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ZOMBIES ATTACK!:

AN INTERACTIVE READING EXPERIENCE
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Zombies Attack! is a very important book to me for a few reasons. First, it’s the start of a completely new series set in the world of Minecraft, with never-before-seen characters and a new location: the mysterious Far Lands! Writing the Gameknight999 novels has been a blast, but after eighteen books, I knew it was time to challenge myself and come up with new stories and characters for readers to enjoy (and you never know, there may still be more adventures starring the User-who-is-not-a-user down the road …).

Second, Zombies Attack! is the first ever truly interactive novel set in the world of Minecraft. Have you ever read a great Minecraft story and thought, “Wow! I’d love to actually play like this in the game, battling the same monsters and exploring the same buildings and worlds”? I definitely have, and was inspired enough to make my dream a reality. With the help of some very talented friends, I’ve created a custom Zombies Attack! Minecraft map that matches the storyline of this book. That means that as you’re reading, you’ll be able to follow along in the actual Minecraft game itself, visiting the same buildings and biomes, fighting the same monsters, and even more, all the same as the book.

After you’ve met Watcher, the main character of Zombies Attack! and hero of the Rise of the Warlords series, you’ll be able to live out his adventures yourself in the Far Lands, facing monsters, uncovering treasure, and trying to defeat dangerous bosses like the zombie general, Ro-Zar, and the zombie warlord, Tu-Kar.

Pulling this off required a lot of planning, and I had to carefully craft the story as my team was helping to build this custom map. There are many Easter eggs in these pages that will point you towards special treasure while you’re playing the Zombies Attack! map, so read carefully.

Before we get into the fun stuff (like “How does it all work?”), I want to stress that although these bonus features for Zombies Attack are lots of fun, and I fully encourage all readers to try them out, they are not required to read the book and enjoy it. Just like my Gameknight999 series, the Rise of the Warlords trilogy is a fun and exciting story set in the world of Minecraft, filled with interesting characters I’ve grown to love. If you just want to read along, you’ll enjoy Zombies Attack! and the upcoming sequels just as much as my previous books. However, what makes these books different is that they’ve been written with some very cool bonus features in mind, and I hope you take the opportunity to check them out; they are awesome to play and explore!

How do I play the Zombies Attack! map?

The Zombies Attack! custom map is available on my Gameknight999 Minecraft Network server (server IP: mc.gameknight999.com), which many of you have visited and play on already. Detailed instructions for how to access the map for Zombies Attack! can be found by visiting my website, www.markcheverton.com, where there are video tutorials and more to get you set up and having fun in no time. Or, you can scan the QR code (more information on how to do that in a moment) on page xi to take you straight to the right webpage (be sure to have your parents’ permission to use third-party Minecraft servers).

When you first enter the Zombies Attack! map, you’ll find yourself in a special room where you can join up with other players around the world to play the map with. The more people you have in your party, the more difficult you’ll find the game, but playing with other users is lots of fun! Each time you play, you’ll get a score related to how many monsters you destroyed and how quickly you made it through the game. Be sure to check for hidden loot; there will be hints throughout the book, telling you where you might find better armor and cool weapons.

Good luck, and watch out for zombies—there will be a lot of them waiting to meet you!

What if I can’t play on a server?

Never fear, we’ve thought of that! Even if you don’t have access or permission to play on third-party Minecraft servers, you’ll still be able to download the Zombies Attack! map and go through the adventure on your own. Unfortunately, the custom software that was written to create all the epic boss battles will only work if you play on my server, and will not work for you at home. So monsters might not pop up exactly like they do in the book this way, but the maps themselves are still really fun to explore, and there are still many, many random monster spawners around that will keep you busy.

You can download the game (again, after getting your parents’ permission), by visiting my website or scanning the QR code on the next page and scrolling down to the download link at the bottom of the page. If you need help loading the world into Minecraft, I’ve included links to several YouTube videos that I’ve found extremely helpful. These videos will show you how to download the map file as well as well as how to load and run the file on your computer.

