
        
            
                
            
        

    



 
















 



It was a foolish thing to
do, and Calvin had not bothered
with it the last two years, not since the death of his wife and daughter, but
this year, this late morning, the loneliness and the monotony led him to it. He
decided quite suddenly, having kept fairly good record on the calendar, that
tomorrow was Christmas Eve, and zombies be damned. The Christmas lights and
decorations were going up.


He
went into the garage to look for the lights. He could hear the zombies sniffing
around outside the garage door. The door was down and locked tight, and on top
of that, though the zombies could grab and bite you, they weren’t terribly
strong most of the time, so the door was secure. The windows inside were
boarded over, the doors were locked, and double locked, and boarded. The back
yard the dead owned, but the windows and doors were boarded really well there,
so he was shut in tight and safe.


Prowling
through the holiday ornaments, he found immediately the large plastic Santa, and
three long strings of lights. They were the ones he had ripped down in anger
about two years back.


He
managed all of the strings of lights into his living room. He plugged the wires
into the extension cord that was hooked up to the generator he had put in the
kitchen, and discovered most of the lights were as dead as the proverbial dodo
bird. Many were broken from when he had torn them down.


He
sat for a moment, then went to the little refrigerator he had replaced the big
one with—used less energy—and pulled a bottled coffee out, twisted off the cap,
and walked over to the living room window.


Unlike
the garage on the side of the house, or the back yard, he had fenced the front
yard off with deeply buried iron bars to which he had attached chicken wire, overlapped
with barb wire. The fence rose to a height of eight feet. The gate, also eight
feet tall, was made of the same. He seldom used it. He mostly went out and back
in through the garage. There was no fence there. When he went out, they were
waiting.


More
often than not, he was able to run over and crush a few before hitting the door
device, closing the garage behind him. On the way back, he rammed a few more,
and with the touch of a button, sealed himself inside. When they were thin in
the yard, he used that time to stack the bodies in his pickup truck, haul them
somewhere to dump. It kept the stink down that way.
Also, the rotting flesh tended to attract the hungry dead. The less he made
them feel at home, the better.


Today,
looking through the gaps between the boards nailed over the window, he could
see the zombies beyond the fence. They were pulling at the wire, but it was
firm and they were weak. He had discovered, strangely, that as it grew darker,
they grew stronger. Nothing spectacular, but enough he could notice it. They
were definitely faster then. It was as if the day made them sluggish, and the
night rejuvenated them; gave them a shot of energy, like maybe the moon was
their mistress.


He
noticed too, that though there were plenty of them, there were fewer every day.
He knew why. He had seen the results, not only around town, but right outside
his fence. From time to time they just fell apart.


It
was plain old natural disintegration. As time rolled on, their dead and rotten
bodies came apart. For some reason, not as fast as was normal, but still, they
did indeed break down. Of course, if they bit someone, they would become
zombies, fresher ones, but, after the last six months there were few if any
people left in town, besides himself. He didn’t know how it was outside of
town, but he assumed the results were similar. The zombies now, from time to
time, turned on one another, eating what flesh they could manage to bite off
each other’s rotten bones. Dogs, cats, snakes, anything they could get their
hands on, had been devastated. It was a new world, and it sucked. And sometimes
it chewed.


Back
in the garage, Calvin gathered up the six, large, plastic, snow men and the
Santa, and pulled them into the house. He plugged them in and happily
discovered they lit right up. But the strings of lights were still a problem.
He searched the garage, and only found three spare bulbs— green ones—and when
he screwed them in, only one worked. If he put up those strings they would be
patchy. It wasn’t as if anyone but himself would care, but a job worth doing
was a job worth doing right, as his dad always said.


He
smiled.


Ella,
his wife, would have said it wasn’t about doing a job right,
it was more about fulfilling his compulsions. She would laugh at him now. Back
then a crooked picture on the wall would make him crazy. Now there was nothing
neat about the house. It was a fortress. It was a mess. It was a place to stay,
but it wasn’t a home.


