
​Zombie Magazine 
Volume 1 
By R.A. Rex Draco

[image: ]

​Copyright © 2023 by R.A. Rex Draco

All rights reserved.

No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the publisher or author, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law.

Book Cover by R.A. Rex Draco

Illustrations by R.A. Rex Draco


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Crew

Content Warning

Prologue

Chapter One: Breaking Bread

Chapter Two: The Proproertress

Chapter Three: Curious Cats

Chapter Four: Fresh Meat

Chapter Five: Big Mama

Chapter Six: Big Sis

Chapter Seven: The Storm

Chapter Eight: Evacuation

Chapter Nine: The Flooding

Chapter Ten: Bad Luck

Chapter Eleven: Mac’s Fear

Chapter Twelve: Something’s Wrong

Chapter Thirteen: Learning Things

Chapter Fourteen: Miss Molly

Chapter Fifteen: Into Danger

Chapter Sixteen: Getting Spotted

Chapter Seventeen: Train Station

Chapter Eighteen: One of Us

Chapter Nineteen: The Crpytkeeper

Chapter Twenty: Deadman Walking

Chapter Twenty-One: Connecting Dots

Chapter Twenty-Two: Not Undead

Chapter Twenty-Three: Cursed Road

Chapter Twenty-Four: Uh, Nope.

Chapter Twenty-Five: Former History

Chapter Twenty-Six: Distant Help

Chapter Twenty-Seven: Against the Flow

Chapter Twenty-Eight: Old News

Chapter Twenty-Nine: They’re People

Chapter Thirty: Ben Crowley

Chapter Thirty-One: The Z Word

Chapter Thirty-Two: Friendly Ghosts

Chapter Thirty-Three: Too Quiet

Chapter Thirty-Four: Meet the Chief

Chapter Thirty-Five: Cowardly Expectations

Chapter Thirty-Six: Surviving Panic

Chapter Thirty-Seven: Incorrect Assumptions

Chapter Thirty-Eight: Unlike Anime...

Chapter Thirty-Nine: Chasing Ghosts

Chapter Forty: Locked In

Chapter Forty-One: Scenic Route

Chapter Forty-Two: Mountain Drama

Chapter Forty-Three: The Nyan-tastic Meownisky

Chapter Forty-Four: Family Traditions

Chapter Forty-Five: What Is It?

Chapter Forty-Six: Armed to the Teeth

Chapter Forty-Seven: Up North

Chapter Forty-Eight: In the Market for Trouble

Chapter Forty-Nine: Bloody Alley

Chapter Fifty: Standoff at the Gate

Chapter Fifty-One: Returning to Base Camp

Chapter Fifty-Two: Abandoned Farm

Chapter Fifty-Three: Old Mr. Holland

Chapter Fifty-Four: Poor, poor Janet

Chapter Fifty-Five: Safe Return

Chapter Fifty-Six: Mountain Paths

Chapter Fifty-Seven: Unsettling Truth

Chapter Fifty-Eight: Double Tapped

Chapter Fifty-Nine: The Wind Blowing Westward

Chapter Sixty: Trouble from All Sides

Chapter Sixty-One: This Ain’t a Flu

Chapter Sixty-Two: It’s All a Setup

Chapter Sixty-Three: A Message from the Other Side

Chapter Sixty-Four: Sunnyside Up

Chapter Sixty-Five: Signs of Life

Chapter Sixty-Six: Staying the Night

Chapter Sixty-Seven: What the Hell are Those?

Chapter Sixty-Eight: Infinite Cycle of Deaths

Chapter Sixty-Nine: Searching for the Bear

Chapter Seventy: Things that Go Bump

Chapter Seventy-One: Helping Those in Need

Chapter Seventy-Two: Breaking the Line

Chapter Seventy-Three: Lost Companions

Chapter Seventy-Four: Marching In

Chapter Seventy-Five: One of Them

Chapter Seventy-Six: Just Before

Chapter Seventy-Seven: Firefight

Chapter Seventy-Eight: Sinner

Chapter Seventy-Nine: Where Have You Been?

Chapter Eighty: Familiar Terrors

Chapter Eighty-One: I Know that Guy

Chapter Eighty-Two: A Real Monster

Chapter Eighty-Three: The Prodigal Son

Chapter Eighty-Four: On Duty

Chapter Eighty-Five: The Arrival of the Caravan

Chapter Eighty-Six: Running of the Zombies

Chapter Eighty-Seven: It’s a Responsibility

Chapter Eighty-Eight: Puppets of the Devil

Chapter Eighty-Nine: Secrets

Chapter Ninety: Not All Zombies

Chapter Ninety-One: Answers From a Doctor

Chapter Ninety-Two: The Cultists

Chapter Ninety-Three: Ardents of the Change

Chapter Ninety-Four: One  Last Rush

Chapter Ninety-Five: Harold’s Worth

Chapter Ninety-Six: The Accident

Chapter Ninety-Seven: Honest Radio

Chapter Ninety-Eight: A Stifled Past

Chapter Ninety-Nine: Dog Eat Dog

Chapter One Hundred: The Master

About the Author | R.A. Rex Draco

Thank You

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​[image: ]The Crew

[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Content Warning

[image: ]


Death & Dying

Hateful Language (LGBTQ+)

Mental Illness

Racism & Racial Slurs

Sexism

Violence

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue

[image: ]


We shouldn't forget it happens in places like this all the time. The quiet towns, or small cities tucked away in the mountains. The further away from civilization you went, the closer to the wilderness you became: there were dark things that occurred which no one could explain. Those stories Natives would tell time and time again seemed a distant fairy tale, but when you could never tell a local that such things were simply hogwash. They could tell you, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that something was out there watching them waiting for them to  screw up. Even here, surrounded on all sides by river, wood, and mountain: no one was safe from those that lived right next door. They practiced obscene traditions that were only seen in times of famine. They used their power to overwhelm the weak and trap them. It took only one person to infect the rest. The sickness quickly spread, the hunger for flesh was coupled with the desire for power. Madness was just one step away for the oppressed. They weren't dead. They were still alive. Their hearts still beat, their minds were still theirs, yet their hunger pushed them to devour their neighbor and their overwhelming hatred pushed their wrath onto their friends. There was no escaping the apocalypse that we didn't know was already there.
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Chapter One: Breaking Bread
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It was a sleepy town that was not quite in a city, but neither was it far enough into farmland to be considered rural. It was just far enough from the hustle and bustle of the urban landscape to maintain a semblance of peace, but still far enough from the backwoods of the arcadian lifestyle to still be considered a suburb. Cul De Sacs and condos dotted stretches of highway, broken up by vacant lots filled with construction halted for the season. Wire chain fences barricaded these dangerous plots where kids managed to find or make breaks in the fences to find open fields to play their games as opposed to riding their bicycles across busy roads for miles until reaching the only shopping plaza in town. These arcades held all the local dives and the only grocery store until the next town over. A single game shop served as the only entertainment venue for out-of-school teenagers who were not quite ready to return to the solitude of their cul de sacs and dead silent homes. Out here many of the adults worked out in the city, not returning home until late hours, or even the next day. It was what many grew up with around here, nothing odd at all. The local sheriff was known to keep an eye on the kids who never got into much trouble beyond trespassing on the construction yards. But out here, in the middle of nowhere, there wasn’t much trouble you could get into. Not much new ever seemed to happen to the town out in the middle of everywhere.

