For Henry Michael Brooks,
who makes me want to change the world

INTRODUCTION

It goes by many names. “The Crigs” “The Dark Years,” “The Waking Plague,” aswell as newer and
more“hip” titlessuch as“World War Z” or “Z War One.” | personaly didikethislast moniker asit
impliesaninevitable“Z War Two.” For me, it will dwaysbe“The Zombie War,” and while many may
protest the scientific accuracy of the word zombie, they will be hard-pressed to discover amore globally
accepted term for the creatures that dmost caused our extinction. Zombie remains a devagtating word,
unrivaled in its power to conjure up SO many memories or emotions, and it is these memories, and
emoations, that are the subject of this book.

Thisrecord of the greatest conflict in human history owesits genesisto amuch smdler, much more
persona conflict between me and the chairperson of the United Nation's Postwar Commission Report.
My initid work for the Commission could be described as nothing short of alabor of love. My travel
stipend, my security access, my battery of trandators, both human and electronic, aswell asmy smdl,
but nearly priceless voice-activated transcription “pa” (the greatest gift the world's dowest typist could
ask for), al spoke to the respect and value my work was afforded on this project. So, needlessto say, it
came as ashock when | found almost haf of that work deleted from the report’ sfinal edition.

“It wasdl too intimate,” the chairperson said during one of our many “animated” discussions. “Too many
opinions, too many fedings. That's not what this report is about. We need clear facts and figures,
unclouded by the human factor.” Of course, she wasright. The officia report was acollection of cold,
hard data, an objective “ after-action report” that would alow future generations to study the events of
that apocalyptic decade without being influenced by “the human factor.” But isn't the human factor what
connects us so deeply to our past? Will future generations care as much for chronologies and casuaty
datistics asthey would for the personal accounts of individuals not so different from themsealves? By
excluding the human factor, aren’t we risking the kind of persona detachment from a history that may,
heaven forbid, lead us one day to repest it? And in the end, isn’t the human factor the only true difference
between us and the enemy we now refer to as “theliving dead”? | presented this argument, perhaps less
professionally than was appropriate, to my “boss,” who after my find exclamation of “we can't let these
soriesdi€’ responded immediately with, “Then don’t. Write abook. Y ou' ve dtill got al your notes, and
thelegd freedom to use them. Who' s stopping you from keeping these stories dive in the pages of your
own (expletive deleted) book?’

Some criticswill, no doubt, take issue with the concept of apersond history book so soon after the end
of worldwide hogtilities. After dl, it has been only twelve years since VA Day was declared in the



continental United States, and barely a decade since the last major world power celebrated its
ddiverance on “Victory in ChinaDay.” Given that most people consider VC Day to bethe officid end,
then how can we have real perspective when, in thewords of aUN colleague, “WEe ve been at peace
about aslong aswewere a war.” Thisisavadid argument, and one that begs aresponse. In the case of
this generation, those who have fought and suffered to win usthis decade of peace, timeisasmuch an
enemy asitisan aly. Yes, the coming yearswill provide hindsight, adding greater wisdom to memories
seen through the light of amatured, postwar world. But many of those memories may no longer exi<,
trapped in bodies and spirits too damaged or infirm to see the fruits of their victory harvested. Itisno
great secret that globd life expectancy isamere shadow of itsformer prewar figure. Manuitrition,
pollution, therise of previoudy eradicated aillments, even in the United States, with its resurgent economy
and universa hedlth care are the present redity; there smply are not enough resourcesto carefor al the
physica and psychologica casudties. It is because of thisenemy, the enemy of time, that | have forsaken
the luxury of hindsight and published these survivors accounts. Perhaps decades from now, someone will
take up the task of recording the recollections of the much older, much wiser survivors. Perhgps| might
even be one of them.

Although thisis primarily abook of memories, it includes many of the details, technological, socid,
economic, and so on, found in the origind Commission Report, asthey are related to the stories of those
voicesfeatured in these pages. Thisistheir book, not mine, and | havetried to maintain asinvisblea
presence as possible. Those questionsincluded in the text are only there to illustrate those that might have

been posed by readers. | have attempted to reserve judgment, or commentary of any kind, and if thereis
ahuman factor that should be removed, let it be my own.
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ALSO BY MAX BROOKS

COPYRIGHT

GREATER CHONG QING, THE UNITED FEDERATION OF CHINA

[At itsprewar height, thisregion boasted a population of over thirty-five million people. Now,
therearebardly fifty thousand. Reconstruction funds have been dow to arrivein thispart of
the country, the gover nment choosing to concentrate on the mor e densely populated coast.
Thereisno central power grid, norunning water besidesthe Yangtze River. But the streetsare
clear of rubble and thelocal “ security council” has prevented any postwar outbreaks. The
chairman of that council isKwang Jingshu, a medical doctor who, despite hisadvanced age and
wartimeinjuries, still managesto make house callsto all his patients.]

Thefirgt outbresk | saw wasin aremote village that officidly had no name. Theresidents called it “ New
Dachang,” but thiswas more out of nostalgiathan anything ese. Their former home, “Old Dachang,” had
stood since the period of the Three Kingdoms, with farms and houses and even trees said to be centuries
old. When the Three Gorges Dam was completed, and reservoir waters began to rise, much of Dachang
had been disassembled, brick by brick, then rebuilt on higher ground. This New Dachang, however, was
not atown anymore, but a“national historic museum.” It must have been a heartbreaking irony for those
poor peasants, to seetheir town saved but then only being ableto visit it asatourist. Maybe that iswhy
some of them chose to name their newly constructed hamlet “New Dachang” to preserve some
connection to their heritage, even if it wasonly in name. | persondly didn’t know that this other New
Dachang existed, so you can imagine how confused | waswhen the call camein.

The hospital was quiet; it had been adow night, even for the increasing number of drunk-driving
accidents. Motorcycles were becoming very popular. We used to say that your Harley-Davidsons killed
more young Chinese than all the Glsin the Korean War. That' swhy | was so grateful for aquiet shift. |
wastired, my back and feet ached. | was on my way out to smoke a cigarette and watch the dawn when
| heard my name being paged. The receptionist that night was new and couldn’t quite understand the
diaect. There had been an accident, or anillness. It was an emergency, that part was obvious, and could
we please send help at once.

What could | say? The younger doctors, the kids who think medicineisjust away to pad their bank
accounts, they certainly weren’t going to go help some “nongmin” just for the sake of helping. | guessi’m
dill an old revolutionary at heart. “Our duty isto hold oursalves responsible to the people” 1 Those
words still mean something to me...and | tried to remember that asmy Deer 2 bounced and banged
over dirt roads the government had promised but never quite gotten around to paving.

| had adevil of atime finding the place. Officiadly, it didn’t exist and therefore wasn’t on any map. |
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became logt severa times and had to ask directions from locals who kept thinking | meant the museum
town. | wasin an impatient mood by thetime | reached the smdl collection of hilltop homes. | remember
thinking, This had better be damned serious. Once | saw their faces, | regretted my wish.

There were seven of them, dl on cots, dl barely conscious. The villagers had moved them into their new
communa meeting hal. The wals and floor were bare cement. The air was cold and damp. Of course
they re sick, | thought. | asked the villagers who had been taking care of these people. They said no
one, it wasn't “safe.” | noticed that the door had been locked from the outside. The villagers were clearly
terrified. They cringed and whispered; some kept their distance and prayed. Their behavior made me
angry, not at them, you understand, not asindividuas, but what they represented about our country.
After centuries of foreign oppression, exploitation, and humiliation, we werefindly reclaming our rightful
place as humanity’ s middle kingdom. We were the world' srichest and most dynamic superpower,
masters of everything from outer space to cyber space. It was the dawn of what the world wasfinaly
acknowledging as“ The Chinese Century” and yet so many of usdtill lived like these ignorant peasants, as
stagnant and superdtitious asthe earliest Y angshao savages.

| wastill lost inmy grand, culturd criticism when | kndlt to examine thefirgt patient. Shewasrunning a
high fever, forty degrees centigrade, and she was shivering violently. Barely coherent, she whimpered
dightly when [ tried to move her limbs. There was awound in her right forearm, abite mark. Asl
examined it more closdly, | realized that it wasn't from an animal. The bite radius and teeth marks had to
have come from asmall, or possibly young, human being. Although | hypothesized thisto be the source
of theinfection, the actud injury was surprisingly clean. | asked the villagers, again, who had been taking
care of these people. Again, they told me no one. | knew this could not be true. The human mouthis
packed with bacteria, even more so than the most unhygienic dog. If no one had cleaned thiswoman’s
wound, why wasn't it throbbing with infection?

| examined the six other patients. All showed similar symptoms, dl had smilar wounds on various parts
of their bodies. | asked one man, the most lucid of the group, who or what had inflicted these injuries. He
told me it had happened when they had tried to subdue “him.”

“Who?" | asked.

| found “Patient Zero” behind the locked door of an abandoned house across town. He was twelve years
old. Hiswrists and feet were bound with plastic packing twine. Although he' d rubbed off the skin around
his bonds, there was no blood. There was aso no blood on his other wounds, not on the gouges on his
legs or arms, or from the large dry gap where hisright big toe had been. He was writhing likean animd; a
gag muffled hisgrowls.

At firg the villagerstried to hold me back. They warned me not to touch him, that hewas“ cursed.” |
shrugged them off and reached for my mask and gloves. The boy’ s skin was as cold and gray asthe
cement on which helay. | could find neither his heartbest nor his pulse. His eyes were wild, wide and
sunken back in their sockets. They remained locked on me like a predatory beast. Throughout the
examination he wasinexplicably hostile, reaching for me with his bound hands and snapping a me
through hisgag.

His movements were so violent | had to cal for two of the largest villagersto help me hold him down.
Initidly they wouldn't budge, cowering in the doorway like baby rabbits. | explained that there was no
risk of infection if they used gloves and masks. When they shook their heads, | madeit an order, even
though | had no lawful authority to do so.

That was dl it took. The two oxen knelt beside me. One held the boy’ sfeet while the other grasped his
hands. | tried to take a blood sample and instead extracted only brown, viscous matter. As| was



withdrawing the needle, the boy began another bout of violent struggling.

Oneof my “orderlies,” the one responsiblefor hisarms, gave up trying to hold them and thought it might
safer if he just braced them against the floor with his knees. But the boy jerked again and | heard his|left
arm snap. Jagged ends of both radius and ulna bones stabbed through his gray flesh. Although the boy
didn’t cry out, didn’t even seem to notice, it was enough for both assistants to legp back and run from the
room.

| ingtinctively retreated severa paces mysdlf. | am embarrassed to admit this; | have been adoctor for
most of my adult life. | wastrained and...you could even say “raised” by the People' s Liberation Army.
I’ve treated more than my share of combat injuries, faced my own death on more than one occasion, and
now | was scared, truly scared, of thisfrail child.

The boy began to twist in my direction, hisarm ripped completely free. FHesh and muscle tore from one
another until there was nothing except the sump. His now freeright arm, il tied to the severed left hand,
dragged his body acrossthe floor.

| hurried outside, locking the door behind me. | tried to compose myself, control my fear and shame. My
voice still cracked as| asked the villagers how the boy had been infected. No one answered. | began to
hear banging on the door, the boy’ sfist pounding weskly against the thin wood. It wasall | could do not
to jump at the sound. | prayed they would not notice the color draining from my face. | shouted, as much
from fear asfrudtration, that | had to know what happened to this child.

A young woman came forward, maybe his mother. Y ou could tell that she had been crying for days; her
eyeswere dry and deeply red. She admitted that it had happened when the boy and hisfather were
“moon fishing,” aterm that describes diving for treasure among the sunken ruins of the Three Gorges
Reservoir. With more than eleven hundred abandoned villages, towns, and even cities, there was always
the hope of recovering something valuable. It was avery common practice in those days, and so very
illegal. She explained that they weren't looting, that it was their own village, Old Dachang, and they were
just trying to recover some heirlooms from the remaining houses that hadn’t been moved. She repested
the point, and | had to interrupt her with promises not to inform the police. Shefinaly explained that the
boy came up crying with abite mark on hisfoot. He didn’t know what had happened, the water had
been too dark and muddy. Hisfather was never seen again.

| reached for my cell phone and diaded the number of Doctor Gu Wen Kue, an old comrade from my
army dayswho now worked a the Indtitute of Infectious Diseases a Chongging University. 3 We
exchanged pleasantries, discussing our health, our grandchildren; it was only proper. | then told him about
the outbreak and listened as he made some joke about the hygiene habits of hillbillies. | tried to chuckle
aong but continued that | thought the incident might be significant. Almost reluctantly he asked me what
the symptomswere. | told him everything: the bites, the fever, the boy, the arm. ..his face suddenly
diffened. Hissmiledied.

He asked me to show him the infected. | went back into the meeting hall and waved the phone' s camera
over each of the patients. He asked me to move the camera closer to some of the wounds themselves. |
did so and when | brought the screen back to my face, | saw that hisvideo image had been cut.

“Stay whereyou are,” he sad, just adistant, removed voice now. “ Take the names of al who have had
contact with theinfected. Restrain those already infected. If any have passed into coma, vacate the room
and secure the exit.” His voice wasflat, robotic, asif he had rehearsed this speech or was reading from
something. He asked me, “ Are you armed?’ “Why would | be?’ | asked. He told me he would get back
to me, al business again. He said he had to make afew callsand that | should expect “support” within
severd hours.
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They weretherein lessthan one, fifty meninlarge army Z-8A helicopters; al were wearing hazardous
materias suits. They said they were from the Ministry of Hedlth. | don’t know who they thought they
werekidding. With their bullying swagger, their intimidating arrogance, even these backwater bumpkins
could recognize the Guoanbu. 4

Their firdt priority was the meeting hal. The patients were carried out on stretchers, their limbs shackled,
their mouths gagged. Next, they went for the boy. He came out in abody bag. His mother was wailing as
she and the rest of the village were rounded up for “examinations.” Their names were taken, their blood
drawn. One by one they were stripped and photographed. The last one to be exposed was awithered
old woman. She had athin, crooked body, aface with athousand lines and tiny feet that had to have
been bound when shewas agirl. She was shaking her bony fist at the “doctors.” “Thisisyour
punishment!” she shouted. “ Thisis revenge for Fengdu!”

Shewas referring to the City of Ghosts, whose temples and shrines were dedicated to the underworld.
Like Old Dachang, it had been an unlucky obstacle to China’ s next Grest Leap Forward. It had been
evacuated, then demolished, then dmost entirely drowned. I’ ve never been a superstitious person and
I’ve never dlowed mysdlf to be hooked on the opiate of the people. I'm adoctor, ascientist. | believe
only inwhat | can see and touch. I’ ve never seen Fengdu as anything but a cheap, kitschy tourist trap. Of
course thisancient crone' swords had no effect on me, but her tone, her anger.... she had witnessed
enough calamity in her years upon the earth: the warlords, the Japanese, the insane nightmare of the
Cultura Revolution...she knew that another storm was coming, even if she didn’t have the education to
understand it.

My colleague Dr. Kuei had understood &l too well. He' d even risked his neck to warn me, to give me
enough timeto call and maybe dert afew others before the “Ministry of Hedlth” arrived. It was
something he had said. ..a phrase he hadn’t used in avery long time, not since those “minor” border
clasheswith the Soviet Union. That was back in 1969. We had been in an earthen bunker on our side of
the Ussuri, lessthan akilometer downriver from Chen Bao. The Russians were preparing to retake the
idand, their massive artillery hammering our forces.

Gu and | had been trying to remove shrapnd from the belly of this soldier not much younger than us. The
boy’ slower intestines had been torn open, his blood and excrement were al over our gowns. Every
seven seconds around would land close by and we would have to bend over his body to shield the
wound from faling earth, and every time we would be close enough to hear him whimper softly for his
mother. There were other voices, too, rising from the pitch darkness just beyond the entrance to our
bunker, desperate, angry voicesthat weren’t supposed to be on our side of the river. We had two
infantrymen stationed at the bunker’ s entrance. One of them shouted “ Spetsnaz!” and started firing into
the dark. We could hear other shots now aswell, ours or theirs, we couldn’t tell.

Another round hit and we bent over the dying boy. Gu'sface was only afew centimeters from mine.
There was sweat pouring down hisforehead. Even inthe dim light of one paraffin lantern, | could see that
he was shaking and pale. He looked at the patient, then at the doorway, then a me, and suddenly he
sad, “Don’t worry, everything’' sgoing to bedl right.” Now, thisisaman who has never said apositive
thing in hislife. Gu was aworrier, aneurotic curmudgeon. If he had aheadache, it was abrain tumor; if it
looked likerain, thisyear’ s harvest was ruined. Thiswas hisway of controlling the Stuation, hislifelong
srategy for dways coming out ahead. Now, when redity looked more dire than any of hisfataistic
predictions, he had no choice but to turn tail and charge in the opposite direction. “Don’t worry,
everything' sgoing to be dl right.” For thefirst time everything turned out as he predicted. The Russians
never crossed the river and we even managed to save our patient.

For years afterward | would tease him about what it took to pry out alittle ray of sunshine, and hewould
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always respond that it would take a hdll of alot worseto get him to do it again. Now we were old men,
and something worse was about to happen. It wasright after he asked meif | wasarmed. “No,” | said,
“why should | be?” Therewasabrief slence, I'm sure other earswere listening. “Don’t worry,” he said,
“everything’ sgoing to be dl right.” That waswhen | realized that this was not an isolated outbreak. |
ended the call and quickly placed another to my daughter in Guangzhou.

Her husband worked for China Telecom and spent at least one week of every month abroad. | told her it
would be agood ideato accompany him the next time he | eft and that she should take my granddaughter
and stay for aslong asthey could. | didn’t have timeto explain; my signa was jammed just asthefirst
helicopter appeared. Thelast thing | managed to say to her was* Don't worry, everything’ s going to be
dl rignt.”

[Kwang Jingshu was arrested by the M SS and incar cer ated without formal char ges. By the
time he escaped, the outbreak had spread beyond China sborders]

LHASA, THE PEOPLE'S REPUBLIC OF TIBET

[Theworld’smost populous city isstill recovering from theresults of last week’s general
election. The Social Democr ats have smashed the Llamist Party in alanddidevictory and the
streetsare still roaring with revelers. | meet Nury Televaldi at a crowded sidewalk café. We
have to shout over the euphoricdin.]

Before the outbreak started, overland smuggling was never popular. To arrange for the passports, the
fake tour buses, the contacts and protection on the other sde dl took alot of money. Back then, the only
two lucrative routeswere into Thailand or Myanmar. Where | used to live, in Kashi, the only option was
into the ex-Soviet republics. No one wanted to go there, and that iswhy | wasn'tinitidly ashetou. 1 |
was an importer: raw opium, uncut diamonds, girls, boys, whatever was vauable from those primitive
excuses for countries. The outbreak changed dl that. Suddenly we were besieged with offers, and not
just from theliudong renkou, 2 but also, asyou say, from people on the up-and-up. | had urban
professionals, private farmers, even low-level government officias. These were people who had alot to
lose. They didn’t care where they were going, they just needed to get ouit.

Did you know what they were fleeing?

WEe d heard the rumors. We d even had an outbreak somewhere in Kashi. The government had hushed
it up pretty quickly. But we guessed, we knew something was wrong.

Didn’t the government try to shut you down?

Officialy they did. Pendties on smuggling were hardened; border checkpoints were strengthened. They
even executed afew shetou, publicly, just to make an example. If you didn’t know the true ory, if you
didn’t know it from my end, you’ d think it was an efficient crackdown.

You’'re saying it wasn’t?
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I’'m saying | made alot of peoplerich: border guards, bureaucrats, police, even the mayor. These were
still good timesfor China, where the best way to honor Chairman Mao’s memory wasto see hisface on
asmany hundred yuan notes as possible.

You were that successful.

Kashi was aboomtown. | think 90 percent, maybe more, of dl westbound, overland traffic came through
with even alittleleft over for air travel.

Air travel?

Just alittle. I only dabbled in trangporting renshe by air, afew cargo flights now and then to Kazakhstan
or Russa. Small-timejobs. It wasn't like the east, where Guangdong or Jiangsu were getting thousands
of people out every week.

Could you elaborate?

Air smuggling became big businessin the eastern provinces. These wererich clients, the oneswho could
afford prebooked travel packages and first-class tourist visas. They would step off the plane at London
or Rome, or even San Francisco, check into their hotel's, go out for aday’ s Sghtseeing, and smply vanish
into thin air. That was big money. I’ d dways wanted to break into air transport.

But what about infection? Wasn't there a risk of being discovered?

That was only later, after Hight 575. Initidly there weren’t too many infected taking theseflights. If they
did, they werein the very early stages. Air transport shetou were very careful. If you showed any sgns of
advanced infection, they wouldn't go near you. They were out to protect their business. The golden rule
was, you couldn’t fool foreign immigration officials until you fooled your shetou first. Y ou had to look and
act completdy hedthy, and even then, it was dways arace againg time. Before FHlight 575, | heard this
one story about a couple, avery well-to-do businessman and his wife. He had been bitten. Not aserious
one, you understand, but one of the“dow burns,” where al the mgjor blood vessdls are missed. I'm sure
they thought there was a curein the West, alot of the infected did. Apparently, they reached their hotel
room in Parisjust as he began to collapse. Hiswifetried to call the doctor, but he forbadeit. He was
afraid they would be sent back. Instead, he ordered her to abandon him, to leave now before he lgpsed
into coma. | hear that she did, and after two days of groans and commotion, the hotel staff finaly ignored
the DO NOT DISTURB sign and broke into the room. I’m not sureif that is how the Paris outbreak
garted, though it would make sense.

You say they didn’t call for a doctor, that they were afraid they’ d be sent back, but then why try
tofind a curein the West?

Y ou redly don't understand arefugee’' s heart, do you? These people were desperate. They were
trapped between their infections and being rounded up and “treated” by their own government. If you
had aloved one, afamily member, achild, who wasinfected, and you thought there was a shred of hope
in some other country, wouldn’t you do everything in your power to get there? Wouldn't you want to
believe there was hope?

You said that man’s wife, along with the other renshe, vanished into thin air.

It has dways been thisway, even before the outbreaks. Some stay with family, somewith friends. Many
of the poorer ones had to work off their bao 3 to theloca Chinese mafia. The mgority of them smply
melted into the host country’ s underbely.
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The low-income areas?

If that' swhat you want to call them. What better place to hide than among that part of society that no
one el se even wants to acknowledge. How e se could so many outbresks have started in so many First
World ghettos?

It's been said that many shetou propagated the myth of a miracle curein other countries.
Some.
Did you?

[Pause]

No.

[Another pause]
How did Flight 575 change air smuggling?

Redtrictions were tightened, but only in certain countries. Airline shetou were careful but they wereaso
resourceful. They used to have this saying, “every rich man’ s house has a servant’ s entrance.”

What does that mean?

If western Europe hasincreased its security, go through eastern Europe. If the U.S. won't let you in, go
through Mexico. I'm sure it helped make the rich white countriesfed safer, even though they had
infestations dready bubbling within their borders. Thisisnot my area of expertise, you remember, | was
primarily land trangport, and my target countrieswerein centra Asia

Werethey easier to enter?

They practically begged usfor the business. Those countries were in such economic shambles, their
officials were so backward and corrupt, they actualy helped us with the paperwork in exchangefor a
percentage of our fee. There were even shetou, or whatever they caled them in their barbarian babble,
who worked with usto get renshe across the old Soviet republicsinto countrieslike Indiaor Russia, even
Iran, athough | never asked or wanted to know where any of the renshe were going. My job ended at
the border. Just get their papers stamped, their vehicles tagged, pay the guards off, and take my cut.

Did you see many infected?

Not in the beginning. The blight worked too fast. It wasn't like air travel. It might take weeks to reach
Kashi, and even the dowest of burns, I’ ve been told, couldn’t last longer than afew days. Infected clients
usually reanimated somewhere on the road, where they would be recognized and collected by theloca
police. Later, astheinfestations multiplied and the police became overwhelmed, | began to see alot of
infected on my route.

Wer e they dangerous?



Rardly. Ther family usualy had them bound and gagged. Y ou’ d see something moving in the back of a
car, squirming softly under clothing or heavy blankets. Y ou' d hear banging from acar’ sbooat, or, later,
from crateswith airholesin the backs of vans. Airholes...they redly didn’t know what was happening to
their loved ones.

Did you?

By then, yes, but | knew trying to explain it to them would be ahopeless cause. | just took their money
and sent them on their way. | waslucky. | never had to dedl with the problems of seasmuggling.

That was more difficult?

And dangerous. My associates from the coastal provinces were the ones who had to contend with the
possibility of an infected breaking its bonds and contaminating the entire hold.

What did they do?

I’ve heard of various“ solutions.” Sometimes shipswould pull up to astretch of deserted coast—it didn’t
matter if it was the intended country, it could have been any coast—and “unload” the infected renshe
onto the beach. I’ ve heard of some captains making for an empty stretch of open seaand just tossing the
whole writhing lot overboard. That might explain the early cases of swimmersand divers sarting to
disappear without atrace, or why you' d hear of people al around the world saying they saw them
walking out of the surf. At least | never had to dedl with that.

| did have one smilar incident, the one that convinced me it wastimeto quit. There wasthistruck, a
best-up old jaopy. Y ou could hear the moansfrom thetrailer. A lot of fistswere damming againgt the
auminum. It was actudly swaying back and forth. In the cab there was avery wedlthy investment banker
from Xi’an. He d made alot of money buying up American credit card debt. He had enough to pay for
his entire extended family. The man’s Armani suit was rumpled and torn. There were scratch marks
down the side of hisface, and his eyes had that frantic fire | was starting to see more of every day. The
driver’ seyes had adifferent look, the same one as me, the look that maybe money wasn't going to be
much good for much longer. | dipped the man an extrafifty and wished him luck. That wasal | could do.

Where was the truck headed?

Kyrgyzsan.

METEORA, GREECE

[The monasteriesare built into the steep, inaccessible rocks, some buildings sitting perched
atop high, almost vertical columns. While originally an attractive refuge from the Ottoman
Turks, it later proved just as securefrom theliving dead. Postwar stair cases, mostly metal or
wood, and all easly retractable, cater to the growing influx of both pilgrimsand tourists.

M eteor a has become a popular destination for both groupsin recent years. Some seek wisdom
and spiritual enlightenment, some simply search for peace. Stanley MacDonald isone of the



latter. A veteran of almost every campaign across the expanse of his native Canada, hefirst
encountered the living dead during a different war, when the Third Battalion of Princess
Patricia’s Canadian Light Infantry wasinvolved in drug interdiction operationsin Kyrgyzstan.]

Please don't confuse uswith the American “ Alphateams.” Thiswaslong before their deployment, before
“the Panic,” beforethe Isradli self-quarantine. . .thiswas even before the first major public outbresk in
Cape Town. Thiswas just at the beginning of the spread, before anybody knew anything about what was
coming. Our mission was gtrictly conventiona, opium and hash, the primary export crop of terrorists
around the world. That'sall we' d ever encountered in that rocky wasteland. Traders and thugs and
locdly hired muscle. That’ sdl we expected. That' sdl we were ready for.

The cave entrance was essy to find. We' d tracked it back from the blood trail leading to the caravan.
Right away we knew something was wrong. There were no bodies. Rival tribes dwaysleft their victims
laid out and mutilated as awarning to others. There was plenty of blood, blood and bits of brown rotting
flesh, but the only corpses we found were the pack mules. They’ d been brought down, not shot, by what
looked likewild animals. Their bellies were torn out and large bite wounds covered their flesh. We
guessed it had to be wild dogs. Packs of those damn things roamed the valleys, big and nasty as Arctic
wolves.

What was most puzzling was the cargo, still in their saddlebags, or just scattered about the bodies. Now,
evenif thiswasn't aterritorid hit, evenif it wasareligiousor triba revengekilling, no one just abandons
fifty kilosof prime, raw, Bad Brown, 1 or perfectly good assault rifles, or expensive persond trophies
like watches, mini disc players, and GPS |ocaters.

The blood trail led up the mountain path from the massacre in the wadi. A lot of blood. Anyone who lost
that much wouldn’t be getting up again. Only somehow he did. He hadn’t been treated. There were no
other track marks. From what we could tell, thisman had run, bled, fallen facedown—we till could see
his bloody face-mark imprinted in the sand. Somehow, without suffocating, without bleeding to death,
he' d lain there for some time, then just gotten up again and started walking. These new tracks were very
different from the old. They were dower, closer together. Hisright foot was dragging, clearly why he'd
lost his shoe, an old, worn-out Nike high-top. The drag marks were sprinkled with fluid. Not blood, not
human, but droplets of hard, black, crusted ooze that none of us recognized. We followed these and the
drag marksto the entrance of the cave.

There was no opening fire, no reception of any kind. We found the tunnel entrance unguarded and wide
open. Immediately we began to see bodies, men killed by their own booby traps. They looked like
they’ d been trying...running...to get out.

Beyond them, in the first chamber, we saw our first evidence of a one-sided firefight, one-sided because
only onewall of the cavern was pockmarked by small arms. Opposite that wall were the shooters.
They’ d been torn gpart. Their limbs, their bones, shredded and gnawed. ..some still clutching their
weapons, one of those severed hands with an old Makarov il inthe grip. The hand was missing a
finger. | found it across the room, aong with the body of another unarmed man who' d been hit over a
hundred times. Severa rounds had taken the top of hishead off. The finger was till stuck between his
teeth.

Every chamber told asimilar story. We found smashed barricades, discarded weapons. We found more
bodies, or pieces of them. Only theintact ones died from head shots. We found mest, chewed, pul ped
flesh bulging from their throats and stomachs. Y ou could see by the blood trails, the footprints, the shell
casings, and pockmarks that the entire battle had originated from the infirmary.
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We discovered several cots, dl bloody. At the end of the room we found aheadless...l’m guessing,
doctor, lying on the dirt floor next to acot with soiled sheets and clothes and an old, |eft-footed,
worn-out Nike high-top.

The last tunnel we checked had collapsed from the use of a booby-trapped demoalition charge. A hand
was sticking out of the limestone. It was still moving. | reacted from the gut, leaned forward, grabbed the
hand, felt that grip. Like sted, dmost crushed my fingers. | pulled back, tried to get away. It wouldn't let
mego. | pulled harder, dug my feet in. First the arm came free, then the head, the torn face, wide eyes
and gray lips, then the other hand, grabbing my arm and sgqueezing, then came the shoulders. | fell back,
the thing’ stop half coming with me. The waist down was sill jammed under the rocks, till connected to
the upper torso by aline of entrails. It was still moving, ill clawving me, trying to pull my am intoits
mouith. | reached for my weapon.

The burst was angled upward, connecting just under and behind the chin and spraying its brains across
the ceiling above us. I’ d been the only onein the tunndl when it happened. | was the only witness...

[He pauses.]

“Exposure to unknown chemica agents.” That’ swhat they told me back in Edmonton, that or an adverse
reaction to our own prophylactic medication. They threw in ahedthy doseof PTSD 2 for good
measure. | just needed rest, rest and long-term “evauation”.....

“Evduation”...that’ swhat happenswhen it’ syour own sde. It' sonly “interrogation” when it sthe
enemy. They teach you how to resist the enemy, how to protect your mind and spirit. They don't teach
you how to resist your own people, especialy people who think they’ retrying to “help” you see“the
truth.” They didn’t break me, | broke mysdlf. | wanted to believe them and | wanted them to help me. |
was agood soldier, well trained, experienced; | knew what | could do to my fellow human beings and
what they could do to me. | thought | wasready for anything. [He looks out at the valley, his eyes
unfocused.] Whoin hisright mind could have been ready for this?

THE AMAZON RAIN FOREST, BRAZIL

[I arriveblindfolded, so asnot to reveal my “hosts” location. Outsider s call them the
Yanomami, “ The Fierce People,” and it isunknown whether this supposedly war like nature or
thefact that their new village hangs suspended from thetallest treeswaswhat allowed them to
weather the crissaswell, if not better, than even the most industrialized nation. It isnot clear
whether Fernando Oliveira, the emaciated, drug-addicted white man “from the edge of the
world,” istheir guest, mascot, or prisoner.]
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| was till adoctor, that’ swhat | told mysdlf. Yes, | wasrich, and getting richer dl thetime, but at least
my success came from performing necessary medical procedures. | wasn't just dicing and dicing little
teenage noses or sewing Sudanese “pintos’ onto sheboy pop divas. 1 | wastill adoctor, | was till
helping people, and if it was S0 “immord” to the self-righteous, hypocritica North, why did their citizens
keep coming?

The package arrived from the airport an hour before the patient, packed in ice in aplastic picnic cooler.
Hearts are extremely rare. Not like livers or skin tissue, and certainly not like kidneys, which, after the
“presumed consent” law was passed, you could get from almost any hospital or morgue in the country.

Wasit tested?

For what? In order to test for something, you have to know what you' re looking for. We didn’t know
about Walking Plague then. We were concerned with conventiona ailments—hepatitis or
HIV/AIDS—and we didn’t even have timeto test for those.

Why is that?

Because the flight had aready taken so long. Organs can’t be kept onice forever. We were dready
pushing our luck with thisone.

Where had it come from?

China, most likely. My broker operated out of Macau. We trusted him. His record was solid. When he
assured us that the package was “clean,” | took him at hisword; | had to. He knew therisksinvolved, so
did I, so did the patient. Herr Muller, in addition to his conventiond heart ailments, was cursed with the
extremely rare genetic defect of dextrocardiawith Stusin-versus. Hisorganslay in their exact opposte
position; the liver was on the |eft Sde, the heart entryways on theright, and so on. Y ou see the unique
Stuation we were facing. We couldn’'t have just transplanted a conventiona heart and turned it

backward. It just doesn’t work that way. We needed another fresh, healthy heart from a*“donor” with
exactly the same condition. Where e se but China could we find that kind of luck?

It was luck?

[Smiles.] And “politica expediency.” | told my broker what | needed, gave him the specifics, and sure
enough, three weeks later | received an e-mail smply titled “We have amatch.”

So you performed the operation.

| assisted, Doctor Silva performed the actual procedure. He was a prestigious heart surgeon who
worked the top cases at the Hospita |sraglita Albert Einstein in Sdo Paulo. Arrogant bastard, even for a
cardiologigt. It killed my ego to have to work with...under...that prick, treating melike | was afirst-year
resdent. But what was| going to do...Herr Muller needed anew heart and my beach house needed a
new herba Jacuzzi.

Herr Muller never came out of the anesthesia. As helay in the recovery room, barely minutes after
closing, his symptoms began to appear. Histemperature, pulse rate, oxygen saturation. ..l wasworried,
and it must have tickled my more “ experienced colleague.” Hetold methat it was either acommon
reaction to the immunosuppressant medication, or the smple, expected complications of an overweight,
unhedlthy, sixty-seven-year-old man who' d just gone through one of the most traumatic proceduresin
modern medicine. I'm surprised he didn’t pat me on the head, the prick. He told me to go home, take a
shower, get some deep, maybe cal agirl or two, relax. He' d stay and watch him and call meif there was
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any change.

[Oliveira purses hislipsangrily and chews another wad of the mysteriousleavesat hisside]

And what was | supposed to think? Maybe it was the drugs, the OKT 3. Or maybe | wasjust being a
worrier. Thiswasmy first heart transplant. What did | know? Still....it bothered me so much that the last
thing | wanted to do was deep. So | did what any good doctor should do when his patient is suffering; |
hit the town. | danced, | drank, | had salacioudly indecent things done to me by who knows who or what.
| wasn't even sure it was my phone vibrating the first couple of times. It must have been at least an hour
before | findly picked up. Graziela, my receptionist, wasin ared state. Shetold methat Herr Muller had
dipped into acomaan hour before. | wasin my car before she could finish the sentence. It wasa
thirty-minute drive back to the clinic, and | cursed both Silvaand myself every second of theway. So |
did have reason to be concerned! So | was right! Ego, you could say; even though to be right meant dire
consequencesfor measwell, | fill rdished tarnishing the invincible Siva sreputation.

| arrived to find Grazidlatrying to comfort ahysterical Ros, one of my nurses. The poor girl was
inconsolable. | gave her agood one across the cheek—that calmed her down—and asked her what was
going on. Why were there spots of blood on her uniform? Where was Doctor Silva? Why were some of
the other patients out of their rooms, and what the hell was that goddamn banging noise? She told me that
Herr Muller had flat-lined, suddenly, and unexpectedly. She explained that they had been trying to revive
him when Herr Muller had opened his eyes and bitten Doctor Silvaon the hand. Thetwo of them
struggled; Ros tried to help but was dmost bitten hersdlf. Sheleft Siva, ran from the room, and locked
the door behind her.

| amost laughed. It was so ridiculous. Maybe Superman had dipped up, misdiagnosed him, if that was
possible. Maybe he' d just risen from the bed, and, in astupor, had tried to grab on to Doctor Silvato
steady himself. There had to be areasonable explanation. ..and yet, there was the blood on her uniform
and the muffled noise from Herr Muller’ sroom. | went back to the car for my gun, more soto cam
Grazidaand Ros than for mysdf.

You carried a gun?

| lived in Rio. What do you think | carried, my “pinto”? | went back to Herr Muller’ sroom, | knocked
severa times. | heard nothing. | whispered hisand Silva s names. No one responded. | noticed blood
seeping out from under the door. | entered and found it covering thefloor. Silvawaslying in thefar
corner, Muller crouching over him with hisfat, pale, hairy back tome. | can’t remember how | got his
attention, whether | called his name, uttered aswear, or did anything at al but just sand there. Muller
turned to me, bits of bloody mest faling from his open mouth. | saw that his sted sutures had been
partidly pried open and athick, black, gelatinous fluid oozed through the incison. He got shakily to his
feet, lumbering dowly toward me.

| raised my pistol, aming at hisnew heart. It wasa“Desert Eagle)” |sradli, large and showy, which iswhy
I’d choseniit. I'd never fired it before, thank God. | was't ready for the recoil. The round went wild,
literdly blowing his head off. Lucky, that’sal, thislucky fool standing there with asmoking gun, and a
stream of warm urine running down my leg. Now it was my turn to get dapped, severd timesby
Graziela, before | came to my senses and telephoned the police.

Were you arrested?



Areyou crazy? These were my partners, how do you think | was able to get my homegrown organs.
How do you think | was able to take care of thismess? They’ re very good at that. They helped explain
to my other patients that ahomicidal maniac had broken into the clinic and killed both Herr Muller and
Doctor Slva. They aso made sure that none of the staff said anything to contradict that story.

What about the bodies?

They listed Silvaasthe victim of aprobable “ car jacking.” | don’t know where they put his body; maybe
some ghetto side street in the City of God, a drug score gone bad just to give the story more credibility. |
hope they just burned him, or buried him...deep.

Do you think he...

| don’'t know. Hisbrain was intact when he died. If hewasn't in abody bag...if the ground was soft
enough. How long would it have taken to dig out?

[He chews another leaf, offering me some. | decline]
And Mister Muller?

No explanation, not to hiswidow, not to the Austrian embassy. Just another kidnapped tourist who'd
been cardessin adangeroustown. | don’t know if Frau Muller ever believed that story, or if she ever
tried to investigate further. She probably never realized how damn lucky shewas.

Why was she lucky?

Areyou serious? What if he hadn't reanimated in my clinic? What if he'd managed to makeit dl theway
home?

| sthat possible?

Of courseitig Think about it. Because the infection started in the heart, the virus had direct accessto his
circulatory system, o it probably reached his brain seconds after it was implanted. Now you take
another organ, aliver or akidney, or even asection of grafted skin. That' sgoing to take alot longer,
epecidly if the virusisonly present in smal amounts.

But the donor...

Doesn't haveto befully reanimated. What if he' sjust newly infected? The organ may not be completely
saturated. It might only have an infinitesmd trace. Y ou put that organ in another body, it might take days,
weeks, beforeit eventualy worksitsway out into the bloodstream. By that point the patient might be
well on the way to recovery, happy and hedlthy and living aregular life.

But whoever isremoving the organ...

...may not know what he' sdealing with. | didn’t. These were the very early stages, when nobody knew
anything yet. Even if they did know, like eementsin the Chinese army...you want to talk about
immord...Y ears before the outbreak they’ d been making millions on organs from executed politica
prisoners. Y ou think something like alittle virusis going to make them stop sucking that golden tit?



But how...

Y ou remove the heart not long after the victim’ sdied. .. maybe even while he' s till dive...they used to do
that, you know, remove living organs to ensure their freshness. ..pack it inice, put it on aplanefor
Rio...Chinaused to be thelargest exporter of human organs on the world market. Who knows how
many infected corness, infected pituitary glands...Mother of God, who knows how many infected
kidneys they pumped into the global market. And that’ sjust the organs! Y ou want to talk about the
“donated” eggs from politica prisoners, the sperm, the blood? Y ou think immigration was the only way
the infection swept the planet? Not al theinitial outbreaks were Chinese nationals. Can you explain all
those stories of people suddenly dying of unexplained causes, then reanimating without ever having been
bitten? Why did so many outbreaks begin in hospitals? lllegd Chineseimmigrants weren't going to
hospitals. Do you know how many thousands of people got illegal organ transplantsin those early years
leading up to the Great Panic? Even if 10 percent of them were infected, even 1 percent...

Do you have any proof of thistheory?

No...but that doesn’t mean it didn’t happen! When | think about how many transplants | performed, al
those patients from Europe, the Arab world, even the sdf-righteous United States. Few of you Y ankees
asked where your new kidney or pancreas was coming from, be it adum kid from the City of God or
some unlucky student in a Chinese politica prison. You didn’t know, you didn’t care. Y ou just signed
your traveler’ s checks, went under the knife, then went home to Miami or New Y ork or wherever.

Did you ever try to track these patients down, warn them?

No, | didn’'t. | wastrying to recover from ascanda, rebuild my reputation, my client base, my bank
account. | wanted to forget what happened, not investigate it further. By thetime | redized the danger, it
was scratching at my front door.

BRIDGETOWN HARBOR, BARBADOS, WEST INDIES FEDERATION

[I wastold to expect a “tall ship,” although the“sails’ of | S Imfingo refer to thefour vertical
wind turbinesrising from her deek, trimaran hull. When coupled with banks of PEM, or proton
exchange membrane, fuel cells, atechnology that converts seawater into electricity, it is easy
to seewhy the prefix “1S’” standsfor “Infinity Ship.” Hailed asthe undisputed future of
maritimetransport, it isstill rareto see one sailing under anything but a government flag. The
Imfingo isprivately owned and operated. Jacob Nyathi isher captain.]

| was born about the same time as the new, post apartheid South Africa. In those euphoric days, the new
government not only promised the democracy of “one man, one vote,” but employment and housing to
the entire country. My father thought that meant immediately. He didn’t understand that these were
long-term goalsto be achieved after years—generations—of hard work. He thought that if we
abandoned our tribal homeland and relocated to a city, there would be a brand-new house and
high-paying jobsjust stting there waiting for us. My father was asmple man, aday laborer. | can't
blame him for hislack of formal education, hisdream of abetter lifefor hisfamily. And so we settled in



Khayelitsha, one of the four main townships outside of Cape Town. It was alife of grinding, hopeless,
humiliating poverty. It was my childhood.

Thenight it happened, | was walking home from the bus stop. It was around five A.M. and I'd just
finished my shift waiting tables at the T.G.I. Friday’ sat VictoriaWharf. It had been agood night. Thetips
were big, and news from the Tri Nations was enough to make any South African fed ten feet tal. The
Springboks were trouncing the All Blacks...again!

[He smileswith the memory.]

Maybe those thoughts were what distracted me at first, maybe it was smply being so knackered, but |
felt my body ingtinctively react before | conscioudy heard the shots. Gunfire was not unusud, not in my
neighborhood, not in those days. “ One man, one gun,” that was the dogan of my lifein Khaydlitsha. Like
acombat veteran, you develop dmost genetic survivad skills. Mine were razor sharp. | crouched, tried to
triangulate the sound, and at the same time look for the hardest surface to hide behind. Most of the
homes were just makeshift shanties, wood scraps or corrugated tin, or just sheets of plagtic fastened to
barely standing beams. Fire ravaged these lean-tos at least once ayear, and bullets could pass through
them aseadly asopen air.

| sprinted and crouched behind a barbershop, which had been constructed from a car-sized shipping
container. It wasn't perfect, but it would do for afew seconds, long enough to hole up and wait for the
shooting to die down. Only it didn’t. Pistols, shotguns, and that clatter you never forget, the kind thet tells
you someone has a Kaashnikov. Thiswas lasting much too long to be just an ordinary gang row. Now
there were screams, shouts. | began to smell smoke. | heard the stirrings of acrowd. | peeked out from
around the corner. Dozens of people, most of them in their nightclothes, dl shouting “Run! Get out of
there! They're coming!” House lamps were lighting al around me, faces poking out of shanties. “What's
going on here?’ they asked. “Who's coming?’ Those were the younger faces. The older ones, they just
garted running. They had adifferent kind of survivd indinct, an ingtinct born in atime when they were
davesin their own country. In those days, everyone knew who “they” were, and if “they” were ever
coming, al you could do was run and pray.

Did you run?

| couldn’'t. My family, my mother and two little Ssters, lived only afew “doors’ down from the Radio
Zibond e gation, exactly where the mob was fleeing from. | wasn't thinking. | was stupid. | should have
doubled back around, found an aley or quiet street.

| tried to wade through the mob, pushing in the opposite direction. | thought | could stay along the Sides
of the shanties. | was knocked into one, into one of their plastic walls that wrapped around me asthe
whole structure collapsed. | was trapped, | couldn’t bresthe. Someone ran over me, smashed my head
into the ground. | shook mysdif free, wriggled and rolled out into the street. | was ill on my stomach
when | saw them: ten or fifteen, Slhouetted againgt the fires of the burning shanties. | couldn’'t seetheir
faces, but | could hear them moaning. They were douching steadily toward me with their arms raised.

| got to my feet, my head swam, my body ached dl over. Ingtinctively | began to withdraw, backing into
the “doorway” of the closest shack. Something grabbed me from behind, pulled at my collar, tore the
fabric. | spun, ducked, and kicked hard. He was large, larger and heavier than me by afew kilos. Black
fluid ran down the front of hiswhite shirt. A knife protruded from his chest, jammed between the ribs and



buried to the hilt. A scrap of my collar, which was clenched between histeeth, dropped as hislower jaw
fell open. He growled, he lunged. | tried to dodge. He grabbed my wrist. | felt a crack, and pain shot up
through my body. | dropped to my knees, tried to roll and maybe trip him up. My hand came up against
aheavy cooking pot. | grabbed it and swung hard. It smashed into hisface. | hit him again, and again,
bashing his skull until the bone split open and the brains spilled out across my feet. He dumped over. |
freed mysdf just as another one of them gppeared in the entrance. Thistime the structure’ sflimsy nature
worked to my advantage. | kicked the back wall open, dinking out and bringing the whole hut down in
the process.

| ran, | didn’'t know where | was going. It was a nightmare of shacks and fire and grasping hands all
racing past me. | ran through a shanty where awoman was hiding in the corner. Her two children were
huddled against her, crying. “Comewith me!” | said. “Please, come, we haveto go!” | held out my
hands, moved closer to her. She pulled her children back, brandishing a sharpened screwdriver. Her
eyeswere wide, scared. | could hear sounds behind me...smashing through shanties, knocking them over
asthey came. | switched from Xhosato English. “Please,” | begged, “you haveto run!” | reached for her
but she stabbed my hand. | lft her there. | didn’t know what elseto do. Sheistill in my memory, when

| deep or maybe close my eyes sometimes. Sometimes she' smy mother, and the crying children are my
ggers

| saw abright light up ahead, shining between the cracksin the shanties. | ran ashard as| could. | tried
to call to them. | was out of breath. | crashed through the wall of a shack and suddenly | wasin open
ground. The headlights were blinding. | felt something dam into my shoulder. | think | was out before |
even hit the ground.

| cametoin abed at Groote Schuur Hospitdl. I’ d never seen theinsde of arecovery ward likethis. It
was S0 clean and white. | thought | might be dead. The medication, I'm sure, helped that feding. I'd
never tried any kind of drugs before, never even touched adrink of acohoal. | didn’'t want to end up like
so many in my neighborhood, like my father. All my life I’ d fought to stay clean, and now...

The morphine or whatever they had pumped into my veinswas delicious. | didn’t care about anything. |
didn’t care when they told me the police had shot me in the shoulder. | saw the man in the bed next to me
frantically whedled out as soon as his breathing stopped. | didn’t even care when | overheard them
talking about the outbreak of “rabies.”

Who was talking about it?

| don't know. Likel said, | wasashigh asthe gars. | just remember voicesin the hdlway outside my
ward, loud voices angrily arguing. “That wasn't rabies!” one of them yelled. “Rabies doesn't do that to
people!” Then...something dse...then “wdll, what the hell do you suggest, we ve got fifteen downdairs
right here! Who knows how many more are still out there!” 1t sfunny, | go over that conversation al the
time in my head, what | should have thought, felt, done. It was along time before | sobered up again,
before | woke up and faced the nightmare.

TEL AVIV, I SRAEL

[Jurgen Warmbrunn hasa passion for Ethiopian food, which isour reason for meeting at a



Falasharestaurant. With hisbright pink skin, and white, unruly eyebrowsthat match his
“Einstein” hair, he might be mistaken for a crazed scientist or college professor. Heisneither.
Although never acknowledging which Isradli intelligence service hewas, and possibly still is,
employed by, he openly admitsthat at one point he could be called “a spy.”]

Mogt people don't believe something can happen until it already has. That's not stupidity or weakness,
that’ s just human nature. | don’t blame anyone for not believing. | don’t claim to be any smarter or better
than them. | guesswhat it really comes down to isthe randomness of birth. | happened to be borninto a
group of peoplewho livein constant fear of extinction. It's part of our identity, part of our mind-set, and
it has taught usthrough horrific trid and error to dways be on our guard.

Thefirg warning | had of the plague was from our friends and customers over in Taiwan. They were
complaining about our new software decryption program. Apparently it wasfailing to decode some
e-mailsfrom PRC sources, or at least decoding them so poorly that the text was unintelligible. |
suspected the problem might not be in the software but in the trand ated messages themselves. The
mainland Reds...l guessthey weren't redly Reds anymore but...what do you want from an old man?
The Reds had anasty habit of using too many different computers from too many different generations
and countries.

Before | suggested thistheory to Taipei, | thought it might be agood ideato review the scrambled
messages mysdlf. | was surprised to find that the characters themselves were perfectly decoded. But the
text itsdlf....it al had to do with anew vira outbresk that first eiminated its victim, then reanimated his
corpseinto some kind of homicidal berzerker. Of course, | didn’t believe thiswastrue, especidly
because only afew weeks|ater the crissin the Taiwan Strait began and any messages dedling with
rampaging corpses abruptly ended. | suspected a second layer of encryption, a code within a code. That
was pretty standard procedure, going back to the first days of human communication. Of course the
Reds didn’t mean actual dead bodies. It had to be a new weapon system or ultra secret war plan. | let
the matter drop, tried to forget about it. Still, as one of your great national heroes used to say: “My spider
senewastingling.”

Not long afterward, at the reception for my daughter’ swedding, | found mysalf speaking to one of my
son-in-law’ s professors from Hebrew University. The man was ataker, and he'd had alittle too much to
drink. He was rambling about how his cousin was doing some kind of work in South Africaand had told
him some stories about golems. Y ou know about the Golem, the old legend about a rabbi who bresthes
lifeinto an inanimate statue? Mary Shelley stole theideafor her book Frankenstein. | didn’t say
anything at firg, just listened. The man went on blathering about how these golems weren’t made from
clay, nor were they docile and obedient. As soon as he mentioned reanimating human bodies, | asked for
the man’s number. It turns out he had been in Cape Town on one of those “ Adrendine Tours,” shark
feeding | think it was.

[Herollshiseyes]

Apparently the shark had obliged him, right in the tuchus, which iswhy he had been recovering at Groote
Schuur when thefirgt victims from Khayelitsha township were brought in. He hadn’t seen any of these
cases firsthand, but the taff had told him enough storiesto fill my old Dictaphone. | then presented his
stories, along with those decrypted Chinese e-mails, to my superiors.

And thisiswhere| directly benefited from the unique circumstances of our precarious security. In



October of 1973, when the Arab sneak attack amost drove usinto the Mediterranean, we had al the
intdligencein front of us, dl the warning signs, and we had smply “dropped the bal.” We never
consdered the possibility of an dl-out, coordinated, conventiond assault from severd nations, certainly
not on our holiest of holidays. Cal it stagnation, cdl it rigidity, cdl it an unforgivable herd mentdity.
Imagine agroup of people dl staring a writing on awall, everyone congratul ating one another on reading
the words correctly. But behind that group isamirror whose image shows the writing' s true message. No
onelooks at the mirror. No onethinksit's necessary. Wdll, after amost alowing the Arabsto finish what
Hitler started, we redlized that not only was that mirror image necessary, but it must forever be our
nationa policy. From 1973 onward, if nine intelligence anaysts came to the same conclusion, it wasthe
duty of the tenth to disagree. No matter how unlikely or far-fetched a possibility might be, one must
aways dig deeper. If aneighbor’ s nuclear power plant might be used to make weapons-grade plutonium,
you dig; if adictator was rumored to be building acannon so big it could fire anthrax shells acrosswhole
countries, you dig; and if there was even the dightest chance that dead bodies were being reanimated as
ravenous killing machines, you dig and dig until you drike the absolute truth.

Andthat iswhat | did, | dug. At firgt it wasn’t easy. With Chinaout of the picture...the Taiwan crisis put
an end to any intelligence gathering. ..| was|eft with very few sources of information. A lot of it was chaff,
especidly on the Internet; zombies from space and Area51...what isyour country’ sfetish for Area51,
anyway? After awhile | started to uncover more useful data: cases of “rabies’ amilar to Cape Town...it
was't caled African rabies until later. | uncovered the psychological evauations of some Canadian
mountain troops recently returned from Kyrgyzstan. | found the blog records of a Brazilian nurse who
told her friends dl about the murder of a heart surgeon.

Themgority of my information came from the World Health Organization. The UN isabureaucratic
magterpiece, so many nuggets of valuable data buried in mountains of unread reports. | found incidents all
over theworld, al of them dismissed with “plausible’ explanations. These cases dlowed meto piece
together a cohesive mosaic of this new threat. The subjectsin question were indeed dead, they were
hostile, and they were undeniably spreading. | dso made one very encouraging discovery: how to
terminate their existence.

Going for the brain.

[He chuckles] Wetalk about it today asif it issome feat of magic, like holy water or asilver bullet, but
why wouldn’t destruction of the brain be the only way to annihilate these creatures? Isn't it the only way
to annihilate usaswell?

You mean human beings?

[Henods] Isn't that al we are? Just abrain kept dive by acomplex and vulnerable machine we call the
body? The brain cannot surviveif just one part of the machine is destroyed or even deprived of such
necessities asfood or oxygen. That isthe only measurable difference between us and “ The Undead.”
Their brains do not require a support system to survive, o it is necessary to attack the organ itsdlf. [His
right hand, in the shape of a gun, risesto touch histemple.] A smple solution, but only if we
recognized the problem! Given how quickly the plague was spreading, | thought it might be prudent to
seek confirmation from foreign intelligence circles.

Paul Knight had been afriend of minefor along time, going al the way back to Entebbe. Theideato use
adouble of Amin’sblack Mercedes, that was him. Paul had retired from government service right before
hisagency’s“reforms’ and gone to work for a private consulting firm in Bethesda, Maryland. When |
visgted him at hishome, | was shocked to find that not only had he been working on the very same
project, on hisown time, of course, but that hisfile was amost as thick and heavy as mine. We sat up the
whole night reading each other’ sfindings. Neither of us spoke. | don't think we were even conscious of



each other, the world around us, anything except the words before our eyes. We finished aimost at the
sametime, just asthe sky began to lighten in the eest.

Paul turned the last page, then looked to me and said very matter-of-factly, “ Thisis pretty bad, huh?” |
nodded, so did he, then followed up with “ So what are we going to do about it?’

And that is how the “ Warmbrunn-Knight” report was written.

| wish peoplewould stop cdlling it that. There were fifteen other names on that report: virologists,
intelligence operatives, military analyts, journaists, even one UN observer who' d been monitoring the
electionsin Jakartawhen the first outbresk hit Indonesia. Everyone was an expert in hisor her field,
everyone had cometo their own similar conclusions before ever being contacted by us. Our report was
just under ahundred pageslong. It was concise, it was fully comprehensive, it was everything we thought
we needed to make sure this outbreak never reached epidemic proportions. | know alot of credit has
been heaped upon the South African war plan, and deservedly so, but if more people had read our
report and worked to make its recommendations aredity, then that plan would have never needed to
exis.

But some people did read and follow your report. Your own government...

Barely, and just ook at the cost.

BETHLEHEM, PALESTINE

[With hisrugged looks and polished charm, Saladin Kader could beamovie star. Heisfriendly
but never obsequious, self-assured but never arrogant. Heisa professor of urban planning at
Khalil Gibran University, and, naturally, thelove of all hisfemale students. We sit under the
statue of the university’s namesake. Like everything elsein one of the Middle East’s most
affluent cities, its polished bronze glittersin the sun.]

| was born and raised in Kuwait City. My family was one of the few “lucky” ones not to be expelled after
1991, after Arafat Sided with Saddam against the world. We weren't rich, but neither were we struggling.
| was comfortable, even sheltered, you might say, and oh did it show in my actions.

| watched the Al Jazeera broadcast from behind the counter at the Starbucks where | worked every day
after schoal. It was the afternoon rush hour and the place was packed. Y ou should have heard the
uproar, thejeersand catcalls. I’'m sure our noise level matched that on the floor of the General Assembly.

Of course we thought it was a Zionist lie, who didn’t? When the I sraeli ambassador announced to the
UN General Assembly that his country was enacting apolicy of “voluntary quarantine,” what was|
supposed to think? Was | supposed to redly believe his crazy sory that African rabieswas actudly
some new plague that transformed dead bodies into bloodthirsty cannibas? How can you possibly
believe that kind of foolishness, especialy when it comes from your most hated enemy?



| didn’t even hear the second part of that fat bastard’ s speech, the part about offering asylum, no
questions asked, to any foreign-born Jew, any foreigner of Isragli-born parents, any Palestinian living in
the formerly occupied territories, and any Palestinian whose family had once lived within the borders of
Isradl. Thelast part gpplied to my family, refugees from the’ 67 War of Zionist aggression. At the heeding
of the PLO leadership, we had fled our village believing we could return as soon as our Egyptian and
Syrian brothers had swept the Jaws into the sea. | had never been to Isradl, or what was about to be
absorbed into the new state of Unified Paestine.

What did you think was behind the | sraeli ruse?

Here swhat | thought: The Zionists have just been driven out of the occupied territories, they say they left
voluntarily, just like Lebanon, and most recently the Gaza Strip, but redlly, just like before, we knew

we' d driven them out. They know that the next and final blow would destroy that illegd atrocity they cdll
acountry, and to prepare for that fina blow, they’ re attempting to recruit both foreign Jews as cannon
fodder and...and—I thought | was so clever for figuring this part out—kidnapping as many Pdestinians
asthey could to act ashuman shields! | had al the answers. Who doesn’t at seventeen?

My father wasn't quite convinced of my ingenious geopoalitica indgghts. He was ajanitor at Amiri
Hospita. He' d been on duty the night it had itsfirst mgjor African rabies outbreak. He hadn’t persondly
seen the bodies rise from their dabs or the carnage of panicked patients and security guards, but he'd
witnessed enough of the aftermath to convince him that staying in Kuwait was suiciddl. He'd made up his
mind to leave the same day Israel made their declaration.

That must have been difficult to hear.

It was blasphemy! | tried to make him see reason, to convince him with my adolescent logic. I’d show
the images from Al Jazeera, the images coming out of the new West Bank state of Palestine; the
celebrations, the demonstrations. Anyone with eyes could seetotd liberation was at hand. The Israglis
had withdrawn from al the occupied territory and were actualy preparing to evacuate Al Quds, what
they cdl Jerusalem! All thefactiona fighting, the violence between our various resistance organizations, |
knew that would die down once we unified for thefina blow againgt the Jews. Couldn’t my father see
this? Couldn’'t he understand that, in afew years, afew months, we would be returning to our homeland,
thistime asliberators, not as refugees.

How was your argument resolved?

“Resolved,” what a pleasant euphemism. It was *resolved” after the second outbreak, the larger one at
Al Jahrah. My father had just quit hisjob, cleared out our bank account, such asit was...our bagswere
packed...our e-tickets confirmed. The TV was blaring in the background, riot police storming the front
entrance of ahouse. Y ou couldn’t see what they were shooting at insde. The officid report blamed the
violence on “pro-Western extremists.” My father and | were arguing, as always. Hetried to convince me
of what he’ d seen at the hospitd, that by the time our leaders acknowledged the danger, it would be too
late for any of us.

|, of course, scoffed at histimid ignorance, at hiswillingnessto abandon “ The Struggle.” What €l se could
| expect from aman who' d spent hiswhole life scrubbing toiletsin acountry that trested our people only
dightly better than its Filipino guest workers. He' d logt his perspective, his self-respect. The Zionists
were offering the hollow promise of abetter life, and he was jumping &t it like adog with scraps.

My father tried, with al the patience he could muster, to make me see that he had no more love for |sragl
than the most militant Al Agsamartyr, but they seemed to be the only country actively preparing for the
coming storm, certainly the only one that would so fredly shelter and protect our family.



| laughed in hisface. Then | dropped the bomb: | told him that I’ d dready found awebsite for the
Children of Yassin 1 and waswaiting for an e-mail from arecruiter supposedly operating right in Kuwait
City. | told my father to go and be the yehud’ swhoreif he wanted, but the next time we’ d meet was
when | would be rescuing him from an internment camp. | was quite proud of those words, | thought they
sounded very heroic. | glared in hisface, stood from the table, and made my final pronouncement:
“Surdly thevilest of beastsin Allah' ssight arethosewho dishdlievel” 2

The dinner table suddenly became very silent. My mother looked down, my sisterslooked at each other.
All you could hear wasthe TV, the frantic words of the on-site reporter telling everyoneto remain cam.
My father was not alarge man. By that time, | think | was even bigger than him. He was aso not an
angry man; | don't think he ever raised hisvoice. | saw something in hiseyes, something | didn’t
recognize, and then suddenly he was on me, alightning whirlwind that threw me up againgt the wall,
dapped me so hard my left ear rang. “You WILL go!” he shouted as he grabbed my shoulders and
repeatedly dammed me againgt the chegp drywadll. “1 am your father! You WILL OBEY ME!” Hisnext
dap sent my vision flashing white. “YOU WILL LEAVEWITH THISFAMILY OR YOU WILL NOT
LEAVE THISROOM ALIVE!" More grabbing and shoving, shouting and dapping. | didn’t understand
where this man had come from, thislion who' d replaced my docile, frail excuse for aparent. A lion
protecting his cubs. He knew that fear was the only weapon he had lft to save my lifeand if | didn’t fear
the threet of the plague, then dammit, | was going to fear him!

Did it work?
[Laughs] Some martyr | turned out to be, | think | cried all theway to Cairo.
Cairo?

Therewere no direct flightsto Israel from Kuwait, not even from Egypt once the Arab League imposed
itstravel redtrictions. We had to fly from Kuwait to Cairo, then take a bus across the Sinai Desert to the
crossing at Taba

Aswe gpproached the border, | saw the Wall for the first time. It was till unfinished, naked stedl beams
rising above the concrete foundation. I’ d known about the infamous * security fence”—whét citizen of the
Arab world didn’t—but I’ d always been led to believe that it only surrounded the West Bank and Gaza
Strip. Out here, in the middle of this barren desert, it only confirmed my theory that the Isragliswere
expecting an attack aong their entire border. Good, | thought. The Egyptians have finally
rediscovered their balls.

At Taba, we were taken off the bus and told to walk, singlefile, past cagesthat held very large and
fierce-looking dogs. We went one a atime. A border guard, this skinny black African—I didn’'t know
there were black Jews 3—would hold out hishand. “Wait there!” he said in barely recognizable Arabic.
Then, “you go, come!” The man before me was old. He had along white beard and supported himsdlf on
acane. As he passed the dogs, they went wild, howling and snarling, biting and charging at the confines
of their cages. Indantly, two large chapsin civilian clothing were at the old man’ s side, peaking
something in his ear and escorting him away. | could see the man wasinjured. His dishdashawastorn a
the hip and stained with brown blood. These men were certainly no doctors, however, and the black,
unmarked van they escorted him to was certainly no ambulance. Bastards, | thought, asthe old man’s
family walled after him. Weeding out the ones too sick and old to be of any use to them. Then it was
our turn to walk the gauntlet of dogs. They didn’'t bark a me, nor therest of my family. | think one of
them even wagged itstail asmy sster held out her hand. The next man after us, however...again came
the barks and growls, again came the nondescript civilians. | turned to look at him and was surprised to
see awhite man, American maybe, or Canadian...no, he had to be American, his English was too loud.
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“C’'mon, I'mfine!” He shouted and struggled. “C’ mon, man, what the fuck?” He waswell dressed, asuit
and tie, matching luggage that was tossed aside as he began to fight with the Isradlis. “Dude, ¢’ mon, get
the fuck off me! I'm one’ayou! C'mon!” The buttons on his shirt ripped open, revedling a bloodstained
bandage wrapped tightly around his ssomach. He was till kicking and screaming asthey dragged him
into the back of the van. | didn’t understand it. Why these people? Clearly, it wasn't just about being an
Arab, or even about being wounded. | saw severa refugees with severe injuries pass through without
molestation from the guards. They were al escorted to waiting ambulances, real ambulances, not the
black vans. | knew it had something to do with the dogs. Were they screening for rabies? That made the
most senseto me, and it continued to be my theory during our internment outside Y eroham.

The resettlement camp?

Resettlement and quarantine. At that time, | just saw it asa prison. It was exactly what I’ d expected to
happen to us. the tents, the overcrowding, the guards, barbed wire, and the seething, baking Negev
Desert sun. Wefdt like prisoners, we were prisoners, and athough | would have never had the courage
to say tomy father “| told you so,” he could seeit clearly in my sour face.

What | didn’t expect was the physical examinations; every day, from an army of medica personndl.
Blood, skin, hair, sdliva, even urine and feces4 ...it was exhausting, mortifying. The only thing that made
it bearable, and probably what prevented an dl-out riot among some of the Mudim detai nees, was that
most of the doctors and nurses doing the examinations were themselves Pa estinian. The doctor who
examined my mother and sisters was awoman, an American woman from aplace caled Jersey City. The
man who examined uswas from Jabdiyain Gaza and had himself been a detainee only afew months
before. He kept telling us, “Y ou made the right decision to come here. You'll see. | know it's hard, but
you'll seeit wasthe only way.” Hetold usit wasdl true, everything the Israglishad said. | till couldn’t
bring mysdlf to believe him, even though a growing part of me wanted to.

We stayed at Y eroham for three weeks, until our papers were processed and our medical examinations
findly cleared. Y ou know, the whole time they barely even glanced at our passports. My father had done
all thiswork to make sure our official documentswerein order. | don't think they even cared. Unlessthe
Isradli Defense Force or the police wanted you for some previous “unkosher” activities, dl that mattered
wasyour clean hill of hedth.

The Minigtry of Socid Affairs provided uswith vouchersfor subsidized housing, free schooling, and ajob
for my father at asdary that would support the entire family. Thisis too good to be true, | thought as
we boarded the busfor Tel Aviv. The hammer is going to fall anytime now.

It did once we entered the city of Beer Sheeba. | was adeep, | didn't hear the shots or seethe driver’'s
windscreen shatter. | jerked awake as| felt the bus swerve out of control. We crashed into the side of a
building. People screamed, glass and blood were everywhere. My family was close to the emergency
exit. My father kicked the door open and pushed us out into the street.

There was shooting, from the windows, doorways. | could seethat it was soldiers versus civilians,
civilianswith guns or homemade bombs. Thisisit! | thought. My heart felt like it was going to burst!
Thisliberation has started! Before| could do anything, run out to join my comradesin battle, someone
had me by my shirt and was pulling me through the doorway of a Starbucks.

| was thrown on the floor next to my family, my ssters were crying as my mother tried to crawl on top of
them. My father had a bullet wound in the shoulder. An IDF soldier shoved me on the ground, keeping
my face away from the window. My blood was boiling; | started looking for something | could useasa
weapon, maybe alarge shard of glassto ram through the yehud' sthroat.
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Suddenly adoor at the back of the Starbucks swung open, the soldier turned in its direction and fired. A
bloody corpse hit the floor right beside us, agrenade rolled out of histwitching hand. The soldier
grabbed the bomb and tried to hurl it into the street. 1t exploded in midair. Hisbody shielded us from the
blast. He tumbled back over the corpse of my dain Arab brother. Only hewasn't an Aréb at dl. Asmy
tearsdried | noticed that he wore payess and a yarmulke and bloody tzitzit snaked out from his damp,
shredded trousers. This man was a Jew, the armed rebels out in the street were Jews! The battle raging
al around uswasn't an uprising by Paetinian insurgents, but the opening shots of the Isradli Civil War.

