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The Dandy’s bike was fucked. It’s been knocked over, stampeded on, and all the snacks are missing. Our WarCane Wielder rests her weapon against the destroyed e-bike and inspects the ass end, opening a small compartment. 

“They got all my chips. Assholes.”

“I thought zombies only ate people meat,” Ash says. She walks up to The Dandy opening yet another compartment on the pedicab. 

She takes out an electric shaver and turns to Ash. “They do. Might have been those piggies.” The Dandy nods towards the three dead men lying in the blood-soaked front yard. She turns the shaver on and runs it over her face. It cuts the small fine hairs. She notices the child watching her and says, “All the good electrologists are dead.”

“What’s an elec...tro...” Ash pauses, trying to remember how the word is pronounced. Her benign zombie brother, Andrew, shambles his way down the driveway, standing behind his sister.

“Electrologist,” The Dandy finishes. “Never mind.” It doesn’t take long to get all the chin hairs and once The Dandy is finished, she returns the electric shaver to its cabinet. She straightens back up, facing the two. “So, I’ve been thinking and don’t get mad...but I think we should cave your brother’s skull in.”

“What,” Ash exclaims. “Why?” For all her toughness, all her strength, that fearful childlike look comes back to Ash. She steps in front of Andrew, shielding him, as The Dandy grabs her cane. Ash’s eyes grow wide as The Dandy takes a step towards Andrew, raising her weapon. She pulls two daggers from the bandolero. The putrid odor of the GreyEyes green sludge still in the grooves of the blade. The stench crawls up Ash’s nose, stinging the nasal cavity.

The Dandy stops her advance and addresses Ash. “Look, he came back, right? Then he...entered back into his zombified body and reconstructed it. Right?” The Dandy presents the zombified remains of her teenage brother. “See.” The Dandy stares into Ash’s eyes. Her Chicness leans towards her, saying, “He told me the GreyEyes can’t absorb plastic and then made him disappear. Do you know how fucking weird that shit is?”

Ash lowers her knives, not putting them back but still holding onto them. “I know. It’s just...” she shakes her head. A sigh escapes. “Seeing him...like he was...hearing his voice, the,” Ash pauses, her voice climbing into red hot rage. She lets out a long breath before saying, “The fucking characters he does...constantly just...”

The kid closes her eyes as tears well up. The Dandy takes this opportunity to preform her twirl and smack upside Andrew’s head with her cane, blunt side forward. The move is done so quickly, Ash only opens her eyes as Andrew falls to the ground, his head split open. The brain and blood fill in the cracks of the road like an intricate river system. 

“You fucking asshole,” Ash shouts, watching her brother killed twice in the same day.

“Wait,” The Dandy tells her, putting a hand up when the kid gets the look of bloodlust in her eye. “Just...wait.” The Dandy feels more like a lion tamer, her arms up, palms out trying to advert an attack. 

Ash calms, for the moment. She slides the knives back into their housing. “Okay. But if you’re wrong...”

“Trust me.” The Dandy straightens and looks down at Andrew. “Thanks for...helping me. Not just with those guys, I mean...” The Dandy looks at Ash, remembering the kid standing up for her when the piggies called her ‘trannie’. “Thanks for being cool.”

“I fucking hate stupid people.”

The translucent form of Andrew appears between the two, looking down at his dead body. “Get a load of this guy.” Ash and The Dandy flinch from the ghost. “Hey, buddy,” Andrew continues, now talking to his corpse, “pull yourself together and walk it off.” 

Ash shakes her head and says, “I can’t deal with this. You talk to him. I’m going to take a shit.” Ash begins her walk back to the house. She gets halfway down the driveway, turns, and yells, “Unless you need me to save it for some stupid fucking reason.” Ash then flips them off before continuing her quest for the toilet.

“Whoa,” Andrew says comically. He then asks in his 40’s gangster voice, “What’s with the dame?” 

“Hey,” The Dandy says, getting Andrew’s attention. “Two questions. One. What the fuck? Two. How the fuck?”

