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    "Look," Steve whispered. "I can't tell you what to do, but if you don't shut up, I'm going to kill you." 
 
    "That's telling me what to do," Knob whispered back. "It's a mixed signal, that's all I'm saying." 
 
    Steve bit back a retort. 
 
    It actually took him biting his lip to keep it from coming out, which hurt and made him want to whimper, but he just winced instead. 
 
    Maybe if he didn't say anything, Bob wouldn't talk back. 
 
    "Where is she?" the rotund kid with curly hair whipped his hair back and forth in search of Emma, the third member of their trio. 
 
    "She's coming," Steve said. "I hope." 
 
    He muttered the last part under his breath, part prayer, part wishful thinking. 
 
    Emma was in a store. 
 
    Not just any store, a grocery store with all the windows intact. 
 
    She was hunting for food and it was her bright idea to go in alone five minutes ago to check if the coast was clear. 
 
    They were hoping to avoid zombies and other survivors, not necessarily in that order, especially after their last encounter with other people who were left after a zombie plague swept the country. 
 
    He heard a noise on the far side of the building and peeked out from the alley across the street where he and Bob had hidden. 
 
    "Is that her?" Bob leaned across him for a closer look. 
 
    They lost their balance and over tipped to sprawl in the debris filled street. 
 
    "Damn it Knob," Steve cursed as he shoved the other boy off of him. 
 
    Emma pelted around the corner of the grocery store at a fast jog. 
 
    "Run," she said as she hurried past them. 
 
    Steve pushed and flailed against Bob as a quartet of walking dead shambled around from the back of the building and shuffled toward them. 
 
    They weren't fast, but they were relentless. 
 
    Steve hopped up and took a couple of steps after Emma. 
 
    "Damn it!" he cursed again and turned around. 
 
    He yanked Bob up off the ground and pushed him into a run as they followed the girl. 
 
    The Dead couldn't keep pace, but they didn't have to. They would just keep coming until the three of them found a place to hide, or something else distracted them. 
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    “I’m starving,” Bob said again. 
 
    They had lost the small horde of walking dead that shambled after them. It was a simple matter of turning a corner and getting out of sight. 
 
    The zombies were attracted by noise and movement and so long as they were quiet and didn’t move, the rotting walkers kept going past until the coast was clear. 
 
    “We know,” Emma snapped. 
 
    “Guess you’re hungry too,” Bob sulked. 
 
    “We’re all hungry Knob,” Steve sighed. “Let’s just get back to the truck and see what we can find.” 
 
    “I checked the truck. No gas. No food. Nothing.” 
 
    They trudged along in silence for a few moments through the empty street on high alert, or at least as alert as they could be. 
 
    Bob hoped the growling of his stomach wouldn’t draw the zombies back. He was about to say it, but decided not to. 
 
    No need to remind them of what he just reminded them of. 
 
    They might leave him. 
 
    He watched the two others walk slightly ahead and apart from him. Steve was a jock who used to torture him at school. Emma was the smart girl who ran the school paper. 
 
    And Bob? 
 
    He was smart, and funny and charming, at least according to his mother. 
 
    He liked to play games and was into a bunch of different things, but he was neither popular nor much well liked outside of his small circle of friends. 
 
    Dead friends, he reminded himself and wondered if any of the zombies they had seen were them. 
 
    Or his mom. 
 
    A tear leaked from the corner of his eye and dripped down his cheek before he could wipe it away. 
 
    He sniffed behind his arm, and tried to keep it quiet. Steve glanced over his shoulder and dropped back two steps next to him. 
 
    “You’re just hungry, Knob.” 
 
    “I know,” Bob sobbed. “I just said that.” 
 
    Steve put his arm across his shoulders and hustled him up further. 
 
    “Yeah, but your blood sugar is low and this place is pretty depressing on a normal day. Throw in the end of the world and it can make your brain act a little crazy.” 
 
    “It’s gonna be okay,” Emma called back. 
 
    “Was there anything in the store?” he wiped away the sniffles as Steve pulled his arm off his shoulders. 
 
    “I didn’t see,” she said. 
 
    “Screw the car,” Bob said. “Let’s go back and check.” 
 
    Emma stopped. 
 
    “There were a lot of Z in there,” she said. “I just got a few that were outside of the door.” 
 
    “What were they doing?” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “I didn’t stay to ask.” 
 
    “We should at least check it out,” he said. “We might find something.” 
 
    Steve glanced at Emma and nodded his head. She raised her eyebrows in question. 
 
    “Yeah, we should go see if we can find anything. I could kill for some Ramen noodles.” 
 
    Bob’s stomach rumbled in agreement. 
 
    It wasn’t worth a laugh, but the trio smiled and turned their steps toward the direction of the only store in town. 
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    Calling it a town was being generous. It was a wide spot in the road with buildings on both sides, and a few blocks that ran behind the main street. 
 
    Trash, litter, leaves and debris littered the sidewalk and asphalt. 
 
    “Maybe we go in the front this time?” Steve asked as the three of them crept up the side of the road. 
 
    “Blocked,” Emma said. 
 
    There were shopping carts and metal racks piled in front of the double glass doors. Moving them would make too much noise. 
 
    Emma held them up at the corner of the building and peeked around. 
 
    “Clear,” she said and led them forward. 
 
    They circled around to the back of the building with a small parking lot for eight to ten cars, if they parked tight. There were no lines on the blacktop, just a patch of crumbled space that the weeds were already starting to reclaim. 
 
    “They were there,” she pointed. 
 
    A metal back door was in the middle of the building under a bent and dented awning that flapped in the small breeze. 
 
    “Think that’s what they were looking at?” Bob wondered. 
 
    “Maybe,” Steve answered. 
 
    It was movement, and noise if they listened close, but he wasn’t sure if it was enough to keep them occupied. 
 
    At least not for long. 
 
    When he thought that, he wondered how long before they started showing up again now that they weren’t distracted by the three of them running. 
 
    “We better hurry,” he said. 
 
    He took the lead and hustled up to the door with his back to the building. 
 
    “Careful,” Emma told him. 
 
    “My middle name,” he said as he gripped the knob. 
 
    He jerked his hand back. 
 
    “Is it booby trapped,” Bob asked as Emma grabbed Steve’s wrist to check for damage. 
 
    “Wet?” Steve flicked his palm back and forth and scrubbed it on his dirty jeans. 
 
    “Why is it wet?” Steve looked around the opening as he searched for the source of moisture. 
 
