked in a deep gush of air, the colour slowly returning to his face. He managed to get up on one knee as the heinous guard dragged Stella out of the room by her messy hair. The door slammed shut and the studs rocked with the tremors from the sheer force. Tina remained in a ball on the floor, her head still buried in her chest as she started to rock back and forth again pulling at her hair. She was mumbling something over and over again under her breath. 
 
    “Tina.” Smith clutched his stomach with one hand, the pain slowly receding now. “Tina, we are going to get out of this.” He looked over at Jack who was somehow still standing. It took a minute to realize that Jack had fallen against the wall and was propped up by the dent in the wall he had made when he fell backwards. 
 
    Smith didn’t have time to get Tina to come around. He grabbed her by the wrist and slung her over his shoulder. He pulled Jack’s arm and let his body fall onto the floor. He timed the thud of the body with his kick as he sent his boot into the rotting boards of the old courthouse. A frigid breeze stung the open wound on his face as he pushed his way outside. The morning sun would be up soon. The clouds in the sky were lit up a brilliant hue of pink and orange. Hopefully private Byrne wouldn’t be too far away now. They headed out into the frigid morning air. His warm breath was visible and he could feel goosebumps popping out on his arms. 
 
    “Tina, can you walk?” Warrant Smith couldn’t get through to her. She stared blankly into the sky. “Shit.” The sound of footsteps could be heard approaching from around the old courthouse. Smith scooped Tina up, cradling her against his chest. Her limbs dangled uselessly from her body. “Tina can you hold on.” He dashed towards an alley between an old brick building and the town bank, it was the darkest place he could find. He nearly dropped Tina as he rushed into the alleyway. He placed her back down on her feet and braced her with his shoulder. He dragged her down the alley to the corner. Looking both ways down the street, he could see tire tracks on the road but didn’t see the vehicle that had left them behind. Car doors could be heard closing back in the direction of the courthouse, but the brick building obscured the view. 
 
    “Tina I need your help. I can’t carry you the whole way.” Tina didn’t respond, Smith couldn’t leave her behind, but he didn’t have much left in his tank. His lungs burned from exhaustion. The bruises on his ribs made it hurt to draw in deep enough breaths. “Come on.” Warrant Smith continued to drag Tina around the corner, her feet bouncing of the pavement as they ran past the front of the bank. A dull light could be seen in the offices of the bank. People were probably using them for their bedrooms and were just waking up. 
 
    The park was just across the street. It was wide open and it didn’t offer many places to hide, but the forest ran along the back of the old playground. Smith didn’t want to go further into town, the risk of getting caught was far too great. “Let’s go.” He slung Tina over his shoulder and carried her across the street, her legs bouncing off his stomach as he started to run. Short gasps of air was all Smith could get into his body, his muscles cramping up, making it difficult to run. They passed the large archway to the park and he followed the frozen dirt path through the middle of the park. A slide and swing set on his left side was dusted with snow and the monkey bars rested near the top of a small slope. 
 
    The sound of footprints pounding in the grass startled Smith, sending a rush of adrenaline coursing through his body. He knew he wouldn’t stand a chance in a straight-up fight, but if he could make it to the tree line he could use the terrain to his advantage. He was nearing the edge of the tree line, he could see the root sticking out of the ground, but he couldn’t lift his knee high enough. He tripped up in the root, crashing down onto the frozen stones and Tina fell out of his arms and rolled onto the grass. Warrant Smith turned around just in time to look up at his stalker. “You son of a bitch.” 
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    Warrant Smith’s shoulder dug into Tina’s abdomen as he carried her down the back alleys of Grand Falls. His boots hit the ground heavily, his breath becoming more laboured with every step. The sky was a brilliant array of pink and orange as the sun raised up to greet the clouds. Snowflakes drifted lazily in the wind and covered the tree’s in a blanket of white. The horizon bobbed up and down as Warrant Smith made his way towards the edge of the woods. 
 
    “Almost there.” Warrant Smith’s voice was resilient. Tina wanted to let a surge of happiness flow over her body, but she was expecting this beautiful scene to be ripped away from her at any moment. “Get me in touch with Sergeant Doucette now.” Tina didn’t know how she could possibly help with that request. 
 
    “Here.” A stranger’s voice startled Tina. 
 
    “Call off the assault now. We need to regroup.” Warrant Smith barked. Tina tried to see what was going on, but she didn’t have enough strength to lift her head up. She felt a warm blanket draped over her body as Warrant Smith eased her to the ground.  
 
    “Regroup?” A voice chimed in over the radio. 
 
    “Yes, we have a big problem. We are going to need backup.” Warrant Smith was agitated. “They’re here.” 
 
    A young man looked down at Tina with piercing blue eyes. He smiled to reveal yellow, tobacco stained teeth. His facial features seemed far to soft to belong to a soldier, but his eyes were stern and alert. “You’re going to be just fine, okay.” Private Byrnes scooped Tina up in his arms and headed towards the cover of the woods. Warrant Smith had trouble keeping up with them as he took deep breaths, nearly doubled over at the hip. He was beyond the point of exhaustion but refused to give up, his legs still finding the energy to take its next step. The comfort and warmth of the blanket should have let Tina to a sound sleep before she had time to discover what was happening. She was afraid that this was some cruel dream and she would wake up, stuck back in that room with Ted when her eyes would open again.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER ELEVEN:
THE FALLEN 
 
      
 
      
 
    The crackle of wood startled Dana out of her nightmare. Eric stood in front of the fireplace using the poker to move around the logs. “You should get some rest.” She tried to coax her husband back to the couch. She didn’t want to sit up, she was afraid that she would tear her stitches again. Her head was sank into a pillow and for the first time since she had gotten shot, she felt relaxed. The heat from the fireplace poured over her. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” Eric asked as he stared into the fire. 
 
    “I feel better, but my insides are on fire.” Dana couldn’t feel much besides the intense burning sensation in her abdomen.  
 
    “The pills are on the table. You should have another one. You need to get that infection under control.” Eric placed more wood on the fire. The cabin was already way to warm for Dana, but she figured she found it so uncomfortable because of her fever. She could feel the sweat rolling down her forehead, her shirt was damp and clinging to her body. 
 
    “Hank came through,” Dana said. “Where is he?” 
 
    Eric sat on the couch next to Dana’s feet. “Hank and Sasha left to meet up with the vikings. They should have been here by now.” Eric sounded worried. “You have plenty of pills now, but Craig is going to need a doctor soon. Hank thinks he is going to bleed out. I’ve changed his bandage twice already and the bleeding still hasn’t stopped.” 
 
    “Everything is going to be okay, Eric.” Dana tried to comfort him. 
 
    “I know everything will be okay for you, but I think it’s only a matter of time before Craig turns into one of those dead freaks,” Eric said. “I don’t want him to suffer because of me.” 
 
    Dana didn’t like the tone of her husband’s voice. “What are you trying to say, Eric?” Dana knew what he meant, but maybe if she could get him to say it out loud he would realize what he was thinking about was crazy.  
 
    “His fever is burning him up. He’s hot to the touch.” Eric placed his hand on Dana’s knee.  
 
    “Eric I had a fever too, but I’m fine. Craig will be too.” Dana tried to appeal to Eric’s compassionate side. “You can’t just put him down like a wounded animal.” 
 
    “I can’t let him turn,” Eric snapped. “I can’t risk it. What if he turns into one of those walking dead monsters and I’m not there to stop him.” 
 
    “Eric I can handle myself.” Dana defended herself. 
 
    “Dana you can hardly stay awake. You’re in no state to be left here alone.” Eric placed the poker into the fireplace.  
 
    “Then don’t leave me alone. Where do you have to run off to now?” Dana started to sob. “I need you to stay here with me.” 
 
    “We can’t stay here forever. We can’t block out the rest of the world.” Eric stood up. “We need to find my parents. I need to make sure Jason and Nick know where we are. We will need food soon. We have to prepare for the future.” 
 
    “You want to prepare for the future as you talk about ending Craig’s. This isn’t you Eric. You’re better than this.” Dana had to stop Eric from killing Craig. “You’ve made mistakes and I know that you wish you could take them back, but you can’t. All you can do is try your best to keep things together. If you kill Craig like this you won’t be able to forgive yourself.” 
 
    “I won’t be able to forgive myself for what I’ve done. I’ll carry that with me forever. That’s not what I’m worried about.” Eric stared off into the distance, a defeated look on his face. 
 
    “What could you be worried about, Eric?” Dana responded quickly. She was getting frustrated with her husband. He had always been a stubborn person, but her patience was wearing thin. She didn’t appreciate being left alone so often. 
 
    “I’m worried that Hank was right, that I would do anything to keep you alive,” Eric said, softly. 
 
    Dana didn’t understand why Eric was worried about keeping her alive. “Eric that doesn’t make any sense. I understand that you would do anything to keep me alive. What’s bothering you?” 
 
    “What if I do something so horrible that you stop loving me.” Eric lowered his head to his chest. “What happens then?” 
 
    A loud thump from upstairs interrupted Dana before she could respond. Eric stood up and grabbed the poker from the fire. “Eric wait, you don’t have to do this?” Dana blocked the stairway. “I can do it.” 
 
    Eric had a worried look on his face. “What if he’s turned? You’re in no shape to take him down. You could pull your stitches again.” 
 
    Eric was right but Dana couldn’t let her husband do this alone. “I can go with you.” 
 
    “Why? You don’t trust me.” Eric’s voice was harsh. 
 
    “I trust you. I just don’t want you to do it alone.” Dana tried to reason with Eric, but she could see the bitter look on his face. 
 
    “You want to make sure I don’t kill him if he hasn’t turned.” Eric raised his voice. “That’s it isn’t it?”  
 
    A low groan could be heard from upstairs. “Craig.” Dana called out trying to avoid saying the wrong thing to Eric. The only sound that could be heard was a slow thumping and something dragging across the floor. At least Eric wouldn’t have to make the hard decision. More importantly, Dana was glad that she didn’t have to argue with Eric about that choice. Dana stepped aside and let Eric head up the stairs to deal with the corpse roaming around the top floor of the cabin.               
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    Eric slowly climbed the stairs, he wasn’t afraid of the foul creature that awaited him but he was terrified by his all of the horrible decisions he had made since parting ways with Warrant Smith. Dana had nearly died and three of his friends had met their untimely demise. Now he wondered where Jason and Nick were and if he shouldn’t have let them go to Buchan’s alone. Maybe if he had gone with them none of this would have happened. The metal fire poker felt heavy in his hands, weighed down by the cruel task it was meant for. 
 
    Ungghhh 
 
    The ghastly moan of the dead creature was undeniable. Only the damned could replicate that demonic call. It was hungry, sad, angry, lost, and full of rage all at the same time. Eric peeked his head around the corner at the top of the stairwell and looked at his abomination standing alone in the long corridor. Craig had been unable to walk after Eric had shot him, but here he stood almost proud of himself, a sly smile on his face. Craig’s skin was pale white and soaked with sweat from the intense fever that had taken his life. His scent wasn’t as bad as the rotting corpses that Eric had grown accustomed too, but the pungent stench of decay was distinct.  
 
    Urrnngghh 
 
    Craig’s head snapped towards Eric, his nostrils flared wide open. The evil grin opened just enough to let the white spittle from inside his mouth soak into his thick beard. The rest of his body couldn’t keep up with his instinct to feed and he tripped over an end table that he had been leaning on. His arms didn’t move to brace against the fall, and his jaw slammed hard into the floor boards. A large hunk of Craig’s tongue slid out of his mouth quickly followed by a river of blackened blood. 
 
    Urrrrhhhh 
 
    An angry, gargled moan escaped Craig’s mouth. Eric clutched the poker in his hand tightly. He didn’t want to miss his mark. “I’m sorry for the way everything turned out.” Eric began apologizing to the stranger that Jason had rescued. “I used to be a hero, or at least I thought I was. I don’t know what went wrong but lately I’ve become...” Eric trailed off, trying to think of the right word. “I’ve made rash decisions. Maybe I’m afraid of losing the people I love.” Eric didn’t know why he felt like he needed to explain himself to this zombie, but he felt an obligation to justify his actions. “I don’t know whats worse.” Craig fumbled his way to his feet, his limbs not accustomed to the rigor mortis and decay that was setting in. The zombie’s elbow was contorted at a painful angle. It had applied to much weight to the joint and now it was popped out of place. “The fact that I made such terrible decisions that lead to the death of innocent people.” Eric walked forward to greet Craig in the middle of the hallway. He reached out and grasped hold of the zombie’s collar and pinned him against the wall, knocking a picture floor. “Or the fact that I am perfectly happy to make those decisions again as long as my loved ones will live.” Craig’s jaw snapped wildly as he strained his neck forward, trying to taste the flesh of the man who turned him into the diabolical creature. His warm breath cascading over Eric’s face. 
 
    Aaarrrhhhhnnnn 
 
    Uaarrrrhhhhg 
 
    “I know that it’s wrong, but does anything else really matter anymore?” Eric could see the milky fluid slowly creep into Craig’s eyes, his human features fading away into the sadistic monster he was becoming. Eric began to feel like he was losing time. Craig still looked human for now, but he wasn’t about to confess his sins to the newest member of the dead. “I know I’ve already said this, but I am truly sorry. I pray that I can find another way.” Eric jammed the spiked end of the poker upwards through the bottom of Craig’s jaw. He let go of the handle and watched the dead man collapse into a heap, his eyes rolling back into his head so only the whites remained. 
 
    “You will find a way.” Dana startled Eric. He didn’t hear her come up the stairs. 
 
    “I don’t know if any of this matters.” Eric turned around to face his wife, holding back tears that formed in his eyes. “Do you want to live in this world with those freaks?” 
 
    The colour in Dana’s skin had started to creep back. Her rosy red checks didn’t stand out so much now. “Of course I want to live. I want to see the day we rid the earth of those demons.” Dana brushed her hair back, a clump of hair stuck in the sweat that coated her forehead. “Don’t you?” Her voice came out sounding angry, her eyes locked onto Eric’s. 
 
    “I don’t know if I can rid the world of them.” Eric choked back a sob. 
 
    “Eric you don’t have to do this alone.” Dana sprinted forward and grabbed Eric’s hand. “This is not your mistake to fix.” She ran a finger up his forearm and tried to pull him in, but Eric resisted. “As long as we are together we can find a way to build a better future.” 
 
    “What kind of future could we hope to have if everyone keeps dying?” Eric wasn’t mad at Dana, but he felt like he was fighting a losing battle with himself. He wanted to have a future, but he was afraid to let hope cloud his judgement. He had let himself get comfortable in Howley and he had wished for a sanctuary here at the Pelley compound. “What if this life is our only future.” Dana pulled his hand towards her belly, he felt the bandage underneath her soaking wet shirt. 
 
    “I didn’t know how to tell you, but I think I do now.” Dana held Eric’s hand against the bandage. Eric was confused, but he remained silent, waiting for Dana to continue. “Before the outbreak started I should have told you, but I didn’t have the courage. I do now.” 
 
    Dana shifted Eric’s hand away from the wound on her stomach and pressed it against hard against her belly button. Eric felt a bump against his palm. It was faint but undeniable. “What?” Eric’s jaw dropped open. He knelt down on one knee and placed his cheek where his hand had been. He felt the same soft push again. “Is that kicking?” 
 
    Dana placed her hand on Eric’s head and rubbed his hair. “I thought I lost the baby when I got shot.” Dana tilted Eric’s head up and looked down at him with a giant smile. “If you wanted a reason to build a better future, you have one. If you needed hope for humanity, the miracle of human life will find a way.” 
 
    “You need vitamins and more food.” Eric was flooded with a surge of raw emotion. He was overwhelmed by sheer joy. He felt like a new man.  
 
    Dana let out a chuckle. “I know sweetheart. As soon as Hank gets back we will figure it out. I’ve made it this long, it can wait a few more hours.” Dana grinned from ear to ear, her nose scrunched up to met her rosy cheeks. Eric stood up to embrace Dana. He pulled her in close and squeezed tightly. For a brief moment, Eric closed his eyes and pictured a better life. He could see a brightly painted room with a crib nestled beneath a window, a ray of sunshine reflected off the clean floor. A wooden toy box filled with stuffed animals rested at the foot of the crib and Dana sat in a rocking chair with their child. When Eric opened his eyes he couldn’t help but stare at Craig’s white eyes, the grizzly image a harsh reminder of this cruel world. Eric didn’t want to let go of the future and was now more determined than ever to make it reality. He just didn’t know how he was going to make it happen. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWELVE:
LIES 
 
      
 
      
 
    Doctor White pushed the stretcher down the hallway, while Jason wobbled back and forth on the bed. The restraints were holding him in place and had been tightened to make sure he didn’t attempt an escape. The wheels squeaked with a methodical rhythm and Jason could hear footsteps in the hallway. A feeling of dread slowly crept over Jason as he imagined all of the terrible things that could go wrong during his surgery. No one spoke a word in the hallway which made him uneasy. He didn’t know if people had become so used to prisoners being wheeled around the facility or if they were to afraid to speak up. 
 
    “Are we almost there?” Jason couldn’t stand it any longer. He needed to hear a human voice. 
 
    “We are just about there. Just a little further,” Alvin said. “I wish I could tell you this was going to work, but I’ve never done this before.” Doctor White’s voice trembled. 
 
    “If this doesn’t work I need you to do something for me.” Jason couldn’t handle being blind. “I need you to kill me.” 
 
    “I can’t do that for you.” Alvin responded quickly. 
 
    “You have to, I can’t be blind in this world. That’s a cruel fate that no one should have to suffer.” Jason shuddered at the thought. Zombies weren’t picky eaters, but they were the least of Jason’s worries. He couldn’t imagine what kind of torture David would inflict upon him if he didn’t have his sight. “Please don’t let me suffer in the darkness, I beg you.” 
 
    “Mr. Cook there is absolutely no way I could do that. Do you have any idea what Mr. Steele would do to me if you didn’t make it?” Doctor White was clearly afraid of David and Jason couldn’t blame him. “I’m worried what he’ll do to me if you wake up without your vision.” 
 
    “Can’t you make it look like an accident?” Jason understood how the doctor felt, but he was completely defenceless without his vision. “I need you to do this for me.” 
 
    “Jason I’m sorry but I can’t help you do that.” Alvin sounded sincere, but Jason wished he could look deep into his eyes, feel a connection with the man who held his life in his hands. Jason could feel the stretcher turning to the right as his body shifted with the abrupt movement. “We are here now and you need to keep your mouth shut about this. If any of the nurses hear you talk about this, they will tell David, then things will get a lot worse for you. Your wife won’t be given the decency of a quick death. It will be a horrendous ordeal. Do you understand?” 
 
    Jason wanted to change the doctor’s mind but the threat of David Steele torturing Tracy stopped him from trying. “Let’s get this over with.” Jason had to put his faith in the doctor. He had lost all control of his own fate.  
 
    “We are ready with the gas.” A soft male’s voice spoke, almost to timid to register. 
 
    “Thank you.” Alvin responded. 
 
    A plastic mask was fitted over Jason’s face. The straps were tightened snuggly around the back of his head, his long hair giving him extra padding against the rigid plastic. A slow, mechanical hissing noise sent a shiver down his spine as someone turned the valve of the sleeping gas. A bitter taste filled Jason’s mouth, and his head started to spin almost instantly. Jason clenched his eyes shut out of instinct trying to stop the spinning. “I think I’m going to throw up.” Jason tried to warn the doctor, but the mask muffled his voice. 
 
    “Try to relax Jason. This will all be over soon enough.” Alvin’s voice seemed to fade away as Jason slipped into a catatonic state. 
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    Jason’s eyelids felt like they were sewn shut, as he struggled to open them. His head wasn’t spinning anymore, but the effects of the gas still lingered. It felt like his head weighed one hundred pounds and made of bricks. Jason tried to concentrate on opening his eyes, but he couldn’t gather his focus long enough. It took every ounce of his will to avoid falling back to sleep; he needed to open his eyes to see if his vision had returned. A long drawn out creak caught his attention. “Doctor White?”  
 
    “No honey, it’s me.” A rough woman’s voice answered, Jason felt a hand on his forearm. 
 
    “Tracy, is that you?” Jason asked. The voice sounded familiar but much to hoarse to belong to his wife.  
 
    Tracy ran her finger up and down Jason’s arm. “Of course it’s me. I’ve been waiting for you to wake up ever since your surgery ended.”  
 
    “What happened to your voice?” Jason needed to be sure it was his wife, the way she ran her finger up his arm was unfamiliar to him. He tried again to lift his eyelids. A wet substance had them stuck together. Tracy placed her hand on Jason’s face, her thumb rested just below his eye and she used a finger to help pry his eyes open. All Jason could see was a bright light glowing, which reminded him of a blank computer screen. “What happened to my eyes?” The only thing Jason could see was a blinding flood of bright light pouring in on him from every direction. 
 
    “The surgery was a success, but there is something you need to know.” Tracy’s voice sounded harsher than ever before.  
 
    “We control your ability to see.” David Steele’s booming voice startled Jason. 
 
    “If you can cooperate you will be allowed to see.” Tracy interrupted David before he could continue. “Let me show you.” 
 
    The world exploded to life around Jason. Tracy’s golden blonde hair caught the glimmer of the bright light above her. Her once perfect skin was riddled with cuts and scrapes, but her light blue eyes had not be damaged by the harshness of the world except for a few tiny red lines. Jason noticed Tracy had lost a lot of weight. Her cheek bones were more defined now. “You look beautiful.” Jason wanted to reach out and placed his hand on her check, but his arms were sill constrained by the leather straps. 
 
    “I can’t believe we found each other,” Tracy said, softly. 
 
    Jason looked around the room. The metal counter tops were filled with tools and first aid supplies. The shiny surface of the cabinets that hung from the wall reflected the light from the ceiling back at Jason. It was almost blinding. Jason wore a white hospital gown. A smear of blood stained the neck line. Jason looked down to see a blue blanket tucked in just above his belly button, covering the his arms and legs. David lurked in what seemed to be the only shadow in the room, but he was much bigger than the dark little corner he rested in. His bald head was covered by stubbly growth and his five o’clock shadow was light blonde, barely visible except for when the light caught one of the hairs. He looked back at Tracy. She held a tiny black remote with several small, colourful buttons. She gripped it tightly in her hand and when she noticed Jason staring at it, she pressed a big red button. 
 
    Jason’s vision went as white as a sheet of paper in an instance. “What happened?” Jason blurted out, not ready to give up his sight. “Please help!” Jason called out to Tracy, not expecting sympathy from David. 
 
    “Mrs. Cook, I believe you have a mission to carry out. I’ll take that from here.” David ordered. Without objection, Tracy stood up and walked out of the room silently. Her light footsteps echoed as she walked away. 
 
    “Tracy.” Jason called out over and over again. There was no response. The only noise he could hear was David tinkering with some of the tools on the counter. 
 
    “Now Mr. Cook, if you could be a good soldier like your wife has become, your life would be so much better than it was before.” David was calm, the anger in his voice was nearly undetectable. “You have the tools to be valuable weapon.” 
 
    “What are you talking about, you piece of shit?” Jason snarled. He tried to close his eyes, but he couldn’t shield the bright white light. 
 
    “I’m talking about the choice you have. You can work for us or against us. Your choice. I’m sure I don’t need to explain the pros and cons of each.” David mocked Jason. 
 
    “What use could you possibly have for me? I thought a beast like you would enjoy doing his own dirty work.” Jason shuddered at the unimaginable task David refused to carry out. 
 
    “Oh I do enjoy getting my hands dirty. Sometimes I leave the blood on my hands for days. You know, I still haven’t washed all the blood from your buddy’s neck away yet.” David chuckled. 
 
    “You’re an animal.” Jason could see Nick’s sad eyes looking back at him, an expression of disappointment on his face.  
 
    “You may be right. I won’t deny that Mr. Cook. However, I have my orders from Mr. Purchase and he needs something taken care of that I simply cannot do on my own.” David’s thunderous footsteps approached Jason’s bed. “You see there was a reason we chose to remain here in Newfoundland during the outbreak. We estimated that it would have one of the highest survival rates in the world based on several factors.” 
 
