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Preface

   I hate to have to do this, but let me start with a WARNING. This is a short book. If you’re on the inter-webs and peeking at the sample before you spend your $0.99 (or whatever that converts to in the local currency) then you’re reading this, so please keep the length in mind. If it bothers you to spend $0.99 on a short book, thanks for looking, but you might move along to your next choice. You can buy a lot more words in some other books for the same price. (Though, personally, I do feel it’s worth your time AND investment!)

   Moving right along.

   I know, if you’re a reader of my other books, you’re either saying “What? Another series?” or “Yippee! Another series!”

   Well, funny story about that. After the release of The Last Survivors, readers started asking, “What happened? How did the world get to that place three hundred years in the future where everything had gotten so different?” Dusty’s Diary was conceived to be a novella-length attempt to answer that question. Unfortunately, I started writing it with this character Dusty in mind, and everything took off on a path of its own. 

   While Dusty’s Diary attempts to explain those years when society was collapsing and people were turning into the monsters that live in The Last Survivors, it also—because sometimes my imagination just won’t behave—developed this character Dusty who, quite frankly, upstaged the rest of the story. He decided that his stupid little rants and his quirky humor were just as important—possibly more important—than explaining the history of the disease and the slow process of society’s disintegration.

   Of course, after a few chapters I was on board and having a blast with the writing. Characters with no propriety filter on their thoughts are fun. So be careful with your expectations when you download a copy of this book. In tone and style, it isn’t anything like The Last Survivors; in fact, it’s much more similar to the Slow Burn series, with a bit more raunchy, twisted humor folded in. 

   I don’t know whether I will spin this book off into a series or not. Frankly, that depends. If it sells well and gets good reviews, what can I say? I’m a sucker for compliments and royalties. If you’d like to see the story continue, tell a friend about it, leave a review with the retailer where you bought it, sign up for my mailing list, or leave me a message on my Facebook page.

   In closing, I’d like to say that Dusty’s Diary is a bit of a reaction to the weighty problems facing the characters at the end of Ebola K, Book 2. I literally started writing Dusty’s Diary the day after I completed Ebola K. I think I needed something to lighten my mood, something to have fun with. This book did the trick. It was a blast to write, as I channeled my inner “dipshit.” 

   I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.

   — Bobby Adair

   





Dusty’s Diary:
October 11

   Yeah, I know I wrote the title Dusty’s Diary on the front, but this isn’t a diary, not really. I mean, it isn’t one of those little books with a brass key and a lock that gets hidden under a mattress and scribbled in every day; not one of those seventh-grade girl’s googly-eyed crush storybooks. 

   I guess maybe this is a history. Sort of. My contribution to the future if anybody is around to read it. 

   I never thought I’d write any of this down. I ain’t that type of guy, you know? I didn’t do that well in school. I hated to read back in those days—high school, I mean. I didn’t read most of what they told me to, and I turned in just enough homework to get by. I got plenty of poontang, smoked lots of weed, and had a lot of fun.

   You never know how good you have it when you’re that age.

   My point is, this ain’t gonna be literature. Whoever digs this up a hundred or a thousand or a million years from now, if you’ve already dug up some Shakespeare and read it, don’t compare this to that. They say Shakespeare was a great play writer—whatever. I can’t even understand what he’s talking about.

   Let me tell you a little bit about where this all takes place. I live in Houston, Texas. Well, not exactly Houston. A little suburb called Katy out on I-10 east of the city. Urban sprawl pretty much makes it all one big blob of houses and buildings near the southeast corner of Texas. I’m not going to go to the trouble to explain all that. If you found this book, then I’m sure you found other books or stuff that people left, pictures maybe. You might have even found some DVDs. If you figured out how to play a DVD, then you’ll see what our cities looked like. Those will make more sense than anything I can explain to you. Besides, it’s not like I’ve got all the time in the world to write this crap down. 

   I live in a bunker in my back yard. Ooh. Ah. “Bunker” sounds like some kind of reinforced concrete box with machine gun ports and ejector seats and shit. It’s more like a fiberglass septic tank with some bunk beds. Yeah, it’s tricked out a little. I’ve got some electronics, some supplies, and a shortwave radio. And yeah, it was pretty expensive back when money was still a thing.

   I haven’t been outside in two years.

   I don’t know why that’s important to say. I feel like it is.

   I should also tell you, it’s dangerous outside. 

   Why?

   Long story.

   Yeah, that brings up something else. I’m not a scientist. Remember, I said I barely finished high school. I always knew I wasn’t the college type so I didn’t much apply myself to the high school gig outside of my previously mentioned social habits. 

   After school, I found my place in the world working in HVAC. That’s heating, ventilation, and air conditioning (look it up). AC is the best goddamn thing man ever invented, especially if you live in Houston where the air drips with humidity, and it’s always hot. What I’m trying to say is that I’ll explain all this as best I can, but it’s not gonna be scientifically accurate. Okay? Don’t sue me over it.

   Another thing I’ll tell you. This is a weird time to be alive. I say that, but maybe I don’t know. Seems like things were simpler when I was a kid growing up back home in Michigan (that’s a place way up north where it gets cold as a bitch in the wintertime, and the wet nasty snow comes by Christmas and never seems to leave until spring. Sucks!) Anyways, back then you never had to wonder what was going on, you know, with the news I mean. There were just three channels and the local paper. If they all said the president was a douchebag, well, he was. If they all said we needed to get the hell out of Vietnam, then we probably did. 

   Nowadays, one channel says we need to get out of Iraq while another channel says it’s a damn good thing we did conquer Iraq, and maybe we need to invade Saudi Arabia too. And why did God give those camel fuckers all the oil anyway? It’s our soldiers that keep it secure from the other camel fuckers who are pissed because nobody shares the profits with them. 

   My point is, you never know anymore what’s what. Seems like everybody who knew how to sound smart and authoritative and looked good doing it had a nightly news show selling his own fucktard version of reality. Most of it boiled down to hate under a veneer of big words.

   I’ll admit, I’ve done my share of hating people because they didn’t agree with me. You know, they watched a different guy on the news than me. Now I’ve figured out that most of what I saw on TV—back when we still had TV— was all bullshit of one sort or another. The truth got left out.

   The reason I bring this up is, I think that was part of the problem when the red lumps came. Nobody knew the truth. Nobody knew what to do about it. And our government? Oh, my God, give me a break with those dipshits. They were so busy trying to win elections and steal our tax money they never were able to do anything to save us. 

   We The People were on our own.

   Maybe we always were, and I just didn’t know it.

   Let me tell you the story now the way I saw it happen. I’ll try to leave out the bullshit parts that I got from the news.

   The first time I heard about the red lumps I was at a garage sale with my soon-to-be ex-wife. We went to garage sales on Saturdays and Sundays in those days looking for things to buy for nickels and sell for a million bucks. We had lots of TV shows about that back then. That whole fantasy was pretty stupid, by the way. Nobody ever really finds first edition Dickens novels worth a million bucks in a garage sale in Katy, Texas. We knew that. Just like we knew we were never gonna win the Powerball drawing. For us, it was just fun to pretend that we might. Cheap entertainment, you know?

   Turned out we eventually did build a little business out of the garage sale thing by buying things we knew something about and selling those for higher prices, mostly.

