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Blood is Thicker Than Water


She stood, like a proud Amazon Queen, highlighted against the breathtaking sunrise. Except for her, the sky loomed unblemished in the most awe-inspiring shades and hues. The day was beautiful. The day was pure. The day was barren, devoid of all human life. All except for her.


She was called “Eli”, back in the days when there was human life to interact with. She was a lovely creature, with flowing black locks and bruise-colored eyes that seemed to be the world’s sadness incarnate. She was a lark with an angel’s voice, and oh how she would sing back before the days of chaos ensued. Now all the crowd she had were damned creatures, beings with rotted slits for ears and no capacity whatsoever for beautiful things like angel voices.


Yes, she was a beautiful creature now trapped in a desolate world filled with animated cadavers, things that seemingly were conceived in the fiery pits of Hell. The onslaught happened all-too quickly, first infecting only isolated parts of the world, then spreading its plague-ridden fingers all over, scooping up babies as well as geriatric beings, loved ones alike. Every single hospital bed throughout the Earth was occupied with the sick and deteriorating humans, writhing with the slow pain of the Reaper knocking at their door. Who knew that the Reaper’s ring wouldn’t be the final dance done for these awful nightmares? 



Don’t assume it is like the movies where the monsters are slow, lumbering idiots that stand and serve as easy target practice for a .22. This is the farthest thing from the truth. In reality, the creatures were quite nimble, moving as if they had increased motor skills as a result of becoming infected. They also showed little to no brain decay, although Eli rarely heard them talk. They had lost something in the transformation though, something vital to being human... compassion.


Given the chance, these terrible monsters would rip each other to shreds, just for the sake of having something to do. On more than one occasion Eli would watch with a sick fascination as two of the beasts would corner another one, playing a rousing game of cat and mouse before ripping chunks of rotted flesh off the target, right to the bleach-white bone. 


She hated them, abhorred them with such a burning passion that she was a shell of a person now, a hollow human. No longer could she find solace in watercolor sunrises or creating beautiful music that floated on the slightest of breezes or the soft touch of a newborn baby’s face, all peach fuzz and soft scent. Everything was DEAD. Everyone.... was.... dead.


Her raven hair, highlighted in the morning sun, cascaded down her back and shifted in the slight breeze. She was armed to the teeth, doing the only thing that she knew to do in a world devoid of people, of laughter, of love. She would kill until their indifferent hating gnawed away at her intestines, slaughtering as many as she could, simply because the old saying was spot-on... revenge was oh-so sweet.


Crouched low, she rubbed the gold locket that always hung on her neck, rain or shine and allowed herself to be lost in nostalgia for a fleeting moment, tasting the bittersweet essence of lost beloveds. She would be God’s vengeful, striking sword in this Godforsaken world. She was the Angel of Death incarnate. The wind shifted slightly, bringing a warm current of delicious late-spring weather with it. The apple blossoms in the air mingled with the ripe stench of death. They were quite near. Eli readied her weapon, carefully exhaling through flared nostrils and checking the chamber to make sure she was fully prepared to drill lead into the animated corpses.


Waiting patiently, Eli gingerly gathered each shred of hatred, the blinding fury that she felt for the terrible beings, bottling them away for when she readied to go to mortal combat with these demons. The whole time her hand never left the intricately carved heart-shaped locket – she wanted to remember what and who she fought for fully.


As soon as they were close enough that Eli could distinctly spot the oozing sores and peeling skin on each horrid face, she went into action. 


POW POW!! Her pistol screamed, shooting one just above the heart, making another monster’s head explode into a million pieces, scattering bits of fecal brain every which way. There were twenty or so of them, all sharp and all extremely nimble and dangerous. 


Smoking guns dropped, she reached for the elegant Samurai sword that was cradled in the sling across her back. She treasured the cool feel of the eggplant colored silky handle as it sliced through the neck of one of the creatures as easily as a hot knife through butter. All in a day’s work.


All of the sudden, her sure footing was thrown off by strewn guts, and she was down, sword nowhere in sight. Her vision went blurry and all she could see were gnashing, rotted teeth inches away from her face and feel the steamy, fetid breath creep over her. Grabbing her trusty dagger tucked away in the hidden sheath of her boot, she carefully cut out one undead eye from the up-close and personal face, and then the other milky orb popped under the blade, oozing putrid black goo all over the rotten jowl. Pushing the writhing zombie away from her, she quickly regained her composure, feeling the adrenaline coursing through her veins. She took her six-shooter and ended the monster quickly, with a single shot that totally pulverized what was left of its ugly head. 