I'n your opinion, what do you believe was the cause of that war?

| think there were many causes. | know the repatriation of Palestinians was unpopular, so was the genera
pullout from the West Bank. I’ m sure the Strategic Hamlet Resettlement Program must have inflamed
more than its share of hearts. A lot of Isradlis had to watch their houses bulldozed in order to make way
for thosefortified, salf-sufficient resdential compounds. Al Quds, | believe. ..that wasthefind straw. The
Codition Government decided that it was the one mgjor weak point, too large to control and a hole that
led right into the heart of Isragl. They not only evacuated the city, but the entire Nablus to Hebron
corridor aswell. They believed that rebuilding a shorter wal dong the 1967 demarcation line wasthe
only way to ensure physical security, no matter what backlash might occur from their own religious right.

| learned dl this much later, you understand, as well asthe fact that the only reason the IDF eventualy
triumphed was because the mgjority of the rebels came from the ranks of the Ultra-Orthodox and
therefore most had never served in the armed forces. Did you know that? | didn't. | realized | practically
didn’'t know anything about these people I’ d hated my entirelife. Everything | thought was true went up
in smoke that day, supplanted by the face of our real enemy.

| was running with my family into the back of an Israeli tank, 5 when one of those unmarked vans came
around the corner. A handheld rocket dammed right into its engine. The van catapulted into the air,
crashed upside down, and exploded into a brilliant orange firebal. | fill had afew stepsto go before
reaching the doors of the tank, just enough time to see the whole event unfold. Figureswere climbing out
of the burning wreckage, dow-moving torches whose clothes and skin were covered in burning petrol.
The soldiers around us began firing at the figures. | could seelittle popsin their chests where the bullets
were passing harmlesdy through. The squad leader next to me shouted “B’rosh! Y oreh B'rosh!” and the
soldiers adjusted their aim. Thefigures ...the creatures heads exploded. The petrol was just burning out
asthey hit the ground, these charred black, headless corpses. Suddenly | understood what my father had
been trying to warn me about, what the I sraglis had been trying to warn the rest of the world about!
Wheat | couldn’t understand was why the rest of the world was't listening.

LANGLEY, VIRGINIA, USA

[The office of thedirector of the Central Intelligence Agency could belong to a business
executive or doctor or an everyday, small-town high school principal. Therearethe usual
collection of reference books on the shelf, degrees and photos on thewall, and, on hisdesk, an
autographed baseball from Cincinnati Reds catcher Johnny Bench. Bob Archer, my hogt, can
see by my facethat | was expecting something different. | suspect that iswhy he choseto
conduct our interview here]
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When you think about the CIA, you probably imagine two of our most popular and enduring myths. The
first isthat our mission isto search the globe for any concelvable threat to the United States, and the
second isthat we have the power to perform thefirst. This myth isthe by-product of an organization,
which, by its very nature, must exist and operate in secrecy. Secrecy isavacuum and nothing fillsa
vacuum like paranoid speculation. “Hey, did you hear who killed so and o, | hear it wasthe CIA. Hey,
what about that coup in El Banana Republico, must have been the CIA. Hey, be careful looking at that
website, you know who keeps arecord of every website anyone' s ever looked at ever, the CIA!” Thisis
the image most people had of us before the war, and it’s an image we were more than happy to
encourage. We wanted bad guys to suspect us, to fear us and maybe think twice before trying to harm
any of our citizens. Thiswas the advantage of our image as some kind of omniscient octopus. The only
disadvantage was that our own people believed in that image aswell, so whenever anything, anywhere
occurred without any warning, where do you think the finger was pointed: “Hey, how did that crazy
country get those nukes? Where was the CIA? How come all those people were murdered by that
fanatic? Where was the CIA? How come, when the dead began coming back to life, we didn’t know
about it until they were breaking through our living room windows? Where the hell was the goddamn
CIA!I?2”

Thetruth was, neither the Centrd Intelligence Agency nor any of the other officid and unofficid U.S.
intelligence organi zations have ever been somekind of dl-seeing, dl-knowing, globa illuminati. For
darters, we never had that kind of funding. Even during the blank check days of the cold war, it sjust not
physicaly possibleto have eyes and earsin every back room, cave, dley, brothel, bunker, office, home,
car, and rice paddy across the entire planet. Don’t get me wrong, I’ m not saying we were impotent, and
maybe we can take credit for some of the things our fans, and our critics, have suspected us of over the
years. But if you add up all the crackpot conspiracy theories from Pearl Harbor 1 to the day before the
Gresat Panic, then you’ d have an organization not only more powerful than the United States, but the
united efforts of the entire human race.

WE re not some shadow superpower with ancient secrets and aien technology. We have very real
limitations and extremely finite assets, so why would we waste those assets chasing down each and every
potentia threat? That goesto the second myth of what an intelligence organization really does. We can't
just spread oursalves thin looking for, and hoping to stumble on, new and possible dangers. Insteed,

we ve aways had to identify and focus on those that are already clear and present. If your Soviet
neighbor istrying to set fire to your house, you can’t be worrying about the Arab down the block. If
suddenly it’ sthe Arab in your backyard, you can’t be worrying about the Peopl€’ s Republic of China,
and if one day the ChiComs show up at your front door with an eviction noticein one hand and a
Molotov cocktail in the other, then the last thing you' re going to do islook over his shoulder for a
walking corpse.

But didn’t the plague originate in China?
It did, aswell asdid one of the greatest single Maskirovkasin the history of modern espionage.
I’m sorry?

It was deception, afake out. The PRC knew they were aready our number-one surveillance target. They
knew they could never hide the existence of their nationwide “Hedlth and Safety” sweeps. They redized
that the best way to mask what they were doing wasto hideit in plain sight. Instead of lying about the
sweeps themselves, they just lied about what they were sweeping for.

The dissident crackdown?
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Bigger, the whole Taiwan Strait incident: the victory of the Taiwan Nationd Independence Party, the
nation of the PRC defense minister, the buildup, the war thregts, the demonstrations and
subsequent crackdowns were al engineered by the Ministry of State Security and al of it wasto divert
the world’ s eye from the real danger growing within China. And it worked! Every shred of intel we had
on the PRC, the sudden disappearances, the mass executions, the curfews, the reserve
call-ups—everything could easily be explained as standard ChiCom procedure. In fact, it worked so
well, we were so convinced that World War 111 was about to bresk out in the Taiwan Strait, that we
diverted other intel assets from countries where undead outbreaks were just starting to unfold.

The Chinese were that good.
And we werethat bad. It wasn't the Agency’ sfinest hour. We were ill redling from the purges...
You mean the reforms?

No, | mean the purges, because that’ s what they were. When Joe Stalin either shot or imprisoned his
best military commanders, he wasn't doing haf as much damage to his nationd security as what that
adminigtration did to uswith their “reforms.” The last brushfire war was a debacle and guess who took
thefal. We d been ordered to justify apolitical agenda, then when that agenda became a palitical
ligbility, those who' d originaly given the order now stood back with the crowd and pointed the finger at
us. “Who told uswe should go to war in the first place? Who mixed usup in al thismess? The CIA!”
We couldn’t defend ourselves without violating national security. We had to just Sit there and takeit. And
what was the result? Brain drain. Why stick around and be the victim of apolitica witch hunt when you
could escape to the private sector: afatter paycheck, decent hours, and maybe, just maybe, alittle
respect and appreciation by the people you work for. Welost alot of good men and women, alot of
experience, initiative, and pricdess andytica reasoning. All we were |eft with were the dregs, abunch of
brownnosing, myopic eunuchs.

But that couldn’t have been everyone.

No, of course not. There were some of us who stayed because we actualy believed in what we were
doing. Weweren't in thisfor money or working conditions, or even the occasiond pat on the back. We
were in this because we wanted to serve our country. We wanted to keep our people safe. But even with
idedls like that there comes a point when you have to redlize that the sum of al your blood, swest, and
tearswill ultimately amount to zero.

So you knew what was really happening.

No...no...l couldn’t. There was no way to confirm...

But you had suspicions.

| had...doubts.

Could you be more specific?

No, I'm sorry. But | can say that | broached the subject a number of timesto my coworkers.
What happened?

The answer was dways the same, “Y our funerd.”

And was it?



[Nods.] | spoketo...someonein apostion of authority...just afive-minute meeting, expressng some
concerns. He thanked me for coming in and told me he' d look into it right away. The next day | received
transfer orders: Buenos Aiires, effective immediately.

Did you ever hear of the Warmbrunn-Knight report?

Sure now, but back then...the copy that was originaly hand ddlivered by Paul Knight himsdlf, the one
marked “Eyes Only” for thedirector...it wasfound at the bottom of the desk of aclerk in the San
Antonio field office of the FBI, three years after the Great Panic. It turned out to be academic because
right after | wastransferred, Isradl went public with its statement of “Voluntary Quarantine.” Suddenly the
time for advanced warning was over. The facts were out; it was now aquestion of who would believe
them.

VAALAJARVI, FINLAND

[t isspring, “ hunting season.” Astheweather war ms, and the bodies of frozen zombies begin
to reanimate, el ements of the UN N-For (Northern Force) havearrived for their annual “ Sweep
and Clear.” Every year the undead’snumbersdwindle. At current trends, thisarea is expected
to be completely “ Secure” within a decade. Travis D’ Ambrosia, Supreme Allied Commander,
Europe, ishereto personally over see operations. Thereisa softnessto the general’svoice, a
sadness. Throughout our interview, he strugglesto maintain eye contact.]

| won't deny mistakes were made. | won't deny we could have been better prepared. I'll be the first one
to admit that we let the American people down. | just want the American people to know why.

“What if the Isadisareright?’ Those were the first words out of the chairman’s mouth the morning after
Israel’sUN declaration. “1’m not saying they are,” he made sure to stressthat point, “I’m just saying,
what if?” He wanted candid, not canned, opinions. He was that type of man, the chairman of the Joint
Chiefs. He kept the conversation “hypothetical,” indulging in the fantasy that thiswas just some
intellectua exercise. After dl, if the rest of the world wasn't ready to believe something so outrageous,
why should the men and women in thisroom?

We kept up with the charade as long as we could, speaking with a smile or punctuating with ajoke...I'm
not sure when the trangition happened. It was so subtle, | don’t think anyone even noticed, but suddenly
you had aroom full of military professionas, each one with decades of combat experience and more
academic training than the average civilian brain surgeon, and al of us spesking openly, and honestly,
about the possible threat of walking corpses. It waslike...adam breaking; the taboo was shattered, and
thetruth just started flooding out. It was...liberating.

So you had had your own private suspicions?

For months before the Israeli declaration; so had the chairman. Everyone in that room had heard
something, or suspected something.



Had any of you read the Warmbrunn-Knight report?

No, none of us. | had heard the name, but had no idea about its content. | actualy got my handson a
copy about two years after the Greet Panic. Mot of its military measureswere dmost linefor linein step
with our own.

Your own what?

Our proposd to the White House. We outlined afully comprehensive program, not only to diminate the
threat within the United States, but to roll back and contain it throughout the entire world.

What happened?

The White House loved Phase One. It was cheap, fast, and if executed properly, 100 percent covert.
Phase One involved the insertion of Speciad Forces unitsinto infested areas. Their orders were to
investigate, isolate, and diminate.

Eliminate?
With extreme prgudice.
Those were the Alpha teams?

Y es, g, and they were extremely successful. Even though their battle record is sealed for the next 140
years, | can say that it remains one of the most outstanding momentsin the history of America selite
warriors.

So what went wrong?

Nothing, with Phase One, but the Alphateams were only supposed to be a stopgap measure. Their
mission was never to extinguish the threet, only delay it long enough to buy time for Phase Two.

But Phase Two was never completed.

Never even begun, and herein liesthe reason why the American military was caught so shamefully
unprepared.

Phase Two required amassive national undertaking, the likes of which hadn’t been seen since the darkest
days of the Second World War. That kind of effort requires Herculean amounts of both nationa treasure
and nationa support, both of which, by that point, were nonexistent. The American people had just been
through avery long and bloody conflict. They weretired. They’ d had enough. Like the 1970s, the
pendulum was swinging from amilitant sance to avery resentful one.

In totditarian regimes—communism, fascism, religious fundamentaism—popular supportisagiven. You
can sart wars, you can prolong them, you can put anyone in uniform for any length of time without ever
having to worry about the dightest politica backlash. In ademocracy, the polar oppositeistrue. Public
support must be husbanded as afinite nationa resource. It must be spent wisdly, sparingly, and with the
greatest return on your investment. Americais especidly sendtive to war weariness, and nothing brings
on abacklash like the perception of defeet. | say “perception” because Americaisavery al-or-nothing
society. Welike the big win, the touchdown, the knockout in the first round. We like to know, and for
everyone el seto know, that our victory wasn't only uncontested, it was positively devastating. If
not...well...look a where we were before the Panic. We didn't lose the last brushfire conflict, far from



it. We actudly accomplished avery difficult task with very few resources and under extremely
unfavorable circumstances. We won, but the public didn’t seeit that way because it wasn't the blitzkrieg
smackdown that our national spirit demanded. Too much time had gone by, too much money had been
spent, too many lives had been logt or irrevocably damaged. We d not only squandered all our public
support, we were deeply in the red.

Think about just the dollar value of Phase Two. Do you know the price tag of putting just one American
citizeninuniform? And | don’t just mean thetimethat he' sactively in that uniform: the training, the
equipment, the food, the housing, the trangport, the medica care. I'm talking about the long-term dollar
vaue that the country, the American taxpayer, hasto shell out to that person for the rest of their natural
life. Thisisacrushing financid burden, and in those days we bardly had enough funding to maintain what
we had.

Even if the coffers hadn’t been empty, if we' d had al the money to make al the uniformswe needed to
implement Phase Two, who do you think we could have conned into filling them? This goes to the heart
of America swar weariness. Asif the “traditiona” horrors weren't bad enough—the dead, the
disfigured, the psychologicaly destroyed—now you had awhole new breed of difficulties, “The
Betrayed.” We were avolunteer army, and look what happened to our volunteers. How many stories do
you remember about some soldier who had histerm of service extended, or some ex-reservist who, after
ten yearsof civilian life, suddenly found himsalf recdled into active duty? How many weekend warriors
lost their jobs or houses? How many came back to ruined lives, or, worse, didn’t come back at al?
Americans are an honest people, we expect afair ded. | know that alot of other cultures used to think
that was naive and even childish, but it's one of our most sacred principles. To see Uncle Sam going
back on hisword, revoking peopl€ s private lives, revoking their freedom ...

After Vietham, when | was ayoung platoon leader in West Germany, we d had to ingtitute an incentives
program just to keep our soldiersfrom going AWOL. After thislast war, no amount of incentives could
fill our depleted ranks, no payment bonuses or term reductions, or online recruiting tools disguised as
dvilianvideogames. 1 Thisgeneration had had enough, and that’s why when the undead began to
devour our country, we were amost too weak and vulnerable to stop them.

I’m not blaming the civilian leadership and I' m not suggesting that we in uniform should be anything but
beholden to them. Thisisour system and it’ sthe best in the world. But it must be protected, and
defended, and it must never again be so abused.

VOSTOK STATION: ANTARCTICA

[In prewar times, thisoutpost was consider ed the most remote on Earth. Situated near the
planet’s southern geomagnetic pole, atop the four-kilometer ice crust of Lake Vostok,

temper atur es here have been recorded at a world record negative eighty-nine degr ees Celsius,
with the highsrarely reaching above negative twenty-two. This extreme cold, and the fact that
overland transport takes over a month to reach the station, wer e what made Vostok so
attractiveto Breckinridge “ Breck” Scott.

Wemest in “ The Dome,” thereinforced, geodesic greenhouse that draws power from the
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station’s geothermal plant. These and many other improvementswereimplemented by Mister
Scott when he leased the station from the Russian gover nment. He has not left it sincethe
Great Panic.]

Do you understand economics? | mean big-time, prewar, globa capitalism. Do you get how it worked? |
don’t, and anyone who saysthey doisfull of shit. There are no rules, no scientific absolutes. You win,
you losg, it'satota crapshoot. The only rule that ever made senseto me | learned from ahistory, not an
economics, professor at Wharton. “Fear,” he used to say, “fear isthe most valuable commodity in the
universe” That blew meaway. “Turnonthe TV,” he'd say. “What are you seeing? People sdlling their
products? No. People sdlling the fear of you having to live without their products.” Fuckin® A, was he
right. Fear of aging, fear of londliness, fear of poverty, fear of failure. Fear isthe most basic emotion we
have. Fear isprimal. Fear sdls. That was my mantra. “ Fear sdlls”

When | first heard about the outbreaks, back when it was still called African rabies, | saw the
opportunity of alifetime. I'll never forget that first report, the Cape Town outbreak, only ten minutes of
actua reporting then afull hour of speculating about what would happen if the virus ever madeit to
America God blessthe news. | hit speed did thirty seconds later.

| met with some of my nearest and dearest. They’d al seen the same report. | was thefirst oneto come
up with aworkable pitch: avaccine, ared vaccinefor rabies. Thank God thereisno curefor rabies. A
cure would make people buy it only if they thought they were infected. But avaccing! That's
preventative! People will keep taking that aslong asthey’re afraid it’s out there!

We had plenty of contactsin the biomed industry, with plenty more up on the Hill and Penn Ave. We
could have aworking proto in less than amonth and a proposal written up within a couple of days. By
the eighteenth hole, it was handshakes dl around.

What about the FDA?

Please, are you serious? Back then the FDA was one of the most underfunded, mismanaged
organizationsinthe country. | think they were till high-fiving over getting Red No. 2 1 out of M&Ms.
Plus, thiswas one of the most business-friendly adminigtrationsin American history. J. P. Morgan and
John D. Rockefeller were getting wood from beyond the grave for this guy in the White House. His staff
didn’t even bother to read our cost assessment report. | think they were aready looking for amagic
bullet. They railroaded it through the FDA in two months. Remember the speech the prez made before
Congress, how it had been tested in Europe for some time and the only thing holding it up was our own
“bloated bureaucracy”? Remember the whole thing about “people don’t need big government, they need
big protection, and they need it big-timel” Jesus Christmas, | think haf the country creamed their pants at
that. How high did his approva rating go that night, 60 percent, 70?1 just know that it jacked our PO
389 percent on thefirst day! Suck on that, Baidu dot-com!

And you didn’t know if it would work?

We knew it would work againgt rabies, and that' swhat they said it was, right, just some weird strain of
junglerabies.

Who said that?

You know, “they,” like, the UN or the...somebody. That' s what everyone ended up calingit, right,
“Africanrabies”
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Wasiit ever tested on an actual victim?

Why? People used to take flu shots dl the time, never knowing if it wasfor the right srain. Why wasthis
any different?

But the damage...

Who thought it was going to go that far? Y ou know how many disease scares there used to be. Jesus,
you'’ d think the Black Death was sweeping the globe every three months or s0...ebola, SARS, avian flu.
Y ou know how many people made money on those scares? Shit, | made my first million on usdess
antiradiation pills during the dirty bomb scares.

But if someone discovered...

Discovered what? We never lied, you understand? They told usit wasrabies, so we made avaccine for
rabies. We said it had been tested in Europe, and the drugs it was based on had been tested in Europe.
Technicaly, we never lied. Technically, we never did anything wrong.

But if someone discovered that it wasn't rabies...

Who was going to blow the whistle? The medical profession? We made sureit was a prescription drug
so doctors stood just as much to lose as us. Who el se? The FDA who let it pass? The congressmen who
al voted for its acceptance? The surgeon genera ? The White House? This was awin-win Situation!
Everyone got to be heroes, everyone got to make money. Six months after Phalanx hit the market, you
started getting al these cheaper, knockoff brands, al solid sellersaswdll asthe other ancillary stuff like
homeair purifiers.

But the viruswasn’t airborne.

It didn’t matter! It still had the same brand name! “From the Makersof...” All | had to say was“May
Prevent Some Vird Infections.” That wasit! Now | understand why it used to beillegal to shout fireina
crowded theater. People weren’t going to say “Hey, | don’t smell smoke, isthereredly afire,” no, they
say “Holy shit, there'safirel RUN!” [Laughs] | made money on home purifiers, car purifiers; my biggest
sdler wasthislittle doodad you wore around your neck when you got on aplane! | don't know if it even
filtered ragweed, but it sold.

Things got so good, | started setting up these dummy companies, you know, with plansto build
manufacturing facilities dl over the country. The shares from these dumbos sold amost as much asthe
red stuff. It wasn't even theidea of safety anymore, it wasthe idea of the idea of safety! Remember
when we started to get our first cases herein the States, that guy in Floridawho said he' d been bitten but
survived because he was taking Phalanx? OH! [He stands, mimesthe act of frantic fornication.]
God freskin' blessthat dumbass, whoever hewas.

But that wasn’t because of Phalanx. Your drug didn’t protect people at all.

It protected them from their fears. That’sall | was sdlling. Hell, because of Phaanx, the biomed sector
dtarted to recover, which, in turn, jump-started the stock market, which then gave theimpression of a
recovery, which then restored consumer confidence to stimulate an actua recovery! Phalanx hands down
ended therecession! |...| ended the recession!

And then? When the outbreaks became more serious, and the press finally reported that there
was no wonder drug?



Pre-fucking-cisdly! That’sthe dpha cunt who should be shot, what' s her name, who first broke that
story! Look what shedid! Pulled thefuckin' rug right out from under usal! She caused the spira! She
caused the Gresat Panic!

And you take no personal responsibility?

For what? For making alittle fuckin' cash...well, not alittle[giggles] . All | did waswhat any of usare
ever supposed to do. | chased my dream, and | got my dice. Y ou wannablame someone, blame
whoever firg caled it rabies, or who knew it wasn't rabies and gave us the green light anyway. Shit, you
wanna blame someone, why not start with al the sheep who forked over their greenbacks without
bothering to do alittle responsible research. | never held agun to their heads. They made the choice
themsalves. They're the bad guys, not me. | never directly hurt anybody, and if anybody was too stupid
to get themsalves hurt, boo-fuckin-hoo. Of course...

If theré sahell...[giggles as hetalks]...I don’t want to think about how many of those dumb shits
might be waiting for me. | just hope they don’t want arefund.

AMARILLO, TEXAS, USA

[Grover Carlson worksasafuel collector for thetown’s experimental bioconversion plant. The
fuel he collectsisdung. | follow the former White House chief of staff as he pushes his
wheelbar row acr oss the pie-laden pastures.]

Of course we got our copy of the Knight-Warn Jews report, what do you think we are, the CIA? We
read it three months before the | sragliswent public. Before the Pentagon started making noise, it was my
job to persondly brief the president, who in turn even devoted an entire meeting to discussing its

message.
Which was?

Drop everything, focus dl our efforts, typical darmist crap. We got dozens of these reports aweek,
every adminigration did, al of them claiming that their particular boogeyman was “the greatest thregt to
human existence.” C'mon! Can you imagine what Americawould have been likeif the federd
government dammed on the brakes every time some paranoid crackpot cried “wolf” or “globa warming’
or “living dead”? Please. What we did, what every president since Washington has done, was provide a
measured, appropriate response, in direct relation to aredigtic threat assessment.

And that was the Alpha teams.

Among othersthings. Given how low apriority the national security adviser thought thiswas, | think we
actudly gaveit some pretty hedthy table time. We produced an educationd video for state and local law
enforcement about what to do in case of an outbreak. The Department of Health and Human Services
had a page on its webste for how citizens should respond to infected family members. And hey, what



about pushing Phaanx right through the FDA?
But Phalanx didn’t work.

Y eah, and do you know how long it would have taken to invent one that did? Look how much time and
money had been put into cancer research, or AIDS. Do you want to be the man who tellsthe American
people that he' sdiverting funds from either one of those for some new disease that most people haven't
even heard of ? Look at what we' ve put into research during and after the war, and we ill don't have a
cure or avaccine. We knew Phalanx was a placebo, and we were grateful for it. It calmed people down
and let usdo our job.

What, you would have rather we told people the truth? That it wasn't anew strain of rabiesbut a
mysterious uber-plague that reanimated the dead? Can you imagine the panic that would have happened:
the protest, theriots, the billionsin damage to private property? Can you imagine al those wet-pants
senators who would have brought the government to a standstill so they could railroad some high-profile
and ultimately usdess“Zombie Protection Act” through Congress? Can you imagine the damage it would
have done to that administration’ s political capita? \We re talking about an eection year, and adamn
hard, uphill fight. We were the“cleanup crew,” the unlucky bastards who had to mop up al the shit |eft
by the last adminigtration, and believe me, the previous eight years had piled up one tall mountain of shit!
The only reason we squeaked back into power was because our new propped-up patsy kept promising
a“return to peace and prosperity.” The American people wouldn't have settled for anything less. They
thought they’ d been through some pretty tough times aready, and it would have been politicd suicideto
tell them that the toughest ones were actually up ahead.

So you never really tried to solve the problem.

Oh, ¢'mon. Can you ever “solve’ poverty? Can you ever “solve’ crime? Can you ever “solve’ disease,
unemployment, war, or any other societal herpes? Hell no. All you can hope for isto make them
manageable enough to alow peopleto get on with their lives. That’ snot cynicism, that’s maturity. Y ou

can't stop therain. All you can doisjust build aroof that you hope won't leak, or at least won't leak on
the people who are gonnavote for you.

What does that mean?
C'mon...
Seriously. What does that mean?

Fine, whatever, “Migter Smith goesto motherfuckin’® Washington,” it meansthat, in palitics, you focuson
the needs of your power base. Keep them happy, and they keep you in office.

I sthat why certain outbreaks were neglected?
Jesus, you makeit sound like we just forgot about them.
Did local law enforcement request additional support from the federal government?

When have cops not asked for more men, better gear, more training hours, or “community outreach
program funds’? Those pussies are dmost as bad as soldiers, dways whining about never having “what
they need,” but do they haveto risk their jobs by raising taxes? Do they have to explain to Suburban
Peter why they’ re fleecing him for Ghetto Paul?

You weren’t worried about public disclosure?



Fromwho?
The press, the media.

The“media’? Y ou mean those networks that are owned by some of the largest corporationsin the
world, corporations that would have taken anosedive if another panic hit the stock market? That media?

So you never actually instigated a cover-up?

Wedidn't have to; they covered it up themsalves. They had as much, or more, to lose than we did. And
besides, they’ d dready gotten their stories the year before when the first cases were reported in
America Then winter came, Phalanx hit the shelves, cases dropped. Maybe they “dissuaded” afew
younger crusading reporters, but, in redlity, the whole thing was pretty much old news after afew months.
It had become * manageable.” People were learning to live with it and they were dready hungry for
something different. Big newsis big business, and you gotta stay fresh if you want to stay successful.

But there were alternative media outlets.

Oh sure, and you know who listens to them? Pansy, overeducated know-it-alls, and you know who
listens to them? Nobody! Who' s going to care about some PBS-NPR fringe minority that’s out of touch
with the mainstream? The more those dlitist eggheads shouted “ The Dead Are Walking,” the more most
real Americanstuned them out.

So, let me see if | understand your position.
The adminigration’ s position.

The administration’s position, which is that you gave this problem the amount of attention
that you thought it deserved.

Right.

Given that at any time, government always has a lot on its plate, and especially at thistime
because another public scare was the last thing the American people wanted.

Yep.

So you figured that the threat was small enough to be “managed” by both the Alpha teams
abroad and some additional law enforcement training at home.

Yougot it.

Even though you’ d received warningsto the contrary, that it could never just be woven into
thefabric of public life and that it actually was a global catastrophe in the making.

[Mister Carlson pauses, shoots me an angry look, then heaves a shovelful of “fuel” into his
cart.]

Grow up.



TROY, MONTANA, USA

[Thisneighborhood is, according to the brochure, the* New Community” for the* New
America.” Based on thelsradi “Masada’ modd, it isclear just from first glancethat this
neighborhood was built with one goal in mind. The housesall rest on ilts, so high asto afford
each a perfect view over the twenty-foot-high, reinforced concrete wall. Each house is accessed
by aretractable stair case and can connect to itsneighbor by a similarly retractable walkway.
Thesolar cell roofs, the shielded wells, the gar dens, lookout tower s, and thick, diding,
steel-reinfor ced gate have all served to make Troy an instant successwith itsinhabitants, so
much so that its developer hasalready received seven more or der s acr oss the continental
United States. Troy’sdeveloper, chief architect, and first mayor isMary Jo Miller.]

Ohyeah, | wasworried, | wasworried about my car payments and Tim’'s business|oan. | wasworried
about that widening crack in the pool and the new nonchlorinated filter that ill left an algaefilm. | was
worried about our portfolio, even though my e-broker assured me thiswasjust firs-time investor jitters
and that it was much more profitable than a standard 401(k). Aiden needed a math tutor, Jenna needed
just the right Jamie Lynn Spears cleats for soccer camp. Tim's parents were thinking of coming to stay
with usfor Chrismas. My brother was back in rehab. Finley had worms, one of the fish had some kind
of fungus growing out of itsleft eye. These were just some of my worries. | had more than enough to

keep me busy.
Did you watch the news?

Y eah, for about five minutes every day: locd headlines, sports, celebrity gossip. Why would | want to get
depressad by watching TV?1 could do that just by stepping on the scale every morning.

What about other sources? Radio?

Morning drive time? That was my Zen hour. After the kids were dropped off, I’ d listen to[name
withheld for legal reasons] . Hisjokes helped me get through the day.

What about the I nternet?

What about it? For me, it was shopping; for Jenna, it was homework; for Tim, it was...stuff he kept
swearing he’' d never look at again. The only news| ever saw was what popped up on my AOL welcome

page.

At work, there must have been some discussion...

Ohyeah, at fird. It was kinda scary, kindaweird, “you know | hear it'snot redly rabies’ and stuff like
that. But then that first winter things died down, remember, and anyway, it wasalot more fun to rehash
last night’ s episode of Celebrity Fat Camp or totally bitch out whoever wasn't in the break room at that
moment.

Onetime, around March or April, | cameinto work and found Mrs. Ruiz clearing out her desk. | thought



she was being downsized or maybe outsourced, you know, something | considered ared threat. She
explaned that it was “them,” that'show she dwaysreferred toit, “them” or “everything that’s
happening.” She said that her family’ d dready sold their house and were buying a cabin up near Fort

Y ukon, Alaska. | thought that was the stupidest thing I’ d ever heard, especially from someone like Inez.
She wasn't one of the ignorant ones, shewas a*” clean” Mexican. I'm sorry to use that term, but that was
how | thought back then, that waswho | was.

Did your husband ever show any concern?

No, but thekids did, not verbally, or conscioudy, | think. Jenna started getting into fights. Aiden wouldn't
go to deep unlesswe left thelights on. Little thingslike that. | don’t think they were exposed to any more
information than Tim, or |, but maybe they didn’t have the adult distractionsto shut it out.

How did you and your husband respond?

Zoloft and Ritalin SR for Aiden, and Adderdl XR for Jenna. It did thetrick for awhile. The only thing
that pissed me off was that our insurance didn’t cover it because the kids were already on Phaanx.

How long had they been on Phalanx?

Sinceit became available. We were dl on Phalanx, “ Piece of Phalanx, Peace of Mind.” That was our
way of being prepared...and Tim buying agun. He kept promising to take me to the range to learn how
to shoot. “ Sunday,” he' d aways say, “we regoin’ this Sunday.” | knew he wasfull of it. Sundayswere
reserved for his migtress, that el ghteen-footer, twin-engine bitch he seemed to aink al hisloveinto. |
didn’t redly care. We had our pills, and at least he knew how to use the Glock. It was part of life, like
smoke darms or airbags. Maybe you think about it oncein awhile, it wasadwaysjud...“just in case.”
And besides, redly, there was dready so much out there to worry about, every month, it seemed, anew
nail-biter. How can you keep track of al of it? How do you know which oneisredly rea?

How did you know?

It had just gotten dark. The game was on. Tim was in the Barcal_ounger with a Corona. Aiden was on
the floor playing with his Ultimate Soldiers. Jennawasin her room doing homework. | was unloading the
Maytag so | didn’t hear Finley barking. Well, maybe| did, but | never gave it any thought. Our house
was in the community’ slast row, right at the foot of the hills. Welived in aquiet, just devel oped part of
North County near San Diego. There was always a rabbit, sometimes a deer, running across the lawn, so
Finley was dways throwing some kind of ashit fit. | think | glanced at the Pogt-it to get him one of those
citrondlabark collars. I'm not sure when the other dogs started barking, or when | heard the car darm
down the gtreet. It was when | heard something that sounded like agunshot that | went into the den. Tim
hadn’t heard anything. He had the volume jacked up too high. | kept telling him he had to get his hearing
checked, you just don’t spend your twenties in apeed metal band without....[sighs]. Aiden’d heard
something. He asked me what it was. | was about to say | didn’t know when | saw hiseyesgo wide. He
was looking past me, at the glass diding door that led to the backyard. | turned just intimeto seeit
shatter.

It was about five foot ten, dumped, narrow shoulders with this puffy, wagging belly. It wasn't wearing a
shirt and its mottled gray flesh was dl torn and pockmarked. It smelled like the beach, like rotten kelp
and sdtwater. Aiden jumped up and ran behind me. Tim was out of the chair, sanding between usand
that thing. In asplit second, it waslike al theliesfell away. Tim looked frantically around the room for a
weapon just asit grabbed him by the shirt. They fell on the carpet, wrestling. He shouted for usto get in
the bedroom, for me to get the gun. We were in the hallway when | heard Jenna scream. | ran to her
room, threw open the door. Another one, big, I'd say six and ahalf feet with giant shoulders and bulging



arms. The window was broken and it had Jenna by the hair. She was screaming
“Mommymommymommy!”

What did you do?

[...I'm not totally sure. When | try to remember, everything goes by too fast. | had it by the neck. It
pulled Jennatoward its open mouth. | squeezed hard...pulled... Thekids say | tore the thing’' s head off,
just ripped it right out with al the flesh and muscle and whatever €se hanging in tatters. | don’t think
that' s possible. Maybe with al your adrendine pumping...| think thekidsjust have built it up in their
memories over the years, making meinto SheHulk or something. | know | freed Jenna. | remember that,
and just asecond later, Tim camein the room, with thisthick, black goo dl over his shirt. He had the gun
in one hand and Finley’ sleash in the other. He threw me the car keys and told me to get the kidsin the
Suburban. He ran into the backyard as we headed for the garage. | heard hisgun go off as| started the

engine.

PARNELL AIR NATIONAL GUARD BASE: MEMPHIS, TENNESSEE, USA

[Gavin Blaire pilotsone of the D-17 combat dirigiblesthat make up the core of America’s Civil
Air Patrol. It isatask well suited to him. In civilian life, he piloted a Fujifilm blimp.]

It stretched to the horizon: sedans, trucks, buses, RV's, anything that could drive. | saw tractors, | saw a
cement mixer. Serioudy, | even saw aflatbed with nothing but agiant sign onit, abillboard advertisng a
“Gentlemen’s Club.” People were Sitting on top of it. People were riding on top of everything, on roofs,
in between luggage racks. It reminded me of some old picture of trainsin Indiawith people hanging on
them like monkeys.

All kinds of crap lined the road—suitcases, boxes, even pieces of expensive furniture. | saw agrand
piano, I’'m not kidding, just smashed like it was thrown off the top of atruck. There were dso alot of
abandoned cars. Some had been pushed over, some were stripped, some looked burned out. | saw alot
of people on foot, walking across the plains or dongside the road. Some were knocking on windows,
holding up dl kinds of stuff. A few women were exposing themselves. They must have been looking to
trade, probably gas. They couldn’t have been looking for rides, they were moving faster than cars. It
wouldn’'t make sense, but... [shrugs].

Back down the road, about thirty miles, traffic was moving alittle better. Y ou’ d think the mood would be
camer. It wasn't. People were flashing their lights, bumping the carsin front of them, getting out and
throwing down. | saw afew peoplelying by the side of the road, barely moving or not at al. People were
running past them, carrying stuff, carrying children, or just running, dl in the same direction of the traffic.

A few miles|ater, | saw why.

Those creatures were swarming among the cars. Drivers on the outer lanestried to veer off the road,
sticking in the mud, trapping the inner lanes. People couldn’t open their doors. The cars were too tightly
packed. | saw those things reach in open windows, pulling people out or pulling themsalvesin. A lot of
driverswere trapped insde. Their doors were shut and, I’m assuming, locked. Their windows were
rolled up, it was safety tempered glass. The dead couldn’t get in, but the living couldn’t get out. | saw a



few people panic, try to shoot through their windshields, destroying the only protection they had. Stupid.
They might have bought themsalves afew hoursin there, maybe even a chance to escape. Maybe there
was no escape, just aquicker end. Therewas ahorsetrailer, hitched to a pickup in the center lane. It
was rocking crazily back and forth. The horses were dtill inside.

The swarm continued among the cars, literdly eating itsway up the stalled lines, dl those poor bastards
just trying to get away. And that’ swhat haunts me most about it, they weren’t headed anywhere. This
was the 1-80, a trip of highway between Lincoln and North Platte. Both places were heavily infested, as
well asall thoselittle townsin between. What did they think they were doing? Who organized this
exodus? Did anyone? Did people see aline of cars and join them without asking?| tried to imagine what
it must have been like, stuck bumper to bumper, crying kids, barking dog, knowing what was coming just
afew miles back, and hoping, praying that someone up ahead knows where he' sgoing.

Y ou ever hear about that experiment an American journdist did in Moscow in the 1970s? He just lined
up a some building, nothing specia about it, just arandom door. Sure enough, someonegot inline
behind him, then a couple more, and before you knew it, they were backed up around the block. No one
asked what the linewas for. They just assumed it wasworthiit. | can't say if that story wastrue. Maybe
it'san urban legend, or acold war myth. Who knows?

ALANG, INDIA

[I stand on the shorewith Ajay Shah, looking out at the rusting wrecks of once-proud ships.
Sincethe gover nment does not possess the fundsto remove them and because both time and
the elements have made their steel next to useless, they remain silent memorialsto the

car nage this beach once witnessed.]

They tell me what happened here was not unusual, al around our world where the ocean meetstheland,
people trying desperately to board whatever floated for a chance of surviva at sea.

| didn’t know what Alang was, even though I’ d lived my entirelife in nearby Bhavnagar. | was an office
manager, a“zippy,” white-collar professond fromtheday | left university. Theonly timel'd ever
worked with my hands was to punch a keyboard, and not even that since al our software went voice
recognition. | knew Alang was a shipyard, that’swhy | tried to makefor it in thefirst place. I’ d expected
to find a congtruction site cranking out hull after hull to carry usdl to safety. | had no ideathat it wasjust
the opposite. Alang didn’t build ships, it killed them. Before the war, it wasthe largest bregkersyard in
theworld. Vessdlsfrom al nations were bought by Indian scrap-iron companies, run up on this beach,
stripped, cut, and disassembled until not the smallest bolt remained. The severa dozen vessdls| saw
were not fully loaded, fully functional ships, but naked hulkslining up to die.

There were no dry docks, no dipways. Alang was not so much ayard as along stretch of sand.
Standard procedure was to ram the ships up onto the shore, stranding them like beached whales. |
thought my only hope was the haf dozen new arrivasthat still remained anchored offshore, the oneswith
skeleton crews and, | hoped, alittle bit of fuel left in their bunkers. One of these ships, the Veronique
Ddmas, wastrying to pull one of her beached sisters out to sea. Ropes and chains were haphazardly
lashed to the stern of the APL Tulip, a Singapore container ship that had already been partially gutted. |
arrived just asthe Delmas fired up her engines. | could see the white water churning as she strained



againg thelines. | could hear some of the weaker ropes snap like gunshots.

The stronger chainsthough. ..they held out longer than the hull. Beaching the Tulip must have badly
fractured her ked. When the Delmas began to pull, | heard this horrible groan, this creaking screech of
metd. The Tulip literally split in two, the bow remaining on shore while the stern was pulled out to sea.

There was nothing anyone could do, the Delmas was aready at flank speed, dragging the Tulip 'sstern
out into deep water where it rolled over and sank within seconds. There must have been &t least a
thousand people aboard, packing every cabin and passageway and square inch of open deck space.
Their crieswere muffled by the thunder of escaping air.

Why didn’t the refugees just wait aboard the beached ships, pull up the ladders, make them
inaccessible?

Y ou spesk with rational hindsight. Y ou weren't there that night. The yard was crammed right up to the
shordine, thismad dash of humanity backlit by inland fires. Hundreds were trying to swim out to the
ships. The surf was choked with those who didn’t maket.

Dozens of little boats were going back and forth, shuttling people from shore to ships. “ Give me your
money,” some of them would say, “ everything you have, then I’ ll take you.”

Money was still worth something?

Money, or food, or anything they considered valuable. | saw one ship’s crew that only wanted women,
young women. | saw another that would only take light-skinned refugees. The bastards were shining their
torches in peopl€ sfaces, trying to root out darkies like me. | even saw one captain, standing on the deck
of hisship’slaunch, waving agun and shouting “ No scheduled castes, we won't take untouchables!”
Untouchables? Castes? Who the hell till thinkslike that? And thisisthe crazy part, some older people
actualy got out of the queue! Can you believethat?

I’m just highlighting the most extreme negative examples, you understand. For every one profiteer, or
repulsive psychopath, there were ten good and decent people whose karmawas still untainted. A lot of
fishermen and smdl boat ownerswho could have smply escaped with their families chose to put
themsalvesin danger by continuing to return to shore. When you think about what they were risking:
being murdered for their boats, or just marooned on the beach, or else attacked from benegth by so
many underwater ghouls....

There were quite afew. Many infected refugees had tried to swim for the ships and then reanimated after
they drowned. It was|ow tide, just deep enough for aman to drown, but shallow enough for a standing
ghoul to reach up for prey. Y ou saw many swimmers suddenly vanish below the surface, or boats
capsize with their passengers dragged under. And still rescuers continued to return to shore, or even
jumped from ships to save people in the water.

That was how | was saved. | was one of those who tried to swim. The shipslooked much closer than
they actualy were. | was astrong swimmer, but after walking from Bhavnagar, &fter fighting for my life
for most of that day, | barely had enough strength to float on my back. By thetime | reached my intended
savation, there wasn't enough air in my lungsto cdl for help. There was no gangway. The smooth sde
towered over me. | banged on the stedl, shouting up with thelast bit of breath | had.

Just as| dipped below the surface, | felt apowerful arm wrap around my chest. Thisisit, | thought; any
second, | thought | would fed teeth dig into my flesh. Instead of pulling me down, the arm hauled me
back up to the surface. | ended up aboard the Sr Wilfred Grenfell, an ex-Canadian Coast Guard



cutter. | tried to talk, to apologize for not having any money, to explain that | could work for my passage,
do anything they needed. The crewman just smiled. “Hold on,” he said to me, “we're about to get under
way.” | could fed the deck vibrate then lurch aswe moved.

That wasthe worst part, watching the other ships we passed. Some of the onboard infected refugees had
begun to reanimate. Some vessals were floating daughterhouses, othersjust burned at anchor. People
were legping into the sea. Many who sank beneath the surface never regppeared.

TOPEKA, KANSAS, USA

[Sharon could be consdered beautiful by almost any standard—with long red hair, sparkling
green eyes, and the body of a dancer or a prewar supermodel. She also hasthe mind of a
four-year-old girl.

We areat the Rothman Rehabilitation Homefor Feral Children. Doctor Roberta Kelner,
Sharon’s caseworker, describes her condition as*“lucky.” “ At least she haslanguage skills, a
cohesive thought process,” she explains. “It’srudimentary, but at least it’sfully functional.”
Doctor Kelner iseager for theinterview, but Doctor Sommers, Rothman’s program director, is
not. Funding has always been spotty for thisprogram, and the present administration is
threatening to closeit down altogether.

Sharon isshy at first. Shewill not shake my hand and seldom makes eye contact. Although
Sharon wasfound in the ruins of Wichita, thereisno way of knowing where her story originally
occurred.]

Wewere in church, Mommy and me. Daddy told usthat he would come find us. Daddy had to go do
something. We had to wait for himin church.

Everybody wasthere. They all had stuff. They had ceredl, and water, and juice, and deeping bags and
flashlightsand...[she mimes arifle]. Mrs. Randolph had one. She wasn't supposed to. They were
dangerous. She told me they were dangerous. She was Ashley’s mommy. Ashley was my friend. | asked
her where was Ashley. She started to cry. Mommy told me not to ask her about Ashley and told Mrs.
Randolph that she was sorry. Mrs. Randol ph was dirty, she had red and brown on her dress. Shewas
fat. She had big, soft arms.

There were other kids, Jill and Abbie, and other kids. Mrs. McGraw was watching them. They had
crayons. They were coloring on the wall. Mommy told meto go play with them. Shetold meit was okay.
She said Pastor Dan said it was okay.

Pastor Dan was there, he was trying to make people listen to him. “Please everyone...” [shemimicsa
deep, low voice] “please stay calm, the ‘thorties’ are coming, just stay cam and wait for the ‘thorties””
No one was ligtening to him. Everyone was talking, nobody was sitting. People weretrying to talk on
their things [mimes holding a cell phone], they were angry at their things, throwing them, and saying
bad words. | felt bad for Pastor Dan. [She mimicsthe sound of a siren.] Outside. [She does it



again, starting soft, then growing, then fading out again multiple times]

Mommy wastalking to Mrs. Cormode and other mommies. They were fighting. Mommy was getting
mad. Mrs. Cormode kept saying [in an angry drawl], “Wel what if? What else can you do?” Mommy
was shaking her head. Mrs. Cormode was talking with her hands. | didn’t like Mrs. Cormode. She was
Pastor Dan’ swife. She was bossy and mean.

Somebody yelled...“Herethey come!” Mommy came and picked me up. They took our bench and put it
next to the door. They put al the benches next to the door. “ Quick!” “Jam the door!” [She mimics
several different voices] “I need ahammer!” “Naild” “They'rein the parking lot!” “They’re coming
thisway!” [Sheturnsto Doctor Kelner.] Canl?

[Doctor Sommerslooksunsure. Doctor Kelner smilesand nods. | later learn that theroom is
soundpr oofed for thisreason.]

[Sharon mimicsthe moan of a zombie. It isundoubtedly the most realistic | have ever heard.
Clearly, by their discomfort, Sommersand Kelner agreel]

They were coming. They came bigger.[Again she moans. Then follows up by pounding her right fist
on the table.] They wanted to comein. [Her blows ar e power ful, mechanical.] People screamed.
Mommy hugged metight. “It' sokay.” [Her voice softens as she beginsto stroke her own hair.] “I
won't et them get you. Shhhh....”

[Now she bangsboth fistson the table, her strikes becoming more chaotic asif to smulate
multiple ghouls] “Bracethedoor!” “Hold it! Hold it!” [She simulates the sound of shattering
glass.] Thewindows broke, the windowsin the front next to the door. The lights got black. Grown-ups
got scared. They screamed.

[Her voicereturnsto her mother’s] “Shhhh...baby. | won't let them get you.” [Her hands go from
her hair to her face, gently stroking her forehead and cheeks. Sharon givesKener a
guestioning look. Kelner nods. Sharon’ s voice suddenly smulatesthe sound of something large
breaking, a deep phlegm-filled rumble from the bottom of her throat.] “They’re comingin! Shoot
em, shoot 'em!” [She makesthe sound of gunfirethen...] “I won't let them get you, | won't let them
get you.” [Sharon suddenly looks away, over my shoulder to something that isn’t there] “The
children! Don't let them get the children!” That was Mrs. Cormode. “ Save the children! Savethe
children!” [Shar on makes mor e gunshots. She ballsher handsinto alarge doublefist, bringing it
down hard on an invisbleform. ] Now the kids started crying. [She smulates stabbing, punching,
striking with objects.] Abbie cried hard. Mrs. Cormode picked her up. [She mimeslifting
something, or someone, up and swinging them against thewall.] And then Abbie stopped. [She
goes back to stroking her own face, her mother’ s voice has become harder.] “Shhh...it'sokay,
baby, it'sokay...” [Her hands move down from her faceto her throat, tighteninginto a
granglinggrip.] “1 won't let them get you. | WON'T LET THEM GET YOU!”

[Sharon beginsto gasp for air.]



[Doctor Sommers makesamoveto stop her. Doctor Kelner putsup a hand. Sharon suddenly
ceases, throwing her armsout to the sound of a gunshot.]

Warm and wet, sty in my mouth, stinging my eyes. Arms picked me up and carried me. [She gets up
from thetable, mimicking a motion closeto a football.] Carried meinto the parking lot. “Run,
Sharon, don’'t stop!” [Thisisadifferent voice now, not her mother’s.] “Just run, run-run-run!” They
pulled her away from me. Her arms let me go. They were big, soft arms.

KHUZHIR, OLKHON ISLAND, L AKE BAIKAL, THEHOLY RUSSIAN E
MPIRE

[Theroom isbare except for atable, two chairs, and alargewall mirror, which isalmost sureto
be one-way glass. | Sit acrossfrom my subject, writing on the pad provided for me (my
transcriber hasbeen forbidden for “ security reasons’). Maria Zhuganova'sfaceisworn, her
hair isgraying, her body strainsthe seams of the fraying uniform sheinsistson wearing for this
interview. Technically we are alone, although | sense watching eyes behind the room’s one-way
glass]

Wedidn't know that there was a Great Panic. We were completely isolated. About a month before it
began, about the same time as that American newswoman broke the story, our camp was placed on
indefinite communication blackout. All the televisions were removed from the barracks, dl the persond
radios and cell phones, too. | had one of those cheap disposable types with five prepaid minutes. It was
al my parents could afford. | was supposed to useit to cal them on my birthday, my first birthday away
fromhome.

We were stationed in North Ossetia, Alania, one of our wild southern republics. Our officia duty was
“peacekeeping,” preventing ethnic strife between the Ossetia and Ingush minorities. Our rotation was up
about the same time they cut us off from the world. A matter of “State security” they cdledit.

Who were “they” ?

Everyone: our officers, the Military Police, even aplain-clothed civilian who just seemed to appear one
day out of nowhere. He was amean little bastard, with athin, rat face. That’ swhat we cdled him: “Rat
Face”

Did you ever try to find out who he was?

What, me personaly? Never. Neither did anyone else. Oh, we griped; soldiers always gripe. But there
also wasn't timefor any serious complaints. Right after the blackout was put into effect, we were placed
on full combat dert. Up until then it had been easy duty—lazy, monotonous, and broken only by the



occasiona mountain stroll. Now we were in those mountainsfor days at atime with full battle dressand
ammo. Wewerein every village, every house. We questioned every peasant and traveler and...l don’t
know...goat that crossed our path.

Questioned them? For what?

| didn’t know. “Iseveryonein your family present?’ “Has anyone gone missng?’ *Has anyone been
attacked by arabid animal or man?’ That was the part that confused me the most. Rabid? | understood
the animal part, but man? There were alot of physical inspections, too, stripping these peopleto their
bare skin while the medics searched every inch of their bodiesfor...something...we weren't told whét.

It didn’t make sense, nothing did. We once found awhole cache of weapons, 74s, afew older 47s,
plenty of ammo, probably bought from some corrupt opportunist right in our battalion. We didn’t know
who the weapons belonged to; drug runners, or the local gangsters, maybe even those supposed
“Reprisal Squads’ that were the reason for our deployment in the first place. And what did we do? We
leftital. That littlecivilian, “Rat Face,” he had a private meeting with some of the village elders. | don't
know what was discussed, but | can tell you that they looked scared half to death: crossing themsealves,

praying Slently.

Wedidn't understand. We were confused, angry. We didn’t understand what the hell we were doing out
there. We had this one old veteran in our platoon, Baburin. He d fought in Afghanistan and twicein
Chechnya. It was rumored that during Y eltsin’s crackdown, hisBMP footnote019 wasthefirg tofire
on the Duma. We used to like to listen to his stories. He was dways good-natured, dways drunk...when
he thought he could get avay with it. He changed after the incident with the weapons. He stopped
smiling, there were no more stories. | don't think he ever touched a drop after that, and when he spoke
to you, which wasrare, the only thing he ever said was, “Thisisn't good. Something' s going to happen.”
Whenever | tried to ask him about it, he would just shrug and walk away. Morale was pretty low after
that. People were tense, suspicious. Rat Face was aways there, in the shadows, listening, watching,
whispering into the ears of our officers.

Hewas with usthe day we swept alittle no-name town, this primitive hamlet at what looked like the
edge of theworld. We' d executed our standard searches and interrogations. We were just about to pack
itin. Suddenly thischild, thislittle girl came running down the only road in town. She was crying,
obvioudly terrified. She was chattering to her parents...1 wish | could have taken the timeto learn their
language. . .and pointing acrossthefied. Therewas atiny figure, another little girl, saggering acrossthe
mud toward us. Lieutenant Tikhonov raised his binoculars and | watched hisface loseits color. Rat Face
came up next to him, gave alook through his own glasses, then whispered something in the lieutenant’s
ear. Petrenko, platoon sharpshooter, was ordered to raise his weapon and center the girl in hissights. He
did. “Do you have her?’ “1 have her.” “Shoot.” That's how it went, | think. | remember therewasa
pause. Petrenko looked up at the lieutenant and asked him to repest the order. “Y ou heard me,” he said
angrily. | wasfarther away than Petrenko and even I’d heard him. | said diminate the target, now!” |
could seethetip of hisrifle was shaking. He was a skinny little runt, not the bravest or the strongest, but
suddenly he lowered hisweapon and said hewouldn’'t do it. Just likethat. “No, Sir.” It felt like the sun
froze in the sky. No one knew what to do, especialy Lieutenant Tikhonov. Everyone was|ooking at one
another, then wewere dl looking out at thefield.

Rat Face was walking out there, dowly, amost casudly. Thelittle girl was now close enough so we
could see her face. Her eyes were wide, locked on Rat Face. Her aams wereraised, and | could just
make out this high-pitched, rasping moan. He met her hafway acrossthe field. It was over before most
of usrealized what had happened. In one smooth motion, Rat Face pulled apistol from underneath his
coat, shot her right between the eyes, then turned around and sauntered back toward us. A woman,
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probably thelittle girl’ s mother, exploded into sobs. Shefell to her knees, spitting and cursing at us. Rat
Face didn’t seem to care or even notice. He just whispered something to Lieutenant Tikhonov, then
remounted the BMP asif he was hailing a M oscow taxicab.

That night...lying awake in my bunk, | tried not to think about what had happened. | tried not to think
about the fact that the M Ps had taken Petrenko away, or that our weapons had been locked in the
armory. | knew | should have felt bad for the child, angry, even vengeful toward Rat Face, and maybe
even alittle bit guilty because | didn’t lift afinger to stop it. | knew those were the kinds of emotions|
should have been fedling; at that point the only thing | could fed wasfear. | kept thinking about what
Baburin had said, that something bad was going to happen. | just wanted to go home, see my parents.
What if there’ d been some horrible terrorist attack? What if it wasawar? My family lived in Bikin,
amost within sight of the Chinese border. | needed to speak to them, to make sure they were okay. |
worried so much that | started throwing up, so much so that they checked meinto the infirmary. That's
why | missed the patrol that day, that’ swhy | was still on bed rest when they came back the following
afternoon.

| wasin my bunk, rereading an outdated copy of Semnadstat. 2 | heard acommotion, vehicle engines,
voices. A crowd was aready assembled on the parade ground. | pushed my way through and saw
Arkady standing in the center of the mob. Arkady was the heavy machine gunner from my squad, abig
bear of aman. We were friends because he kept the other men away from me, if you understand what |
mean. He said | reminded him of hissster. [Smiles sadly.] | liked him.

There was someone crawling at hisfeet. It looked like an old woman, but there was a burlap hood over
her head and a chain leash wrapped around her neck. Her dress was torn and the skin of her legs had
been scraped clean off. Therewas no blood, just this black pus. Arkady waswell into aloud, angry
gpeech. “No moreliest No more ordersto shoot civilianson sight! And that’ swhy | put the little zhopoliz
down...”

| looked for Lieutenant Tikhonov but | couldn’t see him anywhere. | got abal of icein my stcomach.

“...because | wanted you all to see!” Arkady lifted the chain, pulling the old babushka up by her throat.
He grabbed the hood and ripped it off. Her face was gray, just like the rest of her, her eyeswerewide
and fierce. She snarled like awolf and tried to grab Arkady. He wrapped one powerful hand around her
throat, holding her a arm’ slength.

“I want you al to seewhy we are herel” He grabbed the knife from his belt and plunged it into the
woman's heart. | gasped, we dl did. It was buried up to the hilt and she continued to squirm and growl.
“You seel” he shouted, stabbing her severd moretimes. “Y ou see! Thisiswhat they’re not telling us!
Thisiswhat they have us breaking our backsto find!” Y ou could see heads start to nod, afew grunts of
agreement. Arkady continued, “What if these things are everywhere? What if they’ re back home, with
our familiesright now!” He wastrying to make eye contact with as many of us as possible. Hewasn't
paying enough attention to the old woman. His grip loosened, she pulled free and bit him on the hand.
Arkady roared. Hisfigt caved in the old woman' sface. Shefdl to hisfeet, writhing and gurgling that
black goo. He finished the job with hisboot. We dl heard her skull crack.

Blood was trickling down the gouge in Arkady’ sfist. He shook it at the sky, screaming asthe veinsin his
neck began to bulge. “Wewant to go home!” he bellowed. “We want to protect our families!” Othersin
the crowd began to pick it up. “Yes! We want to protect our families! Thisisafree country! Thisisa
democracy! You can't keep usin prison!” | was shouting, too, chanting with the rest. That old woman,
the creature that could take aknife in the heart without dying...what if they were back home? What if
they were threatening our loved ones...my parents? All thefear, dl the doubt, every tangled, negative
emotion dl fused into rage. “We want to go home! We want to go home!” Chanting, chanting, and
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then...A round cracked past my ear and Arkady’ sleft eyeimploded. | don’t remember running, or
inhaling thetear gas. | don’t remember when the Spetznaz commandos gppeared, but suddenly they
were dl around us, besting us down, shackling us together, one of them stepping on my chest so hard |
thought | was going to dieright then and there.

Was that the Decimation?

No, that was the beginning. We weren't thefirst army unit to rebdl. It had actudly started about the time
the MPsfirst closed down the base. About the time we staged our little “ demongtration,” the government
had decided how to restore order.

[She straightens her uniform, composes her self befor e speaking.]

To“decimate’ ...l used to think it meant just to wipe out, cause horrible damage, destroy .. .it actualy
meansto kill by a percentage of ten, one out of every ten must die...and that’s exactly what they did to
us

The Spetznaz had us assemble on the parade ground, full dress uniform no less. Our new commanding
officer gave a speech about duty and respongbility, about our sworn oath to protect the motherland, and
how we had betrayed that oath with our selfish treachery and individua cowardice. I’ d never heard
words likethat before. “Duty?’ “ Responghility?’ Russia, my Russa, was nothing but an apolitical mess.
Welived in chaos and corruption, we were just trying to get through the day. Even the army was no
bastion of patriotism; it was aplaceto learn atrade, get food and a bed, and maybe even alittle money
to send home when the government decided it was convenient to pay its soldiers. “ Oath to protect the
motherland?” Those weren’t the words of my generation. That waswhat you' d hear from old Great
Patriotic War veterans, the kind of broken, demented geezers who used to besiege Red Square with
their tattered Soviet banners and their rows and rows of medals pinned to their faded, moth-eaten
uniforms. Duty to the motherland was ajoke. But | wasn't laughing. | knew the executions were coming.
The armed men surrounding us, the men in the guard towers, | was ready, every musclein my body was
tensing for the shot. And then | heard those words....

“Y ou spoiled children think democracy isaGod-given right. Y ou expect it, you demand it! Well, now
you' re going to get your chanceto practiceit.”

His exact words, stamped behind my eydidsfor therest of my life.
What did he mean?

We would be the ones to decide who would be punished. Broken up into groups of ten, we would have
to vote on which one of uswas going to be executed. And then we....the soldiers, we would be the ones
to persondly murder our friends. They rolled these little pushcarts past us. | can il hear their cresking
whedls. They werefull of stones, about the size of your hand, sharp and heavy. Some cried out, pleaded
with us, begged like children. Some, like Baburin, smply knelt there slently, on this knees, saring right
into my face as| brought the rock down into his.

[She sighs softly, glancing over her shoulder at the one-way glass]



Brilliance. Sheer fucking brilliance. Conventiond executions might have reinforced discipline, might have
restored order from the top down, but by making us al accomplices, they held us together not just by
fear, but by guilt aswell. We could have said no, could have refused and been shot ourselves, but we
didn’t. Wewent right dong with it. We al made a conscious choice and because that choice carried such
ahigh price, 1 don't think anyone ever wanted to make another one again. We relinquished our freedom
that day, and we were more than happy to seeit go. From that moment on we lived in true freedom, the
freedom to point to someone else and say “ They told meto do it! It stheir fault, not mine.” The freedom,
God help us, to say “I was only following orders.”

BRIDGETOWN, BARBADOS, WEST INDIES FEDERATION

[Trevor’sBar personifiestheWild West Indies,” or, mor e specifically, each idand’s*“ Special
Economic Zone.” Thisisnot a place most people would associate with the order and tranquility
of postwar Caribbean life. It isnot meant to be. Fenced off from therest of theidand and
catering to a culture of chaotic violence and debauchery, the Special Economic Zonesare
engineer ed specifically to separate “ off-idanders’ from their money. My discomfort seemsto
please T. Sean Callins. The giant Texan didesa shot of “kill-devil” rum in my direction, then
swings his massive, boot-clad feet onto thetable.]

They haven’'t come up with aname for what | used to do. Not ared one, not yet. “Independent
contractor” soundslike | should belayin” drywall and smearin’ plagter. “Private security” soundslike
some dumbass mall guard. “Mercenary” isthe closest, | guess, but at the sametime, about asfar from
the real me asyou could have gotten. A mercenary sounds like some crazed-out ' Nam vet, al tatsand
handle stache, humpin’ in some Third World cesspool ’ cause he can't hack it back in the rea world.
That wasn't meat dl. Yeah, | wasavet, and yeah, | used my training for cash....funny thing about the
army, they always promise to teach you “marketable skills,” but they never mention that, by far, there's
nothing more marketable than knowing how to kill some people while keegping others from being killed.

Maybe | was amercenary, but you'd never know it to look at me. | was clean-cut, nice car, nice house,
even ahousekeeper who came in once aweek. | had plenty of friends, marriage prospects, and my
handicap at the country club was ddmost as good as the pros. Most importantly, | worked for acompany
no different from any other before the war. There was no cloak and dagger, no back rooms and midnight
envelopes. | had vacation days and sick days, full medical and asweet denta package. | paid my taxes,
too much; | paid into my IRA. | could have worked oversess; Lord knows there was plenty of demand,
but after seeing what my buddies went through in the last brushfire, | said, screw it, let me guard some fat
CEO or worthless, dumb celebrity. And that’ swhere | found mysdlf when the Panic hit.

Youdon't mind if I don’t mention any names, 'kay? Some of these people are ftill alive, or their estates
are dill active, and...can you believe, they're ill threatening to sue. After dl that’s gone down? Okay,
s0 | can’t name names or places, but figureit' sanidand...abig idand...along idand, right next to
Manhattan. Can’'t sue me for that, right?



My client, I'm not sure what he redlly did. Something in entertainment, or high finance. Bestsme. | think
he might have even been one of the senior shareholdersin my firm. Whatever, he had bucks, lived in this
amazing pad by the beach.

Our client liked to know people who were known by all. His plan wasto provide safety for those who
could raise hisimage during and after the war, playing Moses to the scared and famous. And you know
what, they fell for it. The actors, and singers, and rappers and pro athletes, and just the professiond
faces, like the ones you see on talk shows or redlity shows, or even that little rich, spoiled, tired-looking
whore who was famous for just being arich, spoiled, tired-looking whore.

There was that record mogul guy with the big ’ ole diamond earrings. He had thistricked-out AK with a
grenade launcher. He loved to talk about how it was an exact replicaof the one from Scarface. | didn’t
have the heart to tell him that Sefior Montana had used asixteen A-1.

There was the political comedy guy, you know, the one with the show. He was snorting blow between
the air bags of thisteeny Thai stripper while spewing about how what was happening wasn't just about
theliving versusthe dead, it would send shock waves through every facet of our society: socid,
economic, palitica, even environmenta. He said that, subconscioudy, everyone dready knew the truth
during the“ Great Denid,” and that’ swhy they wigged out so hard when the story wasfindly broken. It
al actudly kindamade sense, until he started spewing about high fructose corn syrup and the feminization
of America

Crazy, | know, but you kinda expected those peopleto bethere, at least | did. What | didn’t expect was
all their “people.” Every one of them, no matter who they were or what they did, had to have, at leadt, |
don’t know how many stylists and publicists and persond assstants. Some of them, | think, were pretty
cool, just doing it for the money, or because they figured they’ d be safe there. Y oung peoplejust trying
to get aleg up. Can't fault them for that. Some of the othersthough. ..red pricksal high on the smdll of
their own piss. Just rude and pushy and ordering everyone else around. One guy sticks out in my mind,
only because he wore this basebal cap that read “ Get It Done!” | think he was the chief handler of the fat
fuck who won that talent show. That guy must have had fourteen people around him! | remember
thinking at first that it would be impossible to take care of dl these people, but after my initia tour of the
premises, | redlized our boss had planned for everything.

He d transformed hishome into asurvivaists wet dream. He had enough dehydrated food to keep an
army fed for years, aswell as an endless supply of water from adesalinizer that ran right out into the
ocean. He had wind turbines, solar pandl's, and backup generators with giant fuel tanks buried right under
the courtyard. He had enough security measuresto hold off the living dead forever: high wals, motion
sensors, and weapons, oh the weapons. Y eah, our boss had really done his homework, but what he was
most proud of wasthe fact that every room in the house was wired for a s multaneous webcast that went
out al over theworld 24/7. Thiswasthereal reason for having al his“closest” and “best” friends over.
Hedidn’'t just want to ride out the storm in comfort and luxury, he wanted everyone to know he' d done
it. That was the celebrity angle, hisway of ensuring high-profile exposure,

Not only did you have awebcam in dmost every room, but therewas al the usua pressyou' d find on
the Oscar’ sred carpet. | honestly never knew how big an industry entertainment journalism was. There
had to be dozens of them there from dl these magazinesand TV shows. “How areyou feding?’ | heard
that alot. “How are you holding up?’ “What do you think is going to happen?’ and | swear | even heard
someone ask “What are you wearing?’

For me, the most surreal moment was standing in the kitchen with some of the staff and other
bodyguards, dl of uswatching the newsthat was showing, guesswhat, us! The cameraswereliteraly in
the other room, pointed at some of the“stars’ asthey sat on the couch watching another news channd.



The feed waslivefrom New Y ork’s Upper East Side; the dead were coming right up Third Avenue,
people were taking them on hand to hand, hammers and pipes, the manager of aModdl’ s Sporting
Goods was handing out al his baseball bats and shouting “ Get em in the head!” There wasthis one guy
on rollerblades. He had ahockey stick in his hand, abig ’ole meat cleaver bolted to the blade. He was
doing an easy thirty, a that speed he might have taken aneck or two. The camera saw the whole thing,
the rotted arm that shot out of the sawer drain right in front of him, the poor guy back flipping into the air,
coming down hard on hisface, then being dragged, screaming, by his ponytail into the drain. At that
moment the camerain our living room swung back to catch the reactions of the watching celebs. There
were afew gasps, some honest, some staged. | remember thinking | had less respect for the oneswho
tried to fake sometearsthan | did for thelittle spoiled whore who cdled therollerblading guy a
“dumbass.” Hey, at least she was being honest. | remember | was standing next to this guy, Sergel, a
miserable, sad-faced, hulking motherfucker. His stories about growing up in Russia convinced me that
not al Third World cesspools had to be tropicd. It was when the camera was catching the reactions of
the beautiful people that he mumbled something to himsdf in Russan. The only word | could make out
was “Romanovs’ and | was about to ask him what he meant when we al heard the darm go off.

Something had triggered the pressure sensors we' d placed several miles around thewall. They were
sengitive enough to detect just one zombie, now they were going crazy. Our radios were squawking:
“Contact, contact, southwest corner. .. shit, there' s hundreds of them!” It was adamn big housg, it took
me afew minutesto get to my firing position. | didn’t understand why the lookout was so nervous. So
what if there were a couple hundred. They’ d never get over thewall. Then | heard him shout “ They're
running! Holy fuckin’ shit, they’refast!” Fast zombies, that turned my gut. If they could run, they could
climb, if they could climb, maybe they could think, and if they could think...now | was scared. |
remember our boss sfriendswere dl raiding the armory, racing around like extrasin an’ 80s action flick
by the time | made the third-floor guestroom window.

| flipped the safety off my wegpon and flipped the guards off my sight. It was one of the newest Gen's, a
fusion of light amplification and therma imaging. | didn’t need the second part because Gs gave off no
body heet. So when | saw the searing, bright green signatures of severa hundred runners, my throat
tightened. Those weren't living deed.

“Thereitid” | heard them shout. “ That’ s the house on the news!” They were carrying ladders, guns,
babies. A couple of them had these heavy satchels strapped to their backs. They were booking it for the
front gate, big tough sted! that was supposed to stop a thousand ghouls. The explosion tore them right off
their hinges, sent them flipping into the house like giant ninjastars. “Fire!” the boss was screaming into the
radio. “Knock "em down! Kill em! Shoot shoot shoot!”

The“attackers,” for lack of a better |abdl, ssampeded for the house. The courtyard was full of parked
vehicles, sports cars and Hummers, and even amonster truck belonging to some NFL cat. Freakin
firebals, dl of them, blowing over ontheir Sdesor just burning in place, thisthick oily smoke from their
tires blinding and choking everyone. All you could hear was gunfire, ours and theirs, and not just our
private security team. Any big shot who was't crapping his pants either had it in his head to be ahero,
or felt he had to protect hisrep in front of his peeps. A lot of them demanded that their entourage protect
them. Some did, these poor twenty-year-old persona assistantswho'd never fired agunin their lives.
They didn’t last very long. But then there were a so the peons who turned and joined the attackers. | saw
thisone red queeny hairdresser stab an actress in the mouth with aletter opener, and, ironicaly, |
watched Migter “Get It Done’ try to wrestle a grenade away from the talent show guy before it went off
inther hands

It was bedlam, exactly what you thought the end of the world was supposed to ook like. Part of the
house was burning, blood everywhere, bodies or bits of them spewed over dl that expensive stuff. | met



the whore' srat dog as we were both heading for the back door. He looked a me, | looked at him. If it'd
been a conversation, it probably wouldagone like, “What about your master?’ “What about yours?’
“Fuck "em.” That wasthe attitude among alot of the hired guns, the reason | hadn’t fired ashot al night.
We d been paid to protect rich people from zombies, not against other not-so-rich people who just
wanted asafe placeto hide. Y ou could hear them shouting as they charged in through the front door. Not
“grab the booze” or “rape the bitches’; it was“put out thefirel” and “ get the women and kids upstairs!”

| stepped over Mister Politica Comedy Guy on my way out to the beach. He and this chick, this leathery
old blonde who | thought was supposed to be his palitical enemy, weregoin’ at it like there was no
tomorrow, and, hey, maybe for them, there wasn't. | made it out to the sand, found a surfboard,
probably worth more than the house | grew up in, and started paddling for the lights on the horizon.
There were alot of boats on the water that night, alot of people gettin’ outta Dodge. | hoped one of
them might give me aride asfar asNew Y ork Harbor. Hopefully | could bribe them with apair of
diamond earrings.