Will the Zombies Attack! map work with my computer?

Unfortunately, you can only log into the Gameknight999 Minecraft Network with the vanilla PC version 1.11 or 1.12 of Minecraft. The Windows 10 version, as well as the Xbox, Pocket Edition, or other console versions of Minecraft, will not work on the Gameknight999 Minecraft Network. So, if you use those versions of Minecraft, you won’t be able to join the online game server and play the custom Zombies Attack! map. In addition, the downloadable version will not work with any of these versions either. I wish this wasn’t the case, but I don’t have any control over what these other versions can run.

What are QR codes and how do I use them?

Even if you can’t join the server or download the single-player game to see first-hand what the fabulous structures created by our expert builders look like, that’s okay; there are still fun things to look at! Throughout the book, you will find square, black and white checkerboard patterns called QR codes. These QR codes are linked to pages on my website that show images of the buildings constructed by our building team, and give you more information about the structures and history of the Far Lands. You might find even some screenshots of different Minecrafters playing through the game … maybe you! Be sure to send me your screenshots from inside the game, and I’ll do my best to post them online.
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To scan the QR code, you’ll need a QR reader on your smart phone. There are many free QR readers available for all phones. I recommend you go to your phone’s app store to find one (with your parents’ permission, of course). I downloaded one for my iPhone and it works great, even though there are some ads across the bottom. Simply enter your QR reader app, then point the phone’s camera toward the QR code. The software should detect the code very quickly, then redirect your phone to the website. The QR code here, for example, will take you to the webpage for Zombies Attack! custom map lobby.

If for some reason you aren’t able to use a QR reader on your smart phone, feel free to visit my website, where I’ll have the same links up for readers to explore.

Putting together this interactive experience was something I’ve been thinking about for a long time, and it was only possible through the incredibly hard work and patience from a group of people who deserve lots of recognition and applause. Zombies Attack! was programmed by Luca Panjer (devLuca) and tested by Joseph Bamber (Quadbamber). We also had an incredible building team from the Gameknight999 Minecraft Network putting together all of the epic constructions for the game: Project Director Joseph Bamber (Quadbamber), Head Builder Will Shepherd (Mr_man12), Builder Adam Pugh (Arp97), and Builder Ben Archer (Benma98). They’ve created some amazing structures and buildings that I’ve done my best to describe throughout this book, but walking through them is even better.

From the beginning, my goal has been to merge the experience of playing Minecraft and reading Minecraft-inspired books into a one-of-a-kind experience. I hope you enjoy the game and playing along while you read! Don’t get discouraged if you don’t beat the Zombies Attack! custom map on the first try, or if you get squashed by the zombies lying in wait for you; this game will take some clever thought and strategy to make it through unscathed. If you are not successful, keep trying. I guarantee it’s possible.

Hope to see you in the Far Lands!

—Monkeypants_271


You should never feel as if you must prove you’re good enough to others to be accepted. Be the best version of yourself, and accept who you are, and don’t be concerned about what other people think.
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Watcher stood atop the tall watchtower, gazing down upon the village, disconnected from the community that bustled with activity below. The morning sun, painting the village with bright reds and warm oranges, rose above the eastern horizon, signaling the start of a new day. The NPCs (non-playable characters) were eager to get up and begin a new day’s work; nighttime and its ever-present collection of zombies, spiders, endermen, and creepers was always a welcome thing to put into the past.

Watcher gazed toward the rising sun, trying to look past the haze that always obscured Minecraft’s features in the distance. Out there, somewhere, was the line between the Far Lands, where he lived, and the Overworld. Rumor had it, someone had once visited the Far Lands from the distant Overworld, but it had only happened once in Minecraft’s entire history. Even though Watcher had never been there, he knew that the Overworld was the central part of the Minecraft universe, where strangers with silver threads of light reaching up high into the air walked the land. But that was in the Overworld and none of those creatures, known as users, had stepped foot in the Far Lands for centuries; they were a thing of myth and legend.