    Jason couldn’t deny that he thought about all of those factors before the outbreak took place. He would spend hours strategizing where he would go during an outbreak and how he would store supplies away at a remote cabin deep in the woods. “What the hell is your point? Or are you just running your mouth trying to entertain me?” Jason quipped. 
 
    “We weren’t the only ones to do this research. It would appear and a large group of survivors have left their underground bunkers to come live here. The Silver Skull Cartel have arrived here.” David paused for dramatic effect. “They are interfering with our plans to take over the world. Our planned apocalypse didn’t go as we envisioned and we lost several of our soldiers. I can’t fight these men alone. That’s where you will come in.” 
 
    Jason had watched several documentaries on the notorious Silver Skull Cartel and their ties with the Highway Hangmen. “What do you want me to do? I’m only one man.” 
 
    “You can help me ambush their leader, try to make it look like one of the Highway Hangman tried to seize the power.” David placed his hands around Jason’s neck and methodically tightened his grip. “I don’t know why I’m wasting my time telling you the details. I want an answer now or Tracy will suffer for an eternity after you’re gone.”  
 
    Jason struggled to breath, he was helpless against David’s forceful grip. “I’ll help.” Jason squeezed the words past David’s vice like grip. If he was ever going to have his revenge he needed to wait for the right moment. David relinquished his vice-like grip and shortly after the room became visible again for Jason. David stood towering over Jason, staring down at him with murderous rage and a sly grin on his face. “I’ll do whatever it takes, just tell me what to do.” Jason did his best to sound submissive, fighting back the urge to lash out at David. 
 
    “You just get some rest now. I’ll be back after the doctor has cleared you for service.” David turned to walk away but he stood in the door frame for a moment. “This should make you feel more comfortable.” David laughed as he flicked of the light and cast the room into complete darkness as he closed the door. His wicked laughter could be heard as he walked down the hallway.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER THIRTEEN:
RUNNING 
 
      
 
      
 
    Private Byrne raced ahead, his boots sinking down deep into the freshly fallen snow. He could feel the muscles in his thigh tightening around his knee, each step was an effort to pull his boot out of the hole it had just sank into. His breath was laboured and the cold air stung his lungs as he drew in deep breaths, it felt like icicles were forming in his chest. His orders were to take out any threats on the path to the vehicles. Warrant Smith didn’t want to risk putting Tina in danger. The trucks had been left on a side road just outside of Grand Falls and there had not been any signs of zombies anywhere close to town; the Highway Hangman had done an exceptional job of keeping their city safe from the dead. It was unfortunate they had turned the innocent civilians into slaves. Now they would have to be dealt with. 
 
    The snow was starting to fall heavier now. Byrne kept scouring the side of the highway, looking for the old dirt road, but it was becoming difficult to distinguish between the highway and the side of the roads. Byrne looked over his shoulder. The rest of the soldiers were out of sight and he took a moment to walk and catch his breath. He knew that the road was just before the bridge, across from the old service station. He could see the outline of a cluster of large buildings through the falling snow. 
 
    His pace quickened once again. He could see the gas pumps in front of an old battered building. The trucks had been covered in green mesh and tree branches to help conceal them in the tree line. Byrne wouldn’t have seen them if he didn’t know where to look. The snow had partly covered the fallen tree branches. The vehicles weren’t too far from the highway, but the amount of snow that had fallen risked trapping them in the woods. Byrne looked for signs of activity near the trucks, but he couldn’t spot any. He got to work pulling the branches off the trucks and hauling away the giant green mesh that had been thrown over them. Most of the vehicles had seen better days, but a large green jeep stood out as the worst. Rust had eaten away the metal around the wheel wells and the front bumper was nearly disintegrated. The front windshield had a large spider crack on the driver’s side that took up most of the view. The passenger side mirror was missing and the driver’s mirror was barely hanging on. Byrne imagined that the jeep had recently rolled over, probably on the drive here. Why else would they take this piece of shit? 
 
    “You can have that one.” Sergeant Doucette had managed to catch up to the young private without making a sound. 
 
    “You really need to stop sneaking up on me like that.” Byrne felt his heart skip a beat. 
 
    “You need to be aware of your surroundings, young man.” Doucette held out a pair of keys. “It’s the lead vehicle. Get it moving.” 
 
    “It’s not my style.” Byrne didn’t want to drive the jeep. It looked like it was an accident waiting to happen. 
 
    “There are smokes in the glove box. Help yourself to them,” the sergeant said, as he walked over to the green ranger truck. It looked like it had seen better days, but at least it looked road worthy. 
 
    Byrne opened the driver’s side door to a loud creak. He was afraid it was going to fall off the hinges. The inside of the jeep was frigidly cold. The faux leather interior was covered in mud and grime. He put the keys in the ignition slowly, afraid of breaking off the rusted key. The engine turned over but wouldn’t start. “God damn it.” He punched the steering wheel and tried again. With a low rumble, the motor started to groan but quickly sputtered out. Byrne tried this several times before the engine finally rumbled to life. By this time, most of the soldiers had arrived at the vehicles. The passenger door opened and a woman pulled herself up into the passenger seat. 
 
    The woman was wearing the rank of chief warrant but Byrne had never met her before. He recognized her framed picture from the wall next the regimental sergeant majors office. She had built a reputation quickly amongst her peers and was a welcome change to the old Chief Warrant of the battalion, who was a bitter old man with no interest in the lower ranks. “Are you sure you want to ride in this bucket of rusted bolts chief.” The young private was intimidated by the rank. 
 
    “This bucket of rusted bolts will do just fine. We have lots of work that needs to be done, so let’s get this jeep moving.” Her voice was hoarse and raspy. Her brown eyes were blood shot and her green knit hat was pulled down covering her eyebrows. 
 
    “So where is it that we are heading?” Byrne asked, only now realizing that no one had told him the big plan. Each order only painted a smaller picture of the larger mission. He had no earthly idea what they had planned to do. He pressed on the gas and was surprised that it started to roll along with ease, the tires gripping into the snow. Byrne had to lean over towards the passenger seat to see out of the window, the large crack obstructing his view from his side. He felt uncomfortably close to the chief. 
 
    “Well, we are heading to Gander to clear the airport with a small group.” The chief responded as she searched the pockets of her winter parka and cursed when she couldn’t find what she was looking for. 
 
    “Did you forget something?” Byrne felt nervous. A soured look full of spite crossed the chief’s face. 
 
    “I forgot my damn smokes.” She double checked her pockets. “Where the hell did I put them?” She continued patting her pockets over and over. 
 
    Byrne remembered that there was supposed to be smokes in the glovebox. “Check the glove box.” 
 
    The chief opened the compartment and a stack of papers dumped into her lap. A pack of cigarettes followed close behind and fell to the floor. She stuffed the papers back into the glove box and slammed it shut before she bent over to pick up the cigarettes. She opened a pack and pulled out a fag, placing it between her lips. She lit the cigarette and took a long drag before offering it to Byrne. 
 
    Byrne gladly took the cancer stick and inhaled deeply, feeling a connection with the chief. “So why would we bother to head to the airport? Seems kinda pointless, I think the zombie virus has affected the entire world.” Byrne had heard the rumours that a few places around the globe had survived, but he found that hard to believe. Russia was said to be thriving, that the extreme cold weather made the zombies sluggish and their army was ready to deal with the rising dead. It didn’t seem likely that was true, but if it was he knew where he wanted to go. The northern base Alert was the furthest settlement north in the world and the coldest place on earth where humans lived. 
 
    “Well, since it’s going to be a rather long drive and I’d rather not sit here in awkward silence I may as well tell you. You can call me Suzanne by the way. I hate being called chief. It makes me feel old.” Suzanne held out her hand and Private Byrne shook it, surprised by her firm grip. “I’m sure you heard Sergeant Doucette talking about the attack planned on Grand Falls?” 
 
    “Yeah he mentioned it, not sure why that’s the plan,” Byrne said as he turned the jeep onto what he thought was the road. The snow was quickly building up now. The bridge was just ahead and Byrne kept his speed to a minimum, making sure he wouldn’t get stuck while also preventing the tires from slipping and forcing him off track. 
 
    “Well, this bridge here, just outside of Botwood, could be used to prevent the East coast herd from roaming through the rest of the island.” Suzanne looked out the window. “I’ve never seen so many of those dead freaks together in one place. There must have been hundreds of thousands of the shambling corpses wandering around together. It’s why we had to leave the station and head out here.” 
 
    Byrne didn’t understand why they would secure the airport if the threat of those zombies were heading this way. “I still don’t understand why we need to secure the airport.” 
 
    “You will shortly. It will all make sense when I tell you where the other group is heading.” Suzanne puffed rings of smoke. “The other group is heading to Corner Brook, but our reinforcements are still in Argentia. It’s too dangerous to drive back there without the ammo that is locked in the vault at the armories in Corner Brook.” She passed the cigarette back to Byrne and placed another one in her mouth. 
 
    “So we are going to steal a plane.” Byrne laughed.  
 
    “You can’t steal something that you already own. Our airbus was stranded at the Gander tarmac when a herd of zombies swarmed the tower. Our mission is to secure the plane and get to Deer Lake to meet Warrant Smith and his team in Corner Brook. Then when we get the ammo we are going to take over Grand Falls, by force if necessary, and move the soldiers trapped in Argentia there. We will control the bridge and methodically take down the zombies herd.” Suzanne’s plan was ambitious, but she sounded confident. “Once that herd is gone, Newfoundland should be the safest place in the world and the Republic of Newfoundland will rise.” 
 
    “So we are going save the world?” Byrne laughed again. “No pressure.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FOURTEEN:
CHANCE ENCOUNTER 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eric walked over to the wood closet and opened the door. A hunk of wood toppled out and narrowly avoided hitting his toes. He bent over to pick it up and felt a strain in his lower back, such a simple task shouldn’t have caused so much agony. “God damn it.” Eric muttered to himself as he lifted the log up to his chest, pinning it there with both arms. 
 
    “I thought you were supposed to be getting rest.” Hank appeared in the doorway behind him. Sasha bounced in behind him and shook the snow from the hood of her jacket. 
 
    “I decided to keep the fire going.” Eric tried to make a joke, but Hank wasn’t in the mood. “Any luck?” 
 
    “Luck has nothing to do with it.” Hank dropped his shoulder and swung his backpack around. The zipper was bursting at the seam, the tiny metal teeth barely able to hold the loot that Hank had brought back with him. 
 
    “That’s incredible, Hank.” Eric was astonished. He couldn’t believe Hank was able to find so much so quickly. They had been gone all night, but the sun had only started to crest the hills an hour ago. “Thank you.” 
 
    Sasha walked over to the kitchen table and sat down to untie her boots. “How about you get the fire going? My feet feel like two blocks of ice.”  
 
    Eric walked over to the fireplace and threw the log into the fire. The flames hungrily ate up the dry wood and called out for more. “Did you find any antibiotics?” 
 
    Hank unzipped the backpack and dumped the contents of the bag onto the floor. Cans of food rolled across the floor, warm looking clothes fell quietly to the floor, and four large light green containers rattled around, full of pills. “I found more than enough.” 
 
    “Where did you find all of this?” Eric felt like things were finally looking up. “This is incredible.” 
 
    “We scoured the old age home in Deer Lake,” Sasha said, proudly. “It was my idea.” 
 
    “People don’t visit retirement homes in the best of times, and they continued to avoid them in the apocalypse. It was an educated conclusion, not luck.” Hank winked at Sasha. Hank took off his coat. It was probably two sizes too big but it was like brand new. “Guilty family members bought this expensive jacket as a gift.” Hank hung the green jacket on the back of a chair. “What are you smiling about over there?” 
 
    Eric couldn’t help but laugh at Hanks proverbial “dad” sweater and chuckle. “The grand kids pick out that sweater for you?” Hank’s v-neck wool knit sweater looked like something you would have seen in an old comedy show on late night television. The deep burgundy wool was accented by a single two-tone strip. The yellow and red stripe looked ridiculous against the dark background. 
 
    Hank let out a fake laugh, emphasizing each distinct sound with forced enthusiasm trying to hide a genuine smile. “It keeps me warm and it’s clean. Besides, I think it looks distinguished.” Hank slumped into the hard wooden chair and took off his seal skin boots. “Jealous?” Hank couldn’t help but notice Eric staring at his newly acquired gear. 
 
    Eric turned away to walk back to the wood closet. He felt his cheeks blush, like he had been caught gawking at a pretty girl. “Maybe I’ll have to stop by the retirement home next time I’m out.” 
 
    “That’s what I always used to say before things went to shit.” Sasha’s voice was riddled with guilt. She leaned her head way back and stared at the ceiling. 
 
    “Hey, we all have done things we regret. No sense beating ourselves up about it.” Hank immediately did his best to keep Sasha from falling down that rabbit hole. “Isn’t that right Eric?”  
 
    Eric spun his head around and shot Hank a menacing glare. He wasn’t sure if that was an intentional jab or just a poorly phrased question. Eric couldn’t determine Hank’s intentions, but he decided the best thing to do right now was to ignore it and quickly change the subject. Now wasn’t the time to fight amongst each other. There was work that needed to be done. “I’m going to boil some water for a wash. Do you want to go first Sasha? Dana is already getting cleaned up in the upstairs bathroom.” 
 
    Sasha had a look of bewilderedness in her eyes, and she stood up eagerly. “I can’t remember the last time I washed myself with soap and water. Please tell me there is soap.” Sasha clasped her hands together in front of her chest like a beggar looking for change. 
 
    “You will even find that the shampoo and conditioner are in separate bottles here.” Eric grabbed a pot off the counter and walked past Hank and Sasha to open the door. He stuffed the pot full with snow using his bare hands. Looking up at the cloud-filled sky made Eric dread the coming months. It was hard enough trying to survive against those dead freaks without having to contend with the elements. Snowflakes drifted lazily through the sky, dancing on the breeze as they fell to the ground. The snow hadn’t started to accumulate yet, but Eric didn’t like the look of those clouds and expected the snow to fall much heavier before the day was over. Once the pot was full and his fingers couldn’t take it no more, he headed back into the cabin and walked over to the fireplace and hung the kettle over the flames. 
 
    Sasha had made her way over to the cupboards and was searching through the various canned foods. “I can’t believe they left all of this food here. There’s spaghetti, lasagna, chicken noodle soup, meatballs and gravy, Irish stew, and oh my good god.” Sasha snatched a can off the shelf and hugged it. “Beans and wieners.” Sasha started pulled the drawers open looking for the can opener. She was making a racket rummaging through the utensils. 
 
    Hank walked over and stood besides Eric, holding his hands out to feel the warmth without saying a word. Eric felt an uneasy tension. He looked over at Hank and tried to gauge his attitude. “Everything okay, Hank?” 
 
    “Have you noticed how much food and supplies were left behind? How clean everything in this cabin is?” Hank spoke in a hush tone, the rattling of forks and spoons almost drowning him out. 
 
    “We did catch them off guard.” Eric tried to sound confident, but he knew exactly where Hank was heading with his observation. 
 
    “How much time do you think we have before they come back?” Hank asked. 
 
    The thought had never crossed Eric’s mind. He falsely believed they could stay here for as long as they wanted. He knew that they would have to head out and search for supplies, but he never thought he’d have to fight to stay in this compound. “I really don’t know. We can’t leave right now.” Eric didn’t want to put Dana at risk by making her travel in the blustery winter weather that was coming.  
 
    “We should scout out a safe location. I have a great idea where we can look.” Hank looked back over his shoulder at Sasha to make sure she was still occupying herself. “If you’re up to it.” 
 
    “Sure, but we just need to make one stop before head out.” Eric knew that this would be a great opportunity to grab some supplies for Dana and the baby. 
 
    “All right that’s fine with me. I just need some time to rest before we go.” Hank headed towards the stairs so he could find an empty bedroom.  
 
    “I’ll be in after I’m finished washing up.” Sasha called out to Hank, the sauce for the beans smeared over her lips. 
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    Eric slipped into the bedroom, trying not to make a sound. He didn’t want to wake Dana. She had fallen asleep after washing up and changing her bandage. Her head sank deep into the feather down pillow, her red hair fanned out around her. She had the comforter pulled up to her chin. The checkered pattern of green and red reminded Eric of Christmas time. He pictured Dana and the baby sitting underneath a decorated tree, a few wrapped presents under the tree. Eric dreaded the thought of leaving this cabin, but Hank was probably right; the Pelley’s would be back and with reinforcements this time. 
 
    Eric looked around the room at the expensive furniture. The headboard was made from red oak boards that took up half of the back wall. The dressers and night stands were part of a set made from the same material but coated in varnish to make it shine. One of the pill bottles that Hank brought back rested on top of the nightstand along with a half full glass of water. The dresser sat just to the left of the bed beside a giant window that overlooked the entire compound. Eric could see all of the other cabins from this room. He could also see over the wall. He noticed that all the zombies that had gathered outside of the gate had left. The snow had started to cover the fallen corpses. Frozen body parts poked out from underneath the freshly fallen powder. 
 
    Eric sat on a bench at the foot of the bed to get undressed. He knew he would have trouble sleeping but until Hank was ready they wouldn’t be going anywhere. Once Eric was undressed he walked over to the empty side of the bed and pulled the covers back. A blue bed sheet made from exceptionally soft cotton lined the bed and a matching sheet rested on top. He got underneath the sheets and couldn’t help pulling the covers up to his chin, wrapping himself in the luxurious cotton. The pillow formed perfectly to his head. Soft goose feathers allowed the pillow to stay cool and offered the perfect support no matter which he turned his head. 
 
    Eric tried to formulate a plan that would allow them to remain here on the compound. He knew they couldn’t defend this place on their own, but they wouldn’t need much help with the walls surrounding the whole place. Eric figured if he could persuade the remaining vikings to come here, and once Jason and Nick got back they wouldn’t need many more people. Eric also had to figure out a way to rescue his parents, but securing this place was his top priority right now. After only a few restless moments of his mind racing with possibilities, Eric finally drifted off to sleep, much sooner than he expected. 
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    Dana opened the bottom tray of the stove and pulled out a cast iron frying pan and emptied the contents of a can of lasagna into the pan. She could feel her stomach twisting in knots. She didn’t know if they were hunger pains or from the wound, but she couldn’t remember the last time she ate a hot meal. She opened a pack of crackers and took a bite of the stale food. “They must have been there for ages.” She closed the box back up and offered it to Sasha. 
 
    “I’m not that desperate, not now anyway.” Sasha was wrapped up in a fur blanket and leaning towards the fireplace. “I ate way too much.” 
 
    It was nice having company, even if Dana found Sasha to be a little flaky. Her blonde hair and perfect complexion made her look like a high school cheerleader. Dana put on a pair of worn oven mitts that had been hanging from a hook near the fireplace and placed the pan on a log in the fire. After a few seconds she could hear the sizzle of the sauce as it heated up. “Yeah, it will be nice to get some solid food in my belly.” Dana rubbed her belly, the old pink sweater she had put on was well worn but extremely comfortable. It hung loosely from her body and the hood kept her neck warm. Her blue sweatpants didn’t match the rest of her attire, but it was the only pair of comfortable pants she could find. 
 
    Sasha tossed the blanket aside and sprang to her feet. “Here, let me take care of that for you.” Sasha held out her hand, but Dana hesitated. “You were just shot. You need to rest.” 
 
    Dana couldn’t argue that she needed rest and she reluctantly handed Sasha the oven mitts. “Thanks,” Dana said, as she made her way to the couch. She didn’t see any other blankets, just the one that Sasha had threw on the floor. Not wanting to take the only one, Dana eased in the corner of the couch, nestling her back into the armrest and putting her feet up to get comfortable. Sasha didn’t hesitate to pick up the blanket and she carefully laid it over Dana. “Thanks, but you can have it.” Dana offered it back to Sasha. 
 
    “Don’t be silly. I’ll just grab another one. There’s a closet full of them in the bedroom.” Sasha was jovial and Dana was beginning to warm up to the young girl. Sasha went into the kitchen and took down a bowl from the cupboard. She picked up the frying pan from the fire and poured the lasagna into the bowl and placed a spoon into the sauce. “Here you go.” Sasha handed the bowl over to Dana and headed up the stairs, the boards creaking once she reached the top. Dana hugged the bowl into her chest and let the warmth from the meal radiate through her body. The pattern on bowl depicted a young girl and a bunny playing in a field in blue ink on a white background. The image was similar to the ones that Eric’s parents kept at their old cabin, reminding her of the last time she had eaten a warm meal. 
 
    Dana dug the spoon into the noodles and scooped up a large piece smothered in sauce. She let the lasagna sit on her tongue, savouring the flavours of the red paste before swallowing her food. Having something warm in her belly made her feel much better and she even forgot about the pain, even if it was only for a brief moment. The boards upstairs creaked just above Dana’s head. She looked up expecting to see them buckling, but she all she saw was the intricate woodworking of the ceiling. The boards overhead were placed in an almost mesmerizing octagonal pattern. Dana took another bite of her dinner, letting the flavours dance on her taste buds before swallowing each spoonful. Even though she had been taking her time with each bite, Dana soon found herself scrapping the bottom of the bowl. 
 
    Sasha appeared at the top of the stairs with two pillows tucked under her arm and a fuzzy blue blanket hanging out of her hand. “I think I’m going to like it here.” Sasha had changed her jeans and was wearing a red pair of pyjama bottoms, a large fuzzy bow had been tied around the waist. “This is better than what I owned before everything turned to shit.” Sasha sounded like she was trying to make a joke, but the look on her face betrayed her attempt at humour.  
 
    Dana looked around at the expensive decor and the extravagant furniture and agreed with Sasha. “Yeah, I could get used to this.” Dana leaned back against the armrest and stretched her hands above her head. Sasha handed Dana a pillow and took her bowl from her and placed on the coffee table. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Don’t mention it,” Sasha said, kindly. 
 
    “They have been gone a long time.” Dana wanted to start a conversation but didn’t know where else to begin.  
 
    “It has been a very long time, the day is half over by the looks of the sun.” Sasha sat in a recliner that was nestled next to the window, she pulled the curtain back and revealed the dark sky above. “It’s going to get nasty outside.” 
 
    Dana didn’t like the thought of Eric getting caught out in the approaching storm, he had been through so much lately she wasn’t sure how much energy he had left in his tank. “I hope they are back soon.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t wait up for them. If they aren’t back soon Hank won’t travel through the night. It’s too risky getting lost and frostbite.” Sasha let the curtain go and it drifted back into place, shutting out the world. “Hank thinks that the zombies will eventually freeze in place once the weather gets really cold, but I don’t think that’s going to happen.” 
 
    Dana wasn’t worried about the walking dead creatures. Eric had been able to handle those since the beginning. It was the monsters this world had churned out that worried her the most. “So what is Hank’s plan?” 
 
    “Oh he keeps those plans to himself. I think he likes to appear mysterious.” Sasha laughed. “Sometimes it seems like he doesn’t have a plan, but I think he is always methodically plotting his next move.” Sasha threw the blanket over the back of the recliner and stood back up. She walked over to the wood closet and starting grabbing the small hunks of wood. She balanced them on her forearm and against her stomach, stacking the wood up all the way to her neck. She placed her chin on the top log for balance and walked towards the fireplace, dropping the wood to the floor at the side of the hearth. “This should be enough to keep us going until dark.” Sasha tossed three logs onto the fire and headed back to the recliner. 
 
    “How much wood is left in that closet?” Dana was worried they were being wasteful. She had stretched every supply they had managed to gather as far as it could go since the outbreak. 
 
    “It’s almost half empty, but Hank found a shed in between the cabins full of firewood. We should be fine until the guys get back, don’t worry.” Sasha didn’t seem bothered at all, but Dana couldn’t help but wonder what would happen once the cupboards were bare. She had shared tins of food with Eric and his parents before to make them last. Now she felt guilty for eating the whole can herself. She could hear Eric’s voice telling her to eat more. Before he left with Hank he told her she was eating for two now and that she couldn’t stress out about rationing the food. They would figure it out and everything was going to be fine. She also knew Eric was riding that horse right now, worried sick about making sure she would have everything she needed to stay healthy and safe. “Is something bothering you?” Sasha interrupted Dana’s wandering thoughts. 
 