    “Zombie drool?” Emma said. 
 
    “Gross,” Bob and Steve moaned together. 
 
    Steve pulled the bottom of his shirt away from his body and gripped the knob again. 
 
    He twisted it open and pushed the metal door in. 
 
    A bell on a string clanged across the empty parking lot. 
 
    “Shit, he said. “In. In.” 
 
    He shoved the door the rest of the way open and hopped into the dim interior of the store, followed close by Emma and Bob. 
 
    Steve shut the door and cursed when the bell dinged again. 
 
    “Quiet!” Bob hissed. 
 
    He reached up and pulled the bell down. It clanked in his hand. 
 
    They pressed their backs against the wall and waited, listening through the closed door in case the sound brought back the Z. 
 
    Light leaked through the dust covered windows at the front of the store. The floor was interspersed with shafts of light from plastic skylights in the ceiling. Dust danced and floated in the air. 
 
    The middle of the floor had been cleared out, the shelved shoved against the front door and windows. 
 
    “Somebody called it home,” Bob whispered as they stared around, eyes wide. 
 
    “Once,” Emma added. 
 
    “Once is enough,” said Steve. “Let’s see what they left.” 
 
    He took a step toward the center of the room where what looked like a small campsite had been set up between the remaining row of shelves. 
 
    “Let’s see why they left,” said Bob. 
 
    His stomach rumbled and he feared what they wouldn’t find. 
 
    There were six shelves left and all were bare. 
 
    Empty food cans and wrappers were piled in one corner of the store, away from a couple of bedrolls and a pile of ashes in a small metal garbage can. 
 
    “Nothing,” Bob grumbled as he patted down the camp site, hands searching for any missed morsel or a leftover can of anything. 
 
    Emma wandered up one aisle and down the other as she searched. She checked the counter, behind it, under it, but all she could find were rolls of lottery tickets spilled in a haphazard fashion under the register. 
 
    “Nothing here either.” 
 
    Steve checked the wall of glass fronted coolers in the back. 
 
    He was careful not to open them, because it had been weeks, maybe months since anyone had electricity. 
 
    If anything had been left inside, it was long spoiled and he didn’t want to activate his gag reflex on the smell. 
 
    But if he saw a beer or coke or anything to drink, he was going to chance it, he thought. 
 
    The inside of the cooler shelves were as empty as the outside. 
 
    “Whoever stayed here cleaned it out,” he grumbled. 
 
    They would have done the same, he thought. 
 
    He reached a small side door beside the cooler. 
 
    “Stock room,” he called out and opened it. 
 
    A rotting corpse leaped out and grabbed him. 
 
    Steve shrieked a high pitched wail and skittered backwards, punching at the skeletal thing that latched onto his shirt. 
 
    The corpse disentangled and fell to the floor in a squishy plop that sent a wave of putrid odor across the room. 
 
    Steve gagged. Bob retched. Emma pulled up the collar of her shirt and covered her nose. 
 
    “I thought it was one of them,” Steve grimaced. 
 
    “You sure screamed like it,” said Bob. 
 
    He moved to the other side of the body and stared at it. 
 
    “Shouldn’t it be one of them?” he asked. “I mean, if it’s dead?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Steve shrugged. 
 
    He stepped past Bob and examined the door. 
 
    There were scratch marks in the metal, thousands of them, interspersed with streaks of dried crimson and black. 
 
    “Is that?” he leaned closer. “A fingernail?” 
 
    He stood up fast and retched. 
 
    “Whoever it was, they must have been trapped,” said Bob. 
 
    He pushed past Steve to peer into the room. There were rows of dented canned food, the tops bent and mashed, but none open. 
 
    “Tried to beat his way out,” he observed. 
 
    “Or open the cans,” Emma said. 
 
    She stepped inside and began pulling out their new found bounty. 
 
    “Look over there,” she pointed. “See what we can open these with?” 
 
    “There’s a knife in the car,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t want to wait until we get to the car,” she snapped. “I want to see what we can do right now.” 
 
    Bob shot a sheepish grin towards Steve and went to the campsite. There was an old fashioned metal can opener next to the garbage can fireplace on top of plastic plates and cutlery. 
 
    He held it up in triumph. 
 
    “All the food in here, and the only way to open it out there,” said Steve. 
 
    Emma passed him five of the cans and he took them toward Bob. 
 
    The door to the storeroom swung shut with a small bang. 
 
    They both jumped. 
 
    Emma pounded on the door. 
 
    Steve rushed over and grabbed the knob. It broke off in his hand. 
 
    Emma pounded harder. 
 
    “Hang on,” Steve said. “The knob broke.” 
 
    “Open this door!” she shrieked. 
 
    “I’m trying,” he said as he struggled to fit the knob back into the mechanism. 
 
    It clattered to the floor. 
 
    “There’s something in here!” Emma screamed louder. 
 
    “Emma!” Steve shouted. “Kick the door!” 
 
    It shivered in the frame, once, twice. 
 
    She screamed again. 
 
    “I can hear it! Get me out!” 
 
    “Help me find something!” Steve yelled at Bob. 
 
    The curly haired boy ran to the front door of the store and grabbed a metal rod from the rack. 
 
    He yanked it out of the pile. 
 
    It sent the rest of the small tower of metal down with a crash. The front door glass cracked, but held. 
 
    “Damn it Knob!” Steve shouted. 
 
    “I’m trying!”
He ran back with the pole. 
 
    Steve ripped it from his hands and shoved the end into the open hole where the knob once was. 
 
    “Hurry!” Emma screamed. 
 
    Steve tried to power the door open. He threw his weight against the pole and grunted. 
 
    Bob stared at the door. 
 
    “Hang on!” he screamed. “Give me that.” 
 
    He grabbed the pole back from Steve and placed the end against the outside hinge screw. 
 
    Bob shoved up and the screw popped out. It bounced across the floor in a loud clatter. 
 
    He started to work on the lower hinge, but couldn’t get the angle right. 
 
    Emma screamed a wordless yell of terror. 
 
    Steve grabbed the metal pole back and pounded it against the hinge. The metal bent and tore. 
 
    He shoved the bottom of the pole against the bottom door jamb and tried to maneuver it up. 
 
    Bob ran around the room and grabbed a piece of metal shelving. 
 
    “Here!” 
 
    He set it on the ground so Steve could use it as a fulcrum and held it tight as the jock pounced down on the pole. 
 
    The door lifted off the hinge just as Emma pounded it from the other side. 
 