Middletown. That was what everyone called it. It had a proper name, but locals couldn’t tell you what it was anymore, except that one fellow who lived at the edge of town who has been working as the postman for seventy years. It was where nothing ever happened. A safe place to raise your kids. The county’s school was renowned for its education programs with the community college right within the limits of the suburbian town. From grade school until university: no one seemed to ever leave the town. Many families have lived here for generations, their ancestors' founders. New faces often came and went, leaving the town to stagnate. Newer businesses often shut down after a few days for not being able to fit the niche needs of the sleepy suburb. There was a market that got deliveries from the distant farmlands on the rare occasion as most produce was grown locally in the small farms about ten miles out: the only bridge leading out of town crossed over a hearty river that rushed with heavy waters through the seasons, even worse during fall. The rest of the town was surrounded by mountains and woods making it a perfect spot for hunters so all the meat was provided by locals. It was a generally self sufficient town which is what sometimes made it difficult for new bodies to move in. The occasional hipster or newlywed couple would move in and stay, one of particular note was a woman named Misha who was neither of these things.

She was a broad woman who had a thick, foreign accent and deep red, curly hair that sat in a messy bun atop her head. Misha was recognized by the monogrammed apron she often wore, a gift of her late husband. She had purchased the old radio shop that had shut down when its former owner, Mister Crowley, had died suddenly in the night. Crowley was always a heavy drinker and given that he was creeping along the slope of eighty it came as no surprise by the town. Construction on the building started in the spring. It was fall now and the finishing touches were becoming more apparent. New mortar was placed with a coat of deep blue over the brick face. New windows were placed on either side of the shop front to replace the old segmented windows that had once displayed Mister Crowley’s possessions. Miss Misha had spent much of that time out of town preparing for her grand opening. Around the same time the old city hall, which had been moved to the old library, had been cleared out and made a residence after being purchased by the red-haired woman. Miss Misha moved into the newly renovated building about the same time the new sign for her shop rolled in on the bed of a big, red truck. The sign was for a new burger parlor called Misha’s Munchies. The sign itself was threaded with neon, fluorescent lights that would dance with colors when plugged in. The new eatery had drawn the attention of many young and old alike. The shop was advertised to have a grand opening the morning after and sold fare one would expect of a burger joint: loaded fries, milkshakes and, of course, burgers. But there were also treats that the town did not usually get to experience like burritos, chowders and borscht, said to be Miss Misha’s specialty. That won with some of the older crowd who felt it had a sense of their youth, a place worth exploring. It would be a family friendly place. It was a dream come true for many, especially the college crowd who had grown tired of pizzas and salads much of the semester over. At the end of the day, without much to do, many returned home, or to their friends, to play video games or tabletops. Not many went out after night in Middletown as it had a curfew that restricted many beneath the age of sixteen, leaving older siblings to babysit their younger siblings until parents came home at the early hours of the morning.

Back in the basement of one of the cul de sac houses a young man named Jon recounted what he had seen in the window of the still closed diner. 

“And inside was an old arcade too, and a jukebox!” His recollection was filled with holes, at best, and exaggerated at worst.

Jon was not his full name, but the preference came from there being so many Jonathans on campus. It was easier than simply referring to him as 'black John’. Being that he was the only Johnathan in town of a darker persuasion. He could not be called out on any one thing or other as heritage itself was a murky concept in his mixed family line. His black hair was cut short, buzzed back and he typically wore flannel shirts with jeans. Today it was a green and gold pattern.

They had been occupying the basement of one of their friend’s house: Nathan, who had been waiting for his parents' return. Their younger siblings were sound asleep, but the young man was unable to leave them alone to hang out. Not that it mattered as his old hang out, the radio shop, had been turned into a burger place. 

He resented that just a little bit. He held up his hand, displaying his music player snug in his palm. “Why would a Jukebox matter?” Nathan was often mistook for a Native, but he was possibly Hispanic. 

It was one of those gates that were left wide open by the fact he never answered the question straight. He always wore a bandana wrapped around his head which helped keep his long hair at bay. Earphones were always plugged in his ears beneath the cloth making it difficult to tell whether he was listening to you or not as his eyes never seemed visible. Nathan typically wore a pair of jeans and a short sleeved shirt, even in the winter, that often depicted metal genre motifs. It wasn't hard to tell what he was dedicated to listening to. At least he had the sense to wear a long sleeve beneath during such seasons, which today was one of those days. He wore a grey shirt depicting a band’s indiscernible mashed up logo, underneath a warmer long sleeved shirt. Slumped over a table in the basement which had boardgames scattered about: he wasn’t the least bit interested in Jon’s over excited news concerning jukeboxes.

Jon shook his head. “That isn't the point; Nichole, you have to back me up on this!” He seemed intent on getting the pair down to the new diner the moment it opened, which was tomorrow! “Real burgers! Not venison or pork burgers! Actual beef burgers!” It was a big deal for some whose contact with beef products was limited. With the town depending mostly on local meats wild cows weren’t typically on the menu.

Nichole was one of the local cheerleaders on campus. A stylized punk whose roots aligned somewhere between Irish and Ashkenazi. There was no telling, no knowing. So many families had lived here over the centuries that telling who was who by founding families was easier than otherwise. She had been lounging on the couch nearby playing Nathan’s gaming console. She lulled her head back, the piercings along her nose and eyebrows catching the dim light of the ceiling fan above. Popping a snap of chewing gum in her mouth she considered it, if only because of the mention of beef. 