   I searched out power tools, fishing poles, and shit like that. Back in the early days of our garage sale shopping, it was easy money. Not get rich quick money, but steady income. We’d go to garage sales, and I’d pick up an old Skilsaw or maybe a drill for a couple of bucks, clean ‘em up, and sell ‘em on the internet for thirty or forty bucks, maybe more. It’s when I learned about antique fly rods that I really started to bring home some cash. Nobody knew what those were at the time, and for sure nobody knew what they were worth. I remember I picked up my first old fly rod in this nice wooden case. I didn’t think much of it at the time. The dude said the rod belonged to his mother’s father. He’d informally inherited it out of his grandpa’s garage after the old man died, because he liked the woodwork on the case. I pretty much picked it up for the same reason. The case was nice. Turns out, the rod was nice. It made me nostalgic for handcrafted, American-made stuff that lasted forever. The America that made that kind of stuff was gone long before the red lumps came. By then, the only things America made better than anybody else were rich bankers, lots of Walmart greeters, and a shrinking bunch of us trying to hold onto our place in the gap in between.

   Anyways, the guy was tired of toting the fly rod and all of his other garage crap around, moving it from duplex to duplex every time the economy hiccupped, he lost his job, and got evicted. I bought it for something like twelve bucks. I dusted the rod off, lubricated all the metal parts, and made sure it worked. I polished up the wooden case, snapped a few decent pics, and threw it up on eBay. To my surprise, some Japanese businessmen got in a bidding war over it, and I sold the rod for almost two thousand dollars.

   You future people probably don’t know anything about our monetary system, but take my word for it, two grand is a month’s take-home pay to the average American, a lot of money.

   The Japanese businessmen were going nuts for antique American fly rods. Some kind of fad over there, I guess. I started searching the fly rods out at garage sales and estate sales. It seemed like nobody besides me was in the business, at least nobody around Houston. I used to pick up rods for next to nothing, maybe twenty or thirty dollars. I regularly sold them for over a thousand. Yeah, I know! Crazy, huh?

   I put my girls through college doing that.

   In that fly rod deal, I’d like to think I was a business genius. I wasn’t. I stumbled into a sweet spot in an underserved market. Underserved market, that’s MBA talk. A friend of my ex’s douchebag boss said that to me one day at a barbecue on the douchebag’s deck overlooking the golf course. That was before she turned from wife into ex. I was trying not to seem like a blue-collar dumbass, there hobnobbing with dudes whose cars cost more than my house. So, I bragged to the douchebag’s buddy about my fly rod business. Mistake! The guy stole my idea and became my competition. Eventually he made it damn near impossible to make a profit.

   By that time, I’d made enough money to buy the “tornado” shelter in my backyard and the solar panels connected to it. My neighbors thought I was nuts. I tried to tell ‘em it was a septic system, but our neighborhood was on city water and sewer so nobody believed the story. Then the HOA got involved. If you’re in the future reading this, and you don’t know what an HOA is, well, imagine that whatever devil you believe in has some greedy, petty-minded little brats, and they grow up to live in your neighborhood, they’re always trying to make you do things you don’t want to do. We call that an HOA.

   In the end, I won my battle with the HOA. I just stuck to my tornado shelter story. We don’t get many tornadoes in Houston, but out in West Texas they’re a big deal. It was an easy sell from that perspective. I just told the HOA I grew up in West Texas, and everybody out there had one. That’s the thing about HOAs. They’re not smart. They looked at me from behind their table in that meeting, all squinty-eyed and shit. They didn’t believe me. I talk more like a Canadian than a cowboy from West Texas. But what could they do?  

   I guess I got off my point. I tend to ramble. Maybe I smoked too much weed when I was in school. Maybe I drank too much beer in my twenties. Maybe I watch too much TV and have a short attention span. Maybe Twitter and the internet made me incapable of holding a thought in my head longer than a hundred and forty characters. Maybe I’m just stupid.

   Or you know what? Maybe I’m just normal, and I feel like I need to apologize for writing in my own God damned diary just how I feel like writing because some bunch of dipshits wants me to feel stupid for not writing as clearly as they do, and another group of dipshits wants me to be pissed about it, and another group of dipshits wants to profit from my fears by making me vote for the dipshits that steal my tax money.

   They all fuckin’ steal my tax money!

   Sorry, I’ve got frustrations.

   Anyways, like I said, I was at this garage sale one Saturday morning when some guy I met starts talking to me about the red lumps. I thought he was crazy at first. He seemed like a real tinfoil hat paranoid type. I didn’t think that much about it.

    The ex and I finished up by lunch—all the good stuff at garage sales gets sold before noon, so there’s no point in making a full day of it. We went out for some barbecue at a little joint near our house. One of those places where the walls are turning black from the smoke, and the floor is sticky from old grease, but you eat there anyway because it tastes so damn good. I ate too much. I had a few beers. When I got home, I wasn’t up for mowing the lawn. Food coma. I laid on the couch and watched TV until I got so bored I got up and went over to my desk to start surfing around on the internet.

   I looked up the thing about the red lumps.

   Did I say I’m not a scientist? I think I did. So, I’ll try and explain this as best as I can.

   Turns out the anti-GMO crowd and the anti-vaxers were whining up a storm about the red lumps. I don’t like any of those people so I didn’t think there was any truth to what I was reading. It was entertaining as hell seeing those folks get all worked up. I checked the status of all the stuff I had for sale on eBay and went to reading blogs.

   Blog definition: a computer-based way to listen to your neighbor rant a bunch of bullshit at you over the fence. Only there’s no fence, and the ranting dude isn’t your neighbor.

   The consensus story on the blogs seemed to be that some company was making an anti-fungal nose spray that turned out to have some unexpected effects. The anti-fungal was supposed to target other fungi that grow beneath toenails and turn them yellow.

   That’s another thing. What the hell is up with that? I went my whole life without worrying about the color of my toenails. All of a sudden, I started seeing commercials on TV telling me I needed a new drug to kill the fungus under my toenails so they’d turn the perfect pinkish color.

   Who the hell cares? I always wear socks and shoes.

   The toenail fungus company started playing around with the genetics of something called Cordyceps. It’s apparently a fungus itself. Blah, blah, blah. They engineered this Cordyceps fungus to float through the air in a nasal spray. It was supposed to get into the blood and kill the target fungus under the toenails. At that point, all of the blog posts started to run off in different directions. 

   One story said that this new, genetically modified fungus evolved and decided to make itself into something that needed a little more fertile ground to grow in, namely us.

   Another story said it was terrorists. Hell, what wasn’t blamed on terrorists back in those days? The thing most people don’t understand, and the thing that happens with every new technology, is that it always starts out to be really specialized and expensive. Nobody has it because nobody knows how to build it. Think back to the days of spears. Sure, everybody has them because they’re easy to make and easy to understand. Then one day a guy invents a bow and arrow, and now he’s more badass than the spear tossers so he’s the new king. Pretty soon everybody’s making bows and arrows, even better ones. Then there are long bows that can shoot like a half mile, and crossbows that can shoot through armor (I watched the history channel a lot, so I know some stuff). The thing is, the guy who made the first bow thought he was special. He didn’t know that everybody else was special too and pretty good at copying each other.

