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and count myself a king of infinite space—
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High above The Delaware Water Gap, Marie
watched the hawks slowly wheeling in flight. Timeless and
beautiful, the circular orbits of these birds of prey had
fascinated her for as long as she could remember. Even as a child,
she had stared at hawks for hours at a time, almost hypnotized.
Their transcendence had been a source of solace for her.

If she’d been a small rabbit, a chipmunk, or
a snake, she might not have found them so appealing, but she might,
she hoped, still have admired the honesty with which they
unapologetically patrolled the world. Someone once said they would
rather be a tiger for a day than a sheep for a thousand years.
Marie disagreed. It seemed like such a pointless and pedestrian
phrase. The world had more than enough predators, and even if not,
what was the special distinction in being able to dominate sheep?
Given a choice, Marie would have chosen to be neither, but a hawk
was another matter entirely. At least a hawk gets to fly
sometimes.

David sat off to the side on a rock,
occasionally looking at her as she watched the aerial display. He
was worried about her. During the past few days she had been
withdrawn and tense. She looked so defenseless standing on the
cliff, unarmed and alone. David still had the Colt 45 Al had given
him at the truck stop. David wondered if he carried it for
protection or as a reminder of what Al had done for him. It could
have been for either reason. Certainly one of them at least needed
to carry something, but Marie had seemingly lost the desire to
protect herself, at least for the moment. She seemed to be
suffering from the unbearable lightness of being, looking as though
she would gladly drift up into the sky to be one with the hawks.
Time seemed to sag around her.

Instinctively, David knew she was struggling
with something she had learned from her late father during their
recent showdown, something so disturbing she was dealing with it by
degrees. David felt nothing but loyalty to her, but also hoped she
would sort whatever it was out soon. Reason and instinct warned him
that this semi-peaceful interlude on the mountain could not last.
However, he knew her well enough to respect her need for thought.
David had met few people in his life as resourceful as Marie, and
he sensed that times of quiet contemplation played a big part in
this talent.

For the last few days, they had encamped with
the remnants of The Pennsylvania National Guard here in these
mountains. The Guard had really become a name for a loose
association of people from various military backgrounds formed
around a core nucleus of real Guard members. Some of them had
literally just come in off the road, highly motivated amateurs who
formed a glorified militia. The Zombies had given the regular Armed
Forces enough surprises that mustering enough fairly qualified
people to fill the ranks was the challenge, not supplies, so the
Guard was also serving in some sense as the employer of last resort
in these troubled times. Like the truck stop though, the more
people who came in the higher the risk of infection became, and the
more cumbersome the organization became as well.

Jerry walked up to them a little more slowly
than was normal for him. He had started showing his age in the last
week, and his stiff movements accentuated this. His shaved head and
goatee had seemed like affectations when David had first met him,
but now he had the gaunt and haggard countenance of a concentration
camp inmate. He seemed loathe to disturb Marie. His rapid glance at
David was revelatory-Jerry was not quite sure what to make of
either of them. What he knew about her he had mainly heard second
hand from Gwen and the rest of The Steelers, since Marie wasn’t
talking, and David protected her as if he was her personal
bodyguard.

Jerry cleared his throat, so as not to
startle anyone. Marie’s countenance made no flicker, as if she had
been entirely aware of Jerry’s presence, but after a moment she
pulled her eyes away from the hawks and looked at him
expectantly.

“The Captain wants to talk to you now, if you
have a couple of minutes,” Jerry said. Marie smiled.

“Thanks, Jerry. David, let’s go talk to The
Captain.”

Although David didn’t think he’d been
invited, he went with Marie as she requested. They moved up the
mountain away from the cliff and into a canopy of trees. The
Captain had set up a small command center complete with camouflage
netting. David wondered what he was camouflaging himself from,
since the Zombies had no surveillance ability. A small, wiry little
soldier stopped them at the entrance. He did not touch them
physically, just scanned their bodies with some sort of detector he
held in his hands. He looked at The Captain and shook his head.
After this brief ritual, Marie and David were invited to sit down
on some old chairs placed around a portable picnic table. The
Captain sat down with them. Jerry seemed to prefer standing, as did
the wiry little soldier.