    “I guess I’m just worried about them.” Dana wasn’t ready to tell anyone else that she was pregnant. She was worried about how they would respond to the news. Everyone else may not be as happy about the miracle as Eric had been. 
 
    “Hank and Eric can handle themselves just fine. The only thing for us to do now is keep this fire going and our bellies full.” Sasha pulled the blanket over her legs and reached down to the handle and popped open the leg rest. It sprang open with a lot of force, catching Sasha by surprise. Sasha looked over at Dana with a huge smile on her face and started to laugh. “I wasn’t expecting that.” 
 
    Dana laughed with her and they both made themselves comfortable. “I guess we should take turns keeping an eye on the fire.” Dana suggested. 
 
    “You can sleep first if you want.” Sasha offered. 
 
    “I’m not tired just yet, I’ve done nothing but sleep the last few days.” Dana had barely been awake since she had gotten shot and she was enjoying watching the flames dance in the fireplace. 
 
    “I’m not tired yet either.” Sasha pushed back in the chair. It was almost horizontal to the floor now. “So, what do you want to talk about.” 
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    The snow had finally began to fall like Eric had predicted. Luckily the wind was almost non-existent. It fell in tiny flakes almost straight down from the sky, accumulating on the ground very fast. “How much further?” Eric asked Hank as he bounced gently in his saddle. 
 
    “It won’t be much longer.” Hank looked like an old Russian man on top of that horse. The clothes he took from the retirement home were not flattering, but they did look warm. Eric was cold and wet. He felt miserable. His coat barely kept him warm and his body heat melted the snow that fell down the collar of his jacket. At least his work boots were built to withstand this kind of weather. Having dry socks was the only thing keeping Eric from catching the flu. 
 
    “You are sure they will be here?” Eric asked. 
 
    Hank shook his head. “You sound like a kid in the back seat of his parents car on a long trip.” 
 
    Eric laughed. “Are we there yet?” 
 
    “Almost,” Hank said, sarcastically. 
 
    Eric looked down at Hank’s horse as its hooves plodded through the snow, kicking up large white bursts with each step. Looking back over his shoulder Eric could hardly see the hoof prints on the hill they had just come down. He was starting to worry they were going to get caught in a blizzard and stuck out here on their own. “Seriously, what makes you sure they will be here?” 
 
    “They will be here, trust me.” Hank was bringing them to the old rangers station just outside of Springdale to meet up with the vikings. 
 
    Eric didn’t see any signs of them heading down this road, but the snow had buried the most obvious clues. “Why would we want to go there? I mean its right on the highway and the Pelley’s will drive by here if they do decide to come back.” 
 
    “I don’t plan on staying here, I’m just keeping my word to them. I told them I would meet them here.” Hank swayed back and forth atop his horse like a cowboy in an old western movie. He was much more comfortable riding than Eric. 
 
    Eric’s hips and thigh muscles were getting sore from the long ride. “So we came all this way in the middle of a blizzard so you could keep your word.” Eric was getting agitated. 
 
    “I came all this way because we need their help. We are going back to Corner Brook.” Hank had been keeping his plan a secret from Eric and it was beginning to wear down his last nerves. 
 
    “Corner Brook is a wasteland. There are too many of those dead freaks roaming through the city.” Eric didn’t agree with Hanks plan and he certainly wasn’t going to bring Dana back there. 
 
    “It may be filled with those filthy rotting corpses, but at least there wouldn’t be anyone looking to take what we have from us there,” Hank said. 
 
    “Hank MacDonald the movie star and man with the plan,” Eric said enthusiastically. Eric hadn’t started losing his loved ones until they tangled with other people. He had always managed to keep everyone safe when he only had to deal with the dead. 
 
    The snow made it difficult to see very far in the distance, but the faint glow of a fire could be seen on the horizon. Hank pointed his hand towards it and gathered the reins of his horse, sending the beast into a gallop. He yelled out to Eric, but a gust of wind drowned out the sound of his voice. Eric felt uneasy atop of the saddle and couldn’t bring himself to keep up with the more seasoned rider. He continued down the snow covered highway at a slow trot. Hank rushed towards the flickering flames and the falling snow quickly hid him from view, disappearing behind a flurry of heavy snowflakes. Eric looked down at the hoof prints as the wind and falling snow filled the imprints almost as quickly as they had appeared. The roads were quickly starting to blend in with the rest of the terrain, almost indistinguishable from the ditches. The only thing keeping Eric on path was the giant tree’s on either side of him and the burning beacon ahead.  
 
    Hank’s shadow appeared in the flames for a moment, the outline of the pickaroon gripped in his hands. Hank sprang forward, thrusting the weapon forward and disappeared once more as he left the haze of the flames. Eric grabbed his reins of the horse and gave the horse a little kick on the side, the sudden surge of power causing Eric to slide back in the saddle. He could barely hold on as he barreled down the icy highway, holding on to the reins with white knuckles and squeezing his thighs together. It didn’t take long for Eric to catch up. A small herd of shambling shapes appeared out of thin air. He pulled back on the reins, not wanting to get to close before he ended up in the middle of a hoard of zombies. The stallion reared its front legs up. Anticipating the horse was going to do that, Eric pushed off the saddle and jumped backwards into the snow. The sheer force of the maneuver sent Eric toppling over backwards, the snow bracing his fall. 
 
    “Hank!” Eric called out, his voice carried away with the wind. Eric reached back and placed his hand on the grip of his revolver. Feeling the stiff rubber grip was comforting. The wind had really picked up now. A whirlwind of snow along with the dull, flickering glow of the fire was disorienting. The hungry groans starting to drown out the low moan of the wind. The smell of decaying flesh and waste was overpowering. 
 
    “Eric.” A familiar voice called out, but it wasn’t Hank. Eric tilted his head towards the sound, trying to pinpoint the source of the distress signal. “Eric, over here.” He was sure the sound was coming from just in front of him, but he could see anything. The wind whipped snow straight across the highway. Eric could see the outlines of the shambling corpses shuffling towards him. “Eric.” The voice was right beside him now. He looked around and could see figures moving through the snowstorm. He couldn’t see who they were, but he could tell that they belonged to the living, so Eric followed them. Eric rushed towards the survivors. As he got closer, he recognized the white camouflage clothing. The military was here and the voice belonged to Warrant Smith. 
 
    “Warrant Smith, what’s going on?” Eric called out, but the only answer he got was a hand that reached out and grabbed him, shoving him in line with the others. Eric didn’t say anything and placed his hand on the back of the soldier in front of him. He didn’t want to get lost in this snow storm. Whatever they had planned, Eric was along for the ride now and could only hope that Hank was somewhere amongst the living. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER FIFTEEN:
REBUILT 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jason sat on the edge of the bed, rubbing his arms to get the circulation back into his wrists. Doctor White had finally removed his restraints and he would have made a break for it if an armed guard wasn’t pacing the hallway just outside of his room. The tight leather straps had left large red rings around his arms. He could feel the difference with his finger as he ran them over the indents left behind. “So the surgery was a success?” Jason knew that it was; he just hated sitting there in silence. 
 
    “It would appear that way.” Alvin took out an instrument and shined a tiny bright light at Jason’s eyes. “Follow the light.” The doctor checked Jason’s right eye first, moving the light left then right, up and down, and then duplicated the routine for the other eye. “Good. Your eyes are very responsive and I have heard the off switch works.” 
 
    “Yeah, David already showed me that feature.” Hatred spewed from Jason’s mouth. He couldn’t hide his anger, but he wasn’t about to act upon his rage. 
 
    “Very good then. There are several other features that can be turned on and off.” Doctor White pulled out a blue note pad and flipped through the lined pages. “Well, for starters, the satellite link works. We can see what you see at all times.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure I look down in the toilet after I take a shit.” Jason quipped. 
 
    “Mr. Cook I’m not going to be watching the camera, but I couldn’t care less. I’m just here to go over the functionality with you and clear you for duty.” Doctor White didn’t look angry or disgusted, just uninterested and distant. Large bags puffed out under his blood shot eyes. His white eyebrows were dry and full of flakes of dead skin. 
 
    “I must have enhanced vision.” Jason could see much better than he could before the surgery. “I can see things crystal clear.” Alvin’s face was lined with wrinkles, the skin under his neck was loose and dropped down from his chin. He was nearly bald except for a few straggly white hairs that was spaced sparsely over his scalp. 
 
    “Yes, your vision is perfect and the chip implanted in your brain can process images the same as a camera with auto focus.” Doctor White’s white lab coat was left open, exposing a black sweater pulled over a green dress shirt and silver tie. “It also has night vision, thermal vision, and it can sync up with your weapon to help you aim your weapon.” 
 
    “So how does it all work, with that remote?” Jason wanted to get his hands on that remote. Maybe if he controlled it he could escape this awful place. 
 
    “It can be controlled by the remote and it can also be controlled by your computer operator.” Alvin poked the remote into his lab coat and handed Jason the notepad. “You can have a read through this manual, but it won’t matter. David will have the remote at all times and if you somehow manage to get it he has given orders to terminate the program permanently.”  
 
    “So you’re saying there is absolutely no way that I could ever escape David’s control.” Jason wasn’t waiting for the doctor to answer, he was already developing contingency plans in his head. Now that he had his sight back he would find a way to get his revenge on David Steele. 
 
    “Not with your vision. It would be near impossible anyway.” Alvin opened a cupboard along the wall. Various books and magazines were stuffed tightly inside. “If I were you, I would take advantage of your eye sight.” 
 
    “I don’t plan on losing it anytime soon.” Jason wasn’t going to do anything until he spoke to Tracy. Maybe she would be able to help him escape this hellish nightmare. 
 
    “I know you aren’t planning on it, but that’s not what I meant. I mean you are going to see some gruesome sights out there that you won’t soon forget.” Alvin pulled his chair up next to Jason’s bed. “You should read or do something that you enjoy with your eyesight. I enjoy a good book.” 
 
    A tall, slender woman wearing a dark blue shirt with a white apron draped over it walked into the room pushing a trolley full of trays. “Chicken or beef?” She said in a robotic tone, her deep blue eyes staring off into the distance. The blank expression on her face matched her voice. Her blonde hair was tied into a messy bun on top of her head. A black mesh hair net contained most of it underneath, but a few wayward strands poked out of the bottom. 
 
    Jason sniffed at the air. The scent of garlic and onions made his mouth water. “I’ll take the beef.” The worker grabbed a tray from her cart and left it on the counter. “Do you mind grabbing that for me? I still feel a little woozy from the surgery.” Jason asked doctor White. Alvin handed Jason the tray, his nose turned up at the overpowering odour. “Thanks.” The food smelled better than it looked. The beef was nearly grey, the instant potatoes looked runny and full of lumps, and Jason didn’t like the look of the bun. He picked up the bun and pulled it apart. It was dry and flakey. Crumbs fell onto the tray and into the mushy paste that resembled potatoes. “This looks awful.” 
 
    “Look on the bright side. At least you can see.” Alvin made an attempt at being funny and it made Jason crack a smile. The two men had started to become friends, or at least what counted as friends in this world. Jason knew that he wasn’t the only person in this facility that was being held here against their will. He was also aware that others were being forced to do things they didn’t want to do. No one could resist the safety of the base at Pharmakon; a life outside of these secure walls just wasn’t appealing. Jason had survived in the harsh new world since day one. The looming threat of zombies always hung over his head, but the threat of punishment from the Pharmakon staff was far worse. 
 
    “They didn’t even give me a fork to eat this with.” Jason grumbled. 
 
    “They wouldn’t want to give you anything you could use to kill yourself with.” The doctor explained. 
 
    Jason picked up a piece of beef and let it dangle from his fingers, shaking it back and forth. “It kinda looks like someone cooked their rubber boot for supper,” Jason said jokingly. “It’s strange, but I think I’d rather eat a cold can of beans than this shit.” Jason took a bite of the beef and chewed it methodically. He was relieved that the cook had overloaded it with garlic. It took a few minutes before he could swallow the beef, but at least it tasted better than it looked. “I think I’ll get the chicken next time.” 
 
    “Maybe next time you can eat with me in the dining hall. The food is much better for employees.” Alvin stood up and started to walk away. 
 
    “You think you could get me in there.” Jason called out. 
 
    Doctor White paused in the doorway. “Mr. Cook you are a Pharmakon employee now, whether you like it or not. You should take full advantage of the perks that will be given to you. Trust me, things could get a whole lot worse for you than they have been. Ask your wife, she can explain it to you.” 
 
    “Do you know when she will be back?” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SIXTEEN:
ESCAPE 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dana awoke to find herself alone in the living room. Relieved that the fire was still roaring in the hearth and Sasha’s blanket was thrown over the back of the recliner. She could hear the floor boards upstairs creaking. Dana looked at the coffee table. Sasha had brought her pills down from her bedroom and left a glass of water for her on the table. Dana lifted up her sweater and checked the bandage. For the first time blood hadn’t soaked through. The pain was now just a dull reminder of what had happened. She popped a pill in her mouth and took a gulp of water to wash it down. It was still lukewarm, she could taste the metallic tinge of the pot. Sasha must have boiled more water recently. 
 
    “You’re awake.” Sasha called out from the top of the stairs. She had changed her clothes again. Now she was wearing a tight pair of blue jeans and a light green tank top with glitter sparkling in the fabric. 
 
    “I can’t remember falling asleep.” Dana couldn’t recall what they had been talking about when she dozed off.  
 
    “Honestly, I think I fell asleep before you.” Sasha chuckled. “You were probably talking to yourself anyway.” 
 
    “How long have you been up?” Dana asked curiously. 
 
    “Maybe ten minutes. Just long enough time to get the fire going again and change my clothes. I was drowning in sweat. This cabin doesn’t take long to warm up.” Sasha bounced down the stairs, her hair bobbing around her face. She walked past the living room and straight into the kitchen. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we try to conserve some of the food?” Dana wasn’t sure how long she had been asleep. Her stomach was grumbling, but she knew things could get a lot worse. She had gone days without eating before and didn’t want to face that terrible ordeal again. 
 
    “We slept through the night. I think we can let ourselves eat today.” Sasha rummaged through the cupboards. 
 
    “Do you want to share a can of something?” Dana asked, hoping that Sasha wouldn’t agree.  
 
    “We can if you really want, I think I would like to have spaghetti.” Sasha held a purple box and shook it, rattling the noodles loudly. “Now that’s Music to my ears.” 
 
    “Did you want my help with anything?” Dana stood up to stretch. She tried to raise her arms above her head causing the stitches in her stomach tighten uncomfortably. 
 
    “You can boil the water if you want. I’ll heat up the sauce in this pan.” Sasha twisted the lid off a bottle and dumped the red sauce into the frying pan. 
 
    Dana walked over to the kitchen and looked out the window. She could barely see the next cabin. Gusts of wind picked up the light powder on top of the hardened snow and mixed it with the already falling snow to create white out conditions. “It looks nasty outside. I hope they found some shelter before this storm hit.” Dana grabbed a pot on the counter and was glad it was already filled with water. She certainly didn’t want to have to go outside in that frigid storm. 
 
    “I’m sure they are just fine.” Sasha didn’t seem bothered by the storm. “Once this storm passes I’m going to check the cabin next door, see if that one has supplies too. If it does, we should start bringing them over here.” 
 
    Dana nodded her head in agreement. “Sounds like a good plan.” Dana wasn’t sure if she was ready to be on her feet doing things, but at least it would keep her occupied and her mind off Eric.  
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    Eric grabbed the jacket of the man in front of him. Thick flakes of snow was falling now, obscuring his vision as it whirled around. The person behind him was doing the same thing; no one wanted to risk getting lost in the storm. The hungry moans of the dead were closing in fast. They didn’t need to see where they were going. The scent of human flesh guided them without hindrance. They didn’t need to stop to gather their bearings. The soldiers needed to find their way back to shelter, the storm had grown so nasty that the fire was only a distant glow to lead them in the right direction. 
 
    “Keep moving.” A frantic voice carried on the wind. Eric couldn’t tell where it had come from and he couldn’t see anything around him, the rotten stench of death and decay was growing stronger. A set of snapping jaws appeared out of thin air. Milky eyes quickly followed as a zombie lurched forward. Eric had to let go of the man in front and brace himself against the foul creature. Eric managed to grab the creature by the shoulders as it toppled on top of him, they both crashed into the snow. The corpses rotten breath was warm on Eric’s face, blackened drool spraying out of its mouth as its jaws snapped. The zombie’s skin was black with frost bite. Its nose had fallen off and left behind a sore, reddish black hole in the centre of its face.  
 
    The zombie went limp, its weight crushing Eric down. Its head went limp and it drooped down into the crevice of Eric’s neck. Blood oozed as thick as sludge from the giant blade sticking out of the creature’s skull. “Contact!” A soldier pulled the body off Eric and helped him to his feet as gunfire erupted. Tiny flashes could be seen down the line as the soldiers started to fire into the storm. The powerful scent of gunpowder quickly filled the air. Eric grabbed his revolver and scanned the edge of his vision but he couldn’t locate anything to take aim at. The soldier standing next to him looked confused and Eric started to wonder if anyone knew what they were firing at. 
 
    “Get in all-around defence.” Warrant Smith commanded. “Step into it.” His voice was strong but calm. Years of combat experience allowed him to think clearly and react quickly. The soldiers quickly gathered in a tight circle, each man covering each other’s backs. They all got down on one knee, their legs intertwined. Eric could feel a soldiers butt against the back of his leg. Eric knelt down to join them and started to feel a sense of security amongst the chaos. He didn’t have to scour all around him now. He trusted that the men behind him would watch his back. 
 
    A frost-bitten corpses shambled into view, their shapes obscured by the storm. Eric didn’t wait long enough to see their disfigured features. He took aim at a creature’s head and fired a round into the obscurity. The dark shape of the body flailed its limbs and tumbled backwards out of view. Another zombie wandered into view and Eric quickly put it down. Sending this one careening over sideways into the snow. 
 
    Unnngghh   Unnnngghhhh Urrnnngggghhhhh 
 
    One of the creatures grunted loudly in the darkness, seemingly calling out to the others. Eric remained tense, but the zombies disappeared into the storm as quickly as they had appeared. “This way.” Warrant Smith called out and the soldiers jumped to their feet and started to move quickly. Eric was ushered along by the soldiers and he looked up at the flickering light of the fire. The outline of a building could be seen just beyond the flames. A door opened and a soldier held it open, patting each soldier on the back as they entered the building. Eric could see the glow of a lantern in the back of the building and the men quickly gathering inside. Eric could hear Warrant Smith counting as he patted each man on the back. Eric looked at Smith as he crossed the doorway. The Warrant didn’t say anything and never patted his back as he passed by. 
 
    Eric looked around the room as he entered. It wasn’t very big, the far wall was lined with chairs and a receptionist window sat next to a door on the back wall. This must have been the waiting room of the forestry wardens building. The door slammed shut behind them and everyone was standing shoulder to shoulder. “All right, I only counted twenty-two soldiers, which means we are missing three.” Warrant Smith’s voice spoke over the chatter. “Can anyone confirm who’s missing.” 
 
    “Corporal Sinnott got bit and I seen her walk into the storm.” A woman’s voice spoke up from behind Eric. 
 
    “Private Alexander got struck by a wayward bullet.” Another man’s voice spoke up somewhere in the room. “He didn’t make it.” 
 
    “I think Private Park panicked, he ran off scared and crying.” Someone else spoke up. 
 
    “Damn it.” Warrant Smith shook his head in disgust. “Remember our training and keep your heads together. I know it was a shit show out there but we didn’t need to lose anybody.” 
 
    A hush silence fell over the room. Eric looked around and was glad to spot Hank huddled in the corner next to the vikings. The largest warrior was holding an old lantern in his oversized hand, making the light look like a child’s toy. His long hair was tied into a braid and the sides of his head were shaved. His beard was thick and tangled with knots. He stood out like a viking king amongst the other two men, who were much smaller. One man had his goatee tied into a point with beads wrapped around it, his hair was trimmed close to his head all around. The other man wore the furs and armour of a viking but looked like a teenager. His blonde hair was shaggy and unkempt. His face was blemished and riddled with acne. Scars from popping the pimples littered his complexion. 
 
    Eric looked around at the soldiers and couldn’t help but notice the girl standing next to Warrant Smith. Her face was badly swollen. Her lip was split open and there was dried blood underneath her nose. She looked like she had gotten into a fist fight with the warrant, who didn’t look much better. Her camouflage jacket was way too big on her. Her hands didn’t even reach the bottom of her sleeves. She looked like a kid wearing her father’s jacket. She stared down at her feet. She was wearing a pair of blue jeans and white sneakers. Eric thought she may have been a soldier, but she wasn’t dressed like the others. Eric pushed his way through the crowd and made his way over towards Warrant Smith. As he got closer he realized the poor girl was Tina. 
 
    “Tina?” Eric almost whispered. He knew that she shouldn’t have went with Ted. “Tina,” Eric said louder, getting her attention. She looked up, her eye nearly swollen shut. A single tear rolled down her cheek. 
 
    “Mr. Jones I’m glad to see you,” Warrant Smith said, but Eric ignored him. His only concern right now was Tina. 
 
    “Tina what happened to you?” Eric tried to embrace Tina but she backed against the wall, a frightened look on her face. 
 
    “It was Ted.” The warrant spoke for Tina. “I need to tell you something.” 
 
    Eric studied the fresh wounds on the warrants face. The blood was still fresh and wet on his face. “Go ahead, I’m listening.” Eric figured that Smith and Ted had gotten into a huge fight and now Ted was gone. Good riddance he thought to himself. 
 
    “Your mother is in Grand Falls being held captive by the Silver Skull Cartel,” Warrant Smith said calmly, almost irritating Eric. 
 
    “What do you mean? Why would they want her?”  
 
    “Tina said they are being made to work in the drug labs. They have a lot of innocent people held against their will. We are going to stop them, but I will need all the help I can get.” The warrant looked over Eric’s shoulder at his soldier. 
 
    Eric didn’t have to think about it. “Of course I will help.” Eric needed to rescue his mother from those terrible people. Eric had a run in with a member of the cartel once before and they were evil incarnate. The biker had murdered an innocent man for sport and laughed about it during the trail. His lawyer had found a technicality in the prosecution’s gathering of evidence and had the case thrown out. 
 
    “I need to tell you something else.” Warrant Smith reached out and placed his hand on Eric’s shoulder. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER SEVENTEEN:
A NEW PLAN 
 
      
 
      
 
    Warrant Smith laid his hand on Eric’s shoulder, not knowing how he would respond to the news of his father’s passing. Eric looked like he had been through hell over the last few days. His eyes didn’t have the same spark they did when they parted ways just a few days ago. He could tell by Eric’s roaming eye that he was surprised by his own appearance. His lip felt like it was burst open, his head was pounding and his eye felt like it was swollen shut even though he could see out of it. “I need to tell what happened to your father. Maybe you should sit down.” 
 
    Eric brushed Smith’s hand away gently. He walked over to the chair and sat down. He bowed his head into his chest, bracing himself for the news. “How did it happen?” Eric stuttered. 
 
    “He saved our lives.” Warrant Smith tried to soften the blow. Jack did save their lives in a way, but Eric didn’t need to know that his dead corpse fell against the wall and opened up an escape route. “He saved your mother.” There was no way he was going to tell Eric that it was her fault. If she could have just kept her calm everyone would still be alive, however they wouldn’t be here right now either. 
 
    “Did he get bit?” Eric looked up at the warrant with tears in his eyes. 
 
    “No, he didn’t get bit. He was shot by a member of the cartel.” Warrant Smith needed to direct Eric’s hatred towards his cause. It was the truth, but he felt bad for manipulating him into helping. He could have left Eric alone, but he thought that not knowing was just as cruel. 
 
