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cool breeze rolled through the open window of Gerald’s third-
floor apartment and brushed his legs lightly, which was 

refreshing in the August heat. The buzz of the alarm clock jarred 
him from his sleep. Hearing the early morning sounds of New York 
City, he crawled out of bed and started walking down the hallway 
to the bathroom.  

“Ugghhh,” he moaned, noticing the water stains on the wall 
of the hallway. He trudged into the bathroom, took a cold shower 
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and brushed his teeth, feeling deep down that today was going to 
be terrible.  

Dressed for work in a cheap button down and a black tie, 
Gerald took the long walk down the stairs to the street and started 
toward the subway station. The smells of the the delicious pastries 
and hot coffee from the shops tempted him to stop and get 
breakfast. He decided against it, knowing that his brain worked 
better when he was hungry. When Gerald got to the station, he saw 
an ad for Kobola Magazine, printed on a gargantuan poster in the 
subway. On it, Frank Kobola, Chief Editor, stood sweating in a sky-
blue tracksuit against a black background with a caption that read: 
“Exclusive workout tips and news for young men, only at Kobola 
Magazine.” 

This frustrated Gerald. Frank Kobola, his boss, took all the 
credit for everything that went into the city’s most successful 
magazine, even though Gerald did all of his hard work and writing 
for it. Gerald reluctantly began to step on the train but, forgetting 
the small gap between it and the ground, planted his foot square in 
a disgusting puddle of some unidentifiable substance that clung to 
his cheap shoes. The smell of the stuff wafted up and smacked 
Gerald. It smelled like an infected wound. He swore and kicked a 
nearby trash can in anger.  

On the train, he fell asleep in his seat. When his stop came, 
Martha, his train buddy across the aisle these past three years, 
kicked him hard in the shin. Gerald woke up with a jolt. “Thanks, 
Martha.” She only looked at him in response. He stepped out of 
the open door of the train and climbed the steps out of the subway 
and began the two-block walk towards his office. He noticed more 
of the horrible black sludge he stepped in earlier and steered away 
from it.  

Gerald got to the office, sat down, and began to search for 
topics to write about. This job was the most boring job imaginable 
compared to his childhood dream of being a travel journalist. 
Instead of exploring the world, Gerald Thomas was wasting away 
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working at this catastrophe of a magazine. Just as he began to type, 
in came Frank. 

“Hey, bro. I got a great story for you. Stuff’s craaazy!” He 
put his laptop on Gerald’s desk. A YouTube video was playing.  

It took a minute for Gerald to realize what was happening 
in the video. A shaky camera showed two people, a man and a 
woman, chasing a young child down Foster Avenue. The person 
recording was yelling for help while the apparently insane couple 
picked up speed and reached for the child. But what happened next 
drove Gerald into a shock. The woman’s outstretched arm was 
inches away from the child when it just fell off. Gerald heard the 
sounds of sirens in the background, several loud bangs, and saw the 
man and woman fell, dead. 

For a moment Gerald did not speak. He sat at his desk with 
a blank expression. Then, without warning, he slammed the laptop 
shut and thrust it back into Frank’s hands. Frank recoiled and 
hugged the laptop against his cashmere hoodie, staring at Gerald 
in disbelief. 

“Are you crazy?” Gerald started. “Do you really think I 
would write an article about that ridiculous display of stupidity?” 
He paced the office. 

“What do you mean? There’s friggin’ zombies on the streets 
of Manhattan and you DON’T want to write about it?”       

“Listen here, buddy. That video is about as real as space 
goblins. There’s not a chance that I’m writing an article based on 
that ridiculous attempt at a viral video.” He gave Frank a cold stare. 

“Yes, actually, you are. It’s going to be on the cover of 
Wednesday’s issue, so get to work. Or, you could not, and enjoy 
not having a job,” Frank said. 

Gerald gave him a cold stare. Wednesday. Great. Two days to 
write an article about that fake news. He grabbed his notepad and 
prepared to leave the office.  

“Where do you think you’re going?” Frank yelled. 
“To investigate,” he responded, not turning around. 
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Gerald rushed out of the office, wanting to avoid 
consequences for his sass. He got to the streets and started walking, 
not knowing where to go. He didn’t feel like actually investigating, 
so he decided on getting lunch. Afterwards, he would start looking 
and asking around Foster Avenue. It was a good distance away and 
he could maximize his time spent away from Frank the Mega Jerk. 
He stopped at a cafe a few blocks from the office and ordered a 
scrumptious bowl of chicken noodle. He enjoyed his soup in 
silence, thinking of sleep. His eyes were halfway shut when out of 
the glass storefront he saw an old man limping down the sidewalk. 
The sight wasn’t that strange, but he couldn’t shake the image of 
the man from the video from his head.  

