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Dedication

 

To all my friends who have never stopped believing in me and supporting me…even when I didn’t really deserve it.

 

Introduction by Lisa Conger

 

In books sometimes there is a character that just jumps out at you and grabs your attention. For Zomblog that character is Meredith Gainey with her very white skin and fine red hair. Meredith had a good life before the dead started to rise.

She owned her own fitness studio and was an athletic looking girl. She had a boyfriend who was an EMT and knew how to treat her right. She even had a sister, brother, mom and dad. She was happy and content with her life until that all ended one day.

She awoke to a world where the dead walk and men took what they wanted when they wanted it. What the Sheriff wanted was her; he raped and tortured her like she was his property. However, being the strong minded person she is, she would not let that last forever. She was able to escape by slitting a man’s throat while he raped her.

This lead to the cold and calculated way she had decided to live her life from then on. She realized that in life you can only rely on yourself because if you rely on someone else they could get you killed. This is why it did not affect her to put a bullet into her lover Sam’s head when he joined the ranks of the undead. This is also why it was so easy for her to decide to give up her baby, Snoe.

Meredith is a complex person who knows what she wants, and that is to kill the zombie menace and to rid the earth of sick people like the Sheriff, who was sworn into office saying he would protect people…but when the world went to hell, decided to use women as his own personal plaything.

Now begins another chapter in Meredith’s story, enjoy!

 

Lisa Conger

 


 

Friday, January 1

 

Happy New Year.

Two years ago, Samuel Todd started a blog. He had no idea the world was about to die. Within a month, the dead were walking the earth. Seven months later, he was dead and I was pregnant.

In the past two years, the world has changed dramatically. Humanity holds out…mostly in small pockets of survivors who cling to each other in desperation and try valiantly to create something resembling something we all knew. Others have taken advantage of the lack of authority figures, wreaking death and chaos wherever they go. These people prey on those deemed weaker. In many cases, that means women and children.

Make no mistake, nobody is innocent anymore. In this world, you kill to survive and you do it without hesitation…or you die. A few months into this whole drama, somebody told me that the estimated ratio between the living and the living dead had exceeded 13000:1. I’m sure that number is much bigger now.

The walking dead show no signs of just falling down. There was hope that, when food became scarce, they would just wither away. They haven’t. What has gone away is almost any source of fuel, transportation, power—electric, battery or otherwise—and ammunition. Like the Romans, Vikings, and Knights of the Round Table, we battle hand-to-hand. In that sense, we have devolved.

The walking dead travel in singles and small groups, but they’ve also coagulated into larger groups that sometimes number in the thousands called herds or mobs. If they get on the trail of something (usually one of us) they pursue with a mindless determination. That is a blessing and a curse. You can ditch them if you’re clever, but if they trap you somewhere…suicide is the quickest and easiest way out. They don’t tend to leave once they have you trapped. Zombies do not feel frustration.

A few more things about the undead; they must suffer massive brain trauma to be put down. Their bite is the normal way for them to pass on the infection. Although, like any other blood-borne illness, open wounds and contaminated blood are bad deals. The good news is that this contamination is not one hundred percent. There have been cases where individuals have survived an attack and not turned. Nobody knows how or why, and medical science has gone the way of central air-con-ditioning. Even after all this time, their stench gives them away. They’re slower moving than the rising tide and have been known to make an unsettling sound that is likened to a baby cry. They don’t freeze or become immobile in the winter, at least not in any of the winters I’ve experienced. I couldn’t tell you about places like Alaska or Siberian.

A few months ago I set down my journal. The journal I took over when Sam died. Honestly, I didn’t expect to pick it back up. However, I’ve found a therapeutic outlet in my life to be blatantly missing once I stopped writing. I’ve found I needed the catharsis of putting pen to paper.

I will not bore you with the mundane events of the past months. Actually, I’ve spent most of it recovering from a wicked ass-kicking after going heads-up with a cult of lunatics that happened to include a young girl who, at one time, traveled with me. I’ve been living in a mansion-turned-fortress for the past few months. Had I been writing in my journal it would have read mostly something like this: Woke up, stupid dog peed on the floor again, watched a group leave on a supply run again, couldn’t help…again.

Get the picture?

However, I’ve been getting better. I’ve rehabbed until I’m as close to a hundred percent as I can be. As I’ve gotten healthier, my desire to get out in the mix again has grown. I don’t do well being confined. It’s one of those things you never learn about yourself until an extreme event occurs. Like, would you return the bag of money that fell out of an armored truck? Would you rush into that burning building to save a helpless stranger? Or could you stay monogamous and happily married?