   It was that way with guns. It was that way with tanks. It was that way with airplanes, and televisions, and smartphones. Yeah, pretty much everything that anybody ever invented.

   When the dipshits decided genetic engineering was their own little thing and they could do spiffy, expensive things with it, you know, like making corn that grows in a desert, doesn’t need any pesticides and doesn’t get eaten by rodents, well, that was pretty special. Genetic engineering was open to everybody who liked to spend their time doing their homework rather than chasing poon and smoking weed. Know what I mean?

   So the story goes, some terrorist guys got a hold of this new Cordyceps fungus strain. It was already aerosolized to work in the nose spray—transmissible by air. The toe fungus company made sure of that. Then all the terrorists had to do was make the new fungus target something more than toe fungus. They made it target us.

   That was the other common thread in the stories. They all led back to us. They all led back to red lumps and crazy people.

   





October 12

   I guess I probably need to explain what a terrorist is. They were kind a problem for us back before the Shroomheads became the only problem.

   Terrorists are kinda like human-sized cockroaches that carry guns, like to blow themselves up, and spend too much time acting like dipshits.

   Well, damn, I guess I probably need to explain what a dipshit is, too, since I keep using that word.

   That’s hard. You know, context and all. I’m guessing if you’re digging this up a thousand years from now, and you’re trying to understand what happened to all of us, and there’s some hard-on back at the office who’s in charge of telling you what it all means, but he’s never gotten his fingers dirty digging through thousand-year-old muck, and he thinks he knows everything anyway, well, he’s a dipshit.

   Dipshit is a pretty general term. As a matter of fact, you’ll find lots of shit in our histories about self-important pricks who are all dipshits. They tell folks they aren’t, but they’re all liars. Whenever you dig up something that lists somebody as a president of anything, a congressman—especially a congressman, anybody who works for the IRS, or preaches to folks on Sunday about giving everything to the church but lives in a big ass house and drives a Mercedes, all those people are dipshits. Our world was pretty much run by dipshits and HOAs. 

   Hell, that’s why we’re all dead, and you guys are digging through our petrified garage sale inventory.

   Speaking of digging through our stuff, the last normal person I saw on the outside was the neighbor’s kid. He was always kind of a stoner-head little wanker, spending all of his time playing first person shooters (a type of computer game), surfing porn (he was a teenage boy with an internet connection, of course he was), and walking around the neighborhood dressed like a rapper. The kid had some kind of military-looking rifle. I think maybe it was an AK-47. By the way, terrorists loved that gun. If you dig around here and find a skull with a big nasty hole in it, it might be mine. The hole might be from that kid’s gun. He never liked me because I used to rat him out to his parents when he skipped school. 

   I saw him just before I closed the hatch the last time two years ago. If he hasn’t turned Shroom yet, he might shoot me just because.

   





October 13

   Word of the day: pornography.

   Allow me to reiterate. I don’t know when this is gonna get dug up in the future, so I’ll explain a little bit about what pornography is before I go on.

   Different cultures throughout history view sex in different ways. Even people living in different countries or different counties see sex and everything else that happens between men and women differently. I won’t be surprised if you, being in the future, have weird ideas about me based on what I’m about to tell you about pornography. You may think I’m some kind of pervert or you may think I’m a prude. Don’t let that taint any other opinions you may develop about the fine Americans of Houston, Texas. People are just weird about sex.

   Definition of Pornography: it’s just pictures, or movies, or stories of naked people, preferably having sex, or sometimes just showing off their naked parts.

   That’s it.

   We’re all schizophrenic here. Everybody wants to see each other naked, but we all pretend like we’re too good for that sort of thing. The upshot of all this talk about sexual mores is that I ain’t got no porn in my bunker.

   I don’t know what I was thinking when I installed my solar panels, had that big-ass cistern buried in my yard, had my plumber buddy Manny tap my bunker’s sewer into the storm drain system, and stored up all those pricey survival meals and vitamins—all that rice, and all those beans. I picked up a bunch of old DVDs at the garage sales so I’d have something to watch on those sweaty, southern post-apocalyptic nights. I read books about preparing my survival bunker and how to package my stores so I wouldn’t wake up one day swimming in my trash. I read articles on the internet and watched TV shows about survival. 

   I thought I had a fully stocked, perfectly prepared hole in the ground.

   I never thought about the thing that never gets mentioned in any of that literature or on any of those prepper shows: pornography. Maybe all the people that produced all that information thought they were going to have somebody of the opposite sex with them in the end. I don’t know, I guess I thought that too. You know, at least in my dream of it. My old lady and I split a while back, so I figured my fantasy apocalypse team might include a young stripper from that joint down on the highway. She’d come sashaying up the street looking for food and shelter and comfort. I’d rescue her, maybe let her dampen my shoulder a bit with her tears—for dramatic effect—and then we’d shack up here in the bunker, spending our apocalypse shooting zombies with guns that never run out of ammo and humping more than bored zoo monkeys.

   Sadly, no stripper showed up. It’s just me and my Johnson with no pornography to inspire him to a little DIY relief. Damn. 

   Note for future preppers. Don’t forget the porn. You don’t know how necessary it is until you go a couple of years without.

   Oh, DIY definition—Do it Yourself.

   I suppose I could do a better job with the definitions and all. Hopefully, you’ll infer a bit from the context as I go along.

   I spend a lot of time thinking about Mazzy Acevedo. Her and her husband Rollo lived a couple of blocks over across the street from the elementary school. They’re my age, kids out of the house, worrying about having enough money for retirement, and wondering why they never had enough money to take that dream trip to Paris. Know what I mean?

   Rollo and me became buddies because we used to go to the HOA meetings, and we’d be the only two guys asking questions about how they were spending our dues. They were stealing it, but we could never prove it. That’s a long boring story though. 

   Now, where was I going before I got off track? Oh, yeah. I went to Rollo’s house one day with an expense ledger that I forced the HOA treasurer to give me. I’d been going over the ledger for days and couldn’t make heads or tails of it. I’m not an accountant. I fix air conditioners and refrigerators.

   Rollo though, he went to college, so I figured maybe he took an accounting course. 

   When I got to Rollo and Mazzy’s house there were some extra cars parked in the driveway and a few at the curb—an HOA violation if they stayed there overnight. I knocked on the door, figuring they were having some people over for a barbecue. Nobody answered. I waited a bit and heard people laughing and talking and splashing. I figure they were all in the backyard around the pool, so I went around the house and opened the gate.

   My jaw hit the ground—that’s an exaggerated way to say we’re surprised back in our time.

   Mazzy was standing on the diving board over their swimming pool, naked as a jaybird and making no effort to cover the good parts. Matter of fact, she was proud, spinning around and showing things off to another dozen folks in the pool and on the deck, all naked. I recognized most of ‘em from the neighborhood, folks from the PTA meetings and soccer practice and stuff. They were my kids’ friends’ parents, nudists or swingers or something.

   Nudists and swingers, hmm. I guess I need to talk about what those are. The more I think about it, the more I realize everything I know on the topic I learned from reading Penthouse magazines back in the day. By the way, a Penthouse magazine was an early form of pornography that pretty much became pointless when people realized they could pass around nudie photos on the internet for free. The thing with Penthouse, though, it’s not exactly a credible source. 