    It crashed down on top of the metal shelf with a horrific bang and clatter of metal. 
 
    She crawled across the fallen door and kept moving toward the glass windows. 
 
    A rat skittered out of the storeroom and ran for the corner near the back door. 
 
    Steve watched it in wonder. 
 
    He glanced at Bob, who snickered. 
 
    “A rat,” he said. 
 
    Emma rolled over and sat up. 
 
    “Let’s just get the food and get out of here,” she wiped tears of terror from her eyes. 
 
    A zombie plowed into the glass behind her with a plop. It clawed streaks in the dirt covered window as it tried to get through. 
 
    A second joined it, the moans carrying through to the trio. 
 
    “Good idea,” said Steve. 
 
    He gathered up the cans and stuffed them into his empty knapsack. 
 
    “We can’t forget this,” Bob said and held up the metal can opener. 
 
    “Anything else in there?” Steve glanced at the open storeroom. 
 
    “I didn’t have time to look,” Emma snapped. 
 
    “We need to feed her,” Bob said. 
 
    “We need to feed all of us,” Steve sighed. “I’ll check.” 
 
    He stood up and took a step toward the dark room. 
 
    A body crashed through the cracked glass of the front door and sprawled across the pile of shelves and racks. A second zombie followed it through, crawling over. 
 
    “No time,” Bob said as he scurried toward the back door. 
 
    Steve grabbed Emma and shoved her in front of him as more dead bodies shambled through the opening after them. 
 
    Bob yanked the back door open and stared into the parking lot. 
 
    “Shit!” he screamed. 
 
    A dozen zombies turned at the noise and converged on the door. 
 
    Steve hit the door and slammed it shut. 
 
    “You had to yell, didn’t you Knob.” 
 
    “They surprised me.” 
 
    “Argue later,” Emma huffed. “Run now.” 
 
    They circled around the last row of shelves, trapped. 
 
    “Up,” Bob pointed. 
 
    A plastic dome in the ceiling served as a skylight, letting a shaft of sun illuminate their hiding spot. 
 
    Steve ran to grab the metal pole they used to open the door.  
 
    A Z made reached out for him. 
 
    He shoved the end of the pole into the open mouth, cracked teeth and tilted the head back with a snap of the neck. 
 
    There was no time to wipe off the gore, so he tapped the pole as he ran to get the worst of the gunk off the end. 
 
    He reached the shelf, clambered up and jammed it against the plastic dome. 
 
    “Harder!” Bob shouted. 
 
    A zombie shuffled around the corner of the row and lunged for him. 
 
    Steve slammed the end of the pole into the dome again. The plastic cracked with a loud bang. 
 
    The Z reached for Bob who slapped it’s hands away, eyes frantic as he searched for something to fight back with. 
 
    It grabbed his wrist and pulled him closer. 
 
    Emma beaned it with a large tin can in her hand. She slammed it into the rotting skull three times. The Z forehead cracked and dented in. 
 
    It fell backwards as Bob shoved it away from them. 
 
    Steve sent the pole up again. It cracked a small hole in the dome. 
 
    He went to work on a second spot. 
 
    “We have to get up,” Emma said. 
 
    “It won’t hold all of us,” Bob said. “Save yourselves.” 
 
    “Stop being so dramatic,” she screamed. “Come on.” 
 
    She climbed up next to Steve. 
 
    Bob waited a moment then joined them. 
 
    Steve bounced the pole off the plastic. It popped open and flipped back. 
 
    “Yeah!” he shouted in triumph. 
 
    The shelf tilted under their weight and crashed against the other row of shelves. 
 
    It sent the three of them tumbling into the empty camping space in the middle of the floor. 
 
    “Ow!” Steve sat up and rubbed his elbow. 
 
    “Oh God!” Bob gagged. 
 
    Steve looked around for zombies. 
 
    Bob pointed at his arm. 
 
    “Oh God,” Emma added. 
 
    Steve glanced down.  His elbow hurt from where he cracked it on the floor, but the pole jutted from the meat of his bicep, blood leaking around the dirty metal. 
 
    “Ow!” he screamed again. 
 
    Another Z crawled through the front door and shuffled toward them. 
 
    “Sorry Steve,” Emma shouted. 
 
    She grabbed the pole and slid it out of him. 
 
    “Hey!” he said and passed out. 
 
    Emma jammed the pole through the Z’s eye, and got the one behind it too. 
 
    “We have to get out of here,” she said. 
 
    Z beat against the metal back door, a steady drumbeat of moans and death. 
 
    Bob ripped the hem of his shirt and tied it around Steve’s arm in an impromptu bandage. 
 
    “I can’t carry him,” he looked at Emma in panic. 
 
    “You have to,” she cried as she killed another zombie. 
 
    Bob licked his lips. 
 
    He grabbed Steve by the arm and hoisted him over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry.  Blood drizzled through the makeshift bandage and dripped down his leg. 
 
    “We’re not gonna make it,” he said. 
 
    “Follow me,” Emma led him to the door. 
 
    She shoved Z back from the opening, using the length of the pole to buy them distance. 
 
    Bob scrambled over the shifting pile of metal racks and shelves. He lost his balance, went down to one knee and managed not to drop Steve. 
 
    He followed Emma through the door into the clear spot she had made on the sidewalk. 
 
    “Do you have him?” she asked. 
 
    “I’ve got him,” Bob huffed. 
 
    He wasn’t sure, but that seemed like what she wanted to hear. 
 
    “Where’s the food?” 
 
    Bob struggle to look around. 
 
    “His pack slipped off,” he said. 
 
    “Stay here,” Emma beat back another Z. 
 
    She leaped into the store. 
 
    He could hear her on the shelves as they fell and slipped. 
 
    The Z shambled closer. 
 
    Bob shifted under Steve’s weight. He couldn’t hold him long. He wasn’t strong like him. Sweat dripped off his brow and it was hard to catch a breath. 
 
    If Emma didn’t hurry, the Z would get them both. 
 
    Or he might drop Steve. 
 
    Not on purpose, but he wasn’t strong enough to hold him, strong enough to carry him. 
 
    Bob took a few steps away from the open storefront to put distance between him and the moaning monsters coming for him. 
 
    Then a few steps more. 
 
    They kept coming. 
 
    “Come on Emma,” he called to the broken glass. 
 
    She bounded through the door, pole in hand and smacked two of the closest Z. 
 
    The backpack bounced against her back as she hustled past Bob. 
 
    He turned around and huffed to try and keep up. 
 