The Overworld was the center of Minecraft, a place where users interacted with NPCs and monsters and animals. Some of those interactions were not very positive, and Watcher had heard stories of griefers doing unbelievable harm to those that lived in the electronic world.

But out in the Far Lands, Watcher was millions and millions of blocks away from all that. The Far Lands wrapped around the Overworld like a gigantic donut, only one with no sprinkles. Watcher had once heard that as strange as the Overworld seemed to him, the Far Lands had once been home to things even stranger than users: powerful beings such as gigantic monsters and mythical sorcerers who had long ago clashed over control of the land. The young boy had never seen anything like that in his time, though; the Far Lands he knew were a more peaceful part of Minecraft, even if dangers still existed.

Turning his attention back to the task at hand, Watcher performed his job, which was watching out for monsters. He scanned the thick oak forest that hugged close to the village, looking for creatures lurking in the shadows of the boxy trees. Out here, in the Far Lands, zombies and skeletons did not burst into flames if they were exposed to the sunlight, like they would in the rest of the Overworld, but they still preferred the darkness of shadows or night. Watcher knew if any monsters were skulking about, they’d be found in the shade cast by the trees.

Suddenly, he saw something move from behind the square trunk of a tall oak. And then something else. It was difficult to see what they were, for the shapes were still far away, but there was definitely something there. Watcher imagined it could be a group of zombies, or maybe skeletons out on the hunt. Images of a million different possibilities played through his head as the daydreaming he was famous for began to dominate his mind.

Should I ring the alarm? Watcher thought.

“No, I’ll wait until I can see them better,” he mumbled softly to himself.

Leaning forward, he peered into the forest, holding his rectangular hand next to his face to shield his eyes from the light of the square sun.

One of the creatures stepped into the clearing. There was a flash of brilliant light that momentarily blinded the young boy.

“What was that?” Watcher extending his body farther over the edge of the tower. “Maybe it was a wizard, like the ones described in our history books.”

His imagination instantly went to the NPC wizards that existed hundreds of years ago in these Far Lands. In school, they’d been learning about the history of the Far Lands and the strange things that existed long ago; not only NPC wizards, but also monster warlocks and terrifying creatures. A great war had ravaged the land long ago, wiping these monsters, warlocks and wizards from the face of Minecraft, and now they only existed in those historical tomes. All that remained of those ancient times were the elaborate structures sprinkled across the deserts and forests, and occasionally enchanted relics found in dark caves or hidden chests. That was where Watcher’s imagination went; anything that pulled him from his miserable, mundane life was a welcome relief.

But it can’t be a wizard, he thought. That’s ridiculous.

And then he saw the figure clearly; it was one of the village warriors returning from the evening patrol.

More of the warriors emerged from behind trees and bushes, their iron armor reflecting the sun’s rays like highly polished mirrors; the NPCs looked as if they were made of light. As the soldiers neared the village, many of them sheathed their heavy broadswords and tucked their shields back into their inventories.

“Anything to report?” a voice asked from behind.

Watcher turned and found Tiller climbing up through the trapdoor that was set into the roof of the tower.

“No, nothing,” Watcher replied, glad he didn’t signal a false alarm.

He would have been embarrassed if he’d said they were wizards in the forest. The last time he’d imagined something and reported it, Watcher had been bitterly teased by the older kids in the village, calling him Dreamer instead of Watcher for weeks. They had picked on him relentlessly, making the young boy feel unwelcome everywhere … which was nothing new. The only person that had stood by his side was his best friend, Planter.

The thought of her made him turn toward the fields. And there she was …

Watcher smiled.

Planter was heading into the fields with a hoe over her shoulders, her beautiful blond hair shining bright against the dark green smock, a yellow stripe running down the center. The long flowing strands swished back and forth as she walked, a cheerful spring always present in her gait.