[Hefinishes hisshot of rum and signalsfor another ]

Sometimes | ask myself, why didn’t they al just shut the fuck up, you know? Not just my baoss, but all of
those pampered parasites. They had the meansto stay way outta harm’sway, so why didn’t they useit;
go to Antarcticaor Greenland or just stay where they were but stay the hell outta the public eye? But
then again, maybe they couldn’t, like aswitch you just can't turn off. Maybeit’swhat made them who
they werein thefirst place. But what the hell do | know?

[Thewaiter arriveswith another shot and T. Sean flicksa silver rand coin to him.]

“If you got it, flaunt it.”

ICE CITY, GREENLAND

[From the surface, all that isvisible arethefunnels, the massive, car efully sculpted wind
catchersthat continueto bring fresh, albeit cold, air to the three-hundred-kilometer maze
below. Few of the quarter million people who once inhabited this hand-carved marvel of
engineering haveremained. Some stay to encour age the small but growing tourist trade. Some
are here ascustodians, living on the pension that goeswith UNESCO’srenewed World
Heritage Program. Some, like Ahmed Farahnakian, formerly Major Farahnakian of thelranian
Revolution Guards CorpsAir Force, have nowhere elseto go.]



Indiaand Pakistan. Like North and South Koreaor NATO and the old Warsaw Pact. If two sdeswere
going to use nuclear weagpons against each other, it had to be Indiaand Pakistan. Everyone knew it,
everyone expected it, and that is exactly why it didn’t happen. Because the danger was so omnipresent,
al the machinery had been put in place over the yearsto avoid it. The hotline between the two capitds
wasin place, ambassadors were on afirg-name basis, and generds, paliticians, and everyoneinvolved in
the process was trained to make sure the day they all feared never came. No one could have
imagined—I certainly didn’'t—that events would unfold asthey did.

Theinfection hadn’t hit us as hard as some other countries. Our land was very mountainous.
Trangportation was difficult. Our population was relatively smdl; given the size of our country and when
you consder that many of our cities could be easly isolated by a proportionately large military, it isnot
difficult to see how optimistic our leadership was.

The problem was refugees, millions of them from the east, millions Streaming across Bauchigtan,
throwing our plansinto disarray. So many areas were dready infected, great svarms douching toward
our cities. Our border guards were overwhelmed, entire outposts buried under waves of ghouls. There
was no way to close the border and at the same time deal with our own outbreaks.

We demanded that the Pakistanis get control of their people. They assured usthey were doing all they
could. We knew they werelying.

The mgority of refugees came from India, just passing through Pakistan in an attempt to reach someplace
safe. Those in Idamabad were quite willing to let them go. Better to pass the problem aong to another
nation than have to dedl with it themsalves. Perhapsif we could have combined our forces, coordinated a
joint operation at some appropriately defensible location. | know the plans were on the table. Pakistan's
south central mountains. the Pab, the Kirthar, the Central Brahui range. We could have stopped any
number of refugees, or living dead. Our plan was refused. Some paranoid military ataché at their
embassy told us outright that any foreign troops on their soil would be seen as a declaration of war. |
don’t know if their president ever saw our proposal; our leaders never spoke to him directly. Y ou see
what | mean about Indiaand Pakistan. We didn't have ther relationship. The diplomatic machinery was
not in place. For dl we know thislittle shit-eating colone informed his government that we were
attempting to annex their western provinces!

But what could we do? Every day hundreds of thousands of people crossed our border, and of those
perhaps tens of thousands were infected! We had to take decisive action. We had to protect ourselves!

Thereisaroad that runs between our two countries. It issmal by your standards, not even paved in
most places, but it was the main southern artery in Baluchistan. To cut it at just one place, the Ketch
River Bridge, would have effectively sealed off 60 percent of dl refugeetraffic. | flew the misson mysdlf,
a night with aheavy escort. Y ou didn’'t need image intensifiers. Y ou could see the headlights from miles
away, along, thin whitetrail in the darkness. | could even see smal-armsflashes. The areawas heavily
infested. | targeted the bridge’ s center foundation, which would be the hardest part to repair. The bombs
separated cleanly. They were high-explosive, conventiona ordnance, just enough to do the job.
American arcraft, from when we used to be your allies of convenience, used to destroy a bridge built
with American ad for the same purpose. The irony was not lost on the high command. Personaly, |
could have cared less. Assoon as | felt my Phantom lighten, | hit my burners, waited for my observer
plane sreport, and prayed with all my might that the Pakistaniswouldn't retaiate.

Of course my prayers went unanswered. Three hourslater their garrison at Qila Safed shot up our
border station. | know now that our president and Ayatollah were willing to stand down. We d gotten
what we wanted, they’ d gotten their revenge. Tit for tat, let it go. But who was going to tell the other



sde? Their embassy in Tehran had destroyed its codes and radios. That sonofabitching colonel had shot
himself rather than betray any “ Sate secrets.” We had no hotline, no diplomatic channds. Wedidn't
know how to contact the Pakistani |eadership. We didn’t even know if there was any leadership | eft. It
was such amess, confusion turning to anger, anger turning on our neighbors. Every hour the conflict
escaated. Border clashes, air strikes. It happened so fast, just three days of conventiona warfare, neither
Sdehaving any clear objective, just panicked rage.

[Heshrugsl]

We created a beast, a nuclear monster that neither side could tame... Tehran, Iamabad, Qom, Lahore,
Bandar Abbas, Ormara, Emam Khomeyni, Faisalabad. No one knows how many died in the blasts or
would die when the radiation clouds began to spread over our countries, over India, Southeast Asia, the
Pecific, over America

No one thought it could happen, not between us. For God' s sake, they helped us build our nuclear
program from the ground up! They supplied the materias, the technology, the third party brokering with
North Korea and Russian renegades. . .we wouldn't have been anuclear power if it wasn't for our
fraternad Mudim brothers. No one would have expected it, but then again, no one would have expected
the dead to rise, now would they? Only one could have foreseen this, and | don’t believe in him anymore.

DENVER, COLORADO, USA

[My train islate. Thewestern drawbridgeisbeing tested. Todd Wainio doesn’t seem to mind
waiting for me at the platform. We shake handsunder the station’smural of Victory, easily the
most recognizableimage of the American experiencein World War Z. Originally taken from a
photograph, it depictsa squad of soldiers standing on the New Jer sey side of the Hudson
River, their backsturned to usasthey watch dawn break over Manhattan. My host looks very
small and frail next to these towering, two-dimensional icons. Like most men of his generation,
Todd Wainioisold before histime. With an expanding paunch, receding, graying hair, and
three, deep, paralld scarsdown theside of hisright cheek, it would be difficult to guessthat
thisformer U.S. Army infantryman isill, at least chronologically, at the beginning of hislife]

The sky wasred that day. All the smoke, the crap that’ d been filling the air all summer. It put everything
inan amber red light, like looking at the world through hell-colored glasses. That’ show | first saw

Y onkers, thislittle, depressed, rust-collar burb just north of New Y ork City. | don’t think anybody ever
heard of it. | sure ashell hadn’t, and now it’ s up there with, like, Pearl Harbor...no, not Pearl...that was
asurprise attack. Thiswas more like Little Bighorn, where we...well.. . at least the peoplein charge, they
knew what was up, or they should have. The point is, it wasn't asurprise, thewar...or emergency, or
whatever you want to cdl it...it was dready on. It had been, what, three months since everyone jumped
onthepanictran.



Y ou remember what it was like, people just freaking out. . .boarding up their houses, stealing food, guns,
shooting everything that moved. They probably killed more people, the Rambos and the runaway fires,
and the traffic accidents and just the. . .the whole shit storm that we now call “the Great Panic”; | think
that killed more people at first than Zack.

| guess| can see why the powers that be thought that one big stand-up battle was such agood idea.
They wanted to show the people that they were till in charge, get them to calm the hell down so they
could deal with therea problem. | get it, and because they needed a propaganda smackdown, | ended
upinYonkers.

It actually wasn't the worst place to make astand. Part of thetown sat right in thislittle valey, and right
over the west hills you had the Hudson River. The Saw Mill River Parkway ran right through the center
of our main line of defense and the refugees streaming down the freeway were leading the dead right to
us. It wasanatura choke point, and it was agood idea. ..the only good ideathat day.

[Todd reachesfor another “Q,” the homegrown, American variety cigarette so named for its
one-quarter tobacco content.]

Why didn’t they put us on the roofs? They had ashopping center, a couple of garages, big buildingswith
niceflat tops. They could have put awhole company right above the A& P. We could have seen the
wholevaley, and we would have been completely safe from attack. There was this gpartment building,
about twenty gtories, | think...each floor had acommanding view of the freeway. Why wasn't therea
rifle team in each window?

Y ou know where they put us? Right down on the ground, right behind sandbags or in fighting holes. We
wasted so much time, so much energy preparing these e aborate firing positions. Good “ cover and
concealment,” they told us. Cover and concealment?* Cover” means physical protection, conventiona
protection, from small arms and artillery or air-dropped ordnance. That sound like the enemy we were
about to go up againgt? Was Zack now caling in air strikes and fire missions? And why the hell were we
worried about conceal ment when the whole point of the battle was to get Zack to come directly at us! So
backasswards! All of it!

I’'m sure whoever was in charge must have been one of the last of the Fulda Fucktards, you know, those
generalswho spent their nard-drop yearstraining to defend West Germany from lvan. Tight-assed,
narrow-minded. .. probably pissed off from so many years of brushfire war. He must have been an FF
because everything we did freskin’ stunk of Cold War Static Defense. Y ou know they even tried to dig
fighting holesfor the tanks? The engineers blasted them right out of the A& P parking lot.

You had tanks?

Dude, we had everything: tanks, Bradleys, Humvees armed with everything from fifty calsto these new
Vaslek heavy mortars. At least those might have been useful. We had Avenger Humvee mounted

Stinger surface-to-air missile sets, we had this AVLB portable bridge layer system, perfect for the

three-inch-deep creek that ran by the freeway. We had abunch of XM5 eectronic warfare vehiclesall
crammed with radar and jamming gear and...and...oh yeah, and we even had awhole FOL,, Family of
Latrines, just plopped right there in the middle of everything. Why, when the water pressure was till on
and toiletswere ill flushing in every building and house in the neighborhood? So much we didn’t need!



So much shit that only blocked traffic and looked pretty, and that’ swhat | think they wereredly there
for, just to look pretty.

For the press.

Hell yeah, there must have been at |east one reporter for every two or three uniforms! 1 Onfoot andin
vans, | don’t know how many news choppers must have been circling...you' d think with so many they'd
spare afew to try and rescue people from Manhattan. ..hell yeah, | think it was al for the press, show
them our big green kill power...or tan...some were just back from the desert, they hadn’t even been
repainted yet. So much of it wasfor show, not just the vehicles but usaswell. They had usin MOPP 4,
dude, Mission Oriented Protective Posture, big bulky suits and masks that are supposed to protect you
from aradioactive or biochem environment.

Could your superiors have believed the undead virus was airborne?

If that’ strue, why didn’t they protect the reporters? Why didn’t our “superiors’ wear them, or anyone
eseimmediatdy behind theline. They were cool and comfortablein their BDUs while we seated under
layers of rubber, charcoa, and thick, heavy body armor. And what genius thought to put usin body
armor anyway? Because the press reamed ' em for not having enough in the last war? Why the hell do
you need a helmet when you' refighting aliving corpse? They’ re the oneswho need the helmets, not us!
And then you' ve got the Net Rigs. ..the Land Warrior combat integration system. It wasthiswhole
persond eectronics suite that allowed each one of usto link up with each other and the higher-upsto link
up with us. Through your eyepiece you could download maps, GPS data, red-time satdllite recon. Y ou
could find your exact position on a battlefield, your buddies positions, the bad guys...you could actudly
look through the video camera on your weapon, or anyone else's, to see what' s over ahedge or around
acorner. Land Warrior alowed every soldier to have the information of an entire command post, and let
the command post control those soldiers asasingle unit. “ Netrocentric,” that’ swhat | kept hearing from
the officersin front of the cameras. “Netrocentric” and “hyperwar.” Cool terms, but they didn’t mean shit
when you' re trying to dig afighting hole with MOPP gear and body armor, and Land Warrior and
standard combat load, and al of it on the hottest day in what was one of the hottest summers on record.

| can’t believe | was till standing when Zack began to show up.

It wasjust atrickle at first, ones and twos staggering between the abandoned cars that jammed the
deserted freeway. At least the refugees had been evacuated. Okay, that was another thing they did right.
Picking achoke point and clearing the civilians, greet job. Everything dse...

Zack started entering the first kill zone, the one designated for the MLRS. | didn’t hear the rockets
launch, my hood muffled the noise, but | saw them streak toward the target. | saw them arch on their way
down, astheir casings broke away to reved al those little bomblets on plagtic streamers. They’ re about
the sze of ahand grenade, antipersonnel with alimited antiarmor capacity. They scattered amongst the
Gs, detonating once they hit the road or an abandoned car. Their gastankswent up in likelittle
volcanoes, geysers of fire and debristhat added to the “ stedl rain.” | got to be honest, it wasarush,
dudes were cheering in their mikes, me too, watching ghouls start to tumble. I’ d say there were maybe
thirty, maybe forty or fifty, zombies spread out dl acrossthis haf mile stretch of freeway. The opening
bombardment took out at least three-quarters of them.

Only three-quarters.

[Todd finisheshiscigarettein onelong, angry drag. |mmediately, hereachesfor another ]
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Y ep, and that’ swhat should have made us worry right then and there. “Stedl rain” hit each and every
single one of them, shredded their insides; organs and flesh were scattered dl over the damn place,
dropping from their bodies asthey came toward us...but head shots...you' re trying to destroy the brain,
not the body, and aslong asthey got aworking thinker and some mohility...some were still walking,
otherstoo thrashed to stand were crawling. Y eah, we should have worried, but there wasn't time.

Thetrickle was now turning into astream. More Gs, dozens now, thick among the burning cars. Funny
thing about Zack...you awaysthink he' s gonnabe dressed in his Sunday best. That’ show the media
portrayed them, right, especidly in the beginning...Gsin business suits and dresses, like, across section
of everyday America, only dead. That's not what they looked like at all. Most infected, the early
infected, the oneswho went in that first wave, they ether died under treatment or at homein their own
beds. Most were either in hospital gowns, or pgjamas and nightshirts. Some were in sweeats or their
undies...or just naked, alot of them completely buck bare. Y ou could see their wounds, the dried marks
on their bodies, the gouges that made you shiver even insde that sweltering gear.

The second “stedl rain” didn’'t have half the impact of the first, no more gastanksto catch, and now the
more tightly packed Gsjust happened to be shielding each other from a possible head wound. | wasn't
scared, not yet. Maybe my wood was gone, but | was pretty sure it’ d be back when Zack entered the
Army’skill zone.

Again, | couldn’t hear the Paladins, too far back up the hill, but | sure heard, and saw, their shellsland.
These were standard HE 155s, a high explosive core with afragmentation case. They did even less
damage than the rockets!

Why isthat?

No balloon effect for one. When abomb goes off closeto you, it causesthe liquid in your body to burgt,
literdly, like afreakin’ balloon. That doesn't happen with Zack, maybe because he carries less bodily
fluid than us or because that fluid' smore likeagd. | don't know. But it didn't do shit, neither did the
SNT effect.

What isSNT?

Sudden Nerve Trauma, | think that’ swhat you cal it. It' sanother effect of close-in high explosives. The
traumais so great sometimesthat your organs, your brain, dl of it, just shuts down like God flickin’ your
life switch. Something to do with dectrical impulses or whatnot. | don’t know, I’'m not afuckin’ doctor.

But that didn’t happen.

Not once! | mean...don’'t get mewrong...it'snot like Zack just skipped through the barrage unscathed.
We saw bodies blown to shit, tossed into the air, ripped to pieces, even complete heads, live heads with
eyesand jaws gtill moving, popping sky high like freakin' Crista corks...we were taking them down, no
doubt, but not as many or asfast as we needed to!

The stream was now like ariver, aflood of bodies, douching, moaning, stepping over their mangled bros
asthey rolled dowly and steadily toward us like ad ow-motion wave.

The next kill zone was direct fire from the heavy arms, the tank’ s main 120s and Bradleys with their chain
gunsand FOTT missiles. The Humvees also began to open up, mortars and missiles and the Mark-19s,
which are, like, machine guns, but firing grenades. The Comanches camewhining in at whet felt like
inches above our heads with chains and Hellfires and Hydrarocket pods.

It wasafuckin’ mesat grinder, awood chipper, organic matter clouding like sawdust above the horde.



Nothing can survive this, | wasthinking, and for alittle while, it looked like | wasright...until thefire
Started to die.

Started to die?

Petering out, withering...

[For a second heisslent, and then, angrily, hiseyesrefocus.]

No one thought abouit it, no one! Don't pull my pud with stories about budget cuts and supply problems!
The only thing in short supply was common fucking sense! Not one of those West Point, War College,
medal s-up-the-ass, four-star fart bags said, “Hey, we got plenty of fancy weapons, we got enough shit
for them to shoot! 2" No one thought about how many rounds the artillery would need for sustained
operations, how many rockets for the ML RS, how many canigter shots...the tanks had these things
cdled canigter shots...basicaly agiant shotgun shell. They fired theselittle tungsten balls...not perfect
you know, wasting like a hundred bals for every G, but fuck, dude, at least it was something! Each
Abramsonly had three, three! Three out of atotd load out of forty! The rest were standard HEAT or
SABOT! Do you know what a“ Silver Bullet,” an armor-piercing, depleted-uranium dart is going to do
to agroup of waking corpses? Nothing! Do you know what it fegls like to see a Sixty-something-ton
tank fireinto acrowd with absolutely ass-al result! Three canister rounds! And what about flechettes?
That' s the weapon we always hear about these days, flechettes, these little stedl spikesthat turn any
weapon into an instant scattergun. Wetalk about them like they’ re anew invention, but we had them as
far back as, like, Korea. We had them for the Hydra rockets and the Mark-19s. Just imagine that, just
one 19 firing three hundred and fifty rounds a minute, each round holding, like, ahundred 2 spikes!
Maybe it wouldn't have turned thetide. . .but. .. Goddammit!

Thefirewasdying, Zack was till coming...and thefear...everyonewasfeding it, in the ordersfrom the
squad leaders, in the actions of the men around me... That little voice in the back of your head that just
keeps squesking “ Oh shit, oh shit.”

Wewerethelast line of defense, the afterthought when it came to firepower. We were supposed to pick
off the random lucky G who happened to dip through the giant bitchdap of our heavier stuff. Maybe one
in three of us was expected to fire hisweapon, one in every ten was expected to score akill.

They came by the thousands, spilling out over the freeway guardrails, down the Side Streets, around the
houses, through them...so many of them, their moans so loud they echoed right through our hoods.

We flipped our safeties off, sighted our targets, the order cametofire...l wasaSAW 3 gunner, alight
machine gun that you' re supposed to firein short, controlled bursts about aslong asit takesto say “Die
motherfucker die” Theinitial burst wastoo low. | caught one squarein the chest. | watched him fly
backward, hit the agphdlt, then get right back up again asif nothing had happened. Dude...when they get
back up...

[Thecigarette has burned down to hisfingers. He dropsand crushesit without noticing.]
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| did my best to control my fire, and my sphincter. “ Just go for the head,” | kept telling mysdlf. “Keep it
together, just go for thehead.” And dl thetime my SAW’ s chattering “ Die motherfucker die.”

We could have stopped them, we should have, one guy with arifle, that’ sall you need, right?
Professond soldiers, trained marksmen...how could they get through? They till ask thet, criticsand
armchair Pattons who weren't there. Y ou think it’ sthat smple? 'Y ou think that after being “trained” to
am for the center mass your whole military career you can suddenly make an expert head shot every
time? Y ou think in that straitjacket and suffocation hood it’s easy to recharge aclip or clear aweapon
jam?Y ou think that after watching al the wonders of modern warfarefdl flat on their high-tech hyper
ass, that after already living through three months of the Great Panic and watching everything you knew
asredity be eaten dive by an enemy that wasn't even supposed to exist that you' re gonna keep a cool
fucking head and asteady fucking trigger finger?

[He stabsthat finger at me]

Widl, we did! We till managed to do our job and make Zack pay for every fuckin’ inch! Maybeif we'd
had more men, more ammo, maybe if we' d just been alowed to focuson our job...

[Hisfinger curlsback into hisfist.]

Land Warrior, high-tech, high-priced, high-profile netro-fucking-centric Land Warrior. To see what was
infront of our face was bad enough, but spybird uplinks were also showing how truly large the horde
was. We might be facing thousands, but behind them were millionsl Remember, we weretaking on the
bulk of New Y ork City’ sinfestation! Thiswas only the head of oneredlly long undead snake stretching
all the way back to Times Fuckin® Square! We didn't need to seethat. | didn’t need to know that! That
little scared voice wasn't so little anymore. “Oh shit, OH SHIT!” And suddenly it wasn't in my head
anymore. It wasin my earpiece. Every time some jerkoff couldn’t control his mouth, Land Warrior made
suretherest of usheard it. “ There stoo many!” “We gotta get the fuck outta herel” Someone from
another platoon, | didn’t know his name, started hollering “I hit himin the head and he didn’t die! They
don’t die when you shoot them in the head!” I’ m sure he must have missed the brain, it can happen, a
round just grazing the ingde of the skull...maybeif he' d been calm and used his own brain, he would
have redlized that. Panic' s even more infectious than the Z Germ and the wonders of Land Warrior
alowed that germ to become airborne. “What?’ “They don't die?” “Who said that?” “Y ou shot it in the
head?’ “Holy crap! They'reindestructible!” All over the net you could hear this, browning shorts across
theinfo superhighway.

“Everyone pipe down!” someone shouted. “Hold the line! Stay off the net!” an older voice, you could
tell, but suddenly it was drowned out in this scream and suddenly my eyepiece, and I’ m sure everyone
els's wasfilled with the sght of blood spurting into amouth of broken teeth. The sight was from adude
intheyard of ahouse behind theline. The owners must have |eft afew reanimated family members
locked in when they bugged out. Maybe the shock from the explosions weakened the door or something,
because they came bursting out, right into this poor bastard. His gun camera recorded the whole thing,
fell right a the perfect angle. There werefive of them, aman, awoman, three kids, they had him pinned



on his back, the man was on his chest, the kids had him by the arms; trying to bite through his suit. The
woman tore his mask off, you could seethe terror in hisface. I'll never forget his shriek as she bit off his
chinand lower lip. “ They're behind usl” someone was shouting. “ They’ re coming out of the houses! The
ling'sbroken! They’re everywherel” Suddenly the image went dark, cut off from an external source, and
the voice, the older voice, was back again...” Stay off the net!” he ordered, trying real hard to control his
voice and then the link went dead.

I’'m sure it must have taken more than afew seconds, it had to, even if they’ d been hovering above our
heads, but, it seemed like right after the communications line blacked out that the sky was suddenly
screaming with JSFs. 4 1 didn’t see them release their ordnance. | was at the bottom of my hole cursing
the army and God, and my own hands for not digging deeper. That ground shook, the sky went dark.
Debris was everywhere, earth and ash and burning whatever flying above my heed. | felt thisweight dam
between my shoulder blades, soft and heavy. | rolled over, it was ahead and torso, all charred black and
gtill smoking and till trying to bite! | kicked it away and scrambled out of my hole seconds after the last
of the JISOW 5 fell.

| found myself staring into this cloud of black smoke where the horde had been. The freaway, the houses,
everything was covered by thismidnight cloud. | vaguely remember other guys getting out of their holes,
hatches opening on tanks and Bradleys, everyone just staring into the darkness. Therewasaquiet, a
dillnessthat, in my mind, lasted for hours.

And then they came, right out of the smoke like afregkin’ little kid' s nightmare! Some were steaming,
some were even till burning. ..some were walking, some crawling, somejust dragging themselves along
on their torn bellies...maybe one in twenty was still able to move, which l€ft. .. shit...acouple thousand?
And behind them, mixing with their ranks and pushing steedily toward us, the remaining million thet the air
gtrike hadn’t even touched!

And that was when the line collgpsed. | don't remember it dl at once. | see these flashes: people running,
grunts, reporters. | remember anewsman with abig Y osemite Sam mustache trying to pull a Berettafrom
his vest before three burning Gs pulled him down...I remember adude forcing open the door of anews
van, jJumping in, throwing out a pretty blond reporter, and trying to drive away before atank crushed
them both. Two news choppers crashed together, showering us with their own stedl rain. One Comanche
driver...brave, beautiful motherfucker...tried to turn hisrotor into the oncoming Gs. The blade diced a
path right down their mass before catching on acar and hurling him into the A& P. Shooting...crazy
random shooting...| took around in the sternum, in my armor’s center plate. | felt likeI'd runinto awall,
even though I’ d been standing till. It knocked me on my ass, | couldn't breathe, and just then some
dumbass lobbed a flash bang right in front of me.

Theworld waswhite, my earswereringing. | froze...hands were clawing me, grabbing my arms. |
kicked and punched, | felt my crotch get warm and wet. | shouted but couldn’'t hear my own voice.
More hands, stronger, were trying to haul me somewhere. Kicking, squirming, cursing, crying...suddenly
afist clocked mein thejaw. It didn’t knock me out, but I was suddenly relaxed. These were my buddies.
Zack don’'t punch. They dragged meinto the closest Bradley. My vision cleared just long enough to see
theline of light vanish with the closing hatch.

[Hereachesfor another Q, then abruptly decidesagaingt it.]

| know “professiona” historianslike to talk about how Y onkers represented a“ catastrophic failure of the
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modern military apparatus,” how it proved the old adage that armies perfect the art of fighting the last war
just intimefor the next one. Persondly, | think that'sabig’ole sack of it. Sure, we were unprepared, our
tools, our training, everything | just talked about, al one class-A, gold-standard clusterfuck, but the
weapon that redly failed wasn't something that rolled off an assembly line. It sasold as...| don’t know,

| guessasold aswar. It sfear, dude, just fear and you don’'t have to be Sun freakin Tzu to know that
redl fighting isn’t about killing or even hurting the other guy, it' s about scaring him enough to cdl it aday.
Breek their spirit, that’ swhat every successful army goes for, from triba face paint to the “ blitzkrieg”
to...what did we call thefirst round of Gulf War Two, “ Shock and Awe’ ? Perfect name, “ Shock and
Awe’! But what if the enemy can't be shocked and awed? Not just won't, but biologicaly can’t! That's
what happened that day outside New Y ork City, that’ sthe failure that almost lost us the whole damn
war. Thefact that we couldn’t shock and awe Zack boomeranged right back in our faces and actudly
allowed Zack to shock and awe us! They're not afraid! No matter what we do, no matter how many we
kill, they will never, ever be afraid!

Y onkers was supposed to be the day we restored confidence to the American people, instead we
practicaly told them to kisstheir ass good-bye. If it wasn't for the Sou’ frican Plan, | have no doult,
we d dl be douching and moaning right now.

Thelast thing | remember was the Bradley being tossed like aHot Whedls car. | don’t know wherethe
hit was, but I’m guessing it must have been close. I'm sure had | still been standing out there, exposed, |
wouldn't be standing here today .

Have you ever seen the effects of athermobaric weapon? Have you ever asked anyone with starson
their shoulders about them? 1 bet my balsack you'll never get thefull story. You'll hear about heat and
pressure, thefirebd| that continues expanding, exploding, and literdly crushing and burning everything in
its path. Heat and pressure, that’ s what thermobaric means. Sounds nasty enough, right? What you won't
hear about istheimmediate aftereffect, the vacuum created when that fireball suddenly contracts. Anyone
left dive will elther havethe air sucked right out of their lungs, or—and they’ll never admit thisto
anyone—havethar lungs ripped right out of their mouth. Obvioudy no one sgoing to live long enough to
tell that kind of horror story, probably why the Pentagon’ s been so good at covering up the truth, but if
you ever seeapicture of aG, or even an example of ared walking specimen, and he' sgot both air bags
and windpipe just dangling out from hislips, make sure you give him my number. I’ m dways up for
mesting another veteran of Y onkers.

ROBBEN ISLAND, CAPETOWN PROVINCE, UNITED STATESOF S
OUTHERN AFRICA

[Xolelwa Azania greetsmeat hiswriting desk, inviting meto switch placeswith him so | can
enjoy the cool ocean breeze from hiswindow. He apologizesfor the“mess’ and insistson
clearing the notes off his desk beforewe continue. Mister Azaniais halfway through histhird
volume of Rainbow Fist: South Africa at War. Thisvolume happensto be about the subject we
arediscussing, the turning point againgt theliving dead, the moment when his country pulled
itself back from thebrink.]

Dispassionate, arather mundane word to describe one of history’ s most controversid figures. Some
revere him asa savior, somerevile him asamonster, but if you ever met Paul Redeker, ever discussed



his views of the world and the problems, or more importantly, the solutionsto the problemsthat plague
theworld, probably the one word that would aways cling to your impression of the manis
dispassionate.

Paul always believed, well, perhaps not aways, but at least in his adult life, that humanity’ sone
fundamental flaw was emotion. He used to say that the heart should only exist to pump blood to the
brain, that anything el se was awaste of time and energy. His papers from university, al dealing with
dternate “solutions’ to historical, societa quandaries, were what first brought him to the attention of the
gpartheid government. Many psychobiographers have tried to labd him aracigt, but, in his own words,
“racism isaregrettable by-product of irrational emotion.” Others have argued that, in order for aracist to
hate one group, he must at least love another. Redeker believed both love and hate to beirrdlevant. To
him, they were“impediments of the human condition,” and, in hiswords again, “imagine what could be
accomplished if the human race would only shed its humanity.” Evil? Most would call it that, while others,
particularly that smal cadrein the center of Pretoria s power, believed it to be * an invauable source of
liberated intellect.”

It wasthe early 1980s, acritica time for the gpartheld government. The country was resting on abed of
nails. Y ou had the ANC, you had the Inkatha Freedom Party, you even had extremigt, right-wing
elements of the Afrikaner population that would have liked nothing better than open revolt in order to
bring about a complete racid showdown. On her border, South Africafaced nothing but hostile nations,
and, in the case of Angola, a Soviet-backed, Cuban-spearheaded civil war. Add to thismixture a
growing isolation from the Western democracies (which included a critical arms embargo) and it was no
surprise that alast-ditch fight for surviva was never far from Pretoria s mind.

Thisiswhy they enlisted the aid of Mister Redeker to revise the government’ s ultrasecret “ Plan Orange.”
“Orange’ had been in existence since the apartheid government first came to power in 1948. It wasthe
doomsday scenario for the country’ s white minority, the plan to ded with an al-out uprising of its
indigenous African population. Over the yearsit had been updated with the changing strategic outlook of
the region. Every decade that Stuation grew more and more grim. With multiplying independence of her
neighbor states, and multiplying voices for freedom from the mgority of her own people, thosein Pretoria
redlized that afull-blown confrontation might not just mean the end for the Afrikaner government, but the
Afrikanersthemselves.

Thisiswhere Redeker stepped in. His revised Plan Orange, appropriately completed in 1984, wasthe
ultimate surviva srategy for the Afrikaner people. No variable wasignored. Population figures, terrain,
resources, logistics.. . Redeker not only updated the plan to include both Cuba s chemical wegpons and
his own country’ s nuclear option, but aso, and thisis what made “ Orange Eighty-Four” so historic, the
determination of which Afrikanerswould be saved and which had to be sacrificed.

Sacrificed?

Redeker believed that to try to protect everyone would stretch the government’ s resourcesto the
breaking point, thus dooming the entire population. He compared it to survivors from asinking ship
capsizing alifeboat that smply did not have room for them all. Redeker had even gone so far asto

ca culate who should be “brought aboard.” Heincluded income, 1Q, fertility, an entire checklist of
“degrable qudities,” including the subject’ slocation to a potentia crisszone. “Thefirst casudty of the
conflict must be our own sentimentaity” wasthe closing statement for his proposd, “for its surviva will
mean our destruction.”

Orange Eighty-Four was abrilliant plan. It was clear, logicd, efficient, and it made Paul Redeker one of
the most hated men in South Africa. Hisfirst enemieswere some of the more radica, fundamentdist
Afrikaners, theracid ideologues and the ultrardigious. Later, after thefal of apartheid, his name began



circulating among the genera population. Of course he was invited to appear before the “ Truth and
Reconciliation” hearings, and, of course, he refused. “I won't pretend to have aheart smply to save my
skin,” he stated publicly, adding, “No matter what | do, I'm sure they will come for me anyway.”

And they did, athough it probably was not in the manner Redeker could have expected. It was during
our Great Panic, which began severa weeks before yours. Redeker was holed up in the Drakensberg
cabin he had bought with the accumulated profits of abusiness consultant. He liked business, you know.
“Onegoal, no soul,” he used to say. He wasn't surprised when the door blew off its hinges and agents of
the Nationd Intelligence Agency rushed in. They confirmed his name, hisidentity, his past actions. They
asked him point-blank if he had been the author of Orange Eighty-Four. He answered without emotion,
naturally. He suspected, and accepted, thisintrusion as alast-minute revenge killing; the world was going
to hdll anyway, why not take afew “ gpartheid devils’ down first. What he could have never predicted
was the sudden lowering of their firearms, and the removal of the gas masks of the NIA agents. They
were of dl colors: black, Asian, colored, and even awhite man, atal Afrikaner who stepped forward,
and without giving his name or rank, asked abruptly..."Y ou’ ve got aplan for this, man. Don’t you?’

Redeker had, indeed, been working on his own solution to the undead epidemic. What else could he do
inthisisolated hideaway? It had been an intellectual exercise; he never believed anyone would be [ft to
read it. It had no name, as explained later “ because names only exist to distinguish one from others,” and,
until that moment, there had been no other plan like his. Once again, Redeker had taken everything into
account, not only the strategic Stuation of the country, but also the physiology, behavior, and “ combat
doctrine” of theliving dead. While you can research the details of the “Redeker Plan” in any public library
around the world, here are some of the fundamenta keys:

Firg of all, there was no way to save everyone. The outbreak wastoo far gone. The armed forces had
aready been too badly weakened to effectively isolate the threat, and, spread so thinly throughout the
country, they could only grow weaker with each passing day. Our forces had to be consolidated,
withdrawn to a specia “ safe zone,” which, hopefully, would be aided by some natural obstacle such as
mountains, rivers, or even an offshore idand. Once concentrated within this zone, the armed forces could
eradicate the infestation within its borders, then use what resources were available to defend it against
further ondaughts of the living dead. That wasthefirg part of the plan and it made as much sense as any
conventiond military retredt.

The second part of the plan dedlt with the evacuation of civilians, and this could not have been envisoned
by anyone e se but Redeker. In hismind, only asmall fraction of the civilian population could be
evacuated to the safe zone. These people would be saved not only to provide alabor pool for the
eventual wartime economic restoration, but aso to preserve the legitimacy and stability of the
government, to prove to those dready within the zone that their leaders were “looking out for them.”

There was another reason for this partial evacuation, an eminently logical and insidioudy dark reason that,
many believe, will forever ensure Redeker the tallest pedestal in the pantheon of hell. Those who were
|eft behind were to be herded into specid isolated zones. They wereto be*human bait,” distracting the
undead from following the retresting army to their safe zone. Redeker argued that theseisolated,
uninfected refugees must be kept dive, well defended and even resupplied, if possible, so asto keep the
undead hordes firmly rooted to the spot. Y ou see the genius, the sickness? Keeping people as prisoners
because “ every zombie besieging those survivors will be one less zombie throwing itsdf against our
defenses.” That was the moment when the Afrikaner agent looked up at Redeker, crossed himsdlf, and
said, “God help you, man.” Another one said, “God help usal.” That was the black one who appeared
to be in charge of the operation. “Now let’s get him out of here.”

Within minutes they were on ahelicopter for Kimberley, the very underground base where Redeker had
first written Orange Eighty-Four. He was ushered into ameeting of the president’ s surviving cabinet,



where his report was read adoud to the room. Y ou should have heard the uproar, with no voice louder
than the defense minister’ s. He was a Zulu, aferocious man who' d rather be fighting in the Streetsthan
cowering in abunker.

The vice president was more concerned about public relations. He didn’t want to imagine what his
backside would be worth if news of this plan ever leaked to the population.

The president looked amost persondlly insulted by Redeker. He physically grabbed the lapels of the
safety and security minister and demanded why in hell he brought him this demented apartheid war
cimind.

The minister sammered that he didn’t understand why the president was so upset, especialy when it was
he who gave the order to find Redeker.

The president threw his handsin the air and shouted that he never gave such an order, and then, from
somewherein theroom, afaint voice said, “1 did.”

He had been sitting against the back wall; now he stood, hunched over by age, and supported by canes,
but with a spirit as strong and vital asit had ever been. The eder statesman, the father of our new
demoacracy, the man whose birth name had been Rolihlahla, which some have trandated smply into
“Troublemaker.” Ashe stood, al others sat, al others except Paul Redeker. The old man locked eyeson
him, smiled with that warm squint so famous the world over, and said, “Molo, mhlobo wam.” “ Greetings,
person of my region.” He waked dowly over to Paul, turned to the governing body of South Africa, then
lifted the pages from the Afrikaner’ s hand and said in asuddenly loud and youthful voice, “This plan will
save our people.” Then, gesturing to Paul, he said, “ This man will save our people.” And then came that
moment, the one that historians will probably debate until the subject fades from memory. He embraced
the white Afrikaner. To anyone elsethiswas ssmply his signature bear hug, but to Paul Redeker...I know
that the mgjority of psychobiographers continue to paint this man without asoul. That isthe generdly
accepted notion. Paul Redeker: no felings, no compassion, no heart. However, one of our most revered
authors, Biko'sold friend and biographer, postul ates that Redeker was actually a deeply sendtive man,
too sendtive, infact, for lifein gpartheid South Africa. Heingsts that Redeker’ slifelong jihad againgt
emotion wasthe only way to protect his sanity from the hatred and brutaity he withessed on adaily
basis. Not much is known about Redeker’ s childhood, whether he even had parents, or was raised by
the state, whether he had friends or was ever loved in any way. Those who knew him from work were
hard-pressad to remember witnessing any socid interaction or even any physicd act of warmth. The
embrace by our nation’ sfather, this genuine emotion piercing hisimpenetrable shdll...

[Azania smiles sheepishly.]

Perhapsthisisal too sentimentdl. For al we know he was aheartless monster, and the old man's
embrace had absolutely no impact. But | can tell you that that was the last day anyone ever saw Paul
Redeker. Even now, no one knows wheat really happened to him. That iswhen | stepped in, in those
chaotic weeks when the Redeker Plan was implemented throughout the country. It took some convincing
to say theleast, but once I’ d convinced them that I’ d worked for many years with Paul Redeker, and,
more importantly, | understood hisway of thinking better than anyone I eft dive in South Africa, how
could they refuse? | worked on the retreet, then afterward, during the consolidation months, and right up
until the end of the war. At least they were gppreciative of my services, why ese would they grant me
such luxurious accommodations? [ Smiles.] Paul Redeker, an angel and adevil. Some hate him, some



worship him. Me, | just pity him. If he fill exists, somewhere out there, | Sncerely hope he' sfound his
peace.

[After a parting embrace from my guest, | am driven back to my ferry for the mainland.
Security istight as| sign out my entrance badge. Thetall Afrikaner guard photographs me
again. “Can'’t betoo careful, man,” he says, handing methe pen. “L ot of people out there want
tosend him to hdl.” | sign next to my name, under the heading of Robben |dand Psychiatric
Ingtitution. NAME OF PATIENT YOU ARE VISITING: PAUL REDEKER.]

ARMAGH, | RELAND

[Whilenot a Catholic himself, Philip Adler hasjoined the throngs of visitorsto the pop€e's
wartimerefuge. “My wifeisBavarian,” heexplainsin the bar of our hotel. “ She had to make
the pilgrimageto Saint Patrick’s Cathedral.” Thisishisfirst timeaway from Germany since
the end of thewar. Our meeting isaccidental. He does not object to my recorder.]

Hamburg was heavily infested. They werein the streets, in the buildings, pouring out of the Neuer
Elbtunnd. We d tried to blockade it with civilian vehicles, but they were squirming through any open
space like bloated, bloody worms. Refugees were dso al over. They’d comefrom asfar avay as
Saxony, thinking they could escape by sea. The ships were long gone, the port was amess. We had over
athousand trapped at the Reynolds Aluminiumwerk and at least triple that at the Eurokal terminal. No
food, no clean water, just waiting to be rescued with the dead swarming outside, and | don’t know how
many infected ingde.

The harbor was choked with corpses, but corpses that were still moving. We' d blasted them into the
harbor with antiriot water cannons; it saved ammo and it helped to keep the streets clear. It was agood
idea, until the pressurein the hydrants died. We' d lost our commanding officer two days earlier.. .fresk
accident. One of our men had shot azombie that was almost on top of him. The bullet had goneright
through the creature’ s head, taking bits of diseased brain tissue out the other end and into the colond’s
shoulder. Insane, en? He turned over sector command to me before dying. My firgt officia duty wasto
put him down.

I’d set up our command post in the Renaissance Hotdl. It was a decent location, good fields of firewith
enough space to house our own unit and several hundred refugees. My men, those not involved in holding
the barricades, were attempting to perform these conversions on smilar buildings. With the roads
blocked and trainsinoperative, | thought it best to sequester as many civilians as possible. Help would be
coming, it wasjust aquestion of when it would arrive.

| was about to organize adetail to scrounge for converted hand-to-hand weapons, we were running low
on ammunition, when the order cameto retreat. Thiswas not unusud. Our unit had been steadily
withdrawing since thefirst days of the Panic. What was unusud, though, wastherdly point. Divison was
using map-grid coordinates, the first time since the trouble began. Up until then they had smply used



civilian designations on an open channd; this was so refugees could know where to assemble. Now it
was acoded transmission from amap we hadn’'t used since the end of the cold war. | had to check the
coordinates three times to confirm. They put us at Schafstedt, just north of the Nord-Ostsee Kanal.
Might aswell be fucking Denmark!

We were aso under strict orders not to movethe civilians. Even worse, we were ordered not to inform
them of our departure! Thisdidn’t make any sense. They wanted usto pull back to Schleswig-Holstein
but leave the refugees behind? They wanted usto just cut and run? There had to be some kind of
mistake.

| asked for confirmation. | got it. | asked again. Maybe they got the map wrong, or had shifted codes
without telling us. (It wouldn't be thar first mistake.)

| suddenly found myself speaking to Genera Lang, commander of the entire Northern Front. Hisvoice
was shaking. | could hear it even over the shooting. He told me the orders were not a mistake, that | was
to raly what was left of the Hamburg Garrison and proceed immediately north. Thisisn't happening, |
told myself. Funny, en? | could accept everything e se that was happening, the fact that dead bodies were
rising to consume the world, but this. . .following orders that would indirectly cause amass murder.

Now, | an agood soldier, but | am also aWest German. Y ou understand the difference? In the Eadt,
they weretold that they were not responsible for the atrocities of the Second World War, that as good
communists, they were just as much victims of Hitler asanyone ese. Y ou understand why the skinheads
and proto-fascists were mainly in the East? They did not fedl the responsibility of the past, not like we did
inthe West. We were taught since birth to bear the burden of our grandfathers shame. We were taught
that, even if wewore auniform, that our first sworn duty wasto our conscience, no matter what the
consequences. That ishow | wasraised, that ishow | responded. | told Lang that | could not, in good
conscience, obey this order, that | could not |eave these people without protection. At this, he exploded.
Hetold methat | would carry out my ingtructions or |, and, more importantly, my men, would be
charged with treason and prosecuted with “ Russan efficiency.” And thisis what we' ve come to, |
thought. We' d dl heard of what was happening in Russa...the mutinies, the crackdowns, the
decimations. | looked around at al these boys, eighteen, nineteen yearsold, al tired and scared and
fighting for their lives. | couldn’t do that to them. | gave the order to withdraw.

How did they take it?

There were no complaints, at least, not to me. They fought alittle amongst themselves. | pretended not to
notice. They did their duty.

What about the civilians?

[Pause.] We got everything we deserved. “Where are you going?’ they shouted from buildings. “Come
back, you cowards!” | tried to answer. “No, we' re coming back for you,” | said. “We re coming back
tomorrow with more men. Just stay where you are, we' Il be back tomorrow.” They didn’t believe me.
“Fucking liar!” | heard one woman shout. “Y ou' re letting my baby die!”

Most of them didn't try to follow, too worried about the zombiesin the streets. A few brave souls
grabbed on to our armored personnel carriers. They tried to force their way down the hatches. We
knocked them off. We had to button up as the ones trapped in buildings started throwing things, lamps,
furniture, down on us. One of my men was hit with a bucket filled with human waste. | heard abullet
clang off the hatch of my Marder.

On our way out of the city we passed the last of our new Rapid Reaction Stabilization Units. They had



been badly mauled earlier inthe week. | didn’t know it at the time, but they were one of those units
classfied as expendable. They were detailed to cover our retreat, to prevent too many zombies, or
refugees, from following us. They were ordered to hold to the end.

Their commander was standing through the cupola of hisLeopard. | knew him. We' d served together as
part of the NATO'sIFOR in Bosnia. Maybe it is melodrameatic to say he saved my life, but he did takea
Serbian’ sbullet that I’ m sure was meant for me. Thelast timel saw him wasin ahospita in Sargjevo,
joking about getting out of this madhouse those people caled a country. Now here we were, passing on
the shattered autobahn in the heart of our homeland. We locked eyes, traded salutes. | ducked back into
the APC, and pretended to study my map so the driver wouldn’t see my tears. “When we get back,” |
told mysdf, “I’'m going to kill that son of abitch.”

General Lang.

| had it dl planned. | would not look angry, not give him any reason to worry. I'd submit my report and
gpologizefor my behavior. Maybe he’ d want to give me somekind of pep tak, try to explain or justify
our retreat. Good, | thought, I"d listen patiently, put him at ease. Then, when he rose to shake my hand,
I’d draw my weapon and blow his Eastern brains against the map of what used to be our country.
Maybe hiswhole staff would be there, all the other little stooges who were “just following orders.” I'd
get them all before they took me! It would be perfect. | wasn't going to just goose-step my way into hell
like some good little Hitler Jugend. I’ d show him, and everyone else, what it meant to be areal Deutsche
Soldat.

But that’s not what happened.

No. | did manageto makeit into Generd Lang' s office. We werethe last unit acrossthe cana. He'd
waited for that. As soon asthe report camein, he' d sat down at his desk, signed afew find orders,
addressed and sedled aletter to hisfamily, then put abullet through hisbrain.

Bagtard. | hate him even more now than | did on the road from Hamburg.
Why isthat?

Because | now understand why we did what we did, the details of the Prochnow Plan. 1

Wouldn't thisrevelation engender sympathy for him?

Areyou kidding? That's exactly why | hate him! He knew that thiswas just thefirst step of along war
and we were going to need men like him to help win it. Fucking coward. Remember what | said about
being beholden to your conscience? Y ou can’t blame anyone e se, not the plan’ s architect, not your
commanding officer, no one but yoursdf. Y ou have to make your own choices and live every agonizing
day with the consequences of those choices. He knew this. That’ swhy he deserted us like we deserted
those civilians. He saw the road ahead, a steep, treacherous mountain road. We d dl have to hike that
road, each of us dragging the boulder of what we' d done behind us. He couldn’t do it. He couldn’t
shoulder the weight.

YEVCHENKO VETERANS' SANATORIUM, ODESSA, UKRAINE
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handker chief befor e speaking,]

Chaos. | don’t know how else to describe it, acomplete breakdown of organization, of order, of contral.
We d just fought four brutal engagements: Luck, Rovno, Novograd, and Zhitomir. Goddamn Zhitomir.
My men were exhausted, you understand. What they’ d seen, what they’ d had to do, and al thetime
pulling back, rearguard actions, running. Every day you heard about another town faling, another road
closing, another unit overwhelmed.

Kiev was supposed to be safe, behind the lines. It was supposed to be the center of our new safety zone,
well garrisoned, fully resupplied, quiet. And so what happens as soon aswe arrive? Are my ordersto
rest and refit? Repair my vehicles, recongtitute my numbers, rehabilitate my wounded? No, of course not.
Why should things be as they should be? They never have been before.

The safety zone was being shifted again, thistime to the Crimea. The government had dready
moved...fled...to Sevastopal. Civil order had collgpsed. Kiev was being fully evacuated. Thiswasthe
task of the military, or what was | eft of it.

Our company was ordered to oversee the escape route at Patona Bridge. It wasthe first al dectricaly
welded bridge in the world, and many foreigners used to compare its achievement to that of the Eiffel
Tower. The city had planned a mgjor restoration project, adream to renew itsformer glory. But, like
everything elsein our country, that dream never came true. Even before the crisis, the bridge had been a
nightmare of traffic jams. Now it was crammed with evacuees. The bridge was supposed to be closed to
road traffic, but where were the barricades we were promised, the concrete and steel that would have
made any forced entry impossible? Cars were everywhere, little Lags and old Zhigs, afew Mercedes,
and amammoth GAZ truck sitting right in the middle, just turned over onitsside! Wetried to moveit,
get achain around the axle and pull it free with one of the tanks. Not achance. What could we do?

We were an armored platoon, you understand. Tanks, not military police. We never saw any MPs. We
were assured they would be there, but we never saw or heard from them, neither did any of the other
“units’ along any of the other bridges. To even cal them “units’ isajoke. These were just mobs of men
in uniforms, clerks and cooks; anyone who happened to be attached to the military suddenly becamein
charge of traffic control. None of uswere set up for this, weren't trained for it, weren't
equipped...Where was the riot gear they promised us, the shields, the armor, where was the water
cannon? Our orderswereto “process’ al evacuees. Y ou understand “ process,” to seeif any of them
had been tainted. But where were the goddamn sniffer dogs? How are you supposed to check for
infection without dogs? What are you supposed to do, visualy ingpect each refugee? Yes! And yet, that
iswhat we weretold to do. [Shakes his head.] Did they really think that thoseterrified, frantic
wretches, with deeth at their backs and safety—perceived safety—only meters away were going to form
an orderly line and let us strip them naked to examine every centimeter of skin? Did they think men would
just stand by while we examined their wives, their mothers, therr little daughters? Can you imagine? And
we actudly tried to do it. What other aternative was there? They had to be separated if any of uswere
going to survive. What' sthe point of even trying to evacuate peopleif they're just going to bring the



infection with them?

[Shakes hishead, laughs bitterly.] It wasadisaster! Some just refused, otherstried to run by or even
jump into the river. Fights broke out. Many of my men were beaten badly, three were stabbed, one was
shot by afrightened grandfather with arusty old Tokarev. I’ m sure he was dead before hitting the water.

| wasn't there, you understand. | was on theradio trying to cdl for support! Help is coming, they kept
saying, do not break, do not despair, help is coming.

Acrossthe Dnieper, Kiev burned. Black pillars rose from the city center. We were downwind, the stench
was terrible, the wood and rubber and stink of burning flesh. We didn’t know how far they were now,
maybe akilometer, maybe less. Up on the hill, the fire had engulfed the monastery. Goddamn tragedy.
Withits high walls, its strategic location, we could have made a stand. Any first-year cadet could have
turned it into an impregnabl e fortress—stocked the basements, seded the gates, and mounted snipersin
the towers. They could have covered the bridgefor...fucking forever!

| thought | heard something, a sound from the other bank.. .that sound, you know, when they are dl
together, when they are close, that. ..even over the shouts, the curses, the honking horns, the distant
sniper fire, you know that sound.

[He attemptsto mimic their moan but collapsesinto uncontrolled coughs. He holds his
handker chief up to hisface. It comes away bloody.]

That sound was what pulled me away from the radio. | looked over at the city. Something caught my
eye, something above the rooftops and closing fast.

Thejet streaked over us at treetop level. There were four of them, Sukhoi 25 “Rooks,” close, and low
enough to identify by sight. What the hell, | thought, are they going to try to cover the bridge's
approach? Maybe bomb the area behind it? It had worked a Rovno, at least for afew minutes. The
Rookscircled, asif confirming their targets, then banked low and came straight at us! Devil’ s mother, |
thought, they are going to bomb the bridge! They’d given up on the evacuation and were going to kill
everyone!

“Off the bridge!” | started shouting. “ Everyone get off!” Panic shot through the crowd. Y ou could seeit
likeawave, like acurrent of eectricity. People started screaming, trying to push forward, back, into one
another. Dozens were jumping into the water with heavy clothes and shoesthat prevented them from
swimming.

| was pulling people across, telling them to run. | saw the bombs rel eased, thought maybe | could dive at
the last moment, shield mysdlf from the blast. Then the parachutes opened, and | knew. In a split second,
| was up and dashing like afrightened rabbit. “Button up!” | screamed. “Button up!” | legpt onto the
nearest tank, slammed the hatch down, and ordered the crew to check the seals! The tank was an
obsolete T-72. We couldn’t know if the overpressure system till worked, hadn’t tested it in years. All
we could do was hope and pray while cringing in our steel coffin. The gunner was sobbing, the driver
was frozen, the commander, ajunior sergeant just twenty years old, was balled up on the floor, clutching
thelittle cross he had around his neck. | put my hand on the top of his head, assured him we would be
finewhile keeping my eyes glued to the periscope.

RV X doesn't start out asagas, you see. It Sartsout asrain: tiny, oily dropletsthat cling to whatever they



contact. It enters through the pores, the eyes, the lungs. Depending on the dosage, the effects can be
instantaneous. | could see the evacuees’ limbs begin to tremble, amsfalling to their Sdes asthe agent
worked itsway through their central nervous system. They rubbed their eyes, fought to speak, move,
breathe. | wasglad | couldn’t smell the contents of their undergarments, the sudden discharge of bladder
and bowels.

Why would they doit?1 couldn’t understand. Didn’t the high command know that chemica weapons
had no effect on the undead? Didn't they learn anything from Zhitomir?

Thefirst corpse to move was awoman, just asecond or more before the others, a twitching hand
groping across the back of aman who looked like he’ d been trying to shield her. He dipped off as she
rose on uncertain knees. Her face was mottled and webbed with blackened veins. | think she saw me, or
our tank. Her jaw dropped, her aamsrose. | could see the others coming to life, every fortieth or fiftieth
person, everyone who had been bitten and had previoudly tried to conced it.

And then | understood. Y es, they’ d learned from Zhitomir, and now they found a better use for their cold
war stockpiles. How do you effectively separate the infected from the others? How do you keep
evacuees from spreading the infection behind the lines? That’ s one way.

They were sarting to fully reanimate, regaining their footing, shuffling dowly acrossthe bridge toward us.
| called for the gunner. He could barely stutter aresponse. | kicked him in the back, barked the order to
sght histargets 1t took afew seconds but he settled his crosshairs on the first woman and squeezed the
trigger. | held my ears asthe Coax belched. The other tanks followed suit.

Twenty minutes later, it was over. | know | should have waited for orders, at least reported our status or
the effects of the trike. | could see sx more flights of Rooks streaking over, five heading for the other
bridges, thelast for the city center. | ordered our company to withdraw, to head southwest and just keep
going. Therewere alot of bodies around us, the oneswho'd just made it over the bridge before the gas
hit. They popped as we ran over them.

Have you been to the Great Patriotic War Museum Complex? It was one of the most impressive
buildingsin Kiev. The courtyard wasfilled with machines: tanks, guns, every classand size, from the
Revolution to the modern day. Two tanks faced each other at the museum’ s entrance. They were
decorated with colorful drawings now, and children were alowed to climb and play on them. Therewas
an Iron Cross, afull meter in Size, made from the hundreds of real 1ron Crosses taken from dead
Hitlerites. Therewasamura, from floor to celling, showing agrand battle. Our soldierswere dl
connected, in a seething wave of strength and courage that crashed upon the Germans, that drove them
from our homeland. So many symbols of our national defense and none more spectacular than the statue
of the Rodina Mat (Motherland). She wasthe tallest building in the city, amore than sixty-meter
masterpiece of pure stainless sted. Shewasthelast thing | saw in Kiev, her shidd and sword held highin
everlagting triumph, her cold, bright eyeslooking down at usasweran.

SAND LAKES PROVINCIAL WILDERNESS PARK, M ANITOBA, CANADA

[Jesika Hendricks gesturesto the expanse of subar ctic wasteland. The natural beauty has
been replaced by wreckage: abandoned vehicles, debris, and human cor psesremain partially



frozen into the gray snow and ice. Originally from Waukesha, Wisconsin, the now naturalized
Canadian ispart of thisregion’sWilder ness Restor ation Project. Along with several hundred
other volunteers, she hascome here every summer sincethe end of official hostilities.
Although WRP claimsto have made substantial progress, none can claim to seeany end in
sght.]

| don’t blame them, the government, the people who were supposed to protect us. Objectively, | guess|
can understand. They couldn’t have everyone following the army west behind the Rocky Mountains.
How were they going to feed dl of us, how were they going to screen us, and how could they ever hope
to stop the armies of undead that dmost certainly would have been following us? | can understand why
they would want to divert as many refugees north as possible. What el se could they do, stop us at the
Rockies with armed troops, gas us like the Ukrainians? At least if we went north, we might have a
chance. Once the temperature dropped and the undead froze, some us might be able to survive. That
was happening al around the rest of the world, people fleeing north hoping to stay aive until winter came.
No, | don’t blame them for wanting to divert us, | can forgive that. But the irresponsible way they didiit,
thelack of vita information that would have helped so many to stay dive...that | can never forgive.

It was August, two weeks after Y onkers and just three days after the government had started
withdrawing west. We hadn’t had too many outbreaks in our neighborhood. I’ d only seen one, a
collection of six feeding on a homeess man. The cops had put them down quickly. 1t happened three
blocks from our house and that was when my father decided to leave.

Wewerein theliving room; my father was learning how to load his new rifle while Mom finished nailing
up thewindows. Y ou couldn’t find achannd with anything but zombie news, ether liveimages, or
recorded footage from Y onkers. Looking back, | till can’t believe how unprofessiond the news media
was. So much spin, so few hard facts. All those digestible sound bites from an army of “experts’ dl
contradicting one another, al trying to seem more “shocking” and “in depth” than thelast one. It was dl
s0 confusing, nobody seemed to know what to do. The only thing any of them could agree on wasthat dl
private citizens should “go north.” Because the living dead freeze solid, extreme cold is our only hope.
That'sal we heard. No more ingtructions on where to head north, what to bring with us, how to survive,
just that damn catchphrase you' d hear from every talking head, or just crawling over and over acrossthe
bottom of the TV. “Go north. Go north. Go north.”

“That'sit,” Dad said, “we re getting out of here tonight and heading north.” Hetried to sound
determined, dapping hisrifle. He' d never touched agun in hislife. He was a gentleman in the most litera
sense—he was a gentle man. Short, bald, a pudgy face that turned red when he laughed, he was the king
of the bad jokes and cheesy one-liners. He dways had something for you, acompliment or asmile, or a
little extension to my allowance that Mom wasn't supposed to know about. He was the good cop in the
family, heleft dl the big decisonsto Mom.

Now Mom tried to argue, tried to make him see reason. We lived above the snowline, we had dl we
needed. Why trek into the unknown when we could just stock up on supplies, continueto fortify the
house, and just wait until thefirgt fal frost? Dad wouldn't hear it. We could be dead by thefal, we could
be dead by next week! He was so caught up in the Great Panic. He told usit would be like an extended
camping trip. We d live on mooseburgers and wild berry desserts. He promised to teach me how to fish
and asked me what | wanted to name my pet rabbit when | caught it. He d lived in Waukesha hiswhole
life. HE d never been camping.



[She shows me something in theice, a collection of cracked DVDs)]

Thisiswhat people brought with them: hair dryers, GameCubes, laptops by the dozen. | don't think they
were stupid enough to think they could use them. Maybe some did. | think most people were just afraid
of losing them, that they’ d come home after Sx months and find their homes looted. We actudly thought
we were packing sensibly. Warm clothes, cooking utensils, things from the medicine cabinet, and dl the
canned food we could carry. It looked like enough food for a couple of years. Wefinished half of it on
theway up. That didn’t bother me. It was like an adventure, the trek north.

All those stories you hear about the clogged roads and violence, that wasn't us. We werein thefirst
wave. The only people ahead of uswere the Canadians, and most of them were already long gone.
Therewas il alot of traffic on the road, more carsthan I’ d ever seen, but it all moved pretty quickly,
and only redly snarled in places like roadside towns or parks.

Parks?

Parks, designated campgrounds, any place where people thought they’ d gone far enough. Dad used to
look down on those people, cdling them shortsighted and irrational. He said that we were till way too
close to population centers and the only way to redly makeit was to head asfar north aswe could.
Mom would dways argue that it wasn’'t their fault, that most of them had smply run out of gas. “And
whosefaultisthat,” Dad would say. We had alot of spare gas cans on the roof of the minivan. Dad had
been stocking up since thefirst days of the Panic. We d passalot of traffic snarls around roadside gas
gations, most of which aready had these giant Signs outside that ssid NO MORE GAS . Dad drove by
themredlly fast. He drove fast by alot of things, the stalled cars that needed ajump, or hitchhikerswho
needed aride. Therewere alot of those, in some cases, walking in lines by the side of the road, looking
like the way you think refugees are supposed to look. Every now and then a car would stop to pick up a
couple, and suddenly everyone wanted aride. “ See what they got themsalvesinto?’ That was Dad.

Wedid pick up one woman, walking by hersdf and pulling one of those whedled airline bags. She
looked pretty harmless, al doneintherain. That's probably why Mom made Dad stop to pick her up.
Her name was Patty, she was from Winnipeg. Shedidn’t tell us how she got out here and we didn’t ask.
Shewasredly grateful and tried to give my parentsal the money she had. Mom wouldn't let her and
promised to take her asfar as we were going. She started crying, thanking us. | was proud of my parents
for doing the right thing, until she sneezed and brought up a handkerchief to blow her nose. Her |eft hand
had been in her pocket since we picked her up. We could see that it was wrapped in acloth and had a
dark stain that looked like blood. She saw that we saw and suddenly looked nervous. Shetold us not to
worry and that she'd just cut it by accident. Dad looked at Mom, and they both got very quiet. They
wouldn't look a me, they didn't say anything. That night | woke up when | heard the passenger door
dam shut. | didn’t think it was anything unusual. We were dways stopping for bathroom bresks. They
awayswokemeup just in case | had to go, but thistime | didn’t know what had happened until the
minivan was aready moving. | looked around for Patty, but she was gone. | asked my parents what had
happened and they told me she' d asked them to drop her off. | looked behind us and thought | could just
make her out, thislittle spec getting smaler each second. | thought she looked like she was running after
us, but | was so tired and confused | couldn’t be sure. | probably just didn’t want to know. | shut alot
out during that drive north.

Like what?

Likethe other “hitchhikers,” the oneswho didn’t run. Thereweren’t alot, remember, we' re talking about
the first wave. We encountered half adozen at most, wandering down the middle of the road, railsing



their arms when we got close. Dad would weave around them and Mom would tell meto get my head
down. | never saw them too close. | had my face against the seat and my eyes shut. | didn’t want to see
them. | just kept thinking about mooseburgers and wild berries. It was like heading to the Promised
Land. I knew once we headed far enough north, everything would be al right.

For alittlewhileit was. We had this great campsite right on the shore of alake, not too many people
around, but just enough to make usfed “safe,” you know, if any of the dead showed up. Everyonewas
red friendly, thisbig, collective vibe of relief. It waskind of like aparty at first. There were these big
cookouts every night, peopledl throwing in what they’ d hunted or fished, mostly fished. Some guys
would throw dynamite in the lake and there' d be this huge bang and al these fish would comefloating to
the surface. I [l never forget those sounds, the explosions or the chainsaws as people cut down trees, or
themusic of car radios and instruments families had brought. We al sang around the campfires at night,
these giant bonfires of logs stacked up on one another.

That was when we still had trees, before the second and third waves starting showing up, when people
were down to burning leaves and ssumps, then finaly whatever they could get their hands on. The smell
of plastic and rubber got redlly bad, in your mouth, in your hair. By that time thefish were al gone, and
anything left for people to hunt. No one seemed to worry. Everyone was counting on winter freezing the
dead.

But once the dead were frozen, how were you going to survive the winter?

Good question. | don't think most people thought that far ahead. Maybe they figured that the
“authorities’ would come rescue us or that they could just pack up and head home. I’'m sure alot of
people didn’t think about anything except the day in front of them, just grateful that they werefindly safe
and confident that things would work themsdlves out. “WEe Il dl be home before you know it,” people
would say. “It'll dl be over by Chrisgmas.”

[She draws my attention to another object in theice, a Sponge-Bob Squar ePants deeping bag.
It issmall, and stained brown.]

What do you think thisis rated to, a heated bedroom at a deepover party? Okay, maybe they couldn’t
get aproper bag—camping stores were aways the first bought out or knocked off—but you can’t
believe how ignorant some of these people were. A lot of them were from Sunbdlt states, some asfar
away as southern Mexico. Y ou' d see people getting into their deeping bags with their boots on, not
redlizing that it was cutting off their circulation. Y ou’ d see them drinking to get warm, not redizing it was
actualy lowering their temperature by releasing more body hest. Y ou’ d see them wearing these big heavy
coats with nothing but a T-shirt underneath. They’ d do something physical, overhest, take off the coat.
Their bodies d be coated in sweet, alot of cotton cloth holding in the moisture. The breeze' d come
up...alot of people got sick that first September. Cold and flu. They gaveit to the rest of us.

In the beginning everyone was friendly. We cooperated. We traded or even bought what we needed
from other families. Money was gtill worth something. Everyone thought the banks would be reopening
soon. Whenever Mom and Dad would go looking for food, they’ d dways leave me with aneighbor. |
had thislittle surviva radio, the kind you cranked for power, so we could listen to the news every night. It
wasal stories of the pullout, army units leaving people stranded. We d listen with our road map of the
United States, pointing to the cities and towns where the reports were coming from. I’d st on Dad' s lap.
“See” he'd say, “they didn’t get out intime. They weren't smart like us.” He' d try to forceasmile. For a



littlewnhile, | thought hewasright.

But after the first month, when the food started running out, and the days got colder and darker, people
dtarted getting mean. There were no more commund fires, no more cookouts or singing. The camp
became amess, nobody picking up their trash anymore. A coupletimes| stepped in human shit. Nobody
was even bothering to bury it.

| wasn't left done with neighbors anymore, my parents didn’t trust anyone. Things got dangerous, you' d
seealot of fights. | saw two women wrestling over afur coat, toreit right down the middie. | saw one
guy catching another guy trying to sted some stuff out of his car and beat hishead inwith atireiron. A lot
of it took place a night, scuffling and shouts. Every now and then you' d hear a gunshot, and somebody
crying. One time we heard someone moving outs de the makeshift tent we' d draped over the minivan.
Mom told meto put my head down and cover my ears. Dad went outside. Through my hands| heard
shouts. Dad’ s gun went off. Someone screamed. Dad came back in, his face waswhite. | never asked
him what happened.

The only time anyone ever came together was when one of the dead showed up. These were the ones
who' d followed the third wave, coming aone or in small packs. It happened every couple of days.
Someone would sound an darm and everyone would rally to take them out. And then, as soon asit was
over, we' d dl turn on each other again.

When it got cold enough to freeze the lake, when the last of the dead stopped showing up, alot of
people thought it was safe enough to try to walk home.

Walk? Not drive?

No moregas. They' d used it al up for cooking fuel or just to keep their car heaters running. Every day
there’ d be these groups of haf-starved, ragged wretches, al loaded down with al this usaless stuff they'd
brought with them, al with thislook of desperate hope on their faces.

“Where do they think they’re going?’ Dad would say. “Don't they know that it hasn’t gotten cold enough
farther south? Don't they know what’ s ftill waiting for them back there?” He was convinced thet if we
just held out long enough, sooner or later things would get better. That wasin October, when | ill
looked like ahuman being.

[We come upon a collection of bones, too many to count. They liein a pit, half covered in ice]

| was apretty heavy kid. | never played sports, | lived on fast food and snacks. | was only alittle bit
thinner when we arrived in August. By November, | was like a skeleton. Mom and Dad didn’t ook
much better. Dad’ s tummy was gone, Mom had these narrow cheekbones. They werefighting alat,
fighting about everything. That scared me more than anything. They’ d never raised their voices a home.
They were schoolteachers, “progressves.” There might have been atense, quiet dinner every now and
then, but nothing like this. They went for each other every chance they had. Onetime, around
Thanksgiving...l couldn’t get out of my deeping bag. My belly was swollen and | had these soreson my
mouth and nose. There was this smell coming from the neighbor’ sRV. They were cooking something,
mest, it smelled redly good. Mom and Dad were outside arguing. Mom said “it” wasthe only way. |
didn’t know what “it” was. She said “it” wasn't “that bad” because the neighbors, not us, had been the
onesto actualy “doit.” Dad said that we weren't going to stoop to that level and that Mom should be



ashamed of hersdf. Mom redlly laid into Dad, screeching thet it was dl hisfault that we were here, that |
was dying. Mom told him that areal man would know what to do. She called him awimp and said he
wanted usto die so then he could run away and live like the “faggot” she aways knew he was. Dad told
her to shut the fuck up. Dad never swore. | heard something, a crack from outside. Mom came back in,
holding aclump of snow over her right eye. Dad followed her. He didn’t say anything. He had thislook
on hisface |’ d never seen before, like he was a different person. He grabbed my surviva radio, the one
people d try to buy...or stedl, for along time, and went back out toward the RV. He came back ten
minutes later, without the radio but with a big bucket of this steaming hot stew. It was so good! Mom
told me not to eat too fast. Shefed mein little spoonfuls. She looked rdieved. Shewas crying alittle.
Dad till had that look. Thelook | had mysdf in afew months, when Mom and Dad both got sick and |
hed to feed them.

