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What has come before...


The zombie infection began with an experimental bacterium
created in a lab in London.  The geneticist responsible killed
the project after six months, not knowing that he himself harbored
a dormant form of the bacterium.  After engaging in a short
affair with him, Lucy Koplowitz brought the infection back to her
family in New York.  From then on, it was only a matter of
time.

 

Put in charge of the Zombie Task Force, police lieutenant
Anthony Heron has faced both zombies and demons.  As reports
of zombie incidents across the city increase, the task force is
given more money and more men.  Heron's schedule has become an
impossible eight day a week nightmare that has taken its toll on
his psyche. Harried beyond tolerance and obsessed with all of the
lives he has been taking, he's gone looking for the humanity in the
zombie.  When Greg Smith, one of his officers, discovers an
unusual zombie, Heron orders it caged at their headquarters rather
than at the hospital facility where they've been studied. 
Lieutenant Heron has quickly become obsessed with this
creature.

 










Linda


When Linda came out of the bedroom, he could hardly contain his
excitement.

 

"What?" Linda asked.

 

"You'll never believe it," he told her.  "I got a tour of
the facility."

 

Smacking him in the shoulder, she shouted, "No way!"

 

"They have a place where they cut them to pieces and they call
it the Butcher Shop.  The place where they hold them
is called the Zoo."

 

"The Zoo?  That’s outrageous.  Why is it that
people have so much trouble respecting a life that isn't their
own?"

 

He shrugged.  To be honest, it was a question he'd never
asked himself until he'd met Linda.  Even then, he hadn't
really asked himself the question.  He'd just sort of
put on a bit of a show to try and win her over.  But she was
unwinnable.  She was devoted to her cause in body and spirit
and that devotion was infectious.  After three long months of
trying to bed her, Mikael Seaver had seen past his petty goals and
recognized the importance of what she stood for.  And the
thing of it was that he was sure she knew.  The
moment he had sincerely changed track, their relationship had
deepened into a strong friendship.

 

Going over to the computer, he pulled out his cell phone and the
USB connector cable.  He plugged it in and waited for the
familiar alert to come up.  After first copying the contents
of his camera to the hard drive, he began to inspect them.

 

"These aren't very good," Linda said, looking over his
shoulder.

 

"It was dark in the Zoo, and I couldn't risk a
flash."

 

In the end, out of sixty three pictures, they decided on
four.  They had been hoping for more, but the four they chose
were good pictures.  In the early hours of the
morning, they logged onto their server and published their
organized content over the web where people all over the world
could have a look.










The Zombie Rights Association


"Look at this," Linda said, dropping a newspapaer onto the
table.  Mikael had been home sick with a cold, desperately
frightened that he had caught the zombie infection.  He looked
at the headline.

 

"Are they talking about us?"

 

She nodded, beaming.

 

"They're calling us the Zombie Rights Association?"

 

"They even abbreviate it," she said.  "They call us the
ZRA."

 

He tapped his finger on the table, thinking about it. 
"We're not much of an association," he said.  "It's just us
and the people who've contributed to the site."

 

"Well," she began, "maybe it's time we did some more and lived
up to our name."










The Terrible Zombie Hunters


Linda came home crying.

 

In all the time Mikael had seen her, he was sure he'd only seen
her cry a handful of times.  And even when she did cry, he was
sure it was for the benefit of someone else.  It was almost as
if she engineered the tears.  But not this time.  He was
sitting on the ratty futon, watching the television when she came
in the door.  It was an old episode of Friends, one
of his favorite, so he didn’t even bother to look up.  But
something in the way she was breathing gave her away.  He knew
her too well.

 

"I'm fine," she snapped when he asked her about it.  She
was trying to cover it up.  Another person might have been
fooled.  But not Mikael.

 

Staring dumbly as she went to her room, he glanced back at the
television, then back at the closed door of her room.  He
didn't know what to do.  Their relationship was so unlike any
relationship he'd had with any other woman.  They were
friends.  They were roommates.  But they weren't
lovers.  They had never been lovers.  And while he was
still attracted to her, he'd learned to live with the idea that
they would never be together.  Or, at least, that's what he
told himself.

 

Mikael went and knocked on her door.

 

"I'm all right," she said from behind the door.

 

"Of course you are," he said back.  "But I thought you
might want to talk about whatever it is that's not
bothering you."

 

He heard her laugh.  Then the door opened and she allowed
him to see her tears.  "Oh, Mikael," she said to him.  "A
terrible thing happened at Angus."

 

And that was how it began.  Some dumbass kids had
discovered that there were zombies there.  Of course, Mikael
had said again and again that the zombies needed to be kept inside
but a lot of others protested.  If they locked up the zombies
then they were no better than the people running Arthur
Conroy.  They needed to be "free range zombies". 
Mikael thought that was stupid, but he was outvoted.  So the
kids had gone and hunted some zombies, killing a whole lot of
them.  Not only that, they'd brought the police.  Now the
police had two cars sitting outside the grounds, always watching
for zombie activity.  Well, they'd get plenty of that, but
Mikael would be damned if he'd show up there himself.  He
wouldn't let Linda go either.

 

An argument ensued.

 

Mikael was a practical fellow and considered the endeavor a
write-off.  There were still three other locations full of the
rescued dead and one other that was at a fraction of
capacity.  The owner of Angus wouldn't say anything
to the police.  Mikael was certain of that.  They were
safe from prosecution and that was the best he could hope
for.  Too bad that wasn't good enough for Linda.

 

So they'd had meetings.  They'd begun working out a rescue
plan.










Attack on the Safe Houses

Click to edit this text.








Please DON'T Hurt Me


"Where's Linda?" he said to Rodney as he came down the
stairs.  Rodney was covered from head to toe in the white bee
keeper's suit and smelled of cheap perfume.  Cheap perfume
confused the zombies' senses.  The cheaper the better.

 

With one gloved hand, Rodney pointed up the staircase.