Tiller said something, but Watcher didn’t hear … he was lost, gazing at Planter in peaceful delight.

“What?” Watcher asked.

He turned and faced Tiller.

“I said your shift is done, I’ll take over,” Tiller said. “You’ve been up all night, and maybe you should get a little sleep before classes start.”

“I’m not going to school today.” Watcher stepped to the trap door and stood on the first rung of the ladder. “Tryouts for the army cadets are today.”

“Oh no, you aren’t trying out again, are you?”

Watcher nodded.

“Don’t you remember what happened last time?” Tiller asked, a look of sympathy in his dark eyes.

He could never forget; it had been the most humiliating day in his life. Watcher wasn’t the biggest, or strongest kid in the village. In fact, he was the opposite; he was the smallest and weakest, but what he lacked in physical prowess, he made up for with a fast mind and a clever wit. And this time, Watcher had a new idea, a clever strategy that would allow him to pass the tests and become a cadet in the army.

“I have a plan this time.” Watcher’s eyes grew bright with confidence. “I’ve been analyzing the way all the soldiers fight. They each have a pattern that’s predictable. I can take advantage of that pattern to score some hits before I get annihilated.” He took a huge breath and stuck out his scrawny chest. “It’ll be different this time.”

“I hope so for your sake,” Tiller said. “I guess if you’re gonna do this to yourself again … umm … good luck.”

“Thanks.” Watcher grinned, then slid down the ladder.

When he reached the ground floor, he shot out of the cobblestone structure, excited about the upcoming test. The young boy thought about going to see Planter and telling her what he was doing, but she was on the other side of the village; he couldn’t see her and get back in time. Just thinking about his friend put a smile on Watcher’s face.

“Oh well,” he said in a low voice. “I guess it’s time to do this.”

Turning away from the fields, he headed for the practice yard. Running between wooden buildings, he passed his own home. Through the window, Cleric, his father, was visible in his white smock, always perfectly clean and wrinkle free.

“Go get ’em son.” Cleric waved.

Watcher waved, then sprinted past.

I wish Mom were still alive to see this, he thought. She’d be so proud when I become a cadet.

The thought of his mother caused confidence to blossom within Watcher’s soul.

“I can do this.” His voice was barely a whisper, meant only for him … and her.

When he reached the practice yard, Watcher found the other boys and girls already in a neat line. He fell in right next to a tall black-haired girl. She towered over him even though they were the same age … for the most part, everyone towered over him, even kids younger than him. He didn’t care. It wasn’t important how big or strong someone was … what mattered was how they’d react in a tense situation. A person who could come up with creative solutions in battle was more valuable than just a block head who could only swing a sword … at least, that was his theory.

“If you’re not here for the Cadet Corp, then you better scurry along,” a hulking soldier said.

Watcher noticed he was staring right at him. The soldier raised an eyebrow toward him.

“You in the right place?” he asked again.

Watcher smiled and nodded.

“You remember what happened last time, son?”

“I’m here to try out for the cadets.” Watcher’s voice was loud and clear.

“OK, it’s your funeral,” the warrior replied.

The other kids laughed.

“Quiet down!”

Everyone instantly became silent.

“That’s better.” The soldier walked up and down the line of kids, glaring at each, trying to intimidate them. “Here’s how it’s going to work. Each of you will use a stick and face one of the soldiers in mock combat. If you show any potential, then we might ask you to stay for a second round of tests.” He turned and faced Watcher. “Anyone dropping their stick, then tripping over it and hitting their head so hard they go unconscious will be disqualified and will not be allowed to test ever again. Is that understood?”

All the other kids turned and looked at Watcher, a few of them giggling loud enough for him to hear. He knew the question was directed at him, and was meant to embarrass. But Watcher wasn’t going to react; he just nodded, a look of grim determination on his square face.

“Okay, then,” the hulking villager continued. “Do we have a volunteer to go first?”

Watcher stepped forward. He could feel what little courage he had starting to falter as uncertainty crept into his mind like a venomous spider.