[I kneel to examinethe bone pile. They have all been broken, the marrow extracted.]

Winter redly hit usin early December. The snow was over our heads, literdly, mountains of it, thick and
gray from the pollution. The camp got silent. No more fights, no more shooting. By Christmas Day there
was plenty of food.

[She holds up what lookslike a miniaturefemur. It has been scraped clean by a knife]

They say deven million people died that winter, and that’ s just in North America. That doesn't count the
other places: Greenland, Iceland, Scandinavia. | don’t want to think about Siberia, &l those refugees
from southern China, the ones from Japan who' d never been outside a city, and al those poor people
from India That wasthefirst Gray Winter, when thefilth in the sky started changing the wesether. They
say that apart of that filth, | don’t know how much, was ash from human remains.

[She plantsa marker abovethepit.]

It took alot of time, but eventudly the sun did come out, the weather began to warm, the snow findly
began to melt. By mid-July, spring wasfinaly here, and so were the living dead.

[Oneof the other team memberscallsusover. A zombieis half buried, frozen from the waist
down in theice. The head, arms, and upper torso are very much alive, thrashing and moaning,
and trying to claw toward us]

Why do they come back after freezing? All human cells contain water, right? And when that water
freezes, it expands and burststhe cell walls. That’ swhy you can't just freeze people in suspended



animation, so then why doesit work for the living dead?

[The zombie makesonegreat lungein our direction; itsfrozen lower torso beginsto snap.
Jesikaraises her weapon, alongiron crowbar, and casually smashesthe creature’ s skull.]

UDAIPUR LAKE PALACE, L AKE PICHOLA, RAJASTHAN, INDIA

[Completely covering itsfoundation of Jagniwas|dand, thisidyllic, almost fairy-tale structure
was once a maharaja’ sresdence, then aluxury hotel, then a haven to several hundred
refugees, until an outbreak of cholerakilled them all. Under the direction of Project Manager
Sardar Khan, the hotd, like thelake and surrounding city, isfinally beginning to return to life.
During hisrecollections, Mister Khan soundslesslike a battle-har dened, highly educated
civilian engineer, and morelike a young, frightened lance cor poral who oncefound himself on a
chaotic mountain road.]

| remember the monkeys, hundreds of them, climbing and skittering among the vehicles, even over the
tops of people’ s heads. I’ d watched them asfar back as Chandigarh, legping from roofs and ba conies
astheliving dead filled the street. | remember them scattering, chattering, scrambling straight up
telephone poles to escape the zombies' grasping arms. Some didn’'t even wait to be attacked; they knew.
And now they were here, on this narrow, twisting Himalayan goat track. They called it aroad, but even
in peacetime it had been a notorious degath trap. Thousands of refugees were streaming past, or climbing
over the galed and abandoned vehicles. People were il trying to struggle with suitcases, boxes, one
man was stubbornly holding on to the monitor for adesktop PC. A monkey landed on his head, trying to
useit as a stepping-stone, but the man was too close to the edge and the two of them went tumbling over
the sde. It seemed like every second someone would lose their footing. There were just too many
people. The road didn’t even have aguardrail. | saw awhole bus go over, | don’t even know how, it
wasn't even moving. Passengers were climbing out of the windows because the doors of the bus had
been jammed by foot traffic. One woman was halfway out the window when the bus tipped over.
Something wasin her arms, something clutched tightly to her. | tell mysdif that it wasn't moving, or crying,
that it was just abundle of clothes. No one within arm’ sreach tried to help her. No one even looked,
they just kept streaming by. Sometimeswhen | dream about that moment, | can't tell the difference
between them and the monkeys.

| wasn't supposed to be there, | wasn’t even acombat engineer. | waswiththe BRO 1; my job wasto
build roads, not blow them up. I’ d just been wandering through the assembly areaat Shimla, trying to
find what remained of my unit, when this engineer, Sergeant Mukherjee, grabbed me by thearm and
sad, “You, soldier, you know how to drive?’

| think | sammered something to the affirmative, and suddenly he was shoving meinto the driver’ sside of
ajeep while he jumped in next to me with some kind of radiolike device on hislap. “ Get back to the
pass! Go! Go!” | took off down the road, screeching and skidding and trying desperately to explain thét |
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was actualy a steamroller driver, and not even fully qudified at that. Mukherjee didn’'t hear me. Hewas
too busy fiddling with the device on hislap. “The charges are dready se&t,” he explained. “All we haveto
doiswait for the order!”

“What charges?’ | asked. “What order?’

“To blow the pass, you arse head!” he yelled, motioning to what | now recognized as a detonator on his
lap. “How the hell else are we going to stop them?’

| knew, vaguely, that our retreat into the Himaayas had something to do with some kind of magter plan,
and that part of that plan meant closing al the mountain passesto the living dead. | never dreamed,
however, that | would be such avita participant! For the sake of civil conversation, | will not repeat my
profane reaction to Mukherjee, nor Mukherjee' s equally profane reaction when we arrived at the pass
and found it till full of refugees.

“It' s supposed to be clear!” he shouted. “No more refugees!”

We noticed a soldier from the Rashtriya Rifles, the outfit that was supposed to be securing theroad's
mountain entrance, come running past the jeep. Mukherjee jumped out and grabbed the man. “What the
hell isthis?’ he asked; he was a big man, tough and angry. “Y ou were supposed to keep the road clear.”
The other man was just as angry, just as scared. “Y ou want to shoot your grandmother, go ahead!” He
shoved the sergeant aside and kept going.

Mukherjee keyed hisradio and reported that the road was still highly active. A voice came back to him,
ahigh-pitched, frantic younger voice of an officer screaming that his orders were to blow the road no
matter how many people were on it. Mukherjee responded angrily that he had to wait till it was clear. If
we blew it now, not only would we be sending dozens of people hurtling to their deaths, but we would be
trapping thousands on the other side. The voice shot back that the road would never be clear, that the
only thing behind those people was araging swarm of God knows how many million zombies. Mukherjee
answered that he would blow it when the zombies got here, and not a second before. He wasn't about to
commit murder no matter what some pissant lieutenant. ..

But then Mukherjee stopped in midsentence and looked at something over my head. | whipped around,
and suddenly found myself staring into the face of Generd Rgj-Singh! | don’t know where he came from,
why he wasthere...to this day no one believes me, not that he wasn't there, but that | was. | wasinches
away from him, from the Tiger of Delhi! I’ ve heard that people tend to view those they respect as
appearing physcaly taler than they actudly are. In my mind, he gppearsasavirtud giant. Even with his
torn uniform, his bloody turban, the patch on hisright eye and the bandage on his nose (one of hismen
had smashed him in the face to get him on the last chopper out of Gandhi Park). General Rgj-Singh. ..

[Khan takes a deep breath, hischest filling with pride.]

“Gentlemen,” he began...he caled us“ Gentlemen” and explained, very carefully, that the road had to be
destroyed immediately. The air force, what was left of it, had its own orders concerning the closure of al
mountain passes. At thismoment, a single Shamsher fighter bomber was aready on station above our
position. If we found oursaves unable, or unwilling, to accomplish our mission, then the Jaguar’ s pilot
was ordered to execute “ Shival s Wrath.” “Do you know what that means?’ Rgj-Singh asked. Maybe he
thought | was too young to understand, or maybe he must have guessed, somehow, that | was Mudim,



but even if I'd known absolutely nothing about the Hindu deity of destruction, everyonein uniform had
heard rumors about the “secret” code name for the use of thermonuclear weapons.

Wouldn't that have destroyed the pass?

Y es, and half the mountain aswell! Insteed of anarrow choke point hemmed in by sheer dliff wals, you
would have had little more than amassive, gently doping ramp. The whole point of destroying these
roads was to create a barrier inaccessible to the living dead, and now someignorant air force genera
with an atomic erection was going to give them the perfect entrance right into the safe zone!

Mukherjee gulped, not sure of what to do, until the Tiger held out his hand for the detonator. Ever the
hero, he was now willing to accept the burden of mass murderer. The sergeant handed it over, closeto
tears. Generd Rg-Singh thanked him, thanked us both, whispered a prayer, then pressed his thumbs
down on thefiring buttons. Nothing happened, he tried again, no response. He checked the batteries, dl
the connections, and tried athird time. Nothing. The problem wasn't the detonator. Something had gone
wrong with the charges that were buried haf akilometer down the road, set right in the middle of the
refugees.

Thisisthe end, | thought, we're all going to die. All | could think of was getting out of there, far
enough away to maybe avoid the nuclear blast. | till feel guilty about those thoughts, caring only for
mysdf inamoment likethat.

Thank God for Generd Rgj-Singh. He reacted. . .exactly how you would expect aliving legend to react.
He ordered usto get out of here, save ourselves and get to Shimla, then turned and ran right into crowd.
Mukherjee and | looked at each other, without much hesitation, I’ m happy to say, and took off after him.

Now we wanted to be heroes, too, to protect our general and shield him from the crowd. What ajoke.
We never even saw him once the masses enveloped us like araging river. | was pushed and shoved from
all directions. | don’t know when | was punched in the eye. | shouted that | needed to get past, that this
was amy business. No one listened. | fired severa shotsin theair. No one noticed. | considered actually
firing into the crowd. | was becoming as desperate as them. Out of the corner of my eye | saw
Mukherjee go tumbling over the sde with another man il fighting for hisrifle. | turned to tell Generd
R&j-Singh but couldn’t find him in the crowd. | called his name, tried to spot him above the other heads. |
climbed onto the roof of amicrobus, trying to get my bearings. Then the wind came up; it brought the
gtink and moan whipping through the valey. In front of me, about half akilometer ahead, the crowd
began running. | strained my eyes....squinted. The dead were coming. Slow and deliberate, and just as
tightly packed as the refugees they were devouring.

The microbus shook and | fell. First | was floating on asea of human bodies, then suddenly | was
beneath them, shoes and bare feet trampling on my flesh. | felt my ribs crack, | coughed and tasted
blood. I pulled mysdf under the microbus. My body was aching, burning. | couldn’t speak. | could
barely see. | heard the sound of the approaching zombies. | guessed that they couldn’t be more than two
hundred metersaway. | swore | wouldn’t die like the others, al those victimstorn to pieces, that cow |
saw struggling and bleeding on the banks of the Satluj River in Rupnagar. | fumbled for my sdearm, my
hand wouldn’t work. | cursed and cried. | thought I’ d be religious at that point, but | was just so scared
and angry | started beating my head againgt the underside of the van. | thought if | hit it hard enough |
could bash in my own skull. Suddenly there was a deafening roar and the ground rose up undernegth me.
A wave of screams and moans mixed with this powerful blast of pressurized dust. My face dammed into
the machinery above, knocking me cold.

Thefirst thing | remember when | cameto wasavery faint sound. At first | thought it waswater. It
sounded like afast drip...tap-tap-tap, like that. The tap became clearer, and | suddenly became aware



of two other sounds, the crackle of my radio...how that wasn't smashed I [l never know...and the
ever-present howling of theliving dead. | crawled out from under the microbus. At least my legswere il
working well enough to stand. | redlized that | was done, no refugees, no Generd Rg-Singh. | was
standing among a collection of discarded personad belongingsin the middle of adeserted mountain path.
In front of me was a charred cliff wall. Beyond it was the other side of the severed road.

That' swhere the moan was coming from. Theliving dead were still coming for me. With eyesfront and
arms outdtretched, they werefdling in droves off the shattered edge. That was the tapping sound: their
bodies smashing on the valey floor far below.

The Tiger must have set the demolition charges off by hand. | guessed he must have reached them the
sametime astheliving dead. | hopethey didn’'t get their teeth in him first. | hope he' s pleased with his
statue that now stands over amodern, four-lane mountain freeway. | wasn't thinking about his sacrifice at
that moment. | wasn't even sureif any of thiswasred. Staring silently at this undead waterfdl, listening to
my radio report from the other units:

“Vikasnagar: Secure.”

“Bilaspur: Secure.”

“Jawala Mukhi: Secure”

“All passes report secure: Over!”

Am| dreaming, | thought, am| insane?

The monkey didn’t help matters any. He was Sitting on top of the microbus, just watching the undead
plungeto their end. His face appeared so serene, so intdlligent, asif hetruly understood the Situation. |
amost wanted him to turn to me and say, “Thisisthe turning point of thewar! We' vefinaly stopped
them! We'refindly safel” But instead hislittle penis popped out and he peed in my face.

TAOS, NEW MEXICO

[Arthur Sinclair, Junior, isthe picture of an old-world patrician: tall, lean, with close-cropped
white hair and an affected Harvard accent. He speaksinto the ether, rarely making eye contact
or pausing for questions. During thewar, Mister Sinclair wasdirector of the U.S. government’s
newly formed DeStRes, or Department of Strategic Resour ces.]

| don’t know who first thought of the acronym “DeStRes” or if they conscioudy knew how much it
sounded like “distress,” but it certainly could not have been more appropriate. Establishing adefensve
line a the Rocky Mountains might have created atheoretica “ safe zone,” but in redity that zone
consisted mainly of rubble and refugees. There was tarvation, disease, homeessnessin the millions.
Industry was in shambles, transportation and trade had evaporated, and al of thiswas compounded by



the living dead both assaulting the Rocky Line and festering within our safe zone. We had to get our
people on their feet again—clothed, fed, housed, and back to work—otherwise this supposed safe zone
was only forestaling the inevitable. That was why the DeStRes was cregted, and, asyou canimaging, |
had to do alot of on-the-job training.

Thosefirst months, I can't tell you how much information | had to cram into thiswithered old cortex; the
briefings, the ingpection tours...when | did deep, it was with abook under my pillow, each night anew
one, from Henry J. Kaiser to Vo Nguyen Giap. | needed every idea, every word, every ounce of
knowledge and wisdom to help me fuse afractured landscape into the modern American war machine. If
my father had been dive, he probably would have laughed at my frustration. He' d been a staunch New
Dedler, working closdly with FDR as comptroller of New Y ork State. He used methods that were
amogt Marxist in nature, the kind of collectivization that would make Ayn Rand legp from her grave and
jointhe ranks of theliving dead. I’ d dways rejected the lessons he' d tried to impart, running as far avay
asWall Street to shut them out. Now | was wracking my brains to remember them. One thing those
New Dedlersdid better than any generation in American history was find and harvest the right tools and
taent.

Tools and talent?

A term my son had heard oncein amovie. | found it described our reconstruction efforts rather well.
“Tdent” describesthe potential workforce, itsleve of skilled labor, and how that |abor could be utilized
effectively. To be perfectly candid, our supply of talent was a acritica low. Ourswas apostindustria or
service-based economy, so complex and highly specidized that each individua could only function within
the confines of its narrow, compartmentalized structure. Y ou should have seen some of the “careers’
listed on our first employment census, everyone was some version of an “executive,” a“representative,”
an“andyd,” or a“consultant,” al perfectly suited to the prewar world, but al totally inadequate for the
present crisis. We needed carpenters, masons, machinists, gunsmiths. We had those people, to be sure,
but not nearly as many as were necessary. Thefirst [abor survey stated clearly that over 65 percent of the
present civilian workforce were classified F-6, possessing no vaued vocation. We required amassive
job retraining program. In short, we needed to get alot of white collars dirty.

It was dow going. Air traffic was nonexistent, roads and rail lines were a shambles, and fuel, good Lord,
you couldn’t find atank of gas between Blaine, Washington, and Imperia Beach, Cdifornia. Add tothis
the fact that prewar Americanot only had a commuter-based infrastructure, but that such amethod also
alowed for severe levels of economic segregation. Y ou would have entire suburban neighborhoods of
upper-middle-class professiona's, none of whom had possessed even the basic know-how to replace a
cracked window. Those with that knowledge lived in their own blue-collar “ghettos,” an hour away in
prewar auto traffic, which trandated to at least afull day on foot. Make no mistake, bipedd locomotion
was how most people traveled in the beginning.

Solving this problem—no, challenge, there are no problems—was the refugee camps. There were
hundreds of them, some parking-lot small, some spreading for miles, scattered across the mountains and
coadt, dl requiring government assistance, dl acute drains on rgpidly diminishing resources. At the top of
my list, before | tackled any other chalenge, these camps had to be emptied. Anyone F-6 but physicaly
able became unskilled labor: clearing rubble, harvesting crops, digging graves. A lot of graves needed to
be dug. Anyone A-1, those with war-appropriate skills, became part of our CSSP, or Community
Sdf-Sufficiency Program. A mixed group of ingtructors would be tasked with infusing these sedentary,
overeducated, desk-bound, cubicle mice with the knowledge necessary to make it on their own.

It was an ingtant success. Within three months you saw a marked drop in requests for government aid. |
can't stress how vita thiswasto victory. It dlowed usto trangtion from a zero-sum, surviva-based
economy, into full-blown war production. Thiswas the National Reeducation Act, the organic outgrowth



of the CSSP. I'd say it was the largest jobs training program since the Second World War, and easily the
modt radicd in our history.

You’ ve mentioned, on occasion, the problems faced by the NRA...

| was getting to that. The president gave me the kind of power | needed to meet any physica or logistical
challenge. Unfortunately, what neither he nor anyone on Earth could give me was the power to change
the way people thought. As| explained, Americawas a segregated workforce, and in many cases, that
segregation contained a culturd element. A great many of our ingtructors were first-generation
immigrants. These were the people who knew how to take care of themselves, how to survive on very
little and work with what they had. These were the people who tended small gardensin their backyards,
who repaired their own homes, who kept their appliances running for aslong as mechanicaly possible. It
was crucia that these people teach the rest of usto break from our comfortable, disposable consumer
lifestyle even though their labor had dlowed usto maintain that lifestyle in the first place.

Y es, there was racism, but there was aso classism. Y ou' re a high-powered corporate attorney. Y ou' ve
spent most of your life reviewing contracts, brokering dedls, talking on the phone. That’ swhat you're
good at, that's what made you rich and what alowed you to hire a plumber to fix your toilet, which
allowed you to keep talking on the phone. The more work you do, the more money you make, the more
peonsyou hireto free you up to make more money. That’ sthe way the world works. But one day it
doesn’'t. No one needs a contract reviewed or adedl brokered. What it does need istoilets fixed. And
suddenly that peon is your teacher, maybe even your boss. For some, thiswas scarier than the living
dead.

Once, on afact-finding tour through LA, | sat in the back of areeducation lecture. The traineeshad all
held lofty positionsin the entertainment industry, amélange of agents, managers, “ creetive executives,”
whatever the hell that means. | can understand their resistance, their arrogance. Before the war,
entertainment had been the most valued export of the United States. Now they were being trained as
custodiansfor amunitions plant in Bakersfield, California. One woman, a casting director, exploded.
How dare they degrade her like this! She had an MFA in Conceptua Thester, she had cast the top three
grossing sitcomsin thelast five seasons and she made more in aweek than her ingtructor could dream of
inseverd lifetimes! She kept addressing that instructor by her first name. “Magda,” she kept saying,
“Magda, enough aready. Magda, please.” At first | thought this woman wasjust being rude, degrading
the ingtructor by refusing to use her title. | found out later that Mrs. Magda Antonova used to be this
woman' scleaning lady. Yes, it was very hard for some, but alot of them later admitted that they got
more emotiona satisfaction from their new jobs than anything closaly resembling their old ones.

| met one gentleman on a coadtal ferry from Portland to Seettle. He had worked in the licensing
department for an advertising agency, specificaly in charge of procuring the rightsto classc rock songs
for televison commercias. Now hewas achimney sweep. Given that most homesin Sesttle had lost
their centra heat and the winters were now longer and colder, hewas seldomidle. “I help keep my
neighborswarm,” he said proudly. | know it sounds alittle too Norman Rockwell, but | hear storieslike
that al thetime. “Y ou see those shoes, | madethem,” “That swester, that’ s my sheegp’swool,” “Likethe
corn? My garden.” That was the upshot of amore locaized system. It gave people the opportunity to see
the fruits of their labor, it gave them a sense of individua pride to know they were making aclear,
concrete contribution to victory, and it gave me awonderful feding that | was part of that. | needed that
feding. It kept me sane for the other part of my job.

So much for “taent.” “Tools” are the weapons of war, and theindustrial and logistical means by which
those weapons are constructed.



[He swivelsin hischair, motioning to a picture above hisdesk. | lean closer and seethat it’s
not a picture but aframed labd.]

Ingredients:

molasses from the United States
anisefrom Spain

licoricefrom France

vanilla (bourbon) from Madagascar
cinnamon from Si Lanka
clovesfrom Indonesia

wintergreen from China

pimento berry oil from Jamaica
basam ail from Peru

And that’ sjust for a bottle of peacetime root beer. WEe re not even talking about something like a
desktop PC, or anuclear-powered aircraft carrier.

Ask anyone how the Allies won the Second World War. Those with very little knowledge might answer
that it was our numbers or generdship. Those without any knowledge might point to techno-marvelslike
radar or the atom bomb. [ Scowls.] Anyone with the most rudimentary understanding of that conflict will
giveyou threered reasons. firgt, the ability to manufacture more materiel: more bullets, beans, and
bandages than the enemy; second, the naturd resources available to manufacture that materiel; and third,
the logistical meansto not only transport those resources to the factories, but also to transport the
finished products out to the front lines. The Allies had the resources, industry, and logistics of an entire
planet. The Axis, on the other hand, had to depend on what scant assets they could scrape up within their
borders. Thistime we werethe Axis. Theliving dead controlled most of the world' s landmass, while
American war production depended on what could be harvested within the limits of the western States
gpecifically. Forget raw materials from safe zones oversess; our merchant fleet was crammed to the
decks with refugees while fudl shortages had dry-docked most of our navy.

We had some advantages. Cdifornid s agricultural base could at least erase the problem of starvation, if
it could be restructured. The citrus growers didn’t go quietly, neither did the ranchers. The beef barons
who controlled so much prime potential farmland were the worst. Did you ever hear of Don Hill? Ever
see the movie Roy Elliot did on him? 1t was when the infestation hit the San Joaquin Vdley, the dead
swarming over hisfences, atacking his cattle, tearing them apart like African driver ants. And there he
wasinthemiddleof it al, shooting and hollering like Gregory Peck in Dudl in the Qun. | dedt with him
openly and honestly. Aswith everyone dse, | gave him the choice. | reminded him that winter was
coming and there were il alot of very hungry people out there. | warned him that when the hordes of
starving refugees showed up to finish what the living dead started, he' d have no government protection
whatsoever. Hill was abrave, stubborn bastard, but he wasn't an idiot. He agreed to surrender hisland
and herd only on the condition that his and everyone else’ s breeding stock remained untouched. We
shook on that.

Tender, juicy steaks—can you think of a better icon of our prewar artificid standard of living? And yet it
wasthat standard that ended up being our second great advantage. The only way to supplement our
resource base was recycling. Thiswas nothing new. The lsraglis had started when they sedled their



borders and since then each nation had adopted it to one degree or another. None of their stockpiles,
however, could even compare to what we had at our disposa. Think about what lifewaslikein the
prewar America. Even those considered middle class enjoyed, or took for granted, alevel of materia
comfort unheard of by any other nation at any other timein human history. The clothing, the kitchenware,
the dectronics, the automobiles, just in the Los Angeles basin aone, outnumbered the prewar population
by threeto one. The cars poured in by the millions, every house, every neighborhood. We had an entire
industry of over a hundred thousand employees working three shifts, seven days aweek: collecting,
cataloging, disassembling, storing, and shipping parts and piecesto factories dl over the coast. Therewas
alittletrouble, like with the cattle ranchers, people not wanting to turn over their Hummers or vintage
[tdian midlife crigssmobiles. Funny, no gasto run them but they still hung on anyway. It didn’t bother me
too much. They were a pleasure to deal with compared to the military establishmen.

Of dl my adversaries, easily the most tenacious were the onesin uniform. | never had direct control over
any of their R& D, they were freeto green light whatever they wanted. But given that dmost dl their
programs were farmed out to civilian contractors and that those contractors depended on resources
controlled by DeStRes, | had de facto control. “Y ou cannot mothball our Stealth bombers,” they would
ydl. “Who the Blank do you think you are to cancel our production of tanks?” At first | tried to reason
with them: “The M-1 Abrams has ajet engine. Where are you going to find that kind of fue? Why do
you need Stedlth aircraft against an enemy that doesn't have radar?’ | tried to make them see that given
what we had to work with, as opposed to what we were facing, we Smply had to get the largest return
on our investment or, in their language, the most bang for our buck. They were insufferable, with their
al-hours phone cdls, or just showing up a my office unannounced. | guess| can't redly blame them, not
after how we dl treated them after the last brushfire war, and certainly not after dmost having their asses
handed to them at Y onkers. They were teetering on the edge of total collapse, and alot of them just
needed somewhere to vent.

[Hegrinsconfidently.]

| started my career trading on the floor of the NY SE, so | can yell as hard and long as any professional
drill sergeant. After each “mesting,” I’ d expect the cal, the one I’ d been both dreading and hoping for:
“Migter Sinclair, thisisthe president, | just want to thank you for your service and we'll no longer be
requiring...” [Chuckles] It never came. My guessis no one else wanted the job.

[Hissmile fades)]

I’'m not saying that | didn’t make mistakes. | know | was too anal about the air force’ s D-Corps. | didn't
understand their safety protocols or what dirigibles could redly accomplish in undead warfare. All | knew
wasthat with our negligible helium supply, the only cost-effective lift gas was hydrogen and no way was|
going to waste lives and resources on afleet of modern-day Hindenburgs. | also had to be persuaded, by
the president, no less, to reopen the experimenta cold fusion project at Livermore. He argued that even
though a breskthrough was, at best, still decades away, “planning for the future lets our people know
therewill be one.” | wastoo conservative with some projects, and with others| wasfar too liberd.

Project Y dlow Jacket—I till kick myself when | think about that one. These Silicon Valey eggheads, dl



of them geniusesin their own field, convinced methat they had a“wonder wegpon” that could win the
war, theoretically, within forty-eight hours of deployment. They could build micro missiles, millions of
them, about the Size of a.22 rimfire bullet, that could be scattered from transport aircraft, then guided by
satellitesto the brain of every zombiein North America. Sounds amazing, right? It did to me.

[Hegrumblesto himself.]

When | think of what we poured down that hole, what we could have produced instead...ahhh...no
point in dwelling on it now.

| could have gone head-to-head against the military for the duration of the war, but I' m grateful, in the
end, that | didn’t have to. When Travis D’ Ambrosia became chairman of the Joint Chiefs, he not only
invented the resource-to-kill ratio, but developed a comprehensive strategy to employ it. | dways
listened to him when he told me a certain weapons system was vitd. | trusted his opinion in matterslike
the new Battle Dress Uniform or the Standard Infantry Rifle.

What was so amazing to see was how the culture of RKR began to take hold among the rank and file.
You' d hear soldierstalking on the street, in bars, on the train; “Why have X, when for the same price you
could haveten Y's, which could kill ahundred timesasmany Zs.” Soldiers even began coming up with
ideas on their own, inventing more cost-effective tools than we could have envisoned. | think they
enjoyed it—improvising, adapting, outthinking us bureaucrats. The marines surprised methe mogt. I'd
aways bought into the myth of the stupid jarhead, the knuckle-dragging, locked-jaw, testosterone-driven
Neandertha. | never knew that because the Corps aways hasto procure its assets through the navy, and
because admiras are never going to get too fired up about land warfare, that improvisation has had to be
one of their most treasured virtues.

[Sinclair points above my head to the opposite wall. On it hangs a heavy stedl rod endingin
what lookslike afusion of shovel and double-bladed battle-axe. Its official designation isthe
Standard Infantry Entrenchment Tool, although, to mog, it isknown aseither the
“Lobotomizer,” or smply, the®Lobo.”]

The leathernecks came up with that one, using nothing but the steel of recycled cars. We made
twenty-three million during the war.

[He smileswith pride]

And they’ re gtill making them today.



BURLINGTON, VERMONT

[Winter has come later this season, asit hasevery year sincethe end of thewar. Snow
blanketsthe house and surrounding farmland and froststhetreesthat shadethedirt track by
theriver. Everything about this sceneis peaceful, except for the man with me. Heinsistson
calling himself “the Whacko,” because “ everyone else calls me that, why shouldn’t you?” His
strideisfast and purposeful, the cane given to him by hisdoctor (and wife) servesonly to stab
at theair |

To be honest, | wasn't surprised to be nominated for vice president. Everyone knew a coalition party
wasinevitable. I'd been arisng star, at least until | “self-destructed.” That' swhat they said about me,
right? All the cowards and hypocriteswho' d rather die than see areal man express his passion. So what
if | wasn't theworld’ s best politician? | said what | felt, and | wasn't afraid to say it loud and clear.
That's one of the main reasons | wasthe logica choice for copilot. We made a greet team; he wasthe
light, | wasthe heat. Different parties, different persondities, and, let’ s not kid ourselves, different skin
colorsaswell. | knew | wasn't thefirst choice. | know who my party secretly wanted. But America
was't ready to go that far, as stupid, ignorant, and infuriatingly Neolithic asit sounds. They’d rather have
ascreaming radica for aV P than another one of “those people.” So | wasn't surprised a my nomination.
| was surprised at everything else.

You mean the elections?

Elections? Honolulu was till amadhouse; soldiers, congressmen, refugees, dl bumping into one another
trying to find something to eat or aplaceto deep or just to find out what the hell was going on. And that
was paradise next to the mainland. The Rocky Linewasjust being established; everything west of it was
awar zone. Why go through dl the trouble of ectionswhen you could have Congress smply vote for
extended emergency powers? The attorney genera had tried it when he was mayor of New Y ork,
amost got away withit, too. | explained to the president that we didn’t have the energy or resourcesto
do anything but fight for our very existence.

What did he say?

Well, let’ sjust say he convinced me otherwise,

Can you elaborate?

| could, but | don’t want to mangle hiswords. The old neurons aren't firing like they used to.
Pleasetry.

You'll fact-check with hislibrary?

| promise.

Well...wewerein histemporary office, the*presidentia suite’ of ahotel. HE d just been swornin on Air
Force Two. His old boss was sedated in the suite next to us. From the window you could see the chaos
on the streets, the ships at sealining up to dock, the planes coming in every thirty seconds and ground
crew pushing them off the runway once they landed to make room for new ones. | was pointing to them,
shouting and gesturing with the passion I’'m most famousfor. “\We need a stable government, fast!” | kept



saying. “Electionsare great in principle but thisisno timefor high ideds”

The president was cool, alot cooler than me. Maybeit was dl that military training...hesaid to me, “This
isthe only timefor high ideals because those idedls are dl that we have. We aren't just fighting for our
physical survivad, but for the surviva of our civilization. We don’'t have the luxury of old-world pillars. We
don’t have acommon heritage, we don't have amillenniaof history. All we have are the dreams and
promisesthat bind ustogether. All we have... [struggling to remember]...al we have iswhat we want
to be” Y ou see what he was saying. Our country only exists because people believed iniit, and if it
wasn't strong enough to protect us from thiscriss, then what future could it ever hope to have? He knew
that Americawanted a Caesar, but to be one would mean the end of America. They say great times
make great men. | don’t buy it. | saw alot of weakness, alot of filth. People who should have risen to
the challenge and either couldn’t or wouldn’t. Greed, fear, stupidity, and hate. | saw it beforethewar, |
seeit today. My boss was a great man. We were damn [ucky to have him.

The business of dectionsredly set thetonefor his entire administration. So many of his proposals |ooked
crazy at first glance, but once you pedled back the first layer, you redlized that undernesth there existed a
core of irrefutable logic. Take the new punishment laws, those really set me off. Putting people in stocks?
Whipping them in town squares!? What wasthis, Old Salem, the Taliban’s Afghanistan? It sounded
barbaric, un-American, until you really thought about the options. What were you going to do with
thieves and looters, put them in prison? Who would that hel p? Who could afford to divert able-bodied
citizensto feed, clothe, and guard other able-bodied citizens? More importantly, why remove the
punished from society when they could serve as such avauable deterrent? Y es, there was the fear of
pain—the lash, the cane—but dl of that paled when compared to public humiliation. People were
terrified of having their crimes exposed. At atime when everyone was pulling together, helping each other
out, working to protect and take care of one another, the worst thing you could do to someone wasto
march them up into the public square with agiant poster reading “1 Stole My Neighbor’s Firewood.”
Shame' s a powerful weapon, but it depended on everyone e se doing the right thing. No one is above the
law, and seeing asenator given fifteen lashesfor hisinvolvement in war profiteering did moreto curb
crime than acop on every street corner. Y es, there were the work gangs, but those were the recidivists,
those who' d been given chancestime and time again. | remember the attorney general suggesting that we
dump as many of them into the infested zones as possible, rid oursalves of the drain and potential hazard
of their continued presence. Both the president and | opposed this proposition; my objections were
ethica, hiswere practicd. We were il talking about American soil, infested yes, but, hopefully one day
to beliberated. “ The last thing we needed,” he said “was to come up against one of these ex-consas The
New Grand Warlord of Duluth.” | thought he was joking, but later, as| saw the exact thing happenin
other countries, as some exiled criminals rose to command their own isolated, and in some cases,
powerful fiefdoms, | realized we' d dodged one hell of a speeding bullet. Thework gangs were dways an
issuefor us, politicaly, socialy, even economicaly, but what other choice did we have for those who just
refused to play nice with others?

You did use the death penalty.

Only in extreme cases. sedition, sabotage, attempted political secession. Zombiesweren't the only
enemies, at least not in the beginning.

The Fundies?

We had our share of religious fundamentdists, what country didn’t? Many of them believed that we
were, in someway, interfering with God' swill.



[He chuckles]

I’'m sorry, I” ve gottalearn to be more senstive, but for cryin’ out loud, you redlly think the supreme
creator of theinfinite multiverse is going to have his plans unraveled by afew Arizona Nationd
Guardsmen?

[Hewavesthe thought away.]

They got alot more press than they should have, al because that nut-bird tried to kill the president. In
redlity, they were much more adanger to themselves, dl those mass suicides, the “mercy” child killingsin
Medford...terrible business, same with the“ Greenies,” theleftie version of the Fundies. They believed
that since the living dead only consumed animals, but not plants, it wasthe will of the “ Divine Goddess’
to favor floraover fauna. They made alittle trouble, dumping herbicide in atown’ swater supply,
booby-trapping trees so loggers couldn’t use them for war production. That kind of ecoterrorism eats up
headlines but didn’t really threaten our national security. The Rebs, on the other hand: armed, organized
political secessonigts. That was easily our most tangible danger. It was dso the only time | ever saw the
president worried. Hewouldn't let on, not with that dignified, diplomatic veneer. In public, he treated it
asjust another “issue,” likefood rationing or road repair. He' d say in private...“ They must be eiminated
swiftly, decisvely, and by any means necessary.” Of course, he was only talking about those within the
western safe zone. These diehard renegades either had some beef with the government’ swartime policy
or had aready planned to secede years before and were just using the crisis astheir excuse. These were
the “enemies of our country,” the domestic ones anyone swearing to defend our country mentionsin his
or her oath. We didn’t have to think twice about an appropriate response to them. But the secessionists
east of the Rockies, in some of the besieged, isolated zones. . .that’ swhen it got “complicated.”

Why isthat?

Because, asthe saying went, “We didn’'t leave America. Americaleft us” There salot of truth to that.
We deserted those people. Y es, we left some Specia Forces volunteers, tried to supply them by seaand
air, but from apurely mora standing, these people were truly abandoned. | couldn’t blame them for
wanting to go their own way, nobody could. That's why when we began to reclam logt territory, we
alowed every secessonist enclave achance for peaceful reintegration.

But there was violence.

| ftill have nightmares, placeslike Bolivar, and the Black Hills. | never seethe actua images, not the
violence, or the aftermath. | dways see my boss, thistowering, powerful, vital man getting sicker and
wesker each time. He' d survived so much, shouldered such a crushing burden. Y ou know, he never tried
to find out what had happened to hisrdlativesin Jamaica? Never even asked. He was so fiercely focused
on the fate of our nation, so determined to preserve the dream that created it. | don’t know if great times
make great men, but | know they can kill them.



WENATCHEE, WASHINGTON

[Joe Muhammad’s smileisas broad as his shoulders. While hisday job isasthe owner of the
town’sbicyclerepair shop, his sparetimeis spent sculpting molten metal into exquisite works
of art. Heis, no doubt, most famousfor the bronze statue on the mall in Washington, D.C., the
Neighborhood Security Memorial of two standing citizens, and one seated in a wheelchair .]

Therecruiter was clearly nervous. Shetried to talk me out of it. Had | spoken to the NRA representative
first? Did | know about al the other essential war work? | didn’t understand at first; | dready had ajob
at the recycling plant. That was the point of Neighborhood Security Teams, right? It was a part-time,
volunteer service for when you were home from work. | tried explaining thisto her. Maybe there was
something | wasn't getting. As shetried some other half-hearted, half-assed excuses, | saw her eyesflick
tomy chair.

[Joeis disabled ]

Can you believe that? Here we were with mass extinction knocking on the door, and she strying to be
politically correct?| laughed. | laughed right in her face. What, did she think | just showed up without
knowing what was expected of me? Didn’t this dumb bitch read her own security manua? Well, I'd read
it. The whole point of the NST program was to patrol your own neighborhood, walking, or, in my case,
rolling down the sidewalk, stopping to check each house. If, for some reason, you had to go inside, at
least two members were aways supposed to wait out in the street. [M otions to himself.] Hell-o! And
what did she think we were facing anyway? It’ s not like we had to chase them over fences and across
backyards. They cameto us. And if and when they did o, let’ sjust say, for the sake of argument, there
was more than we could handle? Shit, if | couldn’t roll myself faster than awaking zombie, how could |
have lasted thislong? | stated my case very clearly and camly, and | even chalenged her to present a
scenario in which my physica state could be an impediment. She couldn’t. There was some mumbling
about having to check with her CO, maybe | could come back tomorrow. | refused, told her she could
cal her CO, and his CO and everyoneright up to the Bear 1 himsalf, but | wasn't moving until | got my
orange vest. | yelled so loud everyonein the room could hear. All eyesturned to me, then to her. That
didit. I got my vest and was out of there faster than anyone ese that day.

Likel said, Neighborhood Security literally means patrolling the neighborhood. It saquas-military ouifit;
we attended lectures and training courses. There were designated |eaders and fixed regulations, but you
never had to salute or call people“sir” or shit like that. Armament was pretty nonregulation as well.
Mostly hand-to-hand jobs—hatchets, bats, afew crowbars and machetes—we didn’t have Lobos yet.
At least three peoplein your team had to have guns. | carried an AMT Lightning, thislittle semiauto
.22-caliber carbine. 1t had no kick so | could shoot without having to lock down my wheels. Good gun,
especidly when ammo became standardized and rel oads were il available.

Teams changed depending on your schedule. It was pretty chaotic back then, DeStRes reorganizing
everything. Night shift was alwaystough. Y ou forget how dark the night redlly iswithout streetlights.
There were bardly any housdlights, too. People went to bed pretty early back then, usualy when it got
dark, so except for afew candles or if someone had alicense for agenerator, like if they were doing
essentia war work from home, the houses were pitch-black. Y ou didn’'t even have the moon or the stars
anymore, too much crap in the aimosphere. We patrolled with flashlights, basic civilian store-bought
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models;, we still had batteries then, with red cellophane on the end to protect our night vision. We' d stop
a each house, knock, ask whoever was on watch if everything was okay. The early monthswere alittle
unnerving because of the resettlement program. So many people were coming out of the campsthat each
day you might get at least a dozen new neighbors, or even housemates.

| never realized how good we had it before the war, tucked away in my little Stepford suburbistan. Did |
really need athree-thousand-square-foot house, three bedrooms, two baths, a kitchen, living room, den,
and home office? 1’ d lived done for years and suddenly | had afamily from Alabama, six of them, just
show up a my door one day with aletter from the Department of Housing. It'sunnerving &t first, but you
get used to it quickly. I didn’t mind the Shannons, that was the family’ s name. We got dong pretty well,
and | dways dept better with someone standing watch. That was one of the new rulesfor people at
home. Someone had to be the designated night watchman. We had al their names on alist to make sure
they weren’t squatters and looters. We d check their ID, their face, ask them if everything was all quiet.
They usudly said yes, or maybe reported some noise we' d have to check out. By the second year, when
the refugees stopped coming and everyone got to know each other, we didn’t bother with listsand IDs
anymore. Everything was calmer then. That first year, when the cops were il re-forming and the safe
zonesweren't completely pacified...

[Shiversfor dramatic effect.]

There were ill alot of deserted houses, shot up or broken into or just abandoned with the doors | eft
wide open. We d put police tape across al doorways and windows. If any of them were found snapped,
that could mean azombie wasin the house. That happened a couple of times. I'd wait outside, rifle
ready. Sometimes you’ d hear shouts, sometimes shots. Sometimes, you' d just hear amoan, scuffling,
then one of your teammates would come out with a bloody hand weagpon and a severed head. | had to
put afew down myself. Sometimes, when the team wasinsde, and | waswatching the street, I'd hear a
noise, ashuffling, arasping, something dragging itsdf through the bushes. I’ d hit it with thelight, call for
backup, then take it down.

Onetime | dmost got tagged. We were clearing atwo-story job: four bed, four bath, partialy collapsed
from where someone had driven a Jeep Liberty through the living room window. My partner asked if it
was cool to take a powder break. | let her go behind the bushes. My bad. | was too distracted, too
concerned with what was going on inside the house. | didn’t notice what was behind me. Suddenly there
wasthistug on my chair. | tried to turn, but something had the right whedl. | twisted, brought my light
around. It wasa“dragger,” the kind that’ slogt itslegs. It snarled up at me from the asphdlt, trying to
climb over thewhed. The chair saved my life. It gave me the second and ahdf | needed to bring my
carbine around. If I'd been standing, it might have grabbed my ankle, maybe even taken achunk. That
wasthelast time | dacked off & my job.

Zombies weren't the only problem we had to dedl with back then. There were looters, not so much
hardened criminals as just people who needed stuff to survive. Same with squatters; both cases usudly
ended wdl. We d just invite them home, give them what they needed, take care of them until the housing
folkscould step in.

There were somered |ooters, though, professona bad guys. That wasthe only time | got hurt.



[He pullsdown hisshirt, exposing a circular scar the size of a prewar dime]

Nine millimeter, right through the shoulder. My team chased him out of the house. | ordered him to hdlt.
That wasthe only time | ever killed someone, thank God. When the new laws came in, conventional
crime pretty much dried up atogether.

Then there were the ferds, you know, the homelesskidswho' d lost their parents. We' d find them curled
up in basements, in closets, under beds. A lot of them had walked from asfar away as back east. They
werein bad shape, al malnourished and sickly. A lot of timesthey’d run. Those werethe only times| felt
bad, you know, that | couldn’t chase them. Someone else would go, alot of timesthey’ d catch up, but
not aways.

The biggest problem were quidings.

Quidlings?

Y eah, you know, the people that went nutballs and started acting like zombies.
Could you elaborate?

Well, I’'m not ashrink, so | don’t know al the tech terms.

That'sall right.

Wéll, as| undergtand it, there’ satype of person who just can’t dedl with afight-or-die situation. They're
aways drawn to what they’re afraid of . Instead of ressting it, they want to pleaseit, joiniit, try to belike
it. | guessthat happensin kidnap situations, you know, like a Patty Hearst/ Stockholm Syndrome-type,
or, likein regular war, when people who are invaded sign up for the enemy’ sarmy. Collaborators,
sometimes even more die-hard than the people they’ re trying to mimic, like those French fascisiswho
were some of Hitler’ slast troops. Maybe that’ swhy we call them quidings, likeit’saFrench word or
something. 2

But you couldn’t do it in thiswar. Y ou couldn’t just throw up your hands and say, “Hey, don't kill me,
I’m onyour sde.” There was no gray areain thisfight, no in between. | guess some peoplejust couldn’t
accept that. It put them right over the edge. They started moving like zombies, sounding like them, even
attacking and trying to eat other people. That’s how we found our first one. He was amale adullt,
midthirties. Dirty, dazed, shuffling down the sdewak. We thought he was just in Z-shock, until he bit one
of our guysin thearm. That was ahorrible few seconds. | dropped the Q with ahead shot then turned to
check on my buddy. He was crumpled on the curb, swearing, crying, staring at the gash in hisforearm.
Thiswas adeath sentence and he knew it. He was ready to do himsalf until we discovered that the guy |
shot had bright red blood pouring from his head. When we checked hisflesh we found he was till warm!
Y ou should have seen our buddy loseit. It'snot every day you get areprieve from the big governor in
the sky. Ironically, he dmost died anyway. The bastard had so much bacteriain his mouth that it caused
anear fatal staph infection.

We thought maybe we stumbled onto some new discovery but it turned out it’ d been happening for a
while. The CDC wasjust about to go public. They even sent an expert up from Oakland to brief uson
what to do if we encountered more of them. It blew our minds. Did you know that quidings were the
reason some people used to think they were immune? They were d so the reason dl those bullshit
wonder drugs got so much hype. Think about it. Someone' s on Phalanx, gets bit but survives. What ese
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is he going to think? He probably wouldn’t know there was even such athing as quidings. They'rejust as
hostile as regular zombies and in some cases even more dangerous.

How s0?

WEéll, for onething, they didn’t freeze. | mean, yeah, they would if they were exposed over time, but in
moderate cold, if they’ d gone under while wearing warm clothes, they’ d befine. They aso got stronger
from the people they ate. Not like zombies. They could maintain over time.

But you could kill them more easily.

Yesand no. You didn't have to hit them in head; you could take out the lungs, the heart, hit them
anywhere, and eventudly they’ d bleed to death. But if you didn’t stop them with one shot, they’ d just
keep coming until they died.

They don’t feel pain?

Héll no. It' sthat whole mind-over-matter thing, being so focused you' re able to suppress reaysto the
brain and dl that. Y ou should redly talk to an expert.

Please continue.

Okay, well, that' s why we could never talk them down. There was nothing | €ft to talk to. These people
were zombies, maybe not physicaly, but mentally you could not tell the difference. Even physicdly it
might be hard, if they were dirty enough, bloody enough, diseased enough. Zombies don’t really smell
that bad, not individualy and not if they’ re fresh. How do you tdll one of these fromamimicwitha
whopping dose of gangrene? Y ou couldn’t. It' s not like the military would let us have sniffer dogs or
anything. Y ou had to use the eye test.

Ghoulsdon’t blink, I don’t know why. Maybe because they use their senses equally, their brainsdon’t
vaue sght as much. Maybe because they don’t have as much bodily fluid they can’t keep using it to coat
the eyes. Who knows, but they don’t blink and quidings do. That's how you spotted them; back up a
few paces, and wait afew seconds. Darkness was easier, you just shone abeam in their faces. If they
didn’t blink, you took them down.

And if they did?

Wéll, our orders were to capture quidingsif possible, and use deadly force only in self-defense. It
sounded crazy, still does, but we rounded up afew, hog-tied them, turned them over to police or
Nationa Guard. I'm not sure what they did with them. I’ ve heard stories about WallaWalla, you know,
the prison where hundreds of them were fed and clothed and even medicaly cared for. [His eyesflick
totheceiling]

You don’t agree.

Hey, I’'m not going there. Y ou want to open that can of worms, read the papers. Every year some lawyer
or priest or palitician tries to stoke that fire for whatever side best suits them. Persondly, | don't care. |
don't have any fedings toward them one way or the other. | think the saddest thing about them isthat
they gave up so much and in the end lost anyway.

Why isthat?

' Cause even though we can't tell the difference between them, the real zombies can. Remember early in



the war, when everybody was trying to work on away to turn the living dead against one another? There
was dl this*documented proof” about infighting—eyewitness accounts and even footage of one zombie
attacking another. Stupid. It was zombies attacking quidings, but you never would have known that to
look at it. Quidingsdon’t scream. They just liethere, not even trying to fight, writhing in that dow, robotic
way, eaten dive by the very creaturesthey’ retrying to be.

MALIBU, CALIFORNIA

[I don’t need a photograph to recognize Roy Elliot. We meet for coffee on therestored Malibu
Pier Fortress. Those around usalso instantly recognize him, but, unlike prewar days, keep a
respectful distance.]

ADS, that was my enemy: Asymptomatic Demise Syndrome, or, Apocayptic Despair Syndrome,
depending on who you weretalking to. Whatever the [abd, it killed as many peoplein those early
stalemate months as hunger, disease, interhuman violence, or the living dead. No one understood what
was happening at first. We' d stabilized the Rockies, we' d sanitized the safe zones, and still we were
losing upwards of ahundred or so people aday. It wasn't suicide, we had plenty of those. No, thiswas
different. Some people had minima wounds or easly treatable allments;, some werein perfect hedth.
They would smply go to deep one night and not wake up the next morning. The problem was
psychological, acase of just giving up, not wanting to see tomorrow because you knew it could only
bring more suffering. Losing faith, the will to endure, it hgppensin al wars. It happensin peacetime, too,
just not on this scale. It was helplessness, or at least, the perception of helplessness. | understood that
feding. | directed moviesal my adult life. They caled methe boy genius, the wunderkind who couldn’t
fail, even though I’ d done so often.

Suddenly | was anobody, an F-6. The world was going to hell and al my vaunted talents were
powerlessto stop it. When | heard about ADS, the government was trying to keep it quiet—I had to find
out from a contact at Cedars-Sinai. When | heard about it, something snapped. Like thetime | made my
first Super 8 short and screened it for my parents. This| can do, | redized. Thisenemy | can fight!

And therest is history.
[Laughs]I wish. | went straight to the government, they turned me down.
Really? | would think, given your career...

What career? They wanted soldiers and farmers, redl jobs, remember? It waslike “Hey, sorry, no dice,
but can | get your autograph?’ Now, I'm not the surrendering type. When | believein my ability to do
something, thereis no such word as no. | explained to the DeStRes rep that it wouldn't cost Uncle Sam a
dime. I'd use my own equipment, my own people, al I'd need from them was access to the military. “Let
me show the people what you' re doing to stop this,” | told him. “Let me give them something to believe
in.” Again, | wasrefused. The military had more important missons right now than * posing for the
camera”



Did you go over hishead?

To who? There were no boatsto Hawaii and Sinclair was racing up and down the West Coast.
Anybody in any position to help was ether physically unavailable or far too distracted with more
“important” metters.

Couldn’t you have become a freelance journalist, gotten a government press pass?

It would have taken too long. Most mass mediawas either knocked out or federaized. What was |eft
had to rebroadcast public safety announcements, to make sure anyone just tuning in would know what to
do. Everything was still such amess. We barely had passable roads, | et aone the bureaucracy to give me
full-time journaist satus. It might have taken months. Months, with ahundred dying every day. | couldn’t
wait. | had to do something immediately. | took aDV cam, some spare batteries, and a solar-powered
charger. My oldest son came with me as my sound man and “first AD.” Wetraveled on theroad for one
week, just the two of us on mountain bikes, looking for stories. We didn't haveto go far.

Just outside of Greater Los Angeles, in atown called Claremont, are five colleges—Pomona, Pitzer,
Scripps, Harvey Mudd, and Claremont Mckenna. At the start of the Great Panic, when everyone else
was running, literdly, for the hills, three hundred students chose to make a stand. They turned the
Women's College a Scrippsinto something resembling amedievd city. They got their suppliesfrom the
other campuses; their wegpons were amix of landscaping tools and ROTC practicerifles. They planted
gardens, dug wdlls, fortified an dready existing wall. While the mountains burned behind them, and the
surrounding suburbs descended into violence, those three hundred kids held off ten thousand zombies!
Ten thousand, over the course of four months, until the Inland Empire could finaly be pacified. 1 We
were lucky to get therejust at thetail end, justin timeto seethelast of the undead fall, as cheering
students and soldierslinked up under the oversized, homemade Old Glory fluttering from the Pomona
bell tower. What astory! Ninety-six hours of raw footage in the can. | would have liked to have gone
longer, but time was critical. One hundred aday lost, remember.

We had to get this one out there as soon as possible. | brought the footage back to my house, cut it
together in my edit bay. My wife did the narration. We made fourteen copies, al on different formats,
and screened them that Saturday night at different camps and sheltersall over LA. | called it Victory at
Avalon: The Battle of the Five Colleges.

The name, Avalon, comes from some stock footage one of the students had shot during the Siege. It was
the night before their last, worst attack, when a fresh horde from the east was clearly visble on the
horizon. The kids were hard at work—sharpening weapons, reinforcing defenses, sanding guard on the
walls and towers. A song came floating across the campus from the loudspeaker that played constant
music to keep morde up. A Scripps student, with avoice like an angel, was singing the Roxy Music
song. It was such abeautiful rendition, and such a contrast with the raging storm about to hit. | laid it over
my “preparing for battle” montage. | fill get choked up when | heer it.

How did it play with the audience?

It bombed! Not just the scene, but the whole movie; at least, that' swhat | thought. I” d expected amore
immediate reaction. Cheering, applause. | would never have admitted thisto anyone, even to mysdf, but
| had thisegotistical fantasy of people coming up to me afterward, tearsin their eyes, grabbing my hands,
thanking mefor showing them the light at the end of the tunndl. They didn’'t even look a me. | stood by
the doorway like some conquering hero. They just filed past silently with their eyes on their shoes. | went
home that night thinking, “Oh well, it was anice idea, maybe the potato farm in MacArthur Park can use
another hand.”
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What happened?

Two weekswent by. | got areal job, helping to reopen the road at Topanga Canyon. Then oneday a
man rode up to my house. Just came in on horseback asif out of an old Cecil B. De Mille western. He
was a psychiatrist from the county health facility in Santa Barbara. They’ d heard about the success of my
movie and asked if | had any extra copies.

Success?

That'swhat | said. Asit turns out, the very night after Avalon madeits*debut,” ADS cases dropped in
LA by awhole 5 percent! At first they thought it might just be agtatistical anomaly, until afurther sudy
revealed that the decline was dradtically noticeable only among communities where the moviewas
shown!

And no onetold you?

No one. [Laughs] Not the military, not the municipa authorities, not even the people who ran the
shelterswhere it was continuing to be screened without my knowledge. | don’t care. The point isit
worked. It made adifference, and it gave me ajob for therest of thewar. | got afew volunteers
together, as much of my old crew as| could find. That kid who shot the Claremont stock footage,
MacolmVan Ryzin, yes, that Macolm, 2 hebecamemy DP. 3 We commandeered an abandoned
dubbing house in West Hollywood and started cranking them out by the hundreds. We' d put them on
every train, every caravan, every coastd ferry heading north. 1t took awhile to get responses. But when
they came...

[He smiles, holds hishands up in thanks]

Ten percent drop throughout the entire western safe zone. | was aready on the road by then, shooting
more stories. Anacapa was aready wrapped, and we were halfway through Mission Digtrict. By the
time Dos Palmos hit screens, and ADS was down 23 percent...only then did the government findly take
aninterestin me,

Additional resources?

[Laughs] No. I’d never asked for help and they sureweren’t going to giveit. But | did finadly get access
to the military and that opened up awhole new world.

I sthat when you made Fire of the Gods?

[Nods.] Thearmy had two functioning laser wegpons programs. Zeusand MTHEL. Zeuswas origindly
designed for munitions clearing, zapping land mines and unexploded bombs. It was smdl and light enough
to be mounted in a speciaized Humvee. The gunner sighted atarget through a coaxia camerain the
turret. He placed the am point on the intended surface, then fired a pul se beam through the same optical
gperture. Isthat too technical?

Not at all.

I’'m sorry. | became extremely immersed in the project. The beam was aweaponized version of
solid-state, industria lasers, the kind used to cut stedl in factories. It could either burn through abomb’s
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outer casing or hest it to a point that detonated the explosive package. The same principle worked for
zombies. On higher settingsit punched right through their foreheads. On lower settings, it literdly boiled
their brain till it exploded through the ears, nose, and eyes. The footage we shot was dazzling, but Zeus
was a popgun next to MTHEL.

The acronym stands for Mobile Tactical High Energy Laser, co-designed by the United States and |sradl
to take out smal incoming projectiles. When Isradl declared self-quarantine, and when so many terrorist
groups were lobbing mortar rounds and rockets across the security wall, MTHEL was what knocked
them down. About the size and shape of aWorld War |1 searchlight, it was, in fact, adeuterium fluoride
laser, much more powerful than the solid state on Zeus. The effects were devadtating. It blasted flesh
from bones that then heated white before shattering into dust. When played at regular speed, it was
meagnificent, but at do-mo. ...fire of the gods.

Isit true that the number of ADS cases were halved a month after the movie's release?

| think that might be an overstatement, but people were lined up on their off-hours. Some saw it every
night. The poster campaign showed a close-up of azombie being atomized. Theimage was lifted right
from aframein the movie, the one classc shot when the morning fog actualy alowed you to seethe
beam. The caption underneath read smply “Next.” It single-handedly saved the program.

Your program.
No, Zeusand MTHEL.
They were in jeopardy?

MTHEL was due to close a month after shooting. Zeus had aready been chopped. We had to beg,
borrow, and stedl, literdly, to get it reactivated just for our cameras. DeStRes had deemed both asa
gross waste of resources.

Were they?

Inexcusably s0. The“*M” inMTHEL’ s*Mohil€’ realy meant aconvoy of specialized vehicles, al of
which were delicate, nonetruly all-terrain and each one completely dependent on the other. MTHEL aso
required both tremendous power and copious amounts of highly unstable, highly toxic chemicadsfor the
lasering process.

Zeuswas alittle more economical. It was easier to cool, easier to maintain, and because it was
Humvee-mounted, it could go anywhere it was needed. The problem was, why would it be needed?
Even on high power, the gunner till had to hold abeam in place, on amoving target, mind you, for
severa seconds. A good sharpshooter could get the job donein half the time with twice thekills. That
erased the potential for rapid fire, which was exactly what you needed in swarm attacks. In fact, both
units had asquad of riflemen permanently assigned to them, people protecting amachine that is designed
to protect people.

They were that bad?

Not for their original role. MTHEL kept Israel safe from terrorist bombardment, and Zeus actualy came
out of retirement to clear unexploded ordnance during the army’ s advance. As purpose-built wespons,
they were outstanding. As zombiekillers, they were hopeless duds.

So why did you film them?



Because Americansworship technology. It'san inherent trait in the nationa zeitgeist. Whether weredlize
it or not, even the mogt indefatigable Luddite can’t deny our country’ stechno prowess. We split the
atom, we reached the moon, we' vefilled every household and business with more gadgets and gizmos
than early sci-fi writers could have ever dreamed of. | don’t know if that’sagood thing, I'min no place
tojudge. But | do know that just like dl those ex-atheistsin foxholes, most Americans were still praying
for the God of science to save them.

But it didn’t.

But it didn’t matter. The movie was such a hit that | was asked to do awhole series. | cdled it “Wonder
Wesgpons,” seven films on our military’ s cutting-edge technology, none of which made any strategic
difference, but dl of which were psychologicd war winners.

Isn't that...

A lie?It'sokay. You can say it. Yes, they werelies and sometimesthat’ s not abad thing. Liesare
neither bad nor good. Like afirethey can either keep you warm or burn you to death, depending on how
they’re used. The lies our government told us before the war, the ones that were supposed to keep us
happy and blind, those were the ones that burned, because they prevented us from doing what had to be
done. However, by thetime | made Avalon, everyone was dready doing everything they could possbly
doto survive. Thelies of the past were long gone and now the truth was everywhere, shambling down
their streets, crashing through their doors, clawing at their throats. The truth was that no matter what we
did, chanceswere most of us, if not al of us, were never going to see the future. The truth was that we
were standing at what might be the twilight of our species and that truth was freezing a hundred peopleto
death every night. They needed something to keep them warm. And so | lied, and so did the president,
and every doctor and priest, every platoon leader and every parent. “We re going to be okay.” That was
our message. That was the message of every other filmmaker during thewar. Did you ever hear of The
Hero City?

Of course.

Grest film, right? Marty made it over the course of the Siege. Just him, shooting on whatever medium he
could get his hands on. What a masterpiece: the courage, the determination, the strength, dignity,
kindness, and honor. It really makes you believe in the human race. It s better than anything I’ ve ever
done. You should seeit.

| have.

Which verson?

I’m sorry?

Which verson did you see?
| wasn't aware...

That there were two? Y ou need to do some homework, young man. Marty made both awartime and
postwar version of The Hero City. The version you saw, it was ninety minutes?

| think.

Did it show the dark side of the heroesin The Hero City? Did it show the violence and the betrayd, the
cruelty, the depravity, the bottomless evil in some of those “heroes ™ hearts? No, of course not. Why



would it? That was our redlity and it' s what drove so many peopleto get snuggled in bed, blow out their
candles, and take their last breath. Marty chose, instead, to show the other side, the one that gets people
out of bed the next morning, makes them scratch and scrape and fight for their lives because someoneis
telling them that they’ re going to be okay. There’ saword for that kind of lie. Hope.

PARNELL AIR NATIONAL GUARD BASE, TENNESSEE

[Gavin Blaire escorts meto the office of his squadron commander, Colond Christina Eliopalis.
Asmuch alegend for her temper asfor her outstanding war record, it isdifficult to see how so
much intensity can be compacted into her diminutive, almost childlike frame. Her long black
bangs and delicate facial featuresonly reinfor ce the picture of eternal youth. Then she
removes her sunglasses, and | seethefire behind her eyes|]

| was a Raptor driver, the FA-22. It was, hands down, the best air superiority platform ever built. It
could out fly and outfight God and al hisangels. It was amonument to American technica
prowess...and in thiswar, that prowess counted for shit.

That must have been frustrating.

Frustrating? Do you know what it fed s like to suddenly betold that the one goa you' ve worked toward
your wholelife, that you' ve sacrificed and suffered for, that’ s pushed you beyond limits you never knew
you had isnow considered “ srategicdly invaid’?

Would you say this was a common feeling?

Let me put it thisway; the Russian army was't the only service to be decimated by their own
government. The Armed Forces Recongtruction Act basically neutered the air force. Some DeStRes
“experts’ had determined that our resource-to-kill ratio, our RKR, was the most lopsided of al the
branches.

Could you give me some example?

How about the JSOW, the Joint Standoff Weapon? It was a gravity bomb, guided by GPS and Inertia
Nav, that could be released from asfar asforty miles away. The basdine version carried one hundred
and forty BLU-97B submunitions, and each bomblet carried a shaped charge against armored targets, a
fragmented case againgt infantry, and azirconium ring to set the entire kill zone ablaze. 1t had been
considered atriumph, until Yonkers. 1 Now we were told that the price of one JSOW kit—the
materias, manpower, time, and energy, not to mention the fuel and ground maintenance needed for the
delivery aircraft—ocould pay for a platoon of infantry pukes who could smoke a thousand times as many
Gs. Not enough bang for our buck, like so many of our former crown jewels. They went through uslike
anindustria laser. The B-2 Spirits, gone; the B-1 Lancers, gone; even the old BUFFs, the B-52 Big
Ugly Fat Fdlows, gone. Throw in the Eagles, the Falcons, the Tomcats, Hornets, JSFs, and Raptors,
and you have more combat aircraft lost to the stroke of apen than to al the SAMs, Flak, and enemy
fightersinhistory. 2 At least the assets weren't scrapped, thank God, just mothballed in warehouses or
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that big desert graveyard at AMARC. 3 "Long-terminvestment,” they caled it. That’ sthe onething you
can aways depend on; aswe refighting one war, we' re dways preparing for the next one. Our airlift
capacity, at least the organization, was amost |eft intact.

Almost?

The Globemasters had to go, so did anything else powered by a“gasguzzling” jet. That left uswith
prop-powered aircraft. | went from flying the closest thing to an X-Wing fighter, to the next best thing to
aU-Haul.

Was that the main mission of the air force?

Airborne resupply was our primary objective, the only onethat realy counted anymore.

[She pointsto a yellowed map on thewall.]

The base commander let me keep it, after what happened to me.

[Themap isof the wartime continental United States. All land west of the Rockiesis shadowed
alight gray. Amongst thisgray area variety of colored circles)]

Idandsin the Seaof Zack. Green denotes active military facilities. Some of them had been converted into
refugee centers. Some were still contributing to the war effort. Some were well defended but had no

drategic impact.

The Red Zones were labeled “ Offensvely Viable': factories, mines, power plants. Thearmy’ d | eft
custodia teams during the big pullback. Their job wasto guard and maintain these facilitiesfor atime
when, if, we could add them to the overd| war effort. The Blue Zones were civilian areas where people
had managed to make a stand, carve out alittle piece of red estate, and figure someway to live within its
boundaries. All these zoneswerein need of resupply and that’ swhat the “ Continenta Airlift” wasall
about.

It was amassive operation, not just in terms of aircraft and fuel, but organization aswell. Remaining in
contact with al theseidands, processing their demands, coordinating with DeStRes, then trying to
procure and prioritize al the materiel for each drop madeit the satistically largest undertaking in air force

history.

Wetried to stay away from consumables, things like food and medicine that required regular deliveries,
These were classified as DDs, dependency drops, and they got a backseat to SSDs, self-sustaining
drops, like tools, spare parts, and tools to make spare parts. “ They don’t need fish,” Sinclair used to say,
“they need fishing poles.” Still, every autumn, we dropped alot of fish, and whest, and sdt, and dried
vegetables and baby formula... Winters were hard. Remember how long they used to be? Helping people
to help themselvesis great in theory, but you gtill gottakeep’em dive.

Sometimes you had to drop in people, speciaistslike doctors or engineers, people with the kind of
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training you just can’t get from a how-to manua. The Blue Zones got alot of Specia Forcesingtructors,
not only to teach them how better to defend themsalves, but to prepare them for the day they might have
to go onthe offensive. | have alot of respect for those guys. Most of them knew it was for the duration;
alot of the Blue Zones didn't have airstrips, so they had to parachute in without any hope of pickup. Not
al those Blue Zones remained secure. Some were eventudly overrun. The people we dropped in knew
therisksthey weretaking. A lottaheart, al of them.

That goes for the pilots as well.

Hey, I’'mnot minimizing our risks a al. Every day we had to fly over hundreds, in some cases thousands,
of miles of infested territory. That'swhy we had Purple Zones. [Sherefersto the last color on the
map. The purplecirclesarefew and far between.] We set these up asrefud and repair facilities. A
lot of the aircraft didn’t have the range to reach remote drop zones on the East Coast if in-flight refuding
assetsweren't available. They helped reduce the number of shipsand crewslost en route. They brought
our fleet survivability up to 92 percent. Unfortunately, | was part of the other eight.

Il never be surewhat exactly brought us down: mechanicad malfunction or meta fatigue combined with
weather. It might have been the contents of our payload, midabeled or mishandled. That happened alot
more than anyone wanted to think about. Sometimes if hazardous materials weren't packaged properly,
or, God forbid, some shit-for-brains QC inspector let his people assemble their detonators before
crating them for trave. . .that happened to abuddy of mine, just aroutine flight from PAmdaeto
Vandenberg, not even across an infested area. Two hundred Type 38 detonators, al fully assembled with
their power cells accidentally running, dl set to blow on the same freq as our radio.

[She snaps her fingers.]

That could have been us. We were on ahop from Phoenix to the Blue Zone outside Talahassee, Forida.
It waslate October, dmost full winter back then. Honolulu was trying to squeeze out just afew more
drops before the weather socked usin till March. 1t was our ninth haul that week. Weweredl on
“tweeks,” theselittle blue stimsthat kept you going without hampering your reflexes or judgment. | guess
they worked well enough, but they made me have to piss my kidneys out every twenty minutes. My
crew, the*guys,” used to give mealot of grief, you know, girlsadways having to go. | know they weren't
redlly putting the hate on, but | still tried to hold it aslong as | could.

After two hours of banging around in some serioudy heavy turbulence, | findly broke down and turned
the stick over to my copilot. I d just zipped up when suddenly there was this massive jolt like God had
just drop-kicked our tail...and suddenly our nose was dipping. The head on our C-130 wasn't even
redly atoilet, just a portable chempot with aheavy, plastic shower curtain. That’ s probably what ended
up saving my life. If I'd been trapped in areal compartment, maybe knocked out or unable to reach the
latch... Suddenly there was this screech, this overpowering blast of high-pressure air and | was sucked
out right through the rear of the aircraft, right past where the tail should have been.

| was spirding, out of control. | could just make out my ship, this gray mass shrinking and smoking on its
way down. | straightened mysdlf out, hit my chute. | was il in adaze, my head svimming, trying to
catch my breath. | fumbled for my radio and started hollering for my crew to punch out. | didn’t get an
answer. All 1 could see was one other chute, the only other one that made it out.

That was the worst moment, right there, just hanging helplesdy. | could see the other chute, above and



north of me by about three and ahalf clicks. | looked for the others. | tried my radio again, but wasn't
abletoget asignd. | figured it had been damaged during my “exit.” | tried to get my bearings,
somewhere over southern Louisiana, aswampy wilderness that seemed to have no end. | wasn't sure
exactly, my brain was gill misfiring. At least | had sense enough to check the bare essentias. | could
move my legs, my arms, | wasn't in pain or bleeding externaly. | checked to make sure my survivd kit
wasintact, till strapped to my thigh, and that my weapon, my Meg, 4 wassill jamming meintheribs.

Did the air force prepare you for situations like these?

Weadl had to passthe Willow Creek Escape and Evade program in the Klamath Mountainsin
Cdifornia. It even had afew red Gsin there with us, tagged and tracked and placed at specific marksto
giveusthe“red fed.” It'salot like what they teach you in the civilian manuad: movement, stedlth, how to
take out Zack before he can howl your position. Wedl “madeit,” lived, | mean, athough a couple of
pilotswashed out on a Section Eight. | guessthey just couldn’t hack the real fedl. That never bothered
me, being aonein hogtile territory. That was standard operating procedure for me.

Always?
Y ou wannatak about being donein ahogtile environment, try my four years a Colorado Springs.
But there were other women...