 

Mikael, wearing only a T-shirt and a pair of jeans, looked up at
the ceiling then back at Rodney.  "What does that mean? 
Is she coming?"

 

"I don't think so," Rodney said.  "She…she's sick."

 

Mikael might have grabbed him but there was stuff on
the suit.  Zombie stuff.  "You mean she was bitten? 
How did that happen?"

 

Rodney shook his head under his helmet.  "She didn't get
bitten.  She's been sick all day.  Didn't you
notice?  You live with her for Christ's sake."

 

"You need to help me with her," Mikael said, panic
stricken.  "You need to come back upstairs and help me."

 

"No can do," Rodney told him.  "They need me in the
pipe."

 

The pipe.  They'd used the old sewage pipe to sneak onto
the grounds of Angus Construction Yard and they were
ferrying the zombies out without the cops knowing.  It was a
great plan.  The lives of dozens of zombies would be saved
that day.  Of course the delivery site wasn't such a great
choice.  Mikael had never been on board with that.

 

Mikael pushed past Rodney and went up the stairs, calling for
Linda.  He found her on the top floor in a small abandoned
office.  She was sitting on the floor, leaning up against the
wall.  Blood had bubbled up around her nostrils and her eyes
were glassy.

 

"Linda?" Mikael choked, kneeling next to her.  "Come on,
Linda.  Can you make it?"

 

She looked at him and her eyes focused for a moment, but he
could see that there wasn't much life left in them.  Just like
that, Mikael realized that it had all been for nothing.  He
understood now.  When you see a faceless, nameless zombie it's
easy to find it in your heart to pity it and want to help it. 
But when it's someone you know, someone you care about, all you
want to do is lay it to rest.

 

Mikael left the room and began looking through the debris in the
hallway.  He found a two by four with a nail in it and grabbed
hold of it.  Going back into the room, he hefted it over her
head.  She looked up at him, but didn't have the strength to
move.  He didn't even know if she recognized him.

 

"I'm sorry," he said to her, the piece of wood held high over
his head.  He was crying now.  The tears ran down his
face and he had trouble keeping the weapon steady through his
convulsive sobs.  "But it's all bull shit.  All of
it.  This is the only way.  I'm sorry…"

 

Then he dropped the two by four and fell to his knees once
again.  For long minutes, he stayed like that, just kneeling
on the floor and weeping into his hands.  Finally, he managed
to compose himself enough to crawl over to her.  Her chest
rose and fell slowly, her shallow breaths having turned to wheezing
rasps.

 

"I'm sorry," he said again.  He wanted to kiss her. 
He so desperately wanted to kiss her but that would have been the
end of him.  "I can't do it and I'm sorry.  I just…I love
you, Linda.  Maybe you know that.  Maybe not.  Just
hear me.  If it's not bull shit.  If you're still you
after…after…"

 

Turning away, he began to cry again.  He found his feet and
rummaged through the desk.  There wasn't much but he found a
bunch of discarded stickers.  HELLO.  My name is… 
Quickly, he scribbled onto one of the stickers Linda.  Please
DON'T hurt me.  Then he tore it off of the backing and went to
her.  Sticking it onto her chest, his hand lingered for a
moment, feeling the intermittent beats of her heart.

 

"I'll be waiting for you," he said.  "Come back to me if
you can."

 

He moved her under the desk and laid her out as comfortably as
possible.  She didn't resist.  She couldn't resist. 
Then he tore the tattered drapes from the windows and covered the
desk so that she would be hidden from view.  He didn't know
when the police would come looking but they eventually would. 
Whatever happened then was…well…  He didn't like to think
about it.

 

He didn't say goodbye to her.  He couldn't bring himself to
do it.  Instead, he took a last glance under the drape,
replaced it, and left.










Epitaph


On Christmas morning, Mikael woke up with a headache.  It
didn't feel like any kind of headache he'd ever had before and he'd
suffered through migraines.  Even though he knew it was the
zombie plague, he downed four ibuprofen and hoped for the
best.  While the medicine did help with the headache somewhat,
other symptoms began to manifest and he knew that he was a dead man
before the clock struck noon.  Thinking back over his first
experience with zombies in Arthur Conroy Memorial Hospital
and through everything since, he realized that he had made some
poor choices.  He had now seen the zombie plague from three
perspectives.  Outsider, someone who's lost a loved one, and
now victim.  Each progressive phase brought him further and
further away from any interest in protecting these unnatural
creatures.  Now that he was going to be a zombie he hoped and
prayed that some bold police officer would have the courage to put
a bullet in his head and end it all.  Meanwhile, what he
really wished was that he had the courage to do it himself.

 

Still, while he could hold a thought, there was work to be
done.  He quickly turned on his computer and sat down to type
out his legacy.  As the machine booted up and he saw his hazy
reflection in the surface of the monitor, he realized he was
angry.  Dying didn't matter.  His discomfort didn't
matter.  He wasn't even really afraid.  But if he was
going to get the damned infection anyway, he should have kissed
Linda before she died.  That's what made him angry. 
Since their relationship had become sincere, he had wasted every
opportunity to tell her how he felt.  He'd justified it by
projecting his own impression of her feelings onto her, but in all
too many instances the word justification is synonymous
with excuse.  And then, when she was dying and
probably petrified, he didn't give her that last kiss.  That
first kiss.  He was a failure.

 

He poured all of this anger into the document on his machine,
even as he poured whiskey into a tall glass.  It took him
almost two hours of drinking and writing to complete it and it was
barely a page long.  But it was good.  It was everything
he wanted to say, the most important things that he wanted the
world to know.

 

As the hour grew late and the sun began to set, he printed the
document and taped it to his chest.  He left the computer on
in case something happened to the paper when he turned.  He
turned off the computer's ability to save the screen, drop into
standby or hibernation, or turn itself off.  His document
would be burned into the screen when the police found him. 
Satisfied with his work, he downed the last of his liquor and then
drank a bottle of Nyquil.  Before going to bed, he called
911.  He gave the agent his name and address and told her that
he had the zombie plague and was near death.  By the time
their conversation was over, he could hardly stand.  He made
his way to the bedroom and lay down in the bed.  He pulled the
covers up to his chin and let the alcohol and the medicine work
their magic.  He was asleep in minutes.