    The Z pursued, relentless and unending. 
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    It couldn’t be called a run. 
 
    Not really. Not as slow as they were moving. 
 
    Still, they were faster than the dead that chased them. 
 
    Bob huffed under Steve’s weight across his shoulder. His legs screamed, his side hurt, his lungs burned. 
 
    His mind kept telling him the smart thing to do would be to drop him. 
 
    Steve was injured. Bad, from what Bob could remember. Arm ripped open. 
 
    He could feel the boy’s blood turning the leg of his pants wet, the back of his shirt damp against his skin. 
 
    Or that might have been sweat. 
 
    Every time he thought of dropping him, Emma would glance back to make sure he was there. 
 
    That he was okay. 
 
    That he was keeping up. 
 
    He would. 
 
    For at least as long as he was able, which wouldn’t be too much longer. 
 
    She wasn’t leading them back toward the truck that much he could tell. 
 
    She turned down one of the side streets and he followed in a wide arc, like a big truck hauling a big load. 
 
    He was afraid it he tried to take the turn too tight, he and Steve would go down in a tumble of limbs and skinned knees. 
 
    Bob was sure he could get up from it. 
 
    He wasn’t so sure about Steve. 
 
    “Here,” Emma spied an open wooden gate in a privacy fence beside one of the small houses. 
 
    Bob followed her through the gate and watched her shut and latch it. 
 
    They moved to the back of the house and waited. 
 
    Hopefully, the Z would wonder what happened to the movement. 
 
    They heard them crunch into the wood, bodies pressing against it. The noise wasn’t loud, not compared to metal and glass, but the wood creaked under the strain. 
 
    Bob knew it could not hold. 
 
    Emma motioned him under the back deck. 
 
    It was five feet off the ground, covered on three sides by wood lattice, and bathed in shadows. 
 
    She helped him lower Steve from his shoulder and they scooted him back against the foundation of the house, as deep in the slat lighted darkness as they could get. 
 
    Emma pushed a gritty lawnmower in the opening under the deck, and added a leaf blower on top of it. 
 
    As far as barriers went, it wouldn’t last. Not if the Z decided to follow them under there. 
 
    But Bob hoped it would block it enough so they wouldn’t notice. 
 
    He pressed his wet back against the house and listened to his heart race in his ears. 
 
    Emma sat beside him, Steve’s head cradled in her lap. 
 
    She adjusted the makeshift bandage on his arm. He moaned as she tightened it. 
 
    Bob clamped a hand across his mouth and stared through the small diamond pattern of the lattice work. 
 
    The wood gate creaked and shrieked as it gave way under the weight of the press of dead bodies. 
 
    They spilled into the backyard with a shuffle of moans and wandered around, aimless now that there was nothing to chase. 
 
    Bob watched them. 
 
    There were tall ones, small ones, and body types of every make and model of what once was human. 
 
    Some had ripped and rotting skin, as if they had been caught by other dead and turned. 
 
    A few others looked less mangled. Gray skin stretched over skeletal bodies. 
 
    Bob thought they looked avian, like a flock of birds moving in a slow meandering pattern around the backyard. 
 
    Emma reached over and grabbed his hand, held it in hers. 
 
    They sat in silence. 
 
    She pushed Steve’s hair back from his forehead. Bob could feel her pulse in his hand, fast, but not racing as fast as his. Her skin was warm against his. 
 
    He was glad she held tight. 
 
    Bob didn’t know how long they sat there. 
 
    The sun coming through the thin slats in the wood deck shifted across them, rolling across his body and down his legs as the sun shifted in the sky. 
 
    The herd in the yard thinned, body by body as the Z discovered another distraction and moved on. 
 
    The last two followed each other back through the ripped up fence and still they waited. 
 
    “Is he dead?” Bob whispered finally. 
 
    “Not yet,” Steve slurred. 
 
    “How long have you been awake?” Emma said, still petting his forehead and hair. 
 
    “Felt too good to move,” Steve groaned. “And hurt too much to move.” 
 
    He winced as they helped him sit up. 
 
    “Good spot,” he said. 
 
    “We’ve been here for hours,” Bob told him. 
 
    “And you didn’t make dinner?” he touched his arm around the bandage and hissed. 
 
    “We were hiding out from a zombie stampede,” Bob said. 
 
    Steve glanced through the diamond lattice. 
 
    “Clear now?” 
 
    “I’ll check,” said Emma. 
 
    “I’ll check,” Bob shoved himself up. 
 
    His legs shook as he crouched under the deck, arm and shoulder throbbing. 
 
    “You need to lose weight,” he told Steve as he unstacked the lawn equipment. “I don’t think I could carry you again.” 
 
    “If we don’t eat something soon, I will,” Steve tried to smile. 
 
    It looked more like a grimace of pain, but Bob nodded at the effort. 
 
    “If it’s clear, we’ll move into the house while it’s dark,” Emma said. 
 
    Bob nodded again and snuck through the opening into the backyard. 
 
    He crept along the edge of the house, taking large silent steps to ensure he didn’t attract any attention. 
 
    He reached the corner of the house and peeked around, then he turned and gave them a thumbs up. 
 
    Emma crouched up. 
 
    “Can you stand?” 
 
    Steve shook his head. 
 
    “I think I can crawl,” he told her and he did. 
 
    It was slow and laborious with just one hand and two knees. He cradled his arm to his stomach while he moved, and hissed with every move. 
 
    Bob climbed the steps to the top of the deck connected to the house. 
 
    He peeked through the double French doors into the darkness of the inside. 
 
    “Looks empty,” he said in a quiet voice. 
 
    “Knock,” said Steve. 
 
    “I don’t think anyone’s home.” 
 
    Emma helped the injured boy up the stairs. He took them one at a time and had to rest between each. 
 
    “If the dead are in there,” she said. “The knock will let us know.” 
 
    Bob pulled his hand back. 
 
    “Not too loud,” Emma hissed. 
 
    He stopped mid-flight and grinned. 
 
    “Okay,” he tapped four times. 
 
    Nothing happened. 
 
    “I think it’s empty,” he said. “Do we break the glass?” 
 
    Emma grabbed the knob and twisted it open. 
 
    “No drool,” she announced and pushed the door in. 
 
    They waited for anything inside to come out. 
 
    The only thing that did was the smell of stale air, and the musk of an old house that had been lived in for a long time. 
 
    Steve glanced around at the twilight. 
 
    “We need stuff for a fire,” he suggested. 
 
