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I look at the ground: crack… crack… pothole.  My peripheral catches the burned-out skeleton of a car. The 
semi-quiet thud of footsteps follows mine. 
The wind blowing through the corpses of dead and stalled out vehicles… dark stains through windshields and 
on the asphalt. I hope those stains on the ground are oil. But I know they’re not. 
There’s a skull next to the tire of what looked like an old Chrysler minivan. The desiccated corpse is on top of 
the hood wearing a flowery print dress. 
I see myself in the dirt-smeared panel door window of the van, sigh with relief as I walk past the corpse, the 
paranoia leaving me. The faces of my two friends come into the window’s reflection seconds after mine, each 
of them looking at the skull and the dress-wearing corpse. 
No head means that something took it… for food. No body means that something worse claimed it, and is 
currently stalking us, waiting for nightfall and us to stop. 
The snap of a trench coat’s tails flicking hard by the wind takes me out of my thoughts over the dead woman’s 
body. The sound causes me to look over to my left to who wears it. I see the .45 Colt revolver glint dully in the 
afternoon light. It sits on his right thigh, in an old thigh-tied holster. it creaks as he moves. 
He unconsciously adjusts the faded, stone grey colored Swiss Army trench coat. 
The revolver reminds me of what else was under that old coat: sawed-off 12-gauge, another .45 (semi-auto) on 
his other hip in a police holster, two heavy combat knives, and one Long Knife. 
Trench Coat notices me and nods. He flexes his hands in his dark brown leather gloves, shakes his shaggy 
dark ginger-brown hair out of his eyes, and looks to the road again. 
A soda can goes flying and bounces off a gutted-out Chevy S-10. 
I look to where the can flew from, over at the grim-faced Mexican man on my right. The can rattles in the wind 
as it rolls down the road, racing us. 
I can’t remember the last time I had a fucking Coke. 
Years. 
Grimm matches my pace unconsciously whilst he chews his thumbnail. 
Blue jeans with Wolverine work boots, a black T-shirt, hoodie sweatshirt and an old coffee-brown leather 
jacket. An old Dallas Cowboys baseball cap rounded out his outfit—no matter how queer I told him it was. 
Grimm looks at me over his fist as he chews his nail. His eyes drift back over my shoulder at the dead woman. 
Trouble?  his eyes say, tightening, his hand reaching for the machete handle slung reversed down his back. 
I shake my head. 
No. No trouble. 
Good . Grimm relaxes. 
South. 
We’re following what’s left of the I-5 of California… in what’s left of California. 
South. Home. 
I’m not sure what year it is. I don’t remember how long it’s been since The Breach. I just try to do two things: 
Stay alive. Stay sane. 
Time is funny now, since The Breach. One day lasts for eighteen hours, like a mini-Alaska. No night, no dark at 
all. Another day lasts three minutes before becoming totally moonless, starless dark for two days, forty-eight 
hours at least. 



South. She’s waiting for me. 
Stay sane. Stay alive. 
The story is that the world… broke. The sky ripped open like a wet bed sheet. 
I don’t know how or why. 
Any and everything your subconscious nightmares could vomit up came pouring out of that hole. 
They were formless as they came through, but then they were able to manifest in the flesh—make bodies, 
become real. 
The best theory was that our brain’s ability to have faith, to believe—imagination—is what gave these things 
flesh. That was when people started dying. From what they believed in. 
They manifested everywhere. 
I’ve seen angels. 
Heroes. 
Magic. 
Monsters, demons, ghosts, fucking unicorns. 
Our way of life was screwed. 
I let my eyes pan back and forth, looking at the ruined view of the I-5’s landscape. 
Eviscerated asphalt. 
A shattered overpass. 
I take my hat off and use it to wipe sweat off my face. It’s called an ivy cap, not a golfer’s cap. Sheesh. I push 
my black Timberline glasses back up the bridge of my nose and look down at my New Balance cross trainers, 
black jeans, undershirt, overshirt, and fingerless gloves. 
Yay fashion. 
Sweat gathers at the back holsters for Beauty & Husband, my 9mm Berettas. Yuck. 
My peripheral causes me to glance down at a severed hand, dried to jerky from the heat; an Elmo Sesame 
Street watch waves at me as the hands circle in rapid clockwise spins. The hand looks like it belonged to a 
six-year-old, maybe eight. 
Jesus help me. 
Grimm whistles softly, making my eyes snap up from the hand. 
There’s a tanker truck pulled across the southbound lanes of the Five ahead. It looks newly moved. 
Not only do you have to fear the monsters because they’re real. You gotta fear normal people too. 
South… 
 


