



Run…..


RUN! 

 RUN AS FAST AS THE WIND!

 Don’t look back…. Just run…

These thoughts swept the mind of young Francis. He ran and ran, not feeling the pain in his legs, not heeding the rasping breaths that billowed out from his lungs. He couldn’t stop, he knew that. If they caught you, it was all over… So he ran. Ran like a bolt of lightning…. When he reached the base, he banged on the door.

“Password?” asked someone inside. In between labored breaths and gasps, he said,

“Welcome to the circus.” The door opened and a balding, suited man ushered him in. He gave him a cup of coffee and asked,

“Find any others?” Francis shook his head.

“The ones I found were holed up in there own barricades and shelters.. Some are still in the tent.” Another man walked up, this one slightly younger. He wore a red muscle shirt and sunglasses.

“The tent? Damned fools… That place will be crawling with zombies….”

The place: Eagleland

The year: 199X

The town: Threed

The small group made their way to the old sporting goods store. They were silent, save for the rustling of leaves when they walked. They looked over their shoulders, fearing an ambush, every minute. They reached the store and the old man said,

“Now listen. We have to do this quickly, silently, and, above all else, we can’t be seen. Everyone ready?” Francis and the other man nodded. As they began to walk through the store, Francis’s mind reeled back to a few weeks ago…

It was a sunny, Fall day, and Francis was raking leaves in his front lawn. He saw Ms. Buxton pass by, and waved. She waved back and smiled. Once Francis finished raking, he went to go put away the rake. Out by his shed, he saw something strange. Smoke(or was it clouds?)was rising over past the edge of town. Probably just someone camping in the woods… He thought. He went on about his business and went inside. He checked the oven, where an apple pie was cooking, and then went to the refrigerator. He pulled out some apple cider and poured a glass. I love Fall… The way the trees look, the cool weather, the apple pie…. While he was thinking of Fall, the doorbell rang. As he walked over to answer it, he couldn’t help but think of that strange cloud he saw… When he got to the door, he saw a small child wearing a pumpkin on his head. Opening the door, he asked,

“And what brings you here?” The child said nothing. As Francis grew more and more nervous, the child eventually said,

“Trick Or Treat….”  He then picked his head off his shoulders, all while Francis gazed in horror, and slammed it down on the doorstep. As maggots and spiders ran out of the broken pumpkin, Francis at last saw the entire town… Zombie were everywhere, weird puppets were chasing people, and it seemed all Hell had broken loose….

Snapping out of his memories, he was walking through the abandoned old store. He and the others reached the aisle they were looking for… The hunting aisle. Silently, each of them grabbed a gun, some ammo and a knife. When they had everything they needed, they began the trek back. Little did they know, they had been spotted….

As they got to the entrance, they gasped in fear: The zombies were everywhere. They were trapped. Francis fought back the urge in his head,

“Run, you damn fool! Run away!”

He knew that if he ran, they would get him. He and the others grabbed their guns and started fighting. He shot a few zombies, but more just seemed to appear. He heard the cries of the old man, as he fell to the zombies, saw them rip and tear at his flesh as the blood poured across the ground. He heard the cries of the other mn, saw him swarmed by zombies, screaming as he fought back against them. His cries died down, and his blood poured on the ground as well. Now the voice in his head was louder:

“RUN! RUN! Running means freedom! Running means escape!”

And so he made his escape…..






     THE END