Out of the Past


Three days before Christmas, Gwen Smith called her son in New
York and told him that she and his father had managed to score
plane tickets for Christmas and would it be all right if they
visited.  Normally, such an event in any family would be
considered a Christmas miracle and there would be tears of
joy.  But in the Smith family there was trepidation.  The
first thing Greg Smith asked his mother was whether or not
everything was okay.  Was someone sick?  No.  No one
was sick.  They wanted to see him and they wanted to meet
their grandchildren.

 

Deirdre Smith, Greg's wife, had been born and raised in New
York.  She'd come from a single parent family with four
children, including herself.  Her mother hadn't been an
alcoholic or a drug addict.  She hadn't been a prostitute and
she hadn't marched an endless parade of boyfriends through their
one bedroom apartment while Deirdre was growing up.  But as a
single parent with four children, she'd had to work three
jobs.  She was able to spend an average of two hours a week
with her children and couldn't afford any sort of daycare.  So
the kids were taught to lock themselves in the apartment, change
their clothing, wash themselves, brush their teeth, and feed
themselves all without adult supervision.  For Deirdre it had
been okay.  She'd learned the value of being a parent. 
For her oldest brother, it hadn't worked out well.  The price
of freedom was an underdeveloped conscience and a prison sentence
that would last well into his nieces' and nephews'
adulthoods.  The results for her other two siblings were
mixed.  Her sister was unmarried and wouldn't set down
roots.  Her younger brother was in and out of jobs and did an
awful lot of gambling.  They were both decent people, but not
particularly stable.

 

Through all of this, though, the one thing Greg Smith's parents
had focused on was the color of her skin.  Deirdre was black
and Greg was white.  He'd always known it would be a
problem.  When he'd started seeing her, his friends had all
told him to leave it alone or he was going to fracture his
family.  But Deirdre was not the kind of woman you just leave
alone.  He'd gone on a couple of dates with her just for
fun.  He'd never dated a black girl before and was kind of
excited about expanding his horizons.  But he'd quickly fallen
in love with her and that meant he'd had to tell his parents. 
The reaction was predictable.

 

His father thought that he was playing a joke.  His mother
just sort of locked up.  He never knew just how she felt
because she never said anything.  Anyway, his relationship
with his parents became strained.  Every time he tried to get
them to accept his choice of girlfriend there was a fight. 
Greg knew that they went to bed every night praying that he would
see the error in his ways.  Unfortunately, he went on to marry
her.  And when that had happened, his parents had cut ties
with him altogether.

 

Greg and Deirdre had been married almost five years when the
phone call from his mother came those three days before
Christmas.  They had two little girls, Kala and June. 
Kala had turned three in October while June wasn't even a year
yet.  Greg's parents had never met them.  Deirdre's mom
had worked herself to death and she never spoke about her
father.  Ever.

 

"What's changed, Ma?" Greg asked.

 

"We have," she answered.  "At least, our perspective
has."

 

He couldn't give her an answer right then and there.  He
needed to discuss it with Deirdre first.  After all, his job
took up a lot of his time.  He'd have Christmas Eve and
Christmas Day; he'd made sure of that.  But he'd be working
for most of the rest of the visit leaving his wife with the bigoted
people who'd refused even to meet her.

 

He told her about the phone call that night before they went to
sleep.  She was paging through some book on her electronic
tablet and he interrupted her.  While he told her, she
appeared not to pay even the slightest bit of attention to
him.  Even when he finished speaking, she didn't acknowledge
him.  This was a mannerism of hers that had infuriated him
after they'd married.  By now, though, he was used to it and
knew to simply wait until she was ready to answer.

 

"They're your parents, Greg," she said to him.  "If they're
willing to give me a chance, then I suppose I owe it you to do the
same."

 

From his point of view, she didn't owe him anything.  From
his point of view, she was well within her rights to tell him that
she didn't want to meet them nor did she want her children exposed
to their racist attitude.  But she didn't.  And he found,
much to his own surprise, that he was elated.  He was getting
his parents back.  That didn't happen every day.

 

With a quick kiss on the lips, he leapt out of bed and went down
the stairs to make the phone call.  His mother answered and
sounded even happier than he felt.  She gave him her flight
information, which he scribbled on the back of an envelope. 
When he hung up the phone, he couldn't sleep, so he turned on the
TV, checked out some of the on demand stuff and found a
movie he hadn't seen since he was a kid.  It was blast
from the past night at the Smith house.  And Greg Smith
was loving it.










Meet the Parents


Gwen and Hank Smith got off the plane at LaGuardia International
Airport, took their stops at the bathroom, and proceeded to baggage
claim.  Greg was there to meet them, shifting nervously on
both feet.  It had been more than five years since he'd seen
his parents.  The only communication they'd had was via email
and even that was infrequent and only with his mother.  They
looked much the same as he remembered.  His dad was a bit more
grey and maybe a bit fatter.  But his mother was still this
trim and fit woman.  There were lines on her face now and he
could see that she struggled to get her hair to do what it had
always done.  But she kept herself well.  They didn't see
him at first and he didn't quite know what to do.  He just
stood there for a minute, frozen in indecision.  Then his
mother caught sight of him and the sun rose over her face. 
She thrust her carry-on bag into Hank's arms and rushed
forward.  By the time she cleared the distance between them,
Greg had his arms open and she fell into his embrace.  He was
taller than she was.  Of course, he'd been taller than she for
a long time.  But it didn't stop him from burying his face in
her neck the way he had as a child.  He could smell her hair
and a wave of nostalgia crashed over him.  She was crying.

