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M06 – Leave it all Behind
February 21st

It’s us or them now.  I hate that it’s come this  I really do.  
But our species isn’t going to survive without staring down 
some terrible and hard truths.  There’s a core group of us 
and then there are the tagalongs.  The core group makes all 
the tough calls.  It does all the hard work.  The tagalongs 
seem to just be there to eat our food and complain about 
their inconveniences.  Screw them.  I say when it’s time 
to go we leave behind the bickering fools who think 
every decision deserves a debate and a vote.  I say we 
ditch the moaners who don’t appreciate the concept of a 
meritocracy.  Of course they don’t like that idea  they don’t 
do anything.  Well my mind is made up, and I know the 
others will agree.  We just need to make sure we act quickly 
when the opportunity presents itself.

M07 – Stockpile
December 16th

This morning I stood on the watchtower (I still can’t 
believe the thing hasn’t collapsed) and looked out at the 
town.  I pretended I couldn’t see the dead that staggered 
through the streets, and it seemed lovely to me.  Fog was 
rising from the ground in ghostlike wisps, and the crisp 
air that filled my lungs felt magnificent.  I don’t want to 
leave this place.  Winter will be hard, but I’m already 
dreaming of what spring will bring.  Maybe I’m a fool to 
find inspiration in the season where the Earth seems to 
wither and die, but it’s always felt like starting over to me.  
Now is the time to hunker down and gather all the food we 
can.  Now is when we build big walls our enemies cannot 
overcome.  The snow shall melt and everything that’s 
green will flourish and bloom again, and when it does, 
Spring shall find us not just alive but thriving.

M08 – Winter Has Come
November 28th

We’ve been caught with our pants down just like I 
warned them.  Anyone willing to keep their eyes open 
could have seen the warning signs.  Early morning 
frosts.  Rapidly changing weather.  It was just a matter 
of time.  Now winter is here and up to now we’ve only 
been concerning ourselves with food.  The generators can 
keep us alive but they’re useless without fuel.  Yesterday 
one of the kids offered to drive into town to scavenge, 
and it was all I could do not to slap him.  Drive?  Doesn’t 
that use fuel?  Try walking  it will keep you warm at 

least.  God help me, it’s like the parable of the Ant and the 
Grasshopper, only in this scenario the ants will die right 
alongside their lazy companions.

M09 – Too Many Mouths
February 10th

Is today Groundhog’s Day?  I can’t remember anymore.  
Weird how hunger lets one dwell on such trivial thoughts.  
Shouldn’t every brain cell be conserved right now?  The 
canned goods ran out a week ago, and the grains followed 
soon after.  The chickens are gone and so is the last of the 
venison.  We’re living off what scraps we find in town, but 
they aren’t enough.  I’ve never thought myself an evil man, 
but God help me, my thoughts are dark of late.  I know I’m 
not the only one.  There just isn’t enough food to go around, 
and it’s hard not to feel bitter when it has to be shared with 
people who don’t pull their own weight.  These thoughts 
are wrong.  I know that.  It’s no one’s fault that the skills 
they possess belong to another world.  Another time.   Our 
intellectual capacity is what separates us from animals, 
yet when our most basic needs cannot be met, it’s hard not 
think and act like animals.

M10 – We Need More Samples
January 25th

As if the colony needed to smell even worse!  Now we’re 
storing corpses in the sheds where we once kept our 
plentiful food stores.  God, what I wouldn’t give to taste 
a carrot again.  You-know-who has on her bossy boots 
once more. I didn’t like doctors before the world ended, 
and I don’t like them now.   She says studying the bodies 
might help her identify how to stop the plague.  Yeah, right.  
Better to spend time figuring out the quickest, cheapest 
way to commit suicide.  But whatever.  Everyone else is 
excited to help, and maybe that’s the real value of this 
little project.  All this “research” will do is tell us what we 
already know  the dead come back and try to eat you.  
Whoopty-freakin’-do.  Still, if Her Royal Highness does 
come up with a cure, I’d better be first in line to get it.
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hard work.  Didn’t you see all the things I contributed to the 
community? If you had just paid attention I wouldn’t have 
been able to build this arsenal.   But oh no, you all just ran 
around like chickens with your heads cut off, jumping from 
crisis to crisis.  Our brave self-appointed colony leaders!  
Psh.  Just another exclusive clique that doesn’t care about 
all the other people it chews up and spits out.  Because it’s 
your story, right?  The rest of us are just supporting actors!  
Isn’t that what you think?  Well surprise, it turns out it’s my 
story, and this one’s all about revenge.  So I’ll say it again.  
Come out, come out, wherever you are…

