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​Chapter 1: Day 93 of the Zombie Apocalypse - Sam
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Sometimes I think I’m insane. Ever since I became a telepathic zombie that could hear the thoughts of other zombies and direct them, I haven’t felt alone in my head. And now, thanks to the late unlamented Dmitri ‘Jack’ Eslinger I’m a super zombie. Well, really it’s thanks to myself. I was trying to stop him and the only way to do that was to become like him, become a super zombie like him, but when he died he passed on what he knew, and I discovered the truth. Dmitri Eslinger really did know that there was an alien invasion coming and he had created the zombie virus in order to save the Earth from the aliens.

If that sounds as crazy to you as it sounds to me, then maybe I’m still technically sane. I hope I am, but now I’m hearing not just zombies in my head, but the people who are still human. And then there’s the aliens. I can hear them too. They’re far off, but they’re getting closer and they’re happy because the zombies aren’t growing in number. For some reason, Eslinger thought that the zombies were the key to fighting the aliens. I don’t know why, and the problem is that Dr. Probak has nearly found a cure for the virus. I should be happy about that, I would be happy about that if it wasn’t for the fact that I know that the zombies are key to fighting the aliens. I just have to be able to convince other people that we can’t cure the zombie virus yet. The problem is none of those people really trust me.

The moment I open my mouth to convince Garret that we can’t cure the zombie virus yet, I know he’s thinking about incarcerating me. I know this because I have telepathic powers that allow me to read the minds of zombies and humans alike.

“Garret, I need to tell you something and you won’t like what you hear,” I say.

“What is it Sam?”

“We can’t cure the zombie virus yet?”

“What?!” Garret barks out.

“We can’t cure the zombie virus. Not yet.”

“I heard you the first time. I just can’t believe you said that! Why can’t we cure the zombie virus, Sam? And why should I even be listening to this crazy talk from you?”

I squirm a bit. Telling him what I’m about to say is probably going to land me back in a padded room, but I have to say it.

“Well, Garret, it’s like this. You remember that Eslinger was convinced that there was going to be an alien invasion right?”

“Yes,” Garret ominously says and gives me a dark look.

“Turns out he was right. There are aliens coming.”

“And how do you know this Sam?”

“I can hear them in my mind. They’re coming with a colonization force and they’re going to wipe us out. The reason Eslinger created the zombie vi-”

“I’ve heard enough bullshit. Don’t even finish that sentence.”

“But it’s true,” I lamely reply.

“You think its true Sam. You have this telepathic powers that let you hear the zombies and now you’re telling me aliens, but there aren’t any little green men around here shooting ray guns at us.”

“Actually they’re tall, blue aliens with four arms,” I reply.

“Oh you’ve seen them Sam! Well show me these aliens and I’ll consider your absurd request.”

“I can’t show them you physically, but I can telepathically send an image to you.”

“Oh no no! You are NOT messing with my noggin Sam. Right now you are stretching every bit of good will I have toward you with this crazy story. We are not holding off on getting the zombie virus cured. We are proceeding ahead and you sir will be one of the first people to be cured.”

“Garret, I know it sounds crazy. We all thought Eslinger was crazy and he was, but the aliens are coming!”

“You don’t have proof Sam. What we do have are a bunch of zombies running around and the only reason you aren’t in a cell right this moment is because you’re helping me keep control of them. Now I think it would be wise for you to stop saying anything further and get back to the work you’ve been assigned.”

I can’t blame him. I want to blame him, but I can’t. The zombie apocalypse has been stopped or at least slowed down but we’ll be cleaning up Eslinger’s mess for a long time and I’m telling him we have to keep the zombies around. If I was him, I would think I was crazy to. But I’m not him and I know the danger is real. The problem is I need to provide some kind of proof that isn’t the telepathic kind, because he’ll never believe me otherwise. And the aliens aren’t here yet. They’re coming, but they’re not here and I have no idea what their timeline is for the invasion. Maybe they’re waiting until the zombie virus is cured or maybe its something else.

I head down to the lab where I’m usually working now. Dr. Probak’s lab is next to my space and he keeps an eye on me and Edgar. Edgar isn’t a super zombie, but he still has some telepathic abilities and the tech we’ve pulled from Eslinger’s lab enhances his both his abilities and mine, which has been useful for getting control of the zombies that are still out in the wild. 

“How did your meeting with Garret go?” Edgar asks.

“Not good. He doesn’t believe me about the alien invasion.”

“I wouldn’t believe it either in his position. The only reason I believe it is because of our shared abilities and because I can kind of sense the aliens. Not the way you can, but still I can tell something’s coming.”

“No one else does Edgar and I don’t know what to do. Garret’s going to keep a closer eye on us now. He already doesn’t trust as it is.”

“That’s true. He’s weird around me now as well and I was one of his soldiers. The best thing we can do is follow orders while trying to figure out a plan that will convince them that the aliens are really coming.”