I’ve decided to strike out for Las Vegas as soon as I feel the weather will allow me. Until it was deemed a waste, and the radio here was shut off—when wind and solar become your only source of power, you are forced to prioritize—we used to pick up an occasional message from somebody who claimed to be in Las Vegas. What’s more, they claim to have electric power. I need to see for myself.

I’m not sure if I’ll travel alone or not. I haven’t mentioned it to anyone in a while. Maybe they think I’ve learned my lesson. Maybe they think I will learn to be happy with this new life. I think I understand how Lewis and Clark, Christopher Columbus and Neil Armstrong felt. Sitting here…not knowing isn’t an option.

My name is Meredith Gainey, and my New Year’s resolution is to see Las Vegas for myself.

 

Saturday, January 2

 

This morning I took my dog for a walk…well…he isn’t quite a dog yet, but he’s too freakin’ big to be called a puppy anymore. His gigantic feet keep getting in the way of his legs, and I have never in my life seen a dog trip as often as this one.

However, Sam’s a good dog. He already knows to growl any time one of those walking meatbags gets close. Eric Grayfeather takes him out on patrol sometimes. I think he does it to piss me off. He knows how bad
I
want to be out there, so he takes Sam. Then, when everybody gets back, I get to hear all the neat things
my
dog did while I sit here on my ass.

That reminds me…the road (Highway 26) is now drivable from here to The Warehouse Complex. I am able to make trips to there or The Sunset Fortress. (Hey, they picked the names; not me.) It allows me to go see Baby Snoe whenever a patrol or convoy heads in that direction. I don’t go very often because I wouldn’t want the baby to become too attached to me. Also, I think it makes Janie and Lindsay, her adoptive mommies, very nervous.

The road clearing detail turned out to only be phase one. The two big communities—as well as the few dozen folks who live in the walls of the Mitchell mansion—are serious. They are using the plethora of abandoned vehicles to reinforce the barriers they create and continually expand. Both sides of the highway are walled off with them. It does keep the zombie traffic to a minimum while giving The Corridor (another of their catchy names), which is what they now call Highway 26 along this stretch, a very art deco sort of look. I bet some freaky artist back in the Before did a painting like this and idiots stood around some art studio reading all sorts of meaning into it.

And my contribution to all this hoopla? I was “allowed” to sit in an armored bank truck and be ready to drive if the work detail needed to make a hasty retreat. Woo-freaking-hoo!

In other news…Jenifer is recovering, but the scarring is severe. She was really upset when she discovered that she could only grow hair back on one side of her head (and that is patchy at best). Eventually she decided to adopt the clean-shaven look. Also, she is completely blind in her left eye. It—the eyeball—is all shriveled like a raisin in the socket and looks hideous. She wears an eyepatch most of the time, but sometimes she either forgets…or enjoys freaking people out when they see her. I think it is more the latter. She moved to The Sunset Fortress a few weeks ago.

I talked my plans for leaving this place over with Jeff and Rodney earlier today. I made certain that they understood that I have not dismissed that idea. They both have women now! When did that happen? To their credit, neither tried to talk me out of it. I have set my date for departure at February 1
st
.

Oh…I got my medical clearance form Dr. Gene and Dr. Dennis last night. Of course, I immediately signed up for the next team leaving on a run. I will venture out on the 9
th
! It will serve two purposes: I will get to see how my dog operates ‘in the field’ during this excursion, and—more importantly—I will be finding out a few things about myself. I never realized what a toll it took on me just simply being out there. Even when you are in down time…there is no actual break. You must always be alert for trouble.

Every time I think about my upcoming Vegas run, I get butterflies in my stomach. I am about a dozen different types of nervous now. I chalk most of it up to being just a teensy bit stir crazy. This is the longest I’ve stayed put since all this began a couple years back. God! Has it been that long? I started to believe that the injuries I suffered in the fight with The Genesis Brotherhood might force me to become sedentary. However, I am a resilient girl. So there, World! Take that.

 

Sunday, January 3

 

Spent the day in the wooded hills behind the mansion. It’s taken me all damned evening to defrost. It was windy, and freezing rain fell most of the time I was out. Sam and I were soaked by the time we came in. I loved it! The only thing that would’ve made it better is if we’d killed a zombie or ten.

 

Monday, January 4

 

Jeff and Rodney came to see me this morning. They came with a rather interesting proposal. I guess Jeff has been doing some research. He found an old phone book and tracked down Erin…Sam’s ex-wife. They showed me on a map approximately where it would be.

Since I am leaving on a run anyways, and there is no restrictions as to where we can and can’t go, the decision has been made to hit Samuel Todd’s ex-wife’s old residence and the surrounding neighborhood. It would be quite a luxury if we could find any of his old things like photos and such. I could make a nice package for Baby Snoe.
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