Looking around slowly, she admired her handiwork – body upon mutilated body were strewn about like macabre playthings, demonic dolls. There wasn’t an inch of the green grass that wasn’t covered in stagnant blood or bits of skull. She smiled, mentally patting herself on the back. Not only was this one of her best slaughterings in a while, but she had almost eradicated the whole zombie population in this area, a job well-done for a single person. Soon, she would move on like she always did, playing Reaper to the unsightly undead. She had long since given up the hope of any living companionship. She didn’t even know if she would know how to act in human company. 


The fact of the matter was that she hadn’t heard a human voice, including her own singsong voice in almost a year. The thought of humans was far scarier than the thought of monsters, though there were a select few that she missed constantly, no matter how hard she tried to forget – the painful past always found a way of sneaking into her subconscious, then rearing its ugly head in her conscious.


Covered in grime, she gathered her weapons and started to head for shelter, feeling exhausted even in this beautiful weather. Once at the makeshift home, she would double-check all of her calculations to make sure that each and every zombie was wiped out of the area before traveling elsewhere to find another colony of monsters to wipe out. A nice, hot shower looked fairly appealing as well, she decided while picking what she was pretty sure was a bit of zombie spleen from her forehead.


Each and every one of them gone! 


She mused to herself. A whole town, wiped clean of all of the sick and twisted devils. She reflected as she was cleaning her gun, oiling it down to a chrome sheen. In order for a person to be successful in a zombie-ridden post-apocalyptic word, a properly functioning gun is a necessity. She would do a final once-over of the town tomorrow, making sure that is was completely purged, then it would be off to another small town, this one dubbed ‘Reapersville’. This was an irony that Eli chuckled at. 


After fully scrubbing everything down and free of zombie guts, Eli fell into an uneasy slumber. She dreamed of a beautiful young girl of no more than five with golden curls and the most somber gray eyes she had ever seen. Her little petal mouth called out to her, forming incomprehensible words, but it seemed as if Eli’s ears were enveloped in dense cotton. The girl, becoming more panicked, started to shout, her face distorting into a frown. No matter how hard Eli strained to hear the angelic babe, she felt as if she were listening to her from underwater. Her heart sank as the girl started to claw at her perfect cherubic face frantically, as if to pull it off like a mask. Underneath the fleshy bits of face was the mug of a pallid zombie, just like the multitudes of other haunted faces she witnessed daily. 


“No, no, no...” Eli chanted over and over as she watched the angel girl rip the last bits of skin from her face, now rotted and slightly green, excreting a thin layer of gooey yellow pus. Her lovely gray eyes were no longer gray, but a milky sort of cataract opal look, accompanied by thin spiderwebs of red blood veins. She clutched her stuffed bunny to her now undead chest and stared at Eli through slitted eyes, a blood red tear escaping her decomposing duct. Eli reached out to touch the demon spawn, slowly, as if still underwater. The demon child recoiled, exposing rotted teeth and hissing an awful noise at her. 


“Mommy couldn’t save me, could you Mommy? Now baby burns in Hell, like all the rest!” A small smile plays on the miniature monster’s lips before lunging at Eli’s throat!


Eli woke up in a fury of cold sweat and strewn blankets. She had the dream... AGAIN! Touching the locket, she gasped for breath, her lungs aching. Oh, cruel world! For a year, she was forced to lay cheek by jowl with undead heathens, practically dining on the putrid carrion that they make a meal out of. How much longer would she be able to do it, to be the only living person on Earth before she cracked like an egg? 


 Utter isolation is what she felt – utter isolation. 


She was dead inside.


When the first warm rays of light hit her face, she stirred in her makeshift nest, the memory of last night’s dream washing over her head, drowning her until she felt the carbon dioxide bubbling in her chest. What a life.


Halfheartedly , Eli gathered up what little possessions she did have and packed them all away in her bag. She would need to travel light – Reapersville was a good five miles from her hut. She slowly trudged along, the bodies from last night burned after she gathered them all up and watched the hungry flames quickly devour the rotted flesh. Black cinders danced along in the gentle breeze, floating on the air as if they were some sort of grotesque funeral flower petal.


It was then that she spotted it, in the distance at first, no more than a dot on the broad horizon. 


It can’t be a zombie, I slaughtered them all! And the stragglers wouldn’t dare venture up this far!