   So, nudists. Those are folks who like to run around naked all the time. They say it’s because they want to be natural. Everybody else believes they just like to see each other naked. On an interesting side note, I heard once that dudes get sunburns on the ends of their peckers because that’s one part of the human body that will never tan. Sounds painful. I’ll keep my pants on.

   Swingers are folks who like to have sex with everybody despite being married to someone else.

   Married… damn, this is a rat hole. I could on with definitions all day. Let’s get back to what I was talking about.

   Rollo saw me standing there, came over, and said I should go home and get the eventual ex and come back. I told him the eventual ex wouldn’t dig that kind of fun, but the truth is I was kind of freaked out. Still, I couldn’t take my eyes off of Mazzy because she was smokin’ hot. I’ve always regretted not dropping my drawers and jumping in the pool that day.

    Anyways, Rollo asked about the ledger I had in my hands. I told him what it was and where I got it. He started talking about debits and credits with his Johnson dangling in the wind like it was no big deal. I guess it wasn’t, but still.

   A couple of weeks later the pool party came up in conversation while Rollo and me were having a burger at one of those beer and titties joints that were starting to pop up everywhere. He told me the neighborhood was full of swingers. I had no idea. Turns out, every couple who wanted to play got a pretty good-sized rock, painted it white, and put it in the garden by the front porch. Through the years, I saw plenty of the rocks around and occasionally wondered why anybody would want a single white rock laying out in the periwinkles. After that, I always felt kind of left out. Everybody in the neighborhood was having fun, and me and the eventual ex stayed home and watched TV because we were bored with each other and too lazy to screw.

   





October 14

   Okay, two things on my mind today.

   No, three. 

   I’ll try not to ramble too much, but like I said, I’m not the educated type. Don’t take me the wrong way. I’m not a dumbass. I just, you know, have read books and stuff in the past, and mostly writers sound like they… well, they sound smart. I reread some of what I wrote so far. I think I write like a rambling dipshit. Which led me to an epiphany.

   Definition of epiphany. Hmm. Let me give this a shot.

   An epiphany is what happens when you have a job, and you think, hey man, I like this job, and I think my boss is cool. Then comes that day when you figure out you were wrong about your boss being cool because in reality he’s a self-serving buttplug. Well, that moment when you figure out he’s a buttplug, that’s an epiphany.

   I don’t know if that makes me sound smart, but I hope it does.

   Anyways, the epiphany I just had was this. Maybe guys like me who write with bad grammar and all and sound like what you might think a dipshit should sound like, actually aren’t dipshits. We’re just regular Joes, makin’ the world go ‘round. It’s those fucks who talk and write so smooth and perfect that they make you feel like a dumbass because you don’t. Maybe they’re the dipshits.

   You know what I think is the most important thing I think about dipshits right now? They pretty much fucked it all up for us.

   That was one of the things on my mind.

   I guess sometimes I just get angry about stuff. I’m sorry about that. I’ve been locked in my bunker a long time, with little to do but work out, eat, read, and watch old movies. That, and I think about how good things used to be back when I used to think things generally sucked.

   The other thing on the list of things I was thinking was what if all of us die—normal people I mean—or we all turn into Shroomheads and hump each other into oblivion? There won’t be anybody in the future to dig up my remains and read all of this stuff I wrote. Then I got to thinking even more and realized, hey, humans evolved from monkeys, right? What if another species evolves and takes over the world after we die? What if one day a long time from now a bunch of evolved bumblebees working on a government grant and complaining about the rising price of honey are on an archeological dig and find themselves reading all this shit and wondering what the hell is he talking about?

   I don’t know if there’s anything I can do to help those guys out. I don’t speak buzzy-buzz. 

   I hope some humans make it.

   Finally, the third thing I’m thinking about is how stir crazy I’m getting, that and the needs of my lonely Johnson. You know, I talked about him a couple of days ago.

   Lonely Johnson and the Four-Hour Erections—might be a good name for a rock band.

   





October 15

   Did I tell you how long I’ve been down in my bunker?  It’s been damn near two years now since the last time I poked my head above ground.

   I know! That’s like forever.

   This whole Cordyceps thing started about five years ago. I’ll talk more about that tomorrow if I don’t get eaten by a Shroomhead. If there’s no entry tomorrow, here’s why—I think I’ve finally reached the limit of stir crazy. 

   Two fuckin’ years! 

   I know I keep whining about that, but damn!

   Six months before I locked myself in, the power went out for the last time. Water stopped running, of course, the phone system went down, and the internet poofed out of cyber-existence. My shortwave radio still works. I mean, it seems to. The antenna is still up—I’m surprised it made it through the hurricane. Nothing seems to be wrong with it. I run it on the power from my solar array. I haven’t picked up a signal in a little over a year now. Hell, I might be the last man on earth. Charlton Heston, The Omega Man. Yeehaw!

   I won’t explain who Charlton Heston is. It’s too much trouble, and not worth it at the end. 

   Well, maybe I will, a little bit. I used to watch his movies when I was a kid. I especially loved the one about the monkeys with the guns. And I don’t know, maybe he took that one to heart because when he turned into an old man, he spent all of his time trying to tell folks to buy more guns. He sounded authoritative, and he looked good doing it, like one of those congressmen, so he was probably a dipshit. Lucky for me, though, I listened to him. I bought more guns and ammo than I needed. Now I’m alive. I suppose none of my neighbors are.

   Charlton Heston, I love you man!

   What I’m getting at is this: I’m going outside today. I might get eaten by a gang of hungry Shroomheads, but you know what? I don’t care anymore. If my choice is to spend one more day in this fucking bunker spankin’ my wanker tool to half-nipple shots in some PG-13 ‘80’s teen comedy, or get eaten by a Shroomhead, well, I’d rather be dead.

   I don’t care what happens when I get outside. 

   I don’t care what I do. 

   I just need to rev my heart up by a few beats. 

   I refuse to die of boredom.

   Hell, maybe I’ll go out and all the Shroomheads will be dead. Maybe they’ve all eaten each other by now. 

   You know what? I don’t care!

   If they’re all dead, then I’ll start bungee jumping off the overpasses. I’ll get me a big Caterpillar and scrape all the abandoned cars off Loop 610, find me a Ferrari in some rich dipshit’s garage, and race it ‘til the engine blows up. One hundred and fifty on Loop 610. If that doesn’t blow my hair back then I may be dead already.

   With any luck, I’ll find some other people out there. With any real luck, I’ll find some nice lady—anybody with a vagina—that will help me with my Johnson problem. And I gotta tell you, right now, I am not picky. 

   Hey, you go two years without seeing a flesh and blood woman and see how picky you get, you judgmental bastard!

   All I’m sayin’ is I’m so horny, even Justin Bieber’s skinny, hairless ass might look good if I saw him outside.

   





October 16

   Well, here we are, the next day.

   Lucky Justin. He wasn’t outside.

   Lucky me, too. I might never have been able to live down the shame of jaloping that metro-sexual twerp, even if it was only me and him that knew about it.

   Jalop—look it up in the Urban Dictionary if you found a copy. In truth, you’ll probably be happier not knowing.