“I’ll go … first.” Watcher’s voice cracking a bit.

Some of the other kids giggled.

“Quiet!” the soldier barked.

An uneasy silence wrapped around the practice yard. Watcher took a deep breath, then moved to the rack of weapons and grabbed a stick. He stepped to the middle of the practice yard, waiting for his opponent, his heart pounding in his chest.

“My, you’re eager for this, aren’t you, boy,” the soldier said in a low voice.

Watcher remained silent and gripped the pretend-sword tightly. He’d studied all the soldiers and knew what to expect. They each had their tell, that small indication that told what they were going to do, and Watcher knew them all. He had no doubt, he could land a few hits on any of the soldiers, with the exception of one. Fencer was the fastest and strongest of the warriors. He had no tells, no weaknesses; he was the best swordsman in the village. As long as his opponent was anyone else, he was all right.

“Let’s get a warrior out here,” the training leader shouted. “We have an eager trainee who wants to test his courage.”

Beads of sweat trickled down Watcher’s head, some of them tumbling through his curly reddish-brown hair and finding their way into his ear. It wasn’t very hot out today and the sun wasn’t very high, but he was sweating profusely.

“I can do it … this time,” Watcher whispered. “I am brave, and I’m clever.”

He thought about something his father, Cleric, had told him the day before: “Strength and muscles are devoured by time, the strongest soldier always ending up as frail old men. But intelligence and creativity: those muscles never stop growing.”

“I can do this … I can do this … I can … oh no …”

And then Fencer stepped out of the barracks, a long wooden stick in his huge hands. The warrior glanced at Watcher, and a look of sympathy came across the big NPC’s face. He shook his head slightly, telling Watcher to abandon this course of action. In response, Watcher nodded, then took a step closer, his heart now thundering in his chest, his breaths dry and raspy.

“I’m not gonna take it easy on you,” Fencer said.

“I know,” was all Watcher could say as his dream of being in the army slowly slipped from his fingers.

I’m lost, he thought. But I must go through with this. I’m not gonna quit.

Fencer raised his stick, getting ready to advance, while Watcher dropped into a defensive stance. Suddenly, someone banged a tool against an iron chest plate … it was the alarm!

“ZOMBIES AT THE FRONT OF THE VILLAGE!” Tiller shouted from atop the watchtower.

“Zombies?” Watcher said, confused.

“Zombies?!” Fencer said.

That was when the war began.
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The sorrowful wails of zombies filled the air. Watcher couldn’t tell how many there were, but from the smell coming from the disgusting creatures, it seemed like a lot. The perpetual east-to-west breeze dragged their stench across the village like a diseased fog.

Soldiers in their iron armor ran for the front of the village, each with a sword and shield in their hands. There was part of Watcher that wanted to go with them, but another part, the smarter part, told him to just stay out of the way … and so he did.

Running for his home, he found Cleric outside, his older sister, Winger, was approaching from the direction of the blacksmith’s shop. She was holding up a pair of the newest Elytra wings she’d constructed, and had likely been getting ready to do a test when the alarm rang.

“Watcher, stay by the house,” Cleric said. “Any wounded will be sent this way. You need to help them.” He turned to his daughter. “Winger, go to the supply shed and get ready to help any wounded on that side of the village. Both of you know your jobs … now get to work.”

Without waiting for an answer, Cleric headed to the front of the village. Winger gave her younger brother a wink, then headed for the supply shed. Around him, NPCs were in a panic. Many looked for their assigned battle station, but there hadn’t been an attack by monsters for a long time, and many didn’t even know what to do.

A cheer rang out from the front of the village.

“What happened? Does anyone know what happened?” Watcher shouted.

Someone with a pickaxe in his hands ran to the back of the village. “They’re retreating,” he said. “The zombies are running away. Our warriors are chasing them away.”

“But that’s not right.” Watcher could still smell the zombies’ stench. “If they’re running away, then why is their odor so strong?”