“I am getting kidna tired of turkey burgers...” She professed, only for Nathan to snap up in his chair and clasp his hands on the edge of the table.

“You take that back!” The young man was quite an avid griller of turkey burgers, wild turkey quite a prolific, almost pest bird, in the region. “Turkey burgers are great!” He asserted with more energy than he had in the past minute. 

Jon sighed and motioned his hands, and attempted to stand between the two, calming them. “Look we love your burgers Nathan, but having them about six times a week for lunch can be a bit of a drag.” The seventh day, and most holy of days: Friday, was reserved for pizza. Nathan could see he was outnumbered and settled back in his seat. He sulked back, arms crossing over his chest. “Alright, it’s settled. Let’s head out early so we can beat the crowds.” Which there was sure to be.
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Chapter Two: The Proproertress

[image: ]


The Grand opening was here and with the shop over capacity the sheriff found himself having to come over to make sure he got a piece of the action. A few over the capacity limit wasn’t going to make or break the building code, or so he felt, and got on line himself to make a big order for the rest of the department. It wasn't even noon yet and the diner was full up on a Monday! The front counter where folk ordered was handled by Miss Misha. In the back one of her sons handled the grill top. He had moved into town with Miss Misha. His real name was a bit rough on the tongue so he was just called Bo, by the lot who had come across him, though he always seemed to be at Miss Misha's side, helping her with daily tasks of heavy lifting. Bo wasn't a talkative guy, but he sure could cook, as was evident by his satisfied diners. Each meal that wasn't the chowder or borscht was cooked to order and he seemed to have an impeccable record of getting them correct.

Jon, Nathan, and Nichole had selected a booth. Nichole was the first one on her meal, or at least her milkshake.

“They have cookies and cream!” A flavor rarely experienced in the little town. Strawberry and Vanilla were staples, but chocolate and its forms was quite a rare delicacy given they rarely got deliveries from out of town. “Come to me my darling!” The cheerleader was upon her straw like a fruit bat on a mango.

Jon had been pretty excited himself, his burger in both hands. The hot, dripping freshly grilled sandwich was almost home! But he spotted Nathan in his peripheral, who had seated himself beside the young man, leaving Nichole to sit in her spot by herself, across from them in the booth seat. Nathan had raised the toasted bun, scrutinizing the patty. Picking at the crispy edges where bits of cooked onion hung from inside the well cooked meat: Nathan would eventually draw the patty from its bun, toppings and all, right onto his plate. Jon sighed, head sulking forward.

Nathan sneered at the greasy meat. “My turkey burgers never come out this greasy. Look he uses red onions instead of white. It feels way too soft, is it still red in the middle?” He would ask, splitting apart the meat as Nathan continued to nitpick.

Jon let out an exasperated sigh and moved to turn to Nichole, only for another body to sit itself beside the young woman, unannounced. It was a young man, rather short when compared to Jon and Nathan. He had long hair, tied back in a ponytail and wore buttoned up shirts two sizes too big, making his smaller figure a bit more apparent. Some would describe him as emaciated, but he was quite fit, just thin.

They simply referred to him as Pa-kun. “Guys! It’s terrible!”

The young man had brought his plate to their table, setting it down with a clatter. The burger that rested on top seemed to slide apart at the jostling motion. The top bun was slicked with ketchup and thickly cut tomatoes lay on the savory meat pattie.

The group flinched seeing the disaster on his plate. They knew well the lamentations of their friend before he spoke. Jon leaned forward. “It's covered in tomatoes.” He stated.

Pa-kun glared through his bronze bangs at his peer. “No shit, Sherlock.” He slumped over the table, Nichole reaching out to pat his head as she happily guzzled down her milkshake. “I have only ten more minutes until I have to go back to the theater.” Pa-kun was a history enthusiast and worked at the local theater reenacting the founding of the town for visitors that would be coming for their spring shows, winter being a difficult time of travel for the town as the heavy winters made travel nigh impossible, which was why the suburb was so self-sufficient in the first place.

Nathan looked to Pa-kun, his own burger torn apart by dismay and culinary curiosity. “That’s rough man.” He pushed his plate away and looked to Jon who had only managed to take a bite of his meal before finding himself sighing.

Jon found his appetite disrupted by the woes of their peers. Pa-kun was violently allergic to tomatoes and tomato sauce so Jon ordered them a platter of cheese fries. It was quick to make, so Pa-kun had plenty of time to dine and dash.

“Thanks Jon!” Pa-kun was always a cheerful fellow, but his food being messed with often did upset him.

Jon looked to Nathan and Nichole. Nikki, as she was sometimes called, stood slurping her milkshake and Nathan eating the remaining fries. He sighed. Well at least they had some lunch before classes started again. The excitement had given the town a new spark, as these sorts of places always seemed to, but there would eventually be a time where it would lose it's mystique. As all these places did. It was only a matter of time before one could be sure if Misha's Munchies was here to stay.

Miss Misha certainly was sure she was here to stay, as the converted building was nothing short of a manor. Originally the town's city hall had been a ramshackle building hobbled together with styles that changed throughout the eras of the town’s existence. Doric columns surrounding the front entrance and projecting eaves supported by corbels meant nothing to those who had grown up with images of gargoyles perched atop palladian windows that ran across the second floors, with the first floors of half-timbering gothic walls being extensively maintained throughout the current years of reconstruction. Eventually it came to a head that the Hall could no longer be maintained. It was a mash up of elements in an attempt to remain relevant that only served to exemplify just how out of touch the town was with the world outside. It was almost as if things here stood still and nothing changed while change struggled to embed itself in the memory of locals. No one remembers the name of the shop that had tried to modernize the town’s ideas of electronics. What means had they to maintain the market that was fed by the constant climate of upgrade and disposal? Many of them had televisions that still supported rabbit ears as a form of reception. No one remembers the bookshop that had thrived on used books and other consumable media. Most of the books in town that had any measurable form of entertainment were already maintained by the library. No one saw any reason to have membership to a book club when they have had library cards since they were born. 