Andrew lets out a large over-the-top laugh. It goes on for a moment before he stops, catching his breath. He sighs and is about to speak before belting out another laugh. This laugh goes on for a few moments more before Andrew calms down. He sighs deeply again before letting out that over-the-top laugh again.

“Yeah, I can see why now,” The Dandy says, thinking of why Ash likes her teenage brother zombified. “HEY!” Andrew immediately straightens up. No more funny business. “You gonna tell me how you did all that shit, or.......”

“Easy Peasy.” Andrew twirls like the Tasmanian Devil. A plume of dust shields his form. When he stops, he’s wearing a large trench coat and talking like he’s hosting Unsolved Mysteries. “Think of every person like a radio. We all have an antenna in our brains that is connected to the consciousness of the universe. Some have a better signal than others but when a person dies, so does the signal. I, however, am a Benny. That is the name used most by the survivors.  I died on Black Friday but because my signal to the consciousness was so clear I got to keep control of my zombified body. And of course...PHANTASM PHORM!!!” Andrew swirls again. The dust kicking up and getting in The Dandy’s eyes.

“But how do you know GreyEyes can’t absorb plastic? And where in the fuck did that asshole go?”

“The body’s a shell that keeps energy in. Part of that energy is memory. When the shell is gone, the energy can mingle with the energy around. What it knows I know, and I knew that he knew he couldn’t absorb plastic. But the bigger question is that did he know that I knew that he knew that I knew? 

The Dandy stares, unamused at the Phantasm Phorm of Andrew.  “Anything Else?”

“I know the hurt you carry over Kory is bigger than you let on.”

The Dandy’s eyes go wide. “Did you mingle with my energy?” She points a finger and asks, “Did you?”

“I can’t help it.”

“How did you make the GreyEye disappear?”

“I can move things by manipulating the particles something is made of. In reality, I didn’t make the GreyEye “disappear” I just separated his molecules into a long string and reformed it in the sun.” Andrew looks up at the star and says, “Which killed him for real-real.” He looks back at The Dandy and says, “But it makes me tired and drains what residual energy I have.”

“Okay,” The Dandy says, “Totally understand, but before you go you wouldn’t happen to be able to snap your fingers and get us to your GrandPappy’s house in Louisiana, would you?”

Andrew smirks and says, “Laters. Gators.”

The dust cloud swirls around The Dandy. Andrews Phantasm Phorm evaporates, and The Dandy can feel her stomach lurch like she’s in an elevator. When the cloud dissipates, The Dandy finds herself in a front yard. Not the one she was just in. This is a different yard. It’s an open space with a wall of trees in the distance. The siding on the house is a faded yellow with every manner of vehicle junked out in front of it. 

The Dandy hears Ash scream. She turns to see the kid pulling up her pants as she rolls around in the tall grass. The pedicab is fixed, standing upright, and sparkling clean.

Ash picks up her bandolero, asking, “What the fuck was that?”

“Your brother.” The Dandy looks around the open acreage. “I think he saved us some time on the road.” 

Ash, realizing where she is, shouts, “Grandpa?” Next to the bike, teenage dream, Andrew, stands. All contents now back in his fixed cranium. Ash runs past The Dandy towards the house. 

The Dandy comments, “Might want to ask him for some toilet paper.” Ash ignores her as she sprints for the door, continuing to yell for Gramps. 

The door to the house flings open, and an old guy step out. His eyes, unbelieving, stare at Ash as she runs to him.

“Oh my good god damn,” Ash’s grandpa exclaims, his face scrunching up as happy tears fall. 

Ash weeps as well, crashing into his waiting arms. She knocks him down with the force of her speed.

“Guess that’s Gramps.” The Dandy looks at Andrew walking towards her. “You ready?”

“Ready Freddy,” he zayz.
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Gramps freaked the fuck out when he saw Andrew. It took a while for Ash to calm him down and make him understand that Andrew was cool. All he wanted to do was chill with a book. The Dandy even put her barehand up to Andrew, only for the teenage zombie to shake it. 

“God damn it, boy. How is this possible,” Gramps asks his grandson as he makes it to the front steps of the house. Andrew lazily grins and shrugs. 

