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The only semblance of normalcy in this instant, well, if there was anything normal in Clanwilliam, was the breeze still blowing. The sun was high on the blue sky, scorching as usual. There was no single cloud that could promise rain. For animals, life was still going on. As for humans, it was just another day of agony and gloom. The human race was facing extinction and there was nothing they could do about it. 

This instant in the Sheriff’s office, Smokey, the Sheriff’s errands boy, was torn to shreds by a god-forsaken woman or demon in the form of the Sheriff’s wife, Amanda. 

The Sheriff, a Xhosa man hailing as far as Ncgobo, a township in the Eastern Cape, sat motionless on an armchair with hands balled into fists. The only thing that moved was his lower lip which was quivering nonstop. He couldn’t just wrap his mind around this horror unfolding before him. 

Amanda was the sweetest thing on this planet so much that he had always been of the impression that God created her to grace his meaningless and tiring life with her down-to-earth demeanor. Unfortunately, this instant, she was grunting and roaring like an animal while she nibbled into the errands boy’s throat. She tilted her head as she pulled and tore his tissues and sinews. As if her acts weren’t disgusting enough, she put her victim on the mahogany table, yielding with laptops and odds and ends, just so she could lick off the blood spatters on the floor. Once she had cleaned off the white tiles, she poised herself and went to town on the errands boy one more time.

The ringing phone jostled the Sheriff into the moment at hand — something he hated dearly. It was fine with him slipping into his subconscious and reliving the past memories when humans were still normal unlike now that he was staring at this low-budget horror film or reality show. Whatever it was, Smokey was dying. The man reached for the phone but stopped as his sweet Amanda leered at him. Back then it was an inviting look but now it sent shivers down his spine. 

Slowly, the Sheriff stood, he was cornered as the woman was on the other side of the table and where the door was. The only exit for him would be a window but his office was on the second floor of this government building, it was a long way down. The old boy would fall to his death. However, he didn’t have any options. It was either he dived out of the window or he stayed and let this demon feed on him too. 

Amanda shuffled toward him, the Sheriff waddled to the other side of the table, but then thought better of giving her his back. He spun, and backed away while he maintained eye contact. The woman wore a grin. It was as if in her world, everything was still normal and she was living her life to the fullest. 

Amanda shifted gears, she climbed on the table. The air got sucked out of the Sheriff’s lungs. He went down on his knees. As a Xhosa man it was embarrassing for a man to plead for his life and beg a woman. But when pressed, one had to do what needed to be done. However, even now that he had his hands raised, his wife still reeked danger. The Sheriff was about to yell for help when Amanda dived out of the window. 

Still in awe, the Sheriff saw the wood pallets which were once his office door flying and falling with a thud sound. There stormed in Themba, the Sheriff and Amanda’s son. In his hand he had a smoking rifle. The Sheriff didn’t bother to ask where he got the gun, he let that slip as he rushed toward the window. 

Peering outside, the Sherriff could see Amanda plummeting down with glass splinters right behind her. The glass didn’t matter, the fall did. She slumped on the asphalt with a whump and a sound of breaking bones pricked the Sheriff’s heart. He gritted his teeth as tears flowed down his face. That woman was once a beloved and devoted wife, mother of his two kids. Indeed theirs wasn’t a picture perfect marriage but her support was all the Sheriff could count on. 

“Look across the street, Tata,” Themba said, to make up for the awkwardness.

The Sheriff cast a glance far away at the once-busy town square. Trolleys were abandoned still laden with groceries. He could see windows and doors of the shopping center buildings were broken. Smoke was wafting in one of the grocery stores. 

The Sheriff swallowed bile that was shooting up his throat. He didn’t want to relive the looting phase that had left the country’s economy in crisis. It had been hell to kick-start everything. Fuel prices had spiked and food prices were just crazy. 

His gaze roved back inside his office. But Themba pointed his finger outside. His father’s gaze followed his finger, wondering what more was there to behold. He glanced across the street, cars were abandoned on the street. Their doors were left open while their horns honked and headlights blinked. 

In the road were people, but they didn’t look normal. They were wearing rags which showed their pale skin. The Sheriff wiped off his eyes, thinking somehow they were playing tricks on him. Among the crowd were people with broken arms. Others had axes and beer bottles impaled in their torsos, necks, and even heads. Yet they seemed to have no care whatsoever. They just shuffled around aimlessly. What is going on? How could this be happening? The Sheriff wondered.

Still in awe, the Sheriff saw his wife, who was supposed to be dead, climbing on her feet. Horror and amazement filled his eyes as he saw her limp toward the crowd not caring a toss about her broken left leg.