The front of the property was enshrined in a hedge maze which had been meticulously maintained for years. It was a woven holly so even in the fall it was a brilliant green making it one of the few places in town that had a sense of life even in the coldest winter. It was an aesthetic that had surfaced when a young artist, who had moved to the town in hopes of finding inspiration for their paintings: had taken to landscaping. It eventually became the only means in which they could provide for themselves in such a town. Eventually they had made it their business to maintain all of the town’s flora and fauna making them the only landscaper in town. The once bright and social artist had become a recluse over time, spending much of their days in their garden growing the plants that would line the streets and decorate homes during the spring. The only path into the courtyard had been closed off by a newly affixed black-bar fence with a gate of decorative iron rods twisted to replicate the forms of growing ivy. What had once been the front entrance with a grand clock tower that rang on the hour was now a brick chimney that smoked every day with Miss Misha’s cooking. Bo, Misha’s son, could often be seen sitting on the courtyard benches feeding the pond of fish that had once been managed by the groundskeeper. Despite the extravagant accommodations Miss Misha was a modest woman who spoke often of her love of cooking and her happiness toward the town.
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Chapter Three: Curious Cats
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The last of the trucks would leave the town and not be seen again until the middle of spring. They were once again left to their own ways. With the autumn shifting into full force it would not be long until the bitter colds encased the mountain town in snow: blocking them off from the rest of the world for a few months.

Come the next few mornings life was, predictably, back to normal. The excitement of the new diner had faded away. It had become a normal part of the ebb and flow of the town's daily activities. The most attractive part of the place was that it was good, homemade food. Misha was an inviting woman. She was nothing like the younger crowds who tried changing the town and giving it a little bit of pizzazz. She moved with the locals, as if she had always been part of the town. The mother and son duo had felt like they'd lived here for years. It was all just ebb and flow. In the morning adults would drive off into the city for work before the sun had even a chance to warm the morning dew. Cars would be left in the parking lot of the train station an hour out before they rode the rest of the way into the city. The younger adults and children would go off to school or the community college: the youngest often sent off by their older siblings before morning classes. The local deli is packed as college students rush to their classes grabbing what snacks and candies they could in hopes it would last them until lunch. Most went to Misha's as the undersauced campus pizza has become a dry, unpalatable dish compared to the Munchies' burritos and loaded fries, which were often topped by a chunky meat sauce made from the leftover hamburgers. The end of the day was at three in the evening for many and those that didn't have after school activities with clubs or on campus events went to Misha's or returned home to await the arrival of their younger siblings at the bus stop. It was the same in and same out with little variation. The stagnation took its toll on all ages. With adults returning at almost twelve in the morning, if even that, they went straight to bed only to start the slog again in the morning. For youngsters waking at six in the morning and not leaving school grounds until three. The campus was barren of most of a student's basic needs. Seats were from over a decade old, lined lecture halls and much of the funding funneled its way into the local sports team which served as the town's main means of community. Everything revolved around the local team from community get-togethers to holidays. The theater was taking advantage of the lull in the sports department and were putting on a show for visitors who came to the town for the annual harvest festival. It told of the town's founding and history until present.

It was just before lunch. Jon, Nathan and Nikki made their way to the theater which was just across from the campus. They had promised to pick up Pa-kun for lunch: a tomato free lunch. Upon entering the theater its age would have been apparent. Untouched were the hundred year old upholstery: ratty red velvet where stains from performances past week still visible. The old Elm supports that were long since petrified and the ticket booth had yet to see any technological updates that they still used the old till and print to cash out tickets and a dilapidated clip-on fan barely circulated the air in the glass box, which was all but a furnace in the summer months. Gargoyles still decorated the concessions stand which still had the old slot-on menu items. The powder rooms were partially converted to have working toilets, which barely worked half the time! The actors' dressing rooms were rigged with dangerously stacked wardrobes with platforms jimmied to fit the needs of the students during costume changes.

"Pa-kun!" Jon called, raising his hand to usher his attention.

Pa-kun was hunched over with a few other members of the theater in a circle, working away on sewing projects. With next to no budget when compared to the sports team many of the costumes used in the theater were lovingly designed by the students. Pa-kun looked up, mid stitch.

"Yo." He looked back down and kept on sewing. In the background Nikki set off on her way to try on some of the outfits for the group. She was the general size of some of their actors so the stagehands enjoyed using her as a model. Nathan has wandered off backstage, lending a hand to the prop managers. Jon looked around, realizing how quickly he was left alone.

"Wow, guys, don't split the party..." All in question raised their hands.

"""Earshot.""" They declared.

Jon looked to the side and sighed. "Well as long as you're all within earsho—! Hey!" He implored, given his trailing thought. "Lunch." He protested.

After herding the cats from their distractions they would make their way to Misha's Munchies which was two blocks away by the arcade. The lunch crowd made many of the hot spots for lunch busy. The old deli was always a good place to go, a place the tomato sensitive actor preferred. But they promised to fend off his meal from any evil doing.

Nathan looked up from his music player, looking towards the others as he held up the device.

"We better hurry. We won't get a booth." He indicated the time on the screen.

They pushed to hurry faster. Passing alleys and corners that, if one attempted to cross at night would send chills down one's spine. Rotting scents of sewage carried from some of the narrow passages as they were where restaurants and shops tossed their refuse into the dumpsters. Sometimes divers and other questionable bodies lurked the alleyways at night in search for treasure or some food. It was sometimes a sad reality for many. They knew they drew closer to Misha's Munchies because the heavy scent of fried dough and burning tomato sauce escaped the back door: the heavy metal barricade held open by Bo's foot. The large, brutish looking man tossed a heavy black garbage bag into the rusted, green dumpster. For a moment Jon would stop to look up towards Bo.

Bo was strong and was able to lurch the bag into the disposal with ease. He stood, easily looking over the dumpster at six foot, five, dark brown eyes staring at Jon. Bo had a pale complexion: a strong brow line that drew well against his square face. He was not muscular, but he was tall, lanky and always wore loose fitting trousers with a half tucked in white shirt. He wore a black apron. His constant busy work with the perogies kept him consistently stained with the white splotches, some sauce stains from the vigorously stirred borscht also stained a few choice areas on his chest. Jon stared for several moments, finding himself drawn in by the deep scar running from the side of his head up into his hairline.

"It's rude to stare..." A deep voice rumbled from behind Jon, causing him to jump with a yelp!

"Yaah!!" The sound rolled up, ending in a shriek. "D-don't do that!" Jon complained as he found himself face to—bandana with a grinning Nathan.

The loud slam of the dumpster's lid caused them both to jump and turn their sights back onto Bo who was already retreating back into the restaurant. As the metal door slowly slid closed Misha's voice could be heard calling him about the freezer... With a soft click the back door hissed and locked. Nathan patted Jon's shoulder, the young man placing a hand on his chest as he watched the metalhead meander to the front.