 

When they pulled away, Greg's eyes were glazed over as
well.  His father had come up in the interim and stood by
awkwardly.  Greg looked him up and down, sizing up the measure
of the old man.  First they shook hands, like men do. 
Then they shared a hesitant and, frankly, tense hug.  Finally,
they found their places at the baggage carousel and waited for the
luggage to arrive.

 

During the ride back to Greg's house in Brooklyn, Gwen spoke
about all of the things that had been happening over the past five
years.  She caught him up on people he hadn't heard from in a
long time.  Normally, he wouldn't have cared so much.  It
may have sounded harsh, but he just didn't have time for people who
weren't a regular part of his life.  Of course, up until a few
minutes before, his parents had been among those people.  And
right now, anything that brought him home was good.

 

As they neared the house, he began to grow apprehensive. 
He wasn't sure if it showed; he hoped not.  The meeting
between his parents and Deirdre was half a decade overdue.  He
didn't know exactly how his wife would react to his parents nor how
they would react to her.  In his mother, he had faith. Behind
the scenes, it was she who had engineered this whole reunion. 
Of that he was sure.  Gwen Smith wouldn't reestablish contact
only to throw it away by insulting her son's wife.  His
father, on the other hand, was a different story.  Greg had no
doubt that Hank planned on giving Deirdre a fair chance.  But
he was a judgmental man and he would preside over the next few
hours like a supreme justice viewing an important case.  That
particular attitude might not sit well with Deirdre.  The
possibilities gave Greg stomach cramps.

 

Greg's was one of three houses on the block to have a
driveway.  He pulled into it and got out of the car.  He
was trying to control his breathing and his nerves and not doing so
well.  The anxiety, he could see, had spread to his parents as
well.  Gwen was fidgeting nervously with her fingers and Hank
was stiff as a board.  In an effort to dispel his own
crumbling resolve, he put himself to work unloading the baggage
from the trunk.  As he was putting one bag on the floor, he
heard the storm door open and shut.  Someone had come out.

 

Heart beating in his throat, he peeked out from behind the car
to see Kala walking toward them.  Kala was light skinned, more
like him than his wife.  The genetic combination had made her
hair almost unmanageable.  Deirdre did some great things with
it but this was a kid who was going to blame her parents for what
would be an undeserving number of bad hair days.  She'd put on
her pink Dora the Explorer jacket and hat.  She was
looking at Gwen and Hank, who stared dumbly back at her.  Kala
was not a shy kid.  She would talk to anyone and Greg and
Deirdre had spent the day before explaining about
grandparents.  This would be her first experience with
them.

 

Finally, her decision made, Kala went right up to Hank. 
Her head barely reached to his waste and she tilted it up to look
into his face.  Smokey breath billowed from his
nostrils.  To Greg he looked like a dragon whose rage was on
the verge of being awakened.

 

"Are you my grandpa?" she asked him.

 

Dumbly, he nodded.

 

"My name's Kala.  Can I hug you?" she asked, raising her
arms.

 

Unsure of what to do, he looked over at Gwen, who practically
took off while flapping her arms in encouragement.  So he
reached down and scooped the child into his arms and hugged her
close.  He kept his eyes tightly shut as he did so, afraid for
anyone to see the tears.

 

When Greg and Gwenn finally looked away, they saw that Deirdre
had also come out of the house.  She was standing on the front
stoop balancing June on her hip.  The look on her face was
undefinable.  She seemed both overjoyed and protective at the
same time.  It was as if she believed that Hank's affection
for the child was just a front for the hate he felt inside.

 

"Mrs. Smith?" she said, approaching Gwen.  It felt funny
for her to say it.  After all, they were really both
Mrs. Smith.

 

Gwenn turned away from Hank, who wasn't letting go of the child,
and seemed startled by the nearness of Deirdre.  "Oh, my God,
Deirdre, you have to call me Gwenn."

 

"And you'll call me Dee, just like everyone else."

 

Gwenn smiled, leaning in toward the baby in Deirdre's
arms.  "This is June?"

 

June, very different from her sister, turned her head away,
burying her face in her mother's shoulder.

 

"It's okay," Deirdre said to her daughter.  "This is your
grandma."

 

Greg came forward, rolling two bags behind him.  He kissed
Deirdre once and then headed for the house.  "It's freezing
out here," he said, and then disappeared inside.

 

It would be inaccurate to say that that was all it took. 
Deirdre was still wary of Greg's parents.  June, maybe sensing
her mother's trepidation, wouldn't go to either of them.  Kala
played with both of her grandparents but even she was more subdued
than normal.  They made small talk in the living room while
the dinner was cooking.  Most of it involved catching
up.  They tried to bring Deirdre in on the conversation by
explaining some of the details.  She'd heard some of the
stories from Greg over the years and just nodded when others came
up.  Most of all, though, she could see that Greg was happy
and relaxed.  It meant a lot for him to have his children
playing with his parents and if anything was going to screw it up
it wouldn't be Deirdre.  Greg's work was far too stressful and
this kind of opportunity did wonders to lessen the burden.

 

They ate a nice Christmas Eve dinner of lemon trout and stewed
potatoes.  It was one of the myriad recipes that Deirdre had
picked up from watching the cooking channel late at night. 
Greg loved to eat so he never complained about her television
habit.  Whatever put a spectacular meal on the table was worth
the price of going to bed alone some nights.

 

After the meal, Hank looked up from his plate, right at Deirdre,
and said.  "Truly fantastic, Dee.  Thanks so much."

 

It was a unique compliment from Hank Smith and not one he would
have made insincerely.  Food was a special thing to all of the
Smith men.  If they didn't like a meal, the best you could
hope for was that they would say nothing.  Deirdre was well
aware of this and blushed at the compliment.