“Odor … what odor?” The NPC sounded confused, but kept running; few in the village had Watcher’s sensitivity when it came to the five senses.
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He turned and glanced at the large windmill with its white vanes turning slowly. It stood on the edge of the village, the breeze helping the huge machine to grind wheat into flour. But the large structure was not moving correctly. The large blades jerked a bit as if something was gumming up the mechanism. Suddenly, something crashed within the structure, causing one of the blades to break off and fall to the ground, embedding itself into the soil.

The smell of zombies was getting stronger.

A sound from behind drew his attention. Turning, Watcher peered into the oak forest that surrounded the village. He thought he saw something moving. With the sun still rising from its evening nap, the long shadows in the woods made it difficult to see. But he was sure he’d seen something there … or did he?

“I probably just imagined it,” Watcher whispered.

He recalled his daydreaming moment atop the watchtower; was that what was happening now? Fatigue nagged at Watcher’s body, making him question what he was seeing. He’d been up all night on guard duty in the tower, and was stressed by the Cadet Corp tryouts … which didn’t happen. Causing an unwarranted panic by claiming there were monsters in the forest, right after the zombie attack, would not be good.

It’s likely just my overactive imagination, he thought.

The zombie smell was getting stronger and stronger, though.

The faint sound of muffled moans trickled through background noises of the village. NPCs were still running about in a panic, unsure what was happening or where to go. Many were shouting, giving orders to the confused while others were just asking for help, afraid they were doing something wrong. It was pandemonium in the community; everything was chaotic.

Suddenly, the terrible odor of rotting flesh wafted across the village as if driven by a hurricane. The stench was accompanied by sorrowful moans and angry growls.

“Zombies invading from the back of the village!” someone shouted.

“More coming from the sides!” another exclaimed.

From around the windmill, zombies flowed like a terrifying green wave of razor-sharp claws and pointed teeth. They shuffled out of the forest, emerging from the shadows like specters in a nightmare.

“Where are the soldiers?” a voice shouted from the front of the village. “We need our warriors!”

But Watcher knew where they were; the zombies had lured them out of the village, chasing the first wave of monsters, leaving the village undefended.

“I must do something,” Watcher said to no one, but he was too scared to think.

Villagers ran back and forth, some of them pulling out stone swords to face the monsters, while others just ran to the homes and hid. Fear was painted on every square face as individuals tried to figure out some way to protect their loved ones.

“Grrrr …”

A growl sounded from right behind him. Watcher turned and found himself face-to-face with a zombie clad in chain mail and holding a bright, iron sword.

A zombie in armor and wielding a sword … impossible! Watcher thought, stunned.

“This villager is too small.” The scarred monster glared at the young boy. “It should be destroyed.”

“Just hit it on the head,” a larger zombie in full iron armor replied. “The warlord can deal with this villager later.”

“As you command, General Ro-Zar.”

Watcher glanced at the zombie commander then back to the soldier. Terror ruled the villager’s mind. His feet felt leaden. His arms felt numb. He was paralyzed with fear.

The monster raised his sword high in the air. He gave Watcher a toothy grin, then brought it down. Pain exploded in his head as dizziness overwhelmed his senses. He struggled to stand, but another strike with the flat side of the sword came down, causing him to tumble to the ground. The terrified shouts of his friends and neighbors filled the air as Watcher tried to remain conscious … and then he was engulfed in darkness.
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Pain surged through his skull like liquid fire, erupting into new pinpoints of agony with every heartbeat. Watcher’s head felt as if it had been crushed, put back together again, then crushed a second time. Carefully, he opened his eyes but didn’t move. He’d been conscious for a while, but remained motionless, hoping to go unnoticed. It had worked.

To his horror, the young villager had watched as the zombies moved from house to house, rounding up NPCs and forcing them to the front of the village while other zombies went through every house, taking weapons, armor, and anything made of gold. The monsters seemed excited when they found the occasional gold shovel or helmet; it didn’t make any sense. Gold was a weak metal … it made for poor tools or weapons or armor. Why would the zombies want it?