   Back on topic, let me tell you about my little outing. Well, not so little. In fact, it was the biggest thing to happen to me in two years. 

   I swear, I’m not a whiner. But two years?

   I’ve got this little periscope thing. I run it up from inside the bunker and I can look in any direction to see what’s outside. Before this afternoon, I hadn’t looked through it in eight or nine months. I’m not really sure why. Maybe I didn’t want to tempt myself with something I knew I couldn’t have—outside.

   I know what you’re thinking. I mean, if you future bumblebee people have spent any time digging through ancient layers of our rusty shit, you know we were crazy for electronics. All of us. I’m no exception. I’ve got closed circuit cameras all over my surface property: a few mounted up on the chimney, on the corners of the house, a few inside, and a couple in the backyard facing the bunker entrance. You know, so I can see—theoretically—anything that might be lurking outside my door before I emerge—I fucking love that word, emerge. It sounds so dramatic.

   Turns out, I lost a wire in a windstorm a while back. That was well after the hurricane—which happened well before I locked myself in, just to give you a better idea of the time line. The windstorm knocked out the connection to my cameras. I was pretty PO’d at the time. Luckily, I had the good sense to install a mechanical backup system to the camera network—a sixteen-hundred dollar bunker option. It’s a periscope. Using it, I can’t see much besides the bushes growing up around the fake, green utility box installed over my bunker hatch. The view was better before the bushes got big.

   Back to my outing.

   Turns out, it was raining. That torqued me a bit at first. At first.

   I got over it.

   I realized, I wasn’t breathing stale air.

   Nothing was around to eat me.

   My backyard looked like shit. It’s early autumn and the dandelions are knee-high. The back fence fell, and the side fence is sagging. I guess the bright side of that is I can see into a couple of the neighbors’ yards. Same story, weeds and bushes outgrowing their spot in the landscape plan—pissing off the HOA for sure. Oh wait! Those dipshits are all dead or Shroomheads now.

   Ah, karma. Yes, karma.

   Opening the door and stepping out into the drizzle was pretty anticlimactic. No angels sang. No trumpets tooted. No confetti rained down. Just me, standing in the rain, getting wet, and thinking it smelled odd out there, but damn, it felt good to stretch my arms out and not touch a wall. I spun around a few times looking up and letting the rain fall on my face. You know, like a hippie under a rainbow. Then I lost my balance, fell on my ass, and got mud all over my jeans.

   Seriously, it felt a little weird. Scary. I tried to remember exactly on which day I’d last been outside. I couldn’t. I still can’t. It’s been too long. I never consciously decided to stop going outside. I just went outside less and less as it became more and more dangerous—I did mention the Shroomheads and the neighbor kid with the AK-47, didn’t I?

   Now I’m wondering if I’d stayed in my hole for another six months, maybe I’d never have been able to walk under an open sky again.

   That thought kinda freaks me out. 

   I wandered around my yard for awhile, looking at the fence, looking at the house. Mostly the house was the same. The paint was faded a bit more. The doors had been kicked in though. That was new. Inside, the house had been ransacked. The damn Shroomheads can’t quite figure out that people keep food in their pantry and in their cupboards, not under the mattress or in the closets. Definitely not under the couch cushions. Fuckers. I never even made the last three payments on that leather couch.

   The other thing about Shroomheads, they’re not potty trained. You know, even a dog knows enough not to shit in his bed. Shroomheads will shit and piss wherever they happen to be standing when they get the urge. Disgusting, stinky vermin.

   I guess some of ‘em must have lived in my house for a while. Piles of disintegrating Shroom crap were scattered around the house. Piss stains on the walls. Anything that could have been broken, was. Outside of a few light bulbs in recessed lamps that survived, little in the house was worth salvaging.

   After I got done looking around my place, I checked the neighbors’ yards and didn’t see one Shroomhead nor any sign of fresh Shroomhead turds. I didn’t see anything but a dog about a block down and some birds in the trees. Lots of birds, actually.

   All in all, it was an uneventful little two-hour excursion. I’d like to say I was pretty bored and disappointed by the whole thing, but the truth is, maybe it was thrilling in just the right degree for someone who’s been in a giant fiberglass hotdog for two years.

   The most surprising thing I found during my trip was the stench of my bunker when I tried to go back inside. God, the whole place smelled like farts and armpits. I guess being in it, I developed a blindness to the smell.

   Note to self: shower every day. Ventilate. Maybe pee outside when the Shroomheads aren’t around.

   





October 17

   Yesterday’s adventure left me lying awake last night chasing thoughts around in my head. I think I was reveling in the excitement over getting back outside. 

   Right now, I’m eating my dinner, and I have to brag a little because I went outside again this afternoon. I stayed out a little longer. I ranged a little further.

   I know I mentioned yesterday that locking myself into the bunker wasn’t something that happened all of a sudden. It’s not like I got home from work one afternoon, saw on the news that the Shroomheads had eaten everyone, and then got down in my bunker. It was as far from that as you could possibly imagine. Turns out, it takes a long time for the world to fall apart. I guess maybe momentum kept it moving for a good while after the end was inevitable.

   Back about the time the power went down for the last time, we were probably two and a half years into the Shroom-demic (I’m loving making up these words). Things got so bad so slowly you almost didn’t notice how shitty and hopeless everything really was. Even on that day, the power going out wasn’t a surprise. Outages and brownouts had been plaguing us for at least a year by then, getting longer and more frequent. 

   The Shroom fungus had to chip away at modern life for a long time before it collapsed.

   Six months or so later, I locked myself into Bunker Stink—the new name for my apocalypse survival capsule. Things outside were wild then. It wasn’t just the Shroomheads you had to worry about. It’s like the people, some of those with guns anyway, started living out their Mad Max fantasies—probably an exaggeration. 

   People were robbing and raping by then. Sometimes killing each other for little or no reason. The police and the Army disintegrated during that time. At least the last time I saw a man in uniform doing anything to promote social stability was about a month after the power went out.

   I spent a lot of time out in the dangerous world before I took my solitary vacation from the apocalypse. I did a lot of sneaking around back in those days. I shot my share of Shroomheads—not exactly legal at the time, but definitely condoned—and even used my rifle to scare away a few dudes who looked like they might want to make some of my shit into their own shit. I suppose they went off to find easier prey.

   So if you’re starting to worry that I might get my inexperienced ass munched by a Shroomhead with this sudden desire of mine to go out into the world, well, you’re right, I might. That’s a chance we’re both going to have to take. I’d hate to leave you wondering what happened by dying before the end though.

   Yesterday, I didn’t see any Shroomheads around. That must have been luck. Maybe they prefer to stay out of the rain, you know, they wouldn’t want to wash off their stink. 

   I meant that sarcastically, but it just might be true.

   Today when I went out the sun was shining, the birds were singing, and the Shroomheads were lurking. I wandered around the neighborhood a bit, seeing them here and there, scrounging, humping, and generally just tearing shit up. It’s like they hate anything that was built or manufactured by normal people. Weird.

   The Shroomhead count in the neighborhood seemed pretty thin to me. That made me wonder whether they’d all gobbled each other up or had gotten killed by the macho knucklehead poser boys back when there was still plenty of gasoline, guns, and bullets around. Or maybe they just moved on to meatier suburbs.