"Do you think he noticed us?" The comment left Jon with a closed door on his face.
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Chapter Four: Fresh Meat
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Faced with no competition on seats the four would decide on a booth. Bo would approach their table, setting down menus and cups of water likely filled from the faucet. Jon nervously gathered his menu, clearing his throat as Pa-kun and Nikki offered each other a confused look. Nathan sighed and laid down the menu, already knowing what he wanted.

"Lovely day, huh Bo..?" Jon tried to make small talk.

The behemoth of a man stared down at the younger man with his dark eyes. "You are strange youth." He bade in a thick accent. "Make choice. I will come back." He gave a pause. "Thank you." He added, quite unused to the modern delicacies as a server before returning to the kitchen.

"I think he saw me." Jon retorted once the man was gone.

Nathan was taken aback by the comical reprieve before looking to Pa-kun. "How's the play coming?"

He'd ask as he took a sip of the tepid water. Not even ice could save the beverage from the sinking sprinkle of heavy metals on the tongue as the local water table was more full of minerals than a mouthful of dirt.The young theater enthusiast shook their hands, his menu dropping before it slid across the table's surface. Nikki, who was still looking hers over, placed her hand down to stop the sliding, laminated sheet.

"Great! We actually have period specific designs this year for all the costumes! When they tore down City Hall they had found a lower level and an archive containing some of the town's historical documents thought lost!" He was quite the history buff so it was a given that such news excited him to no end.

Nikki looked up, scrunching her brows, which caused one of the piercings on it to shift and glint against the humming, fluorescent lights above.

"You mean the ones they thought got lost in that big fire when we were younger?" She'd question.

Jon looked up, having been chugging down the cup of water. "Fire?" He sputtered a bit, using the back of his arm to wipe any wayward spillage. "There was a fire?" He wasn't aware of that.

Nathan pushed his cup of drink away from his person. "You hadn't moved in yet, it was just a month before. By then the repairs were underway and they added that stupid hedge maze." He never liked it.

Nikki nodded. “And those creepy gargoyle. They were trying to do something or another?” She vaguely recalled.

Pa-kun winced at the memory. “It was Miss Morrison.” He affirmed. “She had been given special permission to bring the arts to the town using the year’s budget they set aside for it, but wasted it on turning the City Hall into that monstrosity.” He sighed. “Now we don’t get funding for arts projects anymore, they all go to the sports teams. If we had a bit more this year we could have repaired the stage.” He lamented, Nikki patting his back as she recalled the hazard.

“That big hole still there from the time I tried to perform that stunt with the cheer squad?” He nodded to her question. “That’s rough buddy... the team should have repaired it since it was our fault.” Pa-kun shook his head.

“It’s okay, it wasn’t like they would have let you. Mister Stone is real cheap.” Jon fanned himself with the menu, the heat getting to him as the kitchen really started to rev up, Bo at the grills and oven.

“The college administrator, right?” He tried confirming, only for the others to nod.

“Bo!” The sound of Misha’s voice ringing from the back room echoed out all the way to the front of the shop. “Where are you!?” Her accent was thicker than that of her son’s, but it was warm, motherly as one expected from the woman who always welcomed customers to sit and eat as if they were family. Bo looked up from his work over the borscht pot.

“In the kitchen, mama!” The patter of the woman’s heels clicking against the brick floor was quite audible.

She was not an overweight individual, but she was quite hearty in her size and shape. She quickly appeared in the kitchen, turning her head toward the dining hall. “Oh!” She sang. “It is the young children, welcome! Welcome!” She sang, looking around and greeting others aside from Jon and company.

“Bo we just got a delivery, go get will you? I will stir the borscht.” She bade her adult child.

“Yes mama.” He would turn to leave for the back of the building, as requested of him.

Jon sunk a bit in his seat, pulling the menu up to his face. “I wonder whatever happened to Mister Misha.”

Nathan slowly turned to face Jon, an incredulous stare, or what could be assumed one with his face partially covered by his bangs and bandana. Nathan would raise his hand, stammering a bit, but he ultimately felt it was not worth putting Jon’s morbid curiosity back on track.

“You can ask her yourself.” He looked back ahead, hands crossing on the table. Jon slowly lowered the menu from his face, Misha standing over him with a writing pad in hand, ready to take orders. She would laugh boisterously.

“Sorry to say, boy, I'm not in market for a new husband, but when I am, you will be considered. How can I serve you children?” Pa-kun mumbled something about being an adult but looked to his menu.

“A chicken sandwich and fries. No tomatoes, ketchup, onions or anything. Just plain.” He requested. Nikki took his menu, which was still next to her, and placed it on top of hers.

“A cookies and creme shake, loaded fries, a shredded chicken burrito and a small salad.” She ordered, only for Misha to laugh.

“Ho! Hungry girl, I like. And you?” She looked to Nathan who handed Nikki his menu. He raised his hand.

“Just some loaded fries.” He passed.

Jon felt a little sweaty under Misha’s gaze. “Um,” He muttered. “A double cheeseburger—”

“No” Misha asserted.

“N-no?” Jon muttered.

“No,” Misha repeated. “Bo is bringing in meat, not ready. Takes a day to prepare. We give you best meat, no leftover garbage ha?” She reached down to pinch his cheek.

“O-okay. Then a chicken sandwich and some borscht?” He nervously asked.

“Good boy. I bring out soon as ready, yes?” She would depart to the kitchen.

As Misha prepared their orders the quiet hum of chatter duly filled the dining hall. There were a few people about for lunch, with many more slowly pouring in to order from the counter. They had picked a good time to arrive as with Misha and Bo being the only ones working in the kitchen: it sometimes took a while to get big orders out. As Jon and company talked the door opened with the chime of the bell which hung over its frame. It was an alert to the cook of more mouths to feed. Jon looked up with a habit come by with one who worked in retail was driven to feed. Jon worked as a clerk in a clothing shop so the bell rang rather infrequently. It was a call to action. But he hadn’t expected him to walk through the door. From under the table he would reach his foot to tap at Nikki’s, the young woman looking up at him, only to catch the look of surprise on his features before she looked back to the door. Nikki, less subtly, reached her hand up to tap at Nathan’s head, the man looking down at his music player. He reached up to bat her hand away before he too spotted him.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Five: Big Mama 
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“Oh!” Pa-kun chirped, but before the others could herald him to stop he blurted out. “It’s Terry!” The others groaned and sunk in their seat as the calling of his name caught his attention.