    “Those fuckers are going to pay.” Eric slumped back into the chair. “You say you need my help. You got it.” Eric looked lost, staring blankly into the future. 
 
    “I have a plan. It’s going to seem unnecessary, but you need to trust me. The Silver Skull Cartel is heavily armed. The vikings said that there are hundreds of them that crossed over into St. Anthony. They are heavily armed and have no issues taking a human life.” Warrant Smith spoke calmly to Eric, expecting him to break down at any moment but he appeared to be in shock. “The plan is going to sound crazy, so if you need some time to process everything let me know.” 
 
    “Go ahead. We’re not going anywhere any time soon.” Eric pointed to the window. The wind howled outside, rocking the foundation of the building. 
 
    “Well, some of us are heading back to Corner Brook to gather supplies. We have weapons and ammo left behind.” Warrant Smith had also left his jeep, with a mounted Gatling gun, behind. “Others are going to scout around the outskirts of Grand Falls and set up a defensive perimeter.” 
 
    “So where will I be going?” Eric asked. 
 
    “You are going to help around the outskirts of Grand Falls so you know your way around then I have another part of the plan that I need help with.” Warrant Smith wasn’t sure if his plan would work. He had tried it before in Corner Brook and if it worked again it would be the key to their victory. 
 
    “All right.” Eric sounded uninterested and distant, as if he didn’t seem to care about anything.  
 
    “I need you to head towards Gander and help lead the herd of zombies there to Grand Falls. The vikings have already agreed to do it, however I need someone I can trust.” Smith didn’t know the vikings and their outlandish ways weren’t buying any of his trust. He would feel much better knowing that Eric would be there. Revenge could be the greatest motivator of all.  
 
    “You want me to lead a pack of shambling corpses from Gander to Grand Falls? That will take days.” Eric sounded impatient. 
 
    “It will take days, and I think it’s exactly what we need to give us the advantage. We will let the cartel expend their ammo on the herd and tire themselves out. When they think it’s all over we will strike hard.” The warrant knew they couldn’t win in a straight up gun fight. Even with their superior training, the Silver Skull Cartel would be able to handle the army with ease. 
 
    “I need you to promise me one thing,” Eric said. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “We kill them all,” Eric snarled. 
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    The soldiers had finally opened the door to the offices and Tina welcomed the personal space. The reception room was getting overheated and she was starting to feel claustrophobic. Warrant Smith had led her to an empty office and let her have her personal space. Now she was sitting underneath the desk. She felt safe there. If anyone looked in through the window they wouldn’t be able to see her. She wanted to cry and scream out in anger at the same time, a fountain of emotion bottled up inside just waiting to explode. 
 
    The whistling wind drowned out the mummers of the soldiers next door. She couldn’t hear what they were saying, but they all sounded so angry. Eric had went with Warrant Smith. He was handling the loss of his father exceptionally well amongst the others, but Tina could see the sadness in his eyes. She had overheard Smith’s plan and she wanted to be there when they headed back to Grand Falls. She needed to make sure Ted didn’t survive the assault. She wanted to finish what she had started; she should have never let him live. She thought about the twins and what kind of danger they would be in now that Ted had gone completely mad. 
 
    A knock on the door frightened Tina. She stiffened up and bumped her head against the top of the desk. She wasn’t sure if someone was looking for her or if it was someone looking for some peace and quiet. Another rattle rocked the door. A voice calling out her name sounded familiar. “Hello.” Tina responded timidly. 
 
    “Tina, can I come in?” Eric’s voice called from the other side. 
 
    Tina crawled out from behind the desk and walked over to let him in. She opened the door and Eric was standing there with a sad look on his face. The urge to close the door was strong, but the defeated look on his face was too much to ignore. “Come in,” Tina said reluctantly. 
 
    “I’m sorry this happened to you.” Eric sat in an old wooden chair, the arms worn down and dull compared to the rest of the furniture in the room. 
 
    Tina walked around the large, misshaped desk and pulled out her big boss office chair. The desk was made from a thick cut tree, the rings preserved by the varnish used to stain the wood. “I’m sorry for your loss.” It was the first time Tina had acknowledged what had taken place back in that awful room. She had spent hours trying to block it out of her mind, she knew that she couldn’t run from it if she ever wanted to confront Ted. This was his fault and he needed to pay for what happened. 
 
    Eric covered his mouth with a clenched fist, his eyes squeezed shut. “It’s not your fault.” He mumbled through clenched teeth, choking back tears. 
 
    Tina looked around at the cork boards on the walls. They were filled with various maps hung up with thumbtacks. The walls were painted an off-white colour and the floors were maple hardwood. The room reminded Tina of the old fisheries wardens office where her father would work during the off-seasons. “It wasn’t your fault that Ted did this to me.” Tina hated herself for sticking with Ted, even after he showed signs of becoming unhinged long before Grand Falls. 
 
    “I should have killed that monster after he got bit on the beach. No one would have known he was immune to the virus,” Eric said, bitterly. 
 
    “You’re a good man, you did the right thing at the time.” Tina remembered Eric when they had been at Pinch-gut Lake. He looked so different now. His eyes had grown cold and his scruffy beard made him look mean.  
 
    “That’s the problem now a days. It may be the right thing to do in that moment, but it can come back to haunt you the next.” Eric looked up at the ceiling. “You have to do the best thing for your survival, not the right thing.” 
 
    Tina thought about what he said and wanted to disagree with him, unable to find a point she could use to argue with him. She had done the right thing with Ted, but if she had chosen to stay behind with Eric everything would have been different. His father would still be alive and they probably wouldn’t be involved in the pending war that was brewing. Warrant Smith had talked about fighting for the Republic of Newfoundland with his troops and there would only be misery fighting for control of the island. They should have run away from all of this madness before it was too late.  
 
    They both sat there in silence, studying the maps on the wall and avoiding eye contact with each other. A loud rap on the door went unanswered until the second knock on the door. “Who is it?” Tina asked, annoyed. 
 
    “It’s me. I need to speak to Eric.” Warrant Smith’s voice echoed from the other side of the door. 
 
    Tina looked over at Eric, who nodded his approval. “Come in.” The door swung open and Smith closed it behind him as he walked into the office. Tina noticed that the warrant had a cardboard box cradled in his arms. “Please tell me you found some food.” Tina eyed the box intently. 
 
    “It’s not much, but it should hold us over until we the storm passes.” Smith laid the box on the table. “It’s starting to clear up now. It shouldn’t be much longer until we can get moving again.” 
 
    Tina leaned forward in the chair and dragged the box across the table.  Inside was an open silver can filled with a dark red paste and noodles, a bag of cheese puffs, and a trail mix bar. “Is all of this for me?” Tina’s mouth started to water as the smell of the sauce wafted up to her nose. The warrant nodded his head but seemed occupied with something. He leaned over to whisper something into Eric’s ear that caused him to stand up swiftly. “Is something wrong.” 
 
    “Everything’s fine. I just need to speak with Eric. I want to discuss something with him in private.” Warrant Smith and Eric both left the room without saying another word. Tina looked under her desk, thinking about going back underneath to hide, ultimately she decided to stay in the comfortable chair. The trauma she suffered in Grand Falls was starting to fade away. She felt safe now that Eric was around. He had always kept everyone safe and knowing that he was going to be involved with Smith’s plan made her feel confident they would be victorious. Tina closed her eyes and leaned back in the chair. After putting her legs up on the table she quickly dozed off into a deep sleep. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER EIGHTEEN:
UPSTAIRS 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eric needed to get back to check on Dana before they started their mission. He knew she would want to come with him and he was going over the reasons she couldn’t inside his head. Hank and the other vikings were nearly fifty meters ahead of him on the road, but Hank would hang back to check on him every hour or so. Eric didn’t feel like talking to anyone and he was glad that Hank respected his privacy. The snow had stopped falling sometime during the night and now the sun was beaming high in the sky. A frigid cold wind cut through Eric’s parka. The horse followed in the hoof prints ahead. Eric barely needed to guide it along. The horse trotted along in the deep snow, its hooves unable to reach the pavement below anymore. Snow draped over the trees all along the highway on either side. The mountains looked like giant icebergs towering into the sky in the distance. 
 
    Hank turned his stallion around and waited for Eric to catch up. The three vikings didn’t wait this time. They kept plodding ahead through the deep snow. The horses were getting tired now. Eric could feel its mighty chest rising with each laboured breath. “We must be close now.” He called out. 
 
    Hank nodded his head in agreement. “We are just a few kilometres away now.” 
 
    “Great. My horse could really use a rest.” Eric patted his horse and rubbed its neck in appreciation. 
 
    “We could all use a rest, but I’m afraid we won’t get much.” Hank kept his horse in stride with Eric’s. They were riding side by side now. Snow-covered trees lined the road as far they could both see. The bright blue sky overhead was almost blinding. 
 
    Eric knew that Warrant Smith would be waiting for them in Grand Falls in less than two days and it was going to take a lot of hard work before this plan was all over. He debated if all of this would be worth it. “You’re probably right,” Eric agreed. “That’s why it’s important we make the most of our time.” 
 
    Hank laughed. “You worried about the warrant’s plan?” 
 
    “Aren’t you?” Eric didn’t want to admit it, but he didn’t like the odds of coming out of this alive. He knew that the plan could work, however every last detail was going to have to fall into place perfectly. 
 
    “Of course I am. I don’t like detailed plans.” Hank looked over at Eric. “I find I work best when I have room to change. His plan will only work if everything goes exactly as he expects.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m worried about.” Eric admitted. “There is no room for error.” 
 
    “Then we have to make sure we have an escape plan,” Hank said, as the walls of the compound came into view. “That’s why I’m glad you didn’t tell him where we are staying.” 
 
    Eric had no plans on leaving Warrant Smith during the attack. He also didn’t want to put Dana in any possible danger. If something happened to Eric at least no one would go looking for her in St. John’s. Hank’s plan made perfect sense and Eric was glad that they would be heading there soon. He just hoped he would be alive long enough to meet Dana there after all of this was over. 
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    Snow drifted up the side of the door. Sasha had tried to pick the lock but didn’t have any success. Dana looked around for something to break the window with, the ground and everything on it was buried underneath the snow. The sun peeked out from behind the passing clouds. A strong breeze blew the snow from the rooftops and down the front of her jacket. “You ever pick a lock before?” Sasha turned around with a frustrated look on her face. 
 
    Dana shook her head. “Can’t say that I have. Maybe we can find another way in.” Dana walked over to the window and tried to push it up, it wouldn’t budge. “We could break the window.” Dana suggested. 
 
    “Maybe as a last resort, someone may need to use this cabin. There isn’t enough room in our cabin for anyone else and I think we are going to have company soon.” Sasha started to walk around the cabin, checking a bedroom window to no avail.  
 
    Dana headed around the corner. The back of the cabin didn’t have a single window or door they could try. She walked back to join Sasha when something buried underneath the snow at the base of the cabin. Snow had nearly hidden the basement window but someone had left it open and the snow drifted into the cabin. “Sasha over here,” Dana called out as she got down on her knees and started to shovel the snow out of the way with her hands. 
 
    Sasha walked over and got down beside Dana to help uncover the window. “Good eye. I walked right past it.”  
 
    The basement was bare pavement and had been used to store various lawn tools for the compound. A ride-on lawn mower sat along the back wall next to a ramp. Shovels and hoes had been left leaning against the walls. “It looks safe.” 
 
    “You should wait here. You might tear a stitch trying to climb down there through the window.” Sasha shifted her body into position. She rolled onto her stomach and dangled her legs inside the basement window. She gave Dana a nod before she eased herself down into the room, her feet banging off the floor as she dropped down. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Dana asked. 
 
    “I’m fine. I just wasn’t expecting it to be such a big drop.” Sasha answered. She walked over to the corner and grabbed a garden hoe. “You wait there. I’ll unlock the door for you.” Sasha headed up the stairs and disappeared from view. Dana walked over to the door and waited for Sasha to unlock the door. It didn’t take long before she could see her shadow through the white drape covering the window. The lock clicked open and Sasha pulled the door open. “This place gives me the creeps.”  
 
    Dana walked into the room and was caught off guard by how differently the cabin was decorated. The furniture was worn and filthy, it was like an animal lived here. The smell was hard to stomach. It wasn’t the foul stench of the dead but the scent of heavy smoke and sour body odour. The floors were littered with empty beer cans, mouldy food, and rat droppings. “I think I’m going to be sick.” Dana pulled her jacket up to her nose, trying to block out the smell. 
 
    “I’m just going to do a quick search and see if there’s anything we could use in here.” Sasha turned around and stepped in a pile of rotten food, causing her to stumble into the end table. “Ouch.” Sasha cried out as she banged her shin off the edge of the table. 
 
    Dana looked at the kitchen. The sink was filled with dirty dishes and scummy water. “There’s no way I’m eating anything that comes out of this place.” She couldn’t stomach the thought of someone living here, but there were clear signs that someone had recently been here. The dishes on top were stained with food that hadn’t turned moldy yet. A glass of water on the counter was still clear. 
 
    “There may be canned food in here. We can definitely use the tools in the basement as weapons.” Sasha walked through the living room towards a closet door, the garden hoe gripped tightly in her hand. 
 
    A sour smell was coming from the fire place. Burned bones poked out through the ashes. Specks of fur and burnt flesh clung to the charred remains. The sickly sight made Dana urge.  
 
    THUMP 
 
    A sudden noise from upstairs startled Dana. Her heart leapt up into her chest. “What the hell was that?” Dana looked up to the top of the stairs expecting to see a zombie lumbering down them, but the landing was empty. Bloodied handprints and dark red streaks stained the out dated floral wall paper. 
 
    “I don’t know.” Sasha held the gardening tool firmly in her grip, ready to lash out at the shadows. Dana crept towards the staircase. She reached out and grabbed handrail. It wobbled and groaned loudly. 
 
    THUMP   THUMP 
 
    “You should let me go first,” Sasha called out from behind. 
 
    Dana reached out her hand and blocked the stairs. “Let me do this?”  
 
    Sasha gave Dana a long, confused stare before relinquishing the garden hoe. “Be careful, I’m right behind you.”  
 
    THUMP  
 
    Dana held her finger over her mouth and waited for the noise to stop. It didn’t take long before a silence fell over the whole cabin. She counted to twenty in her head and the eerie silence remained. “Hello.” Dana deliberately broke the silence. 
 
    THUMP THUMP   THUMP  THUMP 
 
    “I think there is a zombie stuck up in one of the bedrooms,” Dana said, pointing upstairs with the bladed end of her weapon. 
 
    “I think you’re right.” Sasha agreed. 
 
    Dana walked up the stairs, the boards creaking loudly beneath her with each step. The whole staircase seemed to move with each step as they made their way up to the top landing. The hallway was covered in dirt and garbage. Rotting floorboards had turned almost black and in some places the rot had eaten clean through the wood. All of the doors were open except one. The first door on the left was the only closed door. 
 
    THUMP 
 
    THUMP   THUMP 
 
    “Whatever is making that sound on the other side of the door is trapped inside.” Dana watched the door intently but she couldn’t see any signs of hands pounding against it from the other side. They carefully made their way towards the door and Dana gripped the door knob in her hand, it nearly fell off as she turned it open. “Jesus Christ.” 
 
    An elderly man hung from the rafters, his feet banging off the old dresser behind him as he swung back and forth. His body was frail and malnourished, his skin pulled tightly against the skeleton underneath. His glossy, pale white eyes reflected the sunlight back at them as his lips snarled into a sinister smile. “How long do you think he’s been up there?” Sasha half whispered. 
 
    The dead man stretched out his arms, his neck muscles pulled tight as he strained to grab a hold of them. He nostrils flared wide open as Dana stepped into the room. “He’s been up there a long time.” The zombie’s hungry groans and painful grunts proved that even the dead needed to eat. “Maybe since the beginning.” Dana tensed up as she raised the hoe above her head. 
 
    “Wait.” Sasha held out her hands and stepped in front of Dana. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Dana tried to push her out of the way, but Sasha was much stronger. 
 
    “He made his choice and now he has to live with it.” Sasha sounded angry. “You don’t get to give up and get bailed out.” 
 
    “What happens if he gets down?” Dana wasn’t thinking about the man’s decisions. She was thinking about keeping everyone inside of these walls safe.  
 
    “It’s one fucking harmless zombie.” Sasha responded harshly. “If he does get down we can handle it.” 
 
    “Just move out of my way.” Dana tried to push past Sasha, but she wasn’t able to budge the younger woman. The creature thrashed his legs wildly, the rope swayed back and forth now. “Please.” 
 
    A loud crack interrupted Sasha before she could respond. The rope snapped and the zombie collapsed on top of her. Dana drove the hoe down as Sasha knocked her off balance. The metal edge grazed the creatures skull and the blade wedged itself into the mans collar bone. “Fuck!” Sasha screamed as the snapping jaws tore into the flesh covering her shoulder blade. Blood dripped from the creature’s chin as it buried his face into her back. Dana kicked the zombie in the forehead. Its head wretched backwards sending a spray of blood flying through the air. 
 
    Sasha scurried to her feet, tears streaming down her face and a look of shock plastered  on her expression. She turned around and reached out for the dresser, pulling it down on top of the creature and pinning it to the floor. “You piece of shit.” Sasha screamed at the twitching corpse. It struggled to move underneath the weight of the dresser. Sasha raised her foot and stomped the creature’s head over and over again until the skull caved in. An eye popped out of the socket and a rush of thick blood flowed out of the hole over the floor. 
 
    “Sasha.” Dana tried to calm her down, but the young girl wouldn’t stop driving her foot down into the pile of mush that used to be the old man’s head. Every time her foot lifted up a sickening, sucking sound echoed over her sobbing cries. Dana reached out and pulled Sasha into her arms, trying to calm the girl down. “Sasha, please don’t make this harder than it needs to be.”               
 
    Sasha looked up at Dana with terrified eyes. They both knew what needed to be done. “How could you let this happen?” Sasha accused Dana. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” Dana didn’t want to kill Sasha but she knew that she had to keep her child safe no matter what. “You should have let me kill him.” 
 
    “You’re actually blaming me for this?” Sasha lashed out at Dana, throwing a right hook that took her by surprise. The blow knocked Dana backwards and she fell down hard on her backside. Sasha stared down at Dana with hatred burning in her eyes. She turned around and grabbed the handle of the garden hoe and yanked it from the dead man’s corpse. With a sickening, wet pop the blade dislodged the creature’s arm. A splash of blood spilled onto the floor and puddled underneath Sasha’s feet. She turned to lunge at Dana and she slipped in the greasy pool of dark fluids. 
 
    Dana crawled backwards into the hallway and used the wall to pull herself up, darting towards the stairs just as Sasha swung the blade into the floor. Dana dashed down the stairs two at a time, the floor boards groaned loudly as Sasha chased after her. “Sasha, stop.” Dana pleaded as Sasha swung the hoe again. The metal edge narrowly missed Dana’s neck and sent a spray of gyprock flying through the air. 
 
    “This is all your fault!” Sasha screeched as she barreled down the stairs. The last step broke underneath her and she slammed hard into the edge of the fireplace. Her head snapped back violently as it smashed into the iron edge. A burst of blood exploded from a large, gaping wound on Sasha’s forehead. Her body twitched and convulsed on the floor. Her grasp held the garden hoe tightly and refused to let go. Dana backed away and waited for the convulsions to stop. Sasha’s eyes nearly popped out of the sockets and spittle flew from her mouth. The blood oozed from the deadly gash on her head and smeared the floor underneath her head, soaking into her golden blonde hair. 
 
    The front door open and a cold gust of wind rushed into the cabin. “What the hell happened?” Hank’s voice spoke up from the doorway. 
 
    “Sasha got bit!” Dana cried. The sound of Hank’s approaching footsteps made Dana uneasy.  
 
    Hank walked past Dana and knelt down and pinned Sasha to the floor. He pulled out a large hunting knife and without hesitation drove the blade deep into her skull. Sasha’s body went still and her arms flopped down to the floor, her eyes glued to Dana’s. Hank turned his head around and glared at Dana. “I can’t believe this could happen.” 
 
    Dana didn’t have anything to say. She wanted to turn and run, but her legs wouldn’t move. The door opened behind her, she was too afraid to take her eyes off Hank. She wasn’t sure what he was going to do next. “Dana, are you okay?” Eric spoke up.  
 
    “I’m fine,” Dana trailed off. 
 
    Hank cradled Sasha’s blood-soaked head into his arms, pulling her close. “This is my fault. I shouldn’t have left you here.” Hank rocked back and forth gently like a mother rocking her baby to sleep.  
 
    “Hank, I’m so sorry.” Eric placed his hand on Dana’s shoulder and squeezed gently, turning her around to face him. His eyebrows and hair were covered in frost and his cheeks were bright red. “Dana, what happened here?”  
 
    “Sasha got bit by a zombie.” Dana was getting agitated by the repeating question now. This was the second time she had to answer it. “It’s upstairs if you don’t believe me.” Dana felt she needed to defend her actions. 
 
    “Why were you guys over here?” Eric questioned. 
 
    “We came over to check the cabin out, see what supplies we could gather.” Dana didn’t want to blame Sasha for what had happened, even if it was her fault. “We were upstairs going through the bedrooms and a man had hung himself. When he saw us he got all riled up and the rope broke. He fell on top of Sasha and took a bite.” Dana hid the full truth from Eric; she didn’t want to upset Hank. 
 
    “Well, we should head back to the cabin and give Hank some time alone.” Eric ushered Dana towards the door. “Hank, do you need anything?” 
 
    “Bring me a shovel.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER NINETEEN: 
DIGGING 
 
      
 
      
 
    Byrne could feel the sweat running down his back. The frigid winds whipped through the trees and cut through his winter jacket, chilling him to the bone. He drove the pick axe down into the frozen ground. The vibrations hurt his hands with every strike, he had no choice but to continue. He looked around at the other soldiers as they dug into the forest floor, mounds of snow piled up around them. A look out had been posted at the edge of the woods around Grand Falls, but no one from the town bothered to leave the comforts of their warm buildings. A few bikers had walked along their sentry, showing no interest in leaving their designated path. 
 
    Sucking in a few deep breaths, Byrne laid the pick axe aside and picked up his shovel to remove the dirt he had loosened. He took extra care not to throw the gravel over the snow, making sure to keep it all in a neat pile so he could hide from view. He had been trained to dig trenches before, but he had never dug one in frozen soil. This was proving to be much harder that he had expected, even though they still had time to set up their traps. Once the zombies from the great herd entered the city from the east, they would be forced into the woods in the west, which was where they would ambush them.  
 
    He could hear footsteps approaching from behind, the snow crunching under the heavy boots. “Take a break, private,” Suzanne said as she stepped down into the hole. 
 
    “It’s not very deep yet.” Byrne was disappointed with his lack of progress. He examined Suzanne’s face, unable decipher her mood. Her expression remained unchanged since the moment he met her. 
 
    Suzanne pulled out a pack of cigarettes and offered one to Byrne, who gladly took one and placed it in his mouth. “Nobody has made much progress yet, but we will get it done in time,” She assured him. “We have another two days before we need to execute the plan and we should have help soon.” She flicked her zippo open and a tall flame burned brightly. She lit her own fag first than offered the flame to Byrne. 
 
    “Thanks.” Byrne inhaled a deep puff and tilted his head back, staring up into the tree branches over head. “We could use some of those to build a canopy over the trenches.” 
 
    “That’s a good idea. I’ll make sure we get that done.” The chief paced from one end of the trench to the other, placing one foot directly in front of the other, counting the distance. “This needs to be another three paces wider to fit three people in here.” 
 
    Byrne stared down at the frozen ground and sighed. “I think we have room for three people in here now.” 
 
    “You’ve never been in an actual fire fight have you, private?” Suzanne didn’t sound impressed with the private’s objection. 
 
    “No, I haven’t, but the trench is three-shoulder-widths long.” Byrne gazed at the length of the trench and was sure he gagged the length correctly. 
 