Two
years ago it ended being a home when he shot his wife and daughter in the head
with the twelve gauge, put their bodies in the
dumpster down the street, poured gas on them, and set them on fire.


All
atmosphere of home was gone. Now, with him being the most desirable snack in
town, just going outside the fence was a dangerous endeavor. And being inside
he was as lonely as the guest of honor at a firing squad.


 



* * *


 



Calvin picked the strapped shotgun off
the couch and flung it over his shoulder, adjusted the .38 revolver in his belt, grabbed the old fashioned tire tool
from where it leaned in the corner, and went back to the garage.


He cranked up the truck, which he always
backed in, and using the automatic garage opener, pressed it.


He had worked hard on the mechanism so
that it would rise quickly and smoothly, and today was no exception. It yawned
wide like a mouth opening. Three zombies, one he recognized faintly as Marilyn
Paulson, a girl he had dated in high school, were standing outside. She had
been his first love, his first sexual partner, and now half of her face dangled
like a wash cloth on a clothes line. Her hair was falling out, and her eyes
were set far back in her head, like dark marbles in crawfish holes.


The two others were men. One was
reasonably fresh, but Calvin didn’t recognize him. The other was his next door
neighbor, Phil Tooney. Phil looked close to falling
apart. Already his face had collapsed, his nose was
gone, as well as both ears.


As Calvin roared the big four-seater pickup out of the garage, he hit Marilyn with the
bumper and she went under, the wing mirror clipped Phil and sent him winding.
He glanced in the rearview as he hit the garage mechanism, was pleased to see
the door go down before the standing zombie could get inside. From time to time
they got in when he left or returned, and he had to seal them in, get out and
fight or shoot them. It was a major annoyance, knowing you had that waiting for
you when you got back from town.


The last thing he saw as he drove away
was the remaining zombie eating a mashed Marilyn as she squirmed on the driveway. He had shattered her legs
with the truck. She was unable to fight back. The way his teeth clamped into
her and pulled, it was as if he were trying to bite old bubble gum loose from
the side walk.


Another glance in the mirror showed him Phil
was back on his feet. He and the other zombie got into it then, fighting over
the writhing meal on the cement. And then Calvin turned the truck along Seal Street, out of their view, and rolled on toward
town.


 



* * *


 



Driving, he glanced at all the Christmas
decorations. The lights strung on houses, no longer lit. The yard decorations,
most of them knocked over: Baby Jesus flung south from an overturned manager, a
deflated blow-up Santa Clause in a sleigh with hooked up reindeer, now lying
like a puddle of lumpy paint spills in the high grass of a yard fronting a
house with an open door.


As he drove, Calvin glanced at the
dumpster by the side of the road. The one where he had put
the bodies of his wife and daughter and burned them. It was, as far as
he was concerned, their tomb.


One morning, driving into town for
supplies, a morning like this, he had seen zombies in the dumpster, chewing at
bones, strings of flesh. It had driven him crazy. He had pulled over right then
and there and shotgunned them,
blowing off two heads, and crushing in two others with the butt of the twelve
gauge. Then, he had pulled the tire tool from
his belt and beat their corpses to pieces. It had been easy, as they were
rotten and ragged and almost gone. It was the brain being destroyed that
stopped them, either that or their own timely disintegration, which with the
destruction of the brain caused the rot to accelerate. But even with them down
for the count, he kept whacking at them, screaming and crying as he did.


He swallowed as he drove by. Had he not
been napping after a hard days work, waiting on dinner, then he too would have
been like Ella and Tina. He wasn’t sure which was worse, becoming one of them,
not knowing anything or anyone anymore, being eternally hungry, or surviving,
losing his wife and daughter and having to remember them every day.


