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Zombie Games


Large bursts of red splattered the wall in a nonsensical design as a whole. Upon closer inspection and in dissecting the design, moving along splat by splat, it became easy to see the clear impressions of heads having been held up and shot at against the concrete wall. The significance for some of the cockier players in doing so lay in the wall’s intended purpose. It was not a place for target practice, nor just another guiding wall in the maze; but, in fact, a containment wall for the main game stock of the reserve. Each shot taken at the wall produced a spine-tingling groan from the horde amassing on the opposite side. The sound seeped into the ground below their feet and leached back to the surface underneath the massive barrier so each member of the present hunting party felt the bass of their moans tingle through the soles of their boots. For some, it was akin to receiving a shot of adrenaline at the base of their skull. Others tiptoed past the wall, regardless of their confidence in its structural design.

Not as prominent in the mess of blood and dried brain matter were the resulting chips in the wall from each shot into the concrete. Despite its thickness, the widespread shots from high caliber rifles produced numerous spider webs of cracks. They connected and grew with each additional victory shot. The cracks did not linger along the surface as decoration, though. As the wall fractured outwards, it also fractured inwards with long cracks spanning the width of the wall and appearing on the game’s side. The prey were not able to interpret the significance of these cracks, but the damage was significant all the same. While each mark in the wall might have been made in displays of grandeur and bravado on behalf of the hunters, in the end it resulted in a blooming weakness with severe consequences.

These bountiful flaws presented a problem other than the containment of game. When the complex was first built, every spare bag of concrete went into the construction of the containment wall. A small amount was set aside and used to reinforce several other key structural walls within the maze. After molding these walls, there was nothing left. None of the building materials were conserved with future repairs in mind. The technicians, architects, and all other consultants agreed to sign off on the blueprint and subsequent structure. Management of the facility assured them that the walls were built to last and no thought had been put into rationing materials because “it simply was not necessary.” Somehow, the building plans passed and construction moved along at a backbreaking pace. Worker deaths were common and commonly covered up as outside stress related heart attacks. The foundation had been shaky from the beginning, with attempts to steady it with dead bodies and crossed fingers. Even having been constructed at a questionable speed, the resulting maze was deemed up to code the day after the last worker went home – exhausted and under a gag order, like the rest.

Management did not look ahead to the formation of traditions. They did not anticipate their containment wall doubling as a shooting gallery for assholes with the need to boast to their friends. As it happened, those who coded the maze and signed off on its opening did not anticipate Management’s lack of interest in discouraging their players from continuing the damaging tradition. With gag orders issued to all involved, dealing with the issue was left up to Management’s discretion. Management turned out to be so discreet that no one ever detected any work being done on the retaining wall to maintain its retention and the tradition remained, thriving. Like the ruins of Disneyland in their former glory days, everyone assumed any and all hiccups had been anticipated or were being taken care of behind the scenes in their early stages. Those sorts of procedures forever out of sight of the valued customers. Management enjoyed this traditional consumerism oblivious state of certainty of care for quite a while before someone thought to ask about the crack turned crevice growing along the width of the wall.

Even though someone was curious enough to inquire about the wall’s state, it was not directly to Management. A woman in her mid-thirties muttered to a friend on the course as they passed the wall, “I’m not sure that’s entirely sound...” Her friend nodded and they both walked on as though it bore no repeating or revisiting. A single utterance turned into another and snowballed until a select group of overcompensating assholes were the only sort to still perform headshots against the crumbling structure. The rest of the visiting public marched or snuck by and shook their head at the falling chips of the wall. Management found themselves forced by public pressure to address the issue – there remained a lone problem: a complete lack of supplies and few creative ideas for substitutes. A paste made with a flour base and industrial glue was the closest any Executive in Management came to a suggestion for the solution of a rather pressing issue. However, a small trial of the stuff proved that the flour-to-glue ratio would leave nothing to prepare food with in the maze’s residing region. So, noting how effective the smeared blood and brain matter of the executed game were in concealing the continuously forming cracks, Management tabled the issue of fixing the wall. They paid a mouthpiece to assure the public of the issue’s thorough investigation and conclusive results of the containment wall’s safety. Then, they silenced the same mouthpiece with a gag order. Since there was no agency above Management in the region to oversee and inspect the maze without prejudice, the matter remained closed; much like the mouths of everyone who knew otherwise.

The day of reckoning came when Management discovered a cover up was not enough to contain the real consequences of passing over the wall’s repair. Having provided plausible deniability to all those involved with the wall outside of themselves, Management took the full brunt of the devastating ramifications. The day the dam burst was the downfall of Management’s reign over the region. It also led to the uprising of a new breed of esteemed warrior created amidst the resulting chaos. By chance of time and placement within the maze, a hunting party of seven – cut down to six in the end – rose to the occasion out of necessity with impressive survival instincts and the best possible outcome.
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The entrance to the maze was ostentatious. It stood as obvious evidence to anyone passing through of Management’s mismanagement of resources. Vast quantities of concrete used to make sculptured doors and overlooking archway could have been conserved to be put towards the most important wall in the entire structure instead. The doors split down the middle so they swung open with dramatic flair, like the entrance to a crypt.

