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Dedication

 

For everyone kind enough to look for the humor in this, rather than being offended.


I Fell In Love With A Lesbian At The Zombie Luau

 

Remember that movie scene where the hot-chick zombie had her boob hanging out? You know, that one you rewound and watched four or five times before letting the movie go on? Well, real zombies aren’t like that. I just had to get that off my chest (pun intended).

Real zombies are nasty. I don’t just mean ‘They eat brains! Nasty!’ type nasty; I mean ‘What’s that smell? (retch) (gag) Nasty!’ type nasty. I’d bet you could smell one from damn near a mile away, if there weren’t so many that you already smell them everywhere.

I was in Hawaii when it happened. Hawaii smelled good back then. Even the jet-fuel stink at the airport smelled good compared to what Hawaii smells like now. I’ll never forget that first whiff of stench...

We were hiking the Kalalua Trail on the Nā Pali coast in Kauai when it hit us. My friend Mark gagged. I puked.

Now, I know everyone has their own theories about where the parasites came from, and who and what was affected—and why—but I firmly believe those of us who puked that first time survived the initial infection. I don’t know why. Everyone I’ve asked puked that first time.

Mark turned about twenty minutes later. I know the only bites he had gotten were ant bites. We were both covered with them after climbing the cliffs, and there was no one and nothing else around, so I know he was not bitten by a zombie. Did the ants carry the parasite? I don’t think so. I personally think it was that initial putrid, vomit-inducing tsunami of stink that rolled across the island.

You know, that one the government says never happened, it wasn’t involved in, and anyone who says they smelled it is a liar? Well, call me a liar. I’m freaking lying about smelling it because I’ve got nothing better to do in our post-apocalyptic world than to go around making that shit up.

Anyway, when Mark turned, I thought he was joking. Just like everyone else, I didn’t believe my first. We were talking about the awful smell that was ruining our vacation when he got real quiet and started shambling around all jerkily. He came at me with that open-mouthed vacant stare, arms outstretched like a cartoon sleepwalker. I thought he was playing like he was dead because of the smell. I mean, it really did smell like something… well, dead. 

I didn’t realize he was coming in for a bite to eat. I just stood there and let him come at me. He would have gotten me too, if he hadn’t slipped on a muddy tree root and fallen down a thousand feet off a cliff. 

I’ll never forget watching him fall. You know how quiet the zombies are. He just fell. And I just watched. There was no screaming, no call for help, nothing. Just his body falling through the air next to the cliff like a skydiver without a parachute, occasionally spinning and tumbling in the air currents.

Then I was alone. Just me and the biting ants. 

The world had gone silent. No birds, no bugs, no Mark.

I couldn’t call for help. Cell phones don’t work at the top of thousand foot cliffs on an island in the North Pacific, God knows why. I sat stunned, for a long time, I don’t know how long. I guess I assumed someone would eventually come along and help, or at least tell me what to do. No one did.

Of course, that was before I knew what was going on. After a while, I realized I couldn’t just stay there forever, so I got my act together and headed back towards the trailhead at Ke’e Beach. I expected to find a ton of tourists, and maybe a park ranger. At the very least, I knew there was a payphone I could use to call the police.

I stumbled onto the beach, still two miles from the parking lot, in the dark. Not the kind of dark I’m used to in the Mid-West where the sun goes down and the light fades away for another hour or so, but rather ‘the only thing I can see is the stars’ kind of dark.

The flashlight had been in Mark’s pack and my little keychain light picked that time to die. My fault. It was four years old. Finally I had to turn on my cell phone and use the light from the screen to find the trail, wishing I had downloaded that stupid flashlight app. It didn’t matter. I still couldn’t call anyone and it still ate the battery fast and left me in the dark again. I was glad to finally hit the open area of the beach where sand reflected some of the starlight back and I could stop feeling like I was completely blind. 

At the time I didn’t think it was unusual there were no people around. It was dark. People are smart, relatively speaking. I was sure they were all at a bar drinking Mai Tai’s and laughing at stories they had heard about people getting lost on the Kalalua Trail.

Looking back now I realize I tripped over an inordinate amount of what I had thought were rocks, sticks, and logs on that beach... I almost dropped my car’s clicker a couple time. I’m glad I didn’t. Not sure what I would have thought if, while searching for my keys, I had come up with a handful of… Nevermind.

When flashing parking lights finally responded to my frantic keychain remote button mashing, I almost pissed myself with relief. I collapsed into the driver’s seat of the rental car and would have passed out and slept right there if I hadn’t still felt the need to tell someone Mark had died.

I hadn’t been able to find the payphones, or much of anything for that matter, it was so damn dark. After I hooked my cellphone up to the charger and found there was still no reception, my new plan was to drive around in the car and use the headlights to find the phones. 

It rains a lot in Kauai. I don’t know if you knew that. Not everywhere on the island, but in some places over four hundred inches of rain a year. I was in a place that got around eighty inches a year. I mention this so that you realize why I thought nothing of all of the dark puddles and wet spots my headlights shone on.

When I finally found the payphones, they weren’t working. The handsets weren’t ripped off the cord or anything like that. They weren’t soaked in any ominous foreshadowing of blood (rain probably washed it off). They just didn’t work. No dial tone.

I got back in the car and headed for town to find a place to call. At first I didn’t really notice the lack of traffic, or even the large number of cars pulled over in strange places. What I noticed was that my radio wasn’t working. 

Yup. It’s the important things in life I notice.

I drove past dozens of cars while messing with the radio. A couple of silent stations had me furrowing my eyebrows as I kept one eye on the dark, narrow road, watching for the one-lane bridge I knew was somewhere up ahead. It was the radio station with the emergency broadcast signal that made the hair on my neck stand up.

That awful ‘encg-encg-encg’ noise, like someone using a metal rake on asphalt over and over, was the only thing that station was broadcasting. No one ever came on to say what the emergency was, and it never stopped.

That’s when I started to notice all of the cars on the side of the road. Then I realized I had already driven by all of those really nice houses along the coast and hadn’t seen any lights. None. Not even the blue glow of a television through a window.

I started to feel shaky. Was it a tsunami? Had everyone been evacuated? I kept glancing out my side window towards where I knew the coast was, imagining I could see the outline of a thousand foot wave coming at me out of the dark. I sped up the car.

I had no idea what was going on, and I was scared. I had never felt so alone in my life. Mark was dead. I hadn’t seen any people anywhere. My cell phone was dead, the pay phones didn’t work, and there were no lights. Even the damned radio didn’t work! I had no idea what was happening.

I took my foot off the
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