   Wrong guess.

   I found myself on a corner on someone’s lawn, hiding behind three century plants—they’re a kind of cactus. The cacti were the centerpieces of a rock garden that used to look nice enough to give an HOA president a woody. Now weeds are growing up through the rocks, and the tall stalks on two of the plants are broken and leaning into the street. It was a good place to hide while looking up and down the roads. From there, I saw down to Mazzy and Rollo’s house and across to the elementary school. I can’t say for sure why I’d wandered in that particular direction and why I was interested in the state of their house. Well, in truth, I’m just lying to myself. I was hoping that maybe Mazzy had survived and was down there waiting for a chivalrous knight to ride in and rescue her from the monsters. Expressions of gratitude would, of course, follow.

   No such luck.

   Their house looked as deserted as all the rest. What’s worse, the Shroomheads looked to have set themselves up in a little Shroom commune in the school across the street. 

   I watched for a little while, trying to get an idea of how many might be inside. Turns out, it was a bunch. The more I saw, the more nervous I grew, thinking of how many might be sneaking around that I couldn’t see. I felt inclined to get my big hairy butt back to Bunker Stink.

   So, here we are. I’m scribbling crap on my paper, eating a bowl of rehydrated mush that doesn’t look anything like the picture on the package and tastes—I don’t really know what it tastes like—maybe lunch lady socks.

   





October 18

   I spent a lot of dark hours last night staring at the bunk above mine, listening to the shadows, thinking about too many things to sleep. I thought about locking down my bunker hatch for another undetermined number of months on the unfounded hope that my Shroomhead neighbors would eventually leave. That line of thinking flew in the face of my desire—no, who am I kidding, my need—to blow my hair back. 

   Sitting underground in my fiberglass shell, I’m little more than a frightened hermit crab waiting to die. I’m in good health. I might last another thirty or forty years, but my supplies won’t. 

   Through all those ruminations, I came to my only real choice. I reaffirmed my decision to go out into the world. That led directly to the necessity of finding a way to take control of a Shroomhead infestation at the elementary school.

   Somewhere before the dawn when I was dozing off and snapping back awake, I developed a plan. Nyuk, nyuk, nyuk. 

   Ok, that “Nyuk, nyuk, nyuk,” part is what we call onomatopoeia. My best childhood buddy, Curly Joe, used to say it all the time. You see, there used to be these things called black and white movies, and way back in the day… Oh, fuck it. Too much explanation required. I’ll keep it to myself from now on.

   I just realized, I should at least tell you about onomatopoeia. It’s one of my favorite words.

   When I was a little kid, I used to watch a TV show called Batman. Whenever Batman would punch or kick somebody, a colorful graphic would splash on the screen and say “Bam,” or “Blap,” or “Pow.” I remember hearing two teachers at school talking about it, and they called those things onomatopoeias—words that sound like the sounds they describe—and it kind of stuck with me. I repeated it to myself about a hundred times that day. At dinner I said it, and my mom washed my mouth out with soap. 

   Back on track with the infestation.

   Did I tell you yet that I used to hunt? Yeah, well, I’ve got some guns. And I’ve got a shit-ton of ammo. Forty-three thousand of 5.56 rounds for my AR-15, six thousand rounds for my Desert Eagle, and ten thousand rounds for my 12 gauge. I’ve got a sweet pump-action Heckler & Koch FABARM. Then I’ve got a bunch of .308 ammo for my Remington 700 and a bunch of miscellaneous ammo for my other guns. 

   Here’s the point. I’ve got lots of shotgun shells, a whole lot more than there are Shroomheads in the elementary school. I know, I know, you’re thinking that I’m gonna go all Rambo on ‘em. Nope. Like I said, I’ve got a plan. That’s why I’m going to the hardware store later this morning. There’s a Home Depot two miles up the road and a Lowe’s across the street. I’m pretty sure I can get what I need at those two places, plus there’s a Walmart and a couple of grocery stores all in that area. I’m only shopping for one item, but I need all of that item I can get. Everything else I need, I’ve got here.

   No wait, there’s one more item I need. Good thing I thought of it. I don’t want to hurt anyone. You know, in case I’m not the only normal person left in Katy, Texas. I need spray paint. Shroomheads can’t read.

   





October 18, entry number 2

   Turns out, getting something done in the apocalyptic world is a lot like getting something done at the county courthouse, you know, replacing a license plate, filing a property tax appeal, applying for an unhappiness certificate, I mean marriage license. Everything involves waiting. Honestly, when I crawled out of Bunker Stink and felt the rain on my face yesterday, I figured my days of waiting around and doing a lot of nothing were over. 

   It didn’t turn out that way.

   Stop laughing. I know everybody knows that.

   A man can have his dreams, you know. Don’t be a hater.

   I’m maybe a mile down the road, halfway between my house and the Home Depot. I’ve been careful coming down here. I coulda drove to Home Depot in five minutes, but then every Shroomhead in the ‘hood would have crawled out of the turd hole he lives in and chased me down. 

   Not a good plan, that one.

   The bike up in my house in the garage? No fucking way. First, you gotta pedal. Well, now that I’ve lost like a hundred pounds, that’s not a big deal. I’m a muscley lean stealth machine now. Did I mention that I was a big guy, not just fat, but big? I’m 6’5’’. For a couple of years I was even a wrestler—part-time. I used to be on TV back here in my day.

   Sorry, I forget who I’m talking to sometimes. For wrestling, just think of people dressing up to pretend they’re something they aren’t, and putting on a big show of fighting with some other guy in a different costume. It was all fake. We weren’t really fighting. We made money because people liked the show. Lots of shouting. Lots of name-calling. People got knocked down. The spectators paid and rooted for their favorites, like maybe their cheers and jeers would affect the outcome. They didn’t. We knew who was gonna win before we started. Kinda like politics.

   Holy shit. I just had another epiphany. 

   By the definition I gave you, I might be kind of a dipshit.

   I may have to update my definition. I’ll get back to you on that one.

   Back to the bicycle thing. Bad idea. You can’t defend yourself when you’re on a bike. That, and when you get going kinda fast, the wind blows across your ears so you can’t hear anything. Then you’re so busy looking for shit in the road—roads nowadays always have crap in them that’ll puncture your tire or bust your wheel—that you don’t pay attention to what’s going on around you. You never know the places that a Shroomhead might attack you from. Bikes. They’re out.

   That’s why I was on foot. 

   Right now, feet are the best transportation. Maybe later I’ll find a tank or something, and I’ll make a hobby of driving around town and running over Shroomheads. Come to think of it, that sounds like fun.

   Note to self: There’s gotta be a tank lying around somewhere. 

   Anyways, I was walking down the road, sort of. I wasn’t out in the middle of it. More like I was staying close to the strip malls, oil change joints, and restaurants along the way, taking care to hide behind cars and overgrown bushes. It’s best not to let the Shroomheads know you’re there. If they see you, they’ll come after you, and they’ll call their friends. It’s kind of like a barking monkey sound—hard to describe. Then they gang up and find your ass. They’re good at it, too. 

