
Shades of Z

Written by Aaron Abilene

Hi I’m.....I don’t know who I am.
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Hello, my name is...Oh, who am I kidding, I’m a zombie, and I can’t remember what my name was so you can call me Z. I’m not sure how long I’ve been a Zombie. Time has no meaning to me anymore.
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Everything moves so slow, I couldn’t tell you what day it is. I couldn’t even tell you what time it is. I’ve been trying to get my memory back, but my brain seems to have already rotted away. Every now and then a memory will flutter through my brain, but it’s never anything important.
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I did remember that I had a wife before I became a zombie, but I can’t remember what she looks like. I don’t remember her name either. I do remember that her pussy smelled like rotten flesh even before the zombies came. 
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My goal is to find out who I am, and what I did before I became a zombie, and who my wife is, and what she is like, and if I have family etc. I think I might be able to start remembering all of that, but first I need to try to figure out where I lived before all of this happened.
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I don't know who I expect to read this because as far as I know there aren't any living human beings left, everyone has become zombies. I guess all that I can hope for is that maybe there are still survivors somewhere, but I know there aren't any survivors here because the other zombies ate them all.
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I don't like eating people. I'm not really sure why, but I've never really wanted to eat people, they always taste disgusting to me, and for some reason in what's left of my brain, it never really felt right to eat people for some reason I always knew that it wasn't right, that there was something off about it, but I never really understood why until I started to get these ideas that maybe I didn't have to be this way, maybe I could figure out a way to go back to being who I used to be, whoever that is I'm still not sure, but I know this isn't all there is to life, I know wandering around mumbling, staggering like I'm drunk isn't all there is to life there has to be more.
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I don't know, it's weird to me that the other zombies seem content with just wandering around moaning and eating people, and basically just being brain dead flesh-eating monsters for whatever reason I seem to have developed some sort of sense of humanity.
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Eating people always makes my stomach feel weird. I'm not really sure how to describe the feeling I get , but the other zombies seem to enjoy it. The other zombies seem like they enjoy being the brain-dead flesh-eating monsters that they have become.
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I'm not sure if the other zombies have had any of the thoughts that I've had, like maybe there's more to life than just walking around aimlessly looking for another person to eat. Maybe there's more to life than staggering up and down the same street over and over again with no idea, no clue of where you're actually going.
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Saying all this, at the same time, I can’t explain to you why it is that we eat people. I don't know if we are predators put here to wipe out the human race by someone who really just hates people. I don't know why we're here, or why we do the things that we do.
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It's just a gut instinct. When the other zombies see people, I don't know if something inside them just clicks, and they just swarm, and attack and begin to devour the person. It feels wrong to me, but I don't know why. I think a small part of me somewhere deep down inside still feels human.
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That's why I want to learn all I can about my past. maybe deep down I feel that if I learn about who I was that I will become that person again somehow. it would be nice to be human again to actually be able to feel something.
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actually be able to have some sort of intelligent thought. actually be able to feel something other than this constant anger and rage. zombies are doomed to roam the Earth forever with an undying hunger for human flesh.
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I don't want to be a zombie. I never wanted to be a zombie. I never asked for any of this. when this all started, damn I wish I could remember when it all began. I can't remember the day I became a zombie. I don't even know how long I've been a zombie.

––––––––
[image: image]


That's why I want to find out who I was and who I am. So maybe something will trigger my memory. I'm hoping that if something does trigger my memory I could start to become my old self again. I want to be a human, not a flesh-eating monster, or a Walking Corpse.
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I think most of the other zombies are already too far gone to ever be normal again. their brains have long since stopped functioning and all they do is wander around looking for someone to eat. It’s a sad State of Affairs. 
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I can't remember how long it's been since I’ve seen a living person. I've tried to communicate with people several times but they always just get scared and run away. I try to speak to them like a human would but no matter what I say it just comes out sounding something like a bunch of made-up gibberish.
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I thought I saw the lights last night, but the lights were a long way off so I don't know for sure what it was that I saw. I do know that I'm never going to eat another person again. I will eat normal human food because I am not a monster.
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that should also help me remember who I am and where I live. I don't want to continue wasting away like these other idiots. it's not like I could just walk up to a human and ask them who I am because people are scared shiftless of zombies and they would probably shoot me in the head which seems to be their natural reaction when they see a zombie.
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I can't say that I blame them though because zombies eat people. I am going to separate myself from the rest of the zombie so I can try to get my memory back. the longer I am around the other sambi so less likely I am to ever find out who I am.
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I want to find some normal food. I can't just walk into whatever fast food place you might think of and Order whatever there most famous meal is because there are no restaurants left all the people are gone because all the zombies scared them away or ate them.
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burgers Pizza milkshakes ice cream cheese cake Fried Chicken all that sounds good right now but I don't know where I can go to get anything to eat. I'd really like some fried okra or onion rings. it's strange to me that I've been getting all these Cravings that a human would get.
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I had completely forgotten what real food tastes like until these Cravings started. that's how I know that I can be normal again. I need to find a way to get some food some kind of normal food. even if it's candy or chips out of a vending machine or something.

