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THE LEGEND
Every dead body that is not exterminated becomes one of them. It gets up and it kills. The people it kills get up and kill!

DAWN OF THE DEAD

In the brain and not the chest.
Headshots are the very best.

FIDO

I don't know what's going on, but I know it's not a prison break. No chemical I ever heard about can make a dead man walk. This is something that nobody has ever heard about or seen before.

This is hell on earth. This is pure hell on earth.

NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD

A BRIEF MESSAGE ON THE ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE AND YOU
Beyond this page lies unspeakable horror. Bone-crunching, blood-splattering, brain-impaling horrorâ€”the horror of the zombie apocalypse.

If you're reading this, you've probably read your fair share of zombie stories and watched your fair share of zombie flicks. But this time it's different. No longer do you get to sit back idle as a bunch of fools make all the wrong moves. All hell is about to break looseâ€”and this time
you
have a say in humanity's survival.

You're twenty-five years old. You live in a crappy, overpriced studio apartment in Manhattan. You work a corporate job that you're not particularly fond of. Up until now, your day-to-day life offered few surprises.

But today, on a hot and humid July morning, zombies have come to Manhattan.

You have choices to make nowâ€”lots of them. Moral dilemmas. Strategic decisions. Weapons. Vehicles. Will you be a hero? Or will you cover your own ass at all costs? Will you survive the coming hours, days, weeks, and months? Or will you die amidst the chaos and violence of a zombie uprising?

Or, worst of all, will you become one of them â€¦?

The choice is yours. And hey, if you don't make itâ€”you've got no one to blame but yourself.

IT BEGINS
â€¦
Will this ever end? These Monday morning meetings always run long. Every damn time. God, in the history of man, has a morning meeting ever not run long?

As usual, you overslept, missed the subway, and arrived ten minutes late to work so you missed the Krispy Kremes and one of the good chairs. Now you're stuck in a tiny little plastic thing you're pretty sure you can hear bending underneath your weightâ€”or maybe that's the sound of your stomach aching for a doughnut.

Your head's still hurting from Saturday night. Can't drink like you used to. College days: drink, puke, sleep, drink, puke, sleep, drink, puke, sleep, watch some basketball, drink, puke, sleep. Rinse. Repeat. Graduate three semesters late. Good times.

But you're a grown man now. An
ah
-dult. An
ah
-dult stuck in a miserable Monday morning meetingâ€”with no Krispy Kreme.

All you can think about is five o'clock and getting home. Being enveloped by your well-worn but pretty-darn-comfortable-if-you-don't-say-so-yourself Craigslist couch. Ordering some Chinese. Sweet-and-sour chicken (sauce on the side), fried rice, an egg roll. Watching some
Seinfeld
. Good stuff.

Oh yesâ€”to be homeâ€¦

You pull out your phone. 10:40 AM. Sigh, seven more hours toâ€”

Suddenlyâ€”violentlyâ€”Angela, the cute brunette receptionist, bursts through a set of double doors and explodes into the conference room.

Everyone turns. Someone giggles. Confused looks all around.

Eyes wide, Angela stands in the doorway, silent for a moment, then: “Umâ€”sorry to interruptâ€”but I think you need to turn the TV on.”

Matthew Trypucâ€”head of marketingâ€”glares from his usual spot at the head of the long conference table. Cool and condescending. “Angela, you're interrupting.”

Prick. The poor girl just ran in here looking like she was going to wet herselfâ€”she must have a decent reason.

Angela ignores the big boss's dirty look and runs the length of the long conference room to the fat old Mitsubishi TV in the corner, a leftover from the pre-PowerPoint days. The oversize TV sits on a banged-up TV cartâ€”you're pretty sure your middle school had the same one.

Someone asks Angela to explain. She doesn't say anything. Continues to work on the TV.

A woman at the end of the tableâ€”you recognize her from around the office but don't know her nameâ€”gets up and hurries out of the conference room. A few people follow her, headed for their computers to check CNN.com or MSNBC.com or whatever their news site of choice is.

You think terrorists. So does everyone else, most likely. You picture the wordâ€”
terroristâ€”
bouncing around their collective, coffee-fueled brains, along with images of explosions, crumbling buildings, and out-of-control beards.

The TV hums to life. One of the local news guys sits at a desk:

Again, we don't want to alarm you unnecessarily, but our early reports say these patients are exhibiting bizarre, radical, and even violent behavior
.

The broadcast cuts to an aerial view of Mount Sinai Hospital. You know Mount Sinai. It's about twenty blocks north and
a few avenues east from your office. Went there a few years back when you had a hangnail that got infected and your mom convinced you that you were about two days away from needing full hand, and possible arm, amputation.

Now a shot from the ground: a pretty blond reporter, clearly not ready to be on live TV. A mass of ambulances, cop cars, fire engines, and workers stretches out behind and around her. The flashing red and blue lights strobe across her young, makeup-slathered face. You can make out the hospital about a hundred yards in the distance.

She reports:

Are we on? I'm on? Ahem. Yes, we've just received word that patients are rioting inside the hospital. At this moment, it's still not clear what the cause of the violence isâ€”or how and even if hospital employees may be involved. Of course, any news we get we'll pass along immediately. Again, for those of you just tuning in, you're looking at Mount Sinai Hospital, where violence has reportedly broken out among a number of patients and possibly hospital staff
.

An aerial shot now:

A dozen police cars have formed a semicircle around the main emergency room entrance. More are arriving.

The big sliding doors beneath the
EMERGENCY
sign slide open and out stumbles a young doctor, bleeding from his face, neck, and shoulder. Blood pumps from his wounds, spilling out onto his scrubs. He takes a few shaky steps before collapsing onto the little green Mount Sinai carpet that lies in front of the door.

The office is silent for a split secondâ€”then a flurry of
ohmygods, Jesuschrists
, and
whatthefucks
. The woman sitting next to you grabs on to your arm. It's weird.

The doctor begins convulsing. Blood streams onto the sidewalk
and pools at the curb. Then, seemingly out of nowhere, a female patient in a hospital gown bursts out from the ER and dives on top of him.

The entire conference room gasps.

The patient is biting the doctor. No, not just biting. Eating himâ€”devouring the guy. Tearing into his flesh with her teeth and hands. Clawing at his body. Ripping skin from his limbs. As she tosses her head back to chew, stringy flesh hangs from her teeth.

The screen goes black.

For a second, no one says a word; no one is quite able to process what he or she is seeing. Then a large woman (copyediting department, you think) explodes into tears, hands cupped over her face, and rushes out of the room. More follow her, reaching for cell phones as they squeeze past one another and out into the hall.
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