   I remember seeing a documentary once about chimpanzees. Those bastards hunt little monkeys in the trees. Yeah, I didn’t know that either—chimps like meat. The thing is, when a dozen or more chimps got in on the hunt, they were 100% successful. They caught and ate the little monkey every single time. 

   Think about that. 100%.

   It’s some scary shit.

   Shroomheads are smarter than chimps—maybe—and they don’t eat meat as a supplement. Flesh is their primary food source. They eat any critter with meat on its bones: people—when there were a lot of us around—dogs, cats, squirrels, deer, cows, even rats. 

   Something I figured out early: Don’t be the little monkey. The Shroomheads will catch you and eat you if enough of ‘em get in on the hunt.

   The point of all this—and there’s got to be a point, right?—is that I was about a mile down the road from my house at an intersection with a pretty good-sized road, and I saw a big herd of Shroomheads coming up from the east. I couldn’t cross without the ones in front seeing me. I would have liked to have gone back home at that point. But that wasn’t an option.

   You see, I learned another thing early on. The Shroomheads by their nature are never organized enough to all follow the road in the same direction. The damn things get curious or restless. I don’t know, hard to tell. Anyways, if you see a bunch of ‘em on the road, well, there might be another half a bunch of ‘em kind of following along with the mob, on the side streets, or going through houses nearby, or just wandering around in the same general direction. The thing is, by the time I saw these Shroomheads maybe a quarter mile up the road, maybe a little more, I knew that mob was actually another quarter mile wider than the street on each side. What that means is, if I had started sneaking back home on the road I would have been going north, and the Shroomheads would have started coming out from behind the businesses across the street heading west. They would have flanked me.

   I would have been the little monkey.

   Fuck that.

   I chose to hide.

   Of all places, I’m holed up in a nail salon. 

   I found a storage space with a skylight built above the restrooms in the back of the shop. It maybe wasn’t supposed to be a storage space because it didn’t have a stairway, just an aluminum ladder—probably purchased at the Home Depot—leaning against the wall. The ladder gave away what it was. I pulled it up behind me. Now if the Shroomheads come in the shop, they’ll never know I’m up here. All I have to do is be quiet. I know, you’re thinking, I’ll have to be real still and hold my breath. No, not really. Shroomheads tend to tromp around and make a lot of noise. All I need to do is breathe normally and not accidentally bump a box or something while they’re in the shop. Like I said, I did this kind of shit for a while before I locked the door on Bunker Stink. I just need to wait for the herd to pass. 

   Luckily I thought to bring my journal along in my backpack. I say that, but it wasn’t luck. I planned for the possibility of having to get stuck waiting somewhere. I also know myself well enough to know that I get impatient. When I’m impatient, I start making stupid choices, like leaving the nail salon too early. That might lead to me getting munched and leaving you with an incomplete Shroomhead history. Writing in my journal keeps me occupied so I don’t stare at the wall and get impatient.

   Let’s see. What to write about? Hmm.

   Subject today: Let’s talk about those damn vaccines.

   It’s weird how this whole thing went down, the thing with everybody turning into a Shroomhead. At first, it all pissed me off, you know, a toe fungus cure turning people into Shroomheads. Really? But what the fuck, we have a dickless government in the pockets of big corporations so they can make whatever bullshit they’re up to legal. I guess if some corporation decided it wanted to start robbing banks, hell I suppose they’d just buy some congressmen and make that legal too—for corporations, not normal people like me.

   I won’t beat my dipshit point to death here. We’ll just move along.

   People started turning into Shroomheads. Families screamed about it in the media. They sued. The company threw up a whole shitload—

   Definition for shitload—that’s what you call a herd of dipshits. You know, like a flock of birds or a school of fish. Be careful. Shitload has lots of definitions. Here, think of it as a herd of dipshits.

   —of experts with PhDs and fancy-sounding think-tank titles claiming that Shroomheads spontaneously evolved from people who ate too much organic food. I’m not going to get too far into that cluster-fuck. The bottom line is the dipshits running the toe fungus cure company made the Shroomhead problem worse with all of their bullshit counter claims. If they’d have just, you know, sold their big shiny yachts, fired all the prostitutes in their hooker stables, took responsibility, and tried to fix the problem back when there were only a few hundred Shroomhead cases, well, I wouldn’t be hiding in the storage attic of a nail salon, writing Shroomhead history and wondering where I can get some good pornography.

   As much as I want to blame the toe fungus fuckers, I have to raise my hand as the only known living representative of still-normal humans from that time on this spheroid rock orbiting the sun—I stole that line from a show I saw—and admit that it was our fault too. 

   A short time after the tinfoil hat guy at the garage sale told me about the red lumps, I saw a story on the news about a guy with deformed warts on his head who attacked a cyclist on a hike-n-bike trail in Lompoc. (Another reason not to ride a bike!) The Shroomhead was lurking under a bridge and jumped the cyclist when he whizzed by. Witnesses called the police but because we’re pretty much a society of pussies—well, sometimes I think that—the bystanders didn’t do anything to stop the Shroomhead. By the time the cops got there, the Shroomhead had eaten the cyclist’s face off. The cops plugged a dozen rounds into the Shroomhead and shipped him off to a pauper’s grave. The cops said he was a homeless guy hopped up on marijuana with a bad case of the munchies. Nobody really looked into it. As a matter of fact, the whole thing was forgotten by the weekend. You know, with playoffs going on. Football is a big deal to us twenty-first century humans.

   Unfortunately for the cyclist, medical science was able to save him. Seriously, he had no face. He ended up killing himself after his third month in the hospital. He got tired of looking at a monster in the mirror with the one lidless eye he had left.

   By Easter a dozen similar incidents were enough to get people started asking questions. Nobody believed anymore that these were cases of deformed homeless people turning cannibal. Let me take that back. The toe fungus fuckers, TFF Inc. from now on, were already selling a new version of bullshit, and the bullshit they sold smelled pretty good to most of us. They gave up on the spontaneous evolution story and went with one about deformed homeless dudes leftover from a World War II government syphilis experiment gone wrong. Over time, the spirochetes—I know, another weird word stuck in my head from my sex ed class in high school—ate away the test subjects’ brains and misshaped their heads. Never mind that spirochetes don’t deform skulls, and all the homeless dudes were born well after World War II ended. TFF Inc. said the government was keeping the Shroomheads under wraps somewhere in Arkansas, and then budget cuts closed the facility and put ‘em all on the street. Resentment for their treatment, apparently the only motivating factor that survives brain rot, caused the Shroomheads to take revenge on an electorate who voted in the dipshits who’d done the dirty deeds that turned them into Shroomheads. 

   I admit. I bought the story when it passed my too-lazy-to-keep listening threshold. I didn’t think about it much after that. The Houston Texans were in spring training and Kim Kardashian was showing off her big bare ass in the supermarket magazines. I had more important things to think about.

   Well, it looks like all the Shroomheads outside have moved on. I’ll just say this last thing about the whole Shroomhead invasion—I’ll tell you more later, but right now I’ve got to get to Home Depot, do my shopping, and get back to Bunker Stink before dark. Imagine you were being chased by an angry snail. You wouldn’t be worried, right? Even when the angry snail got his pissed off little friends to help him, it wouldn’t bother you. This whole Shroomhead thing was like that. Nobody gave a shit until they realized how damn relentless snails could be.