The Captain got right to the point. “Hi,
Marie and David. Thanks for coming. Jerry said you were the one to
talk to about this whole Zombie outbreak. Is there anything you can
tell us?” he asked, addressing Marie.

“I’m flattered Jerry thinks I know so much,
but really I don’t think I know much more than anybody else. I’m
only here because David spoke so highly of you, and said you wanted
to meet with me. Of course, I would help in any way I could,” Marie
replied.

“Two of the Guardsmen I sent to The Cloisters
with David to accompany him and check things out said that when
Gwen and the remaining Steelers came running through the park,
instead of chasing them a lot of the Zombies suddenly veered off in
the opposite direction. These two men were shocked by it, but said
at the time it hadn’t really registered because they had been busy
giving The Steelers some cover fire,” Jerry explained.

“Are you sure that’s what they saw? There was
a lot of confusion right then,” Marie asked The Captain.

“No, of course not. I wasn’t there so I can’t
be personally sure of anything, but those two men were with me at
the truck stop. They volunteered to go to The Cloisters because I
thought they might learn some things, because that reality show you
were all on seemed to revolve around The Cloisters. It’s awful, in
a way, but I’m going to go through the rest of my life trusting the
people who were there with me more than most of my own relatives.
Everybody there was voluntary. I trust those two men with my life,
so if they say they saw something, I tend to believe them. David
and Jerry were there as well. I know you knew Al a little, but
nobody is more upset he’s gone than I am. I know there’s a rumor
that it wasn’t purely accidental, but I don’t put much stock in
rumors. Friendly Fire happens all the time in war. True, we were
lucky to get out alive, but I have to believe Al’s death was
accidental.”

“Have they told anybody else?” Marie asked
impassively.

“No, we decided to talk to you first,” The
Captain said steadily.

Marie smiled at The Captain. She had a big
and unexpected smile that seemed to encompass the world. “Captain,
what is it you want? You screened us for listening devices when we
came in, and you have set this little place up to avoid satellite
surveillance, if you don’t mind me saying so. Now, I believe what
you are saying, but I am also conscious of what you aren’t saying.
Want to hear the rumor that I heard? It’s that On The Road To
Recovery had a couple of ringers in the mix. Spies,
essentially, whose job it was to steer the teams and track their
movements. I think this makes perfect sense, which is why I’m not
completely trusting either. Now, I know David is legit, and I know
Jerry has been a great friend. I do have some information that
would be useful to the right people, and I’m anxious to share it.
However, I have a vested interest in fixing this situation, and
therefore can’t simply absolve myself from the responsibility
without being completely sure you are the correct person to discuss
this with.”

“Well, what can I do to convince you?” The
Captain asked tentatively.

“For starters, who is this fit little fellow
who scanned us when we came in?” Marie asked.

“This is Sergeant Reilly. He was at the truck
stop with us. He is an electronics specialist who was monitoring
the Zombie swarms by satellite. I’ve known him for years.”

“How well do you know Jerry?” Marie asked, as
if Jerry was not standing right there.

“For years. Look, Marie, I agree with you
that the game had ringers involved. I’ve discussed this with Jerry,
who agrees,” said The Captain, looking at Jerry, who nodded. “Think
of this though. Even if someone was recruited for the show
beforehand, they didn’t know what was coming. The Zombie outbreak
was supposed to be almost just background to the game, not the main
event. Almost anybody brought in just for the show would have been
just sickened by the way everything played out. We need to figure
out who the ringers were, and let them know they are forgiven,
otherwise down the road there might be further security breaches if
they get blackmailed.”

The Captain sighed, and looked downcast.
“Marie, I have to ask you this. Is there anything you might want to
tell us now? Logically, you are as likely to be the mole as anyone
else, maybe even more likely. The fact that you seem suspicious of
us could just be due to the fact you are highly intelligent, and
know this would disarm me from doubting you. I have to ask. I mean,
you jumped out of the Steelers van in northern New Jersey, and next
popped up at The Cloisters with your own helicopter, a very nice
one I might add. You haven’t really talked to anyone about where
you were, as far as I know.”

