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    To all the lovers of horror and all things zombie.


Enjoy.
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WE HEARD IT ON THE news. America as we knew it was gone. Next was Mexico. Then London and Europe. Accusations flew, theories ran rife, but no one new. Scientists captured zombies, tested them—but that's all we heard. Whether it was true or not, no one found out. 

But we were safe. New Zealand and Australia, Samoa and Fiji and a scattering of other islands. 

Safe. A precarious word. 

Then Australia fell. How? We don't know. We lost all contact. Samoan and Fijian communications also died. We were alone. The authorities didn’t know what to do. In a burst of fear and energy, we as a nation rioted. And why not? We believed we were next. And like all bursts of energy, it was short-lived; but the destruction was massive. Plumes of smoke darkened the sky for days, people bled to death on the streets, bodies pillaged and beaten, children tossed against brick walls; anarchy in full swing.  

Being the last 'safe' place was the worst. Every day we waited for the inevitable zombie attack or news of their arrival. That's how we lived. Day to day. Money meant nothing, we valued skills, communities grew stronger, and we formed security groups—not cops, to keep our little slice of paradise in order and monitored visitors; insuring they had skills to share. 

We kept everything in order. 

Peace reigned. 

He iwi tahi tatou. We are now one people. 

* * *
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THE FUCKERS HAD TO arrive, eventually. They arrived in Aotearoa on a day of celebrations: Waitangi Day.

A long time had passed since we lost contact with the rest of the world. An exact time was unknown, but we believed the silence began between five and seven years ago. 

Waitangi day was a rude awakening. We had grown soft and complacent. We had hoped it was all over. Whatever started the zombie breakout had faded or died. New Zealand was safe. We were thankful of that. 

When word arrived that Waitangi Day talks were resuming there was a change in the community. A good change. The hope of some normality was on its way into power. We were happy and anxious at the same time. There was a strong desire that government would not return; at least not the government we remembered. Government was powerless against a genuine threat and lost all power when the silence started. 

We had made do. All communities had their own set of rules and guidelines that benefited the region and the people. The last thing we all wanted was the return of old school policies. On our own we learnt how to restore electricity and build and install wind and sun generators. We communicated with other communities through analogue telephone lines. 

There was a feeling within most communities that a return to old world comforts and normality no longer existed in the new world—the new normal—and few wanted a return to these old ways. People were closer, neighbour knew neighbour. Six degrees of separation had become one. 

* * *
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THE DOOR OPENED, A wave of light rushed into the room. Gary covered his eyes from the stinging brightness. 

"Oh my God, Gary. I'm sorry. I forgot." 

Rubbing the pain away, he gingerly took his hands away. The room filled again with a soft light. Thick curtains covered the windows. "It's okay, Susan." 

"Are you angry?" 
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