Other cadets, other competitors who happen to have the same genitaia. Trust me, when the pressure
kicked in, ssterhood punched out. No, it was me, only me. Salf-contained, sdf-reliant, and dways,
unquestionably self-assured. That' sthe only thing that got me through four years of Academy hdl, and it
was the only thing | could count on as| hit the mud in the middle of G country.

| unclasped my chute—they teach you not to waste time concealing it—and headed in the direction of the
other chute. It took me a couple hours, splashing through this cold dime that numbed everything below
my knees. | wasn't thinking clearly, my head was still spinning. No excuse, | know, but that’swhy |
didn’t notice that the birds had suddenly best it in the opposite direction. | did hear the scream though,
faint and far away. | could see the chute tangled in the trees. | started running, another no-no, making all
that noise without stopping to listen for Zack. | couldn’t see anything, just al these naked gray branches
until they wereright on top of me. If it wasn't for Rollins, my copilot, I'm sure I’ dabeen agoner.

| found him dangling from his harness, dead, twitching. Hisflight suit had beentorn open 5 and his
entrailswere hanging....draped over five of them asthey fed in this cloud of red-brown water. One of
them had managed to get its neck entangled in asection of smdl intestine. Every timeit moved it would
jerk Rallins, ringing him like afucking bell. They didn’t notice me at dl. Close enough to touch and they
didn’t even look.

At least | had the brainsto snap on my suppressor. | didn’'t have to waste awhole clip, another fuckup. |
was so angry | dmost started kicking their corpses. | was so ashamed, so blinded by sdlf-hate...

Self-hate?
| screwed the pooch! My ship, my crew...
But it was an accident. It wasn’t your fault.

How do you know that? Y ou weren’t there. Shit, | wasn't even there. | don’t know what happened. |
wasn't doing my job. | was squatting over a bucket like agoddamn girl!
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| found mysalf burning up, mentally. Fucking weekling, | told myself, fucking loser. | started to spiral, not
just hating myself, but hating myself for hating mysdlf. Does that make any sense?|’m sure | might have
just stayed there, shaking and hel pless and waiting for Zack.

But then my radio started squawking. “Hello? Hello? |s anyone out there? Anyone punch outta that
wreck?’ It was awoman' svoice, clearly civilian by her language and tone.

| answered immediately, identified mysdlf, and demanded that she respond in kind. She told me shewas
askywatcher, and her handlewas“Mets Fan,” or just “Mets’ for short. The Skywatch system was this
ad hoc network of isolated ham radio operators. They were supposed to report on downed aircrews and
do what they could to help with their rescue. It wasn't the most efficient system, mainly because there
were so few, but it looked like today was my lucky day. She told me that she had seen the smoke and
faling wreckage of my Herc' and even though she was probably less than aday’ swak from my position,
her cabin was heavily surrounded. Before | could say anything she told me not to worry, that she'd
already reported my position to search and rescue, and the best thing to do was to get to open ground
where| could rendezvousfor pickup.

| reached for my GPS but it had been torn from my suit when | was sucked out of my ship. | had a
backup surviva map, but it was so big, so unspecific, and my hump took me over so many statesthat it
was practically just amap of the U.S....my head was till clouded with anger and doubt. | told her |
didn’t know my position, didn’t know whereto go...

Shelaughed. *'Y ou mean you' ve never made this run before?'Y ou don’t have every inch of it committed
to memory? Y ou didn’t see where you were as you were hanging by the silk?’ She was so sure of me,
trying to get meto think instead of just spoon-feeding me the answers. | redlized that | did know thisarea
well, that | had flown over it at least twenty timesin the last three months, and that | had to be
somewherein the Atchafalayabasin. “Think,” shetold me, “what did you see from your chute? Were
there any rivers, any roads?” At first, al | could remember were the trees, the endless gray landscape
with no distinguishable features, and then gradually, asmy brain cleared, | remembered seeing both rivers
and aroad. | checked on the map and realized that directly north of me wasthe I-10 freeway. Metstold
me that was the best place for an S& R pickup. Shetold meit shouldn’t take any longer than aday or
two at best if | got amove on and stopped burning daylight.

As| was about to leave, she stopped me and asked if there was anything I’ d forgotten to do. |
remember that moment clearly. | turned back to Rollins. Hewasjust starting to open hiseyesagain. | felt
likel should say something, apologize, maybe, then | put around through hisforehead.

Metstold me not to blame mysdlf, and no matter what, not to let it distract me from the job | had to do.
Shesad, “Stay dive, say dive and do your job.” Then she added, “ And stop using up your weekend
minutes”

She was talking about battery power—she didn’t missatrick—so | signed off and started moving north
across the swvamp. My brain was now on full burner, all my lessonsfrom the Creek came rolling back. |
stepped, | halted, | listened. | stuck to dry ground where | could, and | made sure to pace mysdlf very
carefully. | had to swim a coupletimes, that really made me nervous. Twicel swear | could fed ahand
just brush againgt my leg. Once, | found aroad, smdl, barely two lanesand in horrible disrepair. Still, it
was better than trudging through the mud. | reported to Metswhat I’ d found and asked if it would take
me right to the freeway. She warned meto stay off it and every other road that crisscrossed the basin.
“Roads mean cars,” shesad, “and cars mean Gs.” She was taking about any bitten human driverswho
died of their wounds while still behind the whedl and, because a ghoul does't have the 1Q pointsto open
adoor or unbuckle a seatbelt, would be doomed to spend the rest of their existence trapped in their cars.



| asked her what the danger of that was. Since they couldn’t get out, and aslong as| didn’t let them
reach through an open window to grab me, what did it matter how many “abandoned” cars| passed
along the road. Mets reminded me that atrapped G was still able to moan and therefore till ableto call
for others. Now | wasreally confused. If | was going to waste so much time ducking afew back roads
with a couple Zack-filled cars, why was | heading for afreeway that was sure to be jammed with them?

Shesad, “You'll be up above the swamp. How are more zombies gonna get to you?’ Because it was
built severd stories above the swamp, this section of the I-10 was the safest place in thewhole basin. |
confessed | hadn’t thought of that. She laughed and said, “ Don't worry, honey. | have. Stick with meand
I’ll get you home.”

And| did. | stayed away from anything even resembling aroad and stuck to as pure awildernesstrack
as| could. | say “pure’ but the truth was you couldn’t avoid al sgns of humanity or what could have
been humanity along time ago. There were shoes, clothes, bits of garbage, and tattered suitcases and
hiking gear. | saw alot of bones on the patches of raised mud. | couldn’t tell if they were human or
anima. Onetime| found thisrib cage; I'm guessing it was agator, abig one. | didn’t want to think about
how many Gsit took to bring that bastard down.

Thefirst G | saw was small, probably akid, | couldn’t tell. Its face was eaten off, the skin, nose, eyes,
lips, even the hair and ears...not completely gone, but partialy hanging or stuck in patchesto the
exposed skull. Maybe there were more wounds, | couldn’t tell. It was stuck inside one of those long
civilian hiker’ s packs, stuffed in there tight with the drawstring pulled right up around its neck. The
shoulder straps had gotten tangled on the roots of atree, it was splashing around, half submerged. Its
brain must have been intact, and even some of the muscle fibers connecting the jaw. That jaw Started
snapping as | approached. | don’'t know how it knew | was there, maybe some of the nasal cavity was
gl intact, maybe the ear cand.

It couldn’t moan, itsthroat had been too badly mangled, but the splashing might have attracted attention,
so | put it out of its misery, if it redly was miserable, and tried not to think about it. That was another
thing they taught us at Willow Creek: don’t write their eulogy, don't try to imagine who they used to be,
how they came to be here, how they cameto be this. | know, who doesn’t do that, right? Who doesn’t
look at one of those things and just naturally start to wonder? It’ slike reading the last page of a
book....your imagination just naturaly spinning. And that’ swhen you get distracted, get doppy, let your
guard down and end up leaving someone €l se to wonder what happened to you. | tried to put her, it, out
of my mind. Instead, | found mysdf wondering why it had been the only one I’ d seen.

That was apractica survival question, not just idle musings, so | got on the radio and asked Metsif there
was something | was missing here, if maybe there was some area | should be careful to avoid. She
reminded methat this areawas, for the most part, depopul ated because the Blue Zones of Baton Rouge
and L afayette were pulling most of the Gsin either direction. That was bittersweet comfort, being right
between two of the heaviest clusters for miles. She laughed, again..." Don’'t worry about it, you'll be
fine”

| saw something up ahead, alump that was almost a thicket, but too boxy and shining in places. |
reported it to Mets. She warned me not to go near it, keep on going and keep my eyeson the prize. |
was feding pretty good by this point, alittle of the old me coming back.

Asl got closer, | could seethat it was avehicle, aLexusHybrid SUV. It was covered in mud and moss
and gitting in the water up to itsdoors. | could see that the rear windows were blocked with survival gear:
tent, deeping bag, cooking utensls, hunting rifle with boxes and boxes of shells, dl new, someill inther
plastic. | came around the driver’ s side window and caught the glint of a.357. It was dill clutched in the
driver’ sbrown, shriveled hand. Hewas still Sitting upright, looking straight ahead. There was light coming



through the side of his skull. He was badly decomposed, at least ayear, maybe more. He wore surviva
khakis, the kind you' d order from one of those upscale, hunting/safari catadogs. They were still clean and
crisp, the only blood was from the head wound. | couldn’t see any other wound, no bites, nothing. That
hit me hard, alot harder than the little faceless kid. This guy had had everything he needed to survive,
everything except thewill. | know that’ s supposition. Maybe there was awound | couldn’t see, hidden
by his clothes or the advanced decompostion. But | knew it, leaning there with my face against the glass,
looking at this monument to how easy it wasto give up.

| stood there for amoment, long enough for Metsto ask me what was happening. | told her what | was
seeing, and without pause, she told me to keep on going.

| started to argue. | thought | should at least search the vehicle, seeif there was anything | needed. She
asked me, sternly, if there was anything | needed, not wanted. | thought about it, admitted there wasn't.
His gear was plentiful,, but it was civilian, big and bulky; the food needed cooking, the weapons weren't
slenced. My survivd kit was pretty thorough, and, if for somereason | didn’t find ahelo waiting at the

[-10, | could dways use this as an emergency supply cache.

| brought up the idea of maybe using the SUV itsdf. Metsasked if | had atow truck and some jumper
cables. Almost like akid, | answered no. She asked, “Then what’ s keeping you?’ or something like that,
pushing meto get amove on. | told her to just wait aminute, | leaned my head againgt the driver’ sside
window, | sighed and felt beat again, drained. Mets got on my ass, pushing me. | snapped back for her
to shut the fuck up, | just needed a minute, a couple secondsto. ..l don’t know what.

| must have kept my thumb on the “transmit” button for afew seconds too long, because Mets suddenly
asked, “What wasthat?’ “What?’ | asked. She' d heard something, something on my end.

She'd heard it before you?

| guess so, because in another second, once I’ d cleared my head and opened my ears, | began to hear it
too. Themoan...loud and close, followed by the splashing of fet.

| looked up, through the car’ swindow, the hole in the dead man’s skull, and the window on the other
Sde, and that’ swhen | saw thefirst one. | spun around and saw five more coming a me from dl
directions. And behind them were another ten, fifteen. | took a shot at the first one, the round went wild.

Mets started squawking at me, demanding a contact report. | gave her ahead count and she told meto
stay cool, don't try to run, just stay put and follow what I’ d learned at Willow Creek. | started to ask
how she knew about Willow Creek when she shouted for me to shut up and fight.

| climbed to the top of the SUV—you' re supposed to look for the closest physical defense—and Started
to measure ranges. | lined up my first target, took a deep breath, and dropped him. To be afighter jock
isto be able to make decisons asfast as your eectrochemica impulses can carry them. I'd lost that
nanosecond timing when | hit the mud, now it was back. | was cam, | was focused, dl the doubt and
weskness were gone. The whole engagement felt like ten hours, but | guessin redlity, it was morelike ten
minutes. Sixty-onein total, anice thick ring of submerged corpses. | took my time, checked my
remaining ammo and waited for the next wave to come. None did.

It was another twenty minutes before Mets asked me for an update. | gave her abody count and shetold
meto remind her never to pissme off. | laughed, thefirgt time since I’d hit themud. | felt good again,
strong and confident. Mets warned me that al these distractions had erased any chance of making it to
the 1-10 before nightfal, and that | should probably start thinking about where | was gonna catch my

forty.



| got asfar away fromthe SUV as| could before the sky started to darken and found a decent enough
perchin the branches of atdl tree. My kit had this standard-issue microfiber hammock; greet invention,
light and strong and with clasps to keep you from rolling out. That part was aso supposed to help calm
you down, help you get to deep fagter...yeah, right! It didn’t matter that I’ d aready been up for closeto
forty-eight hours, that I’ d tried al the breathing exercisesthey taught us at the Creek, or that | even
dipped two of my Baby-Ls. 6 You'reonly supposed to take one, but | figured that was for lightweight
wussies. | was me again, remember, | could handleit, and hey, | needed to deep.

| asked her, since there was nothing else to do, or think about, if it was okay to talk about her. Who was
she, redly? How' d she end up in thisisolated cabin in the middle of Cagjun country? She didn’t sound
Caun, she didn’t even have a southern accent. And how did she know so much abouit pilot training
without ever going through it herself? | was sarting to get my suspicions, Sarting to piece together a
rough outline of who sheredly was.

Metstold me, again, that there would be plenty of timelater for an episode of The View. Right now |
needed my deep, and to check in with her at dawn. | felt the Lskick in between “check” and “in.” | was
out by “dawn.”

| dept hard. The sky was aready light by thetime | opened my eyes. I’ d been dreaming about, what
else, Zack. His moans were still echoing in my ears when | woke up. And then | looked down and
redlized they weren't dreams. There must have been at least ahundred of them surrounding the tree.
They were al reaching excitedly, dl trying to climb over each other to get up to me. At least they couldn’t
ramp up, the ground wasn't solid enough. | didn’t have the ammo to take dl of them out, and sincea
firefight might also buy time for more to show up, | decided it was best to pack up my gear and execute

my escape plan.

You had planned for this?

Not redlly planned, but they’ d trained usfor stuationslikethis. It' salot like jumping from an aircraft:
pick your approximate landing zone, tuck and roll, keep loose, and get up as quick asyou can. The goal
isto put some serious distance between you and your attackers. Y ou take off running, jogging, or even
“gpeed walking”; yes, they actudly told usto consider thisas alow-impact dternative. The point isto get
far enough way to give you timeto plan your next move. According to my map, the I-10 was close
enough for me to make arun for it, be spotted by arescue chopper, and be lifted off before these stink
bags would ever catch up. | got on the radio, reported my situation to Mets, and told her to signal S&R
for animmediate pickup. Shetold meto be careful. | crouched, | jumped, and cracked my ankleon a
submerged rock.

| hit the water, facedown. Its chill wasthe only thing that kept me from blacking out from the pain. | came
up spluttering, choking, and the first thing | saw was the whole swarm coming a me. Mets must have
known something was up by the fact that | didn’t report my safe landing. Maybe she asked me what had
happened, dthough | don’'t remember. | just remember her yelling a meto get up and run. | tried putting
weight on my ankle, but lightning shot up through my leg and spine. It could bear the weight, bui. ... I
screamed o loud, I’ m sure she heard me through her cabin’ swindow. “ Get out of there,” shewas
ydling..."GO!" | started limping, splashing away with upwards of ahundred Gs on my ass. It must have
been comicd, thisfrantic race of cripples.

Metsyelled, “If you can stand on it, you can run onit! It's not aweight-bearing bone! Y ou can do thig”

“But it hurtd” | actually said thet, with tears running down my face, with Zack behind me howling for his
lunch. | reached the freeway, looming above the svamp like the ruins of a Roman agueduct. Mets had
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been right about itsrelative safety. Only neither of us had counted on my injury or my undeed tail. There
was no immediate entrance so | had to limp to one of the small, adjoining roads that Mets had origindly
warned meto avoid. | could see why as| began to get close. Wrecked and rusting cars were piled up by
the hundreds and every tenth one had at least one G locked inside. They saw me and started to moan,
the sound carried for milesin every direction.

Mets shouted, “Don’t worry about that now! Just get on the on-ramp and watch the fucking grabbers!”
Grabbers?

The ones reaching through broken windows. On the open road, | at least had a chance of dodging them,
but on the on-ramp, you’ re hemmed in on either Sde. That wasthe worst part, by far, those few minutes
trying to get up onto the freeway. | had to go in between the cars, my ankle wouldn't et me get on top of
them. These rotting hands would reach out for me, grabbing my flight suit or my wrist. Every head shot
cost me secondsthat | didn’t have. The steep incline was dready dowing me down. My ankle was
throbbing, my lungs were aching, and the swarm was now gaining on mefast. If it hadn’t been for
Mets...

She was shouting a me the whole time. “Move your ass, you fuckin’ bitch!” She was getting pretty raw
by then. “Don’t you dare quit...don't you DARE crap out on me!” She never let up, never gave me an
inch. “What are you, some wesk little victim?’ At that point | thought | was. | knew | could never make
it. The exhaustion, the pain, more than anything, | think, the anger at fucking up so badly. | actualy
considered turning my pistol around, wanting to punish myself for...you know. And then Metsredly hit
me. Sheroared, “What are you, your fucking mother! 2"

That did it. | hauled assright up onto the interstate.
| reported to Metsthat I’d made it, then asked, “Now what the fuck do | do?’

Her voice suddenly got very soft. Shetold meto look up. A black dot was heading at me from out of the
morning sun. It wasfollowing the freeway and grew very quickly into the form of aUH-60. | let out a
whoop and popped my signd flare.

Thefirg thing | saw when they winched me aboard was that it was a civilian chopper, not government
Search and Rescue. The crew chief was abig Cgjun with athick goatee and wraparound sunglasses. He
asked, “Wherede' hell you comefrom?” Sorry if | butchered the accent. | amost cried and punched him
in histhigh-sized bicep. | laughed and said that they work fast. He shot me alook like | didn’t know what
| wastaking about. It turned out later that thiswasn't the rescue team but just aroutine air shuttle
between Baton Rouge and Lafayette. | didn’t know at that moment, and | didn’t care. | reported to Mets
that | got my pickup, that | was safe. | thanked her for everything she'd done for me, and...and so |
wouldn't redlly start bawling, | tried to cover with ajoke about findly getting that episode of The View. |
never got aresponse.

She sounds|like a hell of a Skywatcher.
Shewasahdl of awoman.
You said you had your “suspicions’ by this point.

No civilian, even aveteran Skywatcher, could know so much about what goes into wearing those wings.
She wasjust too savvy, too informed, the kind of basdline knowledge of someone who had to have gone
through it hersdif.



So she was a pilot.

Definitely; not air force—I would have known her—but maybe asquid or ajarhead. They’d lost as many
pilots asthe air force on resupply hops like mine, and eight out of ten were never accounted for. I'm sure
that she must have run into asituation like mine, had to ditch, lost her crew, maybe even blamed hersdlf
for it like me. Somehow she managed to find that cabin and spent the rest of the war as one kick-ass

Skywatcher.

That makes sense.

Doen'tit?

[Thereisan awkward pause. | search her face, waiting for more]

What?

They never found her.

No.

Or the cabin.

No.

And Honolulu never had any record of a Skywatcher with the call sign Mets Fan.
Y ou' ve done your homework.

...

Y ou probably aso read my after-action report, right?

Yes.

And the psych eva uation they tacked on after my officia debriefing.
Well...

Well, it’s bullshit, okay? So what if everything she told mewasinformation I’ d already been briefed on,
sowhat if the psych team “claim” my radio was knocked out before | hit the mud, and so the fuck what if
Metsis short for Metis, the mother of Athena, the Greek goddess with the stormy gray eyes. Oh, the
ghrinks had abal with that one, especialy when they “discovered” that my mother grew up in the Bronx.

And that remark she made about your mother?

Who the hell doesn’t have mother issues? If Metswas apilot, she was anatura gambler. She knew she
had agood chance of scoring ahit with “mom.” She knew the risk, took her shot...Look, if they thought
I’d cracked up, why didn’t | lose my flight status? Why did they let me have thisjob? Maybe shewasn't
apilot hersaf, maybe she was married to one, maybe she’ d wanted to be one but never madeit asfar as
| did. Maybe she was just a scared, lonédly voice that did what she could to help another scared lonely



voice from ending up like her. Who cares who she was, or is? She was there when | needed her, and for
therest of my life, she'll dways be with me.

PROVINCE OF BOHEMIA, THE EUROPEAN UNION

[Itiscalled Kogt, “the Bone,” and what it lacksin beauty it morethan makesup for in

strength. Appearing to grow out of itssolid rock foundation, thisfourteenth-century Gothic
“Hrad” castsan intimidating shadow over the Plakanek Valley, an image David Allen Forbes
iskeen to capturewith hispencil and paper. Thiswill be his second book, Castles of the Zombie
War: The Continent. The Englishman stsunder atree, hispatchwork clothing and long
Scottish sword already adding to this Arthurian setting. He abruptly switchesgearsas| arrive,
from sereneartist to painfully nervous storyteller.]

When | say that the New World doesn’'t have our history of fixed fortifications, I'm only referring to
North America. There are the Spanish coastal fortresses, naturally, along the Caribbean, and the oneswe
and the French built in the Lesser Antilles. Then there are the Incaruinsin the Andes, athough they never
experienced direct Seges. 1 Also, when | say “North America,” that does not include the Mayan and
Aztec ruinsin Mexico—that business with the Battle of Kukulcan, athough | suppose that’ s Toltec, now,
isn't it, when those chaps held off so many Zed Heads on the steps of that bloody great pyramid. So
when | say “New World,” I'm redlly referring to the United States and Canada.

Thisisn't aninsult, you understand, please don’t take it as such. Y ou' re both young countries, you don’t
have the history of ingtitutiona anarchy we Europeans suffered after thefdl of Rome. Y ou’ ve aways had
standing, nationa governments with the forces capable of enforcing law and order.

| know that wasn't true during your westward expansion or your civil war, and please, I’ m not
discounting those pre-Civil War fortresses or the experiences of those defending them. I'd one day like
to vigt Fort Jefferson. | hear those who survived there had quite atime of it. All I’'m saying is, in Europe's
history, we had dmost amillenniaof chaos where sometimes the concept of physica safety stopped at
the battlements of your lord' s castle. Does that make sense? I’ m not making sense; can we start again?

No, no, thisisfine. Please, continue.
You'll edit out al the daft bits.
You got it.

Right then. Castles. Wdll...I don’t want for amoment to overdtate their importance for the general war
effort. In fact, when you compare them to any other type of fixed fortification, modern, modified, and so
forth, their contribution does seem quite negligible, unlessyou' re like me, and that contribution was what
saved your life.

This doesn’'t mean that amighty fortresswas naturally our God. For arters, you must understand the
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inherent difference between a castle and apaace. A lot of so-caled castleswere redly nothing more
than just great impressive homes, or else had been converted to such after their defensive vaue had
become obsolete. These once impregnabl e bastions now had so many windows cut into the ground floor
that it would have taken forever to brick them al up again. Y ou' d be better off in amodern block of flats
with the staircase removed. And asfar asthose palaces that were built as nothing more than status
symbols, places like Chateau Ussé or Prague “Castle,” they were little more than death traps.

Just look at Versalles. That was afirgt-rate cock-up. Small wonder the French government choseto
build their national memoria onitsashes. Did you ever read that poem by Renard, about the wild roses
that now grow in the memoria garden, their petals stained red with the blood of the damned?

Not that ahigh wall was all you needed for long-term survival. Like any static defense, castleshad as
many interna as externad dangers. Just look a Muiderdot in Holland. One case of pneumonia, that’ sal it
took. Throw in awet, cold autumn, poor nutrition, and lack of any genuine medications. ..Imagine what
that must have been like, trapped behind those high stone walls, those around you fatdly ill, knowing your
time was coming, knowing the only sim hope you had was to escape. The journalswritten by some of
the dying tell of people going mad with desperation, leaping into that moat choked with Zed Heads.

And then there were fires like the ones at Braubach and Pierrefonds; hundreds trapped with nowhere to
run, just waiting to be charred by the flames or asphyxiated by the smoke. There were aso accidenta
explosions, civilianswho somehow found themsalvesin possession of bombs but had no ideahow to
handle or even store them. At Miskolc Diosgyor in Hungary, as| understand it, someone got their hands
on acache of military-grade, sodium-based explosives. Don’t ask me what exactly it was or why they
had it, but nobody seemed to know that water, not fire, was the catalytic agent. The story goes that
someone was sSmoking in the armory, caused some smdll fire or whatnot. The stupid sods thought they
were preventing an explosion by dousing the cratesin water. It blew aholeright through thewall and the
dead surged in like water through a breached dam.

At least that was amistake based on ignorance. | can't even begin to forgive what happened at Chateau
de Fougeres. They were running low on supplies, thought that they could dig atunnel under their undead
attackers. What did they think thiswas, The Great Escape? Did they have any professona surveyors
with them? Did they even understand the basics of trigonometry? The bloody tunnel exit fell short by over
half akilometer, came up right in anest of the damn things. Stupid wankers hadn’t even thought to equip
their tunne with demolition charges.

Y es, there were cock-ups aplenty, but there were also some noteworthy triumphs. Many were subjected
to only short-term sieges, the good fortune of being on the right sde of theline. Somein Spain, Bavaria,
or Scotland above the Antonine  2only had to hold out for weeks, or even days. For some, like Kisimul,
it was only aquestion of getting through one rather dodgy night. But then there were the true tales of
victory, like Chenonceau in France, abizarre little Disneyesque castle built on abridge over the Cher
River. With both connectionsto land severed, and the right amount of strategic forethought, they
managed to hold their position for years.

They had enough suppliesfor years?

Oh good lord, no. They smply waited for first snowfdl, then raided the surrounding countryside. This
was, | should imagine, standard procedure for dmost anyone under siege, castle or not. I'm surethosein
your grategic “Blue Zones,” at least those above the snowline, operated in much the same manner. In
that way we were fortunate that most of Europe freezesin winter. Many of the defenders |’ ve spoken to
have agreed that the inevitable onset of winter, long and bruta asit was, became alifesaving reprieve. As
long asthey didn't freeze to death, many survivors took the opportunity of frozen Zed Headsto raid the
surrounding countryside for everything they’ d need for the warmer months.
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It snot surprising how many defenders chose to remain in their stronghol ds even with the opportunity to
fleg, beit Bouillonin Belgium or Spisin Sovakiaor even back home like Beaumarisin Wales. Beforethe
war, the place had been nothing but a museum piece, ahollow shell of roofless chambers and high
concentric walls. Thetown council should be given the VC for their accomplishments, pooling resources,
organizing citizens, restoring thisruin to itsformer glory. They had just afew months before the crisis
engulfed their part of Britain. Even more dramatic isthe story of Conwy, both a castle and medieva wall
that protected the entire town. The inhabitants not only lived in safety and relative comfort during the
stalemate years, their access to the sea allowed Conwy to become a springboard for our forces once we
began to retake our country. Have you ever read Camelot Mine?

[I shake my head.]

Y ou must find yourself acopy. It'sa cracking good novel, based on the author’ s own experiences as one
of the defenders of Caerphilly. He began the crisis on the second floor of hisflat in Ludlow, Wales. As
his suppliesran out and the first snow fdl, he decided to strike out in search of more permanent lodgings.
He came upon the abandoned ruin, which had aready been the sght of ahdfhearted, and ultimately
fruitless, defense. He buried the bodies, smashed the frozen Zed Heads, and set about restoring the
castle on hisown. He worked tirdlesdy, in the most brutal winter on record. By May, Caerphilly was
prepared for the summer Siege, and by the following winter, it became ahaven for savera hundred other
UNvivors.

[He shows me some of his sketches]

A masterpiece, isn'tit, second largest in the British Ides.
What'sthefirst?

[He hesitates.]

Windsor.
Windsor was your castle.
Wel, not mine persondly.

| mean, you were there.

[Another pause]



It was, from a defensive standpoint, as close as one could come to perfection. Before the war, it was the
largest inhabited castle in Europe, dmost thirteen acres. It had its own well for water, and enough storage
gpace to house a decade’ sworth of rations. Thefire of 1992 led to a state-of-the-art suppression
system, and the subsequent terrorist threats upgraded security measuresto rival any inthe UK. Not even
the generd public knew what their tax dollars were paying for: bulletproof glass, reinforced walls,
retractable bars, and sted shutters hidden so cleverly in windowsills and door frames.

But of dl our achievements at Windsor, nothing can riva the siphoning of crude oil and natura gasfrom
the deposit savera kilometers beneath the castle' s foundation. It had been discovered in the 1990s but
never exploited for avariety of politica and environmental reasons. Y ou can believe we exploited i,
though. Our contingent of roya engineersrigged a scaffolding up and over our wall, and extended it to
the drilling Site. It was quite an achievement, and you can see how it became the precursor to our fortified
motorways. On apersond levd, | wasjust grateful for the warm rooms, hot food, and, in apinch...the
Molotovs and flaming ditch. It' s not the most efficient way to stop aZed Head, | know, but aslong as
you' ve got them stuck and can keep them in thefire...and besides, what € se could we do when the
bullets ran out and we were | eft with nothing €l se but an odd lot of medieva hand weapons?

Therewere quite abit of those about, in museums, persona collections...and not a decorative dud
among them. These were red, tough and tested. They became part of British life again, ordinary citizens
traipsing about with amace or halberd or double-bladed battle-axe. | mysdaf became rather adept with
this claymore, although you wouldn't think of it to ook at me,

[He gestures, dightly embarrassed, to the weapon almost aslong as himself.]

It'snot redly ided, takesalot of skill, but eventualy you learn what you can do, what you never thought
you were capable of, what others around you are capable of.

[David hesitates befor e speaking. Heis clearly uncomfortable. | hold out my hand.]

Thank you so much for taking thetime...
There's...more.

If you’re not comfortable...

No, pleasg, it'squitedl right.

[Takesabreath.] She...shewouldn't leave, you see. Sheingisted, over the objections of Parliament, to
remain at Windsor, as she puit it, “for the duration.” 1 thought maybe it was misguided nobility, or maybe
fear-based parayss. | tried to make her see reason, begged her dmost on my knees. Hadn’t she done
enough with the Bamoral Decree, turning al her estatesinto protected zones for any who could reach
and defend them? Why not join her family in Ireland or the Ide of Man, or, at leadt, if shewasinsisting on
remaining in Britain, supreme command HQ north above the Antonine.

What did she say?



“The highest of digtinctionsis serviceto others.” [He clearshisthroat, hisupper lip quiversfor a
second.] Her father had said that; it was the reason he had refused to run to Canada during the Second
World War, the reason her mother had spent the blitz visiting civilians huddled in the tube stations
beneath L ondon, the same reason, to this day, we remain a United Kingdom. Their task, their mandate,
isto personify al that isgreat in our national spirit. They must forever be an exampleto the rest of us, the
strongest, and bravest, and absolute best of us. In asensg, it isthey who are ruled by us, instead of the
other way around, and they must sacrifice everything, everything, to shoulder the weight of thisgodlike
burden. Otherwise what' s the flipping point? Just scrap the whole damn tradition, roll out the bloody
guillotine, and be done with it dtogether. They were viewed very much like castles, | suppose: as
crumbling, obsolete relics, with no real modern function other than astourist attractions. But when the
skies darkened and the nation called, both reawoke to the meaning of their existence. One shielded our
bodies, the other, our souls.

ULITHI ATOLL, FEDERATED STATES OF MICRONESIA

[During World War |1, thisvast coral atoll served asthe main forward basefor the United
States Pacific Fleet. During World War Z, it sheltered not only American naval vessels, but
hundreds of civilian shipsaswell. One of those shipswasthe UNS Ural, thefirst broadcast hub
of Radio Free Earth. Now a museum to the achievements of the project, sheisthe focus of the
British documentary Words at War. One of the subjectsinterviewed for thisdocumentary is
Barati Palshigar.]

Ignorance was the enemy. Lies and superdtition, misinformation, disinformation. Sometimes, no
information at al. Ignorance killed billions of people. Ignorance caused the Zombie War. Imagineif we
had known then what we know now. Imagineif the undead virus had been as understood as, say,
tuberculosswas. Imagineif the world' scitizens, or at least those charged with protecting those citizens,
had known exactly what they were facing. Ignorance wasthe real enemy, and cold, hard factswere the

wespons.

When | firg joined Radio Free Earth, it was ill called the Internationa Program for Hedlth and Safety
Information. Thetitle“Radio Free Earth” came from the individuas and communities who monitored our
broadcasts.

It wasthefirgt red internationa venture, barely afew months after the South African Plan, and years
before the conference at Honolulu. Just like the rest of the world based their survival strategieson
Redeker, our genesiswas routed in Radio Ubunye. 1

What was Radio Ubunye?

South Africa sbroadcaststo itsisolated citizens. Because they didn’t have the resources for materid aid,
the only assistance the government could render wasinformation. They werethefirs, at lesst, tomy
knowledge, to begin these regular, multilingua broadcasts. Not only did they offer practica surviva ills,
they went so far asto collect and address each and every falsehood circulating among their citizens.
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What we did was take the template of Radio Ubunye and adapt it for the global community.

| came aboard, literdly, at the very beginning, asthe Ural ’sreactors were just being put back online.
The Ural wasaformer vesse of the Soviet, then the Russian, Federal Navy. Back then the SSV-33 had
been many things: acommand and control ship, amissile tracking platform, an eectronic survelllance
vessd. Unfortunately, she was aso awhite eephant, because her systems, they tell me, weretoo
complicated even for her own crew. She had spent the mgjority of her career tied to apier at the
Vladivostok nava base, providing additional eectrical power for the facility. | am not an engineer, so |
don't how they managed to replace her spent fud rods or convert her massive communiceation facilitiesto
interface with the globa satdllite network. | specidize in languages, specificaly those of the Indian
Subcontinent. Mysdlf and Migter Verma, just the two of usto cover abillion people...wdll...at that point
it wasdill abillion.

Mister Vermahad found me in the refugee camp in Sri Lanka. Hewas atrandator, | was an interpreter.
We had worked together severa years before at our country’ s embassy in London. We thought it had
been hard work then; we had no idea. It was amaddening grind, eighteen, sometimes twenty hoursa
day. | don’t know when we dept. There was So much raw data, so many dispatches arriving every
minute. Much of it had to do with basic surviva: how to purify water, create an indoor greenhouse,
culture and process mold spore for penicillin. This mind-numbing copy would often be punctuated with
factsand termsthat | had never heard of before. I'd never heard theterm “quiding” or “ferd”; | didn’t
know what a“Lobo” was or the false miracle cure of Phaanx. All | knew wasthat suddenly therewasa
uniformed man shoving a collection of words before my eyes and tdling me “We need thisin Marathi,
and ready to record in fifteen minutes.”

What kind of misinformation were you combating?

Where do you want me to begin? Medicd ? Scientific? Military? Spiritua ? Psychologica ? The
psychologica aspect | found the most maddening. People wanted so badly to anthropomorphize the
walking blight. Inwar, in aconventiona war that is, we spend so much time trying to dehumanize the
enemy, to create an emotiona distance. We would make up stories or derogatory titles...when | think
about what my father used to call Mudlims...and now in thiswar it seemed that everyone wastrying
desperately to find some shred of a connection to their enemy, to put a human face on something that
was S0 unmistakably inhuman.

Can you give me some examples?

There were SO many misconceptions. zombies were somehow intelligent; they could fed and adapt, use
tools and even some human weapons; they carried memories of their former existence; or they could be
communicated with and trained like some kind of pet. It was heartbreaking, having to debunk one
misguided myth after ancther. The civilian surviva guide helped, but was ftill severely limited.

Oh really?

Ohyes. You could seeit was clearly written by an American, the referencesto SUVs and personal
firearms. There was no taking into account the cultura differences...the variousindigenous solutions
people believed would save them from the undead.

Such as?

I’d rather not give too many details, not without tacitly condemning the entire people group from which
this“solution” originated. Asan Indian, | had to deal with many aspects of my own culture that had
turned saf-destructive. There was Varanad, one of the oldest cities on Earth, near the place where



Buddha supposedly preached hisfirst sermon and where thousands of Hindu pilgrims came each year to
die. Innorma, prewar conditions, the road would be littered with corpses. Now these corpses were
risng to attack. VVaranas was one of the hottest White Zones, anexus of living death. This nexus covered
amogt the entire length of the Ganges. Its healing powers had been scientificaly assessed decades before
the war, something to do with the high oxygenation rate of thewaters. 2 Tragic. Millionsflocked toiits
shores, serving only to feed the flames. Even after the government’ swithdrawa to the Himaayas, when
over 90 percent of the country was officialy overrun, the pilgrimages continued. Every country had a
gmilar story. Every one of our internationa crew had at least one moment when they were forced to
confront an example of suicida ignorance. An American told us about how the religious sect known as
“God'sLambs’ believed that the rapture had finaly come and the quicker they were infected, the quicker
they would go to heaven. Another woman—I won't say what country she belonged to—tried her best to
dispd the notion that sexud intercourse with avirgin could “cleanse” the“curse.” | don’t know how many
women, or little girls, were rgped asaresult of this“cleansing.” Everyone was furious with hisown
people. Everyone was ashamed. Our one Belgian crewmember compared it to the darkening skies. He
usedto cdl it “the evil of our collective soul.”

| guess| have no right to complain. My lifewas never in danger, my belly was awaysfull. I might not
have dept often but at least | could deep without fear. Most importantly, | never had had to work inthe
Ural ’'sIR department.

IR?

Information Reception. The data we were broadcasting did not originate aboard the Ural. 1t came from
al around the world, from experts and think tanksin various government safe zones. They would transmit
their findingsto our IR operatorswho, in turn, would passit along to us. Much of this datawas
transmitted to us over conventional, open, civilian bands, and many of these bands were crammed with
ordinary peopl€ scriesfor help. There were millions of wretched souls scattered throughout our planet,
al screaming into their private radio sets astheir children starved or their temporary fortress burned, or
theliving dead overran their defenses. Evenif you didn’t understand the language, as many of the
operators didn’t, there was no mistaking the human voice of anguish. They weren't dlowed to answer
back, either; therewas't time. All transmissions had to be devoted to official business. | don’t want to
know what that was like for the IR operators.

When the last broadcast came from Buenos Aiires, when that famous Latin singer played that Spanish
[ullaby, it was too much for one of our operators. He wasn't from Buenos Aires, hewas't even from
South America. He wasjust an eighteen-year-old Russian sailor who blew hisbrainsout al over his
instruments. He was the first, and since the end of the war, the rest of the IR operators have followed
suit. Not one of them isaivetoday. The last was my Belgian friend. “Y ou carry those voices with you,”
he told me one morning. We were standing on the deck, looking into that brown haze, waiting for a
sunrise we knew we d never see. “Those crieswill be with metherest of my life, never resting, never
fading, never ceasing their cal to join them.”

THE DEMILITARIZED ZONE: SOUTH KOREA

[Hyungchol Choi, deputy director of the Korean Central Intelligence Agency, gesturesto the
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dry, hilly, unremarkable landscapeto our north. One might mistakeit for Southern California,
if not for the deserted pillboxes, fading banners, and rusting, barbed wire fencethat runsto
ether horizon.]

What happened? No one knows. No country was better prepared to repel the infestation than North
Korea. Riversto the north, oceansto the east and west, and to the south [he gesturesto the
Demilitarized Zone], the most heavily fortified border on Earth. Y ou can see how mountainous the
terrainis, how easily defensible, but what you can't seeisthat those mountains are honeycombed with a
titanic military-indugtria infrastructure. The North Korean government learned some very hard lessons
from your bombing campaign of the 1950s and had been laboring ever since to create a subterranean
system that would alow their people to wage another war from a secure location.

Their population was heavily militarized, marshaled to a degree of readinessthat made Isragl look like
Iceland. Over amillion men and women were actively under amswith afurther fiveinreserve. That is
over aquarter of the entire population, not to mention the fact that almost everyone in the country had, at
some point in their lives, undergone basic military training. More important than thistraining, though, and
most important for thiskind of warfare was an dmost superhuman degree of nationd discipline. North
Koreans were indoctrinated from birth to believe that their lives were meaningless, that they existed only
to serve the State, the Revolution, and the Great Leader.

Thisisamost the polar opposite of what we experienced in the South. We were an open society. We
had to be. Internationa trade was our lifeblood. We were individuaists, maybe not as much asyou
Americans, but we had more than our share of protests and public disturbances. We were such afree
and fractured society that we barely managed to implement the Chang Doctrine 1 during the Great
Panic. That kind of interna crisiswould have been inconceivablein the North. They were a people who,
even when their government caused anear genocida famine, would rather resort to eating children 2
than raise even awhisper of defiance. Thiswasthe kind of subservience Adolf Hitler could have only
dreamed of. If you had given each citizen agun, arock, or even their bare hands, pointed them at
approaching zombies and said “Fight!” they would have done so down to the oldest woman and smallest
tot. Thiswas a country bred for war, planned, prepared, and poised for it since July 27, 1953. If you
were going to invent acountry to not only survive but triumph over the gpocaypse we faced, it would
have been the Democratic People’ s Republic of Korea.

So what happened? About a month before our troubles started, before the first outbresks were reported
in Pusan, the North suddenly, and inexplicably, severed al diplomatic relations. We weren't told why the
rall line, the only overland link between our two sides, was suddenly closed, or why some of our citizens
who' d been waiting decades to see long lost relativesin the North had their dreams abruptly shattered by
arubber samp. No explanation of any kind was given. All we got wastheir standard “ matter of state
Security” brush-off.

Unlike many others, | wasn't convinced that this was a prelude to war. Whenever the North had
threatened violence, they aways rang the same bells. No satellite data, ours or the Americans, showed
any hodtile intent. There were no troop movements, no aircraft fueling, no ship or submarine deployment.
If anything, our forces along the Demiilitarized Zone began noticing their opposite numbers disappearing.
We knew them dl, the border troops. We' d photographed each one over the years, given them
nicknames like Snake Eyes or Bulldog, even compiled dossiers on their supposed ages, backgrounds,
and persona lives. Now they were gone, vanished behind shielded trenches and dugouts.

Our seigmic indicators were smilarly slent. If the North had begun tunneling operations or even massed
vehicleson the other side of “Z,” we would have heard it like the National Opera Company.
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Panmunjom isthe only area along the DMZ where opposing sides can meet for face-to-face negotiations.
We sharejoint custody of the conference rooms, and our troops posture for each other over severd
meters of open courtyard. The guards were changed on arotating basis. One night, as the North Korean
detachment marched into their barracks, no replacement unit marched out. The doors were shut. The
lights were extinguished. And we never saw them again.

We dso saw acomplete hat to human intelligence infiltration. Spies from the North were dmost as
regular and predictable as the seasons. Most of the time they were easy to spot, wearing out-of-date
clothes or asking the price of goods that they should have dready known. We used to pick them up all
the time, but since the outbreaks began, their numbers had dwindled to zero.

What about your spiesin the North?

Vanished, adl of them, right about the sametime al our electronic surveillance assets went dark. | don't
mean there was no disturbing radio traffic, | mean therewas no traffic a al. One by one, dl the civilian
and military channels began shutting down. Satellite images showed fewer farmersin ther fidds, lessfoot
trafficin city Streets, even fewer “volunteer” |aborers on many public works projects, which is something
that has never happened before. Before we knew it, there wasn't aliving soul left from the Yau to the
DMZ. From apurely intelligence standpoint, it appeared asif the entire country, every man, woman, and
child in North Korea, had smply vanished.

Thismystery only stoked our growing anxiety, given what we had to ded with a home. By now there
were outbreaksin Seoul, P ohang, Tagon. There was the evacuation of Mokpo, the isolation of
Kangnung, and, of course, our version of Y onkers at Inchon, and al of it compounded by the need to
keep at least half our active divisions aong our northern border. Too many in the Ministry of National
Defense were convinced that the Pyongyang was just aching for war, waiting eagerly for our darkest
moment to come thundering across the 38th Pardld. We in the intelligence community couldn’t disagree
more. We kept telling them that if they were waiting for our darkest hour, then that hour had most
certainly arrived.

Tae Han Min’guk was on the brink of nationa collgpse. Plans were being secretly drafted for a
Japanese-style resettlement. Covert teams were already scouting locationsin Kamchatka. If the Chang
Doctrine hadn't worked....if just afew more units had broken, if afew more safe zones had collgpsed...

Maybe we owe our surviva to the North, or at least to the fear of it. My generation never redly saw the
North asathreat. I'm speaking of the civilians, you understand, those of my age who saw themasa
backward, starving, failed nation. My generation had grown up their entire lives in peace and prosperity.
Theonly thing they feared was a German-style reunification that would bring millions of homeless
ex-communigts looking for a handouit.

That wasn't the case with those who came before us. ..our parents and grandparents. ..those who lived
with the very redl specter of invasion hanging over them, the knowledge that at any moment the larms
might sound, the lights might dim, and the bankers, schoolteachers, and taxi drivers might be called to
pick up arms and fight to defend their homeland. Their hearts and minds were ever vigilant, and in the
end, it wasthem, not us, who rdlied the nationa spirit.

I"’m il pushing for an expedition to the North. I'm till blocked at every turn. There stoo much work to
do, they tdll me. The country istill in shambles. We dso have our international commitments, most
importantly the repatriation of our refugeesto Kyushu.... [Snorts.] Those Japsare gonna owe us
big-time.



I’m not asking for arecon in force. Just give me one helicopter, one fishing boat; just open the gates at
Panmunjom and let me walk through on foot. What if you trigger some booby trap? they counter. What if
it'snuclear? What if you open the door to some underground city and twenty-three million zombies come
spewing out? Their arguments aren’t without merit. We know the DMZ is heavily mined. Last month a
cargo plane nearing their airspace wasfired on by a surface-to-air missile. The launcher wasan
automated model, the type they’ d designed as arevenge wegpon in case the popul ation had already been
obliterated.

Conventiona wisdom isthat they must have evacuated to their subterranean complexes. If that istrue,
then our estimates of the size and depth of those complexes were grosdy inaccurate. Maybe the entire
population is underground, tooling away on endlesswar projects, while their “ Great Leader” continuesto
anesthetize himsdlf with Western liquor and American pornography. Do they even know thewar isover?
Have their leaderslied to them, again, and told them that the world asthey know it has ceased to be?
Maybe the rise of the dead wasa*good” thing in their eyes, an excuse to tighten the yoke even further in
asociety built on blind subjugation. The Great Leader always wanted to be aliving God, and now, as
magter not only of the food his people edt, the air they breathe, but the very light of their artificia suns,
maybe histwisted fantasy hasfinally become aredlity. Maybe that was the origind plan, but something
went disastroudy wrong. Look what happened to the “mole city” undernesth Paris. What if that occurred
inthe North on anationd level? Maybe those caverns are teeming with twenty-three million zombies,
emaciated automatons howling in the darkness and just waiting to be unleashed.

KYOTO, JAPAN

[The old photo of Kondo Tatsumi shows a skinny, acne-faced teenager with dull red eyesand
bleached blond highlights streaking hisunkempt hair. The man | am speaking to hasno hair at
all. Clean-shaven, tanned and toned, hisclear, sharp gaze never leaves mine. Although his
manner iscordial and hismood light, thiswarrior monk retainsthe composur e of a predatory
animal at rest.]

| wasan “otaku.” | know that term has come to mean a great many thingsto agreat many people, but for
meit smply meant “outsider.” | know Americans, especialy young ones, must fed trapped by societal
pressure. All humans do. However, if | understand your culture correctly, individudism is something to be
encouraged. Y ou reverethe“rebel,” the “rogue,” those who stand proudly apart from the masses. For
you, individudity isabadge of honor. For us, it isaribbon of shame. Welived, particularly beforethe
war, in acomplex and seemingly infinite [abyrinth of externa judgments. Y our appearance, your speech,
everything from the career you held to the way you sneezed had to be planned and orchestrated to follow
rigid Confucian doctrine. Some either have the strength, or lack thereof, to accept this doctrine. Others,
like mysdf, chose exilein a better world. That world was cyber space, and it was tailor-made for
Japanese otaku.

| can’t speak for your educational system, or, indeed, for that of any other country, but ours was based
amost entirdly on fact retention. From the day we first set foot in aclassroom, prewar Japanese children
were injected with volumes upon volumes of facts and figures that had no practica applicationin our



lives. These facts had no moral component, no socid context, no human connection to the outside world.
They had no reason for existence other than that their mastery alows ascension. Prewar Japanese
children were not taught to think, we were taught to memorize.

Y ou can understand how this education would easily lend itsdlf to an existence in cyberspace. In aworld
of information without context, where status was determined on its acquisition and possession, those of
my generation could rule like gods. | was asensel, master over dl | surveyed, beit discovering the blood
type of the prime minister’s cabingt, or the tax receipts of Matsumoto and Hamada, 1 or thelocation
and condition of al shin-gunto swords of the Pacific War. | didn’t have to worry about my appearance,
or my socid etiquette, my grades, or my prospectsfor the future. No one could judge me, no one could
hurt me. In thisworld | was powerful, and more importantly, | was safe!

When the crisis reached Japan, my clique, aswith dl the others, forgot our previous obsessons and
devoted our energies entirely to the living dead. We studied their physiology, behavior, weaknesses, and
the globa response to their attack upon humanity. The last subject was my clique’ s specidty, the
possibility of containment within the Japanese homeidands. | collected population Satistics, transport
networks, police doctrine. | memorized everything from the size of the Japanese merchant fleet, to how
many rounds the army’ s Type 89 assaullt rifle held. No fact wastoo small or obscure. Wewereon a
mission, we barely dept. When school was eventualy cancelled, it gave usthe ability to bewired in
amost twenty-four hoursaday. | wasthefirst to hack into Doctor Komatsu' s persona hard drive and
read the raw data afull week before he presented hisfindingsto the Diet. Thiswas a coup. It further
elevated my status among those who aready worshipped me.

Doctor Komatsu first recommended the evacuation?

Hedid. Like us, he'd been compiling the same facts. But whereas we' d been memorizing them, he'd
been analyzing them. Japan was an overcrowded nation: one hundred and twenty-eight million people
jammed into |ess than three hundred and seventy thousand square kilometers of either mountainous or
overurbanized idands. Japan' slow crimerate gave it one of the rdatively smallest and most lightly armed
police forcesin the industrialized world. Japan was pretty much also ademilitarized state. Because of
American “ protection,” our self-defense forces had not seen actual combat since 1945. Even those token
troops who were deployed to the Gulf amost never saw any serious action and spent most of their
occupation duty within the protected walls of their isolated compound. We had accessto al these bits of
information, but not the wherewitha to see where they were pointing. So it took usal by complete
surprise when Doctor Komatsu publicly declared that the situation was hopeless and that Japan had to
beimmediately evacuated.

That must have been terrifying.

Not at al! It set off an explosion of frenzied activity, arace to discover where our popul ation might
resettle. Would it be the South, the cord atolls of the Central and South Pacific, or would we head north,
colonizing the Kuriles, Sakhdin, or maybe somewhere in Sberia? Whoever could uncover the answer
would be the greatest otaku in cyber history.

And there was no concern for your personal safety?

Of course not. Japan was doomed, but | didn’t livein Japan. | lived in aworld of free-floating
information. Thesiafu, 2 that’swhat we were calling the infected now, weren’t something to be feared,
they were something to be studied. Y ou have no ideathe kind of disconnect | was suffering. My culture,
my upbringing, and now my otaku lifestyle dl combined to completely insulate me. Jgpan might be
evacuated, Japan might be destroyed, and | would watch it dl happen from the safety of my digita
mountaintop.
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What about your parents?

What about them? We lived in the same gpartment, but | never really conversed with them. I'm sure they
thought | was studying. Even when school closed | told them | still had to prepare for exams. They never
questioned it. My father and | rarely spoke. In the mornings my mother would leave a breakfast tray at
my door, a night shewould leave dinner. Thefirg time shedidn’t leave atray, | thought nothing of it. |
woke up that morning, as| awaysdid; gratified mysdlf, as| dwaysdid; logged on, as| dwaysdid. It
was midday before | sarted to fed hungry. | hated those fedlings, hunger or fatigue or, the worst, sexua
desire. Those were physica distractions. They annoyed me. | reluctantly turned away from my computer
and opened my bedroom door. No food. | called for my mother. No answer. | went into the kitchen
area, grabbed some raw ramen, and ran back to my desk. | did it again, that night, and again the next
morning.

You never questioned where your parents were?

The only reason | cared was because of the precious minutes | was wasting having to feed mysdf. Inmy
world too many exciting things were happening.

What about the other otaku? Didn’t they discuss their fears?

We shared facts not feelings, even when they started to disappear. I’ d notice that someone had stopped
returning e-mail or else hadn’t posted for awhile. I’ d see that they hadn’t logged on in aday or that their
serverswere no longer active.

And that didn’t scare you?

It annoyed me. Not only was | losing a source of information, | waslosing potentia praise for my own.
To post some new factoid about Japanese evacuation ports and to have fifty, instead of sixty, responses
was upsetting, then to have those fifty drop to forty-five, thento thirty...

How long did this go on for?

About three days. Thelast post, from another otaku in Sendai, stated that the dead were now flowing out
of Tohoku University Hospitd, in the same cho as his apartment.

And that didn’t worry you?

Why should it? | wastoo busy trying tolearn al | could about the evacuation process. How was it going
to be executed, what government organizations were involved? Would the camps be in Kamchatka or
Sakhalin, or both? And what was this | was reading about the rash of suicidesthat was sweeping the
country? 3 So many questions, so much datato mine. I cursed mysdlf for having to go to deep that
night.

When | woke up, the screen was blank. | tried to sign on. Nothing. | tried rebooting. Nothing. | noticed
that | was on backup battery. Not a problem. | had enough reserve power for ten hours at full use. | also
noticed that my signal strength was zero. | couldn’t believeit. Kokura, like al Japan, had a
state-of-the-art wireless network that was supposed to be fail-safe. One server might go down, maybe
even afew, but thewhole net? | redlized it must be my computer. It had to be. | got out my laptop and
triedto signon. No signd. | cursed and got up to tell my parentsthat | had to use their desktop. They ill
weren't home. Frustrated, | tried to pick up the phoneto call my mother’ s cell. It was cordless,
dependent on wall power. | tried my cdll. | got no reception.
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Do you know what happened to them?

No, evento thisday, | have noidea. | know they didn’t abandon me, I'm sure of it. Maybe my father
was caught out at work, my mother trapped while trying to go grocery shopping. They could have been
lost together, going to or coming back from the rel ocation office. Anything could have happened. There
was no note, nothing. I’ ve been trying to find out ever since.

| went back into my parents' room, just to make sure they weren’t there. | tried the phones again. It
wasn't bad yet. | was il in contral. | tried to go back online. 1sn’t that funny? All 1 could think about
was trying to escape again, getting back to my world, being safe. Nothing. | started to panic. “Now,” |
sarted to say, trying to command my computer by force of will. “Now, now, NOW! NOW! NOW!” |
started begting the monitor. My knuckles split, the sight of my own blood terrified me. I’ d never played
sportsasachild, never been injured, it was al too much. | picked up the monitor and threw it against the
wall. | was crying like ababy, shouting, hyperventilating. | started to wretch and vomited al over the
floor. I got up and staggered to the front door. | don’t know what | was looking for, just that | had to get
out. | opened the door and stared into darkness.

Did you try knocking at the neighbor’s door?

No. Is't that odd? Even at the height of my breakdown, my socia anxiety was so greet that actudly
risking personal contact was till taboo. | took afew steps, dipped, and fdll into something soft. It was
cold and dimy, dl over my hands, my clothes. It stank. The whole halway stank. | suddenly became
aware of alow, steady scraping noise, like something was dragging itself across the hallway toward me.

| cdled out, “Helo?’ | heard a soft, gurgling groan. My eyeswere just beginning to adjust to the
darkness. | began to make out a shape, large, humanoid, crawling onitsbdly. | sat there parayzed,
wanting to run but at the same time wanting to....to know for sure. My doorway was casting a narrow
rectangle of dim gray light againgt thefar wall. Asthe thing moved into that light, | finaly saw itsface,
perfectly intact, perfectly human, except for the right eye that hung by the ssem. The left eye waslocked
on mine and its gurgling moan became a choked rasp. | jumped to my feet, Sorang back insde my
gpartment, and dammed the door behind me.

My mind wasfindly clear, maybefor thefirst timein years, and | suddenly redlized that | could smell
smoke and hear faint screams. | went over to the window and threw the curtains open.

Kokurawas engulfed in hell. The fires, the wreckage. ..the Siafu were everywhere. | watched them crash
through doors, invade apartments, devour people cowering in corners or on balconies. | watched people
legp to their deaths or break their legs and spines. They lay on the pavement, unable to move, wailing in
agony asthe dead closed in around them. One man in the apartment directly acrossfrom metried to fight
them off with agolf club. It bent harmlessy around azombi€ s head before five others pulled him to the
floor.

Then...apounding at the door. My door. This...[shakes hisfist] bom-bombom-bom...from the
bottom, near the floor. | heard the thing groaning outside. | heard other noises, too, from the other
apartments. These were my neighbors, the people I’ d dwaystried to avoid, whose faces and names|
could barely remember. They were screaming, pleading, struggling, and sobbing. | heard one voice,
either ayoung woman or a child on the floor above me, calling someone by name, begging them to stop.
But the voice was swalowed in achorus of moans. The banging a my door became louder. More siafu
had shown up. | tried to move the living room furniture againgt the door. It was awaste of effort. Our
apartment was, by your standards, pretty bare. The door began to crack. | could seeits hinges straining.
| figured | had maybe afew minutes to escape.



Escape? But if the door was jammed...

Out the window, onto the bal cony of the gpartment below. | thought | could tie bedsheetsinto arope...
[smiles sheepishly]...I"d heard about it from an otaku who studied American prison bresks. It would
bethefirg timel ever gpplied any of my archived knowledge.

Fortunately the linen held. | climbed out of my gpartment and started to lower myself down to the
gpartment below. Immediately my muscles started cramping. I’ d never paid much attention to them and
now they were regping their revenge. | struggled to control my motions, and to not think about the fact
that | was nineteen floors up. The wind wasterrible, hot and dry from dl thefires. A gust picked me up
and dammed me againgt the side of the building. | bounced off the concrete and dmost lost my grip. |
could fed the bottom of my feet bumping against the balcony’ srailing and it took al the courage | had to
relax enough to climb down just those few extrafeet. | landed on my ass, panting and coughing from the
smoke. | could hear sounds from my apartment above, the dead that had broken through the front door.
| looked up at my bacony and saw a head, the one-eyed safu was squeezing himself through the opening
between therail and the bacony floor. It hung there for amoment, haf out, haf in, then gave another
lurch toward me and did over the side. I'll never forget that it was till reaching for measit fel, this
nightmare flash of it sugpended in midair, arms out, hanging eyebal now flying upward againg its
forehead.

| could hear the other siafu groaning on the bal cony above and turned to seeif there were any in this
gpartment with me. Fortunately, | saw that the front door had been barricaded like mine. However,
unlike mine, there weren't any sounds of attackers outside. | was aso comforted by the layer of ash on
the carpet. It was deep and unbroken, telling me that no one or nothing had walked acrossthisfloor for a
couple days. For amoment | thought I might be alone, and then | noticed the smell.

| did the bathroom door open and was blown back by thisinvisible, putrid cloud. The woman wasin her
tub. She had dit her wrigts, long, vertical dices dong the arteries to make sure the job was doneright.
Her name was Reiko. She was the only neighbor I’ d made any effort to know. She was a high-priced
hostess at a club for foreign businessmen. I’ d dways fantasized about what she' d look like naked. Now |
knew.

Strangely enough, what bothered me most wasthat | didn’t know any prayersfor the dead. I’ d forgotten
what my grandparents had tried to teach me as alittle kid, rejected it as obsolete data. It was a shame,
how out of touch | waswith my heritage. All | could do was stand there like an idiot and whisper an
awkward apology for taking some of her sheets.

Her sheets?

For morerope. | knew | couldn’t stay there for very long. Besides the health hazard of adead body,
there was no telling when the siafu on that floor would sense my presence and attack the barricade. | had
to get out of thisbuilding, get out of the city, and hopefully try to find away to get out of Jgpan. | didn’t
have afully thought-out plan yet. | just knew | had to keep going, one floor at atime, until | reached the
street. | figured stopping at afew of the gpartments would give me a chance to gather supplies, and as
dangerous as my sheet-rope method was, it couldn’t be any worse than the siafu that would almost
certainly be lurking in the building’ s hdlways and Sairwells.

Wouldn’t it be more dangerous once you reached the streets?

No, safer. [Catches my expression.] No, honestly. That was one of thethings 1’ d learned online. The
living dead were dow and easy to outrun or even out walk. Indoors, I might run the risk of being trapped
in some narrow choke point, but out in the open, | had infinite options. Better till, I'd learned from online



survivor reportsthat the chaos of afull-blown outbreak could actualy work to one’ s advantage. With so
many other frightened, disorganized humansto distract the safu, why would they even notice me? As
long as | watched my step, kept up abrisk pace, and didn’t have the misfortune to be hit by afleeing
motorist or stray bullet, | figured | had a pretty good chance of navigating my way through the chaos on
the Streets below. The real problem was getting there.

It took me three daysto makeit all the way down to the ground floor. Thiswas partially dueto my
disgraceful physicd stamina. A trained athlete would have found my makeshift rope antics achdlenge so
you can imagine what they were for me. In retrospect it' samiracle | didn’t plunge to my death or
succumb to infection with all the scrapes and scratches | endured. My body was held together with
adrendine and pain medication. | was exhausted, nervous, horribly deep deprived. | couldn’'t rest in the
conventiona sense. Onceit got dark | would move everything | could againgt the door, then sitina
corner, crying, nursing my wounds, and cursing my frailty until the sky began to lighten. | did manageto
close my eyes one night, even drift off to deep for afew minutes, but then the banging of asafu against
the front door sent me scurrying out the window. | spent the remainder of that night huddled on the

bal cony of the next apartment. Its diding glass door waslocked and | just didn’t have the strength to kick
itin.

My second delay was mental, not physical, specificaly my otaku' s obsessive-compulsive driveto find
just theright surviva gear, no matter how long it took. My online searches had taught me dl about the
right wespons, clothing, food, and medicine. The problem was finding them in an gpartment complex of
urban sdarymen.

[Laughs]

| made quite asight, shimmying down that sheet-rope in abusinessman’ sraincoat and Reiko’ s bright,
pink, vintage “Hello Kitty” schoolbag. It had taken along time, but by the third day | had amost
everything | needed, everything except areliable wegpon.

There wasn’t anything?

[Smiles.] Thiswas not America, where there used to be more firearms than people. True fact—an otaku
in Kobe hacked thisinformation directly from your Nationa Rifle Association.

| meant a hand tool, a hammer, a crowbar ...

What salaryman does his own home maintenance? | thought of agolf club—there were many of
those—but | saw what the man across the way had tried to do. | did find an duminum baseball bat, but it
had seen so much action that it was too bent out of shape to be effective. | looked everywhere, believe
me, but there was nothing hard or strong or sharp enough | could use to defend mysdlf. | aso reasoned
that once | made it to the street, | might have better luck—a truncheon from a dead policeman or even a
soldier’ sfirearm.

Those were the thoughts that dmost got me killed. | wasfour floors from the ground, mogt, literdly, at
the end of my rope. Each section | made extended for severa floors, just enough length to allow meto
gather more sheets. Thistime | knew would bethelast. By now | had my entire escape plan worked out:
land on the fourth-floor balcony, break into the gpartment for anew set of sheets (I’ d given up looking
for aweapon by then), dide down to the sidewalk, steal the most convenient motorcycle (even though |



had no idea how to ride one), streaking off like some old-timey bosozoku, 4 and maybe even grab agirl
or two aong theway.[L aughs.] My mind was barely functiona by that point. If even thefirst part of the
plan had worked and | did manage to make it to the ground in that state...well, what mattersisthat |
didn’t.

| landed on the fourth-floor bal cony, reached for the diding door, and looked up right into the face of a
safu. It was ayoung man, mid twenties, wearing atorn suit. His nose had been bitten off, and he dragged
his bloody face acrossthe glass. | jumped back, grabbed on to my rope, and tried to climb back up. My
armswouldn’t respond, no pain, no burning—I mean they had just reached their limit. The Siafu began
howling and beating hisfists againgt the glass. In desperation, | tried to swing myself from sideto side,
hoping to maybe rappel againgt the sde of the building and land on the bal cony next to me. The glass
shattered and the siafu charged for my legs. | pushed off from the building, letting go of the rope and
launching mysdf with dl my might...and | missed.

The only reason we are speaking now isthat my diagond fdl carried me onto the bal cony below my
target. | landed on my feet, sumbled forward, and almost went toppling off the other side. | ssumbled
into the gpartment and immediately looked around for any safu. Theliving room was empty, the only
piece of furniture asmal traditiond table propped up against the door. The occupant must have
committed suicide like the others. | didn’'t smell anything foul so | guessed he must have thrown himself
out of thewindow. | reasoned that | was done, and just this small measure of relief was enough to cause
my legsto give out from under me. | dumped againgt the living room wall, amost ddliriouswith fatigue. |
found mysdf looking at a collection of photographs decorating the opposite wall. The gpartment’ s owner
had been an old man, and the photographstold of avery rich life. He' d had alarge family, many friends,
and had traveled to what seemed every exciting and exotic locale around the world. I’ d never even
imagined leaving my bedroom, let lone even leading that kind of life. | promised mysdif that if | ever
madeit out of thisnightmare, | wouldn't just survive, | would live!

My eyesfdl on the only other item in the room, aKami Dana, or traditiona Shinto shrine. Something was
on thefloor beneathiit, | guessed asuicide note. Thewind must have blown it off when | entered. | didn’t
fed right just leaving it there. | hobbled across the room and stooped to pick it up. Many Kami Dana
have asmdl mirror in the center. My eye caught areflection in that mirror of something shambling out of
the bedroom.

The adrendine kicked in just as | whedled around. The old man was il there, the bandage on hisface
telling me that he must have reanimated not too long ago. He came at me; | ducked. My legswere till
shaky and he managed to catch me by the hair. | twisted, trying to free myself. He pulled my face toward
his. Hewas surprisingly fit for his age, muscle equal to, if not superior to, mine. His boneswere brittle
though, and | heard them crack as| grabbed the arm that caught me. | kicked him in the chest, he flew
back, his broken arm was gtill clutching atuft of my hair. He knocked against the wall, photographs
faling and showering him with glass. He snarled and came a me again. | backed up, tensed, then
grabbed him by hisone good arm. | jammed it into his back, clamped my other hand around the back of
his neck, and with aroaring sound | didn’t even know | could make, | shoved him, ran him, right onto the
balcony and over the sde. He landed face up on the pavement, his head still hissing up at mefrom his
otherwise broken body.

Suddenly there was a pounding on the front door, more siafu that’ d heard our scuffle. | was operating on
full ingtinct now. | raced into the old man’ s bedroom and began ripping the sheets off hisbed. | figured it
wouldn’t take too many, just three more stories and then. ..then | stopped, frozen, as motionlessasa
photograph. That’ swhat had caught my attention, one last photograph that was on the barewall in his
bedroom. It was black and white, grainy, and showed atraditiona family. There was amother, father, a
little boy, and what | guessed had to be the old man as ateenager in uniform. Something wasin his hand,
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something that amost stopped my heart. | bowed to the man in the photograph and said an amost tearful
“Arigato.”

What was in his hand?

| found it at the bottom of a chest in his bedroom, underneath a collection of bound papers and the
ragged remains of the uniform from the photo. The scabbard was green, chipped, army-issue duminum
and an improvised, leather grip had replaced the origind sharkskin, but the stedl... . bright like silver, and
folded, not machine samped...ashalow, tori curvature with along, straight point. Flat, wideridgelines
decorated with the kiku-sui, the Imperid chrysanthemum, and an authentic, not acid-stained, river
bordering the tempered edge. Exquisite workmanship, and clearly forged for battle.

[I motioned to the sword at hisside. Tatsumi smiles]

KYOTO, JAPAN

[Sensal Tomonaga ljiro knows exactly who | am seconds beforel enter theroom. Apparently |
walk, smell, and even breathelike an American. Thefounder of Japan’s Tatenokai, or “ Shield
Society,” greets mewith both a bow and handshake, then invites meto sit before him likea
student. Kondo Tatsumi, Tomonaga’s second in command, servesusteathen sitsbesidethe
old master. Tomonaga beginsour interview with an apology for any discomfort | might fedl
about hisappearance. The sensai’ s lifeless eyes have not functioned since his adolescence.]

| am “hibakusha” | lost my sight at 11:02A.M ., August 9, 1945, by your calendar. | was standing on
Mount Kompira, manning the air-raid warning station with severa other boysfrom my class. It was
overcast that day, so | heard, rather than saw, the B-29 passing close overhead. It was only asingle
B-san, probably areconnaissance flight, and not even worth reporting. | almost laughed when my
classmates jumped into our dit trench. | kept my eyesfixed above the Urakami Valley, hoping to maybe
catch aglimpse of the American bomber. Instead, dl | saw wasthe flash, thelast thing | would ever see.

In Japan, hibakusha, “ survivors of the bomb,” occupied aunique rung in our nation’ ssocial ladder. We
were treated with sympathy and sorrow: victims and heroes and symbolsfor every politica agenda. And
yet, as human beings, we were little more than socid outcasts. No family would alow their child to marry
us. Hibakushawere unclean, blood in Japan’s otherwise pristine genetic onsen. 1 | felt thisshameona
deeply persond level. Not only was | hibakusha, but my blindness also made me a burden.

Out the sanatorium’ swindows | could hear the sounds of our nation struggling to rebuild itself. And what
was my contribution to this effort, nothing!