Terry was a tall kid, somewhere around six-two or six-four and near their age. Rumors placed him anywhere from eighteen to twenty one years of age, but still not much older than many of the kids at the community college. Terry was from the trailer park, so he often arrived on campus early and stayed pretty late waiting for his ride. His dad dropped him off before heading to work at the construction yards and often did not come back for Terry until one in the morning leaving him to roam the arcades at the darkest hours of the night after classes. He was the queer kid, and not just in the sense that he was self-reportedly pansexual, but he was—weird. He had a bit of a stammer when he spoke and his hair was bleached an aggressive blonde, almost white, leaving people to guess and wonder at his natural hair color. His eyes were a deep blue, almost brown and his skin a bit pasty, his body quite lanky. Despite his frail looking form many guessed it was on account of him wearing old hand-me-down clothes that barely fit him. He was known as the local karate kid. He was pretty studious about his lessons and often helped out the gym by teaching younger kids after school. It was his only job in town as he never really seemed to focus on much else. He was sometimes seen at the construction sites with his dad leaving many to assume he worked part-time there.

“H-hey guys!” He reached up to flip back his short cut hair, which was just long enough to still fall onto his face. “Hav-ving lunch?” He looked between them, then to Pa-kun who he has known for much of his life.

Pa-kun’s family lived and worked on one of the farm’s just outside of town, still within the limits of the area so they were not quite across the bridge and lived closer up to the mountains. His family’s farm was just across the river to the trailer park. So he’s known Terry since they day they were both born. They weren’t close but they were both part of the LGBTQ community and often went to the meetings on campus where they tried raising awareness of the troubles local students often faced amidst a elderly crowd which pervaded the town. It was an ignorance built on their isolation. Sometimes the only thing the few, open, LGBTQ members of the town had was that university. It was the only place they could publicly meet without—

“Yeah, I gotta head back to the theater soon though. Are you gunna eat with us?!” The hyperactive theater nut was pulled back down into his seat by Nathan who sat right beside him, his head nearly taken out by Pa-kun’s enthusiasm.

Terry reached up to rub the top of his head, looking to the counter as the line slowly receded. “N-no... I can’t.” He rubbed his neck as he inched along with the line, slowly losing sight of the others. “I—I gotta help my dad today at the construction site. You know. He doesn’t think I should spend too much time... at the t-t-theater, you know?” Terry’s dad was one of those people the LGBTQ community had a difficult time with. “Um, b-but I’ll stop by after.”

It was always awkward for many to talk with Terry. While he was part of their group because of Pa-kun and often spent his time in the shadows of the group’s club activities: Terry was always an outsider. He made strange comments that were overtly sexualized, though he never meant any harm. He was only just coming into being open about his sexuality. It was also difficult because his closer friends knew what his father did. The bruises weren’t from karate. Terry waved and hurried to the counter.

As he approached the window to order he tucked down to better view the happy cook humming as she fried up the chicken. “H-hello M-miss Misha.” He stammered as he tapped the counter excitedly, leaning down a bit to look into the kitchen.

Misha turned, her eyes widening at the sight before her. “Ahh my solnyshko!” She praised and moved over to pinch both his cheeks, shaking him a bit. “Have you come for the meats? I saved you the leftovers.” She swore.

“A-ah yes thank you M-miss Misha. I am w-working with my dad t-today.” He was used to the treatment. Misha had said Terry looked like her nephew in her home country. She adored him and often gave him treats when he came into the diner.

“Are you sure though? I will give you the fresh meats when Bo is done preparing them.” She offered. She did hate seeing him rush off, having become fond of Terry, almost a replacement for her nephew whom she adored dearly. “You look just like Ashley. It was so difficult for Bo to move here, leaving his cousin behind.”

Back in her country Bo and her nephew had been inseparable. They were childhood friends and Bo quickly became attached to Terry, the two often quietly sitting and enjoying each other's company in the late hours until Terry had to return home.

“N-no! This is okay, it's great. I can make some good chili with the leftover patties.” He smiled as she went to the fridge to collect the patties that she had bagged for him.

“Here you go my precious solnyshko, and a treat for you.” She handed him a freshly made chicken salad and pulled him in to kiss at his cheeks. “Such a good boy, you come back to mama Misha, yes?”

He blushed a bit at the affectionate attention. “O-of course.” He would reach into his back pocket for his wallet. He looked up, only to be stopped by Misha.

“Oh, nono come this is a treat. You are family. Go. I will ask you to wipe tables later though, okay?” Misha did not give for nothing, after all. She was a hardworking woman and it would have been a surprise if Terry was left off the hook so easily. A bit of work for a free meal though was a great thing for the young man who always seemed to be hungry for a second helping.

“Of course!” He turned to wave at Jon and company before hurrying out.

When the door swung open one was able to spy his dad’s car idling outside... It was an old car, well maintained by its owner. The vehicle was a deep, copper color. It looked to be polished just on the body where it mattered for the wheels were smattered with mud and clay from wheeling around the construction sites. Hanging from the rear-view mirror was a crucifix that was adorned with angelic wings. Terry’s family were a superstitious sort that had strong ties to the church. His family had been the religious leaders when the town had first been founded, so it was expected that the family was a pious sort with ideals of hard work and family unity in the forefront of their daily tasks. They were known to be quite active during days of sabbath assisting the church with potluck dinners and mending clothing for those in need.

When Terry stepped into the car and the door shut the door. dull shouts of his dad could be heard through the tinning panes of glass. Terry stared straight ahead, holding the bag of food to his chest. The man looked towards the building, a few eyes on him and his car. He seemed to consider something, hands gripping the steering wheel, before they drove off towards the site at the edge of the bridge. There was a new drainage pipe being put in after the last one collapsed. There seemed to be some issues at the mortuary where bodies were getting flooded out of their caskets during heavy rains and floating into the pipe until no more could pass and it erupted. It caused a huge scare that the water had been contaminated, but luckily the drinking water used a different piping system to the mortuary. A lot of people were protesting the mayor’s decision to move the bodies to a new site. He even suggested having all bodies cremated to save space on the town’s land. No decision has been made on the matter yet so bodies are just continuing to be buried in the old graveyard.