“The fact that you ask me this could just be
intelligence on your part as well,” Marie said smiling. “However, I
have to trust somebody, and David vouches for you, so let’s hope
for everybody’s sakes I am not making a big mistake here,” Marie
said, appearing to have arrived at a decision.

She reached into her game satchel, which she
still carried, and produced a small metallic box and what looked
like some kind of universal remote control device. She laid them on
the table without flourish, and the entire group stared at them for
some moments, transfixed.

“What are we looking at?” The Captain finally
asked.

“Essentially, when you turn this on, which I
don’t recommend, all the local Zombies come running,” Marie
replied.

As if handling a tarantula, The Captain
picked up the box and looked at it. After a moment he shrugged and
handed it to Reilly, who examined it and the remote with great
interest.

“Do you know how it works at all?” Reilly
asked.

“Dog whistles and flashing UV lights, or so I
was told,” Marie said. “We wouldn’t even know it was on until we
were surrounded.”

“Where’d you get it?” Jerry asked.

“I’d rather not get into all that. I do know
it works though. Your men weren’t lying to you about The
Cloisters.”

“Marie, would you mind if Sergeant Reilly
takes a closer look? He’ll promise to be careful,” The Captain
asked.

“Sure, go for it,” Marie said casually.

Reilly immediately produced a small canvas
bag that turned out to be filled with small screwdrivers and other
tiny tools seemingly more useful to a watchmaker than a soldier. He
cautiously popped the front metal plate open, and took a close look
at the interior contents.

“This is really very simple. If we sent this
up, the Army could mass produce a million of these things in a
couple of weeks. This is nothing more than battery, a chip, and
some kind of operational amplifier hooked up to a speaker,” Reilly
observed after a couple of minutes. “An iPod is way more complex.
This was made to be mass produced quickly. I could start making
them on a small scale right away.”

“It would be a big mistake to let anyone know
you have this,” Marie said without any elaboration.

The group sat silently. The Captain made no
effort to contradict her, and his silence was roundly interpreted
as agreement. He turned to Reilly and asked point blank, “Could you
make more of these things by yourself?”

Reilly nodded his head. “If we had to, we
could raid every Radio Shack within a hundred mile radius, or any
electronics supply warehouse, but after that I should be able to
make thousands of them. Requisitioning the parts would get too many
people asking questions. Provided we can get the parts somehow,
we’d still need a pretty secure location to make the boxes in. I
mean, we don’t need tons of space, and the assembly would be a
snap, but it has to be safe from Zombies and from anybody else but
us knowing about it.”

The Captain said nothing, just stared
pensively out over the horizon, beyond the trees at the blue sky.
He seemed to share Marie’s obsession with hawks.

Jerry spoke up. “How about my basement? I’m
still kicking around the idea of heading over there. If we had even
one of these things we could distract the Zombies long enough to
get inside. Once inside, we are invulnerable. It’s really big, and
there are tons of guns and supplies. I’ve just been waiting for
things to settle down here. Bridget, Jorge, Jen, and Dan are going
to join me.”

“What’s Keisha going to do?” David asked.

“I don’t know. She is still pretty broken up
about Dante and Gregor. She’s blaming herself for not going with
them,” Jerry replied.

“Jerry, can I ask you something?” Marie said.
“How well do you know Dan?”

“Pretty well. He’s a good kid, always coming
to the range to shoot. He’s always handled himself pretty well in a
fight. I like him,” Jerry replied with unusual enthusiasm.

“But before all this, how well did you know
him, really,” Marie pressed. “David told me everything that
happened after The Celtics left rehab, and, well, it’s just a
little bit puzzling to me how such a helpful person turned up right
when it was most beneficial. At the rehab, they told us they would
communicate with us, help us out along the way, but they never
really did, as far as I know.”

“I met his family. They moved here from the
city. Nice people. They said they’d made a couple of bucks in show
business…..” Jerry’s voice trailed off a little. “Marie, is there
any particular reason you’re asking me this?”

“I like Dan too, Jerry.” said The Captain.
“Where is he?”

