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The clock on the wall read a quarter past three as it had for nearly a week since a stray bullet had put an end to its 

ticking. Empty cans of beans and potted meat were stacked in a slightly off-center pyramid against the far wall. The 

diminutive monument leaned to the left as it teetered half on the dining room carpet and half on the kitchen's 

linoleum floor. Cedric had eaten twice on the first day of his siege and twice the day before last. He sat now with his 

back against his sofa, rolling the final can in his gritty palms and staring at the picture on the label whenever it 

surfaced. He felt the ridges in the middle of its aluminum body, the weight of it in his hands as he read the 

ingredients on the back of the wrapper. Monosodium this and poly ribonized that; there was nothing natural inside, 

nothing pure. It was pretty to look at, a nice warm meal just like mom used to make, or so the picture would lead 

you to believe but inside it was vile and unnatural.  

 

And if he had rationed himself better he might have enough of this false food left to last him until the end of the 

week.  

 

The thought sent a violent anger through his body, a disdain for the trials he had suffered and was suffering still. The 

rage swelled inside him, flowed down his arm and into his fist. He threw the can with all his might into his lopsided 

monument across from him. They scattered with an echoing crash and landed on the linoleum floor with in a 

tinkling, thudding clatter. The remaining can of pork and beans was lodged firmly in the drywall between two studs, 

the side split and leaking brown-clear liquid into a puddle on his floor. He thought about reaching for it, getting up 

off the floor and enjoying one last meal before the inevitable came, before they found a way to break down his 

barricade and drag him into that living hell beyond his front door. He leaned forward but stopped only a few inches 

above the carpet. He looked at the bloody knuckles on his outstretched hand, how they still bled days after he had 

traded blows with that thing living in his fuse box.  

 

"Shut off my power, will you?" he muttered at the memory. "Showed you, you little bastard."  

 

He rocked backwards, down again with his back squarely against the sofa and his legs crossed beneath him on the 

floor. The voices, the moaning and wailing of the damned outside his apartment window, the red sky and the moon 

as dark as sack clothe; it was driving him mad. He looked at the face he had dawn and taped to an empty toilet paper 

roll propped at eye level on his surviving dining chair.  

 

"I can't keep doing this," he said to it as if it were a real person. "I'm gonna' wind up splattered on this wall long 

before they get me if I don't pull it together."  

 

He stood up, using the chair to brace himself as he rose. The apartment was dark, lighted only by the thin beams of 

red-gold sunlight coming through the cracks in his blinds. He had made up his mind long before that he would not 

look out the window again, not for anything. He wouldn't let them see him again, refused to hear them call his name. 

He grabbed his rifle propped against the sofa and carried it with him into the kitchen. He had no desire to forage for 

food in the world beyond his own, had no want to see the denizens of hell who lined the streets and sidewalks 

below. He opened the door on his refrigerator and was immediately knocked back by the stench. Eggs, milk and the 

steak he had been planning on having for supper nearly a week ago were all rotten now, decaying as quickly as those 

things which had tried to invade the world in the guise of men, women and children. His last hope of finding food 

ruined by the death of his fuse box, he slammed the door and walked to the living room. In ninety plus degrees of 



heat with no air conditioning or fans he wondered at times how much he was rotting away.  

 

He looked at the magazines and newspapers scattered across his coffee table in contempt. He sneered at the 

headlines in bold black lettering declaring WAR, FAMINE, PLAGUE and DEATH always in capitol letters on the 

front page or cover. Children the world over had been starving and dying for generations and these rags had never 

tried to help them. They were always a headline or a byline, just a cheap way to shock people into buying their 

product. And the pictures; exploitation has many different forms, he heard himself speak inwardly. Wildfires -some 

natural and some set by irresponsible smokers and kids- were scorching the face of the world constantly. At first it 

had been seasonal, summer and spring that had eventually blended into the fall and finally winter months allowing 

the blazes to burn year round. But that had still not satisfied the appetites of editors and a public which outwardly 

denounced death and carnage yet in secret, in their homes at night on film and television worshipped every ounce of 

gore and blood they could find. Dead bodies in roadside bombings, men throwing themselves from flaming roof 

tops, every bit of nastiness and filth they could dredge from the sewers of mankind found its way in vibrant color 

onto the covers of magazines and papers everywhere.  

 

Cedric had seen it coming though, the signs leading up to the big event. Ragnorak, Armageddon, the Day of 

Judgment was close at hand. The dead would rise and the end of days would be at hand.  

 

He had seen it coming for years, since the first outbreak of SARS had been reported, over hyped and exploited as the 

biggest plague since the bubonic rats had all died out in Europe. He saw yet remained silent as the world moved on. 

When the war began, when the region once called Assyria and Babylon began to fall he remained silent. Fires, 

plague, pestilence, drought and famine were sweeping the world and he, Cedric who saw himself not as a prophet 

but a keen observer remained silent. When the tombs had split wide and released the dead, unseen into the world of 

the living once again her tried to bite his tongue. At first they had just appeared on television, child molesters and 

war criminals and all the known scum of the universe wearing porcelain masks over their rotting flesh. But then 

came the politicians and the game show hosts and the preacher on channel seventeen late at night, all wearing frail 

masks to cover their decaying faces. The final straw had been the waiter at Denny's who had dripped his blackish 

red blood in the soup as he laid it on the table. The dead were everywhere, in supermarkets and schools and in 

apartment 3E down the hall.  

 

One night on his walk home from the store he had seen a police officer walking around the park by his home. Cedric 

had paid him little mind until the stench wafted up on the air and assaulted his nose. Corned beef left out in the sun. 