After lunch the group would return to campus, dropping Pa-kun off at the theater. Nathan and Nikki headed off to the field as they had practice. Though it came to many as a surprise: Nathan was a prolific athlete who spent much of his time assisting the teams as a backup and when he wasn’t on the bench he was training his body and keeping up with his physique. Hidden beneath those loose metal-themed jerseys was a fit form that could rival many of the locals who did heavy farm work. Jon ended up on his own. Without his crew there was always a distinct feeling of isolation that grabbed hard onto the chest. Despite it  being quite a joke among them: being the only black kid in town took its toll. He was either the token kid or the object of peculiar questions that seemed to quietly prod at his origins. Of course his answer was usually the same: he had been born under the brutal tyranny of a slave owner, until his mother put him in a basket, floated him downstream and he ended up here. Safe to say that it was a concern that too many locals believed the innocuous tale. It didn’t surprise him, but it was troublesome, to say the least. Nevertheless he did his best to maintain a studious attitude towards things and keep up with his grades. He didn’t want to live here forever after all.
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The campus itself was quite a relic out of time. It was an old farmer’s college that had been built upon to better serve the government’s demand for accessible, higher education for young adults. Courses that had to focus on the arts and other extracurricular activities outside of animal husbandry had been funded by the local government. Had it been up to locals they would have continued training their young farmers in how to wrangle hogs or inseminate cows, and would see to it that the tradition continued. After all it was only the surrounding farms that sent their kids to study at the college. It was important for them to know how to rotate crops and handle medicating livestock, so there was a growing need for farm veterinarians. They didn’t need their youth to learn how to paint a picture or calculate trigonometry. It was not until the town grew that these liberal art classes found use in training young leaders for business management and regarding the important process for handling and conserving estuaries and repairing levees during heavy rain seasons, as well as other environmental conservation that were important for farm life. It was a cheap university to attend and they gave all the basic classes necessary for a bachelor’s so it was ideal for those that had limited funds. So where the mountains were occupied by the farmers: with wide fields that typically provided for Middletown and a few other distant towns: the town itself had become occupied by many of the miners who valued a stable location to sell their goods. In fact the town was well known for its caves that were once filled with gold, rubies, and coal. As the mines dried up the businessmen learned to outsource and build their reputation on glassmaking, jewelry making and other professions that, in the town, still required an apprenticeship. 

Jon was lucky and when he moved in, he did so at a young age, so he started his apprenticeship at the tailor’s at around ten years of age. He was in upper management now, still just barely eighteen. The shop handled many of the antique and heirloom clothing kept at the town’s museum, which showed off the township’s history. They created uniforms for the local workforce and were known to supply traditional period clothing for reenactments and other historic preservation groups. It was how Jon first met Pa-kun. The young man had always been interested in historical reenactment so it had been a mainstay visit from his early teens, just before he found out he wasn’t quite who he thought he was. Pa-kun and Jon became fast friends and traded notes. Though Jon was never huge on history himself: the shop had fliers for various events of these sorts in the city or other towns that they sponsored, so Jon always gave Pa-kun a heads up.

As Jon made his way through the winding campus halls, crowded with clutter as the new sports department was being constructed on the empty lot down the hill: much of the old gear was being aired out and deciding on what was going to be moved or tossed. The space being emptied out was going to be the space for a new cafeteria as the old gymnasium was a suitable size for the amount of students they currently had. The old cafeteria was built out of an old barn and just didn’t have the amenities and space expected of them by the required standards of the times. As he hobbled over obstacles he came to a stop and looked off into the old gym. One can almost smell the asbestos in the room as the ceiling seemed to be peeling away from the humid summers and bitter cold winters. Many of the bleachers were already worn from the seasons of use, the metal even bent in on some spots from excessive use. But what had caught his eyes was a figure standing at the end of the room, near the doors that led to the track fields. As he focused he could see what appeared to be a younger woman, probably a student by his assumption. She had black hair and wore a long, green dress that was quite simple. But he could not see her feet clearly: barefoot or sandals maybe? Which seemed odd in this weather.

“What are you looking at?” A whisper tickled the back of his neck, causing Jon to whip around in surprise!

“Aahh!” He shrieked, reaching up to rub his ear and neck. “L-leslie?!” He balked as the tall, dark-haired woman towered over him.

Leslie was the local wrestling fanatic. Tall, goofy and all around good-natured, but she had a real knack to for quietly sneaking up on people. Always wearing a trench coat and fedora many mistook her for a cretin, or poser, but she was neither of those things.

“What are ya looking at? Staring off into space.” She prodded, resting a hand on his shoulder and placing a hand on her forehead in order to gaze into the horizon. “Real creepy now that it’s empty huh?”

“Yea...“ He looked back only to see the empty gymnasium. Had he imagined it, or did she leave before Leslie could see—? “Hey Leslie did you see the girl over there or are you messing with me?”

“What? No messing with you. I saw her. It was Mystic Molly. You’re lucky. She usually doesn’t show up until winter.” The woman praised, patting his shoulder.

“Mystic Molly?” He questioned, turning back to look towards the doors.

“Mmhmm. Gym’s haunted by some native ghost. Said she died during some slave rebellion way back when. She appears to people who are about to die.” She felt Jon stiffen under her grip. She laughed and shook him a bit. “Don’t worry, that one is a myth. No one’s ever died seeing her. Some have died incidentally though.”

“Incidentally?” He looked up to the woman, the wire frame glasses sliding a bit off her nose as she looked down. A sly grin drew itself on her features.

“Sure, sure,” She started. “Sometimes they’d have a scare, fall from up high or sneak in here at night, accidents not relating to her, but involving her, you know?” She gave his shoulder a rough pat. “Don’t worry about it though. She’s real nice, my club talked to her you know.”

He looked over to Leslie as she started to walk away. “Uuh the—pagan club?” He tried to recall.
“Occult,” She called back. “See ya, math class is starting!” She waved and headed off down the hall, leaving Jon to his thoughts. He looked back to the empty gym.

“Nope.” He chirped, and turned to leave. He had other things to worry about anyway, like English Lecture.
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Classes ended for Jon. He had been the first to arrive in the clubroom and took his usual seat in the back of the class that was unoccupied for the span of their activities, at least until the next club had hold of the space. He kept thinking back to what Leslie had said. She was not known for overextending gags, or taking jokes to their extremes so he could not help but feel a measure of validity to her words. He wanted it to be a joke, but the wrestle-maniac, if nothing else, was astute. Despite her outer visage looking akin to a villain from a comic book, or in her case a wrestling character: she was pretty smart and one of the few who was here on scholarship. Her family owned a farm out of town. She was raised around tractors and pigs. No one was more down to earth. As he sat there in the dead silence of the room, with naught but the old, fluorescent lights humming overhead, Jon couldn’t help but feel a sense of dread. The buzzing of the lights grew higher in pitch. He looked up from the desk, eyes slowly drifting from the light before—pop! A low, sputtering hum before the lights went out, the audible sound of breakers tripping as the room and all of the hall became pitch black.