    “The trench will fit three people and there’s even enough room for the weapons but you forgot an important point.” Suzanne paused briefly, not giving Byrne enough time to come up with a response. “Have you ever got a hot piece of lead on your back? It’s not very pleasant and it can interrupt your aim.” 
 
    Byrne felt his cheeks blush with embarrassment. “I’ll fix it.” 
 
    Suzanne laughed. “Don’t worry about it. You’re not the only one who needs to do a little more digging.” Suzanne left the shallow trench and headed through the deep snow towards the next trench, stepping down carefully into the next one. 
 
    Byrne grabbed his shovel and headed over to the edge of his trench, scooping away the snow. He was grateful that the snow weighed a small fraction of the soil and didn’t offer much resistance. It only took a few minutes to uncover enough ground to make his trench long enough. He walked over to his small pack and rummaged through an open pack of rations. He only had two meals, so he had to make sure that he spaced out his food so he wouldn’t be too hungry when the assault happened. Suzanne had expected more rations to be delivered tomorrow, but they couldn’t guarantee Warrant Smith would be able to make it back in time. If it snowed much more he wouldn’t be able to get back from Corner Brook in time and they would have to go ahead with the plan without him. They would be greatly outnumbered and their supply of ammo would be exhausted after a few short minutes. 
 
    Taking out a pack of peanut butter and a stale bun, Byrne spread the condiment over the bun and took a bite. The peanut butter still tasted good, but the old bread was as hard as a rock and wasn’t fit to eat. He ate the peanut butter from the packet, squeezing out the last ounce directly into his mouth. He looked down into the brown paper bag and shook it, trying to find something else that he could snack on. He decided to eat an energy bar before getting back to work. Byrne sat down in the trench and ripped open the plastic wrapper. He took a bite of the double chocolate energy bar and found it chalky and dry. He had to chew it for a long time before he could choke down a lump of the food. 
 
    Cursing under his breath, he got back to his feet and grabbed the pick axe. He swung it over his head and down into the frozen earth, his cold hands were starting to blister now. Every muscle on his body hurt and he had hunger pains, but he continued to swing the pick axe over and over relentlessly.  
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    All of the lawns were buried under the snow and the roof tops were covered in white. The colours of the siding stood out against the pale back drop. The city of Corner Brook looked to be asleep as Warrant Smith drove his convoy down West Valley Road. He checked the rearview mirror to make sure the other truck was still in view. They had fallen behind, riding the brake down the hill. Smith was worried that they would get stuck in the deep snow if they didn’t pick up the speed. 
 
    The only sign of activity were the shuffling foot prints scattered throughout the streets, wandering around aimlessly. The old mil-cot trudged through the snow, the bald tires slipping on the treacherous wet pavement. Smith kept his foot pressed on the brake now, letting the seasoned truck roll down the hill towards the old armories. He checked his mirror again and noticed his other half had gained some ground on him. 
 
    “What if we get stuck down here?” Tina asked nervously from the passenger seat. 
 
    “Once we get my jeep we won’t have any problems.” Smith patted his jacket pocket, the keys jingling inside. “It was built to handle any kind of terrain.” His assault rifle rattled back and forth in the holder that kept the muzzle pointing up towards the roof. The built in gun rack was rusted but still managed to do its job. Smith wished he could have taken more troops with him, but he knew the soldiers had a lot of work to do in the woods outside of Grand Falls, so he went with just Tina and two young men that he could afford to lose. The thought made him feel guilty, but he knew they would fold under the pressure of a gun fight with the biker gang. He wouldn’t be surprised if they ran away at the first sign of trouble in the city. They had proven themselves cowardly during the night the fence fell down. Privates Clarke and Keough had tried to remain calm, but the let the dead rattle their nerves. They had turned to run before the orders were given to abandon the armories. They weren’t the only ones that had lost their nerves, they just happened to be the only ones that lived through the night. They may still be useful, but Warrant Smith had to keep a close eye on them. 
 
    Tina looked out of the window nervously. “What happens if we get overrun?” 
 
    “We won’t.” Warrant Smith wasn’t going to let that happen. He hadn’t seen any signs of  the wandering corpses and he figured that they had wandered off in search of food. Most of the people who survived in the city had lived on the outskirts of town and the armories was centered perfectly in the middle. “We will be in and out before you know it.”  
 
    Warrant Smith pressed down hard on the gas as the truck reached the bottom of the hill trying to gain as much momentum as possible. He could feel the snow building up underneath the truck. The wrecked remains of cars lay buried underneath the fallen snow, making the drive treacherous. The tires spun and slipped across the road as he manoeuvered back and forth between the discarded automobiles. Losing speed quickly, the truck struggled in the deep snow and sputtered to a stop just before the turnoff to the armories. “How far of a walk is it?” Tina asked mildly. 
 
    “Less than two minutes.” He knew that he could make it in under a minute if he was alone, but Tina would slow him down. Smith shut off the engine and grabbed his rifle. Throwing open the door, the warm air from the cab was stolen away by the cold wintery air. He jumped down into the snow, his boots sinking deep down through the icy crust. “Wait here until the guys catch up to us.” Smith closed the door gently, trying not to make too much noise. He didn’t want to draw any more attention than he needed to. Driving through the city would cause enough commotion. 
 
    A loud bang boomed behind him on the road. He looked over his shoulder and saw that the other truck had lost control and crashed into a buried truck. The two soldiers appeared to be fine, both of them reaching for their weapons before exiting the truck. Tina could be seen fidgeting inside the truck, trying to hide out of view of the window. “You two okay?” Smith asked the approaching soldiers. 
 
    “We slid across the road and banged into that truck, thankfully we weren’t moving very fast.” Clarke answered. His weapon dangled loosely from the strap slung over his neck, the barrel of the gun flailing around uncontrolled. 
 
    “Get a grip on that weapon.” Smith barked. The young private grabbed the scope of his rifle to steady it, making the warrant angry. “Who the hell taught you to handle your rifle like that?” Clarke stood still, frozen in place. “Tighten the fucking strap and hold it properly.”  
 
    Keough had a smirk on his face, but quickly wiped it from his face when he saw the warrants death stare. “Here, let me help.” Keough started to fidget with the strap holding Clarke’s weapon over his shoulder. 
 
    Smith turned back to his truck and pulled the door open. It groaned loudly in the cold night air. “Lets go. We don’t want to be out here any longer then we need to be.”  
 
    Tina nodded and opened the passenger door and jumped down, the snow nearly reaching her knees. She dragged her feet through the snow and joined the soldiers. “What do you want me to do?” 
 
    “You just stay close behind me.” Warrant Smith turned to look at the two troops as they struggled to tighten the strap. “You two watch my back and keep up.” He growled at them. They all started to walk down the frozen tundra that used to be the city streets of Corner Brook. Warrant Smith scanned every ally between the houses and looked for movements amongst the trees, everything appeared quiet. Moving through the deep snow was made more arduous by the crust on the top layer; every time he pulled his boots up they would get stuck in the hardened surface. 
 
    Private Clarke tripped and fell face first into the snow. A hand had grasped a hold of the cuff of his combat pants. “Get it off me.” He tried to swing his rifle around, discovering too late that the strap had been pulled to tight, and he couldn’t get the weapon off his chest. The decrepit creature pulled its frost bitten corpse from underneath the snow. Shards of ice carved deep into its blackened flesh, shredding its face apart. Clarke managed to kick his leg free just in time. The zombie lunged its teeth down and smashed its face against the frozen surface. Keough stomped his boot down into the back of the creature’s head with a loud pop as its skull split wide open. A large, dark red splash of thick blood shot across Clarke’s pants and soiled the snow. 
 
    Warrant Smith walked over and held out his hand to Clarke. “Come on.” He pulled the young private up to his feet and close to his chest. “Get your shit together.” Smith whispered in his ear as he reached down to loosen the gun strap. “You could have gotten yourself killed because of this.” The armories were just around the corner, the lurking threat of zombies waiting underneath the snow was worse than swimming in the ocean with sharks.  
 
    “Thanks.” Clarke spoke softly. 
 
    Tina stood behind warrant Smith and looked down the road. “I can’t do this.” She held back tears. 
 
    “You have too.” Warrant Smith snapped. He was starting to lose his patience. “Just walk in my footsteps. You’ll be fine.” He tried to lower his tone. He couldn’t leave her back in the truck. He wasn’t sure if they were going to be able to come back the same way. His plan was to take the long way out of town because the hill wouldn’t be as steep. 
 
    Tina stared down at the ground, her hair blowing across her face. She looked like a scolded child stomping through his footprints. “Whatever.” She sulked. 
 
    Smith was already starting to regret his choice of partners for this trip. He should have taken Byrne, even though he would be a valuable asset during the assault on Grand Falls. “Everybody watch their step and keep your weapons ready.” Every step that Smith took he expected a hand to reach out and grab him. They moved slowly up the tiny slope that lead to the armories. The fallen fence stuck out of the deep snow in places and was buried in others. “This way.” Smith pointed towards a fallen section of fence that would lead them into the parking lot. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY:
THE MISSION 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jason stood in line at the cafeteria. No one spoke directly to him. A few people said “Hi” as they passed, they all seemed to be surprised that he was there. Gawking at him with awkward looks on their faces, most people avoided looking at him as they hurried towards the tables to sit down for their lunch. When Jason got to the front of the line he didn’t know what he was supposed to do.  
 
    “Where’s your meal card?” A burley man in a white uniform asked. 
 
    “My meal card?” Jason patted the pockets of the shirt he had been given to wear. “I don’t have one.” 
 
    “You must be new here,” said the worker, annoyed. “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Jason Cook.” 
 
    The worker turned around and pulled open a drawer, pulling out a cardboard clipboard. “Very good then. Don’t lose it.” He unclipped the metal clamp and handed Jason a plain white plastic card with a thin black strip running lengthwise down the card. 
 
    “Thanks.” Jason tried to look into the kitchen, finding the doors were shut tight. Large metal carts with several shelves were nearly empty. Only a few trays were left. The man handed Jason a wrapped tray without saying a word. 
 
    Sitting alone in a room full of people was hard to do, luckily Jason had plenty of help. People avoided him like the walking corpses outside of the mine. The cafeteria buzzed with low pitched chatter. Jason could see people looking at him and he was sure they were all talking about him. He thought he could hear his name scattered about the conversations, he avoided eye contact with the workers. He found it strange that they all wore uniforms with the Pharmakon logo embroidered over the breast pocket. The room was divided by the different colour uniforms and it reminded Jason of high school. All of the people wearing white sat together, the people wearing dark blue sat in the back together and even the workers wearing red huddled together. They all seemed to be avoiding each other besides the odd pleasantry as they passed each other. Maybe they weren’t allowed to talk to each other? 
 
    Pulling off the plastic, the faint smell of savoury stew wafted up from the bowl. A bun wrapped in tissue and a silver packet rested on the side of the plastic tray along with a spoon and a napkin. Jason dipped his spoon into the stew he had been given. It was mostly gravy and turnip with a few pieces of potato and carrot mixed in. The gravy was loaded with pepper and a green herb that didn’t have much flavour. The vegetables were bland and needed more salt, at least the meat tasted fresh at least. Jason soaked up the juices with his bun and was surprised to find that it had been baked recently; it was soft and still warm. He chugged down his milk and opened a silver package that had been placed on his tray. It appeared to be a brownie. Jason took one bite and was disappointed by the bitter taste. He didn’t know what it was supposed to be, but it wasn’t chocolate. Tossing it back onto the trey, Jason wiped his face with a napkin before crumpling it up and placing it over his remaining food. 
 
    Jason started to get up when he felt a hand on his shoulder. “Got anywhere to be?” Alvin asked as he sat down next to Jason. 
 
    “I guess not.” Jason knew that when David needed him, he would find him. “Your food looks way better than mine.” Jason’s mouth watered as he looked down at Alvin’s tray. A large square piece of lasagna loaded with cheese and two pieces of toasted garlic bread sat on his plate. He had a glass of pop and two chocolate chip cookies. 
 
    Alvin tapped his lunch card against the trey. “You earn points for what you contribute to the cause.” He dug his fork into the lasagna and twisted it around in circles, gathering the cheese in long strands around the utensil.  
 
    “I guess I’m at the bottom of the food chain.” Jason laughed. 
 
    “Not far from it, but after you complete a few missions you’ll be eating much better.” Alvin noticed Jason staring at his tray of food and offered him a piece of garlic bread. 
 
    “Thanks.” Jason eagerly took a bite, the bread crunching in his mouth. The bread was coated with butter, garlic and Parmesan cheese. “That’s amazing.” Alvin chewed his food without responding. Jason finished the tasty bread quickly and couldn’t believe how much better it tasted. “So do you get to pick your food or how does this all work?” 
 
    Alvin finished the last bite of lasagna and wiped the red sauce from his face. “Not exactly. There are five different levels of food. You have level two and I have level four. It’s all prepared before hand and wrapped up on the same colour treys as the cards. You show the workers your card, they grab you a trey.” 
 
    “I bet level five is good. How much longer until you are at level five.” Jason eyed the chocolate chip cookie, hoping that Alvin was still in a sharing mood. Maybe the old man didn’t have any friends here or it was possible he felt bad for him, either way it didn’t make any difference to Jason. He was glad to have a friend, someone he could talk to. 
 
    “Level five is only for the leaders of Pharmakon.” Alvin took a cookie, it slowly broke apart as he bent it in half. The chocolate chips were still warm and gooey. “You can have the other one, I don’t eat much these days.” 
 
    Jason snatched up the cookie and stuffed it in his mouth before Alvin could change his mind. Instantly he felt the rush of sugar course through his body. It had been so long since he ate anything so delicious, he wanted to cry. He closed his eyes to savour the flavours. He was starting to understand why Tracy had decided to work for Pharmakon. Things were unbelievable down here in the mine. The smell of rotten flesh and shit didn’t exist in here. People didn’t reek of body odour, their clothes were clean, and the smell of fresh linen was a welcome change to sweat and piss. 
 
    Jason opened his eyes and saw Alvin sitting there with a giant smile on his face. “I think I understand why you wouldn’t risk getting thrown out of this place. It’s like heaven down here.” 
 
    “I haven’t been outside with those creatures for a long time. I forgot how bad it was. I’ve learned that they aren’t the only monsters on this earth.” Alvin drank the last drop of his drink. “You’ll wish you were back amongst the walking dead soon enough.” 
 
    Jason wondered what the old doctor meant. David was a horrible monster, but even he couldn’t ruin how great things were down in this fortress. The fact that he didn’t have to fight for his next meal, or worry about sleeping in shifts so the dead didn’t surprise you in the middle of the night took a huge pressure off his shoulders. “How bad is it down here?” 
 
    “I couldn’t begin to explain it to you.” Alvin furrowed his eyebrows. “You’ll find out soon enough.” 
 
    “Mr. Cook how are you doing today.” David chuckled maniacally. 
 
    “David...” 
 
    “It’s ‘Mr. Steele’ or ‘sir’.” David cut Jason off before he could say anything. “Get up. We have work to do.” 
 
    Alvin looked at Jason with sad eyes. “Hopefully I will see you again.” Alvin got up quickly and left in a hurry. 
 
    Jason started to stand up slowly, his movement aided by David as he grabbed him underneath the arm and dragged him up. “Get your fucking hands off me.” Jason tried to push David away, but he was barely able to budge him. 
 
    “Unless you want to watch me gut your wife, I suggest you do as your told.” David got in Jason’s face, his crazy eyes burning a hole through Jason’s head. The wrinkles on his forehead bunched together and his nostrils flared with anger, begging Jason to make a move. 
 
    Jason couldn’t believe how the little comforts had made him forget how evil David was. Now he knew what Alvin had meant. Jason trembled at the thought of working for Pharmakon. “What do you want?” Jason said obediently. 
 
    “We are heading out.” David turned toward the cafeteria exit and kept talking as he walked away. “Don’t fall behind, we don’t have much time to get ready.” 
 
    Jason followed the mad man out of the cafeteria and down the long hallway. Jason could hear David mumbling, but he couldn’t concentrate on what he was saying. All he could do was think about how he was going to escape once he got outside. 
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    The locker room reminded Jason of a hockey team’s dressing room. Long blue benches ran parallel to the red lockers forming a ‘U’ shape. A door broke the line of lockers along the back wall with the word “washroom” inscribed in white on a black plaque. Seven other men stood in front of their lockers. There was only one left so Jason walked over to claim it. He wasn’t sure if it belonged to him, nobody seemed to mind. They all kept to themselves and went about their own routines. 
 
    Jason opened the locker door and started to get dressed. Everything was laid out in order of how it needed to be worn. The first layer was a thin black, full body thermal suit. It was hard to get on; the fabric was made from a rubber-like material. Then he had a grey fleece top and matching bottoms. Next was a thick water-proof suit that resembled a diver’s suit. It was black and dark grey. A pair of leather gloves and a sturdy pair of hiking boots laid on the bottom of the locker. On the top shelf was a helmet with a dark black visor that reflected the light back at Jason. 
 
    Jason watched the other men get dressed so he knew which article of clothing to put on next. They all had the exact same uniform as Jason. He tried to find anything that could be used to identify one from the next, they all looked exactly alike in their uniforms. Jason didn’t know how, but he knew that he was going to have to use this fact to his advantage to escape. Once the others were dressed they filed out of the locker room with their helmet cradled in their arm and gathered around in the next room. Jason grabbed his helmet and ran out to join them. Nobody spoke. They stood in a circle just staring blankly at one another. Jason stood in the only gap and looked around at the other men, surprised by their striking resemblance to each other. They may have been family members but Jason wondered if they were the super soldiers Gordon Purchase had told him about back on Fox Island the day of the outbreak. They all had short ,cropped black hair, and dark brown eyes. Their skin was dark, and they all had sharp jaw lines. 
 
    “So what are we doing here?” Jason asked and wished he hadn’t said anything. Everyone stared at him with angry snarls, no one responded to him. Jason tried to look around the room, but he couldn’t escape the glares from the Pharmakon soldiers. The room was barren expect for the large door in the back. No light came through the small, round window in the middle of the steel door. The cement floor was wet and a puddle of water had gathered around a drain in the middle of the circle. 
 
    A red light flashed on the other side of the window in timed intervals. The men pulled their helmets over their heads and all turned to face the door. The red light started to flash faster and faster until it turned solid. A loud buzzer rang before the light turned yellow. The soldiers formed a straight line and Jason fell into place at the back. The light turned green and suddenly the door opened. The soldiers walked through the door one at a time. Jason could feel a gust of wind blowing into the room and the men disappeared into the pitch dark room. 
 
    Jason was the last man left to go through the door. He didn’t want to step into the darkness. He had no idea of what was waiting for him on the other side. This could have been an ambush to end his life and he wouldn’t see it coming. Jason stepped into the darkness and it was as if the light had been sucked from existence. He couldn’t see his hand in front of his face. He tried to turn back and leave the room, feeling that the door had closed behind him before he could find his way out. 
 
    “Put your helmet on.” A gruff voice startled Jason from the darkness. Jason spun his head around trying to pin point the voice, unable to find its origin. He felt like the darkness was washing over him, suffocating him. A hand tapped his helmet, nearly knocking it from his grip. “I said put your helmet on.” 
 
    Jason slipped the helmet over his head and a bright light nearly blinded him. He squinted to block it out. His eyes slowly adjusted to the bright light and he could see every detail in the room as clear as day. “How?” 
 
    “The visor on your helmet adjusts to the conditions in the room and allows us to work in the shadows.” The gruff voice belonged to one of the soldiers, but Jason couldn’t tell which one was speaking to him. They all looked the exact same in their matching uniforms. They were even the build.  
 
    It only took a few minutes before Jason realized that two people had entered the room and walked to the front of the circle. One figure was much larger than anyone else. The hulking body and wide frame must have belonged to David. He stood facing everyone else and the soldiers slowly took a knee. The other soldier was much smaller and slender, clearly belonging to a female, the tight suit unable to hide the slender curves of her body. 
 
    “All right listen up.” David’s indistinguishable voice bellowed from underneath the helmet. “We need to get out to the relay tower and clear the area. A herd of zombies have surrounded the workers and they need supplies. Your mission is to wipe the area clean of any undead.” David reached back and pressed a button next to the door.  
 
    “Jason, this will give you the chance to learn how to use that suit of yours before we head to Grand Falls.” Tracy’s voice lifted Jason’s spirit. He couldn’t believe that they would be heading out together. If everything fell into place, they could find a way to escape together. Everything seemed to be falling into place. His only concern was how the other seven soldiers would react if Jason tried anything. They all seemed loyal and obedient. 
 
    “Don’t fuck it up.” David mocked Jason. 
 
    “I wouldn’t worry about it. I survived long enough out there without one of these suits.” Jason replied. “I think I can handle myself just fine.” 
 
    “That’s why I persuaded them to let you join us.” Tracy surprised Jason. It was disturbing to hear her use the word us. Jason didn’t know what she had gone through since Fox Island, but he still didn’t want to consider her a member of Pharmakon even though he experienced firsthand the benefits. 
 
    “I won’t let you down, love.” Jason responded methodically. The sound of laughter erupted from a few of the soldiers but that didn’t bother him as much as the fact that Tracy didn’t respond. She swiftly turned around to face David and exchanged words with him. Jason could feel the anger rise up inside of him. This was all too much now. He was quickly losing his patience, but Davids threat was enough to keep Jason quite. 
 
    The door opened and revealed a bright blue sky as vast as the ocean. The yellow sun shimmered brilliantly overhead. There wasn’t a cloud as far as the eye could see. A considerable amount of snow had fallen since Jason was taken underground. A giant bald eagle sprang from a tree branch, sending a cascading fall of snow down the tree. The immense forest was littered with snow covered-trees with a scattering of green branches poking out. The beautiful tranquility took Jason away from the decaying world that he had left behind and let him believe that humanity had a chance. A shoveled path cleared the way towards a giant snowmobile that had been built to transport large groups of people. The driver and passenger seats were enclosed in a round glass dome that had bright silver bars holding everything together. A large cargo cab rested behind the dome that was enclosed by solid steel. Tiny windows lined the sides. Situated at the top of the hold was a small, round enclosure with a giant machine gun mounted on a swivel. The large track reminded Jason of a tank and the front tires were wrapped in chains.               
 
    “Everybody hop on board. We don’t want to waste too much time.” David ordered. The soldiers fell into line and marched towards the back of the cargo hold. Jason tried to catch up to Tracy, discovering that she had already climbed into the driver’s seat of the giant snow machine. Jason had to jog to keep pace with the soldiers and he found the suit heavy, his legs quickly tiring out. 
 
    “How the hell do you guys move so fast in these things.” Jason asked the only man who hadn’t boarded the vehicle. 
 
    “You’ll get used to it. And once you do, you’ll be glad you have it.” The soldier climbed into the back, looking down at Jason once he reached the top. “These suits will crumble a zombie’s teeth.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE:
THROUGH THE SNOW 
 
      
 
      
 
    Hank sat at the kitchen table eating a bowl of chicken noodle soup, clanging his spoon of the side of the bowl. Broth ran down his chin and soaked into his beard making a tangled mess of it. Hank hardly spoke a word since he buried Sasha and when he did, it was only to Eric. They spoke about Warrant Smith’s plan to attack Grand Falls and about Hanks plan to head to St. John’s. Hank didn’t want anything to do with Grand Falls and refused to participate. Eric had persuaded him to take Dana with him to St. John’s, but she was uneasy travelling alone with him. She didn’t want to leave this cabin, even though Eric told her that the Pelley’s would soon be back, which meant they couldn’t stay here. If everything in Grand Falls went as planned they could come back, but until then they would head towards St. John’s.  
 
    Dana looked out the window and watched as the vikings tended to their horses. Some of the men cleared out a shed so that the horses would have shelter through the night. The shed was filled with expensive toys. A red quad had been pulled out first, the giant tires unable to find any traction in the deep snow. They had to get the horses to help haul the quad out of the way. They slid a pair of Sea-Doo’s over the snow and far out of the way. The steaks of red, yellow and orange paint stood out against the snow, the white bottom blended in, making it look like the two machines had been broken in half. The stacked piles of tools up along the side of the shed and made enough room to bring the horses inside, tethering the magnificent animals inside to a large metal workbench.  
 