I nod and then put on one of the psi helmets that we found in Eslinger’s main base. It amplifies a telepathic zombie’s powers and I can use it connect with the zombies that are out there and direct them to the facility where we’re slowly but surely gathering the zombies so they can hopefully be cured.

I don’t think following orders is the way to go, but Edgar’s a soldier so I get why he thinks that’s the way forward. His loyalties are conflicted. On the one hand, Garret is his commanding officer and on the other hand I’m the zombie that turned him into a zombie so in a way I’m his commanding officer as well. I never had that mentality with my work as a customer support agent, and frankly I hated my manager, up until he actually revealed he was kind of a decent human being and not just a corporate drone. But the military is different I guess. At least it seems to be that way to me.

Putting the psi helmet on makes the constant noise in my head go up from a 3 to an 11. I can hear all the thoughts of the people on the base, as well as the zombies. The first I put the helmet on and activated it I felt overwhelmed by all the thoughts and almost passed out. Now I’m a pro at handling the helmet. I focus on one person’s thoughts and use the thoughts of that person to reduce the noise level and then with that person’s thoughts as an anchor I start doing my work. I haven’t told anyone other than Edgar I do this and the main reason I told him is because he uses the helmet as well and we’ve both found this to be the best way to do the work. I feel a little guilty each time I focus on one person’s thoughts because I’m getting an intimate connection with them that they haven’t necessarily wanted or asked for, but I don’t know what else to do, in order to work with this helmet effectively. I’ve tried other things like meditation, but none of it works in quite the same way.

Whose thoughts should I focus on today? For a moment I spitefully consider focusing on Garret, but decide that’s probably the last person whose thoughts I really want to know. I consider Michelle for a moment but going into her head always brings up a lot of baggage for me, especially because of how things got complicated for us during the zombie apocalypse. Then I decide to settle on Trevor. Trusty Trevor as I’ve come to think about him. He’s my sister’s boyfriend and he’s certainly not the most complicated or heavy thinker I know, but he has a heart of gold and I like how he treats Alisha.

I focus on finding Trevor in the midst of all that noise. It take a few moments but there he is, thinking about the repetitive lab work he’s doing for Saul Probak. That’s something else I can count on Trevor for, he’s got a one track mind which makes it easy to hear his thoughts but also use them as a grounding anchor for when I send my mind out.

Put the blue liquid in here and then mix it with the red liquid three times. Seems simple enough.

Yep those are Trevor’s thoughts. Easy thinking and I don’t necessarily hear some of the secrets he might not want me to know about. In one sense Trevor is very easy to use as an anchor because I don’t want to know those secrets anyway. I genuinely like him and think he’s good for my sister and it’s easy to deal with his surface thoughts and emotions and not pick up anything else. I could focus on a zombie but most of them are one track minds focused on the next meal and that gets disquieting and nauseating really quick, especially when most of the work I’m doing also involves connecting with a similar consciousness and focus on hunger.

Got to mix it carefully. Dr. Probak needs the solution to be just right.

I direct my mind outward seeking zombies that are in the wild so I can bring them in. Part of me wonders if I should really continue doing this work, because of the aliens, but I also want Garret to trust me and this is pretty much the only way he will trust me. I wish that wasn’t the case, but it simply is.

In my mind’s eyes I see the zombies as brightly colored lights. Humans are dully colored lights and so I sift those out of the way and just focus on the bright lights. There’s a small pack a few miles away, probably on the hunt for food. I connect with their minds and direct them to come to the holding facility for them. A couple are resistant, but its easy enough to fill their minds with the promise of food and after that they become compliant really quick and fast. 

Once I’m certain they’re moving in the right direction I move on and find another bright light. This one is on its own which is unusual. I connect with it and I realize why. This zombie isn’t the typical cannibal zombie. This is an intelligent zombie, but a type that I haven’t encountered yet.

Who are you are and what are you doing in my mind? the zombie thinks at me.

I’m Sam, I think back. I’m a zombie like you. 

I hear a mental snort and then, There’s no zombie quite like me. You’re one of the telepaths though aren’t you?

I am.

What do you want? 

I’m bringing zombies in to an army base. They want to find a cure for us, but I’m not sure that’s what we need because of the aliens.

Aliens? What the fuck are you on about? There are no aliens. 

Instead of trying to tell him about the aliens, I show him the aliens and I feel his mind grow really quiet.

I’ve been trying to convince the commander here about the zombies but he doesn’t seem believe me, I think to the other zombie.

Well shit, I’d have a hard time believing it too. Who’s the commander? The other zombie thinks back.

Garret’s the commander.

I feel an emotional reaction but before I can pin it down it gone.

I might be able to help you with Garret. He was my commanding officer. I’ll come in. Send me your location.

I think the location of the base to the other zombie.

Got it. I’m on my way.

I disconnect from the other zombie and then take the helmet off.

“Hey, Edgar.”

“Yeah Sam.”

“Do you know of anyone else who got turned into a zombie in your unit?”

“Not that I know of, but so much has happened Sam. Why?”