    Bob and Emma looked at him. 
 
    “I’m not volunteering,” he said. 
 
    “Those branches,” Emma pointed to windblown branches scattered around the yard. 
 
    She limped Steve into the living room of the home. 
 
    “I’m not a hundred percent too,” Bob huffed. 
 
    But he gathered the wood from the back of the house and made a small stack just inside the door. 
 
    Emma eased Steve onto the corduroy couch and moved through the room. 
 
    She pulled the blinds in the front windows and closed curtains to hide their movement inside the house. 
 
    The darkness inside grew thicker. 
 
    “Where should we build a fire?” Bob asked as he brought in another armful of wood. 
 
    Steve sat on the couch, eyes closed. 
 
    “He passed out,” Bob called to Emma. 
 
    She reappeared from another room with a large metal bowl. 
 
    “Is that a stock pot?” 
 
    “It’s a fire pit tonight,” she said. 
 
    She set the container on the floor, broke up some tiny pieces of wood and built a small teepee of wood inside the bowl. She pulled a lighter from the backpack and soon had a small blaze kindled. 
 
    Bob watched as she fed branches into the fire in a controlled way. 
 
    He rooted around in the backpack and pulled out six cans. 
 
    Some of the labels were ripped, torn. Others had lost their markings altogether. 
 
    He worked the metal can opener and cut off the tops one by one. He passed the open cans to Emma. 
 
    She set them in the embers on the edge of the fire. 
 
    Bob hopped up and began digging through the kitchen. He found bowls and forks and spoons that he brought back to Emma. 
 
    Darkness claimed the entire house by the time the food was warm. 
 
    She shut the French doors. 
 
    “We need to cover this up,” she told him. 
 
    Bob pulled his eyes off the tins of food as they began to steam. He blinked twice and nodded. 
 
    He pushed up off the floor and felt his way along the wall to the first door in the hallway. 
 
    “Bathroom,” he announced and kept exploring. 
 
    The next room was a bedroom, and he found a comforter and blanket on the bed.  He gripped them both, plus a couple of pillows and brought them back to the living room. 
 
    “I thought he might need this,” he tossed one blanket on top of Steve and helped Emma hang the other over the French doors. 
 
    They sat in silence and ate, the only sounds the harsh breathing of Steve as he slept and the scrape of the utensils on the bowls. 
 
    “I could eat all of it,” Bob said as he ran his spoon across the bottom to scratch up the last remnants in it. 
 
    “Then what would I eat?” Steve shifted on the couch. 
 
    “You’re not dead,” Bob cheered. 
 
    Emma tilted a can of warm beans into a bowl and handed it to Steve. 
 
    He nodded toward his arm. 
 
    “I’m handicapped,” he said. 
 
    “Use your other one,” she smiled. 
 
    He took the bowl and ate slow. 
 
    “Stop watching me eat, Knob,” Steve gurgled. “Jesus, you’re not a dog.” 
 
    “You might not eat it all,” Bob licked his lips. “Waste not.” 
 
    Steve scooped up a big bite and ate it. 
 
    Emma grabbed one of the branches with a small flame on one end and used it as a torch. 
 
    She moved down the hallway to the bathroom and rooted through the medicine cabinet and under the sink. 
 
    She returned back to the living room with a basket of half used medicines and waited while Steve finished the beans. 
 
    “Any water?” 
 
    She pulled a bottle out of the backpack and handed it to him. 
 
    “Go easy,” she said. “It has to last the night.” 
 
    Bob took the torch she created and went into the kitchen. He came out with a pitcher and pot. 
 
    She watched him go back to the bathroom and heard him turn the faucet. 
 
    Bob held the pitcher under the tub faucet. 
 
    Yellow water sputtered out as pressure in the lines spit the standing water in the pipe into the pitcher. 
 
    He lifted the back of the toilet and checked with the tip of his finger. Water filled the porcelain tank. 
 
    He unscrewed the hose at the bottom and drained the water from the back of the toilet tank into the pitcher. 
 
    He carried it back into the living room, poured it into the pot and set the pot in the flames. 
 
    “Boil it,” he explained. 
 
    “I know,” Steve sighed. 
 
    Emma studied his face. 
 
    “You don’t look so good,” she said. 
 
    “I got a hole poked through me,” he said. “I don’t think I should look so good. But somehow I do.” 
 
    She put the back of her hand against his forehead. 
 
    “Fever,” she said. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “I’ll check for another bathroom,” Bob took the torch and searched the other rooms in the hallway. 
 
    Emma undid the bandage and examined the wound. 
 
    Red lines snaked from the scabby hole. 
 
    “This is going to hurt,” she told him. 
 
    “Hurts now,” he answered. 
 
    She bathed the wound with the boiling water. Steve bit back a scream, but animal like noises escaped from his throat. 
 
    “Sorry,” she said. 
 
    He didn’t answer. 
 
    Bob came back with another pitcher of water. 
 
    “I can get one more, maybe,” he said as he put it in the pot to boil. 
 
    Emma slathered anti-bacterial cream on the wound and in it. Steve slapped the arm of the sofa as she worked it into the wound. Fresh blood dripped down his arm. 
 
    “I need a sheet or something,” Emma said, her tongue stuck between her teeth in concentration. 
 
    “He needs stitches,” Bob said, but he went to rip a sheet off the bed. 
 
    Emma dipped it in the boiling water for a few moments, then packed it into the oozing wound and wrapped it tight. 
 
    “He’s right,” she said when she finally finished. “I don’t know what else to do.” 
 
    Steve looked at her work, nodded and leaned his head back, exhausted. 
 
    “You stopped the bleeding,” he said. “I’ll make I through the night.” 
 
    “Then what?” 
 
    She read the labels on the medicine by firelight. 
 
    “Then we’ll figure something out,” he told her without opening his eyes. 
 
    Bob and Emma watched him breathe for a few moments. 
 
    “Aspirin,” Bob held up a bottle. 
 
    Steve held out a hand. Bob poured four into his palm. 
 
    “More,” Steve grunted. 
 
    “They’ll burn a hole in your stomach,” said Bob. 
 
    “It’ll match the one in my arm.” 
 
    The curly haired boy snickered and poured out six more. 
 
    Steve popped them into his mouth and crunched them. He took a big swallow of water to wash it down and handed the empty bottle to Bob. 
 
    They covered him with the blanket and two more they retrieved from the master bedroom. 
 
    “If I make it to morning,” Steve said. “We’ll plan our next step.” 
 