 

Later on they put the kids to sleep, placed their presents
around the tree, and sat in the living room.  Gwenn teased
Greg about not having roasted chestnuts and Deirdre started to
laugh hysterically.  During their first Christmas together,
she'd gone all out with the preparations.  At that time, Greg
had been brooding over not having Christmas with his parents so she
had wanted to make it special.  Well, when he'd walked into
the house and smelled the chestnuts roasting, he'd gone straight to
the oven, pulled them out, and thrown them in the garbage. 
After throwing the bag into the can outside, he'd proceeded to
spray every room in the house with air freshener while Deirdre had
stood by dumbfounded.  She told this story throughout fits of
laughter and Gwenn began to laugh as well.  Hank, far more
reserved, still managed to smile and wink at his son, who was both
prideful and embarrassed.

 

"Why did you do that, Greg?" Gwenn taunted him.

 

"Mom, please."

 

"Oh, come on, Greg," Deirdre joined in.  "Tell us why we
can't have roasted chestnuts in the house."

 

He sighed.  "I don't like the smell."

 

"He's gotten reserved over the years, Dee," Gwenn said.

 

But she shook her head.  "Tell us what they smell like,
Greg."

 

He sighed again and recited, "It's what it smells like when a
fart throws up."

 

They burst into tears again.  This time his father even
joined in.










A Healthy Marriage


That night, as they got into bed, Greg turned to Deirdre and
gave her a long kiss on the mouth.  "Thank you.  I know
how hard it must have been."

 

"You have no idea how hard it was," she said to him, though not
resentfully.  "But if you want me to forgive them, then I
will."

 

"I want you to forgive them," he said to her.  "Not because
I miss them or because I think the children should have
grandparents.  I mean, I do and they should, but that's not
why.  I want you to forgive them for the same reason I forgive
them.  I think they're sincere.  My dad especially. 
I'm sure it's tough for you to see it because you don't know him,
but I think he's put aside all of his petty racist bullshit."

 

"How do you know?" she asked.  "How do you know they won't
try to sabotage us?"  It really was a terrible thing to ask
and she knew it.  Even had she suspected it, she should have
kept it to herself.

 

"They couldn't if they tried," Greg said.  "I chose you
over them years ago and I don't regret that choice.  But I
watched my dad tonight, the way he was looking at me and at the
kids and at you."

 

"And what did you see?"

 

Greg smiled a small smile.  "I saw pride.  He wasn't
judging us at all.  He was just proud of our family and happy
that we'd let him back in."

 

She thought about what he'd said and finally nodded.  Like
he said, she didn't know Hank and Gwen and she wasn't able to see
the things Greg said he was seeing.  But she knew him and she
knew that he wouldn't lie to her.  She also knew that if it
came down to choosing once again, he really would choose her
again.  That made her feel lucky and secure.  And that
was all that she needed.










Christmas Day


Kala was still too young to be terribly excited about Christmas
Day.  At least, she wasn't excited enough to lie awake all
night and drag her parents out of bed at four o'clock in the
morning.  Still, she never slept past seven anyway.  She
padded into Greg and Deirdre's bedroom and tugged on her dad's
t-shirt.  It took a couple of minutes and an adjustment to the
strength applied to the tugging, but he finally grumbled to
her.

 

"Daddy," she said.  "Daddy!"

 

"What is it, sunshine?"

 

"I want to watch TV."

 

Breathing out his sleep, he struggled to a sitting position and
lifted the child onto his lap.

 

"Are there presents?"

 

He laughed and elbowed his wife.  "Dee, wake up.  Kala
wants to know if there are presents."

 

"All mommy wants for Christmas is to sleep late."

 

They both got out of bed and went to check on June.  She
was still asleep, a minor miracle, so they left her.  It
wouldn't be fair to make Kala wait.

 

Gwenn and Hank were already up and coffee was made.  Gwenn
had the frying pans on the stove but had waited for breakfast
orders before starting to cook.  She also wanted permission
from the woman of the house before doing so.

 

Deirdre let out a snort of laughter.  "Be my guest."

 

Under the tree was a wealth of gifts for two small
children.  There were also several new gifts for the children
and for Greg and Deirdre.  Apparently, Santa Claus really had
come for a visit.  As Kala ripped into her first gift, the
sound of tearing paper was accompanied by the wailing of a small
child upstairs.  Putting down the present that he was about to
open, Greg got up from the couch and went to get June.  While
he was upstairs, there was an awkward silence between Deirdre and
his parents.  It went completely unnoticed by Kala who
squealed every time she opened up a new toy that was just
what she wanted.

 

A couple of minutes later, the room was filled with the tinny
sound of The Devil Went Down to Georgia.  They all
looked around for a moment until Deirdre realized what it was.

 

"Greg," she called.  "It's your cell."

 

He was already coming down the stairs, June in his arms, as she
went to retrieve it.  As she looked at the caller ID, a dark
cloud passed over her face.  He knew right away that the
screen read Heron.  He traded his wife the child for
the phone and answered it.

 

"You promised," she whispered.

 

"Hello?" he said into the phone, holding up his index
finger.

 

"Mr. Smith?" came a woman's voice.  "Is this Greg
Smith?"

 

"Yes, who's this?"

 

"Thank God.  This is Alicia Heron, Anthony's wife."

 

"Oh," he said.  "Is everything all right, Mrs. Heron?"

 

"No, actually," she said.  He heard the choking sound of
muffled tears in her voice.  "Have you heard from
Anthony?"

 

Now he was really confused.  "No, ma'am."

 

"When I woke up this morning he was gone.  He didn't take
the car and he didn't take the phone.  Where would he go?"

 

"Maybe he just went for a walk or a run. He runs, right?"

 

"He's been gone too long.  I called the headquarters but
they said he wasn't there.  He's spoken of you often so I
thought you might have heard…"

 

"I haven't but I'll make a few calls.  We'll find him."

 

"Thank you, Greg.  Thank you so much."

 

"It's not a problem, Mrs. Heron.  Keep his phone near you
and I'll call you back in a little while."

 

She thanked him again and hung up.

 

When he looked up, Deirdre was standing in front of him with her
arms folded across her chest.  Gwen was standing in the
background holding June.  June had finally gone to
grandma.

 

"It's not what you think," he said.  "The lieutenant's gone
missing and his wife is worried.  I've got to make some
calls."