S17 – Cult Leader Betrayal
The dawn of a new age is upon us!  In the Old Testament, 
God sent down his angels to deliver punishment to the 
flock.  But when two thousand years passed, the flock 
believed the Shepherd did not exist.  They claimed he 
was mythological, and so they wallowed in their earthly 
comforts and sins.  But what is a thousand years to God?  
What could even ten thousand years be to the Almighty?  
Now the Shepherd has turned his eye back to his flock and 
found them sick with corruption, and so he does what any 
good caretaker would do: he culls the diseased so that the 
healthy might live.  Make no mistake my disciples!  The 
dead that roam across this country are the damned, and 
they seek out those sheep bereft of repentance.  Our Lord 
does not wish to kill his children  indeed he loves them, 
even as he strikes them down.  But he shall not suffer the 
poisoning of our souls any longer.  And so we welcome the 
ravenous dead, those wretches that our Lord found wanting, 
knowing it is a just punishment for an unjust world.

S18 – Serial Killers Betrayal
Before the outbreak I lived in terror of being caught.  I’m 
not a sadist I don’t think.  I don’t get off on seeing people in 
pain, or anything sick like that.  It just fascinates me is all.  I 
think I’m kind of like a scientist.  I just really need to study 
people in those precious final moments.  See how they react 
physically and emotionally to pain… see how they deal 
with the realization that they’re going to die.  I think God 
understood what I needed when he made the world end.  
There’s suffering all around me now: the pain of manual 
labor, the pangs of hunger, and of course the violence 
caused by the dead.  And now so many people in the colony 
have died that I don’t think I have to just watch anymore 

 there aren’t enough of them to stop us and we’ve got the 
element of surprise on our side.  And surprise does make for 
especially fascinating studies.  Everyone here is going to die 
in the time and manner of my choosing.  I’m very excited  
there’s going to be so much to watch and learn.

S19 – Mad Scientist Betrayal
They’re almost perfect, you know?  The dead, I mean.  
They can not only withstand any trauma save that to the 
brain, but they will attempt locomotion no matter the 
amount of damage to their trunk or extremities.  Their 
only flaws are that they are not controllable, and of course 
their utter lack of intellectual capacity.  Until now.  Let me 
introduce you to two of our fallen comrades.  Before my 
experiments they would have been doomed to be mindless 
cannibals that slowly rotted away.  But my engineered 
version of the so-called zombie virus prohibits 35% of the 
damage done to the brain during the incubation period.  
Our friends here are only suffering from the standard 
cellular decay that all living creatures experience, and 
many of their brain functions have been left intact.  Oh, 
they’re drooling automata to be sure, but they are still able 
to follow rudimentary commands, all while remaining 
completely without fear.  So lay down your weapons you 
fools.  You are too late.  I secreted my gZ3 compound in the 
drinking water…  yesterday morning.  Haven’t you noticed 
how performance at the colony started suffering then?  
Have you not found my words harder to follow the longer 
I talk?  We have come to the end of your adventure, and all 
of you now belong to me.

S20 – Obsessed Betrayal
It’s just you and me now.  When I first saw you I 
understood that we were meant to be together.  It was an 
epiphany of almost religious significance.  Don’t you get it?  
You were made for me.  Every nuance of your personality, 
every feature on that lovely face  all of it came to be 
so that you would be perfect just for me.  So you can 
understand my frustration when I felt, nay, witnessed your 
love being directed at everyone but me.  You must think 
I’m blind to not see it.  But what I cannot fathom is, why?  
Do you derive some perverse pleasure out of denying 
your purpose in this world?  Is it cruelty?  Or maybe, and 
this is what I hope, it’s all some sort of test.  Well here we 
are my love.  It’s just you and me, and a little something to 
make it clear there are no more places for you to run.  The 
others you so disgustingly leered at and planned secret 
trysts with?  Dead or gone.  I did that.  I did it for you.  For 
us!  Always for us!  So here we are, at the end of the test.  
So please stop your incessant weeping, and embrace our 
new life together.  Just think  you will never have another 
moment in your life in which I am not right by your side.