––––––––
[image: image]


I wouldn't mind having a soda or energy drink either. for some reason I've been craving those a lot lately too. I'm going to walk away from the herd of zombies and walk over here to this building and see if I can find anything inside that I can eat.
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I walk through the open door of what looks like an abandoned laundromat. There are three vending machines with snacks and 3 vending machines with drinks. I rip open one of the vending machines and grab a bottle of pibb extra and Gulp it down then I grab a bottle of cherry dr. pepper gulp it down and burp.
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damn that's good
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I rip open one of the snack machines and grab a bag of chips And I open the bag and start eating the chips and I quickly spit the chips back out and I look at the bag and it says organic apple chips on the front of the bag.
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I throw the bag of apple chips in the trash can and I grab a bag of Chili Cheese Fritos and wolf them down. I didn't grab a bag of Doritos and wolf them down. I didn't grab a Snickers and it's gone in 2 bites.I burp again.
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that's some good shit.
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I think I remember where I live. no it's where I work. I remember where I worked before all this shit happened. I'm going to go there and see if I can find anything that will lead me home. I walk back out of the abandoned laundromat back out into the streets overflowing with brain dead flesh eating zombies.
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For the first time however long I've been a zombie I no longer feel like a zombie as I walk through the crowds of walking Corpses. I can tell that none of the other zombies have a thought going through their head; they just instinctively wander without knowing where they're going.
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For the first time since I've been a zombie I can smell the Rotting Flesh. I don't know for sure if it's me or the other zombies that I can smell but I smell the Rotting Flesh. the decomposing human body. I know that we all started out as humans.
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I'm going to return to being human but the rest of the zombies honestly don't think they have any chance of ever doing that because they don't seem human anymore in any way. If anything , they are more like animals now.
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I walk away from all the other zombies. the other zombies just continue wandering aimlessly as I make my way away from them. when I get five or six blocks away from the herd of zombies I turn back to look to see if any of the other zombies have follow me but zombies are herd animals and they just all stayed with the herd.
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when I get about a mile away from the herd of zombies I start to hear people talking coming from one of the buildings. no I can hear people in the one building on the left side of the street. there are people barricaded inside the second building on the left sounds like 2nd or 3rd floor. 
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I can also hear people. sounds like a much larger group of people in the last building on the right at the end of the block. I'm not sure if there are zombies inside the buildings with them. I'm not sure what all the commotion is about.
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Unless of course they are freaking out because they see me. I can't exactly say hey I'm a good guy you know I'm still a zombie and people still are scared of zombies so I'm going to try to stay away from the buildings and if they approach me I'll try to figure out some way of letting them know that I'm not going to hurt them or whatever.
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I can see a car, no it's a van driving down the street, probably a mile away. This is the first time in I have no idea how long that I've seen actual Signs of Life. I honestly thought that the zombies had wiped out the humans but I'm glad to see that that's not the case. I'm glad that there are still people.
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The Old Job
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I continue on my way down the street passing both buildings where I can hear the people inside the people inside the building on the left seem to be having what sounds like a normal conversation like nothing is going on outside, but the people in the building on the end of the block on the right are having several different conversations at the same time that I can hear.
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The problem that I have with being a zombie is that I have no means to communicate with people. I haven't been able to regain my ability to speak so if I do come in contact with anyone I don't know how I'm going to tell them that I'm not going to hurt them.
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I noticed that the doors to both buildings that have people inside them have been barricaded. All I can think is hopefully they barricaded the back doors and any other possible way you still at the other zombies might be able to make their way inside the building as well as the front doors.

I can smell something not sure what the smell is. I think it's possible that the people might be cooking something because it has that sort of I'm not sure how to describe it. It smells almost like meat. I don't know, the words are not coming to me. 
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I wish I could remember the right words to explain what it is that I'm smelling. It feels like a smell that I was familiar with before all the zombie stuff started. It's a very familiar smell. something that I would have probably smelled a lot before all this happened.
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I hear a commotion off in the distance. A herd of zombies have found something I'm not quite sure what it is I don't know if it's an animal or a human but whatever it is that they've spotted they are in pursuit of I didn't see what they're chasing but I did hear a loud bang.
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I think the noise I heard might have been either a car door, or maybe whatever is there chasing threw something at the zombies, or maybe they slammed the door really hard on one of the buildings. I’m not quite sure what happened, it happened so fast I have no idea.
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The only thing I know for sure is a zombie's seem to really want whatever it is that they're chasing. the zombies around one of the buildings on the next block. It's barbecue. That's what it is that I smell. I can remember now.
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I continue walking To the next block as I approach the building where the zombies have something or someone surrounded. I look up and I see what looks to be a younger female peering down from one of the windows on the second floor. She notices me looking up at her and quickly ducks down.
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I have to find a way to help her. I have to get the zombies to pay attention to something else or figure out some kind of way to get her back to wherever it is she came from. I can't just leave her here for these brain-dead flesh-eating monsters to eat.