“Hi, I’m The Dandy,” The Fashionable One introduces, bowing slightly. “Ash tells me you’re quite the hoarder. Care to show me your music collection?”

“Uh...” Gramps starts, assessing The Dandy. “Sure. What you say your name was?”

“The Dandy,” she proclaims. “Dandy’s fine, too. Now, do you have CD’s and tapes?”

“Uh...yeah,” Gramps stammers. The Dandy notices his quizzical stare. She can’t tell if he’s trying to figure out her nature or gender. Then The Dandy sees his eyes fire down and then back up as quick as a blink. Oh, right. Cleavage. 

“Grandpa,” Ash asks. “I need to go finish a bit of business I started before we got here.”

“Wha?”

“She was taking an ‘el duce’ before we all got whooshed here like Dorothy and Toto,” The Dandy confirms.

Gramps asks, “What’s an ‘el duce’?”

“She was taking a shit.”

Gramps looks at The Dandy and asks, “You always have a fowl mouth around kids?”

The Dandy looks to Ash and then back to Gramps. “Oh, Gramps,” she tells him, pity in her eyes. “I’ll pray for you.”

Ash scurries to the bathroom and locks the door. Dandy and Gramps did have to help Andrew navigate the steps, though. Seems he has trouble going up and down stairs.

The screen door smacks the door frame, putting The Dandy on edge. She grew up with these types of doors. They did not bring back good memories. Slamming. A torn screen. A broken frame. 

“You want something to drink, or, uhh...” Gramps starts. “You hungry? Just about lunch time. I was gonna heat up some chops.”

The Dandy turns to Gramps, intrigued. “Chops? As in pork chops?”

Gramps chuckles. “Yeah. I’ve been takin’ care of myself even before all this mess. Been in this home...” The old timer tilts his head up, letting his jaw go slack as he things. “40 plus years. I didn’t even know I had any kids until Ash’s mom did one of those tests where you spit in a tube, and they tell you where your families from. I got popped for weed in my younger days, so I was the system. Dang thing is, I don’t remember shit about that night I uh...you know...doing the deed. Anyway. You thirsty? Want something to drink? How ‘bout some chops? It’s almost lunch time.”

A piano key is struck somewhere in the house. This gets the attention of Gramps and The Dandy. Then, another piano key is struck. And another. And one more.

Gramps, confused, asks, “Twinkle Twinkle Little Star?”

“You forget you got a roomie, Gramps?” The Dandy hitches up her cane, ready.

The music continues to play one note at a time as Gramps, taking the lead, walks to the room where his upright piano is stationed. The Dandy follows but stops as Gramps gets to the door and pauses. 

“Well, shit,” he says.

The Dandy cranes her neck to see Andrew sitting at the piano, pecking at the keys with his fingers. His eyes look at a piece of sheet music resting in its spot above the keys. Sure enough, it was Twinkle Twinkle Little Star. 

“Didn’t know he could do that,” The Dandy asserts.

“What are y’all looking at,” Ash asks, walking from the other end of the hall. She gets to the doorway and looks in the room. Ash sees Andrew playing the piano. Disgusted, she belts out, “Oh, fuck off.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


26


[image: ]




The uninterrupted shower was divine. The Dandy could masturbate in peace. The water was scalding, helping the process. By the time she finished her shower, shaved, brushed, moisturized, dressed, applied makeup, and styled her hair, Gramps and Ash had already eaten. Ash slouched in her seat at the table, her plate holding only the bone of a chop. Smears of mashed potatoes and gravy swept over the edge, leaving a dollop on the placemat. Gramps picked at his teeth with a wooden toothpick, his eyes darting to The Dandy as she walked into the kitchen.

“God dang, girl, what you dressed up for?”

The fit was casual. Nothing special. A plaid forest green jacket and pants combo. The button up shirt was a pop of yellow with a checkered tie matching the pants and jacket. The Dandy’s socks were that same yellow as the shirt while the shoes were a deep green. Makeup was basic black eyeshadow with green and yellow streaks running horizontal. The nails were alternating green and yellow. Her hair was styled and parted to one side with a large butterfly pin keeping her hair out of her face.

