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INTRODUCTION:  
 
Electronically, it appears as if the outbreak has long since begun. There 

isnõt a medium spared from the clammy hands of the unearthed dead. 

They swarm  in unstoppable numbers, amassing along the chain linked  

fence that stand on the verge of collapsing, while reaching out for what 
remains of those not infected. Countless movies dating back to the ea rly 

thirties starting with a film called White Zombie , and  now we have 

literally dozens of zombie films. You walk into a book store, video game 
store, or even a clothing store and it becomes so blaringly obvious that 

the rotten mass of the undead have been tossed into the hype machine.  

 
Iõm not complaining, mind you. Knowing that something can reach 

mainstream appeal without the flash of a young chiseled body, shirtless 

hunks, and stupid one -expression women dwelling over soap -opera 
drama. At least for now. Iõm sure someone has the nerve to transform the 

zombie l ore into a steaming pile shit equivalent to that of mid -day 

television. But for now, for the moment anyway, zombie fans can rest 

assured that there moment to take the scene has arrived.  
 

The zombie craze has been going on for a while now, but Deadmanõs 

Tome has yet to host a zombie themed writing contest, until now. A few 
months back we announced the contest across several networking sites 

and received our due of submissions. You sorted through the mess and 

found four titles that were that we thought were good enough for the 
magazine.  

 

We need your help to find the winner, so as you read through the stories 
know that you have the power to judge them. You have the power to 

make someone win, and adversely , make someone lose. Who will win the 

Fields of Rot c ontest?  

 
Thatõs for you to decide. 
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Salvation n ...4. a person or thing that saves (was the salvation of) 

                                                                                                      Oxford Concise 1995 

 

 oy looked at his watch; it was 
nearly 4pm and he was tired. It had been 
relatively quiet for a Friday night, the 
reveler s had been noisy but little action 

had occurred un der Market Town¡s CCTV. The 
police had not been called upon too many 

times and the paramedics had stayed in their vehicles for 
most of the night. He was in his early 60s but he still had 
a thick thatch of blonde hair; he pushed his fringe back 
from his eye s with his sausage fingers. Although the many 
monitors stood as high as the wall in front of him and half 
the length, his expert eye noticed any movement that 
needing checking. 5pm was the time; the time that they 
usually came out. Roy didn¡t know whether it was their 
instinct or a considered arrangement. Not many people were 
on the street then; most of the revelers  were at home or in 
one of the late lounges too pissed to care what was 
happening back out on the streets. There was one; it was 
stalking a tee nage girl too pissed to totter in a straight 
line... she was unaware...  
 
 ...Dog Boy looked at his watch; it was near on 4PM... 
the witching hour was to begin ¤ as he liked to call it. He 
sat up straight in the passenger seat of the white van 
ready for act ion. Willy, his partner was unconcerned and he 
greedily ate a hamburger and slurped at his coke ¤ tomato 
relish splattered his white tea shirt as he did so.  
 ¢Do you think vampires and zombies are the same?£ 
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asked Willy, spattering his mate with shreds of  beef and 
bun.  
 Dog Boy looked sideways. ¢What?£ he retorted angrily. 
 ¢Zombies... vampires... are they the same... with the 
blood and that?£ 
 Dog Boy looked at watch. ¢I¡ll tell you the difference 
between zombies and vampires, shall I? We DON¡T catch 
fuc king vampires.£ 
 ¢Fuck off,£ returned the burly ex- marine as he threw 
his empty drinks carton out of the window and onto the 
litter strewn street...  
 
 ...Roy¡s eyes didn¡t leave the screen as he picked up 
his mobile. He tapped at the keypads just as the b east 
struck...  
 
 ...Dog Boy¡s mobile phone rang out and he answered 
it...  
 

- Paulson Street... you¡ve got three minutes before I 
mobilise the police ¤ 

 
¢That¡s it, Willy, Paulson Street and we¡ve got 3 

fucking minutes before the police arrive,£ said Dog Boy, as 
he fastened up his seat belt. Willy shot off at speed and 
turned the vehicle on the handbrake. ¢Twat,£ said Dog Boy 
as the van careered across a central reservation and shot 
left against the traffic lights. ¢You don¡t need to drive 
like a fucking idio t, we¡ll end up getting arrested you 
fucking plank.£ 

The town was small and they soon neared Paulson 
Street. They could hear the terrified screams of the girl 
as the tattered figure dragged her towards the alley behind 
the garage.  

¢Why is it that zombies always wear replica football 
shirts (that¡s soccer  to you, my American Readers), £ 
laughed the erratic driver as he slammed the brakes on ¤ 
the van eventually skidded to a halt. ¢He doesn¡t look like 
a regular Manchester United player with all of that flesh 
hanging off his face ¤ he¡s definitely better looking than 
Rooney though,£ he added in mirth. 