Focusing on the sounds around him, Watcher listened for monsters. It had been quiet for a while; maybe it was safe to move again. Slowly, he sat up, his head throbbing with pain.

He glanced around at what remained of his village. Flames still licked up the walls of many of the structures, and more than one home was completely burned to the ground. Smoke billowed up into the air, creating columns of ash that looked like thick, sooty fingers reaching up into the sky. The gentle east-to-west wind that always flowed through Minecraft dragged the smoke across the sky until it spread out into a sickly gray haze that tried to blot out the sun.

Just then, Watcher realized the shouts and screams of friends and neighbors at the front of the village had ceased. While he had been lying on the ground, pretending to be unconscious, Watcher had heard the screams of his fellow villagers, but now everything was eerily quiet. That made him nervous.

Carefully getting to his feet, the young boy looked around, then dashed into the nearest building; his family’s home. One wall was blasted apart; likely the work of the creepers that had accompanied the zombies on this attack. Stepping through the rubble, he stood in disbelief at the destruction. The inside of their home had been torn apart. It looked as if an army of zombies had marched through it, overturning everything in sight.

He ran to the back of the house and went into his room. Clothes and items were thrown everywhere, haphazardly discarded all over the ground and furniture. His father, Cleric, had been bugging him recently to clean up his room. Now he was right, it did look like a horde of monsters had stormed through.

Is my father even alive? A shiver of dread slithered down his spine.

“He’ll probably never have another chance to make me clean it up again.” Watcher choked back a tear.

He couldn’t hear anyone in the village. If his father and sister were still around, they’d be looking for him. Am I all alone?

“Winger, I hope you’re all right. The last thing I said to you last night was you were the worst big sister, ever. Now I wish I could take it back.”

Guilt and sadness spread through his soul. He was a terrible brother and an even worse son; he’d let his father and sister get captured or killed … and now he was all alone.

The warriors had never returned from the forest, at least as far as Watcher could tell while he’d been lying on the ground. Some of the NPCs had tried to defend their families in their homes. They’d fought back, but had been quickly overwhelmed by huge numbers of zombies. Once everyone had been rounded up, the real horror show had begun. Watcher had laid on the ground and listened as the zombies destroyed the sick and the very old. It had been as if they only wanted those strong enough for some mysterious task.

One of the zombies had just stood by and watched the carnage. Watcher had only seen the monstrous commander once. He was a big monster, larger than the rest, his arms and chest rippling with muscles. A long scar ran down one side of the zombie’s face, the eye under the scar a menacing, milky white. The creature wore sparkling chain mail, and had laughed as the villagers were destroyed. It was clear this monster was the commander by the way all the other zombies had seemed afraid and did whatever he’d said; none of them questioning his orders or the terrible atrocity they’d carried out.

Watcher would never forget the sound of that monster’s laugh. It was a hacking kind of laugh, as if the zombie were trying to cough up a chicken bone that was stuck in his throat. The zombie commander had cackled with delight as the elderly had begged for mercy, giving them none. They had all been destroyed in the blink of an eye. The image of that monster laughing as his friends were slain was forever burned into Watcher’s mind.

Terrified, he had just stayed on the ground, pretending to be wounded and insignificant—both of which were true—and hoping the terrible warlord would just go away. Once they’d culled the weak and useless from the rest of the villagers, the zombies had surrounded the NPCs and drove them out of town as if they were nothing but a herd of cattle. Meanwhile, Watcher just stayed behind in the shadows, completely forgotten … as usual.

Images of his friends’ and neighbors’ faces popped into his mind. They showed terror, panic, sadness, despair … every one of them knowing it was the end.

And I did nothing. The sour taste of cowardice was heavy on his tongue.