“What,” The Dandy asks. 

Ash says without moving, her body stuffed with pig meat and potatoes. “She always dresses like that.”

The Dandy’s eyes go to a plate of food set in an empty space at the table. “That for me?”

“Yeah,” Gramps says. “Probably all cold, now. I’ll heat it up for ya.” Gramps gets up from his spot at the table, grabbing the plate. He walks it to the microwave and sets it inside. 

“Thank you,” The Dandy says. She spots a calendar pinned to the wall next to the microwave. There are x’s marking days past. The Dandy points to it and asks, “Is that accurate?”

Gramps follows her finger and says, “Yep. Figured it would be important to keep track.”

“Well, thank el diablo for that.” The Dandy reaches into her jacket pocket and produces a small notepad with an equally small pencil nestled in its metal coils. She flips the black cover over, then a few pages, looking for a blank one. The Dandy jots down the date, October 13th. The words, ‘Columbus Day’ in small print at the bottom of the days box. “Gross.”

As The Dandy ate, Gramps says, “So, Ash tells me you’re a lover of music.”

The Dandy finishes her bite, dabs at the corner of her lips and drinks water before confirming. “I am. It gets really boring on the road so listening to music helps.”

“What do you listen on?”

“I have a collection of cd and tape players. Double A batteries have become quite the commodity.”

“Shit,” gramps scoffs. “I got batteries. I gotta lotta music, too. You finish all yer lunch, and I’ll show ya my collection.” With an intrigued eyebrow raise, The Dandy cuts another slice of chop off and eats. After everyone has had time to digest, Gramps takes The Dandy and Ash to one of the sheds on his property. In total, Gramps had ten buildings he called sheds. They ranged from the size of a small tool shed to a building the size of a god damned aircraft hangar.  

The building Gramps walks up to is the size of single wide trailer, reaching 50 feet in length but barely stretching 15 feet in width. The door sat at the head of the building and Gramps produced a ring of keys from his pants pocket as they approached.

“I been collectin’ since I was a little fella’. Started with baseball cards and comic books. Then, it turned into anything I thought was cool. Fridges, freezers, farming equipment.”

“All the good F’s,” The Dandy says.

Gramps chuckles and slides the key into the lock. He turns the knob and pushes the door open. “Got everything temp controlled. Gotta in this heat.”

“Yeah, I was gonna ask. Ash told me you had your own power. Where are you getting it from?”

“Solar mostly. Then, wind. Plenty of both down here.”

Gramps enters followed by Ash and then The Dandy. The Fashionable One looks in awe as she stares at rows of shelves housing CD’s. Each shelf has drawers that pull out, revealing even more music. 

“Everything’s alphabetized,” Gramps says. “Stereo cabinets in the far back.”

“Got any blank cassettes?”

“Few hundo.”

“Gramps. I’ve been meaning to take a little vacay’. A little rest and recharge. I think I’m going to love it here.”
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Three hours later The Dandy returns to the house. Jacket slung over her shoulder. Stack of mixtapes in her hand. Andrew still presses piano keys one at a time.

“You’re missing a CD I was really hoping was there. I won’t hold it against you, though. Well...maybe a little.”

“Which one?”

“It’s the Depeche Mode single for A Question of Lust. It has a song on it called Christmas Island and it’s one of my favorites. I haven’t been able to listen to it since streaming went bye-bye. I’ve cleared out every thrift store, record store, Wal-Mart, and Half Price Books in Texas. Still can’t find that fucking CD.”

“Well, you ain’t in Tejas anymore, Dorothy,” Gramps says. “Plenty of those places around here. Doubt anyone’s touched ‘em.”

The Dandy gives Gramps a strange look. It wasn’t what he said, it’s how he said it. The confidence in the statement. “How can you be sure?”

“Cuz besides myself, you two are the only livin’ folk I’ve seen since this shit started.”

“So, what you’re telling me is, there are stores in my area that have physical media that’s just waiting for me?”

“I...suppose I am.” The Dandy checks her pocket watch. Gramps takes this moment to flash Ash a look of bewilderment. The kid just smiles.