    The watched sweat pop out on his brow.  Emma wiped it with a damp cloth. 
 
    “Might as well get some sleep,” she whispered to Bob. 
 
    But it was a long time coming for all three of them. 
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    Morning dawned with a gradual increase of light that turned the edges of the curtains into black frames. 
 
    A thin shaft of sunlight crept across the floor and landed in Bob’s eyes. 
 
    He blinked them open and rubbed the back of his hand across his face. 
 
    Not too long ago, waking up in a strange place would skyrocket his anxiety and make him neurotic. 
 
    Now it was par for the course. 
 
    He was just glad to wake up and not be an appetizer for some Z. Or a main course, he patted his stomach. 
 
    He sat up and bit back a groan. 
 
    His shoulder and right side of his body was sore from carrying Steve. 
 
    He stretched and tried to work out the kinks. 
 
    Emma lay on the floor in front of the couch, curled up with her back to the fabric of the sofa. Her body was under the edge of the blanket that covered Steve. 
 
    Bob studied the still form of the boy on the couch, watching for movement, the rise and fall of his chest. 
 
    When he saw it, he let out a breath he didn’t know he was holding and sighed. 
 
    He pushed up off the floor and peeked through the covering on the French doors. The back yard was empty, morning creeping across deck. 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    It was tough to explore by the flickering firelight of a tiny torch last night, so he planned to see what he could find in better light. 
 
    Hopefully, it was something that could help Steve. 
 
    A packet of antibiotics would be great, but he didn’t hold out hope. 
 
    He knew a couple of names, but with Google and the internet gone, there was no way he could look up what any medicine they found would do. 
 
    He checked the bathroom again, but Emma did a good job cleaning out the cabinet. There was a linen closet in the hallway and he found hydrogen peroxide and rubbing alcohol on the shelf, which he could use, along with sunscreen and nail polish remover, which he couldn’t. 
 
    He walked a couple of clean towels and the new treasures back to set them beside the couch. 
 
    Emma wasn’t awake yet, so he let her sleep awhile longer while he explored the other bathroom. 
 
    There was cold medicine, which might help the fever, but no antibiotics. Shaving cream, aftershave, razors and mouthwash. 
 
    He swished some of the blue liquid across his gums and spat it into the sink. 
 
    “Bob!” Emma called. 
 
    He hurried back to the living room. 
 
    She had the bandage unwrapped and stared up at Bob with huge eyes. 
 
    Steve’s arm was swollen and red, harsh lines of purple radiated from the wound. 
 
    Bob gaped at the damage. 
 
    “Yeah,” Steve said. “It could be worse.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “Remember the pole?” 
 
    “The one that shoved through your arm?” Bob exclaimed. “Yeah, I kinda don’t think I’ll ever forget it.” 
 
    Steve adjusted on the couch, trying to find a comfortable spot. 
 
    “Right, that one,” said Steve. “I used the end to kill a Z.” 
 
    “I remember that too,” Bob said. “Right through the mouth.” 
 
    Steve looked at Emma as she began to cry. 
 
    “I don’t know which end went through me,” he rasped. “Might have been the one with Z goop on it.” 
 
    Bob opened his mouth to speak, clapped it closed and opened it again. 
 
    “Finally,” Steve snorted. “I made Knob speechless.” 
 
    “You’re infected?” 
 
    Steve tried to shrug and turned it into a groan instead. 
 
    “I don’t know,” he said. 
 
    “It doesn’t look good, said Emma. “But I don’t know if it’s a regular infection or a Z one.” 
 
    “Either way, it’s not good.” 
 
    Bob opened his mouth again. 
 
    “Say something,” Emma told him. 
 
    “I-” 
 
    They waited. 
 
    He closed his mouth. He didn’t know what to say. 
 
    “Is there water?” Steve licked his dry cracked lips. 
 
    Emma held out the boiled toilet water to him. 
 
    He took a small sip and passed it back to her. 
 
    “You need more,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t waste it on me.” 
 
    “We can get more.” 
 
    He took another sip and held it in his mouth, then swallowed it with a grimace. 
 
    “More aspirin,” Bob said. “And alcohol.” 
 
    He fumbled the rubbing alcohol bottle from the floor where he had set it. 
 
    “Take what you can find and go,” said Steve. “I don’t want to turn Z on you.” 
 
    Emma swiped tears from her eyes. 
 
    “We’re not leaving you.” 
 
    “Alcohol,” Bob offered. 
 
    “Seriously,” said Steve. 
 
    “We’re in this together,” Emma said. 
 
    Steve locked eyes with her for a moment, then glanced at Bob. 
 
    “If this thing gets me, I don’t want either of you to have to kill me.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Bob said as he screwed the cap of the bottle of rubbing alcohol. “I could probably smile while I did it.” 
 
    “Yeah, I want to kill you like once a day since all this started,” Emma laughed. It turned into a sob. 
 
    “Probably,” said Steve. “But I don’t want to turn into one of those things and hurt you.” 
 
    “It’s not going to happen,” Bob fumbled forward and spilled alcohol into the wound. 
 
    Steve yipped a scream. 
 
    “It’s helping,” Bob stuttered as he poured more. 
 
    Steve flinched out of the way, mouth open in silent agony. Emma grabbed the bottle away from Bob. 
 
    “We just need to disinfect it,” he stammered. “I’ve got peroxide too.” 
 
    He grabbed the brown bottle and struggled with the cap. 
 
    “Knob,” Steve said. “Bob.” 
 
    Big fat tears trembled on the edge of Bob’s eyes and leaked over. They dripped down his cheeks to fall on the floor. 
 
    “You don’t know if you have it,” he said. 
 
    “But I might.” 
 
    “You don’t know,” Bob cursed. 
 
    He stomped into the kitchen. 
 
    “We can’t take that chance,” Steve told Emma. “I don’t want you to wake up to me eating your face. I could never forgive myself if I hurt you.” 
 
    “You wouldn’t care,” she swiped at her red eyes. “You’d be dead.” 
 
    “So would you, and it would be my fault.” 
 
    She glared at him for a moment, then glared at the wound in his arm as if somehow that would help. 
 
    “We can’t just leave you to die,” she said. 
 
    “You can’t carry me to die either.” 
 
    Bob rushed back into the kitchen with a box in his hands. 
 
    “Look!” he shouted. 
 
    “Quiet,” Emma shushed him. 
 
    “It’s a sign,” he shoved the box in her face. “A sign.” 
 
    She grabbed the orange box from him and read the label. 
 