 

She didn't say anything, but she didn't lose the dark expression
either.

 

He didn't need this to be public so he took his phone and went
up to the bedroom.  Where would Heron go?  Alicia had
said that she had called headquarters, but Greg had the funny idea
that was where he'd gone.  It was either that or he was
wandering around aimlessly.  Headquarters was his first
call.

 

Nancy, one of the receptionists, answered gloomily.

 

"Good morning, Nancy, it's Greg Smith."

 

"Merry Christmas," she answered with more than a hint of
sarcasm.  "What are you calling about?"

 

"Have you seen or heard from the lieutenant this morning?"

 

"That's weird.  His wife called to ask, too."

 

"I know."

 

"Then you know that I haven't seen him," she snapped.

 

"Did you check the basement?" he asked.

 

She snorted.  "Why would he go down there?"

 

"So you didn't check."

 

"I can't just run all over the building, you know.  I have
work to do even if it is Christmas."

 

"Nancy, I need you to send somebody down to the basement to
check if Lieutenant Heron is down there."

 

"Fine," she huffed.

 

"If no one's around, go down and check yourself."

 

"Okay.  As soon as I get a minute…"

 

"No, Nancy.  I need you to check right now.  Take a
five minute break from whatever it is you're doing and go check
right now."

 

"Look, Greg…"

 

"If I don't hear from you in five minutes, I'm going to call
back."  It didn't sound like much of a threat, but it did the
trick.  She acquiesced without further display of attitude and
hung up the phone.

 

Tossing his phone onto the bed, Greg pulled a pair of jeans and
a green sweatshirt from his dresser.  Then he ran into the
bathroom and quickly brushed his teeth and washed his face. 
It wasn't a shower, but it would have to do.  He knew he was
going to have to leave the house.  What he didn't know was
whether or not Deirdre was going to allow him to come back.

 

The phone was already ringing by the time he came out of the
bathroom.  Johnny, you rosin up your bow and play your
fiddle hard…

 

"Nancy," he said as he answered it.

 

"He's down there," she said.  She had dropped the attitude
from before but now sounded creeped out.

 

"Is he all right?"

 

"Yeah, he looks okay.  I didn't talk to him, though. 
He's sitting by that cage where you weirdos put that zombie."

 

Shit.  "All right.  Don't disturb him. 
I'm coming down there and I'll take care of it."

 

"Take care of what?"

 

"Nevermind.  Thanks, Nancy."

 

He disconnected before she could say anything else and quickly
dialed back Alicia Heron.  He told her that he'd found Heron
and he was going to go and pick him up and bring him home. 
Yes, he was all right.  No, he didn't know why he'd
left.  Basically, he'd wanted to ease her mind but not provide
speculations about the lieutenant's state of mind.

 

Coming down the stairs, he caught the others sitting at the
breakfast table.

 

"Are you coming back?" Deirdre asked icily.

 

"It's not what you think," he said to her.  He filled her
in on what had happened, this time elaborating a bit by telling her
what he thought.  "I'll be home in a couple of hours."

 

She warmed a bit, then got up from the table and gave him a
kiss.  "You'd better be."

 

"Greg?" Hank said from the table.  "Can I come with
you?"

 

For the first time, he noticed that his father was
dressed.  His first instinct was to refuse, but the truth was
that he couldn't think of a reason why.  He wasn't actually
going to work.  He wasn't going to be doing anything
dangerous.  Why not spend a couple of hours with the father he
hadn't seen in five years?

 

"Sure, dad," he said.  "Glad of the company."

 

He gave Deirdre another kiss and headed out the door with his
father trailing behind.  They got into the car and Greg pulled
out and started toward the Brooklyn Bridge.  Traffic was
light.  Hopefully, the couple of hours estimate was going to
be excessive.

 

After a few minutes, Hank said.  "Thanks for letting me
come."

 

"I figured you didn't want to be stuck home with all of the
women."

 

Hank shrugged.  "I'm going to spend time with them anyway
while you go to work.  I did hope to have some time with you
alone, though."

 

"What's on your mind?"

 

"I needed to apologize to you, Greg.  I know it's hollow
after all these years.  I know I've thrown away a lot of time
over bullshit, but I have to say it.  You were right about
everything.  Dee's as good a woman as there is."

 

"I appreciate it, dad.  It means an awful lot."

 

Hank stared out at downtown Brooklyn and then the water as they
crossed the bridge.  "Your mother begged me to let it go, you
know.  We almost split when you got married because I was too
stubborn to accept Dee."

 

Greg clenched his teeth.  "I didn't know that."

 

"Yeah, I think through all of this, she's probably suffered the
most.  I mean you had your wife and your kids and she decided
to stay with me.  She's been working on me through every
holiday and damned if she didn't finally break through."

 

"I'm curious, dad.  What finally changed your mind?"

 

"I think I was breaking for a long time.  Football season
really did me in every year.  I missed us watching the games
every Sunday.  No matter what, we'd spend Sunday together
watching the games.  But I guess I really just opened my eyes
to the world around me.  You know, I grew up in an environment
where I was taught that people were supposed to be separate."

 

"You raised me that way, too."

 

"Yeah, I did, but my outside influences reinforced the
separation.  Yours didn't."  Hank paused, taking in the
majesty of Manhattan.  "Anyway, there's all this fighting
between the politicians about gay marriage and here I am thinking
what's the big deal?  I mean, what does it matter to me if two
guys or two women want to get married?  People should be able
to marry who they want."

 

He stopped talking there for a minute but Greg sensed that he
wasn't finished.  He waited.

 

Eventually, Hank let out a short, mirthless laugh.  "As if
that isn't the most fucking hypocritical thing you've ever
heard."

 

Now Greg laughed.