“Those, dad, aren’t people but the living dead. If I didn’t walk in here in time, mother could’ve eaten you like this poor Smokey,” Themba narrated this but it was just a noise which racked his father’s ears and that could never make sense. 

His gaze was still following his sweet Amanda who had mingled with the crowd of the undead, who didn’t even mind who those living dead were. She shuffled around, peering into the vehicles in search of human beings. That was sickening. The Sheriff spun and waddled to his armchair.

“How could this be?” he said, sinking into the chair. “What got into my sweet Amanda? Sweet Amanda!”

***
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THIS WAS CLANWILLIAM, so large and populated with foreigners from neighboring countries. Although it was in the Western Cape in Cederberg municipality South Africa, it seemed more like a center for far greener pastures for Basotho, Zimbabweans and Somalians. However, the town that was established in 1806 was turning into a killing place at this instant. The undead or the living dead or monsters in human bodies were evading the place; roaming around with a massive hunger to feed in human flesh. 

Humans were scarce working at the farms in the outskirts of town as it was grape harvesting season. Some who wanted to hit the target had vacated the township and were residing at the farms. Those who couldn’t get over township life resorted to commuting and there were free rides just for them. 

The only available meat for these living dead were the kindergarten kids who were left under the care of their teachers. The kids were playing out in that sweltering heat, while the undead invaded their school premises. Innocently and joyfully, the kids had enveloped the undead. Good for the undead, the kids didn’t mind them because at their age, they couldn’t tell the difference between normal and abnormal. In fact, they thought it was some sort of fun day while seeing the already rotting flesh and the facial bones protruding. 

The zombies mouths salivated at the sight of food. With nothing said, they feasted on them. Each demon holding two kids at the same time. Greed wasn’t what prompted them but this meat came at a time hunger was teasing to burst their innards. Well, they didn’t mind dying for they were already the living dead.

Some kids thought of taking down the undead with them. Commendable bravery it was, however, these demons did mean business. They fed on those tiny fists punching them. At some point, their teachers were called by screeching little voices. The women rushed out. Had they known, they wouldn’t have bothered themselves as they as well became lunch. 

The undead were smiling and burping while massaging their bellies. For all of their lives, they hadn’t been this lucky. To roam about, having no care in the world! It was a miracle. Their rotting minds didn’t know why and how they upgraded or turned into the undead, but they were just grateful. It never occurred to those who once were parents in their previous life, to think of their children and families nor the future. They just went with the flow — roamed about this farming town in search for human flesh. But what changed?
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After all the atrocious deaths and inhumane things happening in Clanwilliam, you would think normal people would act their age, well, not this time. Outside the municipality hall was a caucus meeting. Friday afternoons were often reserved for community meetings as most people were around, even those who resided at the farms. 

It so turned out these Basotho people had gangs within them which followed certain accordion music and those were divided into rival groups with intense hostilities. Their different regalia differentiated each famo (accordion music) gang members and encountering a rival group was often an immediate death sentence. Why? Only God knew! 

The police and the authorities were at the meeting promising to ship any trouble makers, disturbing peace here in Clanwilliam, back to their countries. Mlungus, Boers who were farm owners, were present as well. They were hoping to put an end to these gang fights which were becoming a problem. Indeed at the moment the living dead was a pressing issue which had turned this town into a zombie lair but the humans thought they could solve this crisis first and then later deal with the undead. Naïve humans, gambling with their lives!

The meeting had turned into a rumbling and instead of solving whatever issues the Basotho famo gangs had, the gulf of divisions widened further. Those who hailed from the northern parts of Lesotho stepped aside while those from the south chose their side as well. The accordion music from the north was not considered as appealing as the one from the south. This was just asinine to have turned into enemies because of music, but these yokels thought to make a big deal out of it even in a foreign country. 

The Xhosas and Zimbabweans had shouted, trying to jolt the senses of these yokels who couldn’t discern how embarrassing this little rift was. For heaven’s sake, these people were a nation! Shouldn’t they be protecting each other?

As if to prove their stupidity, both leaders of each group stood aside. They were hoping to settle this man to man. Those around them handed them goading sticks. The two men wrapped their mechanic suit jackets around the goading sticks to cover the shielding hands together with the sticks they were holding, till there was a make-shift shield known as sephethela in their native language. They then requested sparring sticks, which would be held by their free hands and would be used for mock-fighting. Men who had brought theirs along handed them to these two. 

They circled around each other, kicking some dirt, trying to instill fear on each other. They were about to mock-fight just to prove the point that the other famo group was more powerful than the other. It didn’t take long for the mock-fighting show to commence. All women present started ululating which spurred the morale to these two who were poking each other with goading sticks. Theirs was no longer mock-fighting, it was a real fight. 