So many times | tried inquiring about some manner of employment, some work no matter how smal or
demeaning. No one would have me. | was still hibakusha, and | learned so many polite waysto be
regjected. My brother begged me to come and stay with him, inasting that he and hiswife would take care
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of me and even find some “useful” task around the house. For me that was even worse than the
sanatorium. He had just gotten back from the army and they were trying to have another baby. To
impose on them at such atime was unthinkable. Of course, | consdered ending my own life. | even
attempted it on many occasions. Something prevented me, staying my hand each time | groped for the
pills or broken glass. | reasoned it was weakness, what else could it be? A hibakusha, a parasite, and
now adishonorable coward. There was no end to my shamein those days. Asthe emperor had said in
his surrender speech to our people, | wastruly “enduring the unendurable.”

| left the sanatorium without informing my brother. | didn’t know where | was heading, only that | had to
get asfar from my life, my memories, mysdf, aspossible. | traveled, begged mostly...l had no more
honor to lose...until | settled in Sgpporo on theidand of Hokkaido. This cold, northern wilderness has
always been Japan’ s least populated prefecture, and with the loss of Sakhalin and the Kuriles, it became,
asthe Western saying goes, “the end of theline.”

In Sapporo, | met an Ainu gardener, OtaHideki. The Ainu are Japan’ s oldest indigenous group, and
even lower on our socia ladder than the Koreans.

Maybe that iswhy he took pity on me, another pariah cast out by the tribe of Y amato. Maybe it was
because he had no one to pass his skills along to. His own son had never returned from Manchuria
Ota-san worked at the Akakaze, aformer luxury hotel that now served as arepatriation center for
Japanese settlersfrom China. At first the administration complained that they had no more fundsto hire
another gardener. Ota-san paid me out of his own pocket. He was my teacher and only friend, and when
he died, | considered following him. But, coward that | was, | could not bring myself to do it. Instead |
amply continued to exist, working slently in the earth as the Akakaze went from arepatriation center to a
luxury hotel and Japan went from conquered rubble to economic superpower.

| was gill working at the Akakaze when | heard of the first domestic outbreak. | was trimming the
Western-style hedges near the restaurant, when | overheard severa of the guests discussing the Nagumo
murders. According to their conversation, aman had dain hiswife, then set upon the corpse like some
kind of wild dog. Thiswasthefirst time | had heard theterm “ African rabies.” | tried to ignore it and get
on with my work, but the next day there were more conversations, more hushed voices across the lawn
and beside the pool. Nagumo was old hews compared to the much more serious outbreak at Sumitomo
Hospital in Osaka. And the next day there was Nagoya, then Sendai, then Kyoto. | tried to push their
conversations from my mind. | had come to Hokkaido to escape from the world, to live out my daysin
shameand ignominy.

Thevoicethat findly convinced me of danger came from the hotel’ s manager, a iff, no-nonsense
sdaryman with avery forma manner of speech. After the outbreak in Hirosaki, he held astaff meeting to
try to debunk, once and for dl, these wild rumors about dead bodies coming back to life. | had only his
voiceto rely on, and you can tell everything about a person by what happens when he opens his mouith.
Mister Sugawarawas pronouncing hiswordsfar too carefully, particularly hishard, sharp consonants.
He was overcompensating for aprevioudy conquered speech impediment, a condition that only
threatened to risein the presence of great anxiety. | had listened to this verba defense mechanism before
from the seemingly unflappable Sugawara-san, first during the’ 95 quake, and again in’ 98 when North
Korea had sent along-range, nuclear-capable “test missile’ streaking over our homeland.

Sugawara-san’ s articulation had been amost imperceptible then, now it shrieked louder than the air-raid
grensof my youth.

And so, for the second timeinmy life, | fled. | consdered warning my brother, but so much time had
passed, | had no ideahow to reach him or even if hewas till dive. That wasthe last, and probably the
greatest of dl my dishonorable acts, the heaviest weight | will carry to my grave.



Why did you run? Were you afraid for your life?

Of course not! If anything | welcomed it! To die, to finaly be put out of my lifdlong misery was dmost
too good to betrue...What | feared was, once again, becoming a burden to those around me. To Sow
someone down, to take up vauable space, to put other livesin danger if they tried to save an old blind
man who wasn't worth saving...and what if those rumors about the dead returning to life were true?
What if | wereto find mysdlf infected and awake from degth to thresten the lives of my fellow
countrymen? No, that was not going to be the fate of this disgraced hibakusha. If | wasto meet my
desth, it should bein the same manner as| had lived my life. Forgotten, isolated, and aone.

| left at night and began hitchhiking south down Hokkaido's DOO Expressway. All I had with mewasa
water bottle, achange of clothes, and my ikupasuy, 2 along, flat shovel smilar to a Shaolin spade but
which aso served for many years as my walking stick. There was still a sizable amount of road trafficin
those days—our oil from Indonesiaand the Gulf was till flowing—and many truck driversand private
motorists were kind enough to give me a“ride.” With each and every one, our conversation turned to the
criss: “Did you hear that the Salf Defense Force has been mobilized?’; “ The government’ sgoing to have
to declare astate of emergency”; “Did you hear there was an outbreak last night, right here in Sapporo?’
No one was sure what the next day would bring, how far the calamity would spread, or who would beits
next victim, and yet, no matter whom | spoke to or how terrified they sounded, each conversation would
inevitably end with “But I'm sure the authorities will tell uswhat to do.” Onetruck driver said, “Any day
now, you'll see, if you just wait patiently and don’t make apublic fuss.” That wasthe last human voicel
heard, the day before | l€ft civilization and trekked into the Hiddaka M ountains.

| was very familiar with this nationa park. Ota-san had taken me here every year to collect sansa, the
wild vegetablesthat attract botanists, hikers, and gourmet chefs from al over the homeidands. Asaman
who often risesin the middle of the night knows the exact |ocation of every itemin his darkened
bedroom, | knew every river and every rock, every tree and patch of moss. | even knew every onsen
that bubbled to the surface, and therefore never wanted for anaturally hot and cleansing minera bath.
Every day | told mysdlf “Thisisthe perfect placeto die, soon | will have an accident, afal of somekind,
or perhaps | will becomeill, contract some sickness or eat a poisoned root, or maybe | will findly do the
honorable thing and just stop eating dtogether.” And yet, every day, | foraged and bathed, dressed
warmly and minded my steps. Asmuch as | longed for death, | continued to take whatever measures

necessary to prevent it.

| had no way of knowing what was happening to the rest of my country. | could hear distant sounds,
helicopters, fighter planes, the steady, high-altitude whine of civilian jetliners. Perhaps | waswrong, |
thought, perhapsthe crisswas over. For al | knew, the * authorities” had been victorious, and the danger
was rapidly fading into memory. Perhaps my alarmist departure had done nothing more than creste a
welcome job opening back at the Akakaze and perhaps, one morning, | would be roused by the barking
voices of angry park rangers, or the giggles and whispers of school children on anature hike. Something
did arouse me from my deep one morning, but not a collection of giggling students, and no, it wasn't one
of them either.

It was a bear, one of the many large, brown higuma roaming the Hokkaido wilderness. The higumahad
originaly migrated from the Kamchatka Peninsula and bore the same ferocity and raw power of their
Siberian cousins. Thisonewas enormous, | could tell by the pitch and resonance of hisbreathing. |
judged him to be no more than four or five metersfrom me. | rose dowly, and without fear. Next to me
lay my ikupasuy. It was the closest thing | had to awegpon, and, | supposg, if | had thought to useit as
such, it might have made aformidable defense.

You didn’t useiit.
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Nor did | want it. Thisanima was much more than just arandom, hungry predator. Thiswasfate, |
believed. Thisencounter could only bethewill of the kami.

Who is Kami?

What iskami. The kami are the spiritsthat inhabit each and every facet of our existence. We pray to
them, honor them, hope to please them and curry their favor. They are the same spiritsthat drive
Japanese corporations to bless the site of a soon-to-be constructed factory, and the Japanese of my
generation to worship the emperor asagod. The kami are the foundation of Shinto, literdly “The Way of
the Gods,” and worship of natureis one of its oldest, and most sacred principles.

That iswhy | believed their will was a work that day. By exiling mysdlf into the wilderness, | had polluted
nature s purity. After dishonoring mysdf, my family, my country, | had at last taken that find step and
dishonored the gods. Now they had sent an assassin to do what | had been unableto for so long, to
erase my gtink. | thanked the gods for their mercy. | wept as| prepared mysdlf for the blow.

It never came. The bear stopped panting then released ahigh, dmost childlike whimper. “What iswrong
with you?” | actually said to athree-hundred-kilogram carnivore. “ Go on and finish me!l” The bear
continued to whine like afrightened dog, then tore away from me with the speed of hunted prey. It was
then that | heard the moan. | spun, tried to focus my ears. From the height of his mouth, | could tell he
wastaler than me. | heard one foot dragging across the soft, moist earth and air bubbling from agaping
wound inits chest.

| could hear it reaching out to me, groaning and swiping at empty air. | managed to dodge its clumsy
attempt and snatched up my ikupasuy. | centered my attack on the source of the creature’ s moan. |
struck quickly, and the crack vibrated up through my arms. The creature fell back upon the earth as|
released atriumphant shout of “Ten Thousand Y earsl”

Itisdifficult for meto describe my fedingsat thismoment. Fury had exploded within my heart, astrength
and courage that drove away my shame as the sun drives the night from heaven. | suddenly knew the
gods had favored me. The bear hadn’t been sent to kill me, it had been sent towarn me. | didn’t
understand the reason right then, but | knew | had to survive until the day when that reason wasfindly
revedled.

And that iswhat | did for the next few months: | survived. | mentaly divided the Hiddakarangeinto a
series of severd hundred chi-tai. 3 Each chi-tal contained some object of physica security—atree or
tall, flat rock—some place | could deep in peace without the danger of immediate attack. | dept dways
during the day, and only traveled, foraged, or hunted at night. | did not know if the beasts depended on
their sght as much as human beings, but | wasn't going to give them even the most infinitesmal
advantage. 4

Losing my vison had aso prepared mefor the act of ever-vigilant mobility. Thosewith sght havea
tendency to take walking for granted; how else could they trip over something they’ ve clearly seen? The
fault liesnot in the eyes, but in the mind, alazy thought process spoiled by alifetime of optic nerve
dependency. Not so for those like me. | dready had to be on guard for potential danger, to be focused,
aert, and “watching my step,” so to speak. Simply adding one more threat was no bother at dl. Every
time | walked, it wasfor no longer than several hundred paces. | would hdlt, listen to and smell thewind,
perhaps even press my ear to the ground. This method never failed me. | was never surprised, never
caught off guard.

Was there ever a problem with long-range detection, not being able to see an attacker several
miles away?
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My nocturnd activity would have prevented the use of healthy eyesight, and any beast severd kilometers
away was no more athreat to methan | wasto it. There was no need to be on my guard until they
entered what you might call my “circle of sensory security,” the maximum range of my ears, nose,
fingertips, and feet. On the best of days, when the conditions were right and Haya-ji 5 wasinahelpful
mood, that circle extended asfar as half akilometer. On the worst of days, that range might drop to no
more than thirty, possibly fifteen paces. These incidents were infrequent at best, occurring if | had done
something to truly anger the kami, dthough | can’t possibly imagine what that would be. The beasts were
agreat help aswdll, dways being courteous enough to warn me before attacking.

That howling darm that ignites the moment they detect prey would not only aert meto the presence of an
attacking creature, but even to the direction, range, and exact position of the attack. | would hear that
moan wafting acrossthe hills and fields and know that, in perhgps haf an hour or so, one of theliving
dead would be paying me avist. In instances such asthese | would hdt, then patiently prepare mysdf for
the attack. | would unclasp my pack, stretch my limbs, sometimesjust find a placeto St quietly and
meditate. | dways knew when they were getting close enough to strike. | aways took the time to bow
and thank them for being so courteous to warn me. | amost felt sorry for the poor mindlessfilth, to come
al thisway, dowly and methodicaly, only to end their journey with asplit skull or severed neck.

Did you always kill your enemy on the first strike?

Always.

[He gestureswith an imaginary ikupasuy.]

Thrust forward, never swing. At first | would aim for the base of the neck. Later, asmy skills grew with
time and experience, | learned to strike here. ..

[He places his hand horizontally against the indentation between the forehead and nose|]

It was alittle harder than smple decapitation, al that thick tough bone, but it did serve to destroy the
brain, as opposed to decapitation where the living head would aways require a secondary blow.

What about multiple attackers? Was that more of a problem?

Y es, in the beginning. Astheir numbers swelled, | began to find myself increasingly surrounded. Those
early battleswere...“untidy.” | must admit, | allowed my emotionsto rule my hand. | was the typhoon,
not the lightning bolt. During one melee & “ Tokachi-dake,” | dispatched forty-onein as many minutes. |
was washing bodily fluids from my clothesfor afortnight. Later, as| began to exercise moretactica
cregtivity, | dlowed the godsto join me on the battlefield. | would lead groups of beaststo the base of a
tall rock, where | would crush their skulls from above. | might even find arock that allowed them to
climb up after me, not dl at once, you understand, one by one, so | could knock them back into the
jagged outcroppings below. | was sure to thank the spirit of each rock, or cliff, or waterfal that carried
them over thousand-meter drops. Thislast incident was not something | cared to make a habit of . It was
along and arduous climb to retrieve the body.
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You went after the corpse?
Tobury it. | couldn’t just leave it there, desecrating the stream. It would not have been...“ proper.”
Did you retrieve all the bodies?

Every last one. That time, after Tokachi-dake, | dug for three days. The heads | aways separated; most
of thetime | just burned them, but at Tokachi-dake, | threw them into the volcanic crater where
Oyamatsumi’s 6 rage could purge their stench. | did not completely understand why | committed these
acts. It just felt correct, to separate the source of the evil.

The answer came to me on the eve of my second winter in exile. Thiswould be my last night in the
branches of atall tree. Once the snow fell, | would return to the cave where | had spent the previous
winter. | had just settled in comfortably, waiting for dawn’ swarmth to [ull meto deep, when | heard the
sound of footsteps, too quick and energetic to be a beast. Hayaji had decided to be favorable that night.
He brought the smdll of what could only be ahuman being. | had cometo redlize that the living dead
were surprisingly bereft of odor. Y es, there was the subtle hint of decomposition, stronger, perhaps, if the
body had been turned for sometime, or if chewed flesh had pushed through its bowels and collected in a
rotting hegp in its undergarments. Other than this, though, the living dead possessed whét | refer to asa
“seentless stink.” They produced no Sweet, no urine, or conventional feces. They did not even carry the
bacteriawithin their somach or teeth that, in living humans, would have fouled their breath. None of this
was true of the two-legged animal rapidly approaching my position. His breath, his body, his clothes, dl
had clearly not been washed for sometime.

It was till dark so he did not notice me. | could tell that his path would take him directly underneath the
limbs of my tree. | crouched dowly, quietly. | wasn't sureif hewas hogtile, insane, or even recently
bitten. | was taking no chances.

[At this point, Kondo chimesin.]

KONDO: Hewas on me before | knew it. My sword went flying, my feet collapsed from under me.

TOMONAGA: | landed between his shoulder blades, not hard enough to do any permanent damage,
but enough to knock thewind out of his dight, manourished frame.

KONDO: He had me on my stomach, my facein the dirt, the blade of his shovel-thing pressed tightly
againgt the back of my neck.

TOMONAGA: | told himto lietill, that | would kill him if he moved.

KONDOQO: | tried to speak, gasping between coughsthat | wasfriendly, that | didn’t even know he was
there, that al | wanted to do was pass dong and be on my way.

TOMONAGA: | asked him where he was going.

KONDOQO: | told him Nemuro, the main Hokkaido port of evacuation, where there might still be one last
trangport, or fishing boat, or...something that might still beleft to get me to Kamchatka.
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TOMONAGA: | did not understand. | ordered him to explain.

KONDO: | described everything, about the plague, the evacuation. | cried when | told him that Japan
had been completely abandoned, that Japan was nai.

TOMONAGA: And suddenly | knew. | knew why the gods had taken my sight, why they sent meto
Hokkaido to learn how to care for the land, and why they had sent the bear to warn me.

KONDO: He began to laugh as he let me up and helped to brush the dirt from my clothing.

TOMONAGA: | told him that Japan had not been abandoned, not by those whom the gods had chosen
to beits gardeners.

KONDQ: At first | didn’t understand. ..

TOMONAGA: So | explained that, like any garden, Japan could not be alowed to wither and die. We
would care for her, wewould preserve her, we would annihilate the walking blight that infested and
defiled her and we would restore her beauty and purity for the day when her children would return to her.

KONDO: | thought he was insane, and told him so right to hisface. The two of us againgt millions of
gau?

TOMONAGA: | handed his sword back to him; itsweight and balance felt familiar to the touch. | told
him that we might be facing fifty million monsters, but those monsters would be facing the gods.

CIENFUEGOS, CUBA

[Seryosha Garcia Alvarez suggests | meet him at hisoffice. “ The view isbreathtaking,” he
promises. “You will not be disappointed.” On the sixty-ninth floor of the M alpica Savings and
L oans building, the second-tallest building in Cuba after Havana’s José Marti Towers, Sefior
Alvarez' s corner office overlooks both the glittering metropolis and bustling harbor below. It is
the“magic hour” for energy-independent buildingslikethe M alpica, that time of the day when
it’s photovoltaic windows captur e the setting sun with their almost imper ceptible magenta hue.
Sefior Alvarez wasright. | am not disappointed.]

Cubawon the Zombie War; maybe that’ s not the most humble of statements, given what happened to so
many other countries, but just ook at where we were twenty years ago as opposed to where we are
now.

Beforethe war, we lived in agtate of quasi-isolation, worse than during the height of the cold war. At
least in my father’ s day you could count on what amounted to economic welfare from the Soviet Union
and their ComEcon puppets. Sincethefall of the communist bloc, though, our existence was one of
constant deprivation. Rationed food, rationed fudl .. .the closest comparison | can make isthat of Great
Britain during the Blitz, and like that other besieged idand, wetoo lived under the dark cloud of an



ever-present enemy.

The U.S. blockade, while not as congtricting as during the cold war, nonethel ess sought to suffocate our
economic lifeblood by punishing any nation that attempted free and open trade. As successful asthe U.S.
strategy was, its most resounding triumph was dlowing Fidel to use our northern oppressor as an excuse
to remainin power. “Y ou see how hard your lifeis,” hewould say. “ The blockade has done thisto you,
the Y ankees have done this to you, and without me, they would be storming our beaches even now!” He
was brilliant, Machiaveli’ s most favored son. He knew we would never remove him while the enemy was
at the gates. And so we endured the hardships and the oppression, the long lines and the hushed voices.
Thiswasthe Cubal grew up in, the only Cubal could ever imagine. Thet is, until the dead begantorise.

Caseswere smdl and immediately contained, mostly Chinese refugees and afew European businessmen.
Travel from the United Stateswas il largdly prohibited, so we were spared the initia blow of first-wave
mass migration. The repressive nature of our fortress society alowed the government to take stepsto
ensure that the infection was never allowed to spread. All internd travel was suspended, and both the
regular army and territorial militias were mobilized. Because Cuba had such a high percentage of doctors
per capita, our leader knew the true nature of the infection weeks after the first outbreak was reported.

By thetime of the Great Panic, when the world finally woke up to the nightmare bresking down their
doors, Cuba had aready prepared itself for war.

The smplefact of geography spared us the danger of large-scae, overland svarms. Our invaders came
from the sea, specifically from an armada of boat people. Not only did they bring the contagion, aswe
have seen throughout the world, there were aso those who believed in ruling their new homes as
modern-day conquistadors.

Look a what happened in Iceland, aprewar paradise, so safe and secure they never found the need to
maintain astanding army. What could they do when the American military withdrew? How could they
stop the torrent of refugees from Europe and western Russia? Isit no mystery how that onceidyllic arctic
haven became a cauldron of frozen blood, and why, to thisday, it isstill the most heavily infested White
Zone on the planet? That could have been us, easily, had it not been for the example set by our brothers
in the smaller Windward and Leeward Idands.

Those men and women, from Anguillato Trinidad, can proudly take their place as some of the grestest
heroes of thewar. They first eradicated multiple outbreaks dong their archipeago, then, with barely a
moment to catch their collective bresths, repelled not only seaborne zombies, but an endlessflood of
human invaders, too. They spilled their blood so that we did not have to. They forced our would-be
latifundistaito recongder their plansfor conquest, and redize that if afew civilians armed with nothing but
small arms and machetes could defend their homelands so tenacioudy, what would they find on the
shores of acountry armed with everything from main battle tanks to radar-guided antiship missiles?

Naturdly, theinhabitants of the Lesser Antilleswere not fighting for the best interests of the Cuban
people, but their sacrifices did dlow usthe luxury of setting our own terms. Any seeking sanctuary would
find themselves greeted with the saying so common among Norteamericano parents, “\While under my
roof, you will obey my rules.”

Not dl of the refugees were Y ankees; we had our share from mainland Latin America, from Africa, and
western Europe, Spain especialy—many Spaniards and Canadians had visited Cuba either on business
or holiday. | had gotten to know afew of them before the war, nice people, polite, so different from the
East Germans of my youth who used to toss handfuls of candy in the air and laugh while we children
scrambled for it likerats,



The mgjority of our boat people, however, originated from the United States. Every day more would
arrive, by large ship or private craft, even on homemade rafts that brought an ironic smileto our faces. So
many of them, atotd of five million, equa to dmost half of our indigenous population, and along with all
the other nationdities, they were placed under the jurisdiction of the government’ s“ Quarantine
Resettlement Program.”

| would not go so far asto cal the Resettlement Centers prison camps. They could not compare to the
lives suffered by our politica dissidents; the writers and teachers...| had a“friend” who was accused of
being ahomosexud. His stories from prison cannot compare to even the harshest Resettlement Center.

It was not easy living, however. These people, no matter what their prewar occupation or status, were
initidly put to work asfield hands, twelve to fourteen hours aday, growing vegetablesin what had once
been our state-run sugar plantations. At least the climate was on their Ssde. The temperature was
dropping, the skies were darkening. Mother Nature was kind to them. The guards, however, were not.
“Begladyou'redive,” they' d shout after each dap or kick. “Keep complaining and we'll throw you to
the zombies!”

Every camp had arumor about the dreaded “zombie pits,” the holein which they’ d throw the
“troublemakers” TheDGI [the General Intelligence Directorate] had even planted prisonersin the
general population to spread stories about how they personally witnessed men being lowered, headfirst,
into the bailing lake of ghouls. Thiswasdl just to keep everyonein line, you see, none of it was actudly
true...though. . .there were stories about the “Miami whites.” The mgority of American Cubanoswere
welcomed home with open arms. | mysdlf had severa relativesliving in Daytonawho just barely escaped
with their lives. Thetears of so many reunionsin those early, frantic days could havefilled the Caribbean
Sea. But that first wave of post revolution immigrants—the affluent elite who had flourished under the old
regime and who spent the rest of their lives trying to topple everything we d worked so hard to build—as
far asthose aristos were concerned...l am not saying there is any proof that they were thrown to the
ghouls by their fat, reactionary, Bacardi blankadrinking asses...But if they were, they can suck Batista's
bdlsinhdl.

[A thin, satisfied smile crosses hislips.]

Of course, we couldn’t have actualy attempted thiskind of punishment with your people. Rumorsand
threats were one thing, but physical action. .. push a people, any peopletoo far, and you risk the
possibility of revolt. Fivemillion Y ankees, dl rising in open revolution? Unthinkable. It already took too
many troops to maintain the camps, and that wastheinitia success of the Y ankee invasion of Cuba.

We smply didn’t have the manpower to guard five million detainees and dmost four thousand kilometers
of coastline. We couldn’t fight awar on two fronts. And so the decision was made to dissolve the centers
and alow 10 percent of the Y ankee detainees to work outside the wire on a specialized parole program.
These detainees would do the jobs Cubanos no longer wanted—day laborers, dish washers, and street
cleaners—and while their wages would be next to nothing, their labor hours would go to a point system
that allowed them to buy the freedom of other detainees.

It was an ingenious idea—some Florida Cubano came up with it—and the camps were drained in Six
months. At first the government tried to keep track of al of them, but that soon proved impossible.
Within ayear they had dmogt fully integrated, the “ Nortecubanos,” insnuating themsalvesinto every facet
of our society.



Officidly the camps had been created to contain the spread of “infection,” but that wasn't the kind
spread by the dead.

Y ou couldn’'t seethisinfection at first, not when we were still under siege. It was still behind closed

doors, gtill spoken in whispers. Over the next severa years what occurred was not so much arevolution
as an evolution, an economic reform here, alegalized, privately owned newspaper there. People began to
think more boldly, talk more boldly. Slowly, quietly, the seeds began to take root. I’ m sure Fidel would
have loved to bring hisiron fist crashing down on our fledgling freedoms. Perhaps he might have, if world
events had not shifted in our favor. It was when the world governments decided to go on the attack that
everything changed forever.

Suddenly we became “the Arsend of Victory.” We were the breadbasket, the manufacturing center, the
training ground, and the springboard. We becamethe air hub for both North and South America, the
great dry dock for ten thousand ships. 1 We had money, lots of it, money that created an overnight
middle class, and athriving, capitaist economy that needed the refined skills and practica experience of
the Nortecubanos.

We shared abond | don’t think can ever be broken. We hel ped them reclaim their nation, and they
helped us reclaim ours. They showed us the meaning of democracy...freedom, not just in vague, abstract
terms, but on avery red, individualy human level. Freedom isn't just something you have for the sake of
having, you have to want something el sefirst and then want the freedom to fight for it. That wasthe
lesson we learned from the Nortecubanos. They dl had such grand dreams, and they’ d lay down their
livesfor the freedom to make those dreams come true. Why e se would El Jefe be so damned afraid of
them?

I’m not surprised that Fidel knew the tides of freedom were coming to sweep him out of power. | am
surprised at how well he rode the wave.

[Helaughs, gesturing to a photo on thewall of an aged Castro speaking in the Parque Central.]

Can you bdlieve the cojones of that son of abitch, to not only embrace the country’ s new democracy,
but to actualy take credit for it? Genius. To persondly preside over thefirst free eections of Cubawhere
hislast officid act wasto vote himself out of power. That iswhy hislegacy isa statue and not a
bloodstain againgt awall. Of course our new Latin superpower isanything but idyllic. We have hundreds
of palitical parties and more specid-interest groups than sands on our beaches. We have strikes, we
have riots, we have protests, it seems, dmost every day. Y ou can see why Che ducked out right after the
revolution. It'salot easier to blow up trains than to make them run ontime. What isit that Mister
Churchill used to say?* Democracy isthe worst form of government, except for al the others.” [He
laughs]

PATRIOT'S MEMORIAL, THE FORBIDDEN CITY, BEIJNG, CHINA
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[I suspect Admiral Xu Zhicai has chosen thisparticular spot on the off chancethat a
photographer would be present. Although no one sincethewar hasever remotely questioned
either hisor hiscrew’spatriotism, heistaking no chancesfor the eyesof “foreign readers.”
Initially defensive, he consentsto thisinterview only on the condition that | listen objectively to
“his’” sdeof the story, a demand he clingsto even after | explain that thereisno other.]

[Note: For the sake of clarity, Western naval designations have replaced the authentic
Chinese)]

We were not traitors—I say thisbeforeI’ll say anything else. We loved our country, we loved our
people, and while we may not have loved those who ruled both, we were unwaveringly loya to our
leadership.

We never would have imagined doing what we did had not the Situation become so desperate. By the
time Captain Chen first voiced his proposal, we were dready on the brink. They werein every city,
every village. In the nine and ahaf million square kilometers that made up our country, you couldn’t find
one centimeter of peace.

The army, arrogant bastards that they were, kept indgsting that they had the problem under control, that
every day wasthe turning point and before the next snow fdll upon the earth they would have the entire
country pecified. Typica army thinking: overaggressive, overconfident. All you need isagroup of men, or
women, give them matching clothes, afew hourstraining, something that passes for aweapon, and you
have an army, not the best army, but sill an army nonetheless.

That can’t happen with the navy, any navy. Any ship, no matter how crude, requires considerable energy
and materidsto create. The army can replace its cannon fodder in hours; for us, it might take years. This
tends to make us more pragmatic than our compatriots in green. We tend to look at a Situation with abit
more...| don't want to say caution, but perhaps more strategic conservatism. Withdraw, consolidate,
husband your resources. That was the same philosophy as the Redeker Plan, but of course, the army
wouldn't listen.

They rejected Redeker?

Without the dightest consideration or interna debate. How could the army ever lose? With their vast
stockpiles of conventiona armaments, with their “bottomlesswell” of manpower...“ bottomless well,”
unforgivable. Do you know why we had such a population explosion during the 1950s? Because Mao
believed it was the only way to win anuclear war. Thisistruth, not propaganda. It was common
knowledge that when the atomic dust eventually settled, only afew thousand American or Soviet
survivors would be overwhelmed by tens of millions of Chinese. Numbers, that was the philosophy of my
grandparents’ generation, and it was the strategy the army was quick to adopt once our experienced,
professiona troops were devoured in the outbreak’ s early stages. Those generals, sick, twisted old
criminasgitting safely in their bunker and ordering wave after wave of conscripted teenagersinto battle.
Did they even think that every dead soldier was now alive zombie? Did they ever redize that, instead of
drowning them in our bottomless well, we were the ones drowning, choking to death as the most
populous nation on Earth found itsdlf, for thefirst timein history, in danger of becoming fataly
outnumbered?



That was what pushed Captain Chen over the edge. He knew what would happen if the war continued
along its course, and what our chances for surviva would be. If he thought that there was any hope, he
would have grabbed arifle and hurled himself at the living dead. He was convinced that soon there would
be no more Chinese people, and perhaps, eventually, no more people anywhere. That was why he made
hisintentions known to his senior officers, declaring that we might be the only chance of preserving
something of our civilization.

Did you agree with his proposal ?

| didn’t even believeit at first. Escapein our boat, our nuclear submarine? Thiswasn't just desertion,
dinking out in the middle of awar to save our own pathetic skins. Thiswas stedling one of the
motherland’ s most vauable nationd assets. The Admiral Zheng He was only one of three bdlistic
missiles subs and the newest of what the West referred to asthe Type 94. She wasthe child of four
parents. Russian assi stance, black-market technology, the fruits of anti-American espionage, and, let us
not forget, the culmination of nearly five thousand years of continuous Chinese history. She was the most
expengve, the most advanced, the most powerful machine our nation had ever congtructed. To Smply
ged her, likealifeboat from the sinking ship of China, wasinconceivable. It was only Captain Chen’s
force of persondity, his deep, fanatica patriotism that convinced me of our only dterndive.

How long did it take to prepare?

Three months. It was hell. Qingdao, our home port, was in a constant Sate of Sege. More and more
army unitswere caled in to maintain order, and each was just alittle lesstrained, alittle less equipped, a
little younger, or older, than the one that came before it. Some of the surface ship captains had to donate
“expendable” crew to shore up base defenses. Our perimeter was under attack amost every day. And
through al of thiswe had to prepare and provision the boat for sea. It was supposed to be aroutinely
scheduled patrol; we had to smuggle on board both emergency supplies and family members.

Family members?

Oh yes, that was the cornerstone of the plan. Captain Chen knew the crew wouldn’t leave port unless
their families could come with them.

How was that possible?
To find them or to smuggle them aboard?
Both.

Finding them was difficult. Most of us had family scattered throughout the country. We did our best to
communicate with them, get a phone line working or send word with an army unit headed in that
direction. The message was aways the same: we' d be heading back out on patrol soon and their
presence was required at the ceremony. Sometimes we' d try to make it more urgent, asif someone was
dying and needed to see them. That was the best we could do. No one was alowed to go out and
physicaly get them: too risky. We didn't have multiple crewslike you do on your missile boats. Every
rating would be missed a sea. | pitied my shipmates, the agony of their waiting. | waslucky that my wife
and children...

Children? | thought...

That we were only allowed one child? That law was modified years before the war, apractical solution
to the problem of an imbalanced nation of only-child sons. | had twin daughters. | was lucky. My wife



and children were aready on base when the trouble started.
What about the captain? Did he have family?

Hiswife had left him in the early eighties. It was a devastating scandd, especidly in those days. It il
astounds me how he managed to both salvage his career and raise his son.

He had a son? Did he come with you?

[Xu evadesthe question.]

Theworst part for many others was the waiting, knowing that even if they managed to makeit to
Qingdao, there was avery good chance that we might have dready sailed. Imagine the guilt. Y ou ask
your family to cometo you, perhaps leave the relative safety of their preexisting hideout, and arrive only
to be abandoned at the dock.

Did many of them show up?

More than one would have guessed. We smuggled them aboard at night, wearing uniforms.
Some—children and the elderly—were carried in supply crates.

Did the families know what was happening? What you were intending to do?

| don’t believe s0. Every member of our crew had strict orders to keep silent. Had the MSS even had a
whiff of what we were up to, the living dead would have been the least of our fears. Our secrecy aso
forced usto depart according to our routine patrol schedule. Captain Chen wanted so badly to wait for
sragglers, family members who might be perhaps only afew days, afew hours, away! He knew it might
have jeopardized everything, however, and reuctantly gave the order to cast off. He tried to hide his
fedingsand | think, in front of most, he might have gotten away withiit. | could seeit in his eyesthough,
reflecting the receding fires of Qingdao.

Where were you headed?

First to our assgned patrol sector, just S0 everything would initialy seem normal. After that, no one
knew.

A new home, at least for the time being, was out of the question. By this point the blight had spread to
every corner of the planet. No neutra country, no matter how remote, could guarantee our safety.

What about coming over to our side, America, or another Western country?

[Heflashesa cold, hard stare.]

Would you? The Zheng carried sixteen J_-2 baligtic missiles; dl but one carried four multiple reentry
warheads, with aninety-kiloton yield. That made her equivaent to one of the sirongest nationsin the
world, enough power to murder entire citieswith just the turn of akey. Would you turn that power over
to another country, the one country up until that point that had used nuclear weagponsin anger? Again,
and for the last time, we were not traitors. No matter how crimindly insane our leadership might have
been, we were fill Chinese sailors.



So you were alone.

All done. No home, no friends, no safe harbor no matter how harsh the ssorm. The Admiral Zheng He
was our entire universe: heaven, earth, sun, and moon.

That must have been very difficult.

Thefirst few months passed asthough it was merely aregular patrol. Missile subs are designed to hide,
and that’ swhat we did. Deep and silent. Weweren’t sure if our own attack subs were out looking for us.
Indl probability our government had other worries. Still, regular battle drills were conducted and the
cvilianstrained in the art of noise discipline. The chief of the boat even rigged specia soundproofing for
the mess hdl so it could be both a schoolroom and play areafor the children. The children, especialy the
younger ones, had no ideawhat was happening. Many of them had even traveled with their families
acrossinfested areas, some bardly escaping with their lives. All they knew was that the monsters were
gone, banished to their occasional nightmares. They were safe now, and that’ sal that mattered. | guess
that ishow we all fdlt thosefirst few months. We were dive, we were together, we were safe. Given
what was happening to therest of the planet, what more could we want?

Did you have some way of monitoring the crisis?

Not immediately. Our god was stedlth, avoiding both commercia shipping lanes and submarine patrol
sectors...ours, and yours. We speculated, though. How fast wasiit spreading? Which countries were the
mogt affected? Was anyone using the nuclear option? If so, that would betheend for dl of us. Ina
radiated planet, the walking dead might be the only creatures|eft “dive.” Weweren't surewhat high
doses of radiation would do to azombi€ sbrain. Would it eventudly kill them, riddling their gray matter
with multiple, expanding tumors? That would be the case for aregular human brain, but sncetheliving
dead contradicted every other law of nature, why should this reaction be any different? Some nightsin
the wardroom, speaking in low voices over our off-duty tea, we conjured images of zombies asfast as
cheetahs, as agile as gpes, zombies with mutated brains that grew and throbbed and burst from the
confines of their skulls. Lieutenant Commander Song, our reactor officer, had brought aboard his
watercolors and had painted the scene of acity inruins. Hetried to say that it wasn't any city in particular
but we all recognized the twisted remains of the Pudong skyline. Song had grown up in Shanghai. The
broken horizon glowed a dull magenta against the pitch-black sky of nuclear winter. A rain of ash
peppered the idands of debristhat rose from lakes of melted glass. Snaking through the center of this
apocayptic backdrop was ariver, a greenish-brown snake that rose up into a head of athousand
interconnected bodies: cracked skin, exposed brain, flesh dripping from bony armsthat reached out from
openmouthed faces with red, glowing eyes. | don’t know when Commander Song began his project,
only that he secretly unveiled it to afew of usafter our third month at sea. He never intended to show it
to Captain Chen. He knew better. But someone must have talked and the Old Man soon put astop to it.

Song was ordered to paint over hiswork with something cheerful, asummer sunset over Lake Dian. He
then followed up with several more “positive” muras on any space of exposed bulkhead. Captain Chen
aso ordered ahdt to dl off-duty speculation. “ Detrimenta to the morale of the crew.” | think it pushed
him, though, to reestablish some semblance of contact with the outside world.

Semblance as in active communication, or passive surveillance?

The latter. He knew Song' s painting and our apocalyptic discussions were the result of our long-term
isolation. The only way to quell any further “dangerous thought” wasto replace speculation with hard
facts. We' d been in total blackout for amost a hundred days and nights. We needed to know what was
happening, even if it was as dark and hopeless as Song' s painting.



Up until this point, our sonar officer and histeam were the only ones with any knowledge of theworld
beyond our hull. These men listened to the sea: the currents, the “biologics’ such asfish and whales, and
the distant thrashing of nearby propellers. | said before that our course had taken us to the most remote
recesses of theworld’ s oceans. We had intentionally chosen areas where no ship would normally be
detected. Over the previous months, however, Liu’steam had been collecting an increasing number of
random contacts. Thousands of shipswere now crowding the surface, many of them with signatures that
did not match our computer archive.

The captain ordered the boat to periscope depth. The ESM mast went up and was flooded with
hundreds of radar signatures; the radio mast suffered asimilar deluge. Finaly the scopes, both the search
and main attack periscopes, broke the surface. It’ s not like you see in the movies, a man flipping down
the handles and staring through atelescopic eyepiece. These scopes don't penetrate theinner hull. Each
oneisavideo camerawith itssigna relayed to monitors throughout the boat. We couldn’t believe what
wewere seeing. It was asif humanity was putting everything they had to sea. We spotted tankers,
freighters, cruise ships. We saw tugboats towing barges, we saw hydrofoils, garbage scows, bottom
dredgers, and dl of thiswithin thefirst hour.

Over the next few weeks, we observed dozens of military vessels, too, any of which could have probably
detected us, but none of which seemed to care. Y ou know the USS Saratoga? We saw her, being
towed across the South Atlantic, her flight deck now atent city. We saw a ship that had to be HMS
Victory, plying thewavesunder aforest of improvised sails. We saw the Aurora, the actua World War
|—era heavy cruiser whose mutiny had sparked the Bolshevik Revolution. | don't know how they got her
out of Saint Petersburg, or how they found enough cod to keep her boilerslit.

There were so many beat-up hulks that should have been retired years ago: skiffs, ferries, and lighters
that had spent their careers on quiet lakes or inland rivers, coastd crafts that should have never left the
harbor for which they’ d been designed. We saw afloating dry dock the size of an overturned
skyscraper, her deck now stuffed with construction scaffolding that served as makeshift apartments. She
was drifting amlessy, no tug or support vessel in sight. | don’t know how those people survived, or even
if they survived. Therewere alot of drifting ships, their fuel bunkers dry, no way to generate power.

We saw many smdll private boats, yachts, and cabin cruisersthat had lashed themsel ves together to form
giant directionlessrafts. We saw many purpose-built rafts aswell, made from logs or tires.

We even came across a nautical shantytown constructed atop hundreds of garbage bagsfilled with
Styrofoam packing peanuts. It reminded usdl of the “Ping-Pong Navy,” the refugees who, during the
Cultural Revolution, had tried to float to Hong Kong on sacksfilled with Ping-Pong balls.

We pitied these people, pitied what could only be their hopelessfate. To be adrift in the middle of the
ocean, and prey to hunger, thirst, sunstroke, or the seahersdf...Commander Song caled it “humanity’s
great regresson.” “We camefrom the sea,” he would say, “and now we' re running back.” Running was
an accurate term. These people clearly hadn't put any thought into what they would do once they
reached the “safety” of the waves. They just figured it was better than being torn gpart back on land. In
their panic they probably didn’t redlize they were just prolonging the inevitable.

Did you ever try to help them? Give them food or water, maybe tow them...

To where? Even if we had some ideawhere the safe ports might have been, the captain wouldn't dare
take therisk of detection. We didn’'t know who had aradio, who might be listening to that signal. We il
didn’t know if we were a hunted boat. And there was another danger: the immediate threet of the
undead. We saw alot of infested ships, some where the crews were dtill fighting for their lives, some



where the dead were the only crew |eft. Onetime off Dakar, Senegal, we came across a
forty-five-thousand-ton luxury liner caled the Nordic Empress. Our search scope' s optics were
powerful enough to see every bloody handprint smeared on the ballroom’ swindows, every fly that
ettled on the deck’ s bones and flesh. Zombies were falling into the ocean, one every couple of minutes.
They would see something in the distance, alow-flying aircraft, | think, or even the feather of our scope,
and try to reach for it. It gave me an idea. If we surfaced afew hundred meters away, and did everything
we could to lure them over the side, we might be able to clear the ship without firing a shot. Who knows
what the refugees might have brought aboard with them? The Nordic Empress might turn out to bea
floating replenishment depot. | presented my proposal to the master at arms and together we approached

the captain.
What did he say?

“Absolutely not.” Therewas no way of knowing how many zombies were onboard the dead liner. Even
worse, he motioned to the video screen and pointed to some of the zombiesfaling overboard. “Look,”
he sad, “not dl of them are snking.” He was right. Some had reanimated wearing life jackets, while
others were beginning to bloat up with decomposition gases. That wasthefirg timel had ever seena
floating ghoul. | should have redlized then that they would become a common occurrence. Evenif 10
percent of the refugee ships wereinfested, that was till 10 percent of several hundred thousand vessdls.
There were millions of zombiesfdling randomly into the seg, or e se pouring in by the hundreds when one
of those old hulks capsized in rough weather. After astorm, they would blanket the surface to the
horizon, risng waves of bobbing heads and flailing arms. Once we raised the search scope and were
confronted with this distorted, greenish-gray haze. At first we thought it was an optica mafunction, asif
we d hit some floating debris, but then the attack scope confirmed that we' d speared one of them right
under therib cage. And it was il struggling, probably even after we lowered the scope. If ever
something brought the threet home. ..

But you were underwater? How could they...

If we surfaced and one was caught on deck, or on the bridge. Thefirst time | cracked the hatch, afetid,
waterlogged claw darted in and had me by the deeve. | lost my footing, fell onto the lookout below me,
and landed on the deck with the severed arm till clamped to my uniform. Above me, silhouetted in the
bright disc of the open hatch, | could seethe arm’s owner. | reached for my sidearm, fired straight up
without thinking. We were showered in bone and bits of brain. We were lucky...if any of us had had any
kind of openwound...| deserved the reprimand | got, athough | deserved worse. From that point on,
we always did athorough scope sweep after surfacing. | would say that, at least onein every three
ingtances, afew of them were crawling about on the hull.

Those were the observation days, when al we did was ook and listen to the world around us. Besides
the scopes we could monitor both civilian radio traffic and even some satellite television broadcadts. It
wasn't apretty picture. Cities were dying, whole countries. We listened to the last report from Buenos
Aires, the evacuation of the Japanese home idands, too. We heard sketchy information about mutiniesin
the Russian military. We heard after reports of the *limited nuclear exchange” between Iran and Pakistan,
and we marveled, morbidly, a how we had been so sure that either you, or the Russians, would be the
onesto turn the key. There were no reports from China, no illegal or even official government
broadcasts. We were il detecting nava transmissions, but al the codes had been shifted since our
departure. While this presented something of a personal threst—we didn’t know if our fleet had orders
to hunt down and sink us—at least it proved our whole nation hadn’t disappeared into the ssomachs of
the undead. At thispoint in our exile any news was welcome.

Food was becoming an issue, not immediately, but soon enough to begin considering options. Medicine
was abigger problem; both our Western-style drugs and various traditiona herb remedieswere



beginning to run low because of the civilians. Many of them had specid medica needs.

Mrs. Pei, the mother of one of our torpedo men, was suffering from chronic bronchia problems, an
alergic reaction to something on the boat, the paint or perhaps machine oil, something you couldn’t
smply remove from the environment. She was consuming our decongestants at an darming rete.
Lieutenant Chin, the boat’ s weapons officer suggested, matter-of-factly, that the old woman be
euthanized. The captain responded by confining him to quarters, for aweek, on haf-rations, with al but
the mogt life-threatening sickness to go untreated by the boat’ s pharmacist. Chin was a coldhearted
bastard, but at least his suggestion brought our optionsinto the light. We had to prolong our supply of
consumables, if not find away of recycling them atogether.

Raiding derdictswas il gtrictly forbidden. Even when we spotted what |ooked like a deserted vessd, at
least afew zombies could be heard banging below decks. Fishing was apossibility, but we had neither
the materid to rig any kind of net, nor were we willing to spend hours on the surface dropping hooks and
linesover thesde.

The solution came from the civilians, not the crew. Some of them had been farmers or herbalists before
the crisis, and afew had brought little bags of seeds. If we could provide them with the necessary
equipment, they might be able to start raising enough food to stretch our existing provisonsfor years. It
was an audacious plan, but not completely without merit. The missile room was certainly large enough for
agarden. Pots and troughs could be hammered out of existing materids, and the ultraviolet lampswe
used for the crew’ svitamin D treatment could serve as artificid sunlight.

The only problem was soil. None of us knew anything about hydroponics, aeroponics, or any other
aternate agricultura method. We needed earth, and there was only one way to get it. The captain had to
consder this carefully. Trying to deploy ashore party was as dangerous s, if not more than, attempting
to board an infested ship. Before the war, more than haf of al human civilization lived at or near the
world's coastlines. The infestation only increased this number as refugees sought to flee by water.

We began our search off the mid-Atlantic coast of South America, from Georgetown, Guyana, then
down the coasts of Surinam, and French Guyana. We found severd stretches of uninhabited jungle, and
at least by periscope observation, the coast appeared to be clear. We surfaced and made a second,
visua sweep from the bridge. Again, nothing. | requested permission to take alanding party ashore. The
captain was not yet convinced. He ordered the foghorn blown. . .loud and long. . .and then they came.

Just afew a firg, tattered, wide-eyed, sumbling out of the jungle. They didn’t seem to notice the
shoreline, the waves knocking them over, pushing them back up on the beach or pulling them out to sea.
Onewas dashed against arock, his chest crushed, broken ribs stabbing through the flesh. Black foam
shot from his mouth as he howled at us, still trying to walk, to crawl, in our direction. More came, a
dozen a atime; within minutes we had over ahundred plunging into the surf. Thiswasthe case
everywhere we surfaced. All those refugees who' d been too unlucky to make it to the open ocean now
formed alethd barrier dong every stretch of coastline we visited.

Did you ever try to land a shore party?

[Shakes his head.] Too dangerous, even worse than the infested ships. We decided that our only choice
wasto find soil on an offshoreidand.

But you must have known what was happening on the world’sislands.

Y ou would be surprised. After leaving our Pacific patrol station, we restricted our movementsto either
the Atlantic or the Indian Ocean. WEe d heard transmissions or made visua observations of many of those



specks of land. We learned about the overcrowding, the violence. ..we saw the gun flashes from the
Windward Idands. That night, on the surface, we could smell the smoke asit drifted east from the
Caribbean. We could also hear idands that weren't so lucky. The Cape Verdes, off the coast of Senegdl,
we didn’'t even see them before we heard the wails. Too many refugees, too little discipline; it only takes
oneinfected soul. How many idands remained quarantined after the war? How many frozen, northern
rocks are till deeply and dangeroudy in the white?

Returning to the Pacific was our most likely option, but that would also bring us right back up to our
country’ sfront door.

Again, we dill did not know if the Chinese navy was hunting us or even if there was dill a Chinese navy.
All we knew was that we needed stores and that we craved direct contact with other human beings. It
took sometime to convince the captain. Thelast thing he wanted was a confrontation with our navy.

Hewas still loyal to the government?
Y es. And then there was...a persona matter.
Personal ? Why?

[He skirtsthe question.]

Have you ever beento Manihi?

[I shake my head.]

Y ou couldn’t ask for amore ideal image of aprewar tropical paradise. Flat, pam-covered idands or
“motus’ form aring around a shalow, crystal-clear lagoon. It used to be one of the few places on Earth
where they cultured authentic black pearls. | had bought a pair for my wife when we visited Tuamotus for
our honeymaoon, so my firsthand knowledge made this atoll the most likely destination.

Manihi had changed utterly since | was anewly married ensign. The pearls were gone, the oysters were
eaten, and the lagoon was crowded with hundreds of smdll, private boats. The motus themselves were
paved with elther tents or ramshackle huts. Dozens of improvised canoes either sailed or rowed back
and forth between the outer reef and the dozen or so large shipsthat were anchored in deeper water.
The whole scenewastypica of what, | guess, postwar historians are now calling “the Pecific Continent,”
the refugee idand culture that stretched from Palau to French Polynesia. It was anew society, anew
nation, refugees from dl over the world uniting under the common flag of surviva.

How did you integrate yourself into that society?

Through trade. Trade wasthe centra pillar of the Pacific Continent. If your boat had alarge didtillery,
you sold fresh water. If it had amachine shop, you became amechanic. The Madrid Spirit, aliquefied
natural gas carrier, sold its cargo off for cooking fud. That was what gave Mister Song hisideafor our
“market niche.” He was Commander Song’ sfather, ahedge-fund broker from Shenzhen. He came up
with theideaof running floating power linesinto the lagoon and leasing the eectricity from our reactor.



[He smiles]

We became millionaires, or...at least the barter equivaent: food, medicine, any spare part we needed or
the raw materialsto manufacture them. We got our greenhouse, aong with aminiature waste recovery
plant to turn our own night soil into valuable fertilizer. We* bought” equipment for agymnasium, afull wet
bar, and home entertainment systems for both the enlisted mess and wardroom. The children were
lavished with toys and candy, whatever was | eft, and most importantly, continuing education from severa
of the barges that had been converted into internationa schools. We were welcomed into any home, onto
any boat. Our enlisted men, and even some of the officers, were given free credit on any one of thefive
“comfort” boats anchored in the lagoon. And why not? Welit up their nights, we powered their
machinery. We brought back long forgotten luxurieslike air conditioners and refrigerators. We brought
computers back online and gave most of them the first hot shower they’ d had in months. We were so
successful that theidand council even dlowed us areprieve, dthough we politely refused, from taking
part intheidand’ s perimeter security.

Against seaborne zombies?

They were dways adanger. Every night they would wander up onto the motus or try to drag themselves
up the anchor line of alow-lying boat. Part of the “citizenship dues’ for staying at Manihi wasto help
patrol the beaches and boats for zombies.

You mentioned anchor lines. Aren’t zombies poor climbers?

Not when water counteracts gravity. Most of them only have to follow an anchor chain up to the surface.
If that chain leads to aboat whose deck is only centimeters above the water line...therewere a least as
many lagoon as beach attacks. Nights were alwaysworse. That was another reason we were so
welcome. We could take back the darkness, both above and below the surface. Itisachilling sight to
point aflashlight at the water and see the bluish-green outline of azombie crawling up an anchor line.

Wouldn’t the light tend to attract even more of them?

Y es, definitely. Night attacks amaost doubled once mariners began leaving ther lightson. Thecivilians
never complained though, and neither did theidand’ s council. | think that most people would rather face
thelight of areal enemy than the darkness of their imagined fears.

How long did you stay in Manihi?

Several months. | don’t know if you would call them the best months of our lives, but a thetimeit
certainly felt that way. We began to let our guard down, to stop thinking of ourselves asfugitives. There
were even some Chinese families, not Diagporaor Taiwanese, but red citizens of the People’ s Republic.
They told usthat the Situation had gotten so bad that the government was barely keeping the country
together. They couldn’t see how, when over haf the population was infected and the army’ sreserves
were continuing to evaporate, they had the time or assets to devote any energy to find onelost sub. For a
littlewhile, it looked asif we could make this smal idand community our home, reside here until theend
of the crisis or, perhaps, the end of the world.

[Helooksup at the monument above us, built on the very spot wher e, supposedly, the last



zombiein Beijing had been destroyed.]

Song and | had shore patrol duty, the night it happened. We' d stopped by acampfireto listen to the
idanders radio. There was some broadcast about a mysterious natura disaster in China. No one knew
what it was yet, and there were more than enough rumors to keep us guessing. | waslooking at the radio,
my back to the lagoon, when the seain front of me suddenly began to glow. | turned just intimeto see
the Madrid Spirit explode. | don’t know how much natural gas she il carried, but the fireball
skyrocketed high into the night, expanding and incinerating dl life on the two closest motus. My first
thought was “accident,” a corroded valve, a careless deckhand. Commander Song had been looking
right a it though, and he' d seen the stregk of the missile. A half second later, the Admiral Zheng ’s
foghorn sounded.

Aswe raced back to the boat, my wall of cam, my sense of security, came crashing down around me. |
knew that missile had come from one of our subs. The only reason it had hit the Madrid was because she
sat much higher in water, presenting alarger radar outline. How many had been aboard? How many
were on those motus? | suddenly redlized that every second we stayed put the civilian idandersin danger
of another attack. Captain Chen must have been thinking the same thing. Aswe reached the deck, the
ordersto cast off were sounded from the bridge. Power lines were cut, heads counted, hatches dogged.
We set course for open water and dived at battle stations.

At ninety meters we deployed our towed array sonar and immediately detected hull popping noises of
another sub changing depth. Not the flexible  pop-groooaaan-pop” of sted but the quick
“pop-pop-pop” of brittle titanium. Only two countriesin theworld used titanium hullsin their attack
boats. the Russian Federation and us. The blade count confirmed it was ours, anew Type 95
hunter-killers. Two werein service by the time we left port. We couldn’t tell which one.

Was that important?

[Again, he does not answer.]

At firdt, the captain wouldn't fight. He chose to bottom the boat, set her down on a sandy plateau at the
bare limit of our crush depth. The Type 95 began banging away with its active sonar array. The sound
pulses echoed through the water, but couldn’t get afix on us because of the ocean floor. The 95
switched to a passive search, listening with its powerful hydrophone array for any noise we made. We
reduced the reactor to amarginal output, shut down al unnecessary machinery, and ceased al crew
movement within the boat. Because passive sonar doesn't send out any signals, there was no way of
knowing where the 95 was, or eveniif it was ftill around. Wetried to listen for her propeller, but she'd
gone asdlent asus. We waited for haf an hour, not moving, barely breathing.

| was standing by the sonar shack, my eyes on the overhead, when Lieutenant Liu tapped me on the
shoulder. He had something on our hull-mounted array, not the other sub, something closer, al around
us. | plugged inapair of headphones and heard a scraping noise, like scratching rats. | silently motioned
for the captain to listen. We couldn’t make it out. It was't bottom flow, the current was too mild for
that. If it was sealife, crabs or some other biologic contact, there would have to be thousands of them. |
began to suspect something.. .l requested a scope observation, knowing the transent noise might aert
our hunter. The captain agreed. We gritted our teeth as the tube did upward. Then, theimage.

Zombies, hundreds of them, were swarming over the hull. More were arriving each second, sumbling



across the barren sand, climbing over each other to claw, scrape, actualy bite the Zheng 's stedl.
Could they have gotten in? Opened a hatch or...

No, al hatches are sedled from the inside and torpedo tubes are protected by externa bow caps. What
concerned us, however, wasthe reactor. It was cooled by circulating seawater. The intakes, although not
large enough for aman to fit through, can easily be blocked by one. Sure enough, one of our warning
lights began to silently flash over the number four intake. One of them had ripped the guard off and was
now thoroughly lodged in the conduit. The reactor’ s core temperature began to rise. To shut it down
would leave us powerless. Captain Chen decided that we had to move.

Welifted off the bottom, trying to be as dow and quiet as possible. It wasn't enough. We began to
detect the sound of the 95's propeller. She’ d heard us and was moving in to attack. We heard her
torpedo tubes being flooded, and the click of her outer doors opening. Captain Chen ordered our own
sonar to “go active,” pinging our exact location but giving us a perfect firing solution on the 95.

Wefired at the same time. Our torpedoes passed each other, as both substried to get away. The 95 was
alittle bit fagter, alittle more maneuverable, but the one thing they didn’t have was our captain. He knew
exactly how to avoid the oncoming “fish,” and we ducked them easily right about the time our own found
thelr targets.

We heard the 95’ s hull screech like adying wha e, bulkheads collgpsing as compartmentsimploded one
after the other. They tell you it happenstoo fast for the crew to know; either the shock of the pressure
change renders them unconscious or the explosion can actudly causetheaair to ignite. The crew dies
quickly, painlesdy, at least, that’ s what we hoped. One thing that wasn’t painless was to watch the light
behind my captain’s eyes die with the sounds of the doomed sub.

[He anticipates my next question, clenching hisfist and exhaling hard through hisnose]

Captain Chen raised his son aone, raised him to be agood sailor, to love and serve the state, to never
question orders, and to be the finest officer the Chinese navy had ever seen. The happiest day of hislife
was when Commander Chen Zhi Xiao recaeived hisfirst command, abrand-new Type 95 hunter-killer.

The kind that attacked you?

[Nods.] That was why Captain Chen would have done anything to avoid our fleet. That waswhy it was
so important to know which sub had attacked us. To know is aways better, no matter what the answer
might be. He had already betrayed his oath, betrayed his homeland, and now to believe that that betrayal
might have led him to murder hisown son...

The next morning when Captain Chen did not appear for first watch, | went to his cabin to check on him.
Thelightsweredim, | cdled hisname. To my relief, he answered, but when he stepped into thelight....his
hair had lost its color, as white as prewar snow. His skin was sallow, his eyes sunken. Hewastruly an
old man now, broken, withered. The monsters that rose from the dead, they are nothing compared to the
oneswe carry in our hearts.

From that day on, we ceased | contact with the outside world. We headed for the arcticice, the
farthest, darkest, most desolate void we could find. We tried to continue with our day-to-day life:
maintaining the boat; growing food; schooling, raising, and comforting our children as best we could.



With the captain’ s spirit gone, so went the spirit of the Admiral Zheng ’s crew. | wasthe only onewho
ever saw him during those days. | delivered hismedls, collected hislaundry, briefed him daily on the
condition of the boat, then relayed his ordersto the rest of the crew. It wasroutine, day in, day out.

Our monotony was only broken one day when sonar detected the approaching signature of another
95-class attack sub. We went to battle stations, and for the first time we saw Captain Chen leave his
cabin. Hetook his placein the attack center, ordered afiring solution plotted, and tubes one and two
loaded. Sonar reported that the enemy sub had not responded in kind. Captain Chen saw this as our
advantage. There was no questioning in hismind thistime. Thisenemy would die beforeit fired. Just
before he gave the order, we detected asignal on the “ gertrude,” the American term for an underwater
telephone. It was Commander Chen, the captain’s son, proclaiming peaceful intentions and requesting
that we stand down from GQ. He told us about the Three Gorges Dam, the source of al the “natura
disagter” rumorswe d heard about in Manihi. He explained that our battle with the other 95 had been
part of acivil war that the dam’ s destruction had sparked. The sub that attacked us had been part of the
loydist forces. Commander Chen had sided with the rebels. His mission wasto find us and escort us
home. | thought the cheer was going to carry usright to the surface. Aswe broke through the ice and the
two crewsran to each other under the arctic twilight, | thought, finally, we can go home, we can reclaim
our country and drive out the living dead. Findly, it sover.

But it wasn't.

Therewas gill one last duty to perform. The Politburo, those hated old men who had caused so much
misery dready, were fill holed up in their leadership bunker in Xilinhot, till controlling at least half of our
country’ s dwindling ground forces. They would never surrender, everyone knew this; they would keep
their mad hold on power, squandering what was left of our military. If the civil war dragged on any
longer, the only beingsleft in Chinawould be the living dead.

And you decided to end the fighting.

We were the only oneswho could. Our land-based silos were overrun, our air force was grounded, our
two other missile boats had been caught <till tied to the piers, waiting for orderslike good sailors asthe
dead swarmed through their hatches. Commander Chen informed us that we were the only nuclear asset
left in the rebellion’ sarsend. Every second we delayed wasted a hundred more lives, a hundred more
bullets that could be thrown against the undead.

So you fired on your homeland, in order to save it.

One last burden to shoulder. The captain must have noticed me shaking the moment before we launched.
“My order,” he declared, “my responsbility.” The missle carried asingle, massve, multi-megaton
warhead. It was a prototype warhead, designed to penetrate the hardened surface of your NORAD
facility in Cheyenne Mountain, Colorado. Ironically, the Politburo’s bunker had been designed to emulate
Cheyenne Mountain in dmost every detail. Aswe prepared to get under way, Commander Chen
informed usthat Xilinhot had taken adirect hit. Aswe did beneath the surface, we heard that the loyalist
forces had surrendered and reunified with the rebelsto fight the redl enemy.

Did you know they had begun instituting their own version of the South African Plan?

We heard the day we emerged from under the ice pack. That morning | came on watch and found
Captain Chen dready in the attack center. He wasin his command chair, a cup of teanext to his hand.
Helooked so tired, silently watching the crew around him, smiling as afather smiles at the happiness of
his children. | noticed histea had grown cold and asked if he would like another cup. He looked up at
me, still smiling, and shook hishead dowly. “Very good, sir,” | said, and prepared to resume my station.



He reached out and took my hand, looked up into, but did not recognize, my face. His whisper was so
soft | could barely hear it.

What?

“Nice boy, Zhi Xiao, such agood boy.” He was till holding my hand when he closed his eyesforever.

SYDNEY, AUSTRALIA

[Clearwater Memorial isthe newest hospital to be constructed in Australiaand thelargest one
built sncetheend of thewar. Terry Knox’sroom is on the seventeenth floor, the “ Presidential

Suite” Hisluxurious surroundings and expensive, almost unobtainable medication aretheleast
his government can do for thefirst and, to date, only Australian commander of the

I nter national Space Station. In hiswords, “Not bad for the son of an Andamooka opal miner.”

Hiswithered body seemsto liven during our conver sation. Hisface regains some of itscolor.]

| wish some of the toriesthey tdll about us were true. Makes us sound all the more heroic.[Smiles)]
Truthis, weweren't “stranded,” not in terms of being suddenly or unexpectedly trapped up there.
Nobody had a better view of what was happening than us. No one was surprised when the replacement
crew from Baikonur failed to launch, or when Houston ordered usto pileinto the X-38 1 for
evacuation. | wish | could say that we violated orders or physically fought with one another over who
should stay. What redlly happened was much more mundane and reasonable. | ordered the scientific
team, and any other nonessentia personnel, back to Earth, then gave the rest of the crew the choice to
remain behind. With the X-38 reentry “lifeboat” gone, we would be technicaly stranded, but when you
think of what was at stake then, | can't imagine any of uswanting to leave.

The ISSisone of the greatest marvels of human engineering. We re talking about an orbita platform so
large it could be seen from Earth with the naked eye. It’ d taken sixteen countries over ten years, acouple
hundred space walks, and more money than anyone without job security would admit to finally complete
her. What would it take to build another one, if another one could ever be built?

Even moreimportant than the ation was the incaculable, and equaly irreplaceable, value of our planet’s
satdllite network. Back then there were over three thousand in orbit, and humanity depended on them for
everything from communications to navigation, from survelllance to something even as mundane yet vitd
asregular and reliable weather prediction. This network was as important to the modern world asroads
had been in ancient times, or rail lines during the indudtrial age. What would happen to humanity if these
al-important linksjust started dropping out of the sky?

Our plan was never to save them all. That was unrealistic and unnecessary. All we had to do was
concentrate on the systems most vita to thewar effort, just afew dozen birds that had to remain aoft.
That done wasworth therisk of staying.
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Were you ever promised a rescue?

No, and we didn’t expect it. The issue wasn't how we were going to get back to Earth, it was how we
could manageto stay alive up there. Even with al our tanked O2 and emergency perchlorate candles, 2

even with our water recycling sysem 3 operating at pesk capacity, we only had enough food for roughly
twenty-seven months, and that was including the test animasin the lab modules. None of them were
being used to test any kind of vaccines so their flesh was till edible. | can il hear their little shrieks, il
see the spots of blood floating in micro gravity. Even up there, you couldn’t escape the blood. | tried to
be scientific about it, calculating the nutritional vaue of every floating red globule | sucked out of theair. |
kept inggting that it was dl for the good of the mission and not my own ravenous hunger.

Tell me more about the mission. If you were trapped on the station, how did you manage to
keep the satellitesin orbit?

We used the“JulesVerne Three” ATV, 4 thelast supply pod launched before French Guyanawas
overrun. It was origindly designed as aone-way vehicle, to be filled with trash after depositing its cargo,
then sent back to Earth to burn up in the atmosphere. 5 We modified it with manua flight controlsand a
pilot’s couch. | wish we could have fixed it with a proper viewport. Navigating by video wasn't fun;
neither was having to do my ExtraVehicular Activities, my space walks, in areentry suit because there
wasn't room for aproper EVA kit.

Most of my excursonsweretothe ASTRO, 6 whichwasbasicdly just apetrol station in space.
Satellites, the military, surveillance type, sometimes have to change orbit in order to acquire new targets.
They do that by firing their maneuvering thrusters and using up their smal amount of hydrazine fudl.
Before the war, the American military redlized it was more cost-effective to have arefueing sation
dready in orbit rather than sending up alot of manned missons. That’' swhere ASTRO camein. We
modified it to refud some of the other satellites aswell, the civilian modd s that need just the occasiond
top-off to boost back up from a decaying orbit. It was amarvelous machine: ared time-saver. We had a
lot of technology like that. There wasthe* Canadarm,” thefifty-foot robotic inchworm that performed
necessary maintenance tasks along the station’ s outer skin. There was*Boba,” the VR-operated
robonaut we fitted with athruster pack so he could work both around the station and away from it on a
satellite. We al'so had alittle squadron of PSAs, 7 these free-floating robots, about the shape and size of
agrapefruit. All of thiswondrous technology was designed to make our jobs easier. | wish they hadn't
worked so well.

We had maybe an hour a day, maybe even two, where there was nothing to do. Y ou could deep, you
could exercise, you could reread the same books, you could listen to Radio Free Earth or to themusic
we' d brought with us (over and over and over again). | don’'t know how many times | listened to that
Redgum song: “God help me, | was only nineteen.” It was my father’ sfavorite, reminded him of histime
inVietnam. | prayed that dl that army training was hel ping to keep him and my mum aive now. | hadn’t
heard anything from him, or anyone else in Oz since the government had rel ocated to Tasmania. | wanted
to believe they were d| right, but watching what was happening on Earth, as most of usdid during our
off-duty hours, made it dmost impossible to have hope.

They say that during the cold war, American spy birds could read the copy of Pravda inaSoviet
citizen’shands. I’'m not sureif that’ s entirely true. | don’t know the tech specs of that generation of
hardware. But | can tell you that these modern ones whose signaswe pirated from their relay
birds—these could show muscles tear and bones snap. Y ou could read the lips of victims crying out for
mercy, or the color of their eyes when they bulged with their last breath. Y ou could see at what point red
blood began to turn brown, and how it looked on gray London cement as opposed to white, Cape Cod
sand.
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We had no control over what the spy birds chose to observe. Their targets were determined by the U.S.
military. We saw alot of battles—Chongqing, Y onkers; we watched acompany of Indian troopstry to
rescue civilianstrapped in Ambedkar Stadium in Delhi, then become trapped themsalves and retregt to
Gandhi Park. | watched their commander form his men into asquare, the kind the Limeysused in
colonia days. It worked, at least for alittle while. That was the only frustrating part about satdllite
surveillance; you could only watch, not listen. We didn’t know that the Indians were running out of
ammunition, only that the Zed Heads were starting to close in. We saw ahelo hover overhead and
watched as the commander argued with his subordinates. We didn’'t know it was Generd Rgj-Singh, we
didn’t even know who he was. Don'’t listen to what the critics say about that man, about how he
buggered off when things got too hot. We saw it dl. He did try to put up afight, and one of hisblokes
did smash him in the face with arifle butt. He was out cold when they hauled him into that waiting
chopper. It wasahorrible fedling, seeing it al so close and yet unable to do anything.

We had our own observation gear, both the civilian research birds and the equipment right there on the
dation. Theimagesthey gave usweren't haf as powerful asthe military versons, but they were il
frighteningly clear. They gave usour first look a the mega swarms over centrd Asaand the American
Great Plains. Those were truly massive, miles across, like the American buffalo must have once been.

We watched the evacuation of Japan and couldn’t help but marvel at the scale. Hundreds of ships,
thousands of small boats. We lost count of how many helicopters buzzed back and forth from the
rooftops to the armada, or how many jetliners made their fina run north to Kamchatka.

Wewere thefirst onesto discover zombie holes, the pits that the undead dig when they’ re going after
burrowing animals. At first we thought they were just isolated incidents until we noticed that they were
spreading al over the world; sometimes more than one would appear in close proximity to the next.
Therewasafield in southern England—I guess there must have been a high concentration of
rabbits—that was just riddled with holes, dll different depths and sizes. Many of them had large, dark
stains around them. Although we couldn’t zoom in close enough, we were pretty sure it was blood. For
me that was the most terrifying example of our enemy’ sdrive. They displayed no conscious thought, just
sheer biological ingtinct. | once watched a Zed Head go after something, probably agolden mole, inthe
Namib Desert. The mole had burrowed deep in the dope of adune. Asthe ghoul tried to go &fter it, the
sand kept pouring down and filling the hole. The ghoul didn’t stop, didn’t react in any way, it just kept
going. | watched it for five days, the fuzzy image of this G digging, and digging, and digging, then suddenly
one morning just opping, getting up, and shuffling away asif nothing had happened. 1t must havelost the
scent. Good on the mole.