 



* * *


 



Mud Creek’s Super Savor parking lot was
full of cars and bones and wind blown shopping carts. A few zombies were
wandering about. Some were gnawing the bones of the dead. A little child was
down on her knees in the center of the lot gnawing on the head of a kitten.


As he drove up close to the Super Savor’s
side door, he got out quickly, with his key ready, the truck locked, the shotgun on his shoulder, and the tire tool in his belt.


He had, days after it all came down,
finished off the walking dead in the Super Market with his shotgun, and pulled
their bodies out for the ones outside to feast on. While this went on, he found
the electronic lock for the sliding plasti-glass doors, and he located the common doors at side
and back, and found their keys. With the store sealed, he knew he could come in
the smaller doors whenever he wanted, shop for canned and dried goods. The
electricity was still working then, but in time, he feared it might go out. So
he decided the best way to go was to start with the meats and fresh vegetables.
They lasted for about six weeks. And then, for whatever reason, the electricity
died.


It may have been attrition of power, or a
terrific storm, though not nearly as terrific as the one Ella and Tina had
described. The one that had changed things. But something
killed the electricity. He managed to get a lot of meat out before then, and he
tossed a lot away to keep it from rotting in the store, making the place stink.


By then, he had a freezer and the smaller
refrigerator both hooked to gas generators he had taken from the store. And by
siphoning gas from cars, he had been able to keep it running. He also worked
out a way to maintain electricity by supplanting the gas powered generators
with car batteries that he wired up and used until they died. Then he got
others, fresh ones from the car parts house. He didn’t know how long that
supply would last. Someday he feared he would be completely in the dark when
night fell. So, he made a point of picking up candles each time he went to the
store. He had hundreds of them now, big fat ones, and plenty of matches.


The weather was cool, so he decided on
canned chili and crackers. There was plenty of food in the store, as most of the town had seen the storm and
been affected by it, and had immediately gone into zombie mode. For them, it
was no more cheese and crackers, salads with dressing on the side, now it was
hot, fresh meat and cold dead meat, rotting on the bone.


As he cruised
the aisle, he saw a rack with bags of jerky on it. He hadn’t had jerky in ages.
He grabbed bags of it and threw them in the cart. He found a twelve pack of
bottled beer and put that in the cart.


He was there for about six hours. Just wandering. Thinking. He used
the restrooms, which still flushed. He had the same luxury at his house, and he
could have waited, but the whole trip, the food, walking the aisles, using the
toilet, it was akin to a vacation.


After awhile he went to the section of
the store that contained the decorations. He filled another basket with strings
of lights, and even located a medium sized plastic Christmas tree. Three
baskets were eventually filled, one with the plastic tree precariously balanced
on top. He found a Santa Hat, said, “What the hell,” and put it on.


He pushed all three baskets near the door
he had come in. He slung the shotgun off his shoulder, and took a deep breath.
He hated this part. You never knew what was behind the door. The automatic
doors would have been better in this regard, as they were hard plastic and you
could see through them, but the problem was if you went out that way, you left
the automatic door working, and they could come and go inside as they pleased.
He liked the store to be his sanctuary, just like the pawn shop downtown, the
huge car parts store, and a number of other places he had rigged with locks and
hidden weapons.


He stuck the key in the door and heard it
snick. He opened it quickly. They weren’t right at the door, but they were all
around his truck. He got behind one of the baskets and pushed it out, leaving
the door behind him open. It was chancy, as one of them might slip inside
unseen, even be waiting a week or two later when he came back, but it was a
chance he had to take.


Pushing the basket hard, he rushed out
into the lot and to the back of the truck. He had to pause to open up with the
shotgun. He dropped four of them, then realized he was
out of fire power. For the first time in ages, he had forgot to check the loads
in the gun; his last trek out, a trip to the pawn shop, had used most of them,
and he hadn’t reloaded.


He couldn’t believe it. He was slipping.
And you couldn’t slip. Not in this world.