He turned to find where the smell had been coming from and froze in his tracks as he gave the officer a second 

glance. His clothes had been a uniform once but now they were moth eaten and torn. His hands were green-white 

with splotches where the blood had pooled under the skin. He wore the white mask over his face but he knew the 

man was dead behind it. The officer approached just as Cedric tried to leave, lifeless eyes peering out through slots 

in the top of the facade. He dropped his groceries and began to run from the ghoul, all the while it called for him to 

stop.  

 

Finally, after only a few minutes into the pursuit the pseudo man jumped onto his back and wrestled him to the 

ground. For something so dried up and brittle it was strong. Cedric tried to swing, kick and scream to get away from 

it as the mock police officer reached for its weapon. Remembering the zombie films he had watched as a boy he 

knew what had to be done. He wrestled the weapon free and fired a single shot into the pale mask looking down on 

him. The blackish blood sprayed out and the creature slumped over. In the distance a woman screamed but Cedric 

would not wait for more of the damned souls to rise up and assault him. He shot the woman twice, blowing the frail 

mask away from her face in the second and ran home as quickly as he could. The four flights of stairs from the street 

to his apartment seemed like an eternity but he managed to make it inside without seeing any more of the things. He 

wasted no time in locking and bolting his front door before sliding his recliner in front of it. For added measures he 

tilted over the bookshelf and nailed a wedge under the door at the corner.  

 

He had been trapped inside ever since. More of the ghoulish beasts had come, rotting worse than the first one he had 

dealt with. One had fired through the door in an attempt to blow the lock off. Cedric returned in kind with his stolen 

pistol and used the peep hole on the door to sight his shot perfectly. He was able to see the black-red ooze from the 

nightmare fiend's gut before it had slumped to the floor and out of sight. After that he had run to his bedroom, 

unpacked his rifle and ammunition from the closet and mounted his scope on top. He hadn't used it since he moved 

to the city, with no gun ranges or woods to go and target shoot he had had no need to. He closed the blinds, making 



sure the windows were locked and began the first day's mad rush between bedroom and living room windows, 

playing the part of sentinel for whatever remained of humanity.  

 

In less than a week the world had come to the end and he was the only one who had seemingly noticed. They 

flooded the streets now, the monsters dressed as police men, paramedics, negotiators and even "innocent" 

by-standers. They looked on with that fiendish, ghoulish blood lust that had long ago infected the minds of millions 

though the worst were the ones dressed as children. So many looked so innocent, so unblemished and yet the 

tell-tale signs of decay were evident. Hidden behind those white masks he knew their faces, sunken cheeks and 

lifeless eyes; he had made it his point to put down the little ones whenever he had a clear shot. Of all the sick 

perversions these monsters had made from man, they were the worst.  

 

He went now to the window in his living room, ignoring his promise to himself and lifted a few of the shades. There 

were hundreds of them now, behind yellow tapes and cordons looking up at his window. He was sure they were 

licking their collective chops, waiting for him to be captured and paraded through Pandemonium like a war trophy. 

There were too many outside for him to stop them all, but he would be damned -if he wasn't already- if he didn't try. 

He never saw their sniper in the apartment across the street from his, never heard the bullet as it whizzed through the 

window and into his right shoulder. He spun as he fell to the ground and landed flat on his back. He scrambled back 

to his feet, adrenaline flowing faster through him than the blood flowing from his wound and began firing wildly out 

the closed blinds. Some of his shots found their mark in the sniper while others ricocheted off the building and into 

the crowd on the street. The gun clicked and he frantically began reloading.  

 

His arm throbbed and burned as the blood spurted out of the open wound. He clutched it tightly and ran to his 

bathroom. He turned on the faucet and took off his shirt. He reached with his good hand towards the medicine 

cabinet and was about to open it when he saw the reflection staring back at him. The face, his face was a sick 

grey-green with hollowed cheeks and sunken eyes. His hair was stringy, grayish and falling out in places. His eyes, 

once vibrant and blue were now a pale and lifeless white. He held up his hands, at first to wipe his eyes, clear 

whatever blurred vision had fooled him so well. His hands reflected in the mirror now were withered, brittle and 

dead, covered in his own blood. He closed his eyes and took the final magazine for his rifle with him as he made his 

slow walk back to the window.  

 

He looked down out of his broken window one final time at the gathered horde. The sniper in the window was gone 

now, dead or badly wounded and no one had taken his place. He didn't care; all he was concerned with were the 

armies of the dead standing outside his window. But there were no monsters any more. The police were police again 

after such a long week. The paramedics and negotiators and all the people who had come to see the spectacle were 

just that again, people. The children, little boys and little girls gathered around the big folks were just as alive and 

bright and pure as children always had been. But what had happened to the monsters? Where were the ghouls and 

other denizens of hell who had come to bring about the end of days? He took a cautious step backwards and almost 

slipped on something. He reached down and picked up the pill bottle in one trembling, rotting hand.  

 

Where had his medicine all gone? Who had taken the last pill? He had, of course when he had sworn off them 

forever. Diseases of the mind can't be fixed by a drug, he had told himself. He ran again to the window and searched 

the crowd for anything, anyone who was out of place, who didn't belong in this world or this plain of existence. No, 

they were all real, all human. The dead had never walked the earth, nor would they any time soon.  

 

He staggered back to his bathroom and looked once more at the face in the mirror. He saw, yet his eyes had fallen 

from their sockets. He held up his hands, now wringing with the blood of those monsters, those people he had killed 

in his blind rage and anger over the world and the monsters hidden within. He knew now what he had done and what 

he had to do next. He loaded the magazine into the rifle and propped the butt of the gun against the sink. Blood was 

clouding his eyes now, or maybe they were tears. He wrapped his hand around the gun, bowed his head over the 

barrel and said a silent prayer. And with a whispered amen he pulled the trigger.  

 
 

 


