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    To Lindsey: Thanks for bringing Nora to life.
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Chapter One
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Please God, please God, no. Please no. Please, please, no. My whispered pleas become a whimper, and I will myself to be quiet before I start screaming, never to stop. I can’t let her hear me. Phil pushed me out of the way, told me to run, but I can’t leave him, not to fend off that lunatic. Looking for anything that can help me, my eyes land on the two-foot long lead pipe next to the dumpster. It’s like a sign.

Grabbing it, I turn to run back and put a dent in the crazy bitch’s face, to help Phil, but when my eyes meet his, all I see is his pain before his neck snaps between her hands on either side of his head. As her teeth tear into Phil’s neck, his blood literally sprays the surrounding air. And I sink next to the dumpster.

Please God, please God, no. Please no. Please, please, no.

Phil was just being nice. He’d wanted to help. People do that for one another, right? Especially now when so many people were dying. Were dead. The woman had been walking around, almost as if she’d been lost. She’d been hard to miss since there was no one else around. The streets were deserted, and the air hummed with an unnatural silence in Whitehorse, a city that had always buzzed with activity.

Phil and I were survivors. Of course, at the time, we didn’t know exactly what that meant. All we knew was that we had both gotten sick, unendurably sick it felt, and then it was over. And, except for each other, everyone we ever knew and ever loved was dead. Phil said it was because of our bond, our true love. He was my other half, and I was his.

He must have woken up before me because he was bathing my forehead with a wet cloth, concern etched on his brow and in his eyes as he cradled my head in his lap. “Baby,” he whispered, “Come on, babe. Just open your eyes. Come back to me. Please, God, help her. I’ll do anything. I love you so much, Nora, just open your eyes.” And I did. The tears falling down his cheeks almost undid me, and I felt my own tears well up, pooling at the corner of my eyes, sliding down onto my temples and into my hair as he held me against him, thanking God. Thanking me . . .

“Hey!” Phil had called out as we stepped through the window and into the small parking lot that butted up to that of the fitness center next door, our arms laden with an assortment of meats and canned goods we planned on taking back to our apartment. “Are you hungry?”

We’d seen see her matted, brown hair, and her breath heating the cold air near her mouth. We’d taken in her soiled jeans and her torn, thin, long-sleeved paisley shirt as she walked this way and that, her feet bare and bleeding on the snow-sprinkled concrete. She hadn’t even seemed to notice that she walked through the shards of glass from the broken window of the grocery store, the window Phil broke so we could get some food, before moving farther off.

She turned and looked at us as if she was actually seeing something for the first time. Her eyes were unfocused, though, and bloodshot, and I wouldn’t have been surprised to learn she hadn’t slept in a week. She looked like hell.

“Hungry?” she asked as she started to shuffle toward us. “Hungry, hungry, hungry,” she prattled, a huge grin spreading over her face. She swiped at her mouth as if she was looking at the biggest feast she had ever seen, and she hadn’t eaten in a year. And that’s when we started to worry.

“Uh, get behind me, Nora,” Phil warned, his warm hand on my arm gently nudging.

“No, Phil,” I argued. “Look at her. There’s something—Hey! Stop right there!” I yelled, my brows furrowed, as the woman’s shuffle became more of an awkward loping gait. “Just stop!” But it was as if she’d gone deaf at that moment. She didn’t even blanch at my cry. “Hungry, hungry, hungry,” she croaked, the word a mantra, her eyes fixed on her target—not the food, as we initially thought—the one who’d called out to her in the first place. Phil.

The next moment was a blur as she ran into Phil, spilling the food from his hands. She reached up and swatted his face, and dropping the food in my arms, I grabbed her hand, attempting to stop her from assaulting him. Her eyes focused on me for half a second before she lost interest and shoved me, her strength, much more than I ever thought she could possess, coursing through her arm and pushing me away as if I was nothing more than an annoying obstacle in her path.

“Nora, run!” Phil called to me as he held her at arm’s length, trying to turn her around so he could trap her arms behind her. “I got her, just go,” he grunted, the last words he’d ever say...

“I’ll get help!” I yelled as I staggered away, looking for anyone, anything.

“I’ll get help. I’ll get help,” I whisper now, my sobs uncontrollable. Please God, please God, help me. Help him! Please help. Please help, please, please.

It wasn’t more than two days ago, when he had run that wet washcloth back and forth over my forehead, blowing on my skin to cool it while praying to God to spare me, and now, behind a fucking dumpster, I’m praying to the same God to spare him—this absolutely wonderful man, my soulmate, my reason for living. But this time, God isn’t listening. What am I doing wrong?
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Chapter Two
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December 15

Dear Phil,

It’s been a week. I can barely bring myself to do anything except stare out the window at the last place you were when you were here.