“Back at the camp, hanging out with Jen and
Jorge, most likely,” said Jerry.

“We should talk to him. Do you remember what
aspect of show business his family was involved with?” Suddenly, as
if curiosity was contagious, The Captain appeared to have been
infected with Marie’s desire to know Dan better.

“Films, mainly, from what he said. They made
that famous documentary about those anti-banker riots in Iceland
back around 2009. Damned interesting people. They were a lot more
knowledgeable about guns than your average city slickers.”

“Did they come by the range a lot?” The
Captain wanted to know.

“No, just the once. They said Dan talked
about me all the time and they wanted to meet me. They said I would
make quite a character.” Jerry stopped and scratched his head. “I
always wondered what the hell that meant. They had accents, so I
just figured they didn’t talk American so good.”

“Yes, Jerry, you should definitely bring Dan
around if you get a chance,” The Captain said, which was his way of
giving Jerry a direct order.

Marie rose, as if the meeting were ended.
“Well, Captain, it’s been a real pleasure. Please return the box
and the remote after Reilly finishes with them. I am going to be
getting on my way soon.”

“Where are you going?” The Captain asked in
surprise.

“I would get claustrophobic in a basement,
thanks anyway Jerry. The best place for me would be to head out to
my father’s boat off Long Island, if it’s still there. It should be
pretty safe. It’s supposed to be huge, and knowing my dad it’s
stocked up ‘till Doomsday. David, Gwen, and Isaiah had mentioned
they might come, and maybe Joe and George too. I don’t know if
anybody else is interested,” Marie said, addressing the group. “I
know you have commitments here, but consider yourselves
invited.”

“That’s a very generous offer,” The Captain
said. “We do have commitments, but these are crazy times.
Commitments aren’t what they used to be.”

Marie said nothing, just stared at The
Captain’s face. Finally, she spoke. “From what I understand, Al
told you this whole thing was a horrible accident. He thought that
Pill G Psychosis had been introduced on the East Coast by
mistake. Isaiah says the whole thing had to have been intentional,
and he makes a pretty compelling argument based on the way the
epidemic is spreading, emanating mainly from a couple of big cities
around New Jersey and New York City.”

“Do you have a theory too?” The Captain
asked.

“Nope. I have the facts. I heard them right
from the person who planned the whole thing. You have to understand
this first-there is no Pill Alpha shortage. The whole thing
was planned. The real Pill G only got dispersed in about four
different cities originally, Newark, Philadelphia, New York, and
Trenton. The idea was when Pill G Psychosis set in, there
would be such widespread panic everybody would be too busy blaming
Gaultier for the epidemic to blame the right people until it was
too late.”

“Too late?” asked The Captain.

“Well, what do you think the point of all
this is? Why would somebody poison the populace on purpose? Nobody
who was just malevolent could even pull it off. This required real
dedication and commitment. Think about it- a really evil person is
happy just hurting just a few people. It takes a real idealist to
want to wipe out millions. What are they going for? Who gets what
out of this Zombie outbreak?”

“Al said it was an accident because it was
too dangerous to our present form of government,” Jerry reminded
them.

Marie beamed at Jerry approvingly.

“So who wants a new government?” Jerry
asked.

“Okay, this is a little abstract, but I know
you will understand this and not get mad at me for saying it,”
Marie began. “Now, what constitutes a patriotic person? If I were
to say I was a patriotic American, what would that mean to
you?”

“You loved your country,” Jerry said.

“Okay, but why would I love it? I mean, I
might love the mountains, or the pizza place I grew up going to.
What precisely, though, beyond my warm nationalistic feelings makes
America special, or different from any other country? In other
words, why do so many people say they are patriots here, as opposed
to say, some smaller countries in Europe where nationalism isn’t as
big of a deal?”

“The Constitution,” The Captain tried. “A lot
of people cherish the ideas of our Founding Fathers.”