She is still young. She still has her whole life ahead of her and I'm not going to be responsible for her death. how in the hell am I going to help her though? How do I get the zombies to start paying attention to something else?

I look up and I noticed that the girl is peering down from a different window now. I try to get her attention moving my arms trying to motion for her to move to a different part of the building. She looks at me and she seems to be confused, not quite understanding what I'm doing or what I'm trying to say.
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I walk around the building trying to find another way to get her out without the zombies noticing, I want to help her, and I am going to help her, no matter what. Just as I reach the back side of the building the sound of tires screeching gets the attention of all the other zombies, and they go off in pursuit of whatever is making the sound.
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The sound is coming from several blocks to the east. It should give me plenty of time to help the young girl out of the building and help her return to wherever the rest of her group is. I stand by the back door in the alley behind the building looking, waiting and hoping for the young girl to show herself so I can help her make it back to wherever her group is.
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Eventually the young girl peers through the glass on the back door again. I motion with my arms, this time telling her to come with me. It's my only way to communicate right now because I am no longer able to speak. The ability to speak is something that would come in handy at this moment but it's not something I am capable of at the moment.
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I walk with a young girl back towards the buildings where I heard people talking earlier. just as we are about to reach the building with the larger group of people inside it a stray zombie grabs the young girl, but just as the zombie is about to bite her I grab it by the neck, throwing it backwards into the street, and a gunshot rings out the bullet hitting the zombie in the face the zombie's head explodes.
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The smell when the zombie's head explodes is something that is so bad I can't even describe the smell, it's just not something you ever want to smell. the young girl runs into the building. I'm just happy I was able to help the girl.
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I walk away, but the girl leans out one of the upstairs windows calling out to me, and I turn around looking up at the window that she's standing at. 
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Thank you. 
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I nod my head, and start to walk away again, but an older lady, most likely the girl's mother, calls out to me from the same window, and I turn to look.
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I saw what you did. you saved my baby's life. I don't know how I can ever repay you. 
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again I nod, and I walk away. I don't need to be repaid for what I did. I was only trying to do what was right. I couldn't allow that girl to be killed by these damn zombies. I walk back down the street in the direction I was originally headed.
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a car horn is going off somewhere in the distance. The car horn has the attention of all the zombies. Every zombie in this entire area is making its way towards the sound of the car horn. Most likely the car horn is going off because a person has figured out that loud noises draw out the zombies so they're using it as a distraction so they can get away.
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Hopefully the car that the zombies were chasing earlier isn't what's making the car horn go off because if so that would mean that the car has crashed and the zombies are now eating the people who are inside it. Either way, I can't save everyone. 
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Right now, my focus is on making my way to where I work. gunshots rang out in the distance. I don't know what's going on, but there are a lot of gunshots. several different calibers of weapons are being used. it's obvious because of the sounds of the gunshots.
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It's strange. the gunshots are coming from multiple different directions. I don't know if the zombies have found people and the people are fighting their way out. I really don't know what's going on. the only thing I know for sure is it sounds like large groups of people are shooting at something.
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I'm not quite sure the people are shooting at each other or if they're shooting at zombies or what the hell is going on. all I know for sure is this is not normal. it's not normal for this many gunshots to be happening. I haven't heard this many gunshots in I don't know how long.
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I'm not sure if I should keep walking, or if I should wait for the gunshots to stop. I'm starting to have weird feelings now. That's also not normal for me. I'm a Zombie, I'm not supposed to have these weird feelings, I'm just supposed to be brainless, and wander off, and not really think about anything. I'm supposed to be a complete moron like everybody else, and just Chase whatever moves fast instinctively, and just try to eat it no matter what it is because I'm a zombie.
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but all of a sudden now I'm having all these weird feelings, and I'm developing the means to actually think, and basically I'm becoming human again, but it's weird, it's what I wanted, but at the same time, it's not how I thought it would feel, I don't remember having all these weird feelings like this so apparently I have to learn to cope, and learn to deal with all these feelings and emotions, and yeah, humans are weird.