 

"Anyway," Hank said.  "That was my revelation and I thought
that if you ever reached out to me again, I'd be okay with
it.  Then I realized that it was my responsibility to reach
out to you and up to you whether or not it would be okay.  So
I gave your mom the nod, because I'm too weak to do it
myself.  I know we won't be able to watch all the football
games together anymore, what with you in New York and me in
Wisconsin, but we could catch one or two, and we could talk on the
phone or use the computer…"

 

The words stopped coming and when Greg looked over, he could see
that his father had buried his face in his hands.  He was
about to ask him if he was all right when he noticed that those
hands were shaking and the body was shuddering.  Hank Smith
was sobbing.  For Greg Smith, it was a very sobering
sight.

 

Finally, through the crying, he heard Hank say, "Oh, God, I'm so
sorry, Greg.  All these years…  I can't believe I was
willing to throw away my family.  I can't believe
it!"  His hands came away from his face to pound on the
dashboard in anger.  Greg had never seen his father like
this.  Whatever change the old man must have undergone, it had
been a big one.  There was so much about him that was the same
yet there was so much about him that was different.  And he
never, for a moment, doubted his sincerity.  Since the day of
his birth, Greg could never remember seeing Hank shed a tear, let
alone breaking down.  He'd seen his father cope with the
deaths of his own parents, of an older sister, and friends he'd
made during his military service.  He'd weathered hard
financial times with rock solid constitution.  He'd faced down
sickness and unemployment.  Hank had stood hard in the
forefront of conflicts of all shapes and sizes and he'd beaten them
all with a scowl on his face and fire in his eyes.

 

He looked up, eyes red and pleading.  "Greg, can I ever
make it up to you?"

 

Greg smiled, feeling the tears pooling in his own eyes. 
"Don't sweat it, Dad.  You already did."










Rescuing Heron


The building where the Zombie Unit of the Police Force kept its
headquarters was as empty as it was ever going to be.  There
were three guards on duty at the front desk.  They had a small
TV hidden underneath, but they were all alert as soon as the Smiths
walked through the doors.

 

"Morning," one of them said and Greg responded in kind, taking
out his identification and indicating that his father should do so
as well.

 

The guard took both cards and looked at them.  "Are you on
duty today, sir?"

 

Greg shook his head.  "I heard that Lieutenant Heron had
come down and I need to see him."

 

The guard looked in the book and confirmed that Heron had signed
in.  "All right, sir."

 

They moved through the metal detectors and toward the
elevators.  Greg pushed the button and then turned to his
father.  "I don't know that you want to come down with
me."

 

"I'll be fine," Hank said, defensively.

 

Greg shook his head.  "It's not like that, dad.  We've
got a zombie down there.  If you've never seen one, well,
it'll give you nightmares.  It's not like the movies. 
They're dead people and they've got this look in their eyes that no
actor could ever hope to imitate.  And they make a sound that
no microphone can capture.  And they smell, dad."

 

Hank hesitated a moment, not sure what to do.  "Are you
sure?"

 

Greg nodded.  "I won't be long."

 

The elevator arrived and Greg stepped on.  Hank didn't
follow and the door closed between them.

 

There were no exercises going on down there on Christmas
Day.  There was a squad up in the office, probably hanging out
and drinking non-alcoholic eggnog.  But the basement was
deserted except for Linda in her cage and Heron just outside of
it.  The lieutenant hadn't bothered to turn on all the
lights.  How he could sit in the presence of the zombie with
the darkness around him baffled Greg.  He'd have been
searching the shadows for the monsters that weren't there. 
Still, one row of lights was on so it wasn't completely dark. 
Greg walked forward until he was standing beside Heron.  For a
while, he didn't say anything and Heron didn't acknowledge his
presence.  Ultimately, though, he lost their game of verbal
chicken.

 

"What are you doing here, Lieutenant?"

 

Heron didn't look up.  "I went out for a run this morning
and realized that it was Christmas."

 

Greg nodded.  "Shouldn't you be at home with your
family?"

 

"She shouldn't be alone on Christmas," Heron said, nodding
toward Linda.

 

"And your family?"

 

Heron looked up at the younger man.  His eyes were drawn
and his face had paled a bit.  "I don't feel comfortable with
them anymore, Greg.  This is my world, now."

 

If those words had come from anyone but Anthony Heron, he'd have
laughed.  The melodrama was just too much.  But Heron's
psyche was fragile.

 

"That's a choice you make," he said.  "Is that the way you
want it to be?"

 

"I don't know.  Do you think, maybe I should take her
home?"

 

Greg opened his mouth to answer before realizing that he hadn't
understood the question.  "Wait.  Who?"

 

"Linda," Heron answered, exasperated.  "Do you think I
should bring her to meet my family?"

 

That was an unsettling thought.  "No.  I think that's
a terrible idea.  I think Linda needs to go where she'll be
with others like her."

 

"You mean Arthur Conroy.  You mean the
Zoo.  I couldn't allow that.  I promised I'd
protect her."

 

Greg reached down and took Heron by the arm.  He lifted the
man to his feet and forced him to turn away from Linda. 
"She's dead.  What else could happen to her?"

 

"She's different, Greg.  You know that.  You brought
me to her."

 

It was true.  Greg had seen that she was different from
other zombies and alerted his superior of the development. 
He'd been loyal to a fault, even when Heron had made the unusual
request of having her sent to headquarters instead of Arthur
Conroy.  But he was now regretting those decisions. 
"Lieutenant, do you even understand what's happening to you?"

 

Heron laughed, but he didn't answer.

 

Greg pulled Heron toward the elevator.  "I'm going to take
you home, now."

 

Heron looked back but he didn't resist.  They didn't speak
as they waited for the elevator.  Heron bounced nervously on
his feet.  He kept looking back toward Linda.  She
remained in her cage, as docile as ever.  Her face was angled
toward them but her eyes saw nothing.  Greg thought to go and
shut the lights, but didn't.  Even he couldn't bear to just
leave her in the dark.

 

As the two men stepped into the elevator and the door closed
behind them, Heron breathed a sigh of relief.

 

"I don't," he said.

 

"What?"

