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Th e wump, wump, wump noise got closer and louder, recognizable to anyone 
who wasn’t a Haitian zombie as an approaching helicopter. Soon the con-
fused zombie’s wide, dead eyes fi xed upon the loud chopper as it grew in the 
sky. Th e helicopter slowly hovered above the island. Th e zombie simply stood 
and stared, mouth agape.

Someone in the helicopter was looking back.

“Damn, dirty, stinking zombies!” a dark-skinned black man wearing a com 
helmet and a disgusted grimace on his face said.

Th e man’s name was Zeb and he had become a charter helicopter pilot aft er 
he took early retirement from the U.S. Air Force.

Inside the cockpit, Zeb slowly squeezed his controls, lowering the chopper as 
he continued to voice his disgust. A woman with dark hair and Hispanic fea-
tures sat in the cargo area, her shoulder-length hair dangling over a thin tur-
quoise tank top and cargo shorts nearly small enough to be briefs. Although 
the clothing did just enough to obscure her fi rm and gym-toned body, the 
shorts had enough pockets to hold all the supplies she needed to complete 
her job as an investigative journalist. Her name was Marija. Next to her sat a 
young man with fair skin and ginger hair with matching ginger beard named 
Jeremy. Jeremy wore more substantial cargo shorts and a T-shirt. Despite 
the increase in material, the shorts he wore had no hope of holding all of 
his supplies, not that he was too big for his clothes, he was in decent enough 
shape for a recent college grad who had spent equal time partying as he had 
studying. He needed to lug a black duffl  e bag, which sat on the bench next to 
him, to make sure he had all of the supplies needed to complete his job. Jere-
my was Marija’s photographer on this assignment for their employer, Timely 
Magazine. 

Jeremy marvelled at the macabre scene. Th e young man snapped a long tele-
photo lens, meant for taking high-quality photos, onto his camera and lift ed 
it. He levelled his lens toward the zombie gawking from the beach, targeted 
the shambling corpse and snapped off  some pictures. Th e zombie took up 
more and more of the frame in each consecutive photo as the helicopter de-
scended to the soft , white sand.

“A whole damned island of them!” Zeb carried on.