   





October 18, entry number 3

   Well! I’m at the Home Depot now. I’m taking a break. Why not? I’m not on the clock. And besides, I’m tired. I broke a sweat today. Too many months in the hole. The day has turned out nice. The sun is shining and the breeze is blowing. The temperature is in the perfect air-conditioned range, you know, like those days that used to give you wood for no apparent reason back in your teens. Probably some kind of genetic code buried in your brain that says, hey, it’s spring, go fuck something. There’s gonna be plenty of food for a while. Only it isn’t spring. It’s autumn, but some of those days feel the same. 

   Anyways, I got me a load of what I came for: six cans of red spray paint, eighty-seven (just at Home Depot, there’s more at Lowe’s if I need them later) rat traps—yes rat traps, those big fuckers that’ll break your finger—some nails and a hammer. Actually, I put the nails and the hammer back. I’ve got a rechargeable cordless drill at home—I’ve got solar panels too, remember—and a bunch of screws. 

   I know you’re thinking, what the hell is this guy up to?

   I’m not tellin’.

   It’ll be a game for both of us. You can think about it while you read some more of my journal or search around in the dirt for the next page, because after a million years, who knows where it’ll be. Or you can pray to your Honeycomb Bee God that I didn’t get munched by a Shroomhead on the way back to Bunker Stink. In which case, you won’t get another page.

   Remember when I told you that I was an HVAC guy? Yeah, you forgot, I know you did. Go look it up on page three or whatever. I’ll wait. 

   Because I’m in HVAC, like most blue-collar dudes I take my work home with me. Some guys, like car mechanics, well, they’ve got cars and shit in the yard. Some of them have engines hanging on a lift chain on a tree branch. The Lay’s deliveryman has a big Frito truck parked at the curb. The mailman, well, he doesn’t take his work home, so screw him for messing up my example.

   Me, I’ve got a garage full of tools, and conduit, and jugs of Freon. I used to black-market that stuff after the government went all R22 on us—it was an ozone layer thing. I’ve also got a sweet welding rig, my soldering torches and tanks, and a shitload of copper tubing. I’m not talking about the quarter-inch shit, though I’ve got coils and coils of that. I’ve got that big stuff, fat enough to slip a sissy’s thumb inside of.

   Okay, I just had some really inappropriate thoughts. I was going to make a butthole-sissy thumb joke but I’m not. First off, I’ve got nothing against sissies. Second, by the time you translate the joke into bee-buzz, it’ll probably lose the humor. Do bees even have buttholes?

   I don’t fuckin’ know. I never saw a show about that on Animal Planet.

   Anyways, it’s the big copper tubing that I’m talking about. The question is, can you guess what I’m going to do with it?

   God, I gotta tell you, I’m cracking up over it. This is the most fun I’ve had in a long, long time. This almost makes up for me not finding a hidden porn stash in the Home Depot break room.

   Well, here’s the deal. I’m not telling. I’m taking all my shit and going home now. I’ll put it together later and let you know how it works out. Until then, you think about it.

   C’mon. Humor me.

   





October 26

   Okay, I lied. I didn’t get back with you last week. I was sneaking past Best Buy on my way home from Home Depot and this amazing green goober of an idea gobsmacked me.

   I was already carrying too much crap with my rat traps and spray paint, oh, and twine. Yeah, guess I forgot to mention that. I got a spool of that, a thousand yards. Does that help you with your guess?

   I had to go back out the day after the Home Depot raid and get me several loads of stuff. In fact, I spent most of the sunny hours in the next two days hauling electronic crap back to my place. I actually stored a good bit of it in my old master bedroom closet. The roof on that part of the house is still holding out the weather. The kitchen leaks like a mo fo—I expect that part of the house to collapse in a couple of years. C'est la vie. I just threw that in so you’d think I’m smart. I picked the line up from an old (really old) Doris Day movie. I don’t really know what it means, maybe something like, “that’s the shit.”

   I think getting out of Bunker Stink was better for me than I imagined it could be. I think maybe I was slowly turning into a lump. I put food in one end, processed, and then dumped it out the other. I went through a routine, working out every day, reading books, watching movies, pacing around in my twelve by fifty space, at least the floor space that was available, and I tried to contact people on the short wave radio.

   The things I planned to spend my time on, learning Spanish maybe, figuring out all of those shortwave radio manuals old Winston Cherito gave me, reading about agriculture—well, I kind of just stopped. I’d planned to learn a lot of stuff. I’ve got all kinds of college books down there. I wasn’t learning. I wasn’t thinking. I wasn’t dreaming and I wasn’t hoping. I was just wasting away.

   Now, I’m doing something and I feel more alive than I’ve felt in a very, very long time. 

   What have I been up to with all this renewed zest for life?

   I pulled all the insulation out of the attic in my house. It’s that thick pink fuzzy shit that comes in wide, long strips. It’s been up there a while. I laid the pink stuff over the old blown-in crap about seven years ago to reduce my electricity bill. Anyways, I pulled out what wasn’t too moldy to salvage and I used my staple gun in my garage to cover the walls in thick layers of it. The thing about fiberglass insulation is that it insulates not just heat, but sound. Now, I could open up a disco in my garage and no Shroomhead walking down the street would hear a single thump.

   Mind you, I’m not going to open a disco. Who would come?

   What I’ve got out there is a shop. I can drill and cut and hammer until my heart’s content. No Shroomhead will ever know.

   





October 28

   I admit it. I didn’t invent this shit. I just improved it a bit. I got this idea from something I saw on TV one Sunday morning when I was doing something else. It caught my attention, I watched for a few minutes, and then I got back to doing whatever it was I was already doing. I didn’t forget though.

   Here’s the basic deal.

   I told you I got those rat traps. Well, I put some of them to use for their original purpose, catching rats. This is harder than you think. Those little fuckers are smart. You gotta be patient if you want to win. I set out a couple of dozen in the houses close by and I eventually got me some fat juicy ones. Rats love the apocalypse, by the way. Them and the roaches. Well, roaches did at first. The damn things were everywhere. Now, not so much. They’re just back to being regular bugs trying to make an honest bug living without getting eaten by a bird or whatever naturally eats roaches. Hell, maybe it’s rats for all I know. Anyways, now that they don’t have a load of human trash in every house to freeload off of, the balance of nature has been restored. The circle of life is spinning. Cue the Disney music.

   I caught me a half dozen rats. I put each of them in a Ziploc bag with a half a cup of water to boot, you know, just to give the stinkifying bacteria a little extra juice to grow in. I sealed them up—mostly. I left a little hole—I don’t know what bacteria need to grow—and I hung them out on the wall on the back of my house where the nasty little surprises could rot away until they were nice and ripe.

   That’s my bait.

   Are you curious yet? I’ll bet you thought I was using the traps to catch the little bastards so I could eat ‘em. Ick. I’m not that desperate yet. I’ve still got a couple years’ worth of vacuum pouch survival meals that look like baby shit and kinda smell like it, too. Why would I want to eat a rat? 

   My prototype Shroomhead trap was what I worked on while I was harvesting the neighborhood rodents. That’s the surprise I’ve been cooking on the back burner.

   