¢Maybe they do their clothes shopping at the sports 
outlets like all the rest of the scum in this place,£ said 
Dog Boy as he leaped from the vehicle with a blanke t at the 
ready. The beast was still dragging away his victim; there 
was still time to save her ¤ but that wasn¡t the motive of 



the sortie, to be sure.  
Cue Music:  The Monster Mash by Bobby  Boris¡ Pickett 
I was working in the lap late one night, when my ey es 

beheld an eerie sight... he did the mash ...  
A superhero he was definitely not, but like Batman, 

Dog based his attack methods on the skills he had learned 
rather than he had inherited -  he had been a useful amateur 
boxer in his time. His skill was his sp eed ¤ he was of 
fleet of foot and fast of fist. He ran towards the zombie 
like an Olympic sprinter out of the blocks; he would 
quickly overpower it using the speed he had learned in the 
ring. However, there were no disguarded kebabs in the ring, 
and he sli d to his arse on the greasy feast just before he 
could throw the blanket over the zombie¡s head.  

...that caught on in a flash...  
Dear reader, we always imagine that zombies are dim -

witted and slow in their movements to boot; but in this 
case they are not ¤ why should they be? The zombie was on 
him in seconds and he only managed to stop the beast¡s 
blood - stained fangs from ripping open his throat my 
grabbing its ears and locking his elbows.  

...It was a graveyard smash...  
TWACK! 
Willy sent his shovel fist in to the zombies face and 

such was the power of the punch the zombie¡s head was 
nearly separated from his body. The zombie fell backwards 
and slid unconsciously down against the garage wall.  

...the scene was rockin¡ all were digging the 
sounds...  

¢You twat, Willy,£ said Dog Boy in anger as he sprung 
to his feet, ¢You¡d better not have killed it.£ 

¢Is that all the thanks I get for saving your life?£ 
¢Less of the moaning, knob head, and throw the fucking 

thing into the back of the van will you, the police will be 
here soon.£ 

Willy was disgruntled but he did as he was asked. The 
girl had fainted and Dog Boy put her into the recovery 
position before climbing back into the vehicle.  

Roy watched the van as it joined the ring road just as 
the police arrived onto Pauls on Street to see a lot of 
blood and an unconscious girl, but little else. Sergeant 
Bert Dalton scanned the scene with his sharp eyes... ¢They 
played the mash, the monster mash ,£ he sang out in a 
strange baritone.  

*** 
 Willy opened up the glove compartment and pulled out a 



satellite navigation device. It wasn¡t a regular sat nav, 
however, for the user didn¡t have to input any directions. 
He switched it on and a robotic man¡s voice told him which 
direction to take. They would soon be at their destination, 
whi ch was in the midst of Sherwood Forest via tight country 
lanes. At their destination end, they parked up next to a 
lorry with a rusty export container on the back. Keen eyes, 
from behind the sights of a sniper¡s rifle, watched Willy 
get out of the vehicle.  
 ¢William, how are you son?£ asked a middle- aged man 
wearing combats and a green beret as he stepped out from 
the dense cover.  
 ¢Good, Sir,£ returned the ex- marine as he snapped out 
a sharp salute to his former commander.  
 ¢Is it in the back?£ asked the commander as he was 
joined by three young soldiers, who shouldered their 
weapons,  
 ¢Yes, Sir.£ 
 The soldiers cautiously opened up the van and dragged 
the zombie out until it fell out onto the lush grass of 
Sherwood.  
 ¢Get it into the container with the others then, boys, 
before it bloody wakes up,£ ordered the commander. 
 They did as they were asked without any delay.  
 ¢I¡ll be in touch, William,£ said the commander as he 
passed him a thick brown envelope. He turned to his troops 
who were efficiently securin g the container. ¢Come on lads 
we need to get going before they go off.£ 
 Willy laughed. ¢That¡s the trouble with zombies; they 
only have a short shelf life.£ He handed the envelope to 
Dog Boy as he climbed back behind the wheel. ¢Yet another 
good night¡s work, mate.£ 
 ¢You can say that again,£ replied his partner as he 
began to split the money from the envelope into 3 piles.  

*** 
 Tariq looked out across the valley as the red sun 
began its slow ascent from behind the mountains to the 
east. It had been a lon g and cold night for the sentry. The 
temperature in the desert dropped to below freezing after 
dark and all he had to keep him warm was a thin blanket as 
he stood guard. He looked at his watch; he should have been 
relieved by now by one of his men, who sle pt below in the 
valley under his watch. He lifted up his binoculars to see 
a British Army lorry speeding up a rough track towards the 
British base at the other side of the mountains ¤ he could 
see little detail as the dust virtually covered the vehicle 



as it went. He took out his mobile phone to call his relief 
¤ it wasn¡t receiving a signal and the sun was too low in 
the sky to be able to flash one from his mirror. He stood 
unsteadily to his feet and walked to the edge of the 
plateau. From his advanced vie wpoint he could just about 
make out his men as they still lay around the fading 
campfire.  
 Aaaaaaaagh!  

 He staggered backwards in fright and promptly vomited 
down onto his boots the moment he put the binoculars to his 
eyes. In all his time at war ¤ which h ad been all of his 
life -  he had never seen the like...  

...What had caused this terrible atrocity that caused 
even Tariq, a battle - hardened soldier, to lose his 
breakfast?  
 

The End  

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 
Richard M. OõDonnell 

Put in your vote here!  