Marie shook her head. “I will just give the
answer-the reason so many Americans profess to be American Patriots
is power, pure and simple. America is still a wealthy country, even
now. A large segment of the population is of the warrior caste from
many different nations. Americans are tough, and they are easily
led. If you control this country, you are driving a tank, the most
powerful tank in the world. If people really loved what made
America special, yes, then granted, the answer would be constructs
like The Constitution, but for the most part they obviously don’t
and their political beliefs prove this. Since the only other
quality that makes America special is its status as the world’s
only superpower, then this has to be the reason for most professed
American patriotism. In other words, if China becomes the top dog,
and China was foolish enough to let these so called American
Patriots emigrate, then these American Patriots would become
Chinese Patriots. Whatever system works best for their agenda is
the best one for them.”

“A cynical take, but what’s your point?” The
Captain asked.

“My point is, frankly, that what makes
America truly special is The Constitution, but that document can
only be rewritten so many times before even the most gullible
Americans start asking why the law of the land decrees they are
slaves when formerly they were free. Also, there are some
entrenched powers, people and groups with a lot of money and clout
who actually are American patriots. They do believe in the
Constitution, and they will fight to protect it.” She paused.

“Please proceed Marie, you have captured my
interest, that’s for sure,” The Captain said smiling.

“Okay. Here it is-the whole Zombie outbreak
was engineered as an act of terrorism by extra-national globalists
as a means of creating chaos, eliminating their enemies, and
implementing a radically different form of government. The Zombies
are patsies in all this. They are like pawns. Those metal boxes
prove it. Those boxes are like the taps on a spigot, and the
Zombies can be turned on and off with them. Have you talked to The
Steelers? Why did so many Zombies converge on Isaiah’s house all at
once like that? I’ll tell you why-because Isaiah was explaining
that graphic about the outbreak pattern live on the Internet, and
somebody high up on the show freaked out and tried to pull the
plug.” Marie was getting excited, talking rapidly in staccato
sentences. Her realization that she was finding a receptive
audience had emboldened her, or at least let her know it was worth
the effort to try to explain this to them.

“What’s more, this supposedly tainted Life
Pill scare will keep most people from taking any kind of Life Pill
anymore. I admit this is my own theory, but you have to look down
the road a bit and consider the advantages of only your supporters
continuing to live, if you want to put it bluntly,” Marie
continued.

Staring at her steadfastly, The Captain
finally saw the moment to push. “Marie, you have to tell us why you
know so much about this. If you’re right, it changes everything,
but if your source is shaky, then we have to consider that as
well.”

“Why, what would it change?” Marie said,
sounding harassed. “I just explained how logically the existence of
the boxes proves my theory. What do you need?”

“If what you say is true, then I’m deserting.
I can only do damage here by propping up an army infiltrated by
traitors. Mass producing these boxes is the most critical thing
right now, but I can’t be sure it will be done unless I do it
myself. Since I can’t do it here, I’d have to desert.”

Reilly whistled. “I’m going to put this in
the things I never thought I’d hear file. You’re deserting? For
real? Dude, you’re the effing GI Joe action figure.” Reilly had
lost all formality from the shock, but he was actually smiling.
“You want to know what an American Patriot is, Marie? You are
looking at him.” Reilly kept staring at The Captain, admiringly. “I
have been waiting for you to say that since those Air Force pukes
napalmed Al.”

Jerry laughed. “I’ve been waiting since that
Army Intelligence punk said Al was a sleeper Agent for a foreign
government.”

“It’s a given I’m deserting too Captain.
Let’s go build some Zombie boxes,” Reilly said, overjoyed. The only
thing keeping me in was you.”

“How does that sound Marie? We sneak out to
your yacht and stockpile boxes until we can come back in and start
herding these Zombies up and destroying them,” Jerry asked.

“Eventually, that would be what we would do,”
Marie replied cautiously.

“What do you mean, eventually? I thought the
whole reason you showed us the boxes was just so we could defeat
the Zombies,” Jerry asked, flabbergasted.

“The Zombies are a problem, but first I want
to take care of the group that’s behind the Zombies. These boxes
will greatly assist that goal. Killing Zombies is important, but
Zombies come out and fight in the open. You see them coming,
normally. We’ll have to be clever to root out the enemy within. We
need to wrap our mind around this concept-there is a New World
Order coming, whether we like it or not. However, we are uniquely
situated to influence what form it takes, and I say this without
any kind of grandiosity.”