The gang leader from the north was succumbing to the whacks, he couldn’t make use of the make-shift shield. The gang leader from the south whacked his opponent between the shoulder blades and that was it. The man plopped facedown before he lay on his side. Blood was oozing from his mouth and nose. He shut his eyes. He was ready to meet his end but one thing stood; he would die proving the point. As if to grant his wish, his rival went to town on him till he was out cold. 

With blood oozing and painting the street of Clanwilliam, two mlungus thought best to intervene. They pulled this yokel who couldn’t stop. But then the man broke free and signaled to his people to sing. Those didn’t wait to be asked twice. Forming two queues, they broke into a lekhele song, another accordion music. To those around, it felt scary, as the men wagged their goading sticks, elated that their leader had proved the bravery of the southerners against the northerners. However, their victory would later be short-lived as the living dead had smelt some dessert and the next meal. 

The zombies had arrived at the municipality building. Each zombie salivating as they saw many humans together and oblivious of the living dead’s presence. The zombies yanked those at the back and started feeding on them. Once other humans realized what was about to happen to them, they started running for their safety, yet they were encompassed. Since the yokels were ever ready for anything jumping at them, they had tried their luck, pushing and shoving the undead. 

The mlungus seized the opportunity to run to their cars but all was in vain. The zombies fed on every human race. It was at this moment that the humans improvised. They stood together and fought the living dead. Talk of an injury to one is an injury to all motto, which brought out of every African the spirit of Ubuntu. Yes, that’s what actually happened. All races present united and combatted their enemy.

It did seem to work. Some, especially maimed zombies, even retreated into the buildings nearby. Call it racism or idiotic move, but the Xhosa speaking people felt it worthy to tell the foreigners to leave the Xhosa zombies. Bad for humans, that brewed a rift between humans. Some wondered why the Xhosas would think of doing this, stirring trouble they had curbed. With nothing said, the race war commenced at full speed. This time each race spat slurs which nicked each and every one’s heart. 

Still the Xhosas were of the impression that those undead would miraculously become humans after a few incisions with some muti. To them this was just a fault caused by failure to appease ancestors. Those ancestors fixed everything once they were appeased by some traditional beer. After all, there was nothing that ancestral appeasing ceremony wouldn’t fix. 

Unfortunately these undead were not promising. Their actions and body frames said something else. But the Xhosas still believed there would be a cure for those living dead just so they could be normal again. The mlungus, in their opinionatedness, were either scared or just knew it was the end. They kept it to themselves.

That left Basotho to make decisions for the rest of mankind. They evaluated, with what little knowledge they had, how it could be an asinine move to let the living dead live. They inspected the mutilated bodies of the undead calmly. These people had only rotting flesh which was falling off. Besides that there were sinews still clinging to their bones and never letting go. Perhaps, as per Basotho’s conclusion, this was the reason they were feeding on human flesh. Perhaps what had befallen them had brought out enmity between them and the human race. Maybe they were on a revenge mission. Say, I will hurt you because they have hurt me as well. It could be what prompted them or it could be a different case. That said, the Basotho wanted to launch operation kill the undead. 

The mlungus shook their heads, prompting a suicide mission. The human race wasn’t equipped enough to come after the undead. Whatever had turned the undead into flesh-eaters was still unknown. The human race still didn’t know how dangerous these undead could be besides eating human flesh. The mlungus thought this was a disease. Oh, they jabbered about big skin disease terms, listing as many scary terms as they could. To drive their point home, they showed this could be contagious.

Each person felt fear billowing within them and threatening to suffocate them. Mookoli, a Mosotho man who was the voice of reason, took matters into his own hands and cut open the immobile zombie. Everyone had a closer look despite the many mixed emotions and feelings irking them. They discovered there were no intestines. The humans traded looks. The Basotho, in unison, went after the Xhosa zombies. Another race war again! The Basotho tribe knew intestines were always the first part of the human body to decompose. That meant these zombies would never come to life. There wasn’t much to be done or said. The operation hunt the zombies was launched. 

The human race got divided for a millionth time. Some pointed out it was despicable to kill people who were already in need of humans’ help. As humans who had always cared and loved each other, this was time to stand up and help the undead. Much more to prevent normal people from turning. But where does one begin? 

The bloody living dead spat on the humans’ faces. Those immobile zombies yanked nearby people who were trying to bandage their rotten flesh, and with nothing said, they continued feeding on humans. The undead, who went hiding, even came back. The humans thought best to run for their lives but those who couldn’t run became lunch. Some men stood and thought of negotiating, but it was a losing battle for them. They ended up rushing for their lives as well. 