    Hank stood up and walked outside, not taking the time to pull his jacket on before he barged through the door. “Don’t worry about it. He’ll get over Sasha soon enough,” Eric said, as he tried to get comfortable on the couch. 
 
    “Are you sure it’s a good idea for me to go alone with Hank?” Dana wasn’t sure that he could be trusted in his state of mind. “He has become unhinged.” 
 
    “Hank isn’t unhinged. He’s just upset. You’re worrying about this way too much.” Eric didn’t seem bothered by Hanks recent attitude. “You can trust Hank.”  
 
    “How can you be so sure?” Dana didn’t agree with Eric, but she didn’t want to start a fight. He had been acting differently since he got back. Eric nodded his head without saying a word. “How can you be so sure?” 
 
    “I know what he’s going through and this world changes how things affect you.” Eric was getting sleepy, his words heavy. “You move on faster or you don’t get to keep going anymore.” 
 
    “What are you talking about?” Dana didn’t like Eric’s cryptic tone. 
 
    “You only have a small window to grieve. If you don’t push through it as fast as you can, you will end up getting yourself killed.” Eric paused. “Or someone you love will pay the price for you.” 
 
    “So you went through this when I got shot.” Dana hadn’t stopped to think about how it had affected Eric. She thought he had been acting out of fear of losing her. 
 
    “I acted rashly to protect you and I’d do it again.” Eric took a long pause. “Dad died in Grand Falls. Warrant Smith watched someone gun him down in cold blood.” 
 
    “Oh my god. Are you okay?” Dana reached out for Eric and gave him a tight squeeze. She pulled back and looked him in the eyes. They were filled with grief and anger. “Is this why you’re heading out on this stupid plan? You want revenge?” 
 
    “I want to protect you. Once the Highway Hangmen and the Pelley’s have been dealt with, I believe we will all be much safer.” Eric nuzzled into Dana’s neck giving her a soft, warm kiss. “The Republic of Newfoundland will take care of us for the rest of our lives once I help them out. We can come back here and build our lives here.” 
 
    Dana didn’t know what to think about this dangerous plan. She hated that Eric was doing this, but she knew there was no talking him out of this. “Isn’t there another way? We can go with Hank to St. John’s.” 
 
    “We can’t hide from everyone forever. Eventually the dead or the living will find us, and when they do we will be glad that we are part of the republic.” Eric ran his hand through Dana’s hair, his fingers catching in the tangled knots. “I won’t be alone.” 
 
    Dana pulled back and looked Eric straight in the eyes. “I want to know exactly what you will be doing.” Eric paused for a moment, Dana didn’t know if he was trying to think of a lie or if he was worried about telling her the truth. “Please, Eric, maybe I could help.” 
 
    “There’s no way you’re helping me with this.”  
 
    “I know I won’t be physically there, maybe I could help in some other way. Just tell me whats going on.” Dana knew she wasn’t going with Eric, but maybe she could persuade Hank to bring her thereafter. If she knew the plan maybe she could do something about it. 
 
    “I’m going to Gander with the vikings. We are going to lure the giant east coast herd to Grand Falls. We will let the Highway Hangman waste their ammo on the corpses and if the dead overwhelm them we can just leave and deal with the herd after.” Eric was telling the truth, Dana could hear it in his voice. 
 
    “That’s insane. It might actually work.” Dana was impressed by the plan. “How many zombies are gathered in Gander?” 
 
    “The military say it’s over one-hundred-thousand.” Eric laid down, putting his head on the arm of the chesterfield. “That should wipe the cartels ammo supply out. And if we catch them by surprise, we will take most of them out in the process.” 
 
    “I’m sure you will catch them by surprise.” Dana laughed at the notion. 
 
    “I’m not entirely convinced that the plan is going to work exactly as the warrant has it drawn up. A herd that size has got to smell terrible and the noise will certainly draw attention.” Eric furrowed his brow. “The soldiers will be waiting for the cartel in the forest outside of town if they decide to retreat. The big problem is the military doesn’t have the firepower to compete with the cartel. They are vastly outnumbered and their supply of ammo is laughable.” 
 
    “You’re not helping me feel any better.” Dana tried to laugh but an odd sound caught in her throat. “You are supposed to convince me that the plan will work.”              Eric looked into Dana’s eyes, holding her gaze in his. “I know we will be victorious but I just don’t know the price that we will have to pay. It may be much more than we are expecting.” 
 
    “Once you bring the herd to Grand Falls you’re finished with the fight, right?” Dana didn’t want Eric caught in the middle of a war zone. 
 
    “That’s the plan.” Eric’s spit the words out fast. Dana could tell he was lying about something.  
 
    “Is that Warrant Smiths plan or yours?” A tear welled up in the corner of her eye. Eric remained silent, refusing to answer. “Eric what the hell is wrong with you? You don’t have to be a part of the gunfight.” 
 
    “I do. Mom is in Grand Falls somewhere. I need to get her out. Our child needs to meet one of his grandparents.” Eric wiped the tear away from her cheek. 
 
    “He needs his father.” Dana stood up and stomped her feet on the floor as she rushed up the stairs. She ran down the hallway and slammed the bedroom door shut behind her. Eric’s footsteps slowly approached. He rapped his fingers off the door. “Go away.” 
 
    “I’m not going anywhere, Dana, I promise.” Eric opened the door and stood in the opening. “I’m not leaving you alone.” 
 
    Dana threw a pillow at him. He caught it just before it hit his chest. He fluffed the pillow and walked over to the bed, sitting on the edge. Eric rubbed Dana’s stomach gently, leaving his hand over her belly button. “You have to promise me you’ll come find me in St. John’s when all of this is over.”  
 
    Eric paused for a moment before answering. “Of course. What would you expect me to do?” 
 
    “I just need to hear you say it.” 
 
    “I promise.” Eric laid down next to Dana. 
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    It all looked the same underneath the fallen snow. Eric wasn’t sure how the vikings could be so sure they were headed in the right direction, but they were adamant. “The sun will guide us.” Hank repeated the same reasoning that they had given him. Eric hated not knowing where they were. They had followed the power lines for hours until they reached Badger, then they made a detour to avoid the townsfolk around Grand Falls.  
 
    The trees were rapidly getting more dense and extremely hard to navigate on horseback, but without them they would never be able to walk the incredible distance they needed to cover. “When are we going to stop?” Dana asked as she wrapped her arms around Eric’s waist. 
 
    “Is everything okay?” Eric was concerned that the baby would be in danger on this extended trip. It would take days for her to make it to St. John’s with Hank. Eric trusted that Hank could keep her safe. The real trouble was that this trip was going to be hard on their unborn child. 
 
    “I’m just sore from sitting on the horse.” Dana complained. 
 
    “It’s not much farther now.” Hank must have overheard them talking. The riders had gotten closer since the trail had become more narrow. “The army should just be ahead. I can see the old hotel on the horizon and they will be in the woods just before it.” 
 
    The sun was beginning to go down, casting the clouds in a golden hue. “I don’t mean to complain, but I’m not used to being on a horse.” Dana tried to explain herself. “I miss my old car.” 
 
    Eric shuddered as a stiff breeze ripped through the trees, sending snow swirling all around them. He pulled back on the reins, not wanting to bump into Hank who was just ahead of him. “I’m not sure we can stop for very long here.” Once the wind died down, Eric let his horse follow Hanks. 
 
    “Why not?” Dana whined. 
 
    “Where would we stay? We need to find shelter on the other side of Grand Falls before the sunlight is gone completely.” Eric didn’t want her spending the night outside. 
 
    “Where do you think the soldiers are staying?” Hank interrupted. “I’m sure they have shelters set up.” 
 
    “We could use the rest and I’m sure they can keep us safe.” Dana pleaded. 
 
    Eric could see paths forged in the frozen tundra just ahead. The snow was trampled down by heavy foot traffic. “We will see when we get there.” Eric kept looking for any other signs of activity ahead, he was unable to find a single one. They kept pushing further into the woods, moving slower now because the trees and shrubs were making it extremely difficult for the horses to find footing. The top of the hotel disappeared behind the tall trees and giant shadows swept over the forest floor. Tuffs of grass and larger tree stumps poked out from beneath the snow, the branches above sheltering the forest floor from the heavy snowfall. 
 
    Snow fell from the branches as one of the soldiers climbed out from a giant trench. The hole was camouflaged so well that it appeared he was emerging from beneath the frozen crust. “Stop where you are.” The young man barked out. 
 
    “We are with the Republic of Newfoundland.” Hank answered. 
 
    “I didn’t ask who you were.” The soldier lowered his weapon but kept his eyes locked on the intruders. “You best leave your horses outside the camp.” 
 
    “Why would we leave them out here?” Hank had taken charge of the situation and Eric was glad to let him take the lead. The soldiers didn’t seem to happy about the outsiders appearance and Eric wasn’t in the mood to navigate through their games. Eric had experienced a similar attitude from his instructors during his early days in the police academy. Eric knew that no matter what they said or how they acted towards the soldiers, they would be considered outsiders until they proved their worth to the them. 
 
    “They could fall into one of the many traps we’ve dug.” The soldier slung his rifle behind his back and approached the animals cautiously. “I wouldn’t want them to get hurt. You guys on the other hand.” He let out an uncomfortable chuckle. A few other people joined in the awkward attempt at a joke as his fellow soldiers began to emerge from their foxholes. Hank leapt down from his saddle with ease and led the stallion off to the side, tethering her reins to a tree. He calmly stroked the beast’s mane and rubbed her body as he spoke soothingly to his horse. 
 
    Eric kept an eye out for Warrant Smith, but he was disappointed that he couldn’t find him anywhere. He wondered if something had happened to him. “Where is Warrant Smith? I thought he was going to be here?” 
 
    “He hasn’t made it back yet. We expect him tomorrow morning just before sunrise.” An older soldier said as he treaded through the crystalline snowfall. His moustache was covered in frozen ice, making it difficult to pick out the colour. His green knitted hat was pulled down over his head and rested just above the tiny wire frames of his glasses. “You must be the policeman.” His voice was hoarse but stern. His dark blue eyes seemed to be studying the group even as he navigated over the fallen branches and past the fox holes. 
 
    Eric laughed, not sure how to respond. “I guess that would be me.” 
 
    The man walked with a sense of authority. His posture made him look much larger than he actually was. Once he got closer Eric could see that his jacket hung loosely off his already small frame. His cheek bones were drawn out on his face and his eyes were sunk deep in their sockets, making it looked like he had recently lost a large amount of weight. “You’re late.” 
 
    “I didn’t realize what time it was.” Eric couldn’t tell if this man was serious or trying to put on an act.  
 
    “We expected you hours ago.” He turned towards one of the soldiers and without saying a word the young woman darted off to carry out some errand. “You won’t have much time to get any rest before you head out.” 
 
    “I wasn’t planning on getting much anyway,” Eric said, as he climbed off his horse. He held out his hand and helped Dana down from the saddle. 
 
    “Thanks.” Dana held back a tired yawn. Eric tried to get his horse to move next to Hank’s, but the animal wasn’t responding to Eric’s efforts. Eric could feel the blood flush to his face. He was getting frustrated with his horse quickly. Hank noticed Eric struggling and without a word, took the reins from Eric. 
 
    The young woman returned with a green canteen. “You must be thirsty.” She held out the canteen to Eric.  
 
    “What’s in this?” Eric asked. 
 
    “Water.” 
 
    Eric handed the canteen to Dana and let her take a long drink. She tried to pass it back to Eric, but he motioned for her to hand it to Hank first. Eric noticed that the older man wore a rank that he didn’t recognize, it looked extremely important. It was hard to pick out because the outline of the rank was in green thread. It looked like a building with a flag surrounded by wings and stars. Hank took the canteen and took several short sips before giving the canteen back to Eric, turning his attention back to Eric’s stallion. 
 
    “Could you show them to their shelter. I want him to get as much rest as possible. He’s going to need all of his wits about him to deal with that herd of undead out there.” The tone of his voice remained steady. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Hank asked for the group. 
 
    “You can call me Wade.” Wade gave his first name which caught Eric off guard. Most of the soldiers had remained regimental and carried out their routines with military precision. This man had all of the characteristics of a hardened veteran but was the first soldier to show a softer side. 
 
    “What’s your rank?” Dana must have been just as curious as Eric. 
 
    “I’ve been retired for years now. I saw these kids could use the help and I’m only here as an advisor.” Wade looked impatient now. “Please follow Corporal Ross.” It made sense to Eric now. Wade had lost the weight since his retirement from the military. That was the reason his clothes no longer fit properly.  
 
    Corporal Ross led them through a beaten-down path deeper into the forest. Each soldier they passed had the look of exhaustion on their face. Some of the soldiers were pacing along the perimeter, keeping watch over the hide while the other tried to get some rest. Some of the younger soldiers looked nervous and fidgeted with their weapons or equipment while most of the older looking members slept or talked amongst each other. The most alarming thing that Eric noticed was the sparse number of soldiers were here. He knew they would be outnumbered. Now he was beginning to have serious doubts that they would be able to pull this off. 
 
    “Here we are.” The corporal pointed down into a deep trench. There were four worn, green cots laid out in pairs of two inside with sleeping bags resting on top.  
 
    “Thanks,” Dana said wearily.  
 
    “I hope it doesn’t snow,” Hank said, as he climbed down into the trench. 
 
    “Could we light a fire?” Eric wanted to keep Dana as warm as possible. 
 
    “Sorry, we can’t risk the smoke. The town is bustling with activity and we aren’t ready to be seen yet.” Corporal Ross apologized. 
 
    “Are there many more soldiers here?” Eric blurted out. 
 
    “Soldiers.” Ross paused. “I wouldn’t call them soldiers. There are other people willing to fight.” 
 
    “Who?” Hank questioned. 
 
    “People who are willing to fight for the Republic of Newfoundland.” The young corporal spoke with hope. 
 
    “Where are they?” Eric estimated less than fifty soldiers and didn’t see any other large groups of people anywhere. 
 
    “They will be with Warrant Smith when he gets back tomorrow. Wade will come by later to talk to you before you head out. For now get some rest and we will have some food for you later.” Without another word she left. 
 
    Dana sat on her bum and slid down cautiously into the deep trench. Eric jumped down beside her and helped her get into her sleeping bag. “Well, lets get some sleep. We could really use it.” Dana closed her eyes and drifted into sleep almost instantly. 
 
    “We are safe here,” Hank said. He slid into his sleeping bag. 
 
    Eric unzipped his sleeping bag and climbed inside. At first the lining felt cold against his skin, after only took a few moments, his body heat warmed the bag. Whatever material lined the inside it was designed for these frigid temperatures. It only took a few restless moments before Eric slipped into a deep sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO:
AMMO 
 
      
 
      
 
    Smith led the way towards the door, which had been beaten down by the horde of zombies the night they had to flee the armories. Snow had drifted into the building and the wind had whipped the tents around, creating an obstacle course. The weapons vault was on the other side of the parade square. Thankfully, the door was still locked shut. 
 
    Urrnngg  
 
    Low moans echoed from the shadows. Smith held up his hand to stop the young privates behind him. He scanned the floor to see any signs of movements, the tangle of green tents hid the possible dangers from his view. “All right, keep close and we are going to hug the wall until we get to that corner.” The warrant headed along the wall, making sure he kept contact with it. The two privates followed closely behind, keeping Tina between them. 
 
    Urrrnnnngph  hurrnggpppp 
 
    Tina’s legs wobbled with every step, the hidden moans pierced through the building from all angles. Once they reached the corner, Warrant Smith ushered her into the corner and formed a line in front of her. A staircase led up to the upper level to her right, but she couldn’t see a single zombie near the stair case. The soldiers spoke amongst themselves for a moment. “What are we going to do?” Tina asked, growing impatient.  
 
    “We are going to lure them out.” Warrant Smith explained. “Make sure you stay behind us and keep an eye on those stairs. If one of those freaks are up there you need to take them out.” Clarke and Keough started to tap the butt end of their rifles off the cement floor, a low thumping noise filled the confined space. 
 
    Hurrmphh unnnnggg 
 
    The noise had stirred the corpses from their catatonic state. Body parts started twisting and turning towards the banging sounds, drawing the stiff corpses from their hiding places. The starving zombies snapped their jaws with excitement, their deprived bodies desperate for a taste of flesh. Their rotten clothes hung loosely from their scrawny, frail frames that could barely support their weight. The first creature to shamble into view was in a sad state, its wrist bones protruding from the skin. The jagged bones covered in dried blood and torn up scraps of flesh. Its eyes sunk deep into its skull and its skin pulled tight over its face. Clarke raised his rifle and took aim.  
 
    “What the fuck?” Smith darted out and grabbed a hold of the soldiers collar, yanking him backwards. “We don’t need to waste a round on that creature. You’ll ring the dinner bell for the zombies outside and we are already desperate for ammo.” Smith snarled. 
 
    Thump         thump      thump   thump 
 
    Tina could hear a slow, steady noise from the upstairs balcony but couldn’t see anything. The walls were lined with pictures of military members and various plaques, but from what she could see, the corridor was empty. Smith continued to argue with Clarke, his face bright red with anger as he chewed out the young soldier, his frustrations and temper flaring wildly. The young soldier clearly shaking in his boots. 
 
    Smith pulled out a bayonet and attached it to the barrel of Clarke’s rifle. “Now get over there and take it out.” Smith shoved the soldier towards the shambling creature. Clarke nearly toppled over as he tripped in his feet. 
 
    Keough held the bayonet in his hand and walked towards the green tents. Another decrepit soul shambled into view. The girl’s long hair frozen over her face with dirt and blood clumping it together. 
 
    Thump   thump thump 
 
    Clarke thrust the bayonet into the zombies eye socket. The body went limp and fell forward into the blade. As the corpse toppled to the ground, Clarke lost his grip on the rifle and it smashed hard against the cement floor. 
 
    “Clarke!” Smith yelled furiously at the young private. The loud bang rattled off the walls of the armories, drawing out two more dead women. Keough had quietly put down the first female zombie, driving his blade straight into the zombies temple. He caught the body before she could collapse to the ground, easing her decent to the floor. 
 
    Thump  thump thump BANG 
 
    A door burst open upstairs and a fat zombie appeared at the top of the stairs in an instant. The creature’s blood shot eyes locked onto Tina. His stubby outstretched arms barely reached past his massive gut. The zombie was dressed in a soiled white chief’s suit, the apron full of blood and food stains. 
 
    “Help.” Tina called out. Everyone was too distracted with the commotion taking place amongst the tents. There were now a dozen corpses making their way towards them from all angles and the soldiers were occupied with the threat in front of them. 
 
    Tina looked up to the top of the stairs just as the zombie teetered over the stairs, his small foot missing the first step sending the creature crashing down the narrow stairwell. The zombie’s limbs flailed around as the creature tumbled head over heels, smashing hard into the floor. A surge of adrenaline propelled Tina forward, all of the fear left her body and she acted without thinking. She drove her foot into the creature’s skull, opening a gush of blood from its split cranium over her boot. For the first time since her encounter with Ted, she felt courageous. 
 
    Tina didn’t hesitate to join in the action. She rushed towards Clarke as he struggled to take out one of the zombies. The young man was locked in a tense embrace with a large dead corpse, barely able to hold back the creatures snapping jaws. Tina picked up the soldiers fallen rifle, yanking the bayonet out of the fallen zombies eye. She thrust the bayonet deep into the zombie’s skull, driving his head back with a loud snap. 
 
    Clarke let go of the zombie and the massive frame toppled over on the floor in a heap. “Thanks,” Clarke said, his voice trembling. 
 
    Tina stared at the young man’s arm, a wet stain oozing blood from his forearm. “Did you get bit.” Tina demanded an answer. 
 
    Clarke shook his head, rolling up the sleeve of his jacket to reveal the nasty gash. Somehow he had managed to break his arm. The wrist bone poking out from beneath the flesh. “I wasn’t bit.” 
 
    “You need to get some pressure on that wound.” Tina bent down and tore a strip of the fat mans shirt revealing his grey belly. Tina tied the fabric around the wound on Clarke’s arm. He flinched in pain as Tina applied pressure. 
 
    “Let’s stick together now. We are going to check the vault.” Smith spoke as he yanked his knife out of a zombie’s skull, blood splattering over the floor from the wound. 
 
    “You all right there, Clarke.” Keough asked with a look of concern on his face. 
 
    “He’ll be fine.” Tina answered for him. Clarke had started to shiver. Shock was starting to set in. His skin was pasty looking and sweat dripped down his forehead in beads. 
 
    Tina helped Clarke walk towards the weapons vault, trying her best to keep him calm and on course. He was drawing in short, shallow breaths. “Relax. You’re going to be fine,” Tina said softly. 
 
    Smith put his key in the weapons vault and threw open the heavy metal door. The walls were lined with empty gun racks and locked cabinets. Smith walked over to a large, black vault that was locked with a large dial. He put in the combination, spinning the wheel left, right then back to the left. A loud clunk signaled the warrant had entered the correct combination as the lock dropped into place. He swung the door open and it was filled with cardboard boxes. 
 
    “That’s as good as gold,” Smith said as he opened the boxes to reveal the golden shells. “Keough, you come with me. We are going to load up the jeep with this ammo and get back.” Smith and Keough left the vault.  
 
    Tina closed the door behind them and turned back to Clarke. “Try to catch your breath. You’re safe in here.” Clarke looked around the room. The walls were made of thick cement and there wasn’t another way into the room. He eased himself down to the floor and leaned against the black cabinet. His breathing slowly steadied and a flush of colour returned to his face. 
 
    “We are going to be okay,” Tina said with a smile. 
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    “I can’t believe how much this sucks,” Byrne complained as he lay down on his stomach in the snow. He had barely moved in two hours and was starting to get muscles cramps in his legs.  
 
    “You realize how many young privates would love to have the opportunity to fire this sniper rifle?” Doucette mocked him as he held the fifty caliber rifle in his hands. 
 
    “You’re going to let me fire it?” Byrne was hopeful. He had been trained on the weapon during his gunners course. 
 
    “Fuck no.” Doucette laughed. “The only reason I even brought you is for backup in case something happens to me. As long as I’m alive, I will be the one taking the shots.” 
 
    “This fucking sucks.” Byrne groaned. The two men had spent hours trekking through the snow. They had to go through the deep woods on foot and climb the treacherous mountain to gain the vantage point they needed over the town of Grand Falls. The freezing cold air dried Byrne’s lips and they couldn’t light a fire to keep warm because they would give away their position. 
 
    “Take another look and tell me what you see down there.” Sergeant Doucette ordered. 
 
    Byrne pulled the binoculars out from beneath his chest and scanned down below. Two bikers sat in makeshift guard house they had built on the highway entrance ramp into town. They had welded sheet metal together and used car doors for windows. They had kept a fire going in a barrel just inside the opening to the shack. Men paced around the perimeter of town in a planned route. All of them carried weapons and had bullet proof vest on over their winter coats. “Nothing has changed since the last time.” 
 
    “Perfect. When shit goes down we should know exactly where they are going to be. Make sure we know where the stragglers will be. Once we see that flare light up the sky I’m going to get started taking them down.” Doucette shifted his body weight. “Hold this, I gotta go and take a piss.” Doucette swung the butt of the rifle to Byrne. The gun swung in position resting on its tripod. 
 
    “No problem.” Byrne pulled the butt into his shoulder and rested his cheek against the scope. It only took a moment for Byrne to pick up the roaming sentries around town. He focused on the details of their route. They made a sharp left turn around the old gas station, which would leave them vulnerable and open to a shot as they walked the edge of the pumps every time they passed the building.  
 
    Byrne scanned the path again and picked up a fat biker who was almost waddling through the snow. His jeans were skin tight and his gut hung out of his jacket and flopped over his belt. “How does your gut not have frostbite you fat prick?” Byrne said to himself out loud. The scope was so powerful Byrne could see the curly hairs on his belly from one and a half kilometres away. The scope on this rifle was incredible and he couldn’t wait to see the weapon in action.  
 