He pulled the .38 revolver and popped off
a shot, missed. Two were closing. He stuck the revolver back in his belt,
grabbed a handful of goodies from the basket and tossed them in the back of the
pickup. When he looked up, four were closing, and down the way, stumbling over
the parking lot, were more of them. A lot of them. In
that moment, all he could think was: at least they’re slow.


He pulled the .38 again, but one of them
came out of nowhere, grabbed him by the throat. He whacked at the arm with
revolver, snapped it off at the shoulder, leaving the hand still gripping him.
The zombie, minus an arm, lunged
toward him, snapping its teeth, filling the air with its foul stench.


At close range he didn’t miss with the
revolver, got Armless right between the eyes. He jerked the arm free of his neck,
moved forward quickly, and using the pistol as a club, which for him was more
precise, he knocked two down, crushing one’s skull, and finishing off the other
with a close skull shot. A careful shot dropped another.


He looked to see how fast the other
zombies were coming.


Not that fast. They were just halfway
across the lot.


There was one more zombie near the front
of his truck. It had circled the vehicle while he was fighting the others. He
hadn’t even seen where it came from. He watched it as he finished unloading the
car. When it was close, he shot it at near point blank range, causing its
rotten skull to explode like a pumpkin, spewing what appeared to be boiled,
dirty oatmeal all over the side of his truck and the parking lot.


Darting back inside, he managed to push
one cart out, and then shove the other after it. He grabbed the handles of the
carts, one in each hand, and guided them to the back of the truck. The zombies
were near now. One of them, for some reason, was holding his hand high above his
head, as if in greeting. Calvin was tempted to wave.


Calvin tossed everything in the back of
the truck and was dismayed to hear a bulb or two from his string of bulbs pop.
The last thing he tossed in back was the Christmas tree.


He was behind the wheel and backing
around even before the zombies arrived. He drove toward them, hit two and
crunched them down.


As if it mattered, as he wheeled out of
the lot, he tossed up his hand in a one finger salute.


 



* * *


 



“They were so pretty,” Ella had said
about the lightning flashes.


She had awakened him as he lay snoozing
on the couch.


“They were red and yellow and green and
blue and all kinds of colors,” Tina said. “Come on, daddy, come see.”


By the time he was there, the strange
lightning storm was gone. There was only the rain. It had come out of nowhere,
caused by who knew what. Even the rain came and went quickly; a storm that
covered the earth briefly, flashed lights, spit rain, and departed.


When the rain stopped, the people who had
observed the colored lightning died, just keeled over.
Ella and Tina among them, dropped over right in the living room on Christmas
Eve, just before presents were to be opened.


It made no sense. But that’s what
happened.


Then, even as he tried to revive them,
they rose.


Immediately, he knew they weren’t right.
It didn’t take a wizard to realize that. They came at him, snarling, long strings of mucus flipping from their mouths like rabid
dog saliva. They tried to bite him. He pushed them back, he called their names,
he yelled, he pleaded, but still they came,
biting and snapping. He stuck a couch cushion in Ella’s mouth. She grabbed it
and ripped it. Stuffing flew like a snow storm. And he ran.


He hid in the bedroom, locked the door,
not wanting to hurt them. He heard the others, his neighbors, outside, roaming
around the house. He looked out the window. There were people all over the back
yard, fighting with one another, some of them living, trying to survive, going down beneath teeth and nails. People like him, who for
some reason had not seen the weird storm. But the rest were dead. Like his wife
and daughter. The lights of the storm had stuck something behind their eyes
that killed them and brought them back—dead, but walking, and hungry.


Ella and Tina pounded on his bedroom door
with the intensity of a drum solo. Bam, bam, bam, bam, bam,
bam. He sat on the bed for an hour, his hands over his ears, tears
streaming down his face, listening to his family banging at the door, hearing
the world outside coming apart.


He took a deep breath, got the shotgun
out of the closet, made sure it was loaded, opened the bedroom door.