For dl our enhanced optics, nothing had quite the same impact as the naked eye. To just look through
the view port down on our fragile little biosphere. To see the massive ecologica devastation makes one
understand how the modern environmental movement began with the American space program. There
were S0 many fires, and | don't just mean the buildings, or the forests, or even the ail rigs blazing out of
control—bleeding Saudis actudly went ahead and did it 8—I mean the campfires aswell, what had to
be at least abillion of them, tiny orange specks covering the Earth where e ectric lights had once been.
Every day, every night, it seemed like the whole planet was burning. We couldn’t even begin to caculate
the ash count but we guesstimated it was equivaent to alow-grade nuclear exchange between the United
States and former Soviet Union, and that’ s not including the actual nuclear exchange between Iran and
Pakistan. We watched and recorded those as well, the flashes and fires that gave me eye spotsfor days.
Nuclear autumn was aready beginning to set in, the gray-brown shroud thickening each day.

It was like looking down on an dien planet, or on Earth during the last great mass extinction. Eventually
conventiona optics became usdessin the shroud, leaving us with only therma or radar sensors. Earth’s
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natura face vanished behind a caricature of primary colors. It was through one of these systems, the
Adter sensor aboard the Terra Satellite, that we saw the Three Gorges Dam collapse.

Roughly ten trillion gallons of water, carrying debris, silt, rocks, trees, cars, houses, and house-sized
pieces of the dam itsdf! It was dive, abrown and white dragon racing to the East China Sea. When |
think of the peoplein its path...trapped in barricaded buildings, unable to escape the tidal wave because
of the Zed Heads right outside their doors. No one knows how many people died that night. Even today,
they' re dill finding bodies.

[Oneof his skeletal hands ballsinto afist, the other pressesthe “ self-medicate” button.]

When | think about how the Chinese leadership tried to explain it al away...Have you ever read a
transcript of the Chinese president’ s speech? We actudly watched the broadcast from a pirated signal off
their Sinosat I1. He called it an “unforeseen tragedy.” Redlly? Unforeseen? Wasiit unforeseen that the
dam had been built on an active fault line? Was it unforeseen that the increased weight of agiant reservoir
had induced earthquakesinthe past 9 and that cracks had aready been detected in the foundation
months before the dam was completed?

Hecaled it an “unavoidable accident.” Bastard. They had enough troops to wage open warfarein amost
every mgor city, but they couldn’t spare acouple of traffic copsto protect against a catastrophe waiting
to happen? No one could imagine the repercussions of abandoning both the seismic warning stations and
the emergency spillway controls? And then to try to change their story hafway through, to say that they’d
actually done everything they could to protect the dam, that, at the time of the disaster, vaiant troops of
the PLA had given their livesto defend it. Well, I’ d been persondly observing Three Gorgesfor over a
year leading up to the disaster and the only PLA soldiers| ever saw had given their livesalong, long time
ago. Did they really expect their own people to buy such ablatant lie? Did they redly expect anything
lessthan dl-out rebelion?

Two weeks after the start of the revolution, we received our first and only signal from the Chinese space
gation, Yang Liwel. It wasthe only other manned facility in orbit, but couldn’t compare to such an
exquiste masterpiece as ours. It was more of adapdash job, Shenzhou modules and Long March fuel
tanks cobbled together like agiant verson of the old American Skylab.

We d been trying to contact them for months. We weren't even sureif therewas acrew. All we got was
arecorded message in perfect Hong Kong English to keep our distance lest we invite aresponse of
“deadly force.” What an insane waste! We could have worked together, traded supplies, technical
expertise. Who knows what we could have accomplished if we had only chucked the politics and come
together as human bloody beings.

We d convinced ourselves that the station had never been inhabited at dl, that their deadly force warning
wasjust aruse. We couldn’t have been more surprised when the signa came over our hamradio. 10 It

was alive human voice, tired, frightened, and cutting out after only afew seconds. It wasal | needed to
board the Verne and head over to the Yang.

Assoon asit came over the horizon | could tell that its orbit had shifted radically. As| closed the
distance, | could see why. Their escape pod had blown its hatch, and because it was till docked to the
primary airlock, the entire station had depressurized in seconds. Asa precaution, | requested docking
clearance. | got nothing. As| came aboard, | could see that even though the station was clearly large
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enough for acrew of seven or eight, it only had the bunk space and persond kitsfor two. | found the

Y ang packed with emergency supplies, enough food, water, and O2 candlesfor at least five years. What
| couldn’t figure out at first was why. There was no scientific equipment aboard, no intelligence-gathering
assats. It was amogt like the Chinese government had sent these two men into space for no other
purpose than to exist. Fifteen minutesinto my floatabout, | found the first of severa scuttling charges. This
gpace station was little more than agiant Orbital Denia Vehicle. If those charges were to detonate, the
debris from afour-hundred-metric-ton space station would not only be enough to damage or destroy any
other orbiting platform, but any future space launch would be grounded for years. It was a* Scorched
Space’ palicy, “if we can't haveit, neither can anyone ese.”

All the gation’ s systems were still operationd. There had been no fire, no structural damage, no reason |
could see to cause the accident of the escape pod' s hatch. | found the body of alone taikonaut with his
hand till clinging to the hatch release. He was wearing one of their pressurized escape suits, but the
faceplate had been shattered by abullet. I'm guessing the shooter was blown out into space. I'd like to
believe that the Chinese revolution wasn't just restricted to Earth, that the man who' d blown the hatch
was also the one who had attempted to signal us. His mate must have stuck by the old guard. Maybe
Mister Loydist had been ordered to et off the scuttling charges. Zhai—that wasthe name on his
persond effects—Zhai had tried to blast his mate into space and had caught around in the process.
Makesfor agood tae, | think. That’s how I’m going to remember it.

I sthat how you were able to extend your endurance? By using the supplies aboard the Yang?

[He gives me athumbs-up.] We cannibalized every inch of it for spares and materials. We would have
liked to have merged the two platforms together but we didn’t have the tools or manpower for such an
undertaking. We might been able to use the escape pod to return to Earth. It had a heat shield and room
for three. It was very tempting. But the station’ s orbit was decaying rapidly, and we had to make a
choice then and there, escape to Earth or resupply the ISS. Y ou know which choice we made.

Before we finally abandoned her, welaid our friend Zhai to rest. We strapped hisbody into its bunk,
brought his persond kit back to the ISS, and said afew wordsin his honor asthe Y ang burned up in the
Earth' satmosphere. For al we knew he might have been the loydist, not the rebd, but either way, his
actionsdlowed usto stay alive. Three more years we remained in orbit, three more years that wouldn’t
have been possible without the Chinese consumables.

| till think it’s one of thewar’ sgresat ironies that our replacement crew ended up arriving in aprivately
owned civilian vehide. Spacecraft Three, the ship originally designed for prewar orbita tourism. The
pilot, with his cowboy hat and big, confident Y ankee grin.[He tries his best Texas accent.] “Anyone
order takeout?’ [He laughs, then winces and self-medicates again.]

Sometimes I’ m asked if we regretted our decision to stay aboard. | can't speak for my mates. On their
deathbeds they both said they’d do it dll over again. How can | disagree?| don't regret the physical
therapy that followed, getting to know my bones again and remembering why the good Lord gave uslegs
inthefirst place. | don't regret being exposed to so much cosmic radiation, dl those unprotected EVAS,
al that time with inadequate shielding inthe ISS. | don't regret this[He motionsto the hospital room
and machinery attached to hisbody.] We made our choice, and, I’d like to think, we made a
differencein the end. Not bad for the son of an Andamooka opal miner.

[Terry Knox died three days after thisinterview.]



ANCUD, ISLAGRANDE DECHILOE, CHILE

[Whilethe official capital hasreturned to Santiago, this onetimer efugee base now remainsthe
economic and cultural center of the country. Ernesto Olguin callsthe beach house on the
idand’s Peninsula de L acuy home, although hisduties as a merchant ship’smaster keep him at
sea for most of the year.]

The history books cdll it “The Honolulu Conference,” but redlly it should have been called the “ Saratoga
Conference’ because that’ sdl any of us had achance to see. We spent fourteen days in those cramped
compartments and dank stuffy passageways. USS Saratoga: from aircraft carrier, to decommissioned
hulk, to evacuee transport barge, to floating United Nations HQ.

It dso shouldn't have been called a conference. If anything, it was more like an ambush. We were
supposed to be exchanging war fighting tactics and technology. Everyone was anxious to see the British
method of fortified motorways, which was dmost as exciting asthat live demongtration of Mkunga
Laem. 1 We were aso supposed to be attempting to reintroduce some measure of international trade.
That was my task, specificdly, to integrate the remnants of our navy into the new international convoy
sructure. | wasn't really sure what to expect from my time aboard Super Sara. | don't think anyone
could have expected what actualy happened.

Onthefirgt day of the conference, we' d assembled for the introductions. | was hot and tired and wishing
to God we could just get on without all the tiresome speeches. And then the American ambassador rose,
and the whole world came to ascreeching halt.

It wastimeto go on the attack, he said, to al get out from behind our established defenses and begin
retaking infested territory. At first | thought he smply meant isolated operations: securing more
inhabitable idands or, perhaps, even reopening the Suez/Panama cana zones. My supposition didn't last
very long. He madeit very clear that thiswas not going to be aseries of minor tactica incursions. The
United States intended to go permanently on the offensive, marching forward every day, until, ashe put
it, “every trace was sponged, and purged, and, if need be, blasted from the surface of the Earth.” Maybe
he thought ripping off Churchill would giveit some kind of emotiond punch. It didn’t. Instead, the room
spontaneoudy combusted into argument.

One side asked why in hell should we risk even morelives, suffer even one more unnecessary casudties
when dl we had to do was remain safe and sedentary while our enemy smply rotted away. Wasn't it
happening aready? Weren't the earliest cases starting to show signs of advanced decomposition? Time
was on our side, not theirs. Why not et nature do al the work for us?

The other side countered that not al the living dead were rotting away. What about the later cases, the
ones till strong and healthy? Couldn’t just one restart the plague al over again? And what about those
who prowled countries above the snowline? How long would we have to wait for them? Decades?
Centuries? Would refugees from these countries ever have achance of returning home?

And that’swhen it got ugly. Many of the colder countries were what you used to cal “First World.” One
of the delegates from a prewar “developing” country suggested, rather hotly, that maybe thiswastheir
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punishment for raping and pillaging the “victim nations of the south.” Maybe, he said, by keeping the
“white hegemony” distracted with their own problems, the undead invasion might alow the rest of the
world to develop “without imperidist intervention.” Maybe the living dead had brought more than just
devadtation to the world. Maybe in the end, they had brought justice for the future. Now, my people
have little love for the northern gringos, and my family suffered enough under Pinochet to make that
animosity persona, but there comes a point where private emotions must give way to objective facts.
How could there be a“white hegemony” when the most dynamic prewar economies were Chinaand
India, and the largest wartime economy was unquestionably Cuba? How could you call the colder
countries anorthern issue when so many people were just barely surviving in the Himaayas, or the Andes
of my own Chile? No, this man, and those who agreed with him, weren't talking about justice for the
future. They just wanted revenge for the past.

[Sighs.] After dl we d been through, we still couldn’t take our heads from out of our asses or our hands
from around each other’ sthroats.

| was standing next to the Russian delegate, trying to prevent her from climbing over her seet, when |
heard another American voice. It was their president. The man didn’t shout, didn’t try to restore order.
Hejust kept going in that cam, firm tonethat | don’t think any world leader has since been ableto
duplicate. He even thanked his“fellow delegates’ for their “vaued opinions’ and admitted thet, from a
purely military perspective, there was no reason to “push our luck.” We d fought theliving dead to a
gdemate and, eventualy, future generations might be able to reinhabit the planet with little or no physica
danger. Y es, our defensive strategies had saved the human race, but what about the human spirit?

The living dead had taken more from us than land and loved ones. They’ d robbed us of our confidence
asthe planet’ s dominant life-form. We were a shaken, broken species, driven to the edge of extinction
and grateful only for atomorrow with perhaps alittle less suffering than today. Was thisthe legacy we
would leaveto our children, aleve of anxiety and self-doubt not seen sSince our Smian ancestors
cowered in the tallest trees? What kind of world would they rebuild? Would they rebuild at all? Could
they continue to progress, knowing that they had been powerlessto reclam ther future? And what if that
future saw another rise of the living dead? Would our descendants rise to meet them in battle, or smply
crumplein meek surrender and accept what they believe to be their inevitable extinction? For this reason
alone, we had to reclaim our planet. We had to prove to oursalvesthat we could do it, and leave that
proof asthiswar’ s greatest monument. The long, hard road back to humanity, or the regressive ennui of
Earth’ s once-proud primates. That was the choice, and it had to be made now.

So typicaly Norteamericano, reaching for the starswith their asses il stuck inthe mud. | guess, if this
was agringo movie, you' d see someidiot get up and start clapping dowly, then the otherswould joinin
and then we' d see atear roll down someone' s cheek or some other contrived bullshit like that. Everyone
was slent. No one moved. The president announced that we would recess for the afternoon to consider
his proposal, then reconvene at dusk for agenera vote.

Asnava attaché, | wasn't allowed to participate in that vote. While the ambassador decided the fate of
our beloved Chile, | had nothing to do but enjoy the Pacific sunset. | sat on the flight deck, wedged in
between the windmills and solar cdlls, killing time with my opposite numbers from France and South
Africa Wetried not to talk shop, searching for any common subject asfar from the war aswe could get.
We thought we were safe with wine. Asluck might have it, each of us had ether lived near, worked on,
or had family connected with avineyard: Aconcagua, Stellenboch, and Bordeaux. Those were our
bonding points and, as with everything ese, they led right back to the war.

Aconcagua had been destroyed, burned to the ground during our country’ s disastrous experiments with
napalm. Stellenboch was now growing subsistence crops. Grapes were consdered aluxury when the
population was close to starvation. Bordeaux was overrun, the dead crushing its soil underfoot like



amogt dl of continental France. Commander Emile Renard was morbidly optimistic. Who knows, he
said, what the nutrients of their corpses would do for the soil? Maybe it would even improve on the
overall taste once Bordeaux was retaken, if it was retaken. Asthe sun began to dip, Renard took
something from hiskit bag, a bottle of Chateau Latour, 1964. We couldn’t believe our eyes. The’ 64
was an extremely rare prewar vintage. By sheer chance, the vineyard had had a bumper crop that season
and had chosen to harvest its grapesin late August as opposed to the traditiona early September. That
September was marked by early, devastating rains, which inundated the other vineyards and devated
Chateau Latour to dmost Holy Grail status. The bottlein Renard’ s hand might be the last of itskind, the
perfect symbol of aworld we might never see again. It wasthe only personal item he’ d managed to save
during the evacuation. He carried it with him everywhere, and was planning to saveit for...ever, possbly,
seeing asit looked like none of any vintage would ever be made again. But now, after the Y ankee
president’ s speech...

[Heinvoluntarily licks hislips, tasting the memory.]

It hadn't traveled that well, and the plastic mugs didn’t help. We didn’t care. We savored every sip.
You were pretty confident about the vote?

Not that it would be unanimous, and | was damn right. Seventeen “No” votes and thirty-one “Abstain.”
At least the no voters were willing to suffer the long-term consequences of their decision...and they did.
When you think that the new UN only consisted of seventy-two delegates, the showing of support was
pretty poor. Not that it mattered for me or my other two amateur “sommeliers.” For us, our countries,
our children, the choice had been made; attack.

ABOARD THE MAURO ALTIERI,
THREE THOUSAND FEET ABOVE VAALAJARVI, FINLAND

[I stand next to General D’ Ambrosiain the CIC, the Combat Information Center, of Europe's
answer to the massive U.S. D-29 command and control dirigible. The crew work silently at their
glowing monitors. Occasionally, one of them speaksinto a headset, a quick, whispered
acknowledgment in French, German, Spanish, or Italian. The general leansover thevideo
chart table, watching the entire operation from the closest thing to a God’ s-eye view.]

“Attack”—when | first heard that word, my gut reaction was “oh shit.” Does that surprise you?

[Beforel can answer ...]



Sureit does. Y ou probably expected “the brass’ to be just champing at the bit, all that blood and guts,
“hold ’em by the nose whilewekick *emintheass’ crap.

[Shakes hishead.]| don't know who created the stereotype of the hard-charging, dim-witted, high
school football coach of agenerd officer. Maybe it was Hollywood, or the civilian press, or maybewe
did it to ourselves by alowing those inspid, egocentric clowns—the MacArthurs and Halseys and Curtis
E. LeMays—to define our image to the rest of the country. Point is, that’ sthe image of thosein uniform,
and it couldn’t be further from the truth. | was scared to desth of taking our armed forces on the
offensve, more so because it wouldn't be my ass hanging out in thefire. I’ d only be sending others out to
die, and here swhat I’ d be sending them up againg.

[Heturnsto another screen on thefar wall, nodding to an operator, and theimage dissolves
into a wartime map of the continental United States|

Two hundred million zombies 1. Who can even visudize that type of number, let aone combet it? At
least thistime around we knew what we were combating, but when you added up al the experience, dl
the datawe d compiled on their origin, their physiology, their strengths, their weaknesses, their motives,
and their mentdlity, it still presented uswith avery gloomy prospect for victory.

The book of war, the one we ve been writing since one ape dapped another, was completely usdessin
this Stuation. We had to write anew one from scratch.

All armies, be they mechanized or mountain guerilla, have to abide by three basic redtrictions: they have
to be bred, fed, and led. Bred: you need warm bodies, or €l se you don't have an army; fed: once you've
got that army, they’ ve got to be supplied; and led: no matter how decentraized that fighting forceis, there
has to be someone among them with the authority to say “follow me.” Bred, fed, and led; and none of
these restrictions applied to the living dead.

Did you ever read All Quiet on the Western Front? Remarque paintsavivid picture of Germany
becoming “empty,” meaning that toward the end of the war, they were smply running out of soldiers.

Y ou can fudge the numbers, send the old men and little boys, but eventualy you' re going to hit the
ceiling...unless every timeyou killed an enemy, he came back to life on your Sde. That’show Zack
operated, sweling hisranks by thinning ours! And it only worked one way. Infect a human, he becomes
azombie. Kill azombie, he becomes acorpse. We could only get weaker, while they might actualy get
stronger.

All human armies need supplies, thisarmy didn’t. No food, no ammo, no fudl, not even water to drink or
air to breathe! Therewere no logisticslinesto sever, no depotsto destroy. Y ou couldn’t just surround
and starve them out, or let them “wither onthevine.” Lock ahundred of them in aroom and three years
later they’ [l come out just as deadly.

It sironic that the only way to kill azombieisto destroy its brain, because, asagroup, they have no
collective brain to speak of. There was no leadership, no chain of command, no communication or
cooperation on any level. There was no president to assassinate, no HQ bunker to surgicdly strike. Each
zombieisits own, self-contained, automated unit, and this last advantage is what truly encapsulatesthe
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entire conflict.

Y ou've heard the expression “total war”; it’ s pretty common throughout human history. Every generation
or 0, some gashag likes to spout about how his people have declared “total war” againgt an enemy,
meaning that every man, woman, and child within his nation was committing every second of their livesto
victory. That isbullshit on two basic levels. First of dl, no country or group is ever 100 percent
committed to war; it'sjust not physically possible. Y ou can have a high percentage, so many people
working so hard for so long, but al of the people, al of the time? What about the malingerers, or the
conscientious objectors? What about the sick, the injured, the very old, the very young? What about
when you' re deeping, eating, taking ashower, or taking adump? Isthat a“dump for victory”? That’ sthe
first reason totd war isimpossible for humans. The second isthat al nations have their limits. There might
be individuaswithin that group who arewilling to sacrifice their lives, it might even be ardatively high
number for the population, but that population as awhole will eventualy reach its maximum emotiona
and physiological breaking point. The Japanese reached theirs with a couple of American atomic bombs,
The Vietnamese might have reached theirsif we' d dropped acouple more, 2 but, thank al holy ChrigL,
our will broke beforeit cameto that. That isthe nature of human warfare, two sdestrying to push the
other past itslimit of endurance, and no matter how much we liketo talk about total war, thet limit is
adwaysthere...unlessyou re theliving dead.

For thefirgt timein history, we faced an enemy that was actively waging tota war. They had no limits of
endurance. They would never negotiate, never surrender. They would fight until the very end because,
unlike us, every single one of them, every second of every day, was devoted to consuming dl lifeon
Earth. That’ sthe kind of enemy that was waiting for us beyond the Rockies. That' s the kind of war we
hed to fight.

DENVER, COLORADO, USA

[Wehavejust finished dinner at the Wainios. Allison, Todd’swife, isupstairs helping their son,
Addison, with hishomework. Todd and | aredownstairsin thekitchen, doing the dishes|]

It was kindalike stepping back in time, the new army, | mean. It couldn’t have been any more different
from the one I’ d fought, and dmost died with, a Y onkers. We weren't mechanized anymore—no tanks,
no arty, no tread jobs 1 at dll, not eventhe Bradieys. Those were dtill in reserve, being modified for
when we' d have to take back the cities. No, the only wheeled vehicles we had, the Humvees and afew
M-trip-Seven ASV's, 2 were used to carry anmo and stuff. We hoofed it, dl the way, marchingin
column likeyou seein Civil War paintings. Therewasalot of referencesto “the Blue” versus “the Gray,”
mainly because of Zack’ s skin color and the shade of our new BDUSs. They didn’t bother with camo
schemes anymore; in any case, what was the point? And, | guess, navy blue was the chegpest dye they
had back then. The BDU itself looked more like aSWAT team'’ s coverdl. It waslight and comfortable
and interwoven with Kevlar, | think it was Kevlar, 3 bite-proof threads. It had the option of glovesand
ahood that would cover your whole face. Later, in urban hand-to-hand, that option saved alot of lives.

Everything had kind of aretro fed about it. Our Lobos looked like something out of, | don’t know, Lord
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of the Rings ? Standard orders were to use it only when necessary, but, trust me, we made it necessary
aot. It just felt good, you know, swingin’ that solid hunk & stedl. It madeit persond, empowering. Y ou
could fed the skull split. A redl rush, like you were taking back your life, you know? Not that | minded

pulling thetrigger.

Our primary wegpon wasthe SIR, standard infantry rifle. The wood furniture made it look likeaWorld
War Il gun; | guess composite materials were too hard to mass-produce. I'm not surewherethe SIR
supposedly came from. I’ ve heard it was amodcop of the AK. I've aso heard that it was a
stripped-down version of the XM 8, which the army was dready planning asits next-gen assault
weapon. I ve even heard that it wasinvented, tested, and first produced during the siege of the Hero
City, and the plans were transmitted to Honolulu. Honestly, | don’t know, and | so don't care. It might
have kicked hard, and it only fired on semi, but it was super accurate and it never, ever jammed! Y ou
could drag it through the mud, leaveit in the sand, you could drop it in saltwater and let it Sit there for
days. No matter what you did to this baby, it just wouldn't let you down. The only bells and whistles it
had was a conversion kit of extra parts, furniture, and additiona barrels of different lengths. Y ou could go
long-range sniper, midrangerifle, or close-combat carbine, dl in the same hour, and without reaching
farther than your ruck. It also had a spike, thislittle flip-out job, about eight inches long, that you could
useinapinchif your Lobo wasn't handy. We used to joke “ careful, you' |l poke somebody’ s eye out,”
which, of course, we did plenty. The SIR made a pretty good close combat weapon, even without the
spike, and when you add dl the other things that made it so awesome, you can see why we aways
referred to it, respectfully, as* Sir.”

Our staple ammo wasthe NATO 5.56 “ Cherry PIE.” PIE standsfor pyrotechnicaly initiated explosive.
Outstanding design. It would shatter on entry into Zack’ s skull and fragmentswould fry itsbrain. No risk
of spreading infected gray matter, and no need for wasteful bonfires. On BS 4 duty, you didn’'t even
have to decap before you buried them. Just dig the trench and roll the whole body in.

Y eah, it was anew army, as much the people as anything € se. Recruitment had changed, and being a
grunt meant something very different now. Y ou sill had the old requirements—physical Samina, mental
competence, the mativation and discipline to magter difficult chalengesin extreme conditions—but dl that
was mouse fartsif you couldn’t hack long-term Z-shock. | saw alot of good friendsjust loseit under the
strain. Some of them collgpsed, some turned their weapons on themsalves, some on their buddies. It
didn’'t have anything to do with being brave or anything like that. | once read this British SAS surviva
guidethat talked al about the “warrior” persondity, how your family’ s supposed to be emotiondly and
financidly stable, and how you' re not even supposed to be attracted to girlswhen you' rered young.
[Grunts] Survivd guides... [Jerkshishand in a masturbatory movement.]

But the new faces, they could have been from anywhere: your neighbor, your aunt, that geeky substitute
teacher, or that fat, lazy dob at the DMV . From former insurance salesmen to aguy who I’ m damn sure
was Michael Stipe, dthough I never got him to admit it. | guessit dl made sense; anyone who couldn’'t
roll wouldn't have made it thisfar in thefirst place. Everyone was dready aveteran in some sense. My
battle buddy, Sister Montoya, fifty-two years old, she'd been anun, sill was| guess. Fivethreeand a
buck even, she' d protected her whole Sunday school classfor nine days with nothing but a six-foot iron
candlestick. | don't know how she managed to hump that ruck, but she did, without complaining, from
our assembly areain Needles, all the way to our contact Site just outside of Hope, New Mexico.

Hope. I'm not kidding, the town was actualy named Hope.

They say the brass chose it because of the terrain, clear and open with the desert in front and the
mountainsin back. Perfect, they said, for an opening engagement, and that the name had nothing to do
withit. Right.
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The brassredly wanted this test-op to go smoothly. It' d be the first mgjor ground engagement we'd
fought since Y onkers. It was that moment, you know, like, when alot of different thingsal come
together.

Watershed?

Yeah, | think. All the new people, the new stuff, the new training, the new plan—everything was
supposed to sort of mix together for thisonefirgt big kickoff.

We d encountered a couple dozen Gs en route. Sniffer dogs would find them, and handlers with silenced
weapons would drop them. We didn’t want to attract too many till we were set. We wanted thisto be on
our terms.

We dtarted planting our “garden”: shelter stakes with orange Day-Glo tape in rows every ten meters.
They were our range markers, showing us exactly where to zero our sights. For some of ustherewas
aso some light duty like clearing the brush or arranging the ammo crates.

For the rest of us, there was nothing to do except wait, just grab some chow, recharge our camel packs,
or even snag some bag time, if it was possible to deep. We' d learned alot since Y onkers. The brass
wanted us rested. The problem was, it gave us dl too much timeto think.

Did you see the movie, the one Elliot made about us? That scene with the campfire and the gruntsall
jawing in thiswitty didogue, the stories and the dreamsfor the future, and even that guy with the
harmonica Dude, it was so not like that. Firgt of al, it was the middle of the day, no campfires, no
harmonica under the stars, and also everyone was redlly quiet. Y ou knew what everyone was thinking
though, “What the hell are we doing here?’ Thiswas Zack’ s house now, and asfar aswe were
concerned, he could haveit. We'd al had plenty of pep talks about “ The Future of the Human Spirit.”
WEe d seen the president’ s speech God knows how many times, but the prez wasn't out here on Zack's
front lawn. We had agood thing going behind the Rockies. What the hell were we doing out here?

Around 1300 hours, the radios started squawking, it was the K-handlers whose dogs had made contact.
We locked and loaded and took our place on thefiring line.

That was the centerpiece of our whole new battle doctrine, back into the past like everything else. We
massed in astraight line, two ranks: one active, one reserve. The reserve was so when anyonein the front
rank needed a weapon recharge, their fire wouldn’t be missed on the line. Theoreticaly, with everyone
ether firing or reloading, we could keep Zack fdling aslong asthe ammo held out.

We could hear the barking, the Kswere bringing them in. We started seeing Gs on the horizon,

hundreds. | started shaking even though it wasn’t the first time I’ d had to face Zack since Y onkers. I'd
been in the clean and sweep operationsin LA. I d done my timein the Rockies when the summer thawed
the passes. Each time | got magjor shakes.

The dogswere recdled, racing behind our lines. We switched over to our Primary Enticement
Mechanism. Every army had one by now. The Brits would use bagpipes, the Chinese used bugles, the
Sou' fricans used to smack their rifleswith their assegais 5 and belt out these Zulu war chants. For us, it
was hard-core Iron Maiden. Now, persondly, I’ ve never been ametal fan. Straight classic rock’ s my
thing, and Hendrix’ s“ Driving South” isabout as heavy as| get. But | had to admit, standing therein that
desert wind, with “The Trooper” thumping in my chest, | got it. The PEM wasn't redlly for Zack’s
benefit. It wasto psych us up, take away some of Zack’s mojo, you know, “take the pissout,” asthe
Brits say. Right about the time Dickinson was belting “ Asyou plungeinto a certain death” | was pumped,
SIR charged and ready, eyesfixed on this growing, closing horde. | was, like, “C' mon, Zack, let's
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fuckin' dothid”

Just before they reached the front range marker, the music began to fade. The squad |eaders shouted,
“Front rank, ready!” and thefirst line knelt. Then came the order to “takeam!” and then, aswedl held
our bregth, asthe music clicked off, we heard “ FIRE!”

Thefront rank just rippled, cracking like a SAW on full auto and dropping every G that crossed the first
markers. We had gtrict orders, only the ones crossing the line. Wait for the others. We' d trained thisway
for months. By now it was pureingtinct. Sister Montoya raised her weapon above her head, the signal for
an empty mag. We switched positions, | flipped off my safety, and sighted my first target. Shewasa
noob, 6 couldn’t have been dead more than ayear or so. Her dirty blond hair hung in patches from her
tight, leathery skin. Her swollen belly puffed through afaded black T-shirt that read G ISFOR
GANGSTA . | centered my sight between her shrunken, milky blue eyes...you know it’snot redly the
eyesthat make them look al cloudy, it'sactudly tiny dust scratches on the surface, thousands of them,
because Zack doesn't make any tears. Those scratched-up baby blues were looking right at mewhen |
pulled the trigger. The round knocked her on her back, steam coming from the holein her foreheed. |
took abreath, sighted my next target, and that wasthat, | waslocked in.

Doctrine callsfor one shot every full second. Slow, steady, mechanical-like.

[He begins snapping hisfingers]

On the range we practiced with metronomes, dl the time the instructors saying “they ain’t in no hurry,
why areyou?’ It wasaway of keeping calm, pacing yoursalf. We had to be as dow and robotic as
them. “Out G the G,” they used to say.

[Hisfingerssnap in perfect rhythm.]

Shooting, switching, reloading, grabbing sips from your camel pack, grabbing clipsfrom the “ Sandlers.”
Sandlers?

Y eah, the Recharge Teams, this specid reserve unit that did nothing but make sure we never ran dry.

Y ou only had a certain number of clips on you and it would take alot more time to reload each individual
clip. The Sandlersran up and down the line collecting empty clips, recharging them from crated ammo,
and then passing them out to anyone who signded. The ory isthat when the army Started training with
RTSs, oneof the guys started doin” an Adam Sandler impression, you know, “Water Boy”—*Ammo
Boy.” The officersweren’t too jazzed with the tag, but the Recharge Teamsloved it. Sandlerswere
lifesavers, drilled likeafuckin' balet. | don't think anyone that day or night ever found themselves one
round short.

That night?

They just kept coming, full on Chain Swarm.
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That’s a large-scale attack?

More than that. One G sees you, comes after you, and moans. A click away, another G hears that moan,
comes after it, and moans himself, then another one another click away, then another. Dude, if theared's
thick enough, if the chain’s unbroken, who knows how far you can pull them in from. And we' rejust
talking one after the other here. Try ten every click, ahundred, athousand.

They started piling up, forming thisartificid palisade at the first range marker, thisridge of corpsesthat
got higher and higher each minute. We were actudly building an undead fortification, creating asituaion
where al we had to do was pop every head that popped over the top. The brass had planned for this.
They had aperiscope tower thingy 7 thet let officers seeright over thewall. They also had red-time
downlinks from satdllites and recon drones, although we, the grunts, had no ideawhat they were seeing.
Land Warrior was gone for now so al we had to do was concentrate on what wasin front of our faces.

We garted getting contacts from dl sides, either coming around thewall or else being drawn in from our
flanks and even rear. Again, the brasswas waiting for thisand ordered usto form an RS.

A Reinforced Square.

Or a“Rg-Singh,” | guess after the guy who reinvented it. We formed atight square, still two ranks, with
our vehicles and whatnot in the center. That was a dangerous gamble, cutting us off like that. | mean,
yeah, it didn’t work that first timein Indiaonly ’ cause the ammo ran out. But there was no guarantee it
wouldn’t happen again to us. What if the brass had goofed, hadn’t packed enough rounds or
underestimated how strong Zack would be that day? It could have been Y onkers al over again; worse,
because no one would be getting out of there dive.

But you did have enough ammunition.

More than enough. The vehicles were packed to their roofs. We had water, we had replacements. If you
needed afiver, you just raised your weapon and one of the Sandlerswould jump in and take our place
onthefiring line. You'd grab abite of I-Rations, 8 soak your face, stretch, drain the weasel. No one
would ever volunteer for afiver, but they had these KO 9 teams, combat shrinks who were observing
everyone' s performance. They’ d been with us since our early days on the range, knew us each by name
and face, and knew, don’t ask me how, when the stress of battle was starting to degrade our
performance. We didn't know, | certainly didn’t. There were acouple times |’ d missashot or maybe
take ahalf second instead of afull. Then suddenly I’ d get thistap on my shoulder and | knew | was out
of it for five. It redly worked. Before | knew it, | was back on the line, bladder empty, stomach quiet, a
few less kinks and muscle cramps. It made aworld of difference, and anyone who thinks we could have
lasted without it should try hitting amoving bull’ s-eye every second for fifteen hours.

What about at night?

We used searchlights from the vehicles, powerful, red-coated beams so it didn’t messwith your night
vigon. The only cregpy thing about night fighting, other than the rednessfrom thelights, istheglow a
round makes when it enters the head. That’ swhy we called them “Cherry PIES,” becauseif thebullet's
chemcomp wasn't mixed right, it would burn so bright it made their eyes glow red. That was acurefor
congtipation, especidly later on, on nights when you pulled guard duty, and one would come at you out
of the dark. Those glowing red eyes, frozen in time the second before it fals.[Shivers)]

How did you know the battle was over?

When we stopped shooting?[L aughs.] No, that’s actually agood question. Around, | don’t know,
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0400, it started to taper off. Heads weren’t poking out as much. The moan was dying down. The officers
didn’t tell usthat the attack was dmost over, but you could see them looking through their scopes, talking
on their radios. Y ou could seetherdief in their faces. | think the last shot wasfired just before dawn.
After that, we just waited for firg light.

It was kinda eerie, the sun rising over this mountainous ring of corpses. Weweretotdly waledin, dl
sdeswere piled at least twenty feet high and over ahundred feet deep. I’'m not sure how many wekilled
that day, Sats dways vary depending on who you get it from.

The dozer-blade Humvees had to push a path through the corpsering just to let us get out. There were
gtill living Gs, some dow ones who were late to the party or who had tried to climb up and over their
dead friends and had did back down into the mound. When we started burying the bodies they came
tumbling out. That was the only time Sefior Lobo saw any action.

At least we didn't haveto stick around for BS duty. They had another unit waiting in reserve to clean up.
| guessthe brass figured we' d done enough for one day. We marched ten milesto the east, set up a
bivouac with watchtowers and concertainer 10 walls. | was so damn beat. | don't remember the chem
shower, turning in my gear to be disinfected, turning in my weapon for inspection: not one jam, not the
whole unit. | don’t even remember dipping into my bag.

They let us deep aslate as we wanted the next day. That was pretty sweet. Eventually the voiceswoke
me up; everyone jawing, laughing, telling sories. It was adifferent vibe, one-eighty from two days ago. |
couldn't redly put afinger on what | was feding, maybe it was what the president said about “reclaming
our future.” | just knew | felt good, better than | had the entire war. | knew it was gonnabe ared,
long-assroad. | knew our campaign across Americawas just beginning, but, hey, asthe prez said later
that firgt night, it wasfindly the beginning of the end.

AINSWORTH, NEBRASKA, USA

[Darnell Hackworth isa shy, soft-spoken man. Heand hiswiferun aretirement farm for the
four-legged veterans of thearmy’sK-9 Corps. Ten yearsago farmslike these could be found
in amost every statein the union. Now, thisisthe only one left.]

They never get enough credit, | think. Thereisthat story Dax, nicelittle children’ sbook, but it’s pretty
ampligtic, and it'sonly about one Damatian that helped an orphan kid find hisway to safety. “ Dax”
wasn't even in the military, and helping lost children was atiny fraction of dogs overal contribution to the

fight.

Thefirg thing they used dogs for was triage, |etting them sniff for who was infected. Most countrieswere
just copying the Isragli method of sending people past dogsin cages. Y ou dways had to keep them in
cages, otherwise they might attack the person, or each other, or even their handler. Therewasalot of
that, early inthe war, dogsjust going baligtic. It didn’t matter if they were police or military. It sthat
ingtinct, that involuntary, almost genetic terror. Fight or flight, and those dogs were bred to fight. A lot of
handlerslost hands, arms, alot of throats got torn out. Can’'t blame the dogsfor it. In fact, that instinct
was what the Israglis were counting on, and it probably saved millions of lives.
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It was agreat program, but, again, just afraction of what dogs were truly capable of. Whereasthe
Israelis and, after them, alot of other countries only tried to exploit that terror ingtinct, we thought we
could integrate it into their regular training. And why not, we learned to do it for ourselves, and are we
redlly that much more evolved?

It all came down to training. Y ou had to start young; even the most disciplined, prewar veterans were
hardwired berserkers. The pups born &fter the crisis came out of thewomb literally smelling the dead. It
wasintheair, not enough for usto detect, but just afew molecules, an introduction on asubconscious
level. That'snot to say it made dl of them automatic warriors. Theinitia induction wasthe first and most
important phase. Y ou took a group of pups, arandom group, or even awhole litter, put them in aroom
divided by awire mesh. They’'re on one side, Zack’ son the other. Y ou didn’t haveto wait long for a
reaction. Thefirst group we called Bs. They’ d start whimpering or howling. They'd lost it. They were
nothing like the As. Those pups would lock eyeswith Zack, that wasthe key. They’ d stand their ground,
bare thelr teeth, and let out thislow growl that said, “Back the fuck off!” They could control themselves,
and that was the foundation of our program.

Now, just because they could control themsalves didn’t mean that we could control them. Basic training
was pretty much like the standard, prewar program. Could they handle PT? 1 Could they follow
orders? Did they have the intelligence, and the discipline, to make soldiers? It was hard going, and we
had a 60 percent washout rate. It wasn't uncommon for arecruit to be badly injured, perhaps even
killed. A lot of people nowadays cal that inhumane, though they don’t seem to have the same sympathy
for the handlers. Y eah, we had to do it, too, right alongside the dogs, right from day one of Basic,
through ten moreweeks of AIT. 2 It washard training, especialy the Live Enemy Exercises. Y ou know
we werethefirst onesto use Zack in our field training, before the infantry, before the Specia Forces,
even before the Zoomies at Willow Creek? It was the only way to redlly know if you could hack it, both
asanindividud and asateam.

How else could you have sent them on so many different missons? There were Lures, the kind that the
Battle of Hope made famous. Pretty smple stuff; your partner hunts for Zack, then leads him into our
firing line. Kson early missons used to befagt, runin, bark, then jam it for the kill zone. Later, they got
more comfortable. They learned to stay just afew feet ahead, backing away dowly, making sure they
herded the maximum amount of targets. In that way, they actualy called the shots.

Therewere also Decoys. Let’s say you were setting up afiring line but you didn’t want Zack to show up
too early. Y our partner would circle around the infested zone and only start barking on the far sde. That
worked with alot of engagements, and it opened the door for the “Lemming” tactic.

During the Denver push, therewas atal building where a couple hundred refugees had accidentally been
locked in with the infection and were now completely reanimated. Before our guys could sorm the
entrance, one of the Ks had hisown ideato run up to the roof of abuilding acrossthe street and start
barking to draw Zack up onto the higher floors. It worked like adream. The Gs made it up to the roof,
saw their prey, made for him, and went spilling over the Sde. After Denver, Lemming went right into the
playbook. Even the infantry started using it when Ksweren't available. It wasn't uncommon to seea
grunt standing on the roof of abuilding, calling out to an infested building close by.

But the primary and most common mission of any K team was scouting, both SC and LRP. SC is Sweep
and Clear, just attached to aregular unit, like conventiona warfare. That’ swheretraining redlly paid off.
Not only could they sniff Zack out miles before us, but the sounds they made dwaystold you exactly
what to expect. Y ou could tdll everything you needed to know by the pitch of the growl, and the
frequency of the bark. Sometimes, when silence was required, body language worked just aswell. The
arch of the K’ s back, the raising of dander was al you needed to see. After afew missons, any
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competent handler, and we had no other kind, could read his partner’ severy signal. Scoutsfinding a
ghoul half submerged in mud or leglessamong tall grass saved alot of lives. | can't tell you how many
times agrunt would thank us personally for spotting a concealed G that might have taken hisfoot off.

LRP was Long Range Patrol, when your partner would scout far beyond your lines, sometimes even
traveling for days, to recon an infested area. They wore a specid harness with avideo uplink and GPS
tracker that gave you real-timeintel on the exact number and position of your targets. Y ou could overlay
Zack’ s position on a preexisting map, coordinating what your partner saw with his position onthe GPS. |
guess, from atechnicd sde, it was pretty amazing, real-time hard intdl like we used to have before the
war. Thebrasslovedit. | didn't; | was awaystoo concerned with my partner. | can’t tell you how
sressful that was, to be standing in some computer-filled, air-conditioned room—safe, comfortable, and
totally helpless. Later harness models had radio uplinks, so ahandler could relay ordersor, at least, abort
the mission. | never worked with them. Teams had to be trained on those from the beginning. Y ou
couldn’t go back and retrain a seasoned K. Y ou couldn’t teach an old dog new tricks. Sorry, bad joke. |
heard alot of thosefrom theintel pukes; standing behind them as they watched the damn monitor,
mentdly stroking it to the wonders of their new “ Data Orientation Asset.” They thought they were so
witty. Redl fun for usto have DOA as an acronym.

[He shakes hishead.]

| just had to stand there, thumb up my ass, watching my partner’ sPOV as she crept through some forest,
or marsh, or town. Towns and cities, that was the hardest. That was my team’ s speciaty. Hound Town.
Y ou ever heard of that?

The K-9 Urban Warfare School ?

That'sit, ared town: Mitchell, Oregon. Sedled off, abandoned, and till filled with active Gs. Hound
Town. It actualy should have been caled Terrytown, because most of the breeds at Mitchell were small
terriers. Little cairns and Norwiches and JRs, good for rubble and narrow choke points. Personaly, the
hound in Hound Town suited me just fine. | worked with adachle. They were, by far, the ultimate urban
war fighters. Tough, smart, and, especidly the minis, completely at home in confined spaces. In fact,

that’ swhat they were originally bred for; “badger dog,” that’ swhat dachshund meansin German. That's
why they had that hot dog look, so they could hunt in low, narrow badger burrows. Y ou see how that
kind of breeding aready made them suited to the ducts and crawl spaces of an urban battleground. The
ability to go through a pipe, an airshaft, in between walls, whatever, without losing their cool, wasamajor
urvival asst.

[Weareinterrupted. Asif on cue, adog limpsover to Darnell’sside. Sheisold. Her muzzleis
white, thefur on her earsand tail isworn to leather ]

[Tothedog.] Hey, little miss

[Darnéll gingerly liftsher to hislap. Sheissmall, no morethan eight or nine pounds. Although



she bear s someresemblance to a smooth-haired, miniatur e dachshund, her back isshorter than
the standard breed.]

[Tothedog.] Youdoin' okay, Maze?Y oufed dl right? [To me] Her full name sMaisey, but we never
used it. “Maze’ was pretty fitting, don't you think?

[With one hand he massages her back legswhilewith the other herubsunder her neck. She
looksup at him with milky eyes. Shelickshispalm ]

Pure bloods were atota washout. Too neurotic, too many hedth problems, everything you' d expect
from breeding an animd for just its aesthetic qualities. The new generation [he gesturesto the mutt on
hislap] was dwaysamix, whatever would increase both physical congtitution and menta stability.

[The dog hasgoneto sleep. Darnell lowershisvoice.]

They weretough, took alot of training, not just individualy but for working in groups on LRP missons.
Long range, especially over wild terrain, was aways risky. Not just from Zack, but so from fera Ks.
Remember how bad they were? All those pets and Strays that degenerated into killer packs. They were
awaysaconcern, usudly in trangtion through low-infestation zones, lways|ooking for something to est.
A lot of LRP missionswere aborted in the beginning before we deployed escort dogs.

[Herefersto the deeping dog.]

She had two escorts. Pongo, who was a pit-rot mix, and Perdy...I don’t really know what Perdy was,
part shepherd, part stegosaurus. | wouldn’t have et her anywhere near them if | hadn’t gone through
basic with their handlers. They turned out to be firgt-rate escorts. Fourteen times they chased off ferad
packs, twicethey redlly got into it. | watched Perdy go after this two-hundred-pound mastiff, grab its
skull in her jaws, you could actualy hear the crack over the harness s surveillance mic.

The toughest part for me was making sure Maze stuck to the mission. She dways wanted to fight.
[Smilesdown at the deeping dachshund.] They were good escorts, aways made sure she got to her
target objective, waited for her, and dways got her home safely. Y ou know they even took down afew
Gsintrangt.

Butisn't Z flesh toxic?

Oh yeah...no, no, no, they never bit. That would have been fatal. Y ou'd seealot of dead Ksinthe
beginning of thewar, just lying there, no wounds, and you knew they’ d bitten infected flesh. That' s one of
the reasons training was so important. They had to know how to defend themselves. Zack’ sgot alot of



physica advantages, but balanceisn’t one of them. The bigger Ks could aways hit between the shoulder
blades or the small of the back, just knock them on their faces. The minis had the option of tripping,
getting underfoot, or launching themsalves at the knee-pit. Maze always preferred that, dropped ’em right
on their backs!

[Thedog stirs)]

[ToMaze] Oh, sorry, litlemiss. [Strokesthe back of her neck.]
[Tome] By thetime Zack got back up, you' d bought yourself five, maybe ten, fifteen seconds.

We had our share of casudties. Some Kswould have afdl, bregk abone...If they were closeto friendly
forces, their handler could pick them up pretty easily, get them to safety. Most of thetime they even
returned to active duty.

What about the other times?

If they weretoo far, aLure or an LRP...too far for rescue and too close to Zack...we petitioned for
Mercy Charges, little explosive packs strapped to the harness so we could detonate them if it looked like
there wasn't any chance of rescue. We never got them. “ A waste of valuable resources.” Cocksuckers.
Putting awounded soldier out of his misery was awaste but turning them into Fragmuts, now, that they’d
consder!

Excuse me?

“Fragmuts.” That wasthe unofficid name for the program that dmost, almost got the green light. Some
staff asshole’ d read that the Russians had used “mine dogs’ during World War 11, strapped explosivesto
their backs and trained them to run under Nazi tanks. The only reason Ivan ended his program was the
same reason We never began ours. the situation was no longer desperate enough. How fucking desperate
do you haveto be?

They’ Il never say it, but | think what stopped them was the threat of another Eckhart incident. That redlly
woke’em up. You know about that, right? Sergeant Eckhart, God bless her. She was a senior handler,
operated up with AGN. 3 | never met her. Her partner was pulling aLure mission outside Little Rock,
fel inaditch, broke hisleg. The swarm was only afew steps away. Eckhart grabbed arifle, tried to go
out after him. Some officer got in her face, started spouting regs and half-assed judtifications. She
emptied haf aclip in hismouth. MPstackled her ass, held her on the ground. She could hear everything
as the dead surrounded her partner.

What happened?

They hung her, public execution, red high profile. | understand, no, | redlly do. Discipline was everything,
rule of law, that’ sal we had. But you better fucking believe there were some changes. Handlerswere
alowed to go after their partners, even if it meant risking their own lives. We weren't considered assets
anymore, we were half-assets. For the firg time the army saw us asteams, that adog wasn't just apiece
of machinery you could replace when “broken.” They started looking at statistics of handlerswho offed
themselves after losing a partner. Y ou know we had the highest rate of suicide among any branch of the
service. More than Special Forces, more than Graves Registration, even more than those sick fucks at
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ChinaLake. 4 At Hound Town | met handlers from thirteen other countries. They al said the same
thing. It didn’t matter where you were from, what your culture or background, the feelingswere till the
same. Who could suffer that kind of loss and come out in one piece? Anyone who could wouldn't have
made ahandler in the firgt place. That’s what made us our own breed, that ability to bond so strongly
with something that’ s not even our own species. The very thing that made so many of my friends teke the
bullet’ sway out was what made us one of the most successful outfitsin the whole fucking U.S. military.

The army saw it in methat day on a stretch of deserted road somewhere in the Colorado Rockies. I'd
been on foot since escaping my gpartment in Atlanta, three months of running, hiding, scavenging. | had
rickets, fever, | was down to ninety-six pounds. | found these two guys under atree. They were making
afire. Behind them wasthislittle mutt. His paws and snout were bound with shodlaces. Dried blood was
caked on hisface. Hewasjust lying there, glassy-eyed, whimpering softly.

What happened?

Y ou know, | honestly don’t remember. | must have hit one of them with my bat. They found it cracked
over hisshoulder. They found me on the other guy, just pounding hisfacein. Ninety-six pounds, half
dead mysdlf, and | best this guy to within aninch of hislife. The Guardsmen had to pull me off, cuff meto
acar hulk, smack me a couple timesto get meto refocus. That, | remember. One of the guys| attacked
was holding hisarm, the other one wasjust lying there bleeding. “Cam the fuck down,” the LT said,
trying to question me, “What' s wrong with you? Why’ d you do that to your friends?’ “He' snot our
friend!” the onewith the broken arm yelled, “he’ sfuckin’ crazy!” And dl | kept saying was* Don't hurt
thedog! Don't hurt thedog!” | remember the Guardsmen just laughed. “ Jesus Chrigt,” one of them said
looking down at the two guys. The LT nodded, then looked at me. “Buddy,” he said, “1 think we got a
jobfor you.” Andthat’show | got recruited. Sometimes you find your path, sometimesit finds you.

[Darnell pets Maze. She cracks one eyelid. Her leathery tail wags.]

What happened to the dog?

| wish | could give you aDisney ending, like he became my partner or ended up saving awhole
orphanage from afire or something. They’d hit him with arock to knock him out. Fluid built up in hisear
cands. Helog dl hearing in one and partia hearing in the other. But his nose still worked and he did
make a pretty good ratter once | found him ahome. He hunted enough vermin to keep that family fed all
winter. That'skind of aDisney ending, | guess, Disney with Mickey stew.[L aughs softly.] Y ouwanna
know something crazy? | used to hate dogs.

Really?

Despised them; dirty, smelly, dobbering germ bags that humped your leg and made the carpet smell like
piss. God, | hated them. | was that guy who' d come over to your house and refuse to pet the dog. | was
the guy a work who aways made fun of people with dog pictures on their desk. Y ou know that guy
who' d dways threaten to call Anima Control when your pooch barked at night?

[Motionsto himself.]
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| lived ablock away from a pet store. | used to drive by it every day on my way to work, confounded by
how these sentimental, socialy incompetent losers could shell out so much money on oversized, barking
hamsters. During the Panic, the dead started to collect around that pet shop. | don’t know where the
owner was. He' d pulled down the gates but | eft the animalsinside. | could hear them from my bedroom
window. All day, dl night. Just puppies, you know, a couple of weeks old. Scared little babies screaming
for their mommies, for anyone, to please come and save them.

| heard them die, one by one astheir water bottles ran out. The dead never got in. They were still massed
outside the gate when | escaped, ran right past without stopping to look. What could | have done? | was
unarmed, untrained. | couldn’t have taken care of them. | could barely take care of myself. What could |
have done?...Something.

[Maze sighsin her deep. Darnell patsher gently.]

| could have done something.

SIBERIA, THEHOLY RUSSIAN EMPIRE

[The people who exist in this shantytown do so under the most primitive conditions. Thereisno
electricity, norunning water. The hutsare grouped together behind awall cut from the
surrounding trees. The smallest hovel belongsto Father Sergel Ryzhkov. It isamiracleto see
how theold clericistill ableto function. Hiswalk revealsthe numer ous wartime and postwar
injuries. The handshakerevealsthat all hisfingers have been broken. Hisattempt at a smile
revealsthat thoseteeth not black with decay have been knocked out a long time ago.]

In order to understand how we became a*“ religious state,” and how that state began with aman like me,
you have to understand the nature of our war against the undead.

Aswith so many other conflicts, our greatest dlly was General Winter. The biting cold, lengthened and
strengthened by the planet’ s darkened skies, gave us the time we needed to prepare our homeland for
liberation. Unlike the United States, we were fighting awar on two fronts. We had the Urd barrier inthe
west, and the Asian swarms from the southeast. Siberiahad been stabilized, findly, but was by no means
completely secure. We had so many refugees from Indiaand China, so many frozen ghoulsthat thawed,
and continue to thaw, each spring. We needed those winter months to reorgani ze our forces, marshal our
population, inventory and distribute our vast socks of military hardware.

Wedidn’'t have the war production of other countries. There was no Department of Strategic Resources
in Russa no industry other than finding enough food to keep our people dive. What we did have was



our legacy of amilitary industrid state. | know you in the West have dways laughed a usfor this“folly.”
“Paranoid lvan”—that’ swhat you cdled us—* building tanks and guns while his people cry out for cars
and butter.” Y es, the Soviet Union was backward and inefficient and yes, it did bankrupt our economy
on mountains of military might, but when the motherland needed them, those mountains were what saved
her children.

[Herefersto the faded poster on the wall behind him. It showsthe ghostly image of an old
Soviet soldier reaching down from heaven to hand a crude submachine gun to a grateful young
Russian. The caption under neath reads “ Dyedooshka, Spaciba’ (Thank you, Grandfather).]

| was a chaplain with the Thirty-second Motor Rifle divison. Wewere a Category D unit; fourth-class
equipment, the oldest in our arsenal. We looked like extrasin an old Gresat Patriotic War movie with our
PPSH submachine guns and our bolt-action Mosin-Nagant rifles. We didn’t have your fancy, new battle
dress uniform. We wore the tunics of our grandfathers: rough, moldy, moth-eaten wool that could barely
keep the cold out, and did nothing to protect against bites.

We had avery high casudty rate, most of it in urban combat, and most of that due to faulty ammunition.
Thaose rounds were older than us, some of them had been sitting in crates, open to the elements, since
before Stain breathed hislast. Y ou never knew when a“Cugov” would happen, when your weapon
would “click” at the moment aghoul was upon you. That happened alot in the Thirty-second Motor Rifle
divison.

Weweren't as neat and organized asyour army. We didn’'t have your tight, light little Rgj-Singh squares
or your fruga “one shot, onekill” combat doctrine. Our battles were doppy and brutal. We plastered the
enemy in DShK heavy machine-gun fire, drowned them with flamethrowers and Katyusha rockets, and
crushed them under the treads of our prehistoric T-34 tanks. It was inefficient and wasteful and resulted
intoo many needless degths.

Ufawasthe first mgor battle of our offensive. It became the reason we stopped going into the citiesand
garted walling them up during winter. Welearned alot of lessonsthose first months, charging headiong
into the rubble after hours of merciless artillery, fighting block by block, house by house, room by room.
There were dways too many zombies, too many misfires, and dways too many bitten boys.

Wedidn't haveL pills 1 likeinyour army. The only way to dedl with infection was abullet. But who
was going to pull the trigger? Certainly not the other soldiers. To kill your comrade, evenin casesas
merciful asinfection, wastoo reminiscent of the decimations. That wastheirony of it dl. The decimations
had given our armed forces the strength and discipline to do anything we asked of them, anything but
that. To ask, or even order, one soldier to kill another was crossng aline that might have sparked
another mutiny.

For awhile the responghbility rested with the leadership, the officers and senior sergeants. We couldn’t
have made amore damaging decison. To have to look into the faces of these men, these boys whom you
were responsble for, whom you fought with side by side, shared bread and blankets, saved hislife or
have him save yours. Who can focus on the monumental burden of leadership after having to commit
such an act?

We began to see a noticeable degradation among our field commanders. Dereliction of duty, alcoholism,
suicide—suicide became almost epidemic among the officer corps. Our division lost four experienced
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leaders, three junior lieutenants, and amgjor, al during the first week of our first campaign. Two of the
lieutenants shot themselves, oneright after committing the deed, and the other later that night. Thethird
platoon leader chose amore passive method, what we began to call “suicide by combat.” He
volunteered for increasingly dangerous missions, acting more like areckless enlisted man than a
responsible leader. He died trying to take on a dozen ghouls with nothing but a bayonet.

Major Kovpak just vanished. No one knows exactly when. We knew he couldn’t have been taken. The
areawas thoroughly swept and no one, absolutely no one left the perimeter without an escort. Weall
knew what probably happened. Colonel Savichev put out an official statement that the major had been
sent on along-range recon mission and had never returned. He even went so far asto recommend him
for afirg-class Order of the Rodina. Y ou can’t stop the rumors, and nothing isworse for aunit’ smorae
than to know that one of their officers had deserted. | could not blame the man, | still cannot. Kovpak
was agood man, astrong leader. Before the crisis he had done three toursin Chechnyaand onein
Dagestan. When the dead began to rise, he not only prevented his company from revolting, but led them
al, onfoot, carrying both supplies and wounded from Curtaiin the Sdib Mountains all the way to
Manaskent on the Caspian Sea. Sixty-five days, thirty-seven mgjor engagements. Thirty-seven! He could
have become an instructor—he' d more than earned the right—and had even been asked by STAVKA
because of his extensve combat experience. But no, he volunteered for an immediate return to action.
And now hewas adeserter. They used to cdll this*“the Second Decimation,” the fact that almost onein
every ten officerskilled themselvesin those days, a decimation that almost brought our war effort to a
crushing hdlt.

Thelogicd dternative, the only one, wasto therefore let the boys commit the act themselves. | can ill
remember their faces, dirty and pimply, their red-rimmed eyes wide as they closed their mouths around
their rifles. What else could be done? It wasn't long before they began to kill themsdvesin groups, dl
those who' d been bitten in abattle gathering at the field hospital to synchronize the moment when they
would dl pull thetrigger. | guessit was comforting, knowing that they weren't dying done. It was
probably the only comfort they could expect. They certainly didn’t get it from me,

| was ardligious man in acountry that had long sincelost itsfaith. Decades of communism followed by
materidistic democracy had left this generation of Russanswith little knowledge of, or need for, “the
opium of themasses.” Asachaplain, my dutieswere mainly to collect letters from the condemned boys
to their families, and to distribute any vodkal managed to find. It was a next-to-useless existence, |
knew, and the way our country was headed, | doubted anything would occur to change that.

It was right after the battle for Kostroma, just afew weeks before the officia assault on Moscow. | had
cometo thefield hospital to givelast rights to the infected. They had been set gpart, some badly mauled,
some still healthy and lucid. Thefirst boy couldn’t have been older than seventeen. He wasn't bitten, that
would have been merciful. The zombie had had its forearms ripped off by the treads of an SU-152
sef-propelled gun. All that remained was hanging flesh and broken humerus bones, jagged at the edges,
sharp like spears. They stabbed right through the boy’ s tunic where whole hands would have just
grabbed him. Hewaslying on acot, bleeding from his belly, ashen-faced, rifle quivering in his hand. Next
to him wasarow of five other infected soldiers. | went through the motions of telling them | would pray
for their souls. They either shrugged or nodded politely. | took their letters, as |’ d dways done, gave
them adrink, and even passed out a couple cigarettes from their commanding officer. Even though I’ d
done thismany times, somehow | fet strangely different. Something was sirring within me, atense,
tingling sensation that began to work itsway up through my heart and lungs. | began to fed my whole
body tremble asthe soldiersal placed the muzzles of their weapons underneath their chins. “On threg,”
the oldest of them said. “One...two...” That was asfar asthey got. The seventeen-year-old flew
backward and hit the ground. The others stared dumbfounded at the bullet hole in hisforehead, then up
to the smoking pistol in my hand, in God' s hand.



God was speaking to me, | could fed hiswordsringing in my head. “No moresinning,” hetold me, “no
more soulsresigned to hell.” It was so clear, so ample. Officerskilling soldiers had cost ustoo many
good officers, and soldierskilling themsalves had cost the Lord too many good souls. Suicidewasasin,
and we, his servants—those who had chosen to be his shepherds upon the earth—were the only ones
who should bear the cross of releasing trapped souls from infected bodies! That iswhat | told divison
commander after he discovered what I’ d done, and that is the message that spread first to every chaplain
inthefidd and then to every civilian priest throughout Mother Russa

What later became known asthe act of “Fina Purification” was only thefirst step of ardigiousfervor
that would surpass even the Iranian revolution of the 1980s. God knew his children had been denied his
lovefor too long. They needed direction, courage, hope! Y ou could say that it isthe reason we emerged
from that war as anation of faith, and have continued to rebuild our state, on the basis of that faith.

I sthere any truth to the stories of that philosophy being perverted for political reasons?
[Pause] | don't understand.

The president declared himself head of the Church...

Can't anationd leader fed God'slove?

But what about organizing priestsinto “ death squads,” and assassinating people under the
premise of “ purifying infected victims’ ?

[Pause] | don't know what you' re talking about.
Isn’t that why you eventually fell out with Moscow? Isn’t that why you're here?

[Thereisalong pause. We hear the sounds of footsteps approaching. Someone knocks at the
door. Father Sergei opensit tofind asmall, ragged child. Mud stains his pale, frightened face.
He speaksin afrantic, local dialect, shouting and pointing up theroad. Theold priest nods
solemnly, patsthe boy on the shoulder, then turnsto me)]

Thank you for coming. Will you excuse me, please?

[As| riseto leave, he opensalarge wooden chest at the foot of hisbed, removing both a bible
and aWorld War |l-erapigtol.]

ABOARD USS HOLOKAI ,OFF THE COAST OF THE HAWAIIAN ISLANDS

[Deep Glider 7looks morelike atwin fuseage aircraft than aminisub. | lieon my stomach in
the starboard hull, looking out through a thick, transparent nose cone. My pilot, Master Chief



Petty Officer Michadl Choi, waves at me from the port hull. Choi isone of the “ old-timers,”
possibly the most experienced diver in the U.S. Navy’s Deep Submer gence Combat Cor ps
(DSCC). Hisgray temples and weathered crow’ s-feet clash violently with hisalmost adolescent
enthusiasm. Asthe mother ship lowersusinto the choppy Pacific, | detect a trace of “ surfer
dude’ bleeding through Choi’ s otherwise neutral accent.]

My war never ended. If anything, you could say it’ s il escaating. Every month we expand our
operations and improve our material and human assets. They say there are till somewhere between
twenty and thirty million of them, still washing up on beaches, or getting snagged in fishermen’snets. You
can’'t work an offshore ail rig or repair atransatlantic cable without running into aswarm. That' swhat this
diveisabout: trying to find them, track them, and predict their movements so maybe we can have some
advance warning.

[We hit thewhitecapswith ajarring thud. Choi grins, checks hisinstruments, and shiftsthe
channelson hisradio from meto the mother ship. Thewater before my observation dome
frothswhitefor a second, then givesway to light blue aswe submerge.]

Y ou're not going to ask me about scuba gear or titanium shark suits, are you, because that crap’ s got
nothing to do with my war? Spear guns and bang sticks and zombieriver nets...l can't help you with any
of that. If you want civilians, talk to civilians.

But the military did use those methods.

Only for brown water ops, and amost exclusively by army pukes. Persondly, I ve never worn amesh
suit or ascubarig...wel...at least not in combat. My war was gtrictly ADS. Atmospheric Diving Suit.
Kind of like a space suit and asuit of armor al rolled into one. The technology actualy goes back a
couple hundred years, when someguy 1 invented abarrel with afaceplate and arm holes. After that you
had stuff like the Tritoniaand the Neufeldt-K uhnke. They looked like something out of an old 1950s
sci-fi movie, “ Robby the Robot” and shit. It al kindafell by the wayside when...do you redlly care about
dl this?

Yes, please...

Well, that sort of technology fell by the wayside when scubawas invented. It only made a comeback
when divers had to go deep, rea deep, to work on offshore ail rigs. Y ou see...the degper you go, the
greater the pressure; the greater the pressure, the more dangerousit isfor scuba or smilar mixed-gas
rigs. Y ou've got to spend days, sometimes weeks, in adecompression chamber, and if, for some reason,
you have to shoot up to the surface...you get the bends, gas bubblesin the blood, inthebrain...and

we' re not even talking about long-term health hazards like bone necrosis, soaking your body with shit
nature never intended to be there.

[He pausesto check hisinstruments]
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The safest way to dive, to go deeper, to stay down longer, was to enclose your whole body in abubble
of surface pressure.

[He gesturesto the compartmentsaround us.]

Just like we are now—safe, protected, still on the surface asfar asour bodies' concerned. That’s what
an ADS does, its depth and duration only limited by armor and life support.

Soit'slike a personal submarine?

“Submersible” A submarine can stay down for years, maintaining its own power, making itsown air. A
submersible can only make short duration dives, like World War |1 subs or what we' rein now.

[Thewater beginsto darken, degpening to a purplish ink.]

The very nature of an ADS, thefact that it sredlly just asuit of armor, makesit idedl for blue and black
water combat. I’'m not knocking soft suits, you know, shark or other mesh rigs. They’ ve got ten times the
maneuverability, the speed, the agility, but they're strictly shallow water a best, and if for somereason a
couple of those fuckers get ahold of you...I" ve seen mesh divers with broken arms, broken ribs, three
with broken necks. Drowning...if your air line was punctured or the regulator’ s ripped out of your
mouth. Even in ahard helmet on amesh-lined dry suit, al they’ d have to do ishold you down, let your air
run out. I’ ve seen too many guys go out that way, or elsetry to race for the surface and let an embolism
finish what Zack gtarted.

Did that happen a lot to mesh suit divers?

Sometimes, especidly in the beginning, but it never happened to us. There was no risk of physical
danger. Both your body and your life support are encased in acast-aluminum or high-strength composite
shell. Most models' jointsare stedl or titanium. No matter which way Zack turned your arms, even if he
managed to get asolid grip, which ishard consdering how smooth and round everything is, it was
physically impossible to bresk off alimb. If for some reason you need to jet up to the surface, just
jettison your ballast or your thruster pack, if you had one...dl suits are positively buoyant. They pop right
up likeacork. Theonly risk might beif Zack were clinging to you during the ascent. A coupletimes|’ve
had buddies surface with uninvited passengers hanging on for deer life...or undesth. [Chuckles]

Baloon ascents dmost never happened in combat. Most ADS models have forty-eight hours emergency
life support. No matter how many Gs dog-piled you, no matter if ahunk of debris came crumbling down
or your leg got snagged in an underwater cable, you could sit tight, snug and safe, and just wait for the
cavary. No one ever divesaone, and | think thelongest any ADS diver has ever had to cool hishedls
was Sx hours. There were times, more than | can count on my fingers, where one of uswould get
snagged, report it, then follow up by saying that there was no immediate danger, and that the rest of the
team should assst only after accomplishing their mission.

You say ADS models. Was there more than one type?



We had abunch: civilian, military, old, new...wdl...reatively new. We couldn’t build any wartime
models, so we had to work with what was aready available. Some of the older ones dated back to the
seventies, the IJMsand SAMs. I'mredlly glad | never had to operate any of those. They only had
universal joints and portholesingtead of aface bowl, at least on the early JMs. | knew one guy, from the
British Specia Boat Service. He had these mondo blood blisters al dong hisinner thighs from wherethe
JM'’sleg joints pinched his skin. Kick-ass divers, the SBS, but I’ d never swap jobs with them.

We had three basic U.S. Navy models. the Hardsuit 1200, the 2000, and the Mark 1 Exosuit. That was
my baby, the exo. Y ou wannatalk about sci-fi, thisthing looked like it was made to fight giant space
termites. It was much dimmer than either of the two hardsuits, and light enough that you could even swim.
That was the mgjor advantage over the hardsuit, actualy over dl other ADS systems. To be ableto
operate above your enemy, even without apower ded or thruster packs, that more than made up for the
fact that you couldn’t scratch your itches. The hardsuits were big enough to allow your armsto be pulled
into the centra cavity to alow you to operate secondary equipment.

What kind of equipment?

Lights, video, side scanning sonar. The hardsuits were full-service units, exos were the bargain basement.
You didn't have to worry about alot of readouts and machinery. Y ou didn’t have any of the distractions
or the multitasking of the hardsuits. The exo was deek and smple, alowing you to focus on your wegpon
and thefidd in front of you.

What kind of weapons did you use?

At firgt we had the M-9, kind of achegp, modified, knockoff of the Russan APS. | say “modified”
because no ADS had anything close to resembling hands. Y ou either had four-pronged claws or smple,
industria pincers. Both worked as hand-to-hand weapons—just grab a G’ s head and squeeze—but they
made it impossibleto fire agun. The M-9 was fixed to your forearm and could be fired dectrically. It had
alaser pointer for accuracy and air-encased cartridges that fired these four-inch-long sted! rods. The
magor problem was that they were basically designed for shalow water operations. At the depth we
needed, they imploded like eggshells. About ayear in we got amuch more efficient moddl, the M-11,
actualy invented by the same guy who invented both the hardsuit and exo. | hope that crazy Canuck got
an asdoad of medasfor what he' sdone for us. The only problem with it was that DeStRes thought
production was too expensive. They kept telling us that between our claws and preexisting construction
tools, we had more than enough to handle Zack.

What changed their minds?