“It’ll have to wait until tomorrow,” The Dandy says, stuffing the silver watch back in her vests’ hindpocket. “Gonna be dark soon. Can’t risk it. Plus, I am exhausted.” The Dandy holds up the mixtapes for perusal. “Where am I sleepin’, Gramps?”

“I got a few rooms. I also have a collection of tiny homes in the big shed. I can get one out for you and hook it up if you want some privacy?”

“You spoil me, Gramps. You really do. Too good to me.”

Andrew walks in and zayz, “Ash,” startling Gramps.

“God damn it,” he says. “It’s gonna take me a while to get used to that.”

Ash goes to Andrew, worried. The look on the teenage zombies’ face was one of concern. “What’s wrong?”

“Z...” Andrew zlurz. “...boyz.” He points toward the front yard. 

Ash is the first to the window. She bounces on the couch in front if it, excited, seeing the three dead folks reach the car on the far side of the front yard. 

“About fucking time,” she says before turning to The Dandy. “I was wondering when we’d get to kill something.”

“Whatchu talkin’ about, Ash? Those things are dangerous.”

Confusion flashes over Ash’s face. “What? Those? Nah, those z-boyz ain’t shit. Watch.”

Ash hops off the couch and heads to the front door. Gramps tries to go after her but he’s way too fucking slow for the pre-teen. 

“You get back here. They’re dangerous.”

“It’s okay, Gramps,” The Dandy says, plopping on the couch and putting her feet up. “She can take care of herself.”

Gramps watches from the open front door as Ash approaches the three zombies. In quick succession, she pulls a small throwing knife from her bandolero and flicks it toward the zombies. She does it only the three times, not missing a single throw.

“Holy fucking shit,” Gramps says.

“I know. Kids, amiright?”
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The Dandy pops the kickstand and hops off her e-bike. The parking lot is filled with abandoned cars. All the owners dying almost a year before while they shopped at the huge box store on the far side of the shopping center. The Dandy would get to that place later. Some of the canned goods would be okay. Some not so much. Some would be rotten, past their date. You can forget about produce. The smell would just be so fucking wonderful. That’s later, though. Now, she stands in the shadow of the Half-Priced Books. 

She takes a deep inhale. On the exhale, The Dandy lets the air balloon her cheeks. It’s been a few months since she’s been able to go shopping for herself. It’s been all about other people. Not like that’s a bad thing, but you gotta do something for yourself every now and again. She might have been exaggerating when she said she cleared all those stores out in Texas, but The Dandy made a sizable contribution to her own music collection. 

A wet garble came from behind The Dandy. Like all the humidity in the swamp resided in a zombie’s throat. She turned and saw the bloated waterlogged fat boy. It squished as it walked, and bubbles poured from the mouth, caused by necrotic gasses escaping orally. The Dandy doesn’t want to think if it’s bubbling from the other end.

She’d only ever seen Bubblers near the coast. There’s a lot in Corpus. These z-boyz all look the same. Gross and bloated. It’s bad enough that the dry one’s rot. That carries a distinct fragrance of disgust, but these...these were like finding a crock pot half full of month-old chicken noodle soup outside in the middle of summer. 

There was no way Her Chicness was getting her fit ruined. She had on a baggy pair of pinstripe pants. Three wallet chains of all different length. A shiny pair of heeled Mary Janes. White stockings. Black button up shirt. Sleeves rolled to the elbow. A white piece of faux leather buttoned to hold the cuffed sleeves in place. Sleek black vest. Pin of the Bride of Frankenstein over the right breast. White tie. Hair is pulled up into a messy bun, exposing her neat under shave to the ears. Curls fall to her shoulders. Black eyeshadow. Matte black lipstick. Simple. Stylish. No jacket or hat today. This was serious.

The Dandy pops the ferrule on her warcane and fingers the black button underneath. The Dandy aims the top towards the fat boy and presses the button. A thin three-inch long steel rod shoots from top of the cane. It passes through the bubblers head with a slurp. The thing fell with a wet splat to the pavement. The motion sloshing the water inside like a waterbed. The Dandy looks on in disgust, lip curled.