Tattleta l e411 .com  

Russo Rome ro Reporting  

Special Edition  
 
      he Solar Veggie Burgers in Farw Creek 
opened and closed the same day when the 
owner, Morton Regolith, 55, began to eat a 
patron.  Farw Creek, pronounce like a pirate¡s 
awr , is a small town twenty - five miles west 
of Clev eland.  For Morton, owning his own 

vegetarian restaurant and creating the perfect burger had 
been his dream since vocational school.  He spent every 
spare moment experimenting with ingredients so much so that 
he had no close friends.  His ship came in when  his mother 
fell asleep and drowned in her lobster bisque while on a 
cruise and left him a small inheritance.  The brainstorm 
for his veggie burger occurred soon after.  
 The minutes from an Elks Club¡s meeting revealed that 
a month before the incident , as the townies have come to 
call it, Morton suddenly jumped up and yelled ¢Eureka, £ 
bringing the proceedings to a screeching halt.  He raced 
out and was so excited he forgot his car.  He ran all the 
way to Philip Lovelace¡s house, his realtor, on the far 
side  of town.   
Then, not even pausing to knock on the door, he barged in 
and dragged Lovelace away from Wheel of Fortune.   He forced 
him to open his office so he could a place a bid on the old 
Leprechaun restaurant on Main Street which had been vacant 
for yea rs.  He even paid the full asking price.  All the 
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townies, who hung out by the bike rack in front of Watson¡s 
Hardware, agreed that Morton would have saved thousands on 
the deal had he only let Lovelace watch the wheel¡s final 
spin.  The Solar Veggie Burge rs opened on a Wednesday four 
weeks later.   
 The ladies of the Altar & Rosary Society, an 
organization dear to his mother¡s heart, all agreed that 
she would have been proud of her boy up until the incident .  
 ¢Morty¡s food was very tasty,£ praised a member.  
¢Especially the salads.£ 
 The others members concurred.  
 One woman, who wished to remain anonymous, said, ¢I 
was thoroughly enjoying myself right up until the moment 
Morty started eating Nancy¡s neck.£ 
 Nancy Biggums, 34, was Director of Parks & 
Recreat ions.  A platinum blonde, she was well liked by not 
only the Altar & Rosary Society, but also by the members of 
the local chapters of MADD, NOW and Origami Anonymous.   
 ¢She was wonderful woman,£ said a colleague, ¢if you 
can forgive her for... Well, you know.£ 
 With a little prodding by this reporter, co - workers 
revealed that Ms. Biggums often borrowed money from petty 
cash and forgot to repay it.  An audit of the Parks & 
Recreations¡ books after her death showed a $33.98 
shortage, which incidentally, was  exactly the cost of the 
Wonderbras on sale at Gabrielli¡s Boutique.   Several 
survivors observed that that Biggums displayed an unnatural 
amount of cleavage on the morning of her death.  An inquiry 
by members of NOW of Mrs. Romanov, who often assisted her  
husband in preparing the bodies for showing at their 
funeral home, confirmed everyone¡s suspicion. Biggums was 
not only wearing a Wonderbra at the time of her death, the 
Teal Enrapture  model, but she also had the matching 
panties.  
 Of the people intervie wed, 34 claimed they were the 
first to call  911, but a check of the emergency phone 
records showed that only 16 calls were logged between 12:31 
and 12:34.  The dubious distinction of being first actually 
belonged to Nancy Biggums herself.  She managed to  dial 
911, but never had the opportunity to cry for help.  
Instead, her cell captured her screams followed by the 
sounds of the entire attack.  Both the Rev. Father Zafris 
and Preacher Galbraith were shocked at the profanity 
exhibited by town officials dur ing the crisis at the Solar 
Burgers, but Sister Mary Baldwin, a former Navy Seal and 
veteran of the first Gulf War who was in the restaurant at 



the time, sympathized with the need to swear.  ¢It was a 
G@#d@#% mess,£ said the nun. ¢In a life and death 
situa tion, the last thing a person should worry about is 
harsh language.£ 
 Even before the police reviewed the recording, it was 
featured that afternoon exclusively on Tattletale 411 . com, 
making Tattletale  the first news agency to bring The 
Incident at Farw Cree k to the world.  Since then, the 
recording has become most downloaded 911 call in history.  
An investigation by the Farw Creek prosecutor, Jason 
Michaels, has failed to uncover the leak.  It is 
Tattletale ¡s policy to  never tattletale on a tattletale.¡   
What is public knowledge was that there were two 911 
operators on duty at the time of the call, Helen Union and 
Mary Norris.  Unfortunately, both were eaten later in the 
day.  An undisclosed source said, ¢Michaels is suspicious 
that both widowers of the dec eased 911 operators spent a 
month grieving together on St. Croix in the Virgin Islands 
suggesting they benefited from their wives¡ quick 
profiteering.£     
 Regardless, the police responded quickly when they 
learned Morton was eating Ms. Biggums.  Also, th ey realized 
immediately they had a serious problem on their hands; when 
they shot Morton multiple times, he just kept on munching.  
It was Officer Cloy, an avid horror film fanatic, who first 
suggested that Morton was a zombie, and that the 
traditional Hol lywood way to destroy a zombie was to shoot 
it in the head.  
 ¢He¡s a mother- f@#%¡n, G@#D@#$, Sh@# A## zombie!£ he 
is heard to say on the recording.  ¢Blow its head off!  Blow 
its head off!  Blow its f@#%¡n a## head off!£ 
 Chief Cornwell gave Cloy permissio n to try.   
 ¢Shoot the f@#%¡n bastard!£ he screamed. 
  Officer Cloy unloaded his service revolver into 
Morton¡s head, but it had no effect.  Even with all the 
holes and missing parts, Morton continued to chew.  In 
frustration, Chief Cornwell rammed a shot gun into Morton¡s 
mouth and pulled the trigger.  
 ¢Eat s#$% and die mother- f@#%er!£ he shouted, and most 
of Morton¡s head disintegrated.   
 Morton torso swayed and staggered for a moment, but 
then its hands reached out and reacquired Ms. Biggums.  It 
ripped  off her head and began scooping out her brains.  
Since Morton¡s torso no longer had a mouth, it simply 
stuffed Nancy¡s gore down its esophagus.   
 Both Chief Cornwell and Officer Cloy were so stunned 