Troll. Wewere in the North Sea, repairing that Norwegian natural gas platform, and suddenly there they
were...We d expected some kind of attack—the noise and light of the construction site aways attracted
a least ahandful of them. We didn't know aswarm was nearby. One of our sentries sounded off, we
headed for his beacon, and we were suddenly inundated. Horrible thing to fight hand-to-hand
underwater. The bottom churns up, your vishility is shat, like fighting insgde aglass of milk. Zombies
don't just diewhen you hit them, most of the time they disintegrate, fragments of muscle, organ, brain
matter, mixed up with the st and swirling around you. Kidstoday...fuckin” A, | sound like my pops, but
it’ strue, the kidstoday, the new ADS diversin the Mark 3sand 4s, they have this“ ZeV DeK”—Zero
Vishility Detection Kit—with color-imaging sonar and low-light optics. The pictureisrelayed through a
heads-up display right on your face bowl like afighter plane. Throw in apair of stereo hydrophonesand
you've got area sensory advantage over Zack. That was not the case when | first went exo. We
couldn’t see, we couldn’t hear—we couldn’t even fed if aG wastrying to grab us from behind.

Why was that?



Because the one fundamenta flaw of an ADS is complete tactile blackout. The smplefact that the suitis
hard meansyou can't fed anything from the outsde world, even if a G has his handsright on you. Unless
Zack isactively tugging, trying to pull you back or flip you around, you may not know he sthere until his
faceisright up againg yours. That night a Trall...our hemet lights only made the problem worse by
throwing up aglare that was only broken by an undead hand or face. That wasthe only time | was ever
spooked...not scared, you understand, just spooked, swinging in thisliquid chalk and suddenly arotting
faceisjammed againgt my face bowl.

Thecivilian oil workers, they wouldn't go back to work, even under threst of reprisas, until we, their
escorts, were better armed. They’ d lost enough of their people aready, ambushed out of the darkness.
Can't imagine what that must have been like. Y ou'rein thisdry suit, working in near pitch-black, eyes
ginging from thelight of the welding torch, body numb from the cold or € se burning from the hot water
pumped through the system. Suddenly you feel these hands, or teeth. Y ou struggle, cal for help, try to
fight or swim asthey pull you up. Maybe afew body partswill riseto the surface, maybe they’ll just pull
up asevered lifdine. That was how the DSCC came into being asan officid ouitfit. Our first misson was
to protect therig divers, keep the ail flowing. Later we expanded to beachhead sanitation and harbor
clearing.

What is beachhead sanitation?

Badcdly, helping the jarheads get ashore. What we learned during Bermuda, our first amphibious
landing, was that the beachhead was coming under constant attack by Gswalking out of the surf. We
had to establish a perimeter, asemicircular net around the proposed landing area that was deep enough
for shipsto pass over, but high enough to keep out Zack.

That’swhere we camein. Two weeks before the landings took place, a ship would anchor several miles
offshore and start banging away with their active sonar. That wasto draw Zack away from the beach.

Wouldn't that sonar also lurein zombies from deeper water?

The brasstold usthat was an “acceptablerisk.” | think they didn’t have anything better. That' swhy it
was an ADS op, too risky for mesh divers. Y ou knew that masses were gathering under that pinging

ship, and that once they went silent, you’ d be the brightest target out there. It actualy turned out to be the
closest thing we ever had to a cakewalk. The attack frequency wasthe lowest by far, and when the nets
were up, they had an dmost perfect successrate. All you needed was a skeleton force to keep a
constant vigil, maybe snipe the occasond G that tried to climb the fence. They didn’t redlly need usfor
thiskind of op. After thefird threelandings, they went back to using mesh divers.

And harbor clearing?

That was not acakewak. That wasin the find stages of the war, when it wasn't just about opening a
beachhead, but reopening harbors for degpwater shipping. That was amassive, combined operation:
mesh divers, ADS units, even civilian volunteers with nothing but a scubarig and aspear gun. | helped
clear Charleston, Norfolk, Boston, freskin' Boston, and the mother of al subsurface nightmares, the
Hero City. | know grunts like to bitch about fighting to clear acity, but imagine acity underwater, acity
of sunken shipsand cars and planes and every kind of debrisimaginable. During the evacuation, when a
lot of container ships were trying to make as much room asthey could, alot of them dumped their cargo
overboard. Couches, toaster ovens, mountains and mountains of clothes. Plasma TV s aways crunched
when you walked over them. | awaysimagined it was bone. | dsoimagined | could see Zack behind
each washer and dryer, climbing over each pile of smashed air conditioners. Sometimesit wasjust my
imagination, but sometimes... Theword...the worst was having to clear asunken ship. Therewere



aways afew that had gone down within the harbor boundaries. A couple, like the Frank Cable, big sub
tender turned refugee ship, had gone down right at the mouth of the harbor. Before she could be raised,
we had to do acompartment-by-compartment sweep. That was the only time the exo ever felt bulky,
unwiedy. | didn't smack my head in every passageway, but it sure as hdll fet likeit. A lot of the hatches
were blocked by debris. We ether had to cut our way through them, or through the decks and
bulkheads. Sometimes the deck had been weakened by damage or corrosion. | was cutting through a
bulkhead above the Cable ’s engine room when suddenly the deck just collapsed under me. Beforel
could swim, before| could think...there were hundreds of them in the engine room. | was engulfed,
drowning in legs and arms and hunks of mest. If | ever had arecurring nightmare, and I’ m not saying |
do, because| don't, but if 1 did, I’d be right back in there, only thistime I’m completely naked...| mean
| would be.

[I am surprised at how quickly wereach the bottom. It lookslike a desert wasteland, glowing
white againgt the permanent darkness. | seethe sscumps of wire coral, broken and trampled by
theliving dead.]

Therethey are.

[l look up to seethe swarm, roughly sixty of them, walking out of the desert night.]

And herewe go.

[Choi maneuver s us above them. They reach up for our searchlights, eyeswide and jaws dack.
| can seethedim red beam of thelaser asit settleson thefirst target. A second later, a small
dart isfired intoitschest.]

Andone...

[He center s hisbeam on a second subject.]

And two...

[He moves down the swar m, tagging each one with a nonlethal shot.]



Killsme not to kill them. | mean, | know the whole point isto study their movements, set up an early
warning network. | know that if we had the resourcesto clear them al we would. Still...

[Hedartsasixth target. Like all the others, thisoneisobliviousto the small holein its
sernum.|

How do they do it? How are they ill around? Nothing in the world corrodes like sdtwater. These Gs
should have gone way before the ones on land. Their clothes sure did, anything organic like cloth or
leather.

[Thefiguresbelow usare practically naked.]

So why not therest of them? Isit the temperature at these depths, isit the pressure? And why do they
have such aresstance to pressure anyway? At this depth the human nervous system should be
completely Jel-O-ized. They shouldn't even be ableto stand, et done wak and “think” or whatever
their version of thinking is. How do they do it? I’ m sure someone redl high up hasal theanswersand I'm
surethe only reason they don't tell meis...

[Heissuddenly distracted by a flashing light on hisinstrument pandl ]

Hey, hey, hey. Check thisout.

[l look down at my own panel. Thereadouts areincomprehensble]

We got a hot one, pretty healthy rad count. Must be from the Indian Ocean, Iranian or Paki, or maybe
that ChiCom attack boat that went down off Manihi. How about that?

[Hefiresanother dart.]

You'relucky. Thisisone of thelast manned recon dives. Next month it'sal ROV, 100 percent
Remotely Operated Vehicles.

There' sbeen alot of controversy over the use of ROVsfor combat.



Never happen. The Sturge's 2 got way too much star power. She' d never let Congressgo 'droid on us.
Isthere any validity to their argument?

What, you mean if robots are more efficient fightersthan ADS divers? Hell no. All that talk about
“limiting human casudties’ isbullshit. We never lost aman in combat, not one! That guy they keep taking
about, Chernov, hewaskilled after the war, on land, when he got wasted and passed out on atram line.
Fuckin® paliticians.

Maybe ROV s are more cost-effective, but onething they’ re not is better. I’'m not just talking about
atificid intdligence; I'mtalking heart, instinct, initiative, everything that makesusus. That' swhy I'm il
here, same with the Sturge, and dmost al the other vets who took the plunge during the war. Most of us
are dill involved because we have to be, because they till haven't yet come up with acollection of chips
and bitsto replace us. Blieve me, oncethey do, I’ll not only never look at an exosuit again, I'll quit the
navy and pull afull-on Alpha November Alpha

What' s that?

Action in the North Atlantic, thisold, black-and-white war flick. There saguy init, you know the
“Skipper” from Gilligan’sIdand, hisoldman. 3 Hehad aline...“I"m putting an oar on my shoulder
and I’'m garting inland. And thefirst time aguy saysto me ‘What' sthat on your shoulder? that’swhere
I’m settling for therest of my life”

QUEBEC, CANADA

[Thesmall farmhouse has no wall, no bars on thewindows, and no lock on the door. When | ask
the owner about hisvulnerability he smply chuckles and resumes hislunch. Andre Renard,
brother of thelegendary war hero Emil Renard, hasrequested that | keep hisexact location
secret. “1 don't careif thedead find me,” he sayswithout feding, “but | carevery littlefor the
living.” Theformer French national immigrated to this place after the official end of hostilities
in western Europe. Despite numer ousinvitations from the French gover nment, he has not
returned.]

Everyonedseisaliar, everyone who clamsthat their campaign was “the hardest of the entirewar.” All
those ignorant peacocks who best their chests and brag about “mountain warfare” or “jungle warfare” or
“urban warfare.” Cities, oh how they loveto brag abouit citied “Nothing more terrifying than fightingin a
city!” Ohredly? Try undernegth one.

Do you know why the Paris skyline was devoid of skyscrapers, | mean the prewar, proper Paris skyling?
Do you know why they stuck al those glass and stedd mongtrositiesout in LaDefense, so far from the
city center? Y es, there' s aesthetics, asense of continuity and civic pride...not like that architectura
mongrel called London. But the truth, the logical, practical, reason for keeping Paris free from
American-style monaliths, isthat the earth beneath their feet is smply too tunneled to support it.
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There are Roman tombs, quarries that supplied limestone for much of the city, even World War |1
bunkers used by the Resistance and yes, there was a Resistance! Then thereisthe modern Metro, the
telephone lines, the gas mains, the water pipes...and through it dl, you have the catacombs. Roughly six
million bodies were buried there, taken from the prerevol ution cemeteries, where corpses were just
tossed in like rubbish. The catacombs contained entire walls of skulls and bones arranged in macabre
patterns. It was even functiona in places where interlocking bones held back mounds of loose remains
behind them. The skulls aways seemed to be laughing at me.

| don’t think | can blame the civilians who tried to survive in that subterranean world. They didn’t have
the civilian survival manua back then, they didn’t have Radio Free Earth. It wasthe Gregt Panic. Maybe
afew soulswho thought they knew those tunnels decided to make ago of it, afew more followed them,
then afew more. Theword spread, “it’ s safe underground.” A quarter millionin all, that’ swhat the bone
counters have determined, two hundred and fifty thousand refugees. Maybe if they had been organized,
thought to bring food and tools, even had enough sense to sedl the entrances behind them and make
damn sure those coming in weren't infected. ..

How can anyone claim that their experience can compare to what we endured? The darkness and the
gink...we had dmost no night vision goggles, just one pair per platoon, and that’sif you were lucky.
Spare batteries were in short supply for our eectric torches, too. Sometimes there was only one working
unit for an entire squad, just for the point man, cutting the darkness with a red-coated beam.

Theair wastoxic with sawage, chemicals, rotting flesh. . .the gas masks were ajoke, most of thefilters
had long expired. We wore anything we could find, old military models, or firefighting hoods that covered
your entire head, made you swest like a pig, made you deaf aswell asblind. Y ou never knew where you
were, staring through that misty visor, hearing the muffled voices of your squad mates, the crackle of your
radioman.

We had to use hardwired sets, you see, because airwave transmissions were too unreliable. We used old
telephone wire, copper, not fiber optic. We would just rip it off the conduits and keep massive rollswith
usto extend our range. It wasthe only way to keep in contact, and, most of the time, the only way to
keep from becoming lost.

It was S0 easy to becomelost. All the maps were prewar and didn’t take into account the modifications
the survivors had made, al the interconnecting tunnels and a coves, the holesin the floor that would
suddenly open up in front of you. Y ou would lose your way, at least once aday, sometimes more, and
then have to trace your way back down the communications wire, check your location on the map, and
try to figure out what had gone wrong. Sometimesit was only afew minutes, sometimes hours, or even

days.

When another squad was being attacked, you would hear their cries over the radio or echoing through
the tunnels. The acoustics were evil; they taunted you. Screams and moans came from every direction.

Y ou never knew where they were coming from. At least with the radio, you could try, maybe, to get afix
on your comrades position. If they weren't panicked, if they knew where they were, if you knew where
you were. ..

The running: you dash through the passageways, bash your head on the celling, crawl on your hands and
knees, praying to the Virgin with all your might for them to hold for just alittle longer. Y ou get to their
position, find it isthe wrong one, an empty chamber, and the screamsfor help are fill along way off.

And when you arrive, maybe to find nothing but bones and blood. Maybe you are lucky to find the
zombies Hill there, achance for vengeance...if it has taken along time to reach them, that vengeance
must now include your reanimated friends. Close combat. Closelike so...



[He leans acrossthetable, pressing hisface inches away from mine]

No standard equipment; whatever one believed would suit him. There were no firearms, you understand.
Theair, the gas, it wastoo flammable. Thefirefromagun...

[He makesthe sound of an explosion.]

We had the Beretta-Grechio, the Itdlian air carbine. It was awartime model of a child’s carbon dioxide
pellet gun. Y ou got maybe five shots, Six or seven if it was pressed right up to their heads. Good weapon,
but always not enough of them. And you had to be careful! If you missed, if the bal struck the stone, if
the stonewas dry, if you got a spark. . .entire tunnelswould catch, explosonsthat buried men dive, or
firebdlsthat melted their masks right to their faces. Hand to hand is ways better. Here...

[Herisesfrom thetable to show me something on his mantelpiece. The weapon’shandleis
encased in a semicircular stedl ball. Protruding from thisball are two 8-inch sted spikesat
right anglesfrom each other ]

Y ou see why, eh? No room to swing a blade. Quick, through the eye, or over the top of the head.

[He demonstrates with a quick punch and stab combination.]

My own design, amodern version of my great-grandfather’ sat VVerdun, eh?'Y ou know Verdun—"On
ne passe pas’—They shdl not pass!

[Heresumeshislunch.]

No room, no warning, suddenly they are upon you, perhapsright in front of your eyes, or grabbing from
asdde passage you didn’t know was there. Everyone was armored in someway...chain mail or heavy
leather...amost dwaysit wastoo heavy, too suffocating, wet lesther jackets and trousers, heavy meta
chain-link shirts. Y ou try to fight, you are dready exhausted, men would tear off their masks, gasping for
arr, inhaing the stink. Many died before you could get them to the surface.

| used greaves, protection here (gesturesto hisforearms) and gloves, chain-covered leather, easy to



remove when not in combat. They were my own design. We didn’t have the American battle uniforms,
but we did have your marsh covers, the long, high waterproof boots with the bite-proof fiber sewn into
the lining. We needed those.

The water was high that summer; the rains were coming hard and the Seine was araging torrent. It was
awayswet. There was rot between your fingers, your toes, in your crotch. The water was up to your
anklesamost dl the time, sometimes up to your knees or waist. Y ou would be on point, walking, or
crawling—sometimes we had to crawl in the stinking fluid up to our elbows. And suddenly the ground
would just fall away. Y ou would splash, headfirgt, into one of those unmapped holes. Y ou only had afew
seconds to right yoursalf before your gas mask flooded. Y ou kicked and thrashed, your comrades would
grab you and haul fast. Drowning wasthe least of your worries. Men would be splashing, struggling to
dtay afloat with al that heavy gear, and suddenly their eyeswould bulge, and you' d hear their muffled
cries. Y ou might fed the moment they attacked: the snap or tear and suddenly you fal over with the poor
bastard on top of you. If he wasn't wearing the marsh covers...afoot is gone, thewholeleg; if he had
been crawling and went in face-fird....sometimes that face would be gone.

Those were times when we called afull retreat to a defensive position and waited for the Cousteaus, the
scubadiverstrained to work and fight specificaly in those flooded tunnels. With only a searchlight and a
shark suit, if they were lucky to get one, and, at most, two hours of air. They were supposed to wear a
safety line, but most of them refused to do so. The lines tended to get tangled and dow up the diver’s
progress. Those men, and women, had aone in twenty chance of survival, the lowest ratio of any branch
of any army, | don’t care what anyone says. 1 Isit any wonder they received an automatic L egion of
Honor?

And what wasit al for? Fifteen thousand dead or missing. Not just the Cousteaus, dl of us, the entire
core. Fifteen thousand soulsin just three months. Fifteen thousand at atime when the war was winding
down all over theworld. “Go! Go! Fight! Fight!” It didn’'t have to be that way. How long did it take the
Englishto clear dl of London? Five years, three years after the war was officialy over? They went dow
and safe, one section at atime, low speed, low intengity, low casudty rate. Slow and safe, like most
major cities. Why us? That English genera, what he said about “ Enough dead heroes for the end of
time...”

“Heroes,” that’ swhat we were, that' s what our |eaders wanted, that’s what our people felt they needed.
After al that has happened, not just in thiswar, but in so many wars before: Algeria, Indoching, the
Nazis...you understand what | am saying...you see the sorrow and pity? We understood what the
American president said about “reclaiming our confidence’; we understood it more than most. We
needed heroes, new names and places to restore our pride.

The Ossuary, Port-Mahon Quarry, the Hospital . . .that was our shining moment...the Hospital. The Nazis
had built it to house mental patients, so the legend goes, | etting them starve to death behind the concrete
walls. During our war it had been an infirmary for the recently bitten. Later, as more began to reanimate
and the survivors humanity faded like their dectric lamps, they began throwing the infected, and who
knowswho dsg, into that undead vault. An advance team broke through without reglizing what was on
the other sde. They could have withdrawn, blown the tunnel, sedled them in again...One squad against
three hundred zombies. One squad led by my baby brother. His voice was the last thing we heard before
their radio went slent. Hislast words. “ On ne passé pas!”
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DENVER, COLORADO

[Theweather isperfect for the neighborhood picnicin Victory Park. Thefact that not one
sighting has been recorded this spring gives everyone even morereason to celebrate. Todd
Wainio standsin the outfield, waiting for a high fly ball that he claims* will never come.”
Perhaps he' sright, asno one seemsto mind me standing next to him.]

They cdled it “theroad to New York” and it was along, long road. We had three main Army Groups.
North, Center, and South. The grand strategy was to advance as one across the Great Plains, acrossthe
Midwest, then break off at the Appa achians, the wings sweeping north and south, shoot for Maine and
Florida, then grind across the coast and link up with AG Center asthey dogged it over the mountains. It
took three years.

Why so slow?

Dude, take your pick: foot trangport, terrain, weather, enemies, battle doctrine...Doctrine wasto
advance astwo solid lines, one behind the other, stretching from Canadato Aztlan...No, Mexico, it
wasn't Aztlan yet. Y ou know when a plane goes down, how al these firemen or whoever would check a
field for pieces of wreckage? They’d dl go inaline, rea dow, making sure not one inch of ground was
missed. That was us. We didn’t skip one damn inch between the Rockies and the Atlantic. Whenever
you spotted Zack, either in agroup or just on hisown, aFAR unit would halt...

FAR?

Force Appropriate Response. Y ou couldn’t stop, like, the whole Army Group, for one or two zombies.
A lot of the older Gs, the onesinfected early in the war, they were starting to get pretty grody, dl
deflated, parts of their skulls starting to show, some bone poking through the flesh. Some of them
couldn’t even stand anymore, and those are the ones you redlly had to watch for. They’ d be crawling on
their belliestoward you, or just thrashing facedown in the mud. Y ou’ d halt asection, a platoon, maybe
even acompany depending on how many you encountered, just enough to take’ em down and sanitize
the battlefield. The hole your FAR unit |ft in the battle line was replaced by an equa force from the
secondary lineaclick and ahdf behind you. That way the front was never broken. We leapfrogged this
way al the way across the country. It worked, no doubt, but man, it took itstime. Night also put the
brakes on. Once the sun dipped, no matter how confident you felt or how safe the area seemed, the
show was over till dawn the next morning.

And therewasfog. | didn't know fog could be so thick that far inland. | awayswanted to ask a
climatologist or someone about that. The whole front might get dammed, sometimesfor days. Just Sitting
therein zero vishility, occasiondly one of your Kswould start barking or aman down the line would
shout “ Contact!” Y ou' d hear the moan and then the shapes would appear. Hard enough just standing il
and waiting for them. | saw amovieonce, 1 thisBBC documentary about how because the UK was so
fogay, the British army would never stop. There was a scene, where the cameras caught ared firefight,
just sparks from their weapons and hazy silhouettes going down. They didn’t need that extra creepy
soundtrack. 2 It fresked me out just to watch.

It also dowed us down to have to keep pace with the other countries, the Mexicans and Canucks.
Neither army had the manpower to liberate their entire country. The deal wasthat they’ d keep our
borders clear while we get our house in order. Once the U.S. was secure, we' d give them everything
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they need. That wasthe start of the UN multinationa force, but | was discharged long before those days.
For me, it dwaysfdt like hurry up and wait, cregping aong through rough terrain or built-up areas. Oh,
and you wannatalk about speed bumps, try urban combat.

The strategy was dwaysto surround the target area. We' d set up semi-permanent defenses, recon with
everything from satdllitesto sniffer Ks, do whatever we could to cal Zack out, and go in only after we
were sure no more of them were coming. Smart and safe and rdlatively easy. Y eah, right!

Asfar assurrounding the“area,” someone wannatell me where that area actually begins? Citiesweren’t
citiesanymore, you know, they just grew out into this suburban sprawl. Mrs. Ruiz, one of our medics,
cdledit“in-fill.” Shewasin red edtate before the war and explained that the hottest properties were
awaystheland between two exigting cities. Fregkin' “in-fill,” we dl learned to hate that term. For us, it
meant clearing block after block of burbland before we could even think of establishing aquarantine
perimeter. Fast-food joints, shopping centers, endless miles of cheap, cookie-cutter housing.

Eveninwinter, it's not like everything was safe and snuggly. | wasin Army Group North. At first |
thought we were golden, you know. Six months out of the year, | wouldn't haveto seealive G, eight
months actudly, given what wartime weather waslike. | thought, hey, once the temp drops, we'relittle
more than garbage men: find 'em, Lobo 'em, mark 'em for buria once the ground beginsto thaw, no
problem. But | should be Lobo’ d for thinking that Zack was the only bad guy out there.

We had quidings, just likethered thing, but winterized. We had these Human Reclamation units, pretty
much just glorified anima control. They'd do their best to dart any quidings we came across, tie’em
down, ship’ em to rehabilitation clinics, back when we thought we could rehabilitate them.

Feras were amuch more dangerous threat. A lot of them weren't kids anymore, some were teenagers,
somefull grown. They werefast, smart, and if they chosefight instead of flight, they could redlly messup
your day. Of course, HR would awaystry and dart them, and, of course, that didn’t alwayswork. When
atwo-hundred-pound feral bull is charging bals out for your ass, acouple CCsof trang ain’'t gonna.drop
him before he hitshome. A lot of HRs got pretty badly smashed up, afew had to be tagged and bagged.
The brass had to step in and assign asquad of gruntsfor escort. If adart didn’t stop aferal, we sureas
hell did. Nothing screams as high asaferd with aPIE round burning in his gut. The HR pukes had ared
problem with that. They were dl volunteers, al sticking to this code that human life, any human'slife, was
worth trying to save. | guess history sorta backed them up now, you know, seeing al those people that
they managed to rehabilitate, al the oneswe just woulda shot on sight. If they had had the resources,
they might have been able to do the samefor animals.

Man, fera packs, that freaked me out more than anything else. I'm not just talking dogs. Dogs you knew
how to dedl with. Dogs dways telegraphed their attacks. I'm talking “Flies” 3: F-Lions, cats, like part
mountain lion, part ice age saberfuck. Maybe they were mountain lions, some sure looked like them, or
maybe just the spawn of house cats that had to be super badassjust to makeit. I’ ve heard that they grew
bigger up north, somelaw of nature or evolution. 4 1 don't redlly get the whole ecology thing, not past a
few prewar nature shows. | hear it’s because rats were, like, the new cows; fast and smart enough to get
away from Zack, livin' on corpses, breeding by the millionsin trees and ruins. They’ d gotten pretty
badass themsalves, so anything tough enough to hunt them has to be awhole lot badder. That'san F-lion
for you, about twice the size of aprewar puffball, teeth, claws, and aredl, red jonesing for warm blood.

That must have been a hazard for the sniffer dogs.

Areyou kidding? They loved it, even thelittle dachmutts, made’em fed like dogsagain. I'm talking
about us, getting jumped from atree limb, or aroof. They didn’t charge you like F-hounds, they just
waited, took their sweet time until you were too close to raise awespon.
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Outside of Minnegpolis, my squad was clearing astrip mal. | was stepping through the window of a
Starbucks and suddenly three of them legp at me from behind the counter. They knock me over, start
tearing at my arms, my face. How do you think I got this?

[Herefersto the scar on hischeek.]

| guessthe only red casudty that day was my shorts. Between the bite-proof BDUs and body armor
we' d started wearing, the vest, the helmet...1 hadn’t worn ahard cover in so long, you forget how
uncomfortableit iswhen you' re used to going soft top.

Did ferals, feral peoplethat is, know how to use firearms?

They didn’t know how to do anything human, that’ s why they were ferals. No, the body armor was for
protection against some of the regular people we found. I’ m not talking organized rebels, just the odd
LaMOE, 5 Last Man on Earth. There was aways one or two in every town, some dude, or chick, who
managed to survive. | read somewhere that the United States had the highest number of themin the
world, something about our individudistic nature or something. They hadn't seen red peoplein solong, a
lot of theinitial shooting was just accidentd or reflex. Most of the time we managed to talk them down.
Those we actually caled RCs, Robinson Crusoes—that was the polite term for the ones who were cool.

The oneswe called LaM OEs, those were the ones who were alittle too used to being king. King of
what, | don’t know, Gs and quidings and crazy F-critters, but | guessin their mind they were living the
good life, and herewewereto takeit dl away. That'show | got nailed.

We were closing on the Sears Tower in Chicago. Chicago, that was enough nightmaresfor three
lifetimes. It was the middle of winter, wind whipping off the lake so hard you could barely stand, and
suddenly | felt Thor’s hammer smash mein the head. Sug from a high-powered hunting rifle. | never
complained about our hard covers anymore after that. The gang in the tower, they had their little
kingdom, and they weren't giving it up for anyone. That was one of the few times we went full convent;
SAWS, nades, that’ s when the Bradleys started making a comeback.

After Chicago, the brass knew we were now in afull, multithreat environment. It was back to hard
covers and body armor, even in summer. Thanks, Windy City. Each squad was issued pamphlets with
the “ Threat Pyramid.”

It was ranked according to probability, not lethality. Zack at the bottom, then F-critters, ferds, quidings,
and finally LaMOEs. | know alot of guysfrom AG South like to bitch about how they aways had it
tougher on their end, " cause, for us, winter took care of Zack’swholethreat level. Y eah, sure, and
replaced it with another one: winter!

What do they say the average temperature’ s dropped, ten degrees, fifteenin some areas? 6 Yeah, we
had it real easy, up to our assin gray snow, knowing that for every five Zacksicles you cracked there' d
be at least asmany up and at 'em at first thaw. At least the guys down south knew that once they swept
an areg, it stayed swept. They didn’'t have to worry about rear area attacks like us. We swept every area
at least three times. We used everything from ramrods and sniffer Ksto high-tech ground radar. Over
and over again, and al of thisin the dead of winter. We lost more guysto frosthite than to anything else.
And ill, every spring, you knew, you just knew....it'd be like, “ oh shit, herewe go again.” | mean, even
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today, with al the sweeps and civilian volunteer groups, spring’ s like winter used to be, nature letting us
know the good life sover for now.

Tell me about liberating the isolated zones.

Alwaysahard fight, every single one. Remember these zones were gill under siege, hundreds, maybe
even thousands. The people holed up in the twin forts of Comerica Park/Ford Field, they must have had
acombined moat—that’ swhat we called them, moats—of at least amillion Gs. That was athree-day
dugfest, made Hopelook like aminor skirmish. That wasthe only time | ever redly thought we were
gonnabe overrun. They piled up so high | thought we' d be buried, literdly, in alanddide of corpses.
Battleslike that, they’ d leave you so fried, just wasted, body and mind. Y ou’ d want to deep, nothing
more, not eat or bathe or even fuck. Y ou' d just want to find someplace warm and dry, close your eyes,

forget everything.
What were the reactions of the people who you liberated?

Kind of amix. Themilitary zones, that was pretty low-key. A lot of formal ceremonies, raising and
lowering of flags, “I relieveyou, Sr—I stand relieved,” shit likethat. Therewasaso alittle bit of wienie
wagging. Y ou know “we didn’t need any rescuing” and al. | understand. Every grunt wantsto be the one
riding over the hill, no onelikesto be the onein thefort. Sure you didn’t need rescuing, buddy.

Sometimesit wastrue. Like the zoomies outside of Omaha. They were astrategic hub for airdrops,
regular flights amost on the hour. They were actualy living better than us, fresh chow, hot showers, soft
beds. It dmost felt like we were being rescued. On the other hand, you had the jarheads at Rock Idand.
They wouldn't et on how rough they had it, and that was cool with us. For what they went through,
bragging rights was the least we could give them. Never met any of them persondly, but I’ ve heard the
dories.

What about the civilian zones?

Different story entirely. We were so the shit! They’ d be cheering and shouting. It waslike what you'd
think war was supposed to be, those old black-and-whites of Gls marching into Paris or wherever. We
wererock stars. | got more...well...if there’'sabunch of little dudes between here and the Hero City that
happen to look likeme... [Laughs]

But there were exceptions.

Y eah, | guess. Maybe not dl the time but there' d be this one person, this angry face in the crowd
screaming shit at you. “What the fuck took you so long?” “My husband died two weeks ago!” “My
mother died waiting for you!” “Welost haf our peoplelast summer!” “Where were you when we needed
you?’ People holding up photos, faces. When we marched into Janesville, Wisconsin, someone was
holding up asign with apicture of asmiling little girl. The words above it read * Better late than never?’
He got beat down by his own people; they shouldn’t have done that. That' sthe kind of shit we saw, shit
that keeps you awake when you haven't dept in five nights.

Rardly, like, blue-moon rarely, we d enter a zone where we were totaly not welcome. In Valey City,
North Dakota, they werelike, “Fuck you, army! Y ou ran out on us, we don’'t need you!”

Was that a secessionist zone?

Oh no, at least these people let usin. The Rebs only welcomed you with gunshots. | never got closeto
any of those zones. The brass had specid unitsfor Rebs. | saw them on the road once, heading toward
the Black Hills. That wasthefirg time since crossing the Rockiesthat | ever saw tanks. Bad feding; you



knew how that was gonna end.

There’ sbeen alot of stories about questionable survival methods used by certain isolated
Zones.

Y eah, s0? Ask them about it.
Did you see any?

Nope, and | didn’t want to. Peopletried to tell me about it, people we liberated. They were so wound
up ingde, they just wanted to get it off their chests. Y ou know what | used to say to them, “Keep it on
your chest, your war’ sover.” | didn’t need any more rocksin my ruck, you know?

What about afterward? Did you talk to any of those people?
Yeah, and | read alot about thetrials.
How did they make you feel?

Shit, | don’t know. Who am | to judge those people? | wasn't there, | didn't have to deal with that. This
conversation we're having now, this question of “what if,” | didn’t have timefor that back then. | still hed
ajob to do.

| know higtorians like to talk about how the U.S. Army had such alow casudty rate during the advance.
Low, asin compared to other countries, China or maybe the Russkies. Low, asin only counting the
casudties caused by Zack. There were amillion waysto get it on that road and over two-thirds weren’t
onthat pyramid.

Sicknesswas a big one, the kinds of diseases that were supposed to be gone, like, inthe Dark Ages or
something. Y eah, we took our pills, had our shots, ate well, and had regular checkups, but there was just
s0 much shit everywhere, in the dirt, the water, in therain, and the air we bresthed. Every timewe
entered acity, or liberated a zone, at least one guy would be gone, if not dead then removed for
guarantine. In Detroit, we lost awhole platoon to Spanish flu. The brassredly freaked on that one,
quarantined the whole battalion for two weeks.

Then there were mines and booby traps, some civilian, some laid during our bugout west. Made alot of
sense back then. Just seed mile after mile and wait for Zack to blow himsalf up. Only problemis, mines
don’t work that way. They don’t blow up a human body, they take off aleg or ankle or the family jewels.
That’ swhat they’ re designed for, not to kill people, but to wound ’em so the army will spend valuable
resources keeping them dive, and then send’em home in awhed chair so Maand Pa Civilian can be
reminded every time they see’ em that maybe supporting thiswar isn't such agood idea. But Zack has
no home, no Maand Pa Civilian. All conventional minesdo is create abunch of crippled ghoulsthat, if
anything, just makes your job that much harder because you want them upright and easy to spot, not
crawling around the weeds waiting to be stepped on like land mines themsalves. Y ou couldn’t know
where most mineswere; alot of the unitsthat set them during the retreat hadn’t marked them correctly or
had lost their coordinates or smply weren't alive anymoreto tell you. And then you had dl those stupid
fuckin' LaMOE jobs, the punji stakes and trip-wired shotgun shells.

| lost abuddy of mine that way, in aWal-Mart in Rochester, New Y ork. Hewas born in El Salvador but
grew up in Cdi. You ever heard of the Boyle Heights Boyz? They were these hard-core LA bangers
who were deported back to El Salvador because they were technicdly illegal. My buddy was plopped
there right before the war. He fought hisway back up through Mexico, al during the worst days of the
Panic, al on foot with nothing but amachete. He didn’t have any family Ieft, no friends, just his adopted



home. He loved this country so much. Reminded me of my grandpa, you know, the whole immigrant
thing. And then to catch atwelve-gauge in the face, probably set by alL.aMOE who' d stopped breathing
years before. Fuckin’ mines and booby traps.

And then you just had accidents. So many buildings had been weakened from the fighting. Throw in
years of neglect, and foot after foot of snow. Whole roofs collgpsed, no warning, whole structures just
tumbling down. | lost someone e se like that. She had a contact, afera running at her acrossan
abandoned auto garage. Shefired her wegpon, that’ sal it took. | don’t know how many pounds of
snow and ice brought that roof down. Shewas...we were...close, you know. We never did anything
about it. | guess we thought that would makeit “officid.” | guesswe thought it would makeit easier in
case something happened to one of us.

[Helooksover at the bleachers, smiling at hiswife]

Didn’t work.

[Hetakes a moment, along breath.]

And then there were psych casudties. More than anything e se combined. Sometimeswe d march into
barricaded zones and find nothing but rat-gnawed skeletons. I' m talking about the zones that weren't
overrun, the onesthat fell to starvation or disease, or just afeding that tomorrow wasn’t worth seeing.
We once broke into a church in Kansas whereit was clear the adultskilled dl the kidsfirst. Oneguy in
our platoon, an Amish guy, used to reed dl their suicide notes, commit them to memory, then give himself
thislittle cut, thistiny haf-inch nick somewhere on his body so hewould “never forget.” Crazy bastard
was diced from his neck to the bottom of histoes. When the LT found out about it.. . sectioned eight his
assright outathere.

Mogt of the Eight Balls were |ater in the war. Not from the stress, though, you understand, but from the
lack of it. We dl knew it would be over soon, and | think alot of people who' d been holding it together
for solong must’ ve had thet little voice that said, “Hey, buddy, it's cool now, you can let go.”

| knew this one guy, massive’'roidasaurus, he' d been a professiona wrestler before the war. We were
walking up the freeway near Pulaski, New Y ork, when the wind picked up the scent of ajackknifed big
rig. It' d been loaded with bottles of perfume, nothing fancy, just cheap, strip mall scent. He froze and
started bawlin’ like akid. Couldn’t stop. He was a monster with atwo grand body count, an ogrewho'd
once picked up a G and used it as a club for hand-to-hand combat. Four of us had to carry him out on a
dretcher. We figured the perfume must have reminded him of someone. We never found out who.

Anather guy, nothing specid about him, late forties, balding, bit of a paunch, as much as anyone could
have back then, the kindaface you' d seein aprewar heartburn commercia. We were in Hammond,
Indiana, scouting defenses for the Siege of Chicago. He spied ahouse at the end of adeserted Strest,
completely intact except for boarded-up windows and a crashed-in front door. He got alook on his
face, agrin. We should have known way before he dropped out of formation, before we heard the shot.
Hewas ditting in the living room, in thisworn, old easy chair, SIR between hisknees, that smile still on his
face. | looked up at the pictures on the mantel piece. It was hishome.



Those were extreme examples, onesthat even | could have guessed. A lot of the others, you just never
knew. For me, it wasn't just who was cracking up, but who wasn't. Does that make sense?

One night in Portland, Maine, we were in Deering Oaks Park, policing piles of bleached bones that had
been there since the Panic. Two grunts pick up these skulls and start doing a skit, the onefrom Free to
Be, You and Me, the two babies. | only recognized it because my big brother had the record, it wasa
little before my time. Some of the older Grunts, the Xers, they loved it. A little crowd started gathering,
everyone laughing and howling at these two skulls. “Hi-Hi-I’m ababy —Well what do you think | am, a
loaf’ abread?” And when it was over, everyone spontaneoudly burst into song, “ There' saland that |
see...” playing femurs like goddamn banjos. | looked across the crowd to one of our company shrinks. |
could never pronounce hisred name, Doctor Chandra-something. 7 | made eye contact and gave him
thislook, like“Hey, Daoc, they’redl| nut jobs, right?” He must have known what my eyeswere asking
because he just smiled back and shook his head. That really spooked me; | mean, if the oneswho were
acting loopy weren't, then how did you know who'd redly lost it?

Our squad leader, you' d probably recognize her. Shewasin The Battle of the Five Colleges.
Remember thetall, amazon chick with the ditch blade, the one who' d sung that song? She didn’t look
like she used to in the movie. She' d burned off her curves and a crew cut replaced dl that long, thick,
shiny black hair. She was agood squad leader, “ Sergeant Avalon.” One day we found aturtlein afield.
Turtleswerelike unicorns back then, you hardly saw them anymore. Avaon got thislook, | don’t know,
like akid. She smiled. She never smiled. | heard her whisper something to theturtle, | thought it was
gibberish: “Mitakuye Oyasin.” | found out later that it was Lakotafor “dl my relaions.” | didn’t even
know shewas part Sioux. She never talked about it, about anything about her. And suddenly, likea
ghogt, there was Doctor Chandra, with that arm he dways put around their shoulders and that soft,
no-big-ded offer of “C mon, Sarge, let’ s grab a cup of coffee.”

That was the same day the president died. He must have aso heard that little voice. “Hey, buddy, it's
cool now, you can let go.” | know alot of people weren't so into the VP, like there was no way he could
replacethe Big Guy. | redlly felt for him, mainly ' cause | was now in the same position. With Avalon
gone, | was squad |eader.

It didn’t matter that the war was dmost over. There were still so many battles aong the way, so many
good people to say good-bye to. By the time we reached Y onkers, | wasthe last of the old gang from
Hope. | don’t know how | felt, passing dl that rusting wreckage: the abandoned tanks, the crushed news
vans, the human remains. | don't think | felt much of anything. Too much to do when you' re squad
leader, too many new faces to take care of. | could feel Doctor Chandra s eyes boring into me. He never
came over though, never let on that there was anything wrong. When we boarded the barges on the
banks of the Hudson, we managed to lock eyes. He just smiled and shook his head. I'd madeit.

BURLINGTON, VERMONT

[Snow has begun falling. Reluctantly, “the Whacko” turnsback for the house]
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Y ou ever heard of Clement Attlee? Of course not, why should you? Man was aloser, athird-rate
mediocrity who only dipped into the history books because he unseated Winston Churchill before World
War |1 officidly ended. The war in Europe was over, and to the British people, there was thisfeding that
they’ d suffered enough, but Churchill kept pushing to help the United States againgt Japan, saying the
fight was't finished until it was finished everywhere. And look what happened tothe Old Lion. That's
what we didn’t want to happen to our administration. That’ s exactly why we decided to declare victory
once the continental U.S. had been secured.

Everyone knew the war wasn't redlly over. We still had to help out our alies and clear whole parts of the
world that were entirely ruled by the dead. There was still so much work to do, but since our own house
wasin order, we had to give people the option to go home. That’ swhen the UN multinational force was
created, and we were pleasantly surprised how many volunteers signed up in the first week. We actualy
had to turn some of them away, put them on the reserve list or assgn them to train al the young bucks
who missed the drive across America. | know | caught alot of flak for going UN instead of making it an
al-American crusade, and to betotaly honest, | redly couldn’t give adamn. America safair country,
her people expect afair deal, and when that deal ends with the last boots on Atlantic beaches, you shake
their hands, pay them off, and let anyone who wantsto reclaim their private lives do so.

Maybeit's made the overseas campaigns alittle dower. Our dliesare on their feet again, but we ill
have afew White Zones to clear: mountain ranges, snowline idands, the ocean floor, and then there's
lceland. .. 1cdland’ s gonna be tough. | wish Ivan would let ushelp out in Siberia, but, hey, Ivan’'s Ivan.
And we ill have attacks right here at home aswell, every spring, or every so often near alake or beach.
The numbers are declining, thank heavens, but it doesn’t mean people should let down their guard.
WEe're dtill at war, and until every traceis sponged, and purged, and, if need be, blasted from the surface
of the Earth, everybody’ s il gotta pitch in and do their job. Be niceif that was the lesson people took
from dl thismisery. We'redl in thistogether, so pitch in and do your job.

[Westop by an old oak tree. My companion looksit up and down, tapsit lightly with hiscane.
Then, tothetree...]

You'redoin” agood job.

KHUZHIR, OLKHON ISLAND, L AKE BAIKAL,
THEHOLY RUSSIAN EMPIRE

[A nurseinterruptsour interview to make sure Maria Zhuganova takes her prenatal vitamins.
Mariaisfour months pregnant. Thiswill be her eighth child.]

My only regret wasthat | couldn’t remain in the army for the“liberation” of our former republics. We'd
purged the motherland of the undead filth, and now it wastimeto carry the war beyond our borders. |



wish | could have been there, the day we formally reabsorbed Belarus back into the empire. They say it
will be the Ukraine soon, and after that, who knows. | wish | could still have been a participant, but | had
“other duties’ ...

[Gently, she patsher womb.]

| don’t know how many clinicslike thisthere are throughout the Rodina. Not enough, I’'m sure. So few
of us, young, fertile women who didn't succumb to drugs, or AIDS, or the stink of the living dead. Our
leader saysthat the greatest wegpon a Russian woman can wield now is her uterus. If that means not
knowing my children’ sfathers, or...

[Her eyesmomentarily hit the floor ]

...my children, so beit. | servethe motherland, and | serve with al my heart.

[She catches my eye.]

Y ou' re wondering how this*existence” can be reconciled with our new fundamentalist state? Well, stop
wondering, it can't. All that reigious dogma, that' s for the masses. Give them their opium and keep them
pacified. | don’t think anyone in the leadership, or even the Church, really believeswhat they’re
preaching, maybe one man, old Father Ryzhkov before they chucked him out into the wilderness. He had
nothing left to offer, unlike me. I’ ve got &t least afew more children to give the motherland. That’ swhy
I’'m treated so well, allowed to speak so fredly.

[Maria glances at the one-way glass behind me.]

What arethey going to do to me? By thetime I’ ve exhausted my usefulness, | will have dready outlived
the average woman.

[She presentsthe glasswith an extremely rudefinger gesture.]

And besides, they want you to hear this. That iswhy they’ velet you into our country, to hear our stories,
to ask your questions. Y ou’ re being used, too, you know. Y our missionisto tell your world of ours, to
make them see what will happen if anyone ever triesto fuck with us. The war drove us back to our roots,



made us remember what it meansto be Russian. We are strong again, we are feared again, and to
Russans, that only means onething, we arefindly safe again! For thefirst timein dmost ahundred
years, we can finadly warm ourselvesin the protective fist of a Caesar, and I’ m sure you know the word
for Caesar in Russian.

BRIDGETOWN, BARBADOS, WEST INDIES FEDERATION

[Thebar isalmost empty. Most of the patrons have either |eft by their own power, or been
carried out by the police. Thelast of the night staff clean the broken chairs, broken glass, and
pools of blood off thefloor. In the corner, the last of the South Africans singsan emotional,
inebriated version of Johnny Clegg' s wartimerendition of “ Asmbonaga.” T. Sean Callins
absentmindedly humsafew bars, then downs his shot of rum, and hurriedly signalsfor
another ]

I”’m addicted to murder, and that’ s about the nicest way | can put it. Y ou might say that’ s not technicaly
true, that since they’ re dready dead I’ m not redly killing. Horseshit; it’smurder, and it'sarush like
nothing else. Sure, | can disthose prewar mercenariesal | want, the’ Nam vets and Hell’s Angels, but at
thispoint I'm no different from them, no different from those jungle humperswho never came home, even
when they did, or those World War 11 fighter jocks who traded in their Mustangs for hogs. Y ou'reliving
on such ahigh, so keyed up dl thetime, that anything else seemslike degth.

| tried to fit in, settle down, make some friends, get ajob and do my part to help put America back
together. But not only was| dead, | couldn’t think about anything else but killing. I’ d start to study
peopl€ s necks, their heads. I’ d think, “Hmmmm, that dude’ s probably got athick frontal lobe, | gottago
in through the eye socket.” Or “hard blow to the occipita’ d drop that chick pretty fast.” It was when the
new prez, “the Whacko”—Jesus, who the hell am | to call anybody el se that?>—when | heard him speak
at ardly, | must have thought of at least fifty waysto bring him down. That’swhen | got out, as much for
everyone else' ssake asmy own. | knew one day I’ d hit my limit, get drunk, get in afight, lose contral. |
knew once| started, | couldn’t stop, so | said good-bye and joined the Impis, same name as the South
African Specid Forces. Impisi: Zulu for Hyena, the one who cleans up the dead.

We re aprivate outfit, no rules, no red tape, which iswhy | chose them over aregular gig with the UN.
We set our own hours, choose our own weapons.

[He motionsto what looks like a sharpened stedl paddle at hisside]

“Pouwhenua’—got it from aMaori brother who used to play for the All Blacks before the war. Bad
motherfuckers, the Maori. That battle at One Tree Hill, five hundred of them versus half of reanimated
Auckland. The pouwhenua s atough weapon to use, even if thisone' s stedl instead of wood. But that’s
the other perk of being asoldier of fortune. Who can get arush anymore from pulling atrigger? It sgotta
be hard, dangerous, and the more Gs you gottatake on, the better. Of course, sooner or later there’ s not
gonnabe any of them left. And when that happens....



[At that point the Imfingo ringsits cast-off bell.]

There smy ride.

[T. Sean signalsto thewaiter, then flipsafew silver rand on thetable]

| still got hope. Sounds crazy, but you never know. That’swhy | save most of my feesinstead of giving
back to the host country or blowing it on who knowswhat. It can happen, finaly getting the monkey off
your back. A Canadian brother, “Mackeg’” Macdondd, right after clearing Baffin Idand, he just decided
he' d had enough. | hear he' sin Greece now, some monastery or something. It can happen. Maybe
there still alife out there for me. Hey, aman can dream, right? Of coursg, if it doesn’t work out that
way, if one day there' s<till amonkey but no more Zack...

[Herisesto leave, shouldering hisweapon.]

Thenthelast skull | crack’ll probably be my own.

SAND LAKES PROVINCIAL WILDERNESS PARK, MANITOBA, CANADA

[Jeska Hendricksloadsthelast of theday’s* catch” into the ded, fifteen bodiesand a mound
of dismembered parts)]

| try not to be angry, bitter at the unfairnessof it al. | wish | could make sense of it. | once met an
ex-lranian pilot who was traveling through Canadalooking for aplace to settle down. He said that
Americans are the only people he's ever met who just can’'t accept that bad things can happen to good
people. Maybe he' sright. Last week | was listening to the radio and just happened to hear[name
withheld for legal reasons] . Hewas doing his usua thing—fart jokes and insults and adol escent
sexudity—and | remember thinking, “ This man survived and my parentsdidn’t.” No, | try not to be
bitter.



TROY, MONTANA, USA

[Mrs. Miller and | stand on the back deck, above the children playing in the central courtyard.]

Y ou can blame the paliticians, the businessmen, the generdss, the “machine,” but redly, if you' relooking
to blame someone, blame me. I’ m the American system, I'm the machine. That’ sthe price of livingina
democracy; we dl gottatake the rap. | can seewhy it took so long for Chinato finally embrace it, and
why Russajust said “fuck it” and went back to whatever they cdl their system now. Niceto be ableto
say, “Hey, don't look a me, it'snot my fault.” Wdll, itis. It ismy fault, and the fault of everyone of my
generation.

[Shelooksdown at the children.]

| wonder what future generations will say about us. My grandparents suffered through the Depression,
World War 11, then came home to build the greatest middle classin human history. Lord knowsthey
weren't perfect, but they sure came closest to the American dream. Then my parents generation came
along and fucked it adl up—the baby boomers, the“me’ generation. And then you got us. Y eah, we
stopped the zombie menace, but we' re the oneswho et it become amenacein thefirst place. At least
we're cleaning up our own mess, and maybe that’ s the best epitaph to hope for. “ Generation Z, they
cleaned up their own mess.”

CHONG QING, CHINA

[Kwang Jingshu does hisfinal house call for the day, a little boy with somekind of respiratory
illness. The mother fearsit’sanother case of tuberculosis. The color returnsto her face when
thedoctor assuresher it'sjust a chest cold. Her tearsand gratitude follow us down the dusty

street.]

It's comforting to see children again, | mean those who were born after the war, real children who know
nothing but aworld that includes the living dead. They know not to play near water, not to go out alone
or after dark in the spring or summer. They don’t know to be afraid, and that isthe grestest gift, the only
gift we can leave to them.

Sometimes | think of that old woman at New Dachang, what she lived through, the seemingly unending
upheava that defined her generation. Now that’s me, an old man who's seen his country torn to shreds



many times over. And yet, every time, we' ve managed to pull oursalves together, to rebuild and renew
our nation. And so we will again—China, and theworld. | don't redly believein an afterlife—the old
revolutionary to the end—but if thereis, | can imagine my old comrade Gu laughing down & me when |
say, with al honesty, that everything’ sgoing to be dl right.

WENATCHEE, WASHINGTON, USA

[Joe Muhammad hasjust finished hislatest master piece, athirteen-inch statuette of aman in
midshuffle, wearing atorn Baby Bjorn, staring ahead with lifeless eyes]

I’m not going to say the war was agood thing. I'm not that much of asick fuck, but you' ve got to admit
that it did bring people together. My parents never stopped talking about how much they missed the
sense of community back in Pakistan. They never talked to their American neighbors, never invited them
over, barely knew their names unlessiit was to complain about loud music or abarking dog. Can't say
that’ sthe kind of world welivein now. And it’s not just the neighborhood, or even the country.
Anywhere around the world, anyone you talk to, all of us have this powerful shared experience. | went
on acruise two years ago, the Pan Pacific Line across the idands. We had people from everywhere, and
even though the details might have been different, the stories themsalves were dl pretty much the same. |
know | come off asalittle too optimistic, because I’'m sure that as soon asthings redlly get back to
“normal,” once our kids or grandkids grow up in a peaceful and comfortable world, they’ |l probably go
right back to being as sdlfish and narrow-minded and generdly shitty to one another aswe were. But
then again, can what we al went through really just go away? 1 once heard an African proverb, “One
cannot cross ariver without getting wet.” I’ d like to believe that.

Don't get mewrong, it snot like I don't miss some things about the old world, mainly just stuff, things|
used to have or things | used to think | could have one day. Last week we had a bachelor party for one
of the young guys on the block. We borrowed the only working DVD player and afew prewar skin
flicks. There was one scene where Lusty Canyon was getting reamed by three guys on the hood of this
pearl gray BMW Z4 convertible, and al | could think was Wow, they sure don’t make cars like that
anymore.

TAOS, NEWMEXICO, USA

[The steaksare almost done. Arthur Sinclair flipsthe sizzling dabs, relishing the smoke.]

Of dl thejobs |’ ve done, being amoney cop was best. When the new president asked me to step back



into my role as SEC chairman, | practicaly kissed her on the spot. I'm sure, just like my days at
DeStRes, | only have the job because no one e sewantsit. There' still so many chalenges ahead, still so
much of the country on the “turnip standard.” Getting people away from barter, and to trust the American
dollar again...not easy. The Cuban pesois il king, and so many of our more affluent citizens till have
their bank accountsin Havana

Just trying to solve the surplus bill dilemmais enough for any administration. So much cash was scooped
up after the war, in abandoned vaults, houses, on dead bodies. How do you tell those looters apart from
the people who' ve actually kept their hard-earned greenbacks hidden, especialy when records of
ownership are about as rare as petroleum? That’ s why being amoney cop is the most important job I’ ve
ever had. We haveto nall the bastards who' re preventing confidence from returning to the American
economy, not just the penny-ante looters but the big fish aswell, the deazebags who' re trying to buy up
homes before survivors can reclaim them, or lobbying to deregul ate food and other essentia survival
commodities...and that bastard Breckinridge Scott, yes, the Phalanx king, still hiding likearat in his
Antarctic Fortress of Scumditude. He doesn’t know it yet, but we' ve been in talkswith Ivan not to
renew hislease. A lot of people back home are waiting to see him, particularly the IRS.

[Hegrinsand rubshishandstogether .]

Confidence, it'sthefud that drivesthe capitalist machine. Our economy can only run if people believein
it; like FDR said, “The only thing we have to fear isfear itself.” My father wrote that for him. Well, he
clamed hedid.

It saready sarting, dowly but surely. Every day we get afew more registered accounts with American
banks, afew more private businesses opening up, afew more points on the Dow. Kind of like the
wegther. Every year the summer’salittle longer, the skiesalittle bluer. It' s getting better. Just wait and
see.

[Hereachesinto a cooler of ice, pulling out two brown bottles|]

Root beer?

KYOTO, JAPAN

[Itisahistoric day for the Shield Society. They have finally been accepted as an independent
branch of the Japanese Self-Defense For ces. Their main duty will be to teach Japanese
civilians how to protect themsalvesfrom theliving dead. Their ongoing mission will also involve
lear ning both armed and unar med techniques from non-Japanese or ganizations, and helping to



foster those techniquesaround the world. The Society’ s anti-firearm aswell as
pro-international message have alr eady been hailed as an instant success, drawing jour nalists
and dignitariesfrom almost all UN nations.

Tomonaga ljiro stands at the head of thereceiving line, smiling and bowing as he greets his
parade of guests. Kondo Tatsumi smilesaswell, looking at histeacher from acrosstheroom.]

You know | don't redly believe any of thisspiritua “BS,” right? Asfar as|’m concerned, Tomonagd s
just acrazy old hibakusha, but he has started something wonderful, something | think isvitd for the future
of Jgpan. His generation wanted to rule the world, and mine was content to let the world, and by the
world I mean your country, rule us. Both paths|ed to the near destruction of our homeland. There hasto
be a better way, a middle path where we take responsibility for our own protection, but not so much that
it ingpires anxiety and hatred among our fellow nations. | can't tell you if thisistheright path; the futureis
too mountainous to see too far ahead. But | will follow Sensal Tomonaga down this path, myself and the
many otherswho join our ranks every day. Only “the gods’ know what awaits usat its end.

ARMAGH, | RELAND

[Philip Adler finisheshisdrink, and risesto leave)]

Welost ahdl of alot more than just people when we abandoned them to the dead. That'sall I’'m going
to say.

TEL AVIV, | SRAEL

[Wefinish our lunch as Jurgen aggressively snatchesthe bill from my hand.]

Please, my choice of food, my treat. | used to hate this stuff, thought it looked like abuffet of vomit. My

gtaff had to drag me here one afternoon, these young Sabras with their exotic tastes. “ Just try it, you old

yekke,” they’d say. That' swhat they called me, a“yekke.” It meanstight ass, but the officia definitionis
German Jew. They were right on both counts.

| wasin the “Kindertransport,” the last chance to get Jewish children out of Germany. That wasthe last
timel saw any of my family dive. There' salittle pond, in asmall town in Poland, where they used to



dump the ashes. The pond is till gray, even haf acentury later.

I’ve heard it said that the Holocaust has no survivors, that even those who managed to remain technicaly
alivewere so irreparably damaged, that their spirit, their soul, the person that they were supposed to be,
was goneforever. I'd liketo think that’ s not true. But if it is, then no one on Earth survived thiswar.

ABOARD USS TRACY BOWDEN

[Michael Choi leans againgt thefantail’srailing, staring at the horizon.]

Y ou wanna know who lost World War Z? Whdes. | guessthey never redlly had much of achance, not
with saverd million hungry boat people and haf the world’ s navies converted to fishing fleets. It doesn't
take much, just one helo-dropped torp, not so close asto do any physica damage, but close enough to
leave them deaf and dazed. They wouldn't notice the factory ships until it wastoo late. Y ou could heer it
for miles away, the warhead detonations, the shrieks. Nothing conducts sound energy like water.

Héll of aloss, and you don’t have to be some patchouli stinking crunch-head to appreciateit. My dad
worked at Scripps, not the Claremont girl’ s school, the oceanographic ingtitute outside of San Diego.
That’swhy | joined the navy in thefirgt place and how | first learned to love the ocean. Y ou couldn’t help
but see Cdiforniagrays. Mgestic animdss, they were finally making a comeback after aimaost being
hunted to extinction. They’ d stopped being afraid of us and sometimes you could paddie out close
enough to touch them. They could have killed usin aheartbeat, one smack of atwelve-foot tail fluke, one
lunge of athirty something-ton body. Early whalers used to call them devilfish because of the fierce fights
they’ d put up when cornered. They knew we didn’t mean them any harm, though. They’ d even let us pet
them, or, maybe if they were feding protective of acalf, just brush us gently awvay. So much power, so
much potentia for destruction. Amazing crestures, the Cdiforniagrays, and now they’real gone, along
with the blues, and finbacks, and humpbacks, and rights. I’ ve heard of random sightings of afew belugas
and narwhalsthat survived under the Arctic ice, but there probably aren’t enough for a sustainable gene
pool. | know there are still afew intact pods of orcas, but with pollution levelsthe way they are, and less
fish than an Arizonaswimming pool, | wouldn’t be too optimistic about their odds. Even if MamaNature
does give those killers some kind of reprieve, adapt them like she did with some of the dinosaurs, the
gentle giants are gone forever. Kindalike that movie Oh God wherethe All Mighty chalengesManto try
and make amackerel from scratch. “You can't,” he says, and unless some genetic archivist got in there
ahead of the torpedoes, you aso can’'t make a Cdiforniagray.

[The sun dipsbelow the horizon. Michad sighs]

So the next time someone triesto tell you about how the true losses of thiswar are “ our innocence” or
“part of our humanity” ...



[He spitsinto the water .]

Whatever, bro. Tdl it to thewhales.

DENVER, COLORADO, USA

[Todd Wainio walks meto thetrain, savoring the 100 per cent tobacco Cuban cigar ettes|’ve
bought him asa parting gift.]

Yeah, | loseit sometimes, for afew minutes, maybe an hour. Doctor Chandratold me it was cool
though. He counsdsright here at the VA. Hetold me oncethat it’satotaly hedthy thing, likelittle
earthquakes redleasing pressure off of afault. He says anyone who' s not having these “minor tremors’ you
redly gottawatch out for.

It does’t take much to set me off. Sometimes I’ Il smell something, or somebody’ s voice will sound really
familiar. Last month at dinner, the radio was playing thissong, | don't think it was about my war, | don't
even think it was American. The accent and some of the termswere dl different, but the chorus...“ God
help me, | was only nineteen.”

[The chimesannounce my train’s departure. People begin boarding around us.]

Funny thing is, my most vivid memory kindagot turned into the nationd icon of the victory.

[He motions behind usto the giant mural.]

That was us, standing on the Jersey riverbank, watching the dawn over New Y ork. We' d just got the
word, it was VA Day. There was no cheering, no celebration. It just didn’t seem real. Peace? What the
hell did that mean? 1’ d been afraid for so long, fighting and killing, and waiting to die, that | guess| just
accepted it asnormd for the rest of my life. | thought it was adream, sometimesit still feelslike one,
remembering that day, that sunrise over the Hero City.



Foot not es:

To return to the corresponding text, click on the reference number or "Return to text.”

1. From “Quotations from Chairman Maozedong,” origindly from “ The Situation and Our Policy After
the Victory in the War of Resistance Against Japan,” August 13, 1945.
Return to text.

2. A prewar automobile manufactured in the Peopl€' s Republic.
Return to text.

3. Thelndtitute of Infectious and Parasitic Diseases of the First Affiliated Hospital, Chongging Medical
Universty.
Return to text.

4. Guokia Anquan Bu: The prewar Ministry of State Security.
Return to text.

1. Shetou: A “snake head,” the smuggler of “renshe’ or “human snake’ of refugees.
Return to text.

2. Liudong renkou: China s*“floating population” of homeless [abor.
Return to text.

3. Bao: The debt many refugeesincurred during their exodus.
Return to text.

1. Bad Brown: A nickname for the type of opium grown in the Badakhshan Province of Afghanistan.
Return to text.

2. PTSD: Post-traumatic stress disorder.
Return to text.

1. It has been dleged that, before the war, the sexua organs of Sudanese men convicted of adultery
were severed and sold on the world black market.
Return to text.

1. Children of Yassin: A youth-based terrorist organization named for the late Sheikh Yassin. Under dtrict
recruitment codes, dl martyrs could be no older than eighteen.
Return to text.
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2.“Surethevilest of beastsin Allah’s sight are those who disbelieve, then they would not believe.” From
the Holy Koran, part 8, Section 55.
Return to text.

3. By thispoint, the Isragli government had completed operation “Moses11,” which transported the last
of the Ethiopian “Fdasha’ into |srad.
Return to text.

4. At thetime, it was unsure whether the virus could survive in solid waste outside of the human body.
Return to text.

5. Unlike most country’s main battle tanks, the Isradli “Merkava’ contains rear hatchesfor troop

deployment.
Return to text.

1. The CIA, origindly the OSS, was not created until June 1942, six months after the Japanese attack on
Pearl Harbor.
Return to text.

1. Beforethe war, an online “ shooter game’ known as“ America s Army” was made available, free of
charge, by the U.S. government to the generd public, some have aleged, to entice new recruits.
Return to text.

1. Myth; athough red M& Mswere removed from 1976 to 1985, they did not use Red Dye No. 2.
Return to text.

1. The BMPisan armored personne carrier invented and used by Soviet, and now Russian, military
forces.
Return to text.

2.Semnadstat was a Russian magazine amed at teenage girls. It' stitle, 17, wasillegally copied from an
American publication of the same name.
Return to text.

1. Although thisis an exaggeration, prewar records have shown Y onkersto have the largest
press-to-military ratio than any other battlefield in history.
Return to text.

2. The standard, prewar 40-mm canister cartridge held 115 flechettes.
Return to text.

3. SAW: A light machine gun, short for Squad Automatic \Weapon.
Return to text.
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4. JSF: Joint Strike Fighters.
Return to text.

5. JISOW: Joint Standoff Wespon.
Return to text.

1. Germany’ s version of the Redeker Plan.
Return to text.

1. BRO: The Border Roads Organi zation.
Return to text.

1.“The Bear” wasthe Gulf War | nickname for the commandant of the NST program.
Return to text.

2. Vidkun Abraham Lauritz Jonsson Quiding: The Nazi-ingtaled president of Norway during World War
I.
Return to text.

1. Cdifornia s Inland Empire was one of thelast zones to be declared secure.
Return to text.

2. Macolm Van Ryzin: One of the most successful cinematographersin Hollywood.
Return to text.

3. DP: Director of Photography.
Return to text.

1. Joint Standoff Weapons were used in concert with avariety of other air-launched ordnance at
Y onkers.
Return to text.

2. A dight exaggeration. The amount of combat aircraft “grounded” during World War Z does not equd
those lost during World War I1.
Return to text.

3. AMARC: Aerospace Maintenance and Regeneration Center outside of Tucson, Arizona.
Return to text.

4. Meg: The pilot’snickname for their standard issue .22 automatic pistal. It is suspected that the
appearance of the weapon, its extended suppressor, folding stock, and telescopic sight, giveit the
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gppearance of the old Hasbro Transformerstoy “Megatron.” Thisfact hasyet to be confirmed.
Return to text.

5. At thispoint in the war, the new battle dress uniforms (BDUSs) were not in mass production.
Return to text.

6. “Baby-Ls’: Officidly apain reiever but used by many military personnel asadeep ad.
Return to text.

1. Although Machu Picchu was quiet throughout the war, the survivors at Vilcabamba did see aminor,
internal outbreak.
Return to text.

2. Themain British line of defense was fixed dong the Site of the old Roman Antonine Wall.
Return to text.

1. Ubunye: aword of Zulu origin for Unity.
Return to text.

2. Although opinion is divided on the subject, many prewar scientific studies have proven that the high
oxygenation retention of the Ganges has been the source of itslong-revered “miracle’ cures.
Return to text.

1. The Chang Doctrine: South Kored s version of the Redeker Plan.
Return to text.

2. There have been reports of aleged cannibalism during the famine of 1992 and that some of the victims
were children.
Return to text.

1. Hitoshi Matsumoto and Masatoshi Hamada were Japan’ s most successful prewar improvisationa
comedians.
Return to text.

2.“Safu” isthe nickname for the African driver ant. The term wasfirst used by Doctor Komatsu Y ukio
in hisaddressto the Diet.
Return to text.

3. It has been established that Japan suffered the largest percentage of suicides during the Greet Panic.
Return to text.

4.Bosozoku: Japanese youth-oriented motorcycle gangs that reached their popular peak in the 1980s
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and 1990s.
Return to text.

1. Onsen: A natura hot spring often used as acommuna bath.
Return to text.

2. Ikupasuy: Thetechnica term for asmdl, Ainu prayer stick. When later questioned about this
discrepancy, Mister Tomonaga answered that the name was given to him by histeacher, Mister Ota
Whether Otaintended to bestow some spiritua connection to this gardening implement or was Smply so
out of touch with his own culture (as many Ainu of his generation were), we will never know.

Return to text.

3. Chi-tai: Zone.
Return to text.

4. Tothisday, it is unknown how much theliving dead depend on sight.
Return to text.

5. Hayaji: God of thewind.
Return to text.

6. Oyamatsumi: Ruler of mountains and volcanoes.
Return to text.

1. The exact number of dlied and neutra shipsthat anchored in Cuban ports during the war is il
unknown.
Return to text.

1. The sation’ sreentry “lifeboat.”
Return to text.

2. The I SS ceased using dlectrolysisto generate oxygen asaway of conserving water.
Return to text.

3. Prewar specs put the | SS water recycling capability at 95 percent.
Return to text.

4. ATV: Automated Transfer Vehicle.
Return to text.

5. A secondary task of the disposable ATV wasto useits booster to maintain the station’ s orhit.
Return to text.
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6. ASTRO: Autonomous Space Transfer and Robotic Orbiter.
Return to text.

7. PSA: Persond Satdllite Assstance.
Return to text.

8. Tothisday, no one knowswhy the Saudi roya family ordered theignition of their kingdon'sail fields.
Return to text.

9. Thereservoir of Lesotho' s Katse Dam was confirmed to cause numerous seismic disturbances since
itscompletionin 1995.
Return to text.

10. The Internationa Space Station is equipped with acivilian ham radio, origindly, to dlow the crew to
talk to schoolchildren.
Return to text.

1. MkungaLaem: (The Eel and the Sword), theworld' s premier antizombie martia art.
Return to text.

1. It has been confirmed at least twenty-five million of this number include reanimated refugees from Latin
Americawho werekilled attempting to reach the Canadian north.
Return to text.

2. It has been alleged that severa members of the American military establishment openly supported the
use of thermonuclear wegpons during the Vietnam conflict.
Return to text.

1. Tread jobs: wartime dang for vehiclesthat traveled on treads.
Return to text.

2. M-trip-Seven: The Cadillac Gauge M 1117 Armored Security Vehicle.
Return to text.

3. The chemicad compasition of the army’ s battle dress uniform (BDU) is il classified.
Return to text.

4. BS; Battlefidd Sanitization.
Return to text.

5. Theassegai: An dl-sted, multipurpose implement named after the traditiona Zulu short spear.
Return to text.
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6. Noob: Short for “newbies,” zombies that have reanimated after the Great Panic.
Return to text.

7. M43 Combat Observation Aid.
Return to text.

8. I-Rations: short for Intelligent Rations, they were designed for maximum nutritiona efficiency.
Return to text.

9. KO: short for “Knock Out.”
Return to text.

10. Concertainer: A prefabricated, hollow barrier constructed of Kevlar and filled with earth and/or
debris.
Return to text.

1. PT: Physcd Traning.
Return to text.

2. AIT: Advanced Individud Training.
Return to text.

3. AGN: Army Group North.
Return to text.

4. China Lake wegpons research fecility.
Return to text.

1.L (Lethd) pill: A term to describe any poison capsule and one of the options available to infected U.S.
military combatants during World War Z.
Return to text.

1. John Lethbridge, circa1715.
Return to text.

2. “The Sturgeon Generd”: The old civilian nickname for the present commander of the DSCC.
Return to text.

3. Alan Hde, Senior.
Return to text.
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1. The highest fatdity ratio of al dlied forcesistill hotly debated.
Return to text.

1.Lion’s Roar, produced by Foreman Filmsfor the BBC.
Return to text.

2. Instrumental cover of “How Soon IsNow,” origindly written by Morrissey and Johnny Marr and
recorded by the Smiths.
Return to text.

3. Pronounced “flies” mainly because their pouncing attacks gave theillusion of flight.
Return to text.

4. At present, no scientific dataexist to substantiate the application of Bergmann's Rule during the war.
Return to text.

5. LaMOE: pronounced Lay-moh withaslent e.
Return to text.

6. Figures on wartime wegther patterns have yet to be officialy determined.
Return to text.

7. Mgjor Ted Chandrasekhar.
Return to text.

| loveyou, Mom.
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