“Marie, you still haven’t told me where you
got your information from,” The Captain pointed out.

“For now, we have to either do this on trust
or I’m not doing this. I have pretty good reasons for not saying.
The bottom line is we both know this box works, and we need a lot
more of them. If I wasn’t a hundred percent committed to making
them, I wouldn’t be here.”

Marie’s logic carried the day, apparently, as
there were no further questions from the floor.

The Captain’s eyes fell on David. Almost with
irritation, he said “Well David, it seems we reached a consensus
and a plan without one wisecrack from you to assist us. You’ve
become so quiet. You’d have to be the most contrary man alive if
you found inner peace through all this,” The Captain was smiling,
but was also genuinely curious about David’s silence.

David only smiled in return. The consensus
and the plan were purely Marie’s, Marie’s consensus, Marie’s plan.
Watching a master at work had been too interesting to interrupt,
but tact prevented David from stating this. Her goal had been to
start a war of her very own, and she had just taken the first step
towards building her very own army.
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“Come on in Dan. Please sit down.” The
Captain smiled kindly. “Can I get you anything to drink, a nice
cold soda or a beer? It’s Happy Hour somewhere, as they say.”

Jerry had brought Dan along in short order,
on what pretext he didn’t mention. Dan sat at the picnic table with
The Captain, Marie, and David. Reilly was puttering around doing
some things with the wiring. He hadn’t scanned Dan on his way
in.

“No thanks Captain. I’m not thirsty and I’d
feel guilty having a beer when people are trying to quit.”

“Well, Dan, I don’t know if Jerry told you,
but I want to get right to the point. We’re interviewing everybody
to get a sense of what people who’ve lived through the Zombie
attacks (I call them Zombies just because everyone else is), well,
to get a sense of what you think the Zombie’s capabilities are, and
if you have any theories for stopping them, that kind of thing.
You’ve had some pretty close contact with them, and just because
we’re safe up here for right now, we’re not out of the woods
yet.”

Dan brightened considerably. “I appreciate
your asking. I’ve been thinking about it a lot, actually. I don’t
really have any concrete ideas yet, but I have some input that
might be helpful, I hope.”

“Excuse me,” Reilly broke in. “I’m getting
some kind of weird distortions in my scanner. It’s interfering with
all satellite communication.”

“Well what is it?” The Captain said
impatiently. “Sun spots or something? I need to get these
interviews done.”

Reilly was twirling the dials on a small
instrument. “Sun spots? Well, yes. No. I mean maybe. This is really
bizarre. There was supposed to be a meteorite shower later. It
could be anything.” Reilly made a hand chopping motion as if
decapitating someone. He quickly moved over to Dan and started
scanning him.

“Please stand up Dan,” Reilly said. Dan
stood, and Reilly scanned the front of his coat. There was a
beeping noise. “Dan, would you please remove your coat? Thank you.”
Reilly grabbed the coat, a small radio, and walked out the door.
From outside the tent, a blurry R & B tune, thick with static
and distortion, warbled faintly. Reilly came in and nodded at The
Captain. “You probably should only take around an hour at most,” he
said.

“Okay. Dan. I do want your input on the
attacks, but first we need to talk. Why were you out on Highway 33
the night you saved Jorge and Jen and met The Celtics?” The Captain
spoke pointedly, but not accusingly or with any kind of
recrimination.

“I was coming back from work. I have a job as
a security guard at a pharmaceutical plant,” Dan said quickly.
“Some nights I take 33 home. There’s a bar out that way I sometimes
stop by at.”

“Why were you wearing a wire when you came in
here?” Reilly asked.

Dan opened his mouth and closed it again. He
looked pained.

The Captain’s voice was mellifluous and
soothing. “Dan, everybody appreciates everything you’ve done. You
put your life on the line for Jen, Jorge, and their family, and
putting The Celtics in touch with Jerry helped everybody too. You
fought bravely at the truck stop. We all like you. You are among
friends. There are some things we need to know that’s all, and once
you tell us, we will proceed just as before. No one can hear what
we are saying here. You’re safe.”