they stood paralyzed in horror, but not so Fire Chief 
Rusher.  He took his fire ax and systematically dismembered 
Morton until all that remained were chucks of this or that 
and a large pool of gore, but still the parts squirmed and 
flayed about.  Fortunately, both hands landed upside down 
and the fingers wiggl ed in the air like an upended turtle 
that can¡t get a grip to crawl away. 
 ¢I¡ve always had a phobia of spiders,£ Fire Chief 
Rusher confessed later.  ¢Had those hands taken off, it 
really would have freaked me out.£ 
 With the crime scene under control, Chi ef Cornwell 
turned it over to Mike Romanov, who was not only a funeral 
director, but also the city¡s coroner.    Romanov, 43, only 
accepted the extra job because of his expensive tastes in 
dining.  It was well know that Mrs. Romanov, though a 
hospitable pe rson, was the worst cook in town.  She was so 
bad the judges at the county fair only pretended to taste 
her pies and jams.  Consequently,   Romanov was forced to 
dine out constantly and the expense was ruinous, though 
many locals felt it was his own fault.   Several Elks¡ 
members confided that instead of patronizing the local less 
expensive diners, he would eat out nightly at the Outback 
Steakhouse or the Olive Garden in Deaden over by the 
turnpike.  But on the day of the attack, he told his wife 
he felt the  extra $250 per month he received from the city 
wasn¡t nearly enough.    Romanov said to her, ¢I¡ve dealt 
with burn victims, shooting victims, farmers chopped up by 
thresher machines, and Mrs. Brine, whose husband shoved her 
through a tree shredder.  That one was messy, but it was 
nothing like trying to gather up Morton.  Why, his body 
parts were still flopping about like a catch of fish in a 
net.£  When he was notified by Chief Cornwell that the 
Center of Disease Control (CDC) in Atlanta, was taking over 
t he case, he was more than happy to step aside.  
 Dr. Susan Angler, 39, was particularly well suited to 
lead the CDC¡s team.  She was a brilliant microbiologist, 
who also believed that aliens walk among us; therefore, she 
was more opened minded about the biz arre happenings in Farw 
Creek compared to her more narrow minded, blinkered 
colleagues.  Many had tried to drum her out of government 
service, but her perfect record, adherence to the 
scientific method, and the fact that she was classified as 
an affirmativ e action double - minority helped to stave off 
her detractors.  It didn¡t hurt either that she was a self-
confessed lesbian in an era of political correctness.  
Between her I.Q. and different roles, most men were 



terrified of her.  Her only obvious flaw was her own self -
image; she liked to think of herself as a Halle Barry look -
alike when, in fact, she was the spitting image of Mike 
Tyson.  
 As Morton¡s pieces- parts were flown off to CDC in 
Atlanta, Susan and her young assistant, Billy, dressed in 
their hazmat  suits and combed the Solar Veggie Burger for 
the cause of Morton¡s cellular reanimation.  It didn¡t take 
them long to find the prime suspects.  In the back room on 
a tabletop covered with condiments, they found a small, 
black meteorite with streaks of a w hite, salty substance 
embedded in it; a silver thermos with a radiation sticker 
on the side next to the logo of Three Mile Island 

 ; and a large, rusty yellow barrel labeled 

Love Canal  .  

 ¢Where in the world did Regolith get these?£ asked 
Billy.  
 Recor ds would later show that Morton had been born in 
Niagara Falls and the family had moved to Farw Creek after 
their neighborhood of Love Canal was condemned for being 
built on a toxic waste dump.  A journal kept by his late 
father showed he stole the barrel for evidence in his 
ongoing  lawsuits against everyone even remotely connected 
to the pollution.  He wrote, ¢Those mother f#$%^# in 
Washington will cover this up if we let them, but I hold an 
ace in the hole.£  Unfortunately, he choked on a chicken 
bone in  1981 and the barrel sat in Regolith¡s basement 
until Morton had his gastronomic brainstorm.  
 The story of the thermos was less clear.  The only 
connection the Regoliths had to Three Mile Island was a 
maternal third cousin who was a janitor at the nuclear 
power plant at the time of it near melt down.  The contents 
of the thermos would later be identified as Soldier¡s 
instant coffee brewed in deuterium oxide -  D2O, commonly 
known as heavy water.  Heavy water is used in the reactor, 
but the contents of the th ermos had not been utilized as 
such.  It was only mildly radioactive and harmless to drink 
or handle.  Morton¡s cousin had disappeared soon after the 
disasters and is now on the FBI¡s list of  persons of 
interest¡.  His whereabouts are still unknown. 
 The mystery of the meteorite came to light only 
recently when Morton¡s high school sweetheart, Feather 



