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      There are currently 17 episodes of Woody and June versus the Apocalypse, but episodes are collected into novel-length volumes with a larger story arc. This is the most economical way to consume these stories:

      
        	Woody and June Versus the Apocalypse: Volume 1 (Episodes 1 - 7)

        	Woody and June Versus the Apocalypse: Volume 2 (Episodes 8 - 12)

        	Woody and June Versus the Apocalypse: Volume 3 (Episodes 13 - 17)

      

      To stay abreast of all things Woody and June, head over to WoodyAndJune.com and sign up for my e-mail newsletter so you don’t miss out on a thing! Plus, you’ll get a free ebook that includes “Park’s Law of the Apocalypse,” a newsletter-exclusive story in the world of Woody and June.
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      I’m alone.

      On a trail down into the Grand Canyon.

      The sun is floating down to the horizon and I can see the glistening, twisty ribbon of the Colorado River that has eroded this limestone and sandstone over millennia.

      Hiking the Grand Canyon is a great way to get some perspective, for your problems to seem smaller against the backdrop of the bones of the earth and the slow patient work of water and wind. But it’s not generally a place where you are completely alone. Not before the apocalypse and not after.

      It’s wild, uncompromising terrain. It’s only spring, but the day has grown warmer the farther down I have hiked and my sense of being alone has gotten more intense since my encounter with the zombie pod a few miles back.

      I am alone.

      The feeling is amplified by the view, the Colorado flowing down from the north and sweeping towards the west, the layers of the canyon, the temples and buttes and side canyons visible to both the north and the west. The colors from taupe to salmon, the lengthening shadows of the approaching sunset heightening the contrast and deepening the many colors.

      The vastness of the space doesn’t inspire me for once but seems to sap my resolve and make my limbs feel heavy.

      Sure, I’m only eleven days out from the zombie infection, the ugly scratches I got escaping from the Winslow horde on my hands and forearms are red and angry and itchy. So there might be another reason for the heavy limbs and the deep fatigue descending on me. But I don’t think that’s really it. I feel like this because I’m alone.

      I stop, take my baseball cap off, and rub away the sweat on my forehead, taking a sip of my meager water supply.

      I need a break from the vastness, so I turn and look back at the South Rim. It rises up, an intimidating wall of rock several thousand feet above me and a couple of miles away as the crow flies. Scanning the rim, I don’t spot the Desert View Watchtower, but I know I am being watched from there.

      Looking at the rim, the sense of aloneness fades but it is quickly replaced by anger and guilt in equal measures. Earlier today I wasn’t alone. I was with the woman I love and my best friend. The three of us were a unit and we have been through hell together in the last month, but we survived. Together.

      As I write these diaries, as I start new ones, I feel obliged to give a little background just in case they don’t all survive. Writing these is helping me keep sane, but in the back of my mind I worry that they won’t survive, that no one will read them, that none of our struggles will matter because they won’t last long enough to matter.

      Standing alone in the middle of the Grand Canyon only makes that feeling bigger.

      So, in case my earlier diaries didn’t survive, here’s what previously happened on Woody and June (and Dallas) versus the Apocalypse.

      Thirty-eight days ago I went from being a go-it-alone survivor when I met June Medina at a dog food plant in Flagstaff, Arizona (we were both there looking for calories). She saved my life from some zombies, literally throwing me a lifeline, and after hiking to the top of Mount Elden, she was captured by the local psychotic, petty, wannabe warlord and I saved her life.

      You know, boy meets girl after the apocalypse, girl saves boy, boy saves girl, sparks are kindled, and boy and girl decide to stop being go-it-alone survivors and become partners in this crazy time.

      A few adventures later, we were chased into the Grand Canyon by a zombie tourist horde where we were captured and taken to the leader of the group of survivors at Phantom Ranch at the bottom of the Canyon.

      That leader, Talia, just happened to be June’s ex and a raging psychotic, petty, wannabe warlord. We picked up Dallas when we “escaped” (who was originally working for Talia) and have been running from Talia and her twisted games ever since.

      Well… there’s a lot more to it than that. But I already wrote about it all and hopefully if you are reading this diary, those other diaries survived.

      Suffice it to say, that after enough of this Talia madness, June’s feelings of responsibility for Talia caused her to leave Dallas and me, saddling me with an impossible choice. Dallas has an injured ankle, and when we discovered that June had hiked down into the Canyon, I had to choose. Try to stop the love of my life from taking on Talia alone or stay with my injured best friend.

      And, yes, an ankle injury is serious these days. If you can’t run from the Zs you will surely become dinner.