Then he realized why he couldn’t look away. The man’s ear 
was hanging by a thread of sinew. An involuntary groan escaped 
Gerald’s lips and he watched in horror as the ear fell from the 
man’s head.  

Gerald’s feet carried him outside. The old, one-eared man 
turned at him, snarled, and pounced, gnashing his evil black teeth. 
Gerald found himself pinned to the ground, fighting to keep the 
senior citizen from eating him. Bystanders screamed, the pavement 
burned, Gerald’s elbows scratched the asphalt as he struggled to 
keep the man’s face away. Disgusting black spit drooled on Gerald’s 
shirt. The old man was freakishly strong, pinning Gerald’s arms 
back, opening his jaws, biting into Gerald’s arm, tearing the flesh. 
Warm, thick liquid spilled past his elbow and everything went hazy. 
The old man tore away from him, stood and walked away 
nonchalantly, blood dripping from his chin.  

The shock ran deep through Gerald. He struggled to regain 
his feet and shouted, “Sir? Sir, who you? You alr-kay?” Gerald 
stumbled after him, woozy for answers. “You old man from video, 
yeah? Wife drop arm? No eat kid? I need to know about video. 
PLEASE HELP VIDEO.”  

No answers, and Gerald was losing a lot of blood. “Ho, ho, 
gotta go,” he mumbled, then turned back in the direction of his 
apartment with complete disregard of stop lights or walk signals, 
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provoking many annoyed honks as he went. He stopped in the 
middle of a four-way intersection and looked at the cars 
surrounding him. Some woman rushed to his side, calling for help 
in words that Gerald could not seem to understand. Every sound 
was muffled by a barrier that hung around Gerald’s head and 
clouded his consciousness. The woman was trying to speak to him, 
her mouth moving noiselessly and her hands waving spastically 
through the air. Bright lights flashed over Gerald’s vision as his eyes 
shut slowly. 
 

blinding light seeped through a tiny crack in the ceiling.  
    White sheets wrapped around his legs. 

A scratchy white gown barely protected him from the cold 
air.  

A man dressed head to toe in blue approached him.  
“Oh good, you’re awake,” the man said. “I’m Dr. Davidson. 

You’ve suffered a serious injury, what appears to be a human bite 
wound. No sign of any kind of infection in your injury, so you 
dodged a serious bullet.” He droned on. “We’ve had numerous 
patients with this type of injury in the last few days, and it appears 
that some cases are far less severe than the others, and so far 
everyone has been released within twenty-four hours, so there’s 
even more good news for you.” 

“What… day?” Gerald asked, teeth chattering with cold. 
“Tuesday, the fifteenth,” the doctor replied. 
“Need work. Need write.” Gerald mumbled through the 

fuzzy cloud in his head, probably caused by pain medicine. 
“You won’t be going into work any time soon,” the doctor 

chuckled. “You’ll be at home resting. We couldn’t find any family 
contact information for you, but the good Samaritan who called an 
ambulance followed you here to the hospital. She’s just outside the 
room.”  

“Uh-huh...” 
The doctor opened the door and walked out of the room. 

A familiar face peeked in the door. “Hey, Gerald.” It was Martha, 
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the woman from the train. “The hospital staff said it would be okay 
for me to take you home. They have a cab ready and everything.” 
She looked at him in the same longing way she always had. 

“Ooookay,” Gerald groaned. 
Martha helped Gerald into a wheelchair and wheeled him 

out to a yellow checkered cab that was waiting outside the hospital. 
Gerald told her his address, which she forwarded to the driver, and 
they were on their way. 

When they arrived at the apartment building, Gerald 
climbed out of the cab and thanked Martha, feeling a little less fuzzy 
from the meds. He shuffled through the door, shuffled up the steps, 
shuffled into his apartment, then promptly shuffled right into bed.  
 
Gerald awoke with a start. His alarm wasn’t going off, per usual. He 
glanced toward the clock on his nightstand through his blurry eyes. 
After a few rubs, he made out that the digital face of the clock read: 
“Saturday, August 19. 11:47 AM.” Saturday, thank god. No work. 
Gerald thought.  