 
She stopped, entranced yet slightly alarmed. 


Maybe it is another person! Maybe I have been granted the wonderful gift of human life!


At the thought of this promise, she began to trot cautiously toward the figure. All the while, the person stood still as a statue, unmoving.


Eli picked up the pace, moving with a gazelle-like gait that she made look easy. She dropped her pack in the hopes of moving faster. The figure was close now, close enough for Eli to see that this was a little girl, huddled on the ground and cuddling a stuffed animal. Her pink velvet dress, grimy with dirt and other bodily fluids pooled around her like a tragic ballet tutu, her beautiful golden curls matted with blood. She rocked back and forth in the fetal position, sobbing quietly to herself. 


Slowly Eli approached the girl, on high alert but ready to comfort this beautiful creature. She slowly extended one hand toward the child, clutching the warm metal of the locket reassuringly in her free palm.


And she did something she hadn’t done in almost a year – she spoke.


“Hello there sweetie. It’s okay. I’m here now. Turn around and come here.” She urged softly, her voice tinkling like a sweet silver bell. “I am here to help you.”


The girl stopped sobbing, but didn’t turn or uncover her face with her little arms.


“I am here for you. I know it’s scary out here, and it’s a wonder you are still alive, but I am here to protect you now.” Eli smiled, her nerves absolutely frazzled. The child slowly turned her head as if in pain. Eli’s heart began to flutter. This was most definitely a zombie baby, the result of an angelic youth, touched by plague, stripped of life. 


“No, no.” Eli mumbled, clutching the locket, grabbing for her pistol in a frenzy of hands. The monstrous baby girl tottered over until she was standing less than five feet away from Eli, her cataract owl eyes peering up from behind spidery lashes. She held a tattered off-white bunny in her chubby fist, her pink dress making her look like some kind of Damned Princess. 


“Oh my Lord, it can’t be. Anything but this.” Eli began to cry, holding the six-shooter out, her aim failing. “Jesus, give me strength to do the right thing.”


The evil Princess stared at Eli, head slightly cocked to the side, and then began to hum quietly. Her haunting child’s voice gave Eli goosebumps from head to toe. 


The zombie continued to hum, and the song became clearer and clearer. 


It can’t be. Itcantbeitcantbeitcantbe. Anything but that, ANYTHING. Eli pleaded in her mind.


Eli, with her finger on the trigger, continued to shed tears, the waterworks flying. 


This wasn’t fair. A question of her morale on a human level was one thing – she had a hard time killing children, but this was crossing the line.


Still humming, the zombie child stared with dead eyes upon the hysterical woman, baring her little rotten teeth in a haunting smile.


“And all the little babies burned in Hell!” The little girl giggled, reaching out to touch Eli’s arm. Eli, in a frenzy, recoiled her arm back. “Babies aren’t nice after they meet the Black Man! Hehe!”


“God forgive me for what I’m about to do.” Eli felt the wooden grip in her hand, the power of the cool metal radiating out. 


“Go on, shoot me. I have been a bad baby. My Mommy didn’t even love me enough to save me!” the girl smiled at Eli, challenging her to pull the trigger.


I can’t, I can’t, I can’t, I can’t IcantIcantIcant.....


BOOM.


The shot heard round the world, the reverberation echoing hollowly in Eli’s mind. She did it.


“Oh no, what have I done?” Eli whispered, staring at the crumpled little body, draped in velvet and adorned with pearls of blood. Blood shed by her hands.


Cradling the cool gun in her hand she stared down the barrel,clinging to the locket. She had created a beautiful life, carried an angel in her womb for thirty-six weeks. She hadn’t been able to protect it like she should have – she let the monsters get to it.


The worst of these evils.. she destroyed it with her own two monstrous hands. Her life was devoid of anything now. She had done the most ultimate evil.


Eli felt nothing, then saw a bright light and felt a searing pain, then she felt nothingness again. Except for this time, the nothingness would last for eternity. The locket lay open on the cooling chest of Eli, and staring out from the golden box were two beautiful faces. Haunting faces. A woman with beautiful raven hair and bruise-colored eyes and a girl of perhaps five, with golden ringlets and sad gray eyes. Two beings, held together by an unbreakable bond of love – the love of a mother and daughter.


The sun shone on the locket as the beautiful woman with the raven hair and the once beautiful cherub child lay, side-by-side in death. And even death couldn’t break their eternal bond of love.