It was funny, but he could still remember
thinking as they went through the doorway, here’s my gift to you. Merry Christmas, family. I love you.


And then two shots.


Later, when things had settled, he had
managed, even in the midst of a zombie take over, to take their bodies to the
dumpster, pour gas on them, and dispose of them as best he could. Months later,
from time to time, he would awaken, the smell of their burning flesh and the
odor of gasoline in his nostrils.


Later, one post at a time, fighting off
zombies as he worked, he built his compound to keep them out, to give him a
yard, a bit of normalcy.


 



* * *


 



Calvin looked in the rear view mirror. His
forehead was beaded with sweat. He was still wearing the Santa hat. The
snowball on its tip had fallen onto the side of his face. He flipped it back,
kept driving.


He was almost home when he saw the dog
and saw them chasing it. The dog was skinny, near starved, black and white
spotted, probably some kind of hound mix. It was running all out, and as it was
nearing dark, the pace of the zombies had picked up. By deep night fall, they
would be able to move much faster. That dog was dead meat.


The dog cut out into the road in front of
him, and he braked. Of the four zombies chasing the dog, only one of them
stopped to look at him. The other three ran on.


Calvin said, “Eat bumper,” gassed the
truck into the zombie who had stopped to stare, knocking it under the pickup.
He could hear it dragging underneath as he drove. The other zombies were
chasing the dog down the street, gaining on it; it ran with its tongue hanging
long.


The dog swerved off the road and jetted
between houses. The zombies ran after it. Calvin started to let it go. It
wasn’t his problem. But, as if without thought, he wheeled the truck off the road and across a yard.
He caught one of the zombies, a fat slow one that had most likely been fat and
slow in life. He bounced the truck over it and bore down on the other two.


One heard the motor, turned to look, and
was scooped under the bumper so fast it looked like a magic act disappearance.
The other didn’t seem to notice him at all. It was so intent on its canine
lunch. Calvin hit it with the truck, knocked it against the side of a house,
pinned it there, gassed the truck until it snapped in
two and the house warped under the pressure.


Calvin backed off, fearing he might have
damaged the engine. But the truck still ran.


He looked. The dog was standing between
two houses, panting, its pink tongue hanging out of its mouth like a bright
power tie.


Opening the door, Calvin called to the
dog. The dog didn’t move, but its ears sprang up.


“Come on, boy... girl. Come on, doggie.”


The dog didn’t move.


Calvin looked over his shoulders. Zombies
were starting to appear everywhere. They were far enough away he could make an
escape, but close enough to be concerned.


And then he saw the plastic Christmas
tree had been knocked out of the back of the pickup. He ran over and picked it
up and tossed it in the bed. He looked at the dog.


“It’s now are never, pup,” Calvin said.
“Come on. I’m not one of them.”


It appeared the dog understood
completely. It came toward him, tail wagging. Calvin bent down, carefully
extended his hand toward it. He patted it on the head. Its tail went crazy. The
dog had a collar on. There was a little aluminum tag in the shape of a bone
around its neck. He took it between thumb and forefinger. The dog’s name was
stenciled on it: BUFFY.


Looking back at the zombies coming across
the yard in near formation, Calvin spoke to the dog, “Come
on, Buffy Go with me.”


He stepped back, one hand on the open
door. The dog sprang past him, into the seat. Calvin climbed in, backed around,
and they were out of there, slamming zombies right and
left as the truck broke their lines.


 



* * *


 



As he neared his house, the sun was
starting to dip. The sky was as purple as a hammered plum. Behind him, in the
mirror, he could see zombies coming from all over, between houses, out of
houses, down the road, moving swiftly.


He gave the truck gas, and then a tire
blew.


The truck’s rear end skidded
hard left, almost spun, but Calvin fought the wheel and righted it. It bumped
along, and he was forced to slow it down to what seemed like a near crawl. In
the rear view, he could see the dead gaining; a sea of teeth and putrid faces.
He glanced at the dog. It was staring out the back window as well, a look of
concern on its face.