    A strong gust of wind sent a swirl of snow spraying in Byrne’s face, momentarily blinding him as it raced up the hill. The town was obscured from view as the wind tore through the streets and picked up the snow from the roof tops, sending showers of the frigid white dust over everything. “Hey, you need to come see this.” Doucette called from the shadows. Byrne looked over his shoulders but he couldn’t see anything through the curtain of white. He had to wait until the wind died down enough. Doucette was waving at him from the edge of the cliff. “Bring those binoculars with you.” 
 
    Byrne got up from the prone position for the first time in hours. His back ached and his knees cracked as he got to his feet. The first few steps he took he nearly fell over; his legs muscles were cramped and stiff. “What is it that?” A disturbing black mass could be seen in the distance, it was so large it could have been mistaken for the forest. 
 
    “I think it’s the herd,” Doucette said as he pointed. “I heard it was big. I never could have imagined anything this size.” 
 
    The black mass was like a dense fog swallowing everything in its path. It crept slowly across the distance, moving like sludge oozing from a pipe. Byrne used the binoculars to get a better look at the swarm of zombies. “Jesus Christ.” Byrne couldn’t believe what he was seeing. The dead creatures were jammed packed together, shambling through the snow shoulder to shoulder. The corpses shuffled along a predetermined path set by sheer instinct, their movements all set towards a shared goal. “Here take a look.”                
 
    Doucette grabbed the binoculars and took a peek at the destructive gathering. “There are way more of those undead fucks than we thought there were.” His voice will filled with shock. He turned to look at Byrne, his jaw hanging wide open. “The whole population of the East coast must be down there.” 
 
    “I’ve never seen anything like it before in my whole life.” Byrne still couldn’t believe what he was seeing. It was so unreal. He watched as the black slick seemed to devour the snow covered earth below. Snowflakes started to fall straight down from the clouds above, their decent only briefly interrupted by the occasional soft breeze before resuming their free fall. 
 
    “This is crazy. I think I’m going to let the bikers live a little longer. Let them waste their bullets on that hoard.” Doucette handed back the binoculars. 
 
    Byrne ducked his head and tucked the strap into the collar of his jacket. He didn’t want the edges digging into his neck again. “How far away do you think they are.” Byrne tried to gauge the distance, estimating them at just over five kilometres away. 
 
    “I’d say only four and half, maybe five kilometres away.” Doucette confirmed Byrnes estimate. “It looks like the swarm is nearly half a kilometre in diameter itself. We don’t know how many more of those shamblers are hidden in the forest.” 
 
    “What about the innocent people down in Grand Falls.” Byrne knew that anyone down in the town would have their bones picked clean by those filthy vultures. “They don’t stand a chance.” Doucette thought about what Byrne had said and remained silent as he walked back to his post, lying back down on the ground. Byrne joined him, disappointed by the Sergeants lack of empathy. “Isn’t it our duty to help them.” 
 
    “Shut the fuck up for a minute. I’m trying to think.” Doucette barked. 
 
    Byrne shifted his gaze back to the town of Grand Falls. Instead of studying the routes of the sentries, he took a look at the buildings. The school was full of people sitting at desks, working away at various projects. Some of the elderly were knitting warm clothes like hats, gloves, sweaters, and socks. Some of the younger adults were working in the old chemistry labs that had been turned into makeshift drug labs. The other adults were training in the old soccer field with rifles, learning how to defend themselves. The one thing they all had in common were they looked miserable. They were all prisoners to the Pelley’s and The Highway Hangmen. The cartel seemed to be keeping watch over everything going on and were the ones keeping sentry. At least the children seemed happy, playing games in the gymnasium.  
 
    “Okay I know what we are going to do now.” Doucette broke the silence. “Once the bikers leave we are going to head down into town and get those people out.” 
 
    “What about picking off those bikers.” Byrne was surprised that the sergeant was willing to abandon the plan. 
 
    “I think that the swarm of hungry dead freaks will take care of them. If any of the guards stay behind we will deal with them then. So lets get this shit packed up and get into position.” Doucette sat up and grabbed the radio from his backpack. 
 
    Byrne grabbed the case for the sniper rifle and started to disassemble the parts so he could pack it away. The sniper rifle weighed nearly fifty pounds and was a burden to carry. He stripped scope and tripod off the rifle first, followed by the grip and gun stock. Once everything was back in the case he locked it up. “When we get to town we should probably bury it away. It will be useless in close quarters.” 
 
    “There’s no fucking way we are risking loosing the fifty cal. Suck it up, buttercup,” Doucette said in a stern voice. “Now shut up, I’m going to let Wade know what’s going on.” Doucette walked around until he found a strong signal, turning his back to Byrne to make the call. 
 
    Byrne slung his service rifle over his shoulder and pulled the strap tight against his chest, pinning the rifle in place. He pulled his backpack on and adjusted his weight strap to carry more of the load on his waist. He was dreading the trek down the hill but he could feel the adrenaline pumping through his veins. The excitement of rescuing all of those people was making him high. “What did Wade say?” He asked as Doucette turned around. 
 
    “He said for one of us to stay here.” Doucette didn’t like the idea of splitting up but he wasn’t going to disobey his orders. “I’ll stay here and keep watch over you.” 
 
    “Roger that sergeant.” Byrne knew there wasn’t any point in arguing.  
 
    “Just make sure that you don’t make a move until after you see that flare.” Doucette reminded him. “You move in too early and those bikers will kill you on the spot. They won’t hesitate to kill you or any of those people down there.” 
 
    “I know, I’m going to head towards the old gas station.” Byrne was a little nervous heading into the city by himself, but at least he would have some support. Without another word the two men nodded and Byrne turned to walk down the hill. The snow wasn’t as deep on the slope of the hill, but the ground underneath was treacherous. Every slippery rock and patch of ice threatened to send him tumbling down the hill. It was going to take Byrne an hour to get down the slope, but at least the tree’s would offer him protection from view of anyone down below. He used the trees to his advantage, clinging to the overhanging branches for support as he eased his way down the hill. The snow had built up on the branches and fell down the neck of his shirt, sending a deep chill through his body. Byrne cursed the whole way down the mountainside. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE:
GOODBYE 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Hey, it’s time to get up.”  
 
    Eric opened his eyes to see Wade standing at the top of the trench looking down at him. He looked over at Dana who was still fast asleep, snoring loudly bundled up in her sleeping bag. Eric sat up and reached out to shake Dana but decided to let her sleep until he knew what was going on. Wade sipped on a coffee, the steam rising from his white mug. “You got one of those for me?” 
 
    “We can get you one.” Wade held out his hand. “Come on. I only need to talk to you.” 
 
    Eric grabbed his hand and was surprised by his strength, Wade nearly lifted Eric out of the fox hole without much effort. Eric landed on his feet and nearly fell face-first into the snow. “How long have we been asleep?” 
 
    “Not long enough but it will have to do.” Wade took another mouthful of coffee. “You need to get some food in you before you leave. We have a bag packed for you and your horse has been fed.” 
 
    “That’s great, thanks.” Eric stumbled through the snow. The sun was still low in the sky. Eric wasn’t sure if it was morning or night. “What time is it?” 
 
    “It’s sunrise.” 
 
    “Where’s Smith?” Eric tried to shake the grogginess from his eyes. 
 
    “He’s not back yet.” Wade answered quickly. 
 
    “This plan is already falling to shit.” Eric felt a sudden sense of dread wash over him. 
 
    “You don’t need to worry about anything other than luring that herd into Grand Falls. We will take care of the rest.” Wade spoke swiftly. His tone of voice remained calm, but Eric could see the worry in his eyes. “No matter what, we proceed with the plan. It’s our best chance of survival.” 
 
    “Are you so sure about that?” Doubt was filling Eric’s mind. “I mean I could just avoid Grand Falls and those bikers. I don’t need to be in Grand Falls.” 
 
    “You could avoid Grand Falls but there must be over ten thousand people living in that town. Eventually they are going to need supplies and they will go out and you won’t want to cross their path alone.” Wade was confident in his plan, or at least in its importance. 
 
    Eric was afraid that if the plan failed they would have no chance of survival. “Maybe we can find a place far away that we can stay hidden.” 
 
    “I know how things are going to play out. It’s human nature. You can find something that will keep you safe and help you survive. Someone else will want it and they will try to take it from you. Trust me. You don’t want to do this alone.” Wade didn’t mince his words. He spoke with a purpose. “Stand tall with the Republic and we can protect you.” 
 
    The smell of burnt meat lingered in the air and it made Eric nauseous. “I don’t know. What if more of those bikers show up?” Two soldiers sat in front of an old Coleman’s stove, one of them stirring a giant pot.  
 
    The sound of crunching snow caught the attention of the soldiers. Corporal Ross turned to see who was coming. “Soup?” She held out a bowl. 
 
    “It’s the only thing we got.” Wade motioned for the corporal to pour up a serving. Ross ladled a light soup into the bowl. It was mostly broth with sparse meat and noodles. “Eat up.” 
 
    Eric reached out and took the soup, steam billowing up from the piping hot liquid. He tried to cool it down by blowing on it, drops of the broth spilling over the side of his bowl. He took a small sip and instantly regretted it. The scalding hot soup burned his lip and it left a salty, bitter taste in his mouth “Thanks.” Eric sighed. 
 
    “The cook didn’t make it.” Corporal Ross cracked a smile. She must have known how bad the soup tasted. 
 
    Eric didn’t want to complain about the food. He had eaten much worse since the outbreak and at times had nothing to eat. “Don’t worry about it.” Eric looked around at all of the soldiers as they drank their morning coffee. Everyone seemed to be a little more relaxed today and in high spirits. “You think I could get a cup of joe?” 
 
    “I think I should set up a stand outside of town and sell it. It will be the first franchise in the apocalypse.” The male soldier quipped as he poured coffee from a large metal keg, the golden brown liquid spewing from the spout. “I don’t have a name for it yet, but I have my slogan.” 
 
    “It’s not as funny as you think.” Ross punched his arm playfully. 
 
    “Now you can rise from the dead, too, with apocalypse coffee.” The soldier certainly found it hilarious, letting out a hearty chuckle. He handed a mug to Eric. The burnt aroma of coffee filled the cold air. 
 
    A smile drew out the lines at the corner of Eric’s eyes. Maybe it wouldn’t have been that funny under any other circumstances, but he couldn’t help but laugh. “So what currency do you accept?”  
 
    “We don’t have time for this.” Wade cut Eric off. “I need to make sure you know the plan exactly. We can’t afford to mess this up.” He finished his coffee and held out his mug for a refill. 
 
    Eric took a mouthful of his coffee and nearly spit it out. It was strong and thick like tar. No wonder everyone seemed to be in a better mood. The soldier certainly wasn’t lying; this brew could bring the dead back to the living. “Well, let’s get on with it then.” 
 
    Wade held out an orange pistol. “Take this flare gun. It only has three rounds so make sure you don’t use them until your close enough to Grand Falls. Shot the flares over the town and then get the hell out of there. You don’t want to get caught in the crossfire.” 
 
    Eric reached out and took the flare gun, tucking it into his belt. The cold plastic sent a shiver up his backside. “So if I can’t lure them there with the flares, how am I going to get them to follow me?” 
 
    “I packed handheld flares in your backpack.” Wade sat down in a mound of snow. “There is also enough food to last you the day. If you don’t make it to the town by tonight the plan won’t work. Our scouts put the herd about fifteen kilometres outside of Grand Falls.” 
 
    “If you have scouts out there, why don’t they just lure the herd back to town?” Eric wasn’t impressed by the information. 
 
    “They have other orders,” Wade responded abruptly. 
 
    “Hey if I’m going to be part of this plan I think I deserve to know a little more about this fucking wild plan.” Eric barked. 
 
    “They are the only trained snipers we have and they are going to be waiting for the bikers just outside of town.” Wade frowned. “What else do you need to know?” 
 
    “What else do the scouts know? Any movements in town or anything like that?” Eric felt embarrassed by his outburst. Wade had given him no reason to distrust him, but Eric was growing agitated by the dangerous plan. 
 
    “Well, those vikings that came with you.” Wade shot Eric a sly glance. “They have been briefed on what they are doing.” 
 
    “They will be going with me.” Eric hadn’t planned to do this alone.  
 
    Wade looked at Eric. “They will be occupied with something else, but you won’t need them. You’ll only be around that herd for a few hours and they will meet you just outside the town.” 
 
    Eric felt sick to his stomach. If anything went wrong he wouldn’t stand a chance. He would be surrounded by danger all around with the herd on one side and a raging war on the other. “I don’t feel right about this. I thought I would have backup.” 
 
    “You don’t need backup. Light the fucking flare and keep moving towards town. It isn’t complicated.” Wade wasn’t sympathetic to Eric’s troubles. “You have it easy and you don’t need to be part of the gunfight.” 
 
    Eric wasn’t telling anyone his plan. He had to get into the town and get his mother out quickly. He didn’t know how he was going to do it, but he was sure the military wasn’t going to wait for him to get her. “If I fail, this plan isn’t going to work.” 
 
    “I have been told you are perfectly capable of handling yourself,” Wade said. “Smith said you should be leading the one leading the vikings in the assault, but I will do that myself.” 
 
    “Lead the vikings in an assault?” Eric didn’t know what good men wielding axes and swords would be against men with automatic rifles.  
 
    “An ambush. Catch the bikers off guard. The noise from the gun fight should allow us to pick off some of the bikers before they realize what hit them.” Wade smiled an evil grin and placed a cigarette in his mouth. “Our plan is to slowly dwindle their numbers until the numbers are in our favour.” 
 
    “What if Warrant Smith doesn’t make it back with the ammo?” Eric took another mouthful of the strong coffee. He felt a rush of caffeine course throughout his body. 
 
    “We barely have any ammo left so we need to make every shot count. That’s why I need the vikings to wait with me. The more people we can kill without using up our bullets the better. I have no idea if he’s going to make it back in time, but we have to carry on.” Wade stood up and offered his cancer stick to Eric. 
 
    Eric shook his head. “No thanks. There are enough things trying to kill me already.” Eric felt his head tingling from the coffee. Tiny bright spots danced in his vision. He needed to get some food in his belly.  
 
    Wade took a long drag. “Suit yourself.” He formed his mouth into a circle and let rings of smoke float out and raise into the air. The rings got wider the higher they went until they expanded too far and disappeared into the small breeze. 
 
    Eric tried the soup again. The cold air had cooled it considerably since his last mouthful. It didn’t’ taste very good but it was better than nothing. “What kind of meat is this?” Eric thought it looked like rabbit. All he could taste was salt, too much pepper, and burnt meat. 
 
    “I don’t think you want to know.” Wade let out a long sigh. “There is a reason that it’s burnt so badly.” 
 
    Eric looked down in the bowl and tried his best not to think about it and continued to eat the mystery animal. It could have been crow or squirrel, it didn’t matter anymore. He needed something to push away the hunger pains. “So what did you do in the army?” Eric needed something to keep him distracted while he ate. 
 
    “I worked in the infantry my whole life. I got a lot of combat experience and it’s probably why they came and got me. There hasn’t been any real conflict for years. It made the soldiers soft.” Wade sounded disappointed. 
 
    “What do you mean by that?” Eric didn’t think any of the soldiers would appreciate being called soft. 
 
    “You have a generation being taught by a generation that never experienced real war. It’s not their fault, it would be like a baseball player who only practiced and never played a real game teaching a minor league team to play in game seven of the World Series. They just don’t have the same instincts.” Wade flicked his cigarette butt over his shoulder. “They just don’t have the skills needed. They wouldn’t understand the pressure.” 
 
    “What about those bikers? How much experience do they have fighting a war?” Eric questioned. 
 
    “They fight in the streets against rival gangs and amongst each other. They know what it’s like to face a bullet or fight for their lives.” Wade stood up. “Once the bullets start to fly we will see if their training paid off. We have to hope they don’t crumble under the pressure.” 
 
    “Well, they faced those creatures out there and are still alive.” Eric picked up for the younger members of the regiment. 
 
    “That’s true, but nothing can simulate the feel of a live bullet being fired in your direction. I still remember the first time a piece of the earth exploded in front of me, I can still remember the taste of dirt in my mouth, how my heart stopped and I had to fight against every instinct in my body to turn and run.…” Wade looked up and closed his eyes. “I remember how I lost my breath and forced myself to follow my orders even though my whole body trembled with fear.” 
 
    “So you were afraid, but you still found a way to keep pushing forward.” Eric couldn’t imagine the things Wade had seen in his career. He’d read history books about the horrors of war.  
 
    “Not everyone can push through it. I had a buddy who couldn’t remember to get down low to the ground. He stood up and started to run back, caught a hail of bullets. I also watched a friend get shot in the back of the head.” Wade took off his glasses and rubbed his eyes. “We were sitting down eating lunch with the rest of our group. Never saw the sniper but we found out later the shot came from nearly a kilometre away. The fucking papers called the bastard a great shot and bragged about the kill. Made me sick to my stomach to read about it. I’ll never forget the look on his face right before the bullet tore apart the back of his skull.” 
 
    “He must have been terrified.” Eric still remembered the first zombie he saw in the back of that ambulance. He had never been so afraid in his whole life and he would never forget that mans snapping jaws and crazy eyes. 
 
    “That’s the thing. He wasn’t afraid or mad. He never even heard the gunshot. He was reading the mail his wife had sent to him. She had given birth while he was deployed and it was the first time he had ever seen his baby boy. He was filled with pride and joy.” Wade reached into his pocket and took out his wallet. He pulled out a picture and handed it to Eric. “I had to lie to his wife about how it happened. I told her we didn’t know where he had put the photo.” Eric looked down at the blood-stained photograph of the man’s son. He was on the weight scale. Seven pound and seven ounces displayed on the digital screen. The baby was lying down on a blue blanket in his plastic crib. The baby looked like he was crying to break his heart. Eric had to fight back the tear forming in the corner of his eye. “You have kids?” 
 
    “I have one on the way actually.” Eric handed back the picture. 
 
    Wade carefully placed it back in the sleeve where it belonged. “Let’s just hope this plan of ours works.”  
 
    “Did you know what they named the child?” Eric hadn’t talked to Dana about names.  
 
    “His name was Rick. I was his godfather and I made damn sure he never got caught up in this shit.” Wade pulled at his jacket. “He was the closest thing I ever had to a kid and I couldn’t bear to lose him.” 
 
    “Where is he now?” Eric wasn’t sure he wanted to know, his heart had already taken its share of sadness today.  
 
    “He worked for Pharmakon. From what I can tell, he’s in one of their underground bunkers somewhere on the island.” Wade stood up and patted the snow off his pants. 
 
    “I know where it is.” Eric blurted out. “He’s in Buchan’s.” 
 
    “Buchan’s? I think I’ll pay them a visit when this is all over.” Wade smirked. 
 
    “I’ll go with you. I have to find a friend who went there.” Eric extended his arm and held out his hand. They shook on it. “I think I need to go wake up my wife.” 
 
    “Yeah, you probably should. You will have to say good bye soon.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR:
HERD 
 
      
 
      
 
    The tarmac was littered with the dead corpses. Jason looked out the back of the cargo truck as the vehicle came to a stop just outside of the command tower of Deer Lake Regional Airport. “We got about a dozen operators up in that tower. They need us clear the runways of those dead freaks.” David started to brief them on the situation the moment he had opened the hatch. 
 
    Jason smelled the stench of rotten flesh for the first time in several days and it made him sick. After days of fresh air, the horrible reek seemed worse now. Their hungry groans sounded more vicious then he had remembered. The sky was covered in dark clouds and the snow was falling heavy from the sky. The sun did its best to battle the darkness but the clouds were winning the fight. 
 
    “So let’s get out there and take out those freaks. Once the area is clear they can plow the runways and we can get that plane landed.” David continued his speech.  
 
    Jason watched as Tracy entered the watch tower. Someone inside held the door open for her as she disappeared inside the building. At least she would be safe. Jason was still waiting for an opportunity to be alone with her so they could plan their escape. 
 
    “Move your asses.” David ordered as the soldiers filed out of the back.  
 
    Jason followed the last man out of the back and jumped down, caught off guard by all of the prompts popping up on his visor. As he looked around various vital statistics appeared in the top left corner of the screen. Each soldier’s vital statistics registered as he looked at them. Nobody had a name. They had all been assigned a number and their vitals were listed underneath. Their heartbeat, blood pressure, and oxygen levels were displayed in green numbers. Jason looked at a zombie and his screen changed drastically. The vital stats were replaced with a targeting system. His aim was way off and it gave him a warning. Jason moved his weapon towards the creature and the target started to zone in on the prey. Once his shot was lined up the targets body, the reticle turned from red to yellow. Once the target was aligned with the zombies skull everything turned green signaling Jason was on target. He squeezed the trigger and watched as a spray of blood erupted into the wind. Drops of red mist carried in the breeze and splattered over the snow in a wide arc. 
 
    The other soldiers took take aim and Jason watched as the undead started to seize and twitch as bullets ripped through their skulls, sending them crashing into the snow in heaps across the runway. The echo of gunfire drew the attention of the surrounding zombies. They all turned in the direction of the booming shots. Jason lined up another shot and hovered his aim over the enemy. The distance to his target popped up and the threat level was determined to be low. He scanned the field for the closet target and found that the threat level changed with the distance. He was thoroughly impressed by the technology he was wearing and, he didn’t feel threatened by the dead anymore. He felt like he was playing a video game and started dropping corpses into the snow with ease. 
 
    David appeared in Jason’s view. He led his targeting receptacle over his large frame. The screen sent him an alert. The words “- 15111968 friendly fire” danced across the screen making Jason laugh. He couldn’t believe how easy it would be to end David right here and right now. Jason’s finger itched with anticipation.  
 
    David spun around and faced Jason suddenly. “Pull the trigger you fucking coward.” David taunted Jason, daring him to take action. 
 
    The other soldiers all turned to face Jason, pointing their weapons towards him and closing in on him. Jason knew they would kill him but he didn’t care, with Tracy far away there would never be a better time to kill David. Jason squeezed the trigger. An electric shook swept through his body. He convulsed as his body crashed hard into the ground, his vision blurred and the words “- 19052004 targeting system disabled” the only thing he could see. 
 
    A soldier grabbed Jason by the arm and dragged him to his feet, propping him up right in front of David. “Mr. Cook, I thought we had an agreement.” David clenched his fist and punched Jason in the gut, knocking the wind out of him. Jason’s knees buckled and he found himself staring at David’s boots. “I guess it was too great a temptation to pass up.” 
 
    David reached down and grabbed Jason by the throat, squeezing just hard enough to block his airway. Jason felt the pressure building up in his face, his eyes starting to pop out of their sockets as it built up slowly. Jason tried to kick his legs and swing his arms but an electric current in his suit prevented him from making a move. His entire body was in lockdown. 
 
    “This is your only warning.” David let go of Jason’s throat and let him drop back down into the snow. “Next time you try a stunt like that I won’t be so forgiving.” David towered over him. Jason could see the other soldiers resuming their mission, zombie bodies shaking violently with each loud pop. Dark red sprays floated on snowflakes in the wind, turning the runway into a slaughter house. David reached down and ripped the gun from Jason’s grip. “Now start pulling those bodies off the runway.” David walked over to the command tower and disappeared inside.  
 
    “Get up, Jason.” 
 
    Jason looked over towards the source of the sound. Soldier number seven offered his hand to help Jason up. The man pulled Jason to his feet with ease, his abilities amplified by the powers of the suit. The gunfire had stopped as abruptly as it began. They didn’t waste any shots thanks to the targeting system built into their visors. Most of the soldiers were busy dragging away the corpses into the woods alongside the tarmac. Jason looked up into the tower wondering what David and Tracy would be talking about. He didn’t want to push his luck so he got to work alongside the others. The frozen corpses seemed unnaturally light as he dragged a body through the deep snow. 
 