    “A twelve pack of Ramen,” Bob gushed. “You said you wanted Ramen and here it is. That’s a sign, right? It means you have to keep going.” 
 
    Emma ripped the plastic and pulled out a single package. She tossed it into Steve’s lap. 
 
    “I’m not really hungry,” he said. 
 
    “You have to eat,” Bob told him. “You need the energy to heal.” 
 
    Steve lifted up the package and turned it back and forth in his good hand. 
 
    “I don’t think I’m healing.” 
 
    Bob sniffled. 
 
    “Are you starting to crave brains? Cause that’s what zombies eat, right? Brains?” 
 
    “I’d starve in here,” Steve snorted. 
 
    “Hey,” Emma complained. 
 
    “Present company excluded. Half of present company, I mean.” 
 
    “Which half?” Bob snipped. 
 
    Steve laid the package on his chest. 
 
    “I’m just going to nap for a couple of days,” he explained. “And when the infection takes over, I’ll get up and walk around.” 
 
    “Then we’ll kill you?” Bob asked. 
 
    “You better be long gone by then.” 
 
    “We will,” said Emma. 
 
    She took the package from him and rekindled a fire in the bowl with what was left of the wood Bob collected the previous night. 
 
    “Check for anything we can use,” she told him. “Besides this.” 
 
    She packed the other eleven servings of noodles into the backpack with the rest of the canned goods. 
 
    She put water in the pot to boil and broke Steven’s noodle in it when it began to bubble. She mixed in the seasoning and pulled it from the fire to cool. 
 
    “You’re going to waste it,” Steve protested. 
 
    “Last meal or something like that,” Emma said. 
 
    She twirled a long strand of noodles around the end of a spoon and slipped it into his mouth. 
 
    “Feeding me,” Steve grinned as he slurped an errant strand of pasta through his lips. 
 
    “Don’t get used to it,” she said. 
 
    “No time,” he sighed and she fed the rest of it to him in silence. 
 
    Bob returned with empty hands, and stood next to the wall, sulking. 
 
    He grew restless watching the sick man eat, and paced around the living room, moving from the French doors to the front. He peeked into the back yard and through one of the front windows. 
 
    “Shit!” he called to Emma. “Shit. Shit.” 
 
    She gave the bowl to Steve. 
 
    “Drink the broth.” 
 
    “Calling it broth is generous,” he said, but drank it anyway. 
 
    Emma joined Bob and looked where he pointed. 
 
    A herd of zombies stood in the front yard in a large group, fixated on wind chimes that twisted and gonged from a tree limb just out of their reach. 
 
    “Shit,” she said under her breath. 
 
    “That’s what I said.” 
 
    “What is it?” Steve asked from the couch. 
 
    “Z,” she answered. “A lot of them.” 
 
    “How many is a lot?” 
 
    “A butt load,” Bob answered for her. 
 
    “That many?” 
 
    “A butt and a half.” 
 
    Steve shook his head. 
 
    “I’ll distract them,” he tried to get up off the couch. The movement cost him. 
 
    He collapsed in agony and pain, the empty noodle bowl clattering to the floor. 
 
    “Yeah, you’ll be good at that,” Bob said. 
 
    He turned to Emma. 
 
    “I’ll draw them off and meet you back at the truck,” he said. 
 
    “Do you know where we parked?” she asked. 
 
    “No,” he said. “But it’s a block or so from here. I can find it.” 
 
    “Knob,” Steve shook his head. “You’ll lead them right to her.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we can get in the car and drive off.” 
 
    “Give me a minute,” said Steve. “I can draw them off.” 
 
    “Hang on,” Emma told them. “I have an idea. Find a rope. A short rope.” 
 
    “Good thinking,” said Bob. “You’re going to hang Steve up like a piñata wind chime. That’ll distract them.” 
 
    He rushed through the house to search for a rope. 
 
    “I’m full of nougat goodness,” Steve gasped. 
 
    “Save your dramatic death scene for later,” she told him. “This might work.” 
 
    Bob came back with a belt. 
 
    “I couldn’t find a rope,” he huffed. “Will this work?” 
 
    She nodded and peeked through the curtain in the back. 
 
    The yard was still empty. 
 
    “I would say cover me,” she opened the door. 
 
    “And I’d say with what,” Bob answered. 
 
    Emma dashed through the French doors and down the steps. She wrestled the lawn mower from under the deck and double checked. The handle had a smaller bar that had to be held to start the engine. 
 
    She wrapped the belt around it tight and looped it several times so it wouldn’t come loose. 
 
    She checked to make sure there was gas in the tank, and pumped a little red rubber prime button three times. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Bob hissed. 
 
    “Watch,” she hissed back and took the mower over to the fallen fence. 
 
    She darted her head around the corner to see if there were any Z blocking the way, but they were in front of the house. 
 
    Bob crept to the edge of the deck to watch her lift the front end of the mower on the section of fence, then the back end. 
 
    She rolled it forward and lined it up facing the street. 
 
    Emma grabbed the rope handle and yanked it. 
 
    The engine coughed and sputtered. 
 
    “Emma!” Bob shouted in a whisper. “What are you doing?” 
 
    She ignored him and yanked it again. 
 
    The engine caught and the motor roared. 
 
    It took off at a slow stead pace across the grass and toward the road. 
 
    She ducked back behind the house and rushed to the doors. 
 
    “I thought you were going to draw them all back here,” Bob said as she pushed past him. 
 
    Emma peeked through the curtains. 
 
    All of the Z turned to follow the noisy moving mower as it careened off the curb and up a long straight stretch of road. 
 
    “Self propelled,” she said. “I saw it last night.” 
 
    “Good thinking,” Steve said. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Now get gone.” 
 
    “But,” Bob started. 
 
    “The mower might get stuck. It might turn over or bounce into the curb just up the street,” Steve struggled to explain. “No time to argue. Get to the truck. Get out of here.” 
 
    Emma slung the backpack up on her shoulder. 
 
    “But what if you don’t die,” Bob asked. “It might just be a regular infection.” 
 
    Steve nodded. 
 
    “And that might kill me too, Knob.” 
 
    “Still, we could-,” 
 
    “Come on Bob,” Emma grabbed him by the arm. “Let’s go.” 
 
    She paused at the door and stared at Steve, then gave a quick wave and opened it. 
 
    “Bob,” Steve called. 
 
    The curly haired kid stopped and sniffled. 
 
    “Thanks for carrying me.” 
 