“I shouldn’t have stopped for you,”
Calvin said, and in an instant he thought: If I opened the door and kicked you
out, that might slow them down. They might stop and fight over a hot lunch.


It was a fleeting thought.


“You go, I go,” Calvin said, as if he had
owned the dog for years, as if it were a part of his family.


He kept driving, bumping the pickup
along.


 



* * *


 



When he arrived at his house, he didn’t
have time to back in as usual. He hit the garage remote and drove the truck
inside. When he got out, Buffy clamoring out behind him, the zombies were in
the garage, maybe ten of them, others in the near distance were moving faster
and faster toward him.


Calvin touched the remote, closed the
garage door, trapping himself and the dog inside with those ten, but keeping
the others out. He tossed the remote on the hood of the pickup, pulled the
pistol and used what ammunition was left. A few of them were hit in the head
and dropped. He jammed the empty pistol in his belt, pulled the tire iron free,
began to swing it, cracking heads with the blows.


He heard growling and ripping, turned to
see Buffy had taken one down and was tearing its throat out, pulling it’s near
rotten head off its shoulders.


“Good dog, Buffy,” Calvin yelled, and
swung the iron. “Sic em.”


They came over the roof of the truck. One
of them, a woman, leaped on him and knocked him face down, sent his tire iron
flying. She went rolling into the wall, but was up quickly and moving toward
him.


He knew this was it. He sensed another
close on him, and then another, and then he heard the dog bark, growl. Calvin
managed to turn his head slightly as Buffy leaped and hit the one above him,
knocking her down. It wasn’t much, but it allowed Calvin to scramble to his
feet, start swinging the tire iron. Left and right he swung it, with all his
might.


They came for him, closer. He backed up,
Buffy beside him, their asses against the wall, the zombies in front of them.
There were three of the dead left. They came like bullets. Calvin breathed
hard. He grabbed the tire iron off the garage floor, swung it as quickly and as
firmly as he could manage, dodging in between them, not making a kill shot,
just knocking them aside, finally dashing for the truck with Buffy at his
heels. Calvin and Buffy jumped inside, and Calvin slammed the door and locked
it. The zombies slammed against the door and the window, but it held.


Calvin got a box of .38 shells out of the
glove box, pulled the revolver from his belt and loaded it. He took a deep
breath. He looked out the driver’s side window where one of the zombies, maybe
male, maybe female, too far gone to tell, tried to chew the glass.


When he had driven inside, he had
inadvertently killed the engine. He reached and twisted the key, started it up.


Then he pushed back against Buffy, until
they were as close to the other door as possible. Then he used his toe to roll
down the glass where the zombie gnashed. As the window dropped, its head dipped
inward and its teeth snapped at the air. The revolver barked, knocking a hole
in the zombie’s head, spurting a gusher of goo, causing it to spin and drop as
if practicing a ballet move.


Another showed its face at the open
window, and got the same reception. A .38 slug.


Calvin twisted in his seat and looked at
the other window. Nothing. Where was the last one? He
eased to the middle, pulling the dog beside him. As he held the dog, he could
feel it shivering. Damn, what a dog. Terrified, and still a fighter. No quitter
was she.


A hand darted through the open window,
tried to grab him, snatched off his Santa hat. He spun around to shoot. The
zombie arm struck the pistol, sent it flying. It grabbed him. It had him now,
and this one, fresher than the others, was strong. It pulled him toward the
window, toward snapping, jagged teeth.


Buffy leaped. It was a tight fit between
Calvin and the window, but the starved dog made it, hit the zombie full in the
face and slammed it backwards. Buffy fell out the window after it.


Calvin found the pistol, jumped out of
the car. The creature had grabbed Buffy by the throat, had spun her around on
her back, and was hastily dropping its head for the bite.