One door displayed a massive ten-foot tall infected with incredible detail etched into its features. It appeared 3D, as though it was lunging out at those approaching its side of the doorway. The crew responsible for the art took the task of adding realism in the design to heart. Arms with greedy hands poised to grab at whatever was within reach jutted two feet out from the main plank of the door. Even the nails on the hands of the infected figure appeared weathered and dirty from feeding.

On the matching panel, a game hunter stood poised with a shotgun pointing outward. His face had been painstakingly carved to display the true grit and cold determination it took to win. The barrel of the shotgun projected about three feet out from the mural to allow for proper proportions and perspective. His finger lay poised on the trigger, prepared for the kill. A cigarette jutted from the corner of his mouth, with fine and intricate detailing giving life to carved smoke. Cigarettes, like many things, had become a luxury akin to coffee or chocolate in the region. Prices dropped as famers re-cultivated their lands and tobacco production increased. For now, a pack cost more than the average citizen’s weekly paycheck covered. With a simple cigarette, the man on the door elevated himself to elite status in a financial sense. He presented the ideal image of a man in this new age. It boiled down to being successful and tough with a full body coating of tenacity.

The above archway covering man and beast was simple in comparison. A plain archway was decorated by separate, mounted concrete lettering proclaiming: “GAME START.” They were capitalized block letters painted blood red and played the perfect  stark contrast to the more elaborate artwork of the doors below.

Teams entered the maze on a timed system behind other hunting parties. Depending on the size of the group and the experience of the party members, the next team sometimes spent the better part of a day waiting for their turn at bat or faced open doors after only ten minutes passed. Currently standing in the corral for pending admittance of hunters was a seven person team. Three women and four men milled about in the open area sharing their anxieties and excitement regarding the upcoming hunt. Chatter died to a minimum to be replaced by last minute stretching as the five minute warning bell sounded.

While each lunged or stretched their arms overhead, they formed a loose circle to listen to the chosen team captain for this hunt. That man was Charlie Weston. At the age of twenty seven he held several maze hunts worth of experience under his belt. Charlie often sat on the receiving end of jokes pertaining to his appearance and how similar it was to that of the entrance’s hunter carved into the door. The main difference being Charlie did not smoke and furthermore, could not afford to pick up the habit. Like his other group treks into the maze, he financed this one through a pooling of money. As usual, he divide cost between himself and his assembled peers from the local Training Centre for Maintenance of Battlefield Skills – known as the Centre in common terms. Altogether, it took them two and a half months of frugal saving before enough credits rattled around in the collection jar.

All of the team members trained together at one point or another at the Centre. Their individual skill levels varied, but they worked well together on smaller obstacle courses and during simulations. At the head of the pack stood Charlie, and in descending order of experience ranked Michelle Withers, her twin sister Leslie Withers, Lee Farmers, Leanne Courtney, Andrew Spurner, and Rob Enters. Rob was the youngest of the bunch as well as the least experienced. When Rob confessed to Charlie his desire to attend a formal hunt in the maze, Charlie swung an arm around him and grinned while whispering, “Kid, we’re gonna get your cherry popped; just as soon as we can afford it.” The collection for their current expedition opened the next day.

In truth, Rob’s virgin hunter status provided Charlie with a convenient excuse to open a fund sooner rather than later. It was much easier to rally a team together when the mission started with good reason. Charlie entered the gym with the primary funds jar held out like an idol in his hands. Using a large jar with a slot for credits in the top, Charlie spent a ludicrous amount of time on the graphic pasted to the front of the jar. He drew an old school pinup model from the era before the Infection and the following Eradication. Except, he drew her as an infected; leaving her far more attractive and human in appearance than they were in person. In practiced script, he wrote across the top: “FOR A GOOD TIME, CALL TIFFANY!” and across the bottom he wrote the phone number of the Centre. Charlie wore his pride like an ill-concealed hickey. He tried to play it cool, but in the end was far too excited about the trip and his own cleverness to avoid grinning like a fool and showing off his prized jar. Rob blushed and did a poor job of hiding it. The first teasing remark from Leslie prompted him to move with a new urgency to start his individual workout before group training. He turned his face away from his friends as he jogged towards the pull-up bars. When Charlie ribbed him with a final remark of, ‘You’re welcome!’ as he left, Rob tossed a hand up behind him and muttered loud enough for Charlie to hear, “Fuckin’ hilarious, Charlie...”

Now the closed gates with the sculpted infected and hunter pair on them stared each team member in the face, save Charlie, who still stood with his back to them. He cleared his throat before launching into a pre-hunt pep talk. This consisted of a couple of reminders about formation as well as the counting and conserving of ammo, then devolved into an all inclusive joke-off at Rob’s expense. At the sound of the minute bell, the entire team straightened up and an electric current of nervousness and excitement replaced the recent mirth. Charlie directed a stern gaze towards Rob and spoke in a voice to match, “Are you ready, kid?”

Rob met Charlie
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