I know you want me to say the words, say where you are, but I won’t do it because I don’t believe it. Not really.

We were supposed to have our whole lives together, you know? That’s what we agreed. And so, I will hold you to that promise, and I’m going to write to you as if you’re away on business and the internet is down and the phones don’t work. We’ll pretend it’s long ago when people had to wait days or weeks for snail mail, and I’m just going to wait for your letters to arrive...

After that crazy bitch left, I went to the back of the grocery store and got one of those long carts they use to carry boxes. You know the ones I mean. I have no idea what you call them. Anyway, I pulled it outside and put your the body on it. I couldn’t look at the face, so don’t ask me if it was someone I knew. I refused to look. It would have made it more real . . .

Anyway, I took the body to the edge of town. I couldn’t pull it any farther. I still feel so weak, and yes, I’ve been eating, so don’t worry about that. I refuse to go to the grocery store, but we’ve got the tea and the crackers, and there’s still all that rice to cook . . . I’m glad we decided not to use it for the wedding. Bird seed is much better. You’re right. I just wish we hadn’t gotten all those boxes on sale! Oh well. At least we know it won’t go to waste now.

There was this ditch up along Rowland Lane, you know, the road up where that one house is I like so much. It was so pretty. The grass hasn’t been cut in a while, so all these flowers were growing, reds and blues and purples and pinks. It was amazing, especially with it being December. And I know what you’re going to say, that they weren’t there, but this is my story, and I can make it however I want, so they were, and you weren’t.

So, there were all these flowers, and I got to thinking of you and how you always brought bring me wildflowers because you knew know they’re my favorite, and I thought, “Isn’t this a nice spot? Isn’t it just lovely?” You would think so too. You would think it was an appropriate place.

I covered him up. I could tell he was a guy, but don’t worry, I didn’t look! Haha. I just didn’t want him to get cold. It gets so cold at night, as you know. I brought out one of our comforters and took it to him. I didn’t think you’d mind, and if you do care so much, I’ll just buy us another one, but it was the right thing to do, to give him something to keep the chill away. You’d do the same thing and you know it.

I haven’t gone to see him since. I tried a couple of times, but I just . . . I can’t,

Anyway, so I don’t know how he’s doing. I just hope the dogs haven’t gone after him, taken his blanket. They roam the streets now, looking for food. I hope they eat that crazy bitch. I know that’s not nice, but I do.

I’m rambling now, and it’s almost two o’clock, the time when they get the mail from the postbox. I still have to get this in an envelope! I left you a message on your phone, so I hope you get it. Then I called back just to listen to your voice, so, sorry about all the missed calls. I couldn’t help myself. I just miss you so damn much and can’t wait to have you home again.

I love you, my everything!

Nora
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Chapter Three
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May 21

Dear Phil,

Yesterday, I saw her again, the crazy lady. I was looking out the window and there she was, just walking back and forth like she was waiting for something or someone, and I wanted to go down and shove that pipe I found through her fucking chest. She took away everything I ever wanted, everything I ever needed, and she deserves to rot in hell.

You’re not with her, are you? I don’t mean to sound jealous, but the last time I saw you, she was with you, and you weren’t pushing her away while she slobbered all over your neck. That part plays over and over again in my mind. You pushed me, told me to go away, so you could be with her, didn’t you?

When you first left, I cried myself to sleep every night, but then I remembered—we’re soul mates. That’s what you said. You said you wanted to spend forever with me, but now I can’t help but think you’ve changed your mind.

I called you again this morning, but I didn’t even get your voice mail. Some recording came on saying the message box was full. I don’t understand. Who’s been calling you, Phil? Why don’t you come home?

I can’t do this alone anymore.

It has been months. Months! I haven’t seen anyone except Mr. Dorster since you left—and he’s still where he was, patrolling the hallway, keeping tabs on me. What is with that guy? Okay, I did see some men calling out for survivors, and I could hear them searching for something downstairs, but I’m not so stupid as to just walk out and say hello. I hid in the big laundry basket until I was sure they left. I don’t even see the dogs anymore, just occasionally, and the stench in this place is getting unbelievable. With the warmer weather, it’s been awful. I’m pretty sure people haven’t been taking out their trash because it reeks. It wasn’t so bad when it was cold, but now that it has been warming up, it’s unbearable. I’ve been opening the window to let in fresh air, but it’s still too cold to leave it open for too long and I swear it stinks just as much outside as it does in here.

Anyway, I’m going to find her, your little girlfriend, and we’re going to finish this. And she better tell me where you’ve been hiding because more than anything else in the world, I just want to see your face again, have you hold me in your arms and tell me everything is going to be okay. You can’t fault me for that, right? We’ll talk about why you left me. We’ll fix things. I’ll prove to you I’m better than she is. I




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Holly Hill Mangin





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