––––––––
[image: image]


I hear what sounds like a large group of people yelling. the anger is obvious in their voice. not sure what happened, or why they are so angry. I'm guessing most likely the zombies attacked a group of people the group of people fought back 

shooting at the zombies.

most likely they're zombies probably killed some of the people, and now the people are mad. the only thing that I can come up with right now. I can hear the emotion in their voice as they yell. I can hear what sounds like several people crying.
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I've probably heard it before, but this is the first time I've actually noticed people crying. Not sure why, but for some reason I'm getting this weird feeling in my stomach listening to these people cry. I continue walking.
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The car horn is now so far in the distance that the sound has almost faded away. now there is another strange sound somewhere in the opposite direction of the car horn, not quite sure what it is I'm unable to make it out.
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There is a very large zombie pawing at the door of a building. a morbidly obese man before he became a zombie. probably at least 450 or 500 lbs. he just stands there calling at the door moaning like an idiot. I'm beginning to notice how stupid zombies actually are.
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I mean this guy was stupid even before it became a zombie, and that's obvious because he's morbidly obese he's wearing a shirt although it's all shredded and ripped apart now the shirt looks to be a few sizes too small to even cover that huge gut, and the man sweatpants are covered in Holes, one leg is rolled up exposing his gigantic legs.
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I walk right up behind him, but his attention never turns away from the door, and that leads me to believe that there are people inside the building so rather than allowing this fat son-of-a-bitch to break down the door, and eat the people inside the building I decide to do something about it. 
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He moans, and paws away at the door. I can hear people quietly Talk inside the building. I can hear them saying something about the fat man at the door, but I can't quite make out everything they're saying. I also hear someone saying something about me.
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It sounds like they are frightened by me as well as the fat man. It sounds like they think I want to eat them, but I don't. it's not like I can just yell out hey stupid, I'm not going to eat you. So the only idea I came up with that will let them know that I'm not going to eat them is to get rid of the fat man at the door.
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so I tap the Fatman on the shoulder, he slowly turns around, and he wanders off down the street chasing, I guess what he thought was a person who just tapped him on the shoulder, the stupid son of a bitch never even thought for a second that it was me.
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I motion for the people inside the building that it's safe, and I continue walking. I walk into the Building where I worked before all this started. I have no clue who I am. I have no clue what they even look for to try to regain memory of who I am. I just know this is where I worked before all this started. 
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I wonder what it is I even did here. I obviously did some sort of office work. This is some sort of corporate office. Did I work in one of the cubicles, or did I have one of the private offices? I thought coming here would help regain my memory, but I still don't know who I am, or What I did before all this started.
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I walk around the building looking at different objects, and going to different offices hoping that something will Spring my memory back. I finally walk into an office, and when I take a step I hear glass breaking under my feet. I look down, and notice that I stepped on a picture. I bend down picking up the picture, and see there's a picture of me before all this started. This must have been my office back then before all this.
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The office has been destroyed so there's no way for me to be able to find any other information other than this was my office before it all started. There's no name tag for me to find out what my name was, or any other information for that matter. The desk is completely ripped apart. There's a spot on the wall where some sort of plaque used to be, but the plaque is gone. 
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Who Am I?
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I have to find a way to figure out who I am. I have to regain my memory. I'm not a zombie, I'm not a monster. I'm not a cannibal. I'm not a killer. I'm not stupid. I must have gone to school. I must have an education because I have thoughts of things that shouldn’t be possible.
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right now I'm not very stable as far as how I move around. I'm kind of wobbly, but I'm going to regain everything that I lost when all this happened. I also know that I am not weak. I think that strength is what is leading me to try to become human again.
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The other zombies are not mentally, or physically strong. They are weak in every possible way. That's why they act more like animals than humans because they have been drained of all of everything that would have made them human.
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somehow I was able to remain, or should I say regain some sense of humanity. I'm not quite sure yet how I will regain all of my memory. I don't know how I will figure out what my name is. I was able to figure out where I worked.
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I know that I will never work there again because I don't know how long the zombie thing is going to last. I know there are still some humans left but I don't know if there are enough to stand a real chance against the zombies.
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I also don't know what will happen once I'm human again. Most likely the zombies will try to eat me because that's all they know. That's the only literally the only thing that they know how to do is to try to kill or eat people.
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I walk down the street. One of the buildings on the right side of the street is on fire, and smoke fills the air as I walk down the street. The smell of burning human flesh burns my nose, completely catching me off guard.
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I start coughing, and my eyes start burning. It only lasts for at most 30 to 45 seconds before I lose the ability to smell rotting human flesh that is burning , and my eyes stop burning, but that 30 to 45 seconds allowed me
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