Nills, came forward.  In a sworn statement, she said she 
and Morton were hiking in the Catskills when a meteor fell 
out of the sky and lopped off her left fo ot above the 
ankle.  ¢My leg was terribly burned and Morton carried me 
all the way back to the ranger¡s stations.  He was a hero.  
Then he returned to fetch my foot, but he said that there 
was nothing left of it.  You can imagine my surprise when I 
read th e CDC found a frozen foot in Morton¡s refrigerator.  
I knew immediately it was mine.£  Ms. Nills believes that 
Morton retrieved the meteorite at the same time he stole 
her foot.  ¢I am ashamed to say, I broke up with Morton 
because he had a mole on his p^* +#.  It was gross.  But he 
must have still loved me because he never married and kept 
my foot as a memento.  It¡s kinda sweet, really.£        
 Dr. Susan Angler and Billy spent the rest of the 
afternoon bagging and tagging items in the restaurant.  
  ¢Billy, you start the clean up in the dining room,£ 
said Susan. ¢I¡ll pack up the meteorite and thermos and 
then wrap the barrel.£ 
 Billy left, but he immediately called her from the 
dining room. ¢Ah, Susan.  You need to see this.£ 
 ¢What?£ she called.  Billy was new the CDC and she was 
inclined to ignore him.  
 ¢The blood¡s moving.£ 
 ¢What do you mean, moving?£ 
 Curious, she went out front and saw that Billy was 
pointing at the wall behind the register.  A small puddle 
of blood was edging its way up towards the c ounter.  Once 
it reached the top, it slid under the restaurant¡s heat 
lamp.  There it undulated and wiggled beneath the rays.  
 ¢It doesn¡t appear to be growing,£ observed Susan.  
¢But we¡ll know more when we get it into the lab.£ 
 ¢Solar powered,£ said Billy.  
 ¢Apparently.£ 
 ¢How do you expect me to clean up this mess,£ said 
Billy, ¢if the goop won¡t sit still?£ 
 ¢You¡ll think of something,£ she said, and left him to 
his work.  
 Billy Levi, 25, had grown up on a cattle ranch in 
Montana and had the rugged, an gular face of a cowboy.  He 
had spent so much time in the saddle as a boy that he was 
still seriously bowlegged.  It was his experience as a 
wrangler that gave him the idea for the solutions to his 
problem.  In the storeroom, he found giant jars of pickles  
and sauerkraut, and after careful consideration, he chose 
four of the pickle jars.  He dumped out the contents and 



scrubbed the inside clean with chlorine bleach.  Then he 
set them in the center of the dining room floor with a 
bright halogen flashlight in  each.  He turned off the 
lights and waited.  The sun had set, so the restaurant went 
gray with only the reflection of the outside street lamps 
filtering in through the front window.  As Billy suspected, 
the blood ignored the subdued light from outside and  
migrated to the four jars.  Soon all the reanimated blood 
was inside taking in the rays.  Quickly, Billy screwed on 
the lids.  
 ¢Why did you cut the light?£ asked Susan, coming from 
the back.  
 ¢To wrangle  the blood into the jars,£ said Billy, 
proudly.  ¢The light captured it.£ 
 Susan picked up one of the pickle jars.  ¢Kosher 
dills?£ she asked. 
  ¢Sheriff said Regolith was Jewish.£ 
 Susan looked down.  Even in the dark, she could see 
that there were still large patches of blood on the floor.  
 ¢The lights didn¡t attract it all,£ she said. 
 ¢I¡ve a theory,£ said Billy.  ¢The blood in the jar is 
Mr. Regolith¡s and the blood on the floor is Biggums¡.£ 
 ¢That would be good news,£ said Susan.  ¢It would 
suggest that whatever infected   Regolith did not infect 
Bigg ums.  Perhaps whatever happened to him isn¡t 
contagious.£ 
 ¢From your lips to God¡s ears,£ said Billy. 
 ¢You finish packing in the back,£ ordered Susan.  ¢I¡m 
supposed to meet the city leaders at seven for an update, 
and the mobile command center from Atla nta should be here 
shortly.£ 
 Susan left for the high school while Billy went into 
the back.  Had they stayed in the dining room for even a 
few more seconds, they would have seen an alarming sight: 
Ms. Biggums¡ blood began to quiver and then migrate towards 
the four jars.  Soon it covered them so tightly that the 
halogen light within was dimmed.  Some of the blood found 
the light outside more enticing, so it crawled to the front 
window where it clung to the pane, but one persistent, 
little puddle found a cr ack under the front door and 
escaped.  
   Mayor Ming Fang Lee, 52, prided himself on running 
an orderly little town.  The water always ran, the garbage 
was picked up on time, and all the streets were plowed in a 
timely fashion.  He favored his Chinese - Ameri can mother in 
looks, so out - of - towners always assumed he was Asian; 