“Gross,” she says before finally walking towards the Half-Priced Books entrance. She uses her trusty lock picking tools to get those pesky double doors open. No sweat.

She snatches a small basket to carry around and heads to the cd section. Not only did this store not have the cd The Dandy was looking for, but they didn’t have any Depeche Mode cd’s at all. No Violator. No Music for the Masses. No Black Celebration. No Songs of Faith and Devotion. No nothing.

The Dandy sighs. “Pathetic.” With her basket empty, she saunters over to the VHS’s. More of a whole bunch of nothing. Copies of Titanic, Jurassic Park, and ET have truly lasted longer than humanity. Then, there were the books. A considerable amount of space had been dedicated to the music and movies, true, but it paled in comparison to the volumes lining the seemingly endless shelves. The Dandy cruised the aisles, plucking books that caught her attention. Whether it was the author or the books title. If it piqued her interest, into the basket it goes. She was thinking of Andrew. That little scamp loves his books.

The Dandy would settle on 7 books. She didn’t want to weigh down the rickshaw, plus she planned to come back with Andrew. Let him find something on his own. His performance at the piano got The Dandy’s brain thinking. Dangerous, I know, but it can’t be helped. Just the way she is. Based on Ash’s response, playing the piano, like the books, was something new. Something Andrew had never done. Gramps only had beginner books, but the Half-Price had a great many books on piano, both how to play and sheet music. 

She carried her basket to the check-out counter and set it down. Half-Price always has the good tote bags. Nice and thick. Hefty, even. They have a rack full of them, hanging by the strap, all with different paintings printed on them. The Dandy takes 2, one with Automat by Hopper and the other with Christina’s World by Wyeth. She separates the books evenly, by weight, and drops them in the open bags. 

A flyer for the New Orleans Museum of Art catches The Dandy’s eye. She was a lover of museums, no doubt, but this ad, printed on good card stock, displayed what would have been their next exhibit. Toys from around the world to celebrate the Holiday Season. Toys from past and present. Curated from other museums and personal collections. One of the toys featured was a wrestling figure. It was Bret ‘The Hitman’ Hart. Kory’s favorite wrestler. The Dandy was always a Shawn Michaels gal.

The Bret Hart action figure pictured here was one that Kory had told her about when the 2 first met. He had told her many times that he sent away for the toy after seeing it in a magazine. All you did was cut out the form, write down which wrestler you wanted, and put ten bucks in an envelope. Easy, right? Kory sent away for the toy but never got one. Years passed and he saw one for sale at a nerd store. It was just a stupid action figure in a stupid sealed plastic bag and this mother fucker wanted eight hundred dollars. Eight, two zeros, a decimal point, and then two more zeros. You can imagine The Dandy’s face when she saw Kory considering such an idiotic waste of fucking money. He didn’t get it, obviously, but he always kept a look out. They’d see one here or there, always really fucking expensive. But it was his holy grail. The Dandy had one, too, of sorts. Matel Rainbow Brite from 1983. That fucking yellow box still haunts The Dandy to this day.

She stuffs the card into her back pocket and pulls out the tin of joints. She lights one up before grabbing the two totes and heading for the exit. The Dandy leans into the right double door and takes two steps out onto the sidewalk connecting the store before stopping. The joint dangles and finally drops from The Dandy’s awe-struck lips. She didn’t think she could be surprised. She thought she had seen it all. Heard it all. How many monsters do you have to see before you truly become numb to every new horror that comes your way? Now, in the fucking shopping center in Louisiana, The Dandy has been humbled.

Ripping large chunks of the Bubbler and consuming them, a giant fucking z-boy. What was once a person was now close to fifteen feet. It’s hunched and scarcely clothed. Still wearing whatever they had when turning into this monstrosity. It clutches the zombie in one hand, letting the gore and viscera drop to the pavement with a wet splat. It faces away from The Dandy, content on feeding. Ingesting. With each mouth full that went down its gullet, The Dandy heard sizzling come from within the creature. Then the smell of burning rot. 
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