Wiping a stray tear with a stained green sleeve, Watcher searched his room, to see if the monsters had left anything behind that might help. Moving to a mound of dirty clothes, he carefully uncovered the wooden chest that hid beneath. The lid creaked as it opened. He paused, listening for the growl or moan of a monster. Silence, like that of a graveyard, filled the village.

Reaching into the chest, Watcher found his brown leather armor and a bow and quiver full of arrows. Quickly, he stuffed the items into his inventory, then grabbed the loaves of bread from the wooden box and many pieces of fruit and cooked meat. It was more food than he needed, but it never hurt to have extra. There was an iron sword in the chest as well. Watcher picked up the blade for a moment, the heavy weapon drooping in his grasp. He thought about the moment, just before facing off against Fencer, when he’d held up his pretend sword at the ready. If he ever had to fight, for real, with a heavy blade like this, he wouldn’t stand a chance.

What was I thinking? … I’m not a soldier.

Watcher knew he was too weak to wield a blade … ever. If he ever tried to fight with a sword, he’d likely just get himself killed. He was good with a bow, but none of the other soldiers thought a bow and arrow was a real weapon.

With a sigh, he dropped the sword back into the chest, then closed the lid. It squeaked again.

“This zombie heard a sound,” a voice grumbled from outside the shattered home.

The putrid stench of rotting meat drifted through the air, followed by a sorrowful moan. Footsteps scrapped past an open window as a group of zombies shuffled nearby. Fear exploded through Watcher’s nerves. It felt as if he had been hit by a bolt of lightning.

What do I do … they’ll catch me.

Something fell to the floor in the outer room, followed the crunching of something, probably a chair being kicked across the room by a zombie foot.

They’re in the house!

“Careful, that could have hit someone,” a zombie said.

Watcher’s nerves felt as if they were aflame as panic ruled his mind.

The offending zombie grumbled something that was unintelligible.

Glancing around the room, Watcher looked for a way to escape, but the only door led back into the main house.

A zombie growled, saying something Watcher couldn’t understand as it trampled more of their belongings with its clawed feet.

Watcher was trapped and there was no escape!

“Check all the rooms just in case there’s something useful here that was missed,” the squad leader commanded.

Watcher slunk down next to the chest, and pulled some of his clothes over his head, covering himself. Just then, the door flew off its hinges as it was kicked into the room. Feet stomped inside, the rancid smell of decaying fleshing filling the air. Watcher wanted to gag and cough, but knew he couldn’t make a sound or he’d be caught. Waves of fear crashed down up on him, making him want to just curl up in a ball and shake, but the young boy knew any movement would mean capture … or worse.

“This house was searched,” one of the zombies growled. “The whole village was searched. Hardly any gold was found.”

Why would the zombies want gold? The thought echoed in the back of Watcher’s mind.

“Tu-Kar, the zombie warlord, commanded that it be searched again,” another monster said in a deep voice. “This zombie, Ka-Vir, was put in charge of the search. If any zombie refuses a command, Ka-Vir will report them to Tu-Kar. Death will certainly be the punishment.”

Two other zombies moaned, then continued to shove things about in Watcher’s room. The wooden floorboard creaked as a zombie stood right next to his pile of clothes. The monster pushed some aside.

“Fe-Mar has found a chest,” a zombie said.

More feet pounded across the floor as the monsters approached, their clawed toes scratching into the wood.

“Get out of the way, fool. Ka-Vir will inspect this chest.”

Watcher heard bodies falling to the ground; likely the commander was shoving the other zombies out of the way. The clothes over his head shifted about as the lid to the chest was slowly opened. A space between an old pair of pants and green shirt opened, allowing light to stream into his hiding place. Watcher peered through the gap. A large zombie wearing an iron chest plate gazed down into the chest. He pulled out books and wooden tools and threw them across the room, growling all the while. But then he grew silent as his dark eyes widened in surprise. Slowly, he lifted the iron sword from the chest and held it over his head in triumph.

“See, Ka-Vir has found an iron sword,” the squad leader moaned.
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