Bad for humans, hordes of more zombies arrived. That kind of gave the living dead morale. They chased after humans, fed on poor fat women and men who couldn’t outrun them. Once they were done, they piled human bones on the street in heaps — a mock to the humans who thought they could find cure for the undead. The message was clear that the undead were the new sheriff in town; they ran the streets. But what would befall the human race? Was it the end for them?
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The greatest argument was whether the mlungus who wanted their workers at work were either insane or beyond insane. There was no sign of safety for the human race. Some even thought of packing and leaving town, however, the soldiers had encompassed the town. Nobody was coming in or leaving town. Why? Clanwilliam residents never knew. 

Churning lorries blew a cloud of dust at the township soccer field. It was time for those who still had hope in life to hop in. Work awaited them at the farm. The vines were bulging with grapes and the mlungus wanted them packaged just so they could ship them to the market. But what market? 

The only market which mlungus could think of was in Cape Town and since the blockade, it was almost impossible to get to the big city. Much more, soon there wouldn’t be any goods coming in or out of Clanwilliam. It was as if the entire world was blocking itself from Clanwilliam.  

The authorities didn’t say anything. There were no scientists to investigate or study what was turning people into zombies. All the residents saw were soldier boys armed to the teeth and ready to plaster the streets with gore should the human race think of leaving town. There weren’t even news reporters who could cover the town’s predicament. 

Some workers who had loved ones back home, waiting for money, were shuffling their legs, deep down debating against this idea of going to work. But what choice did they have? Yes, a horde of zombies was invading and terrorizing the town. Many had died cruelty, eaten alive, but one thing still stood, life had to go on. Like all phases in life, this too would pass. But would it pass? What if this was the new normal? What if this was the end of this town and her people? 

The lorries had loaded the willing workers. Just then the demonstrators threw all sorts of odds and ends at the lorries. Among the songs were demands for answers to whoever it might concern. This morning Jacobus from the potato farm had come to fetch his workers himself. He had pulled out his pistol, fired a few rounds in the air. This instead of dispersing the mob, poured fuel into the fire. The mob attacked his lorry, stepped on the steel steps welded at its back and reached the sail sheltering workers at the back. They stabbed and tore the green sail with knives. 

This instant, the workers huddled on the floor of the lorry, some piling on the steel benches but they became easy targets and started crawling under those three long benches. Those who couldn’t find any room for hiding threw beer bottles at the mob which somehow neutralized it. They stepped off the lorry and the mlungu took the opportunity to slip away and in the process strewed some of the workers out of the lorry onto the street. 

Shrill cries punctuated the morning, but still the mlungu sped on uncaringly. His own safety was the main preoccupation. The workers in the back were gripping each other, some praying to their ancestors for safety. It really was getting wild. As the lorry jumped onto the tarred road, the mlungu slowed down. He looked in the rearview mirror. He had managed to lose the mob. He breathed a sigh but not for long. 

Ahead of the road police officers were blocking the way and signaled him to pull over as he approached. The man thought of running. Since the incident at the township, he had not inspected the condition of the workers. Alive or dead he did not know. He was eager to run for his own safety. It suddenly dawned on him that they could be dead. What would he tell the police? It was going to be his word against whatever was in the back of the lorry.

“Passports, everyone,” one of the officers said, peering in the back of the lorry. 

Mlungu mouthed thank you God as he heard the farm workers narrating all possible lies about how the zombies stole their documents. The police officers didn’t buy into those lies because they knew most of them didn’t have any legal documents. 

The Colored and other local workers had yelled in pleasure. These foreigners were finally heading home. They were hard working people and mlungus were fond of them. Somehow that made the mlungus to keep employing them. 

“Maka hambe, let them go!” the Xhosa speaking workers had yelled. “They are illegal immigrants and without proper papers. They even take our jobs yet we have IDs.”

“Shut up you lazy yokels. We all know you can’t even scratch your backs because of laziness. If we go, the mlungus will suffer,” the foreigners had told them.

“Oh, as if mlungus care! They love you for working like slaves nothing more. Return to your poor countries!” there went the locals.

Mookoli and two Basotho men had jumped out of the lorry. They had debts to pay and kids to feed. They just couldn’t wait to be arrested. Illegal immigrants were taken to the cell in Cape Town. From there they were transported to their respective countries three months later. Mookoli had been shipped back to Lesotho before. He was from Quthing district. Yet the day they shipped him back, they had dropped him in Leribe district far from his home town. 

Mookoli had spent the entire month sleeping under a bridge since he didn’t know anyone in Leribe. He had tried to find a job there but could not find any. At the end, he had gone to the police. Then they posted him on the squad car and took him to his home. When he arrived he found his wife and kids wearing mourning cloths. They thought he was long dead. Those who had witnessed his arrest had told that version to his family. 

“We have
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