    “We’ll drive south,” Bob said. “Come find us if you get better.” 
 
    Steve nodded. 
 
    He didn’t think he would, but he didn’t need to say it. 
 
    Bob pulled the door shut behind them and left him in the semi-darkness of the room. 
 
    Steve pulled the covers up to his chin and closed his eyes. 
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    Bob and Emma moved up the street away from the house.  
 
    Neither one looked back, though each suspected the other of wanting to do so. 
 
    Bob almost suggested they go back when he spied a red wagon in the front yard of one of the homes they passed, but didn’t. 
 
    He knew he wouldn’t win an argument with Steve. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” he said between breaths. 
 
    “We’re going to keep moving,” she told him. 
 
    “We should try to help him.” 
 
    “We can’t,” she said. “What if he changes?” 
 
    “We can stop it,” Bob said. “We can wait to see what happens?” 
 
    “And then what?” she stopped on the corner of the street. 
 
    She could see the car where she had pulled it to one side of the road and let out a small sigh of relief. 
 
    Someone might have come along and taken it, though it wouldn’t get them far. 
 
    She and Bob would have to scrounge for gas soon. 
 
    Hopefully, the next town would yield more luck to scavenging. 
 
    “We can wait to see if he turns. He might not.” 
 
    “Are we going to do that in shifts?” she countered. “What if we both fall asleep? I don’t want to die.” 
 
    “I don’t think he does either,” Bob said. 
 
    Emma sobbed. Her shoulders collapsed as she shuddered and buried her face in the crook of her arm. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” Bob patted her on the shoulder. “I liked him too.” 
 
    “Liked,” she shot back. “Past tense.” 
 
    “I mean, I like him. I mean, for an asshole, he was a nice guy. Sometimes.” 
 
    “He was never nice to you,” said Emma. “He was an asshole.” 
 
    “Yeah, he was,” Bob shrugged. “But he was our asshole.” 
 
    “Ours,” she agreed. 
 
    “So we go get him, and if he turns into one of those things, you whack him in the head with a pipe.” 
 
    “Right after you do it,” she said. 
 
    She straightened her shoulders as they turned back toward the house. 
 
    “You know,” said Bob. “We could just drive there. Save him from having to walk a couple of blocks.” 
 
    Emma shook her head. 
 
    “It’s the food,” she told him. “We’re not eating enough and I’m not thinking straight. Of course we should drive there.” 
 
    They marched toward the car, checking the street as they did. There were still no sign of the Z, which was a good thing. 
 
    Emma opened the cover to the gas tank and grabbed the key stashed there to unlock the door. 
 
    She hit the locks to let Bob in and fired up the engine. 
 
    “They’ll hear the noise,” she warned him. 
 
    “We need to get more weapons.” 
 
    “We need a lot,” she sighed. “Weapons. Medicine. Food.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he agreed. “It’s like we’re pioneers in a wild frontier. Only we have zombies instead of Indians.” 
 
    “Ready?” she asked. 
 
    “Giddy up,” Bob grinned, his round cheeks puffing up like a chipmunk. 
 
    Emma dropped the car in gear and hung a left at the next intersection to go get Steve. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They pulled into the driveway. 
 
    “Keep watch,” Bob leaned over Emma to stare up the street in the direction the Z had followed the sputtering lawn mower. 
 
    “You’re gonna need my help,” she said as she shifted into park. 
 
    “I carried him once,” Bob pouted. “Plus, he’s going to walk out here by himself.” 
 
    Emma nodded, but followed him anyway. 
 
    They hurried to the front of the house and cracked open the front door. 
 
    “Steve,” Bob called. “Time to wake up.” 
 
    The couch was empty. 
 
    “Where the hell did he go?” Bob asked. 
 
    Emma checked the back deck, but it was empty. 
 
    Bob ran to the master bedroom, checked the other rooms, but they were all empty. 
 
    “Steve!” he shouted inside the house. 
 
    “Quiet,” Emma reminded him. 
 
    “Do you think he turned?” Bob asked as he glanced around expecting a zombified Steve to jump out. 
 
    “I don’t think there was enough time,” she said. 
 
    “Then where is he?” 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    Bob followed her to the car in the drive. 
 
    “We can’t just leave him,” he said as he settled into the passenger seat. 
 
    “We don’t know where he is,” Emma explained. “And we can’t drive around looking for him, not if we want to drive to the next town. Even then, we might not make it.” 
 
    She watched the gas gauge. 
 
    “We have to look,” Bob said. “At least take a quick pass around.” 
 
    She gripped the wheel until her knuckles turned white, then started the car. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    She backed out of the driveway and returned up the road the way they came. 
 
    “Should I honk the horn?” she asked. “If it attracts the Z, we can drive away.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Bob said. 
 
    “That doesn’t sound too convincing.” 
 
    “I’m not convinced,” he said. “We might let him know where we are, but we also might put a throng of walking dead between us and him.” 
 
    “Damned if we do,” she sighed and paused at the first intersection. 
 
    “Stop!” Bob shouted. 
 
    “I am stopped.” 
 
    “There,” he pointed. 
 
    She looked past him further up the cross road. 
 
    Steve limped toward the intersection, arm wrapped in a sling around his neck. 
 
    Behind him, a horde of zombies shuffled after. 
 
    “Steve!” Bob rolled down his window. 
 
    He waved. 
 
    “They’re right behind you!” 
 
    “I. Know. That. Knob,” he huffed as he tried to pick up the pace. 
 
    Emma cranked the wheel and drove the half block to him. 
 
    Bob reached back and opened the door for Steve to ease into the back seat. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Trying to get away from zombies, Knob.” 
 
    “I can see that,” the curly haired boy said. “I mean what are you doing out here?” 
 
    “I couldn’t let you guys leave without me,” he said as he collapsed into an exhausted huddle on the seat. 
 
    “We weren’t,” Bob gushed. “We were coming to get you!” 
 
    “Great minds,” Steve said. 
 
    “I think we should get out of here,” said Emma. 
 
    She dropped the car in reverse and backed up to the intersection and turned away from the zombies pursing Steve. 
 
    “How did you find the Z?” Bob asked. 
 
    “Wrong turn,” Steve said. “I forgot where we parked.” 
 
    “We can’t go far,” said Emma. “We’ve got enough gas to get to the next town.” 
 
    “Maybe they’ll have food,” Bob said. “And medicine.” 
 
    “Let’s go see,” Steve leaned back and closed his eyes. “Maybe we can find more ramen.” 
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