actually, he could traced his surname back to Lees of 
Virginia.  People were always surprised when he spoke with 
the clear mid - western intonation of an anchorman.  On the 
day of the incide nt , he was especially proud that he was 
handling the situation in the same calm, orderly manner he 
handled everything else.  He told a Farw Creek Chronicle 
reporter, ¢I had the council members buy up every pastry 
between here and Deaden.  Give people free donuts and 
coffee and you¡ll have instant co- operation every time.£  
So when Susan arrived at the high school, she found the 
townsfolk gathered in the gym were concerned, but well 
behaved and well fed.  Mayor Lee met her at the door.  
 ¢Looks like you¡ve got everything under control Mayor 
Lee,£ said Susan. 
 ¢Please,£ he said.  ¢Call me Fang.  Everyone does.£ 
 ¢Has everyone, who ate at the Solar Burger, been put 
into the quarantine at the hospital?£ 
 ¢Chief Cornwell and all his deputies have been 
pounding on doors all day,£ he said.  ¢Even the members of 
the town council lent a hand.  You see, we have been every 
cooperative.£ 
 ¢Good,£ said Susan.  ¢The rest of our team will be 
here soon.£ 
 Just then a very attractive redheaded woman 
interrupted them.  
 ¢Ah Susan, this Council Secretary Joanne Fugitt,£ said 
Fang.  ¢Joanne, this is Dr. Susan Angler.£ 
 As a lesbian with a capital L, Susan was used to women 
checking her out, but nothing in all her experience of bar -
hopping had prepared her the wanton hunger in Joann e¡s 
eyes.  
 ¢The pleasure is all mine,£ said Joanne and, instead 
of shaking Susan¡s hand, she took her arm in hers and began 
to lead her into the gym as if she were escorting her onto 
a dance floor.  ¢The council is meeting in the phys- ed 
office.£ 
 Joanne, 36, was as tall as Susan, but whereas Susan 
was black and husky, Joanne was pale and slender.  In her 
official report, Susan stated that, if she had known Joanne 
was the president of CAY, Christians Against Gays, she 
would have become instantly suspicious of Joanne¡s overt 
advances.  But an exclusive look at Susan¡s journal 

revealed a more personal response.  She wrote: ¢éthat the 
moment Joanne touched me electricity  went through my body 
like nothing I¡d ever experienced before.  I instantly 
became #$% a nd by the time we had crossed the gym I had ^&*% 



several times.  I could barely contain my panting.  I knew 
I had met my soul mate.  I believe now that it was this 
pseudo - sexual, hypnotic power emanating from the zombies 
which caused their victims to freez e in their tracts like a 
deer in a headlight.£  
  As they entered the phys - ed office, the found 
council - persons Lillian Napery, Mark Haskell, and Samuel 
Tomski bent over a desk eating Treasurer Martin Harr.  
 ¢Lilly, Mark, Tommy!£ cried Fang.  ¢Cut that out.£ 
 Susan grabbed both Fang and Joanne and pulled them out 
of the room and slammed the door.  
 ¢Command One,£ she screamed into her ear- mic.  ¢Code 
1040!  Farw Creek High School.  Execute security plan 7.  
Repeat, execute security plan 7.  Confirm.  Over.£ 
 The voice of her second in command, Dr. John Smith, 
33, who leading the CDC caravan to Farw Creek, responded, 
¢Code 1040 acknowledged.  Plan 7 executed.  Pulling into 

Farw Creek High School parking lot now.  Over é  Are you 

compromised?  Over é  Susan?  Sus an?  Are you compromised?£ 
 But Susan wasn¡t listening.  She¡d been distracted 
when Joanne began to lick her hand.  The sensation was so 
tantalizing, she was paralyzed with delight.  
 ¢That¡s disgusting!£ cried Fang.  ¢This is not time to 
come out of the cl oset.£  He batted Joanne¡s hand away just 
as she went to bite Susan¡s.  Instead, she sank her teeth 
into the mayor¡s wrist and ripped out a hunk of flesh.   
Fang screamed, but then, so did Joanne.  She spat the meat 
out and went into convulsions.  As she d id, Susan was 
released from her spell.  
 ¢Jesus,£ she whispered, as Joanne collapsed on the 
floor.  Slowly, her spasms lessoned until they stopped 
completely.  Susan felt her neck for a pulse; she was dead.  
 Fang knelt by Joanne¡s side holding his bleeding 
wrist.  ¢I never was good with women.£ 
 Susan grabbed the mayor by the front of his shirt and 
shoved him against the wall.  It took all her self - control 
not to scream at him.  ¢You and the town council ate at the 
Veggie Burger, didn¡t you?£ 
 ¢Of course,£ said Fang.  ¢It¡s our civic duty to 
support new businesses.£ 
 Susan¡s hands were shaking and she wanted desperately 
to wrap them around the mayor¡s neck and shake his head 
until what little brains he had spilled out.  
 ¢Then explain to me,£ she hissed.  ¢Why aren¡t you in 
the hospital?£ 
 ¢And leave the city without a government,£ he said, 