“I connected with another intelligent zombie. Not a telepathic one or a spitter, but a different type, one we haven’t encountered before.”

Edgar shakes his head and says, “That Eslinger was a nut about zombies. What kind of type do you think it is?”

“I have no idea, but he was definitely in possession of his mind and he knows who Garret is.”

“Well he could have been lost on one of our missions. Guess we won’t know for sure until he gets here.”

“I guess not. I better get back to it.”

I put the helmet back on and find Trevor again.

This solution looks right. Better show it to Saul.

Trusty, dependable Trevor. I see why Alisha likes him. He’s uncomplicated. He’s clearly into her. He’s loyal and faithful. Considering her previous boyfriends, I’m really impressed and a little jealous too. I wish I could find someone who’d be devoted like that to me and who I could be devoted to. My relationship with Michelle got complicated fast and didn’t last very long. It’s weird because we both work here. We don’t talk too much. She avoids me because I’m a zombie and I avoid her because we dated and then she cheated on me. But me being a zombie really doesn’t help and I don’t see that changing anytime soon, especially with the aliens coming.

I slide away from Trevor and start finding more zombies. Some of them are really far away and in those cases, Garret’s asked me to direct them to local facilities. The U.S., and the rest of the world has started rebuilding and so it’s easier to coordinate the capture of the zombies. It’s exhausting work though for me because I have to redirect the zombies and also point them to locations I haven’t been. And sometimes I have to go back and take control of the zombies because they start wandering off course. By the end of the day I’m exhausted. I take off the helmet and wearily push myself to my feet. Edgar’s already gone, but he’ll probably be back to do a stint with the helmet as well.

I kind of feel like I’m back working as a customer support agent at the zombie apocalypse call center. The main difference is that my customers, for the most part, don’t talk back or give me a hard time. My manager, on the other hand, is just as much a task master as the previous one, but at least he doesn’t micromanage me the way Ben did. 

I walk over to the cafeteria and get some food, ignoring how the people around me do everything they can to avoid any form of contact. They’re afraid I’ll transmit my zombie virus to them and mixed in with that fear is a good dose of mistrust. It doesn’t matter that I stopped Eslinger or that I’m working to bring about an end to the zombie apocalypse. All that matters is that I am a zombie, I am one of the enemy. The only thing that makes this situation bearable is my Sister, Trevor, and Sheila my co-worker from the call center. They don’t act weird around me. None of them are in the cafeteria, so I take the cafeteria tray and find a table in a corner that no one is sitting at. 

I wolf my food down. Being in a room where people are uncomfortable with you is hard enough when you aren’t a telepath, but when you’re a telepath it’s harder because you can pick up the thoughts and emotions, especially if they’re unguarded. I do my best to block them out, but it’s a reason I eat my meals quickly now, especially when I’m alone with no one friendly around. All those thoughts and emotions from other people can weigh you down when people aren’t happy that you exist. 

As soon as I’m done eating, I take my plates to a specific room that’s labeled Zombie Cleanup. Edgar and I bus and clean our own dishes. After we’ve cleaned them, they’re handled by people in the mess with gloves on who put them into a washing machine for an industrial cleaning. They don’t want to take any chance that we’ll infect someone else and it makes sense but it’s another reminder that we aren’t really considered to be human. We’re tolerated because we serve a purpose, and maybe after we’re cured, if we can be cured, we’ll be accepted by other people, but somehow I think the stigma of always being a zombie will be with me.

I finish cleaning the dishes and quickly scoot out of the cafeteria. I can feel a palpable sense of relief as I leave, and I wonder briefly how they would react if they knew that I felt that same sense of relief getting away from them. When you feel barely tolerated by someone, getting away from that person feels better than being around that person. It’s a simple fact.

I absently finger my belt, where my pistol would be. I’m not allowed to carry a gun in here because I’m a zombie now, and I miss the reassuring feeling of a gun on my belt. I used to never imagine I’d be someone happy to carry a gun around, but when face down ravening zombies and the only thing between you and them is your gun, you start appreciating having one on you, because you never know. And I don’t feel safe in this base anyway.

“Sam!” 

I look around to see who’s called my name. 

“Alisha. Hey, how are you?”

“I’m alright, although I heard from Garret that you told him the aliens are real.”

“I did,” I warily reply.

“That went over real well. He’s convinced you’re going crazy, like Eslinger.”

“I know he thinks I’m going crazy. That was so obvious I didn’t even to read his mind.”

Alisha cautiously looks around and then grabs my left arm and steers me off the pathway.

“Don’t say things like!” she hisses. “You know your abilities make people uneasy and when you say things like that it makes it even worse.”

“Me not saying things like that just makes it the elephant in the room,” I reply. 

“Better that than saying things like that out loud Sam.”

She doesn’t understand. Whether I say it out loud or keep it to myself doesn’t change anything. I know she wants to look out for me. She’s my sister and she loves me, but there’s nothing she can do.

“I’ll keep what you said in mind,” I reply noncommittally. 

“That’s not why I’m here looking for you though.”
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