    Everyone avoided Jason like he was one of the undead, leaving him to clear a large section of the runway by himself. One of the soldiers jumped up into a giant snowplow. The giant diesel engine that shook the pavement. The large metal plow pushed the snow off the runway with ease, sending waves of white powder pouring to the sides. After dragging seven disheveled corpses off the tarmac, Jason surprisingly hadn’t even broken a sweat yet. The plow rumbled up and down the runway, revealing the pitch black pavement underneath with giant yellow reflective strips lining the sides. A string of blue lights suddenly lit up. They rested on poles that just poked out from underneath the snow. 
 
    A sound like rolling thunder boomed overhead from above the clouds. Jason looked up at the dark clouds just as the nose of an airplane parted the clouds. A large grey cargo plane appeared out of thin air, it’s four twin turbo engines growling loudly. The landing gear lowered from the belly of the plane as it approached the runway, the plane making the sharp decent quickly thanks to the heavy clouds. The tires touched down on the pavement, bouncing back into the air a few times before the pilot was able to force the plane down for good, all three sets of tires finally touching the runway. The brakes squealed as they struggled to stop the giant aircraft. Jason didn’t think the plane was going to stop in time, but the pilot managed to halt the plane just before the command tower. 
 
    The other soldiers stopped what they were doing and immediately raced towards the plane as the engines died down. The propellers slowed to a stop and the back door to the cargo plane began to open. Jason started to make his way over to see what all of the commotion was about. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE:
CABIN IN THE WOODS 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dana wrapped her arms around Hanks stomach as she tried to hold on, the horse bumping her around in the saddle as it trotted through the snow. Snow-covered branches lined the horizon and flakes of snow started to fall straight down from the sky. They had reached the bridge long before the sun set and before Eric would be passing back through with the herd. Their plan was to take a sharp right turn and find shelter, waiting for the herd to pass by before they continued towards St. John’s. Dana didn’t want to get too far ahead of Eric, but she knew they couldn’t risk having to deal with the herd. They kept to the middle of the bridge. The snow drifted over the rails and fell into the frigid waters below as the windswept the top layer over the sides. 
 
    The cold wind cut right through Dana’s jacket, her entire body covered in goose bumps from the freezing temperatures. A giant storm was just beginning and Dana wished they could  turn back to the cabin. Hank had warned them that the Pelley’s could return to the cabin if they managed to escape Grand Falls and they would have been in danger at the cabin. “How much further?” Dana called out over the howling wind. 
 
    “I’m thinking we should at least a kilometer off the main roads before we stop.” Hank urged the horse off the main highway and straight towards the woods. 
 
    “Where are you going?” Dana wondered. 
 
    “I want to get out of this wind. The woods will offer us some protection.” Hank answered as the horse trotted up the bank and struggled to make its way through the deep snow. 
 
    The horse made it too the woods and the trees protected them from the stormy conditions. “So now where do we go?” Dana didn’t have to yell anymore, the whistling winds at the edge of the woods nearly gone as they went deeper into the forest. 
 
    “We should keep the river to our right and eventually we should come across some cabins out here.” Hank guided the stallion between the closely grouped trees. Dana looked to the right and could see where the river cut through the forest, a large clearing snaking though the dense trees. The horse breathed heavily from the arduous trek up the bank. She could feel the poor creature’s legs wobbling underneath them. “Let’s get down, I think he needs a break.” 
 
    Hank stopped the horse and jumped down from the saddle first, helping Dana climb down from the back. “Thanks.”  
 
    “No problem,” Hank said as he gathered the reins in his hands, leading the horse on foot now. “We shouldn’t be too far away now. Are you okay to walk the rest of the way?” 
 
    “I should be able to manage.” Dana was glad to get off the horse, her leg muscles tense from the awkward position the saddle put her legs in.  
 
    Snow fell from the branches and drifted harmlessly to forest floor as they walked through the woods, surrounded by a sea of green and white. Dana’s feet were sore. The cold had numbed them when she had been sat in the saddle. Now that she was walking along the blood was starting to flow back, sending painful stings up her leg. A chorus of birds could be heard in the distance squawking loudly. Dana could even hear their wings flapping wildly, but she couldn’t see them. 
 
    “Something got them spooked.” Dana was on high alert, suddenly feeling claustrophobic. 
 
    “They can probably smell the sour smell of death on the wind.” Hank sniffed the air, his nostrils flaring wide open. “The air is very stale now. They must be getting closer.”  
 
    “Yeah, you’re probably right.” Dana followed closely, not wanting to get ambushed by a lurking ghoul. Dana couldn’t hear any of the cries of the undead, but something didn’t feel right. She felt like she was being watched as they trudged through the snow. A flock of birds rushed through the trees, whizzing by them as they navigated through the maze of trees past them. Dana’s heart leapt into her chest with fright. 
 
    Hank looked at Dana, trying his best to hide the smirk on his face as he choked back the laughter. For a moment Dana was upset, but that quickly faded as she joined in the laughter with Hank. They shared a hearty laugh and for a brief moment the horror of the situation they found themselves in disappeared. They let their guard down in the middle of the forest and didn’t care. For a brief moment none of the horrors that roamed the earth mattered.  
 
    “I needed that.” Hank chuckled. 
 
    “Me too.” Dana agreed. 
 
    They continued walking through the woods together with a smile on their face. The roof of a cabin came into view after an hour of walking, but their legs hadn’t gotten tired. The dark green siding slowly came into view behind the tree branches as the forest began to open up, making it easier to walk. Snow had drifted up against a large glass sliding door, obscuring their view inside the cabin. The upstairs window had the black curtains drawn shut blocking any view into the interior. The chimney that ran up the side of the building had caved into itself, bricks and rubble had toppled over the snow. 
 
    “I don’t like the look of this place and it won’t protect us from the cold.”Hank voiced his opinion. He pointed towards the horizon towards some more buildings that were spaced far apart, giving each lot a large amount of privacy from its neighbors. “I’d say we check them out.” 
 
    “Yeah that seems like a good idea. Maybe one of them will have a working chimney.” Dana agreed. They continued past the green cabin and realized that the quickest way to the next cabin was over a frozen lake. “Does that ice look safe to you?” Strong winds had swept the snow off the surface of the pond leaving behind rough looking ice. 
 
    “You wait here. I’ll go down and check it out.” Hank slowly paced towards the frozen water, guiding the horse down with him. “Easy boy.” Hank spoke softly to the horse. He stepped out onto the ice, leaving his back foot on solid ground. He slowly transitioned his weight from the ground onto the ice, dragging his back foot out until his full body was on the ice. He tested the ice by stomping his feet at first, then he leapt up into the air and landed back down with a solid thunk. The ice remained intact and the colour slowly returned to Hank’s face. “Come on, big fella.” Hank coaxed the giant horse out onto the frozen pond next. The hooves trotted over the ice with some minor creaking, but the ice held firm. “Come on Dana. Stay behind us and we should be fine.” 
 
    Dana eased her way out onto the ice, staring down at her feet. The rigged ice looked sturdy enough, but she couldn’t settle her heart rate down. Every step she expected that the ice would open up and swallow her whole. She made sure she didn’t fall to far behind but refused to get too close, keeping the weight distribution spread out over the surface. It didn’t take long before they had all made it over the frozen lake and the moment Dana’s feet landed on solid ground she felt a flood of relief wash over her. “Piece of cake.” She joked, waiting for a response. Hank stood at the foot of the bank with his head tilted back, looking off into the horizon. The falling snow danced in the wind around him, making it impossible to see anything beyond him. The horse paced back and forth impatiently, waiting for Hank to guide him away from the ice. “Is everything okay, Hank?” 
 
    “I see smoke.” Hank turned to look at Dana, his facial expression distorted by the blowing snow. “Should we see who it is?” 
 
    “I don’t see why we shouldn’t. They might be able to help us.” Dana wasn’t ready to give up hope on humanity yet. Eric would have told her to avoid them but she wasn’t at that point yet. 
 
    “They might hurt us.” Hank made his argument. “They may be dangerous.” 
 
    “They might need our help.” Dana was still ready to believe there were good people left in this world. “They may have left and gotten lost in the storm. We won’t know until we check it out.” Dana walked up the bank and stood next to Hank. A billowing tower of smoke rose from the red brick chimney. The one-story cabin had a grey brick face with red siding that wrapped around to the back. A white door rested in between two small windows that were too high to see anything except the ceiling from this angle. “Come on, let’s go.” 
 
    Dana started to walk towards the cabin when Hank grabbed her by the wrist. “Eric made me promise not to put you in any danger.” He pulled her back. “Promise me you won’t hesitate to use this.” Hank held out a 9 mm pistol and forced it into Dana’s hand. 
 
    “We won’t need this.” Dana took the gun and placed it in her belt, making sure to cover the handle with her jacket. “We go up there waving guns we are just asking for trouble.” 
 
    Hank shook his head. “I don’t know about this. Maybe we can check out one of the other cabins.” He offered. 
 
    “That cabin is already warm and is probably our best option.” Dana ripped her arm out of Hank’s grip. “You can come with me or you can leave. I’m going to check it out.” Dana tried to walk past Hank again but he held out his arm to block her. 
 
    “At least let me go first.” Hank tried to reason with Dana. 
 
    “If it will make you feel better but don’t go waving that gun around.” Dana pointed at his handgun. Hank put it back in his holster and reached for his pickaroon. “Leave that where it is.” 
 
    “You sure are confident about this.” Hank didn’t sound convinced yet. 
 
    “Let’s go.”  
 
    Hank led the horse towards a giant tree, tying the reins around the tree trunk so it wouldn’t run away. He yanked on the rope testing the knot before he headed back to join Dana at the door step of the cabin. “Should we knock?” 
 
    “Actually, I think we should.” Dana responded and rattled her knuckles off the cold metal, catching Hank off guard. He stood there with his jaw gaping open and his eyes wide open. 
 
    Muffled voices could be heard on the other side of the door followed by sudden silence. The whistling wind blew snow off the roof of the cabin, engulfing them in a snow squall. Dana banged her hand off the door louder this time, making sure that whoever was on the other side heard. 
 
    “Hello?” A confused voice called out. 
 
    “We need help!” Dana yelled. Hank put his hand over her mouth and placed himself between her and the cabin.  
 
    Heavy footprints boomed from inside and grew louder as they approached. “What the fuck was that?” Hank was furious with Dana. 
 
    Dana bit Hank’s hand just hard enough to make him remove it from her mouth. “Please help us,” Dana called out. 
 
    The door swung open and a burst of heat flooded through the doorway. “Get inside.” A tall man stood in the door way, ushering them inside. “Come on now. I’m not trying to melt the snow.” His voice was deep and booming, but somehow it was soft and comforting. The man towered over Hank and Dana. His shoulders nearly as wide as the door frame. 
 
    Hank shot Dana an angry look that she ignored and stepped past the mountain of a man. Hank unwillingly joined her after a staring contest with the stranger. “Now won’t you look at this?” A woman stood up awkwardly from her rocking chair, holding her hand over her round belly. Her seat was right in front of the roaring fire. The inside of the cabin was completely made from logs, the cupboards covered in a shiny varnish. “Name is Janet and this is my husband, Clarence.” Janet waddled over to greet her guests. Her long chestnut hair was streaked with grey. 
 
    “Hi,” Clarence added as he closed the door. The cabin quickly filled with heat from the fire again. 
 
    “Hi.” Hank sounded nervous. His body tensed. 
 
    “I’m Dana and this is Hank.” Dana stared at Janet’s stomach, her belly button poking out underneath her shirt. 
 
    Janet caught Dana’s gaze and smiled. “Yes, I’m pregnant.” She rubbed her stomach and it started to move. It looked like a pair of hand were trying to poke through, large bumps forming an unnatural looking rhythm. “Due any day now really.” 
 
    “That’s so exciting.” Dana touched her own belly and wondered how much longer it would be until she felt a kick. 
 
    “So, how can we help.” Clarence moved closer to Hank. “We don’t have food to spare, but we do have a bed.” 
 
    “You don’t have any food?” Dana blurted out, worried for the baby. 
 
    “We have food,” Janet interrupted. 
 
    “We don’t have any extra,” Clarence boomed. 
 
    “We aren’t looking to take any food from you.” Hank interjected once he realized that Clarence was getting protective. “We could help you find some more.” 
 
    “Why would you want to do that?” Clarence sounded skeptical. 
 
    “We just want to help.” Dana didn’t know why, but she felt obligated. “To pay you back for letting us stay in the room.” 
 
    “How long do you plan on staying here?” Clarence demanded. 
 
    “Now honey, we have the room and you could use the help.” Janet tried to reason with her husband.  
 
    “I told you there isn’t any food around these parts. Those damn bikers took it all and if they find us here they are going to bring us back there.” Clarence pounded his fist against a large wooden column. “You ain’t with them, are you?” Clarence took an aggressive step towards Hank. 
 
    Hank started to reach for his gun. Dana grabbed his wrist. “The bikers won’t be bothering you anymore.” Dana eased Hank’s arm down to his side. “The Republic of Newfoundland is going to make sure of that.” 
 
    “The Republic of Newfoundland? What is that?” Clarence laughed. 
 
    “It’s a group of people who are willing to stand up against the Pelley’s.” Hank held his hands out in front of him. “After tonight, the Highway Hangmen won’t be around to bother anyone. If you let us stay here we can repay you with more food than you will ever need.” 
 
    Janet and Clarence exchanged glances, nodding at each other. “You can stay here for tonight. Tomorrow if you can prove to me that those bikers are gone, that will be payment enough.” Clarence placed his hand on Janet’s stomach, the baby immediately responded. 
 
    Ooooouuucchh 
 
    Janet’s face twisted in agony and she buckled over at the hips. “Jesus Christ.” She cried out in pain. 
 
    “What’s wrong.” Clarence voice was frantic. 
 
    “I think the baby’s coming.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX:
THE LONELY ROAD 
 
      
 
      
 
    Eric looked down the hill towards the sea of dead bodies. The mammoth herd was unlike anything Eric had ever seen. His heart jumped into his throat as the rotten stench of decayed flesh poured over him. His stomach muscles clenched at the over powering odour. Eric tried to tell where the mass of corpses ended, but the herd flowed out of the forest and into the valley below like a river emptying into a much large basin of water. Their hungry groans drowned out all other sounds of the forest. The shambling corpses crossed the valley, trampling everything behind them flat. Small shrubs and young trees didn’t stand a chance. 
 
    Some of the freshly turned corpses still had bright red blood oozing from their wounds. Eric looked out over the herd and could tell they recently demolished a large group of survivors. There were hundreds of uncoordinated creatures stumbling amongst the hive of undead. The older creatures had adapted and were much more coordinated than the newly dead even though moved slower, their decrepit frames struggling to keep them on their feet. The clothing that clung to their bodies acted like a second skin, covered in filth and bodily fluids. Their shirts and pants deteriorated into almost nothing and completely indistinguishable, all of the colours and patterns long gone and replaced by tones of mud and dried blood. No one had been left out of their recruitment drive across the island. Men, woman, and children of all ages filled the ranks of the growing undead army. 
 
    Eric noticed the alpha zombies were guiding the massive flock of undead like sheep dogs herding cattle. The worked near the edge of the swarm, grunting loudly to help guide their army towards their next objective. The herd was being lead in the wrong direction, heading towards Gander Bay. Eric wondered what drove the alpha males in that direction, maybe their was a settlement of people there or maybe a herd of moose.  
 
    Eric reached back and took out one of the flares Wade had given him, he knew that would grab their attention. His heart pumped faster and faster with anxiety. There would be no escape from that giant herd if he made any wrong moves. The glare of the sun was hidden behind the darkening clouds as they loomed overhead. A strong gust of wind blew behind him, giving him a breath of fresh air as it pushed back the awful stench. Eric looked over his shoulder at the stark outline of the trees. Their denuded forms stood out like charcoal drawings on a white canvas. The cluster of dead branches curled up like gnarled fingers stretching out to grab anyone who dared to enter. The bitter wind shook the snow from their limbs and the dead trees did little to protect the forest floor from the elements. Eric needed to make sure he took the right path back towards Grand Falls. The dense greenery of the coniferous forest made it difficult to navigate on horseback, and his attempts to lure the zombies through the dense forest would be arduous. Eric choose to head through the dead forest, which had been engulfed in a forest fire years ago, back to the highway. He needed to be able to keep an eye on his followers. 
 
    Eric twisted the top off of the flare and a bright orange, reddish flame burst into a glaring beacon. The herd stopped immediately and thousands of dead eyes took notice at once, their heads snapping towards the blazing light.  
 
    Huurmgg  hurrnnnnn urrrghhhhh 
 
    Dead, boisterous cries erupted from the valley. The massive swarm of dead bodies instantly changed direction while the alpha zombies tried to keep order over the base instincts of their less evolved counterparts. The alpha’s tried their best to keep the swarm organized, but the flare amped them up, sending them into a frenzy. The hungry groans grew louder with the anticipation of tasting human flesh. 
 
    URRRNNGGGHH HUUUNNNRRR UGMPHHH 
 
    Eric held the flare up above his head, making sure the zombies didn’t lose sight of the blaring orange glow. The horse reared back, nearly knocking Eric out of the saddle. “Easy boy. Not yet.” Eric struggled to keep the stallion from darting away, the animal fighting against the reins and dancing around in circles. 
 
    The swarming mass of creatures made their way up the hillside, the young zombies trying to lead the way but tripping up in the deep snow. The older creatures showed no sympathy for their fellow dead, trampling over their fallen comrades without hesitation. Eric’s horse neighed loudly, begging to turn and leave. Eric let the horse move backwards about ten feet before the horse made a wild turn, tossing Eric from the saddle. He crashed into the deep snow below. “Wait!” Eric stretched out his arms trying to grab the reins before the horse galloped away at breakneck speed. 
 
    The flare still burned brightly, melting the snow around it. Eric picked it up and held it above his head. He wasn’t sure how long it was going to last, but it was his only flare besides the flare gun, which he was instructed not to use until he was close enough to Grand Falls. He was going to have to stay dangerously close to the great herd in order to keep their attention. Eric back-peddled through the snow and kept closer to the dead trees. The putrid odour was growing stronger and the exited groans had become deafening. Eric’s boots sank through the crust of the snow. He had to yank his foot out of each hole with every step until he could reach the path beaten down by the escaped horse. The hove prints were spaced far apart, not providing the relief that Eric had hoped for. The town of Grand Falls was several hours away and Eric could feel the strain on his quad muscles already. 
 
    Members of the herd slowly shambled into view as Eric entered the dead forest, the snapping jaws barely one-hundred feet away now and showed no signs of slowing down. An alpha zombie lifted his chin up and let out a mighty grunt the boomed over the rest, signaling   Eric’s vulnerability to the rest of the herd. Eric pumped his legs and tried to put more separation between the mass of dead bodies, the cold air stinging his lungs as he sucked in winter cold. He leaned against a tall tree and tried to catch his breath, the frigid cold limiting his lungs abilities to fuel his muscles. The shambling corpses were relentless and Eric wasn’t sure how much longer he could keep going. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN:
THE BEGINNING 
 
      
 
      
 
    Jason slumped against a tall pine tree, the snow quickly burying him as a harsh wind drifted the snow against him. As the sun began to rise, it struggled to push through the dense clouds. The world around him slowly came to life. The trees were slumbering under a blanket of pure white snow. There were no plows or salt trucks to dirty the pristine white flakes. It was what the ancestors of this island must have witnessed before the invention of cars and roads. This beauty must have been why they chose to stay here. During the breaks between gusts of wind, Jason could see grey jays fluttering back and forth between the trees. Their chirping calls drowned out by the gunfire in the streets behind him. 
 
    Jason raised his bloodied hands. The scarlet red stood out against the vast white of the snow on the ground. He didn’t know how much of the blood was his and how much belonged to the others. He had finally gotten his revenge on David even though he lost the fight with the behemoth adversary that had turned his life upside down. Both men still roamed this earth, but neither man was long for it. They would both be dead by the time the sun was high in the sky. Jason looked down at Tracy with a tear in his eye, her blank eyes frozen open for eternity. The scars from the fight had disfigured her face. She was almost unrecognizable to him. He had finally gotten her back and David ripped her from his grasp, tearing her to pieces in front of him. David had gotten what he wanted; Jason would suffer for the rest of his days, but at least his wife could finally rest. Jason’s knife stuck out of her head, the blade buried in between her ear and jawline. He couldn’t bear to watch her turn into a roaming corpse and he didn’t want her wandering around, looking for her next meal. 
 
    Jason was glad that he had turned his back to the war zone that had taken the place of the once quite town of Grand Falls. The army of the dead had brought out the worst in humanity and were only a catalyst for the carnage that had befallen the island of Newfoundland. This apocalypse had been on the verge of happening for years. The dead rising from the afterlife gave it the push it needed to begin. Corrupt politicians selling the rules and laws of the government to greedy businessmen were the ones responsible for all of this chaos.  All he wanted to do was spend his last breaths alone and in peace, reflecting on his victory. He was coming to terms with departing from this world. He had done his part in securing a better future for the Republic of Newfoundland. 
 
    Jason could see where Eric’s blood had gushed from his hand and spilt over the ground. Tracy had managed to sink her teeth into his flesh and ripped his finger clean off his hand. Jason had managed to save Eric from Tracy and Eric had prevented David from landing the killing blow. The two old friends had said their goodbyes. Jason wasn’t sure if Eric would have enough time to save Dana, but he had given him the cure for the zombie virus that had plagued the world. If Eric could get it into the right hands, humanity would finally have a fighting chance against the dead.  
 
    The wind and snow stopped without warning, one last thunderous roar of gunfire blared loudly before everything fell silent. The sun shined brilliantly through a break in the clouds, the golden glow pushing the clouds apart. The snow seemed to hang in the air, frozen in place against the background like white specks of paint on a canvas. A giant moose trotted out of the forest, holding it’s antlers up proudly as it knocked the snow from the branches. Its grey fur kept the animal warm and was made for the rugged winters of Newfoundland. Its large black eyes turned to look at Jason. They locked eyes and the majestic beast turned and trotted towards him. Jason reached out his filthy hand towards the animal. The moose stopped just outside of Jason’s reach, not getting close enough for him to touch. The moose’s eyes were wet and as black as the pure night sky, the animal looked like it was crying. Jason admired the creature’s antlers. They must have been nearly six-feet wide and the bones had remained unsoiled by the filthy creatures roaming the earth. 
 
    Jason didn’t know exactly why the moose had chosen this moment to come out of the woods or why it stood in front of him, staring down at him with its sad eyes. The mighty beast nodding its head up and down for some unknown reason before walking past Jason and heading towards the town. Jason looked over his shoulders and watched as the giant animal used its antlers to gore a shambling corpse that had wandered away from the city. The zombie’s stomach tore open, the blackened organs flooding over the moose. The foul corpse’s intestines hung from its stomach, swaying back and forth as the zombie lunged forward trying to bite the poor animal. Before the dead man could sink its teeth into the neck of the mighty moose, it flung the corpse head over heels into the sky. The zombie’s head smashed hard into the frozen ground, its neck snapping on impact. A gush of blood and rotten grey brain matter spilling out of a large crack that had split the creatures head wide open. 
 
    Jason looked down at Tracy once more. He stroked her blood soaked hair with his hand. He wanted nothing more than to stay here with his wife and look off into the sun set, wondering what the new world will become. He wished he didn’t have to leave her here. Jason had unfinished business. He wished he could have laid here and let the snow fall over him and Tracy, frozen together until the sun melted the white blanket in the spring, but Jason still had something to contribute. He struggled to his feet and reached down to move Tracy’s body towards the tree. He felt a sharp, hot burning pain in his chest from where David had crushed his ribs. He fought to get oxygen into his lungs, his breaths shallow and short. Jason knew that he would never be able to truly rest without knowing that David was dead. He knew Eric wouldn’t be able to kill the behemoth. Jason had to be the one to deliver the killing blow. 
 
    It would be the last thing he did before he would draw his last breath. 
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    Reptilia is the terrifying novella that tells the story of what happens when creatures – not unlike zombies themselves – infect a small military town and the havoc that ensues. Written by Bestselling Occult author Matthew LeDrew 
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