indignantly.  ¢You must be joking.£ 
 Suddenly, screams, shouts and gunfire were heard 
coming from the gym.  Susan and Fang reached the gym at one 
end at the same time Dr. Sm ith and his team, dressed in 
their hazmat suits, pushed their way through the panic 
crowd at the other.  Two zombies were center court chowing -
down on a man while four other civilians stood frozen in 
place as a half - dozen other zombies slowly stalked towar ds 
them, drooling.  Chief Cornwell and two deputies were 
blowing holes in them, but as with Morton, the bullets were 
having not effect.  
 ¢Smith!£ Susan yelled into microphone. 
 ¢Susan!  Thank God,£ cried Dr. Smith.  ¢Where are you?£ 
 ¢Other side of the gym.£ 
 He looked over at her.  ¢What the f#$% are these 
things?£ 
 ¢Zombies,£ answered Susan.  ¢Every cell¡s been 
reanimated.  The only solution is to capture them whole and 
isolate them.£ 
 As if to contradict her, volunteer Fire Chief Rusher 
appeared center court with his ax and began hacking away at 
the two feeding zombies.  Over her mic she heard Billy Levi 
mumble, ¢Oh s*%^, another mess to clean up.£ 
 As the team moved in and tried to restrain the 
zombies, Susan hesitated as a tingling sensation went up 
and down her spine.  She turned to see Officer Cloy, the 
horror film addict, staring at her with wanting eyes.  
Worse, she suddenly found him the most attractive man in 
the world.  ¢J#$% F¡n C#$%^&, he¡s infected, too.£  
Quickly, before she was overwhelmed, she grabbed the deputy 
and pushed him back to the phys - ed office where she tossed 
him in with the rest of the council and slammed the door.   
 When she returned to the gym, she saw that one of Dr. 
Smith¡s team members, Frank, was frozen and a zombie was 
tr ying to bite through his hazmat suit.  She raced forward 
and knocked the zombie down, but when it turned to look at 
her, she was again overwhelmed by a tingling sensation.  
She looked away and the link was broken, but it took Frank 
longer to shake off his trace.  ¢What happened?£ he 
mumbled, as the zombie tried to grab him again, but this 
time, it was Dr. Smith who knocked it down.  It stared up 
at Smith, but it had no effect on the scientist, so it 
ignored him and focused on Frank who froze in his tracks.  
Slowly, the zombie began to crawl towards him.   
 ¢John,£ said Susan to Dr. Smith.  ¢They have the power 
to hypnotize their victims.£ 



 ¢Then why aren¡t I affected?£ he asked. 
 ¢I don¡t know,£ said Susan, ¢but for some reason Frank 
and I are on the menu.£ 
 Susan grabbed Frank and spun him around.  As soon as 
eye contact was broken, he came back to himself.  
 ¢Frank, head back to the command trailer,£ she said, 
¢and lock yourself in, but whatever you do don¡t look the 
zombies in the eye.£  
 As he left the gym , the zombie tried to follow him, 
and this gave Susan an idea.  Using herself as bait, she 
lured each zombie one by one into phys - ed office and locked 
them in.  Contained, all that was left to do was to clean 
up the mess.  For that, she let her blood wrang ler, Billy, 
do his stuff.  Soon everything became manageable.  
 The city of Farw Creek was quarantined for a week.  It 
was later determined that only the people who had eaten a 
solar veggie burger were infected.  The rest of Morton¡s 
menu was safe.  Yet not  all the people who were bitten 
became zombies.  Fang was one of the lucky ones, but 
Officer Cloy was not.  Volunteer Fire Chief Rush was 
drenched twice in zombie gore and suffered no ill effects.  
Fortunately, most of those who did reanimate did so in 
iso lation at the hospital, so no one else was hurt.  Still, 
the Sheriff and the hazmat team were kept busy all night as 
stray patrons of  the Soar Veggie Burger were found here 
and there wandering about the city sniffing for a victim to 
eat.  Luckily, they we re picked up before they found anyone 
they had a taste for.  
 The zombies were then moved to an ¢undisclosed 
location£, but the genie was out of the bottle, so to 
speak.  With 911 calls  and other home video downloaded on 
the internet, the world quickly becam e aware that zombies 
do walk the earth.  Overnight a group of concerned citizens 
formed Zombie International, ZI, an organization to prevent 
the abuse of the infected by over eager scientist.  They 
are currently petitioning the court to grant the Red Cross  
oversight.   ZI T - shirts are very popular on college 
campuses.  At the same time, relatives have sued the 
government to regain custody of their love ones.  Although 
some of the families are clearly sincere in their motives, 
others are motivated by greed.  Play Toy  magazine publisher 
Sue Lefner has offered one million dollars to any zombie 
who will pose for the centerfold while Singly Sisters 
Circus has guaranteed an ¢eternal£ contract to any zombie 
who will join their side show esto perpetua.   Even famed 
horror director, East Raven, has let casting agency know he 