Pushing from his seat Jon rushed towards the windows, looking around. “What? A power outage?”

Power outages weren’t terribly uncommon in town, especially during inclement weather. Generators were a mainstay at many of the homes and farms that dotted the down as the power grid was old and oft was unable to keep up with many of the modern conveniences such as personal computers and heating systems. It took a small surge to take out a block and it looks like that was what had happened. From his place he could see a few bodies spilling from the darkened campus buildings, their forms gathering in the front steps. They seemed to be pointing off, the sound of talking becoming muffled cacophony as the collective bodies became excited. Jon looked up and out towards the woods, which separated the campus from the mountain paths and roads that led to the farmlands. He was taken aback, the hairs on the back of his neck standing on end, as the swell of clouds in the distance made clear what had them worried. The deep green hue that painted the edges of the clouds made clear enough what sort of storm had been stirring up.

“Jon!” The familiar voice of Leslie rang out from the door. He looked back, only for the woman to thumb behind her as a river of students hurried past her. “We’re being sent to the shelter in the basement.” She figured she would find him here. He was a man of habit and this club had been a major part of his life since he started university. “Come on!”

Jon sputtered for a moment. “R-right!” He hurried to collect his backpack, pushing his doodle covered notebook and pencil haphazardly into the pack and shoved his phone into his back pocket.

As he reached the threshold of the door Leslie moved to hook her arm over his shoulder to walk with him. She had a smile on her face, this sort of situation a welcome normality with finals having pushed students to their brink. It was an adventure for many! The atmosphere was hardly fearful. Morbid curiosity warbled up through conversations as teachers attempted to herd the students into the basement. It was the most solid place in the school and served as an emergency shelter when dangerous weather was imminent. As the last of them were packed in some noticed that friends of theirs were missing. As Jon looked around he too would notice there was no sign of Nathan or Nikki who had been out in the fields at this time. He felt a nudge on his side. Looking up Leslie was grinning down at them.

“Don’t worry about your crew. Nat and Nick are probably in the cleared out gym.” It made sense as it was closer to the field.

“I wonder what’s happening—is it a tornado?” He was never good with storms. The anxiety rolled in his belly as he tried blocking out the more intrusive thoughts of more immediate doom. “It can’t be that bad, right?”

Leslie hummed and laughed, patting her hand onto his chest. “Nah, but the windows on campus are really old. They’re probably worried that it’ll shatter and hurt folk.” It was probably the worst thing about the old campus buildings: their fragility. They were not designed to last this long or to exist in weather this bad.

There was a lot to consider, but it grew more difficult to hear one’s personal thoughts as the winds began to howl. The building shook and the excitable murmurs of the students reached their peak as the crowded basement began to undulate with the moving bodies, anxious to leave the space, curious to see the storm, and many more hoping to see some real damage when they got out. In particular Jon caught the voice of one of the students that hung out with their club. He was a fellow Jon did not keep close company with because of his grossly antagonistic tendencies. He always went above and beyond to attempt to get a reaction out of folk by interjecting with such outrageous comments that often left people feeling uncomfortable and out of place.

“Yeah, if they’re in the old gym someone might end up with a steel girdle slammed into them.” His words caused some people to groan, or angrily complain.

Jon has since learned to pay no mind to him. In fact if he took a moment to think on it: wasn’t that a scene from a popular horror movie? It had a lot of parts to it, so he wasn’t quite sure which it was. He knows he had seen it more than once, a natural movie maniac himself. But before he could think further on it a crashing sound: a violent clap of thunder overhead was so loud that it had drowned out many of the chattering chipmunks among the grown, silencing many more who were starting to feel the anxiety. It was becoming palatable and Jon was finding it harder and harder to  forget Molly. Seeing her—doesn’t really cause death, right? Someone shouted.

"Who groped me!?" The feminine voice bellowed out with a pitch that could only be described as grating.

“Move you pervert!” A deeper voice called, “Leave her alone!” The male, presumably her boyfriend, accosted.

“H-hey, it was an accident!” The stouter man responded as he adjusted his glasses. “I can’t see with all you giants crowding!” He complained.

“Then get taller, nerd.” Another aggressively added.

The arguments started from the back. It was too crowded for people to be comfortable for long. Leslie and Jon looked back, the people who were nearer the door starting to feel the push from the back. The crowd slowly started to inch forward towards the door as people were hit by a wave of anger and claustrophobia. Those amidst the aggressors felt the intense push first and tried to get out of the way, but as they did it pushed those in the middle already feeling the heat of the crowd and the invasive breathe of their neighbor: to try and squeeze to the front, but there was no room as professors attempted to calm the movement, only to get pushed themselves as some tried rushing the door. It was getting harder to push back the wave, only for a silence to overcome the crowd as voices hushed each other. Something was going on just above them. A stampede of feet cascaded across the floor above, shouting. It had gotten so quiet in the basement that one could hear a pin drop.
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Chapter Eight: Evacuation 
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That was why when the banging on the door began the collective of students and teachers backed up, fear starting to well up at the edges of the anxiousness. One of the professors raised their hands and moved towards the heavy, metal door. Pulling it open they would come face to face with Sheriff Hardy. Pulling down his shades he would look between the professor and back to the students.

“Glad to see everyone in one piece. We’re evacuating the campus.” He motioned his hand before the professor looked back and ushered the students out in a somewhat controlled process.

Once everyone was out they were led out of the building proper. The winds were harsh and the heavy rains had made it difficult to see as it had summoned a dense fog which spilled from the woods in an eerie trail of mist. Sirens wailed across the streets as firemen and police had arrived at the scene. Students were being ushered into their family trucks, or led towards school buses that had been called to pick them up, to return them home. The storm was bad, but as Leslie and Jon were ushered toward a bus they would be able to see what all the chaos had been centered on. The old cafeteria had collapsed: a tree having fallen from the nearby woods and slammed through its roof, cutting the building in half. A large number of trees had been uprooted and the grounds were flooding terribly. That
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