      After a brief discussion, Dallas decided to hole up in the Desert View Watchtower to heal up and I went after June.

      You know, the boy tries to get the girl back part, all while trying not to get eaten by the sorta-dead.

      But then Talia showed up and captured Dallas and issued the truly impossible choice. I come back, get captured myself, and let her use us both against June, or she kills Dallas.

      If you are wondering about Talia’s motivation, keep in mind the “petty” and the “psychotic” part of her designation. When I met June, she had escaped Talia by faking her own death via zombie. And when we ran into Talia at the bottom of the Grand Canyon, June chose me over Talia. For a narcissist like Talia, June committed the ultimate sin. She rejected her. More than once. Repeatedly, actually.

      I didn’t go back to Talia. I issued her a challenge, turned off my walkie-talkie, and went after June.

      Now that was the impossible choice and probably why I feel so alone. I don’t know if Dallas is alive. I don’t know what I will find when I catch up with June. And I don’t have much of a chance beating the well-trained, ex-army Talia in hand-to-hand combat, which is what I challenged her to.

      Like I said, it was an impossible choice and I had to take a swing at saving Dallas and ending this madness. I had to do something.

      I turn away from the South Rim and focus on the trail. It will be dark soon and I am hoping June is looking for a place to spend the night. With Zs growing a brain—yeah, there’s that too, I’ll be getting more into that shortly—it would be foolish to hike all night and I just have to hope that she’s not being that foolish.

      Our first night down here together, with hundreds of zombies on our tail, we spent the night on a broad sandbar in the middle of the Colorado. That’s where I’m headed. That’s where I hope to find her.

      And then what?

      I don’t know. She’s the one that left Dallas and me and it seems like it should be more the girl trying to get the boy back after making a really bad decision. But I just don’t know. This isn’t a rom-com (it is the apocalypse, after all) and human psychology is damn complicated.

      June feels responsible for Talia and what is happening now. Literally. They were together, when the Zs came, and June watched Talia’s bad tendency blossom with the end of civilization as we know it and didn’t do anything to stop her.

      And I get that, but still, she left Dallas and me.

      She left me.

      I quicken my pace. I don’t know what’s going to happen, what the future holds, but this damn day is almost over and I need to find a safe place to sleep whether I find June or not. Whether Dallas is still alive or not. Whether I can defeat Talia or not.

      My goals for each post-apocalyptic day are simple. Survive. Laugh. Spend time with June.

      The least I can do with the rest of this day is manage one out of three.
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      It’s dark by the time I make it to the Colorado River. I don’t drink first but plunge my hands into the ice-cold water. Those scratches I got in Winslow are itching and burning. In fact, the itching has gotten much worse today. The dozens of ragged scratches on my hands and forearms are on fire.

      I was infected by those zombie scratches. I was unconscious for most of three days. June and Dallas thought that I was going to die, that I was going to turn into a Z, but by some miracle, I didn’t.

      The sound of the rushing water is all I can hear, a soothing white noise, and the rock formations of the Grand Canyon are just ghosts and shadows around me. My feet ache, my blisters have blisters, and I feel a heaviness and an exhaustion that is worrisome.

      Not that I shouldn’t be exhausted after a day like this. June left. Talia’s back. Dallas may be dead. And I issued a challenge I probably can’t survive.

      But right now, though, all I can think about is being on that famous corner the Eagles sang about in Winslow, Arizona. Except no one was slowing down and looking at me—it was thousands of Zs surrounding me as I fought them off with my baseball bat. June had just dragged the statue of Glenn Frey away that Dallas was chained to and I was all alone. Except for a few thousand Zs that wanted to eat me.

      I pull my flashlight, click it on, and look at my hands. Each one has dozens of scratches, ragged and ugly, mostly healed, but they look different.

      I adjust the light, so it’s not so direct, and stare. In the middle of the jagged line of one of the deeper cuts on my right hand I see a thread of something white. My heart starts galloping in my chest and the oppressive feeling of loneliness comes crashing back.

      So, the zombies are driven by a fungus. I proved it to June up at Desert View over a month ago when we cracked open the skull of a Z and I showed her the cauliflower-shaped thing that had taken over his skull and the white cords of it running through his arms.

      That is the same white I see in the ragged scratch on my hand. It’s fungus white.

      We all are already infected by the fungus, it must be in the air or something, and if you die you become a Z. A zombie bite will supercharge the infection and turn you quick, and zombie scratches, as it turns out, will boost it and, in my case, almost kill you.

      That’s why I almost died after Winslow, but I thought that I was through it, over it, healing.

      I take a little sand and scrub at my hand. It hurts but I have to do something. I rinse it off
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