
Eric laughed when he read the old sign he sped by it. ‘Be Prepared To Meet Thy God’. If he had 

the time and the paint for it, he would have made his own sign. ‘Jesus Is Coming. Grab Him A 

Washcloth’. 

The morning sun hadn’t crested the horizon completely but he could already feel the heat of the 

asphalt threatening to close in on the van. The Alliance didn’t care if the most reliable truck in their fleet 

didn’t have air conditioning. They just wanted to make sure it would get Eric to where they wanted him 

to go. 

They had given him a map marked up to show him safe havens of friends of the Human Alliance 

who could resupply him as required. The points on the map were made with green magic markers 

they’d scavenged from what was left of the elementary school they had converted into their 

headquarters. 

“You can use the GPS,” the planning manager had said. “They haven’t got to those yet. And you 

can text if you need to, for the time being. No voice comm, though. It’s offline. They’re starting to 

listen.” 

‘They’ were zombies. The plan they wanted him to execute won’t kill them all, he was told, but if 

it works, it will be an effective weapon if they ever showed their gore choked heads anywhere inside of 

Alliance territory. 

“If this works,” the manager went on. “we’ll be able to start rebuilding. We can setup security 

walls and checkpoints.” 

Eric stared through him. 

“I said, if this works…,” the manager repeated, snapping his fingers in front of Eric’s eyes. . 

Eric grabbed the manager’s wrist, twisted it behind his back, kicked his feet out from under him, 

and slammed his head down on the table. 

“Is there anything else?” Eric asked. 

“Yeah,” the manager said. “Good luck.” 