 

"I don't understand what's happening to me.  How is it that
I can be more comfortable with them than I am with my own
family?  My God, Greg, do you have any idea how much I hate
them.  After what happened to Stemmy and to Shawn and
all of the people who've been infected and…"

 

"I'm no head shrinker, lieutenant, but I'm sure you're spending
too much time here and not enough time at home.  Maybe your
brain's just adjusting.  Or, maybe you just want to see
something in them that just isn't there.  Maybe Dr. Luco's
right."

 

Heron nodded.  "Maybe.  I hate her, too, you
know."

 

Greg didn't know how to respond to that.  Fortunately, the
elevator car stopped and the door opened letting them out into the
lobby.  From down the hallway, Greg could hear his father
chatting and laughing with the security guards.  Good old
Hank.  He could make friends anywhere.  Greg led Heron
forward and then introduced him to his father.  They shook
hands.  Hank smiled a friendly smile, but Heron didn't. 
He didn't have it in him just then.  After thanking the guards
and saying goodbye, the three men left the building and got into
Greg's car parked just out front.  Heron sat in the back.

 

They were in the car a few minutes when Heron said, "I'm going
to take a few days off."

 

"I think that's a good idea," Greg responded.

 

Absently, Heron began ticking off the things he needed to do in
order to prepare for his absence.  Greg listened for almost a
minute before interrupting.  "Why don't you let me take care
of that stuff, Lieutenant?"

 

Heron stopped speaking abruptly and looked at Greg through the
rearview mirror.  "Are you after my job?"

 

Greg laughed.  "No, sir.  But if you don't relax, I'm
afraid that they might give it to me."

 

Heron took a moment to interpret that and then he laughed,
too.

 

When they pulled up in front of Heron's house, Greg got out of
the car and walked Heron to the door.  Hank decided to wait in
the car, uncomfortable with the whole scenario.  Once inside,
Greg took Alicia aside and told her that Heron should take several
days.  Probably a week.  After that, he was going to a
five day schedule.  Of course, Greg had absolutely no
authority to enforce any of this, but his first phone call was
going to be to Captain Naughton.  He hardly knew the captain,
but he knew that he was sort of overseeing the whole Zombie Task
Force thing.  He also had a reputation for being a fair minded
individual.  Beyond that, he had a long standing friendship
with Anthony Heron.  He would do what was right.

 

Alicia thanked him over and over again and wished him a Merry
Christmas.  As he was walking out the door, she gave him a big
hug and a kiss on the cheek.  There were tears in her
eyes.  Hank watched all of this through the window of the
car.  When Greg finally got back into the car and started it
up, waiting to catch his breath, Hank said, "I'm proud of you,
son."

 

Greg looked over at him, marveling at the old man. 
"Thanks, dad," he said.  Then they went home and enjoyed the
rest of their holiday.
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	Forty
Leap (2006)
SAMPLE ONLY. This is the first 4 chapters of the novel Forty
Leap. Please see inside for details. -- What if you could travel
into the future? What if you couldn’t stop travelling into the
future? You might lose a minute or an hour. You’d get bewildered
stares from your family when it takes you five minutes to retrieve
your sister in-law’s cup of tea from the next room. You’d have to
beg for your job when you missed a week because of jumping into the
future. Blocks of time would suddenly be behind you. And during
those blocks of time, people might leave. People might die. The
world might change around you. What happens then if you start to
lose years? Then people finally start to believe your story? Then
they want to study you. They want to harness your curse as a power.
As the generations pass you by, what does the world become in your
absence? Who are you when you finally emerge into each new era?

I’ll tell you who you are. You’re Mathew Cristian, that’s
who.



	


The
Book of Revelations (2008)
When a psychiatrist discovers a way to see into people’s past
lives he becomes judge and jury. Seeking the advice of clergymen,
he meets Rabbi Guetterman and discovers that, in his past life, he
was of Adolf Hitler. This discovery sparks events that push the
limits of society, test the bounds of faith, and put the rabbi in
mortal danger. Because when the Jury is after you, there is no
escape.



	


Zombies!
Episode 4: The Sick and the Dead (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Take a tour of the research facility
where Dr. Denise Luco combats the zombie infection. Anthony Heron
must continuously do battle with his own private demons while
trying to keep the public ones at bay. And what's going on with
Peter Ventura?



	


Life
Broker (2010)
If you're like Mr. Davis, you're unsatisfied with your life. Of
course, if you're like Mr. Davis, you've reached the end of your
life and a none too happy ending it was. Ready for a new life, Mr.
Davis now has the opportunity to make sure everything goes the way
he wants it to go. And with Jimmy as his broker, everything's sure
to turn out just right.



	


Zombies!
Episode 1: Shawn of the Dead (2010)
THE coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Shawn of the Dead is the first of a
series of episodes that focuses on the more personal aspects of
people as they face their regular lives against the backdrop of a
zombie infection.



	


Zombies!
Episode 2: Abby's Bad Day (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Abby Benjamin is a typical working mom.
But when one of the customers at the gym where she works falls ill,
Abby gets a close up look at a completely different world, a world
that is ever creeping into the lives of normal people. It is a very
bad day.



	


Zombies!
Episode 3: Love Bites (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Relationships are hard enough without
having to worry about the undead knocking on your door. Follow John
Arrick, Shawn Rudd, and Denise Luco as they try to put their fears
of the undead aside in order to grapple with the much more
dangerous effects of romance.



	


Zombies!
Episode 5: Sinners and Saints (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual?Zombies have become a part of
society now, the truth of their existence common knowledge. And as
policemen like Anthony Heron and Francis Culph must deal with the
consequences of fighting them, others have embraced their existence
in surprising ways. Their common ground? Lots and lots of
zombies!



	


Zombies!
Episode 6: Barriers Collapse (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual? The walls that separate the
characters of Zombies! begin to collapse. Abby and Peter embark on
a crusade to warn people of the threat of zombies while John Arrick
discovers that his miraculous recovery from the zombie infection
does not come without side effects.
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