Calvin fired. The gun took off the top of
the thing’s head. It let go of Buffy. It stood up, stared at him, made two
quick steps toward him, and dropped. The dog
charged to Calvin’s side, growling.


“It’s all right, girl. It’s all right.
You done good. Damn, you done good.”


Calvin got the tire iron and went around
and carefully bashed in all the heads of the zombies, just for insurance. Tomorrow,
he’d change the tire on the truck, probably blown out from running over
zombies. He’d put his spare on it, the dough nut tire, drive to the tire store
and find four brand new ones and put them on. Tomorrow he’d get rid of the
zombie’s bodies. Tomorrow he’d do a lot of things.


But not tonight.


He found the Santa hat and put it back
on.


Tonight, he had other plans.


 



* * *


 



First he gave Buffy a package of jerky.
She ate like the starving animal she was. He got a bowl out of the shelf and filled
it with water.


“From now on, that’s your bowl, girl.
Tomorrow... Maybe the next day, I’ll find you some canned dog food at the
store.”


He got another bowl and opened a can of
chili and poured it into the bowl. He was most likely over feeding her. She’d
probably throw it up. But that was all right. He would clean it up, and
tomorrow they’d start over, more carefully. But tonight, Buffy had earned a
special treat.


He went out and got the tree out of the
truck and put it up and put ornaments on it from two years back. Ornaments he
had left on the floor after throwing the old dead and dried tree over the
fence. This plastic one was smaller, but it would last, year after year.


He sat down under the tree and found the
presents he had for his wife and child. He pushed them aside, leaving them
wrapped. He opened those they had given him two Christmas’s ago. He liked all
of them. The socks. The underwear.
The ties he would never wear. DVD’s of movies he loved, and would watch,
sitting on the couch with Buffy, who he would soon make fat.


He sat for a long time and looked at his
presents and cried.


 



* * *


 



Using the porch light for illumination,
inside the fenced-in yard, he set about putting up the decorations. Outside the
fence the zombies grabbed at it, and rattled it, and tugged, but it held. It
was a good fence. A damn good fence. He believed in
that tediously built fence. And the zombies weren’t good climbers. They got off
the ground, it was like some of whatever made them animated slid out of them in
invisible floods. It was as if they gained their living dead status from the
earth itself.


It was a long job, and when he finished
climbing the ladder, stapling up the lights, making sure the Santa and snow men
were in their places, he went inside and plugged it all in.


When he came outside, the yard was lit in
colors of red and blue and green. The Santa and the snowmen glowed as if they
had swallowed lightning.


Buffy stood beside him, wagging her tail
as they examined the handy work.


Then Calvin realized something. It had
grown very quiet. The fence was no longer being shaken or pulled. He turned
quickly toward where the zombies stood outside the fence. They weren’t holding
onto the wire anymore. They weren’t moaning. They weren’t doing anything except
looking, heads lifted toward the lights.


Out there in the shadows, the lights
barely touching them with a fringe of color, they looked like happy and
surprised children.


“They like it,” Calvin said, and looked
down at Buffy.


She looked up at him, wagging her tail.


“Merry Christmas, dog.”


When he glanced up, he saw a strange
thing. One of the zombies, a woman, a barefoot woman wearing shorts and a
tee-shirt, a young woman, maybe even a nice looking woman not so long ago,
lifted her arm and pointed at the lights and smiled with dark, rotting teeth.
Then their came a sound from all of them, like a contented sigh.


“I’ll be damn,” Calvin said. “They like
it.”


He thought: I will win. I will wait them
out. They will all fall apart someday soon. But tonight, they are here with us,
to share the lights. They are our company. He got a beer from inside, came back
out and pulled up a lawn chair and sat down. Buffy lay down beside him. He was
tempted to give those poor sonofabitches
outside the wire a few strips of jerky. Instead, he sipped his beer.


A tear ran down his face as he yelled
toward the dead. “Merry Christmas, you monsters. Merry Christmas to all of you, and to all a good night.”
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