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First Entry
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Dear diary,

Ok. Maybe that’s too cliché, but whatever. Finally fixed this stupid typewriter, and I haven’t written a diary for over a decade, so give me a fuckin break. Anyway, thought I’d try it out, because I remember a psychologist told me once that it’s healthy or some shit. And frankly, I’m bored shitless. You’d be amazed how boring the apocalypse can be.

I suppose I should explain what’s going on, in case anyone ever reads this (why are you reading this? You’re probably bored too, and you found a diary and thought, hey, fuck it. Fair enough, I won’t hold it against you. I probably can’t hold it against you, because if you’ve found it then I’m dead or gone anyway.) We’re five years post-outbreak. The world has thoroughly crumbled around us, society gone, government gone, things like running water and electricity? Long gone. You’d be surprised how fast people, the surviving people, adapt to the new world order, or lack thereof. 

Oh yeah, the survivors. Maybe things are different for you, anonymous reader. Maybe you’ll find this journal 20 years from now (if we’re being optimistic and assuming humanity will live that long.) There are basically three kinds of survivors you need to know about: the communal, the roamers, and the loners. Here’s your run down, in case you can’t figure it out by the names – 

The communal survivors – these are the ones who group up, try to carve out a place for themselves to live with some level of safety and society. Communities can be dangerous. Sometimes they’re pretty normal, sometimes they’re authoritarian psychos, sometimes they are straight up cults. Definitely recommend avoiding those. In fact, just avoid communal groups all together if you can, you can’t be too safe. 

The roamers – much smaller groups who live nomadically, never staying in one place for long. Now, these ones can be dangerous too, because some roamers are raiders who wanna kill you and steal your shit. Others are just moving around trying to avoid the infected and other humans alike. Again, to be safe, best to avoid these.

The loners – me. That’s me. Loners tend to move alone (duh) or maybe with one other person. Like roamers, most loners are nomads, avoiding any and all other people as much as possible. Some are traders, who travel around swapping valuable items for other valuable items. There are some rare loners who have a permanent residence, a place they’ve made safe for themselves. I’m one of the latter. And, again, one last time for the people in the back, avoid them. Avoid me. Leave me the hell alone.

So, you get the gist. The world has gone to shit, the survivors keep trying to survive, the infected keep trying to infect. Yada, yada, yada, apocalypse. “But, dear writer, how have you survived this long?” I hear you asking. Well, I’m smart, I guess. And lucky, definitely lucky. See, when everything went to shit, I got out. Everything was ruined, the few people I cared about had died. The military, while it still existed, were rounding up survivors and moving them into ‘safety zones’. Ha! Yeah, sure, gather up everyone in small spaces while an infectious disease is spreading like wildfire. Solid fuckin plan, right? Well, since I didn’t have anyone left to care about anyway, I left. Left what was, at the time, my home in Spokane Washington and headed out into the mountains to the east. I knew there were cabins out there, isolated places but still not too awfully far from any place I could get supplies. Hidden. Safe. Safe is the watch word, safe is really the only goal at the end of the world. I went to the cabin my family had rented for holidays a few times before, brought everything I could think to bring with me. Settled in. 

There was a lot to do when I first arrived here. Sure, the place is isolated, but it’s still accessible if you know where to go, or if you stumble onto it. So, I had to make it more secure. That meant employing the book I brought with me; a how to guide for bunker enthusiasts. When I had bought the book a few years before, it had been as a joke. A laugh, poking fun at all the crazy conspiracy theorists who thought they were prepping for some imagined war threat. Well, who’s laughing now, huh? Well, still me, I guess. 

Anyway, it had instructions for booby-trapping a perimeter, making your own alarm systems, all kinds of useful shit. Did you know you can get a shit ton of fishing wire, string up a perimeter with it, and have the threads lead all the way back into your house, and they’re practically invisible to the human eye? I’ve got mine attached to a bunch of little bells by the door, each bell indicates movement at a different area of the fence. So, for instance, if someone or something runs into the string by the lakeside of the fence, the third bell from the left will ring. Pretty cool, right?

The book also explained the processes for purifying your own drinking water, what kinds of edible plants you can find or grow for yourself, what kinds of supplies you want with you in your bunker, shit like that. I mean this book was literally the only thing that kept me alive for the first 12 months. Even with that, though, there have been a lot of close calls over the years. Still, here I am, alive. Writing a journal. Cooking the rabbit that I caught in my snare earlier today. Speaking of which, I’m gonna go eat my dinner. Maybe I’ll remember to write in this thing again tomorrow. 

See ya? How do you end one of these things? 

Kind Regards? 

Yours Sincerely? 

Uh, fuck it. 

-t
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Dear diary,

Hey look! I remembered to write again! Ok, maybe it’s been a couple days, and maybe I looked at the typewriter every day and then couldn’t be bothered with it. But I’m here now, so, that’s something, right? 

Anyway. What to write about today. Oh, maybe I could tell you a little about myself? Give you someone to try to imagine, hunched over an old typewriter in a mountain cabin, tapping out these entries. I’m a 33-year-old woman, I’ve got curly brown hair which is way too long and needs to be cut. I mean, seriously, I think I’m gonna just take the scissors to the end of my ponytail because – you know what, yeah, I’ll do it right now. 

Ok, I’m back, I just cut four inches off and it isn’t a total mess, um, where was I? Oh right, curly brown hair which now stops at about armpit level. Green eyes. Pale skin. Freckles. I’m 5 foot 4. Uh, button nose? I guess? A little bit of a gap tooth. Definitely not as curvy as I once was, went from a size 14 to a size 10 during the end of the world. Um. I’m wearing about four layers of clothes right now because it's so fucking cold I’m afraid my fingers will fall off. I think that’s probably enough detail, right?

Let’s see, what else is going on. I brought down a deer today, so that’s good. And like I said it’s fucking freezing out, I never mentioned it in my first entry, but it’s winter right now. So even though a whole deer is normally too much meat for me to even try to eat before it spoils, I’ve got it all packed in an ice box, buried in snow in my front yard. So, you know, that’s good. The downside of the freezing fucking winters here is that I don’t get any fresh vegetables. I learned how to preserve stuff a couple years back, so I’ve got jars upon jars of preserved fruit and vegetables now. So, it’s not like I’m a total carnivore, but still, fuck I miss the fresh stuff. Got a huge stew pot on the boil now, full of venison and yes you guessed it, preserved veggies. 

I also cleaned the whole house over the last couple days. Dusted every surface, scrubbed the benches and tables, washed my clothes, restocked the firewood. I never used to be such a clean freak, you know, before the world ended. But I AM SO FUCKING BORED HOLY SHIT and what else is there to do these days? It’s too cold and snowed in to go for hikes or swim in the lake or go on long hunting trips. I’ve read every book in this place at least twice already, ran out of paints and canvases, I’m so BORED. So, yeah, the place is all sparkly clean and, wait. Is that a bell?

Fuck! That’s the perimeter alarm.
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