Wait... That can’t be right. 
“Dammit!” He sat up in bed, filled with frustration. “How 

does a human being sleep three days over a deadline?!”  
A slight tapping started outside his door. A rat, maybe, 

trying to get into his apartment, to add to all this. Gerald closed his 
eyes and ran his hands through his hair. Probably don’t even have a 
job to go back to on Monday anyway. He laid back down and stared at 
the ceiling. 

After a few minutes, the tapping sound began again, only 
now it had grown to a rhythmic thump. He stood up and walked 
towards the door and looked through the peephole. No one. He 
walked to the kitchen table and grabbed a box of Cheerios and sat 
down, eating them dry out of the box. The sound of the thumping 
grew louder and louder.  

It seemed as if it was coming from the walls and closing in 
on him. 
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He stood up and ran to the door to check the peephole 
again. Still no one. Louder and louder it grew, until Gerald was 
shaking with fear. Every second it pounded, shaking the walls.  

BANG! BANG!  
Now Gerald was frantic. He raced around the apartment, 

searching for the source of the sound. He couldn’t find anything. 
Finally, he bolted towards the door and flung it open, hoping to 
run from this cursed apartment. 

The door flung open. On the floor of the hallway there was 
a man lying prone and dressed in a sky-blue tracksuit. Gerald knew 
that suit anywhere.  

“Frank?” he called to the man. He may have come to check 
if Gerald was awake yet. Gerald knelt down and turned the man 
over. A blood-soaked face stared blankly up at him. Gerald groaned. 
Frank’s skull was smashed in and his brains leaked out of a massive 
crack in the head. He couldn’t believe his eyes. Gerald looked up 
at the door, where a red stain covered the middle near the bottom. 
Frank had laid in the hallway and smashed his skull to bits on 
Gerald’s door. 

“Oh... my god. I need to get help. Have to find help, need 
help.”  

Suddenly, Frank twitched. He began to shake in Gerald’s 
arms. His eyes moved, unseeingly but still with some semblance of 
life in them. 

“Wednesday… article,” his boss grunted. “Wednesday 
article,” he said, louder this time. “Wednesday article! Wednesday 
article!” He was shouting now. “WEDNESDAY! WEDNESDAY! 
WEDNESDAY! WEDNESDAY! ARTICLE! ARTICLE!” He 
thrashed wildly in Gerald’s arms, teeth gnashing.  

Was Gerald being attacked? He stood as quickly as he could 
and tried to heave Frank down the hall as far as possible, but his 
boss was seemingly gaining strength. Gerald rushed into the 
apartment and slammed the door, but not before Frank got his 
hand through the small crack that remained.  
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“AAAAAARTICLE!” The hand bones crunched as Gerald 
slammed and slammed the door. The hand retracted, allowing 
Gerald to lock the door and rush over to his bed.   

“Phone, phone! Where is my phone!” he tossed pillows and 
overturned cushions but couldn’t find it anywhere. Okay, no phone. 
I have to get out of here. Over to the window he went. Don’t look down. 
It’s only three stories. Don’t look down. The fire escape is only twenty feet 
away. He slid the window open, crawled through, and held on to 
the side of the building, inching to the fire escape. Fifteen feet left. 
Ten. Five. He looked down. 

Hundreds of people swarmed around the building with 
various levels of injury. He saw a few with missing arms, legs, heads. 
Others seemed fine. They were all staring at Gerald.  

“But are they actually zombies?” Either way, there was no 
escape. He held the bars of the fire escape and looked around, 
searching for some way, any way, down. All he saw were the blank 
expressions of the hideous people staring back at him.  

He realized there was no feeling in his left leg. The veins 
were black and swollen, and his skin was missing in patches, leaving 
bare muscle exposed.  

He removed the bandage from his bitten arm. Black tissue 
had built up over the bite, exactly how it had around his leg. The 
goo from the subway.  

“M-maybe… F-f-frank was right.”  
He let go of the fire escape and gently let himself fall to the 

ground. The warm air blew gently past his ears. The beautiful puffy 
clouds in the bright blue sky danced in front of his eyes. The light 
from the sun bounced off nearby windows and warmed Gerald’s 
chest. The fall seemed to take a few minutes. It was relaxing. It was 
peaceful. 

SPLAT. 
And it was all over. 
No more deadlines to meet. d 
 
 