A long silence ensued. Finally Dan said, in a
small voice, “I wouldn’t know where to begin. I’ve wanted to
explain, but I wouldn’t know where to begin.”

“So just tell us why you were on 33 that
night as a start,” Jerry exclaimed. “Whatever the story is, you’ve
been a solid friend to everyone here.”

“Okay. It’s like this. I am a security guard,
but I want to be an actor. I always did. It’s just that even with
my parent’s help, I couldn’t really get any real work in the
business. My parents always made documentaries, so there wasn’t
even much work they could give me, though I do know a lot about
making movies. Then one day, they got an offer to make a
documentary about a reality TV game show, called On The Road To
Recovery...” At this point, Dan’s voice trailed off for a few
moments as he gathered his thoughts.

“They said there was a part in it for me, and
it was perfect. I would be inserted into the plot and act as a
guide to one of the teams. At that time, there was this really mild
Zombie activity. I was supposed to use my security guard training
to sort of keep things from getting too dangerous for them while
still making it interesting for the home audience.

“Right before On The Road To Recovery was
supposed to kick off, the Zombies started going apeshit, and
they…my parents wanted to call off the show, but these really
creepy people showed up and basically threatened their lives if
they quit, they told me. Mine too. Please believe me. Whatever you
think of me, my parents are these completely naive artistic types,
really. They’ve made some famous documentaries about political
hotspots so they’ve got all this credibility, but they’ve made a
lot more films about penguins and stuff like that,” Dan continued.
He seemed relieved to be talking about it.

“Explain what happened that night up on 33,”
The Captain demanded flatly.

“Ideally, I was supposed to improvise a way
to join one of the teams, it didn’t really matter which one.
Barring that, I was supposed to sort of follow a team until they
ran out of gas or ran into trouble, and then I would appear and
rescue them. The problem was there was a huge Zombie outbreak that
night in that area. As I was driving towards where I was supposed
to make contact with a team, I’m seeing ravaged cars and people in
dire straits everywhere, but there were so many Zombies I was
afraid to try to help. I felt really guilty about it, but I also
have these death threats hanging over my parents and my own head if
I don’t obey orders and make contact with my cast mates.

“But then, about two miles past the advancing
Zombies, I see this RV broken down by the side of the road. I
couldn’t drive past knowing the Zombies were swarming right behind
me. I jump out and I start trying to hustle this family into
getting into my car. I tried to explain about the approaching
Zombies, but the parents didn’t get it. I think they were stoned. I
was trying to help them change their tire when the Zombies hit us,
faster than I expected. I started shooting, and then I started
running. Jen and Jorge kept up. Their parents didn’t. You know the
rest.”

Everyone was quiet, thinking about the rest
of the events since that night. After a pause, Dan began again, as
if once having opened the floodgate he now had to come clean once
and for all.

“There really wasn’t much dishonesty on my
part after that. I joined The Celtics for real. I was just as
freaked out as everybody else by the Zombies all over the place.
The producers said it would be a better show if the players got
guns and joined in shooting the Zombies, so when David made that
sensible suggestion about getting some weapons to protect
ourselves, I was able to steer the group to Jerry, who was on the
books as potentially being on the show as well, though he didn’t
even know it. My parents had checked him out, and they loved him.
They said Jerry was documentary dynamite. Captain, if I stop
wearing my monitoring device, I believe the producers of the show
will retaliate against my parents. You have every right to hate me,
but you have to believe me-this was not supposed to happen like
this. My parents did not sign on for this, nor would they have
thrown me or anyone else into that crazy show voluntarily.”

Marie chuckled against her will, shaking her
head grimly. David and Jerry looked bewildered. The Captain and
Reilly got up and stepped outside the tent for a few minutes.

When they returned, The Captain sat across
from Dan and said levelly, “You are in a real pickle, young man. I
do not envy you your plight. I do think you are telling the truth,
and I want to thank you for that. You do realize, though, that you
have to choose sides here. You need to save
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