is interested in using real zombies in his next production.  
But the most nefarious project is that of South American, 
snuff - film director, AKA Death Watch; allegedly, he has 
obtain six zombies on the black market and has turned them 
loose on a secret island whose every inch is rigged with 
cameras.  He plans to purchase death row convicts from 
around the world and pit them against the undead as a pay -
per - view.  Las Vegas odds makers predict it will be the 
most watched live event in history.  
 But none of this hoopla answers the two core 
questions.  What caused the infection in the first place? 
And, why do the zombies select one victim and ignore 
another.  As for the first question, we may never know.  A 
solar collector was found on the roof of Morton¡s home with 
a chamber specifically designed to capture X - rays.  The 
NOAA¡s Space Environment Center (SEC) reported that the day 
before the incident  the sun expelled the largest solar 
flare every recorded; it measured X28.  Since Morton had 
named his burger and the restaurant  Solar¡, the CDC 
believes that Morton had bombarded a concoction of the 
toxic waste, meteorite salt, heavy water coffee, tofu and 
other veggie mixings with high levels of X - rays.  When 
asked if the military was trying to reproduce Morton¡s 
solar burger, a Pentagon spokesman had  no comment¡. 
 As for the second question, why do the zombies home in 
on one victim and not another, it was a senior citizen who 
first connected the dots for this  reporter.  I was writing 
a follow up story to my Pulitzer Prize winning series, 
Never Look a Zombie in the Eye,  at the Farw Creek Café when 
an elderly, blue haired lady sat down at my table.  By this 
time I thought I knew everyone in town, but I didn¡t 
re cognize her.  She introduced herself as a lifelong  
resident and she said she had read my articles.  She was 
very pleased, but ¢There was one thing you missed I wish 
you hadn¡t.£  
 ¢Oh?  What was that?£ I asked. 

 ¢All the people who the zombiesé£ 
 ¢Ate,£ I finished for her, and she cringed.  
 ¢Yes.  They were all members of the VPs.£ 
 ¢VPs?£ I asked. 
 ¢Yes.  The Vegetarian Police,£ she said.  ¢It was 
Nancy Biggums idea.  She was a real veggie - zealot.  We met 
monthly at her house to swap recipes.£ 
 ¢You mean,£ I said, ¢that everyone who was eaten was a 
vegetarian?£ 
 ¢Yes.  Everyone who was eaten or became a zombie.£ She 



began to cry and I gave her my handkerchief.  ¢It¡s so 
terrible.  I feel like such a cheat?£ 
 ¢Cheat?£ I asked.   
 ¢The only reason I¡m alive,£ she explained, ¢is 
because I fudge on my diet.  It¡s McDonalds fault; I love 
Big Macs.  Can¡t give them up.  I just joined because I 
wanted to be part of the club.  Please, don¡t tattletale on 
me.£ 
 I promised, though with all the members dead or 
reanima ted, I had no idea who I was suppose to tattletale 
to.  Then she pulled a small Mason jar partially filled 
with a red substance out of her purse.  
 ¢Is that what I think it is?£ I said, astonished. 
 ¢Yes,£ she confessed.  ¢I was walking past the Solar 
Veggi e Burger when the CDC people were inside and I saw 
this little puddle of blood crawl out and begin to climb up 
the lamp post.£ 
 ¢Why didn¡t you report it?£ I asked. 
 ¢It looked so cute,£ she said.  ¢It reminded me of 
Steve McQueen in The Blob .  He was the King of Cool, you 
know.  I had such a crush.  I wanted to keep it as a pet, 
but after what happened to all my friends it only makes me 
sad.£  She handed it to me.  ¢Here, you keep it.£  She 
pushed it into my hands, gathered up her purse, and left.   
 I pon dered all of a half a second before I decided 
what to do with it, but first, I did some checking.  I 
confirmed that, yes, both Dr. Susan Angler and Frank, who 
had been mesmerized by the zombies, were vegetarians.  
Mayor Fang was not.  This suggested that t he meat from a 
carnivore was deadly to zombies.  I bribed a disgruntled, 
former employee of the CDC and learned that Dr. Angler¡s 
team had already discovered the vegetarian connection.  
They were covering it up because of the strong tofu lobby 
in Washingto n, who feared that the disclosure, that zombies 
only eat vegetarians, would strike a death blow to the 
health food industry.   
 It turns out, that when a person stops eating meat, 
the gallbladder and pancreas discontinued secreting as much 
bile and insulin  that contain the meat - digesting enzymes.  
It is these enzymes which are lethal to zombies.  Mayor 
Fang was not infected because, as a meat eater, the level 
of his bile was high.  Officer Cloy reanimated because, as 
a vegetarian, his bile level was low.   Dr. Angler wrote, 
¢In the event of a Pandemic of zombies, the simplest 
solution would be to encourage the consumption of meat 
which in turn will increase the release of bile.£  The 



reason my confidential source was fired was because he put 
up an insensitiv e sign in the break room which was a parody 
of the Cattlemen's Beef Promotion And Research Board¡s 
advertising slogan.  He wrote:  Vegetarians.  It¡s What¡s 
For Dinner.  
 So what did I do with the zombie blood?  I just drank 
it.  No, I¡m not crazy, and yes, I am a vegetarian.  I¡m 
dying of cancer and needed to take care of my family before 
I pass.  That is why I¡ve sold myself to Death Watch for 
beaucoup bucks to become one of his zombies in the pay - per -
view contest on his secret island.  I¡m there now writing 

this to be released on Tattletale 411 . com as soon as é  Ah, 
good.  The money for my sale has transferred into my wife¡s 
account.  Death Watch will be here any moment to collect me 
in person, but if you think I approve of his diabolical and 
immoral game, think again.  Death Watch is an avowed 
vegetarian and I¡m beginning to feel the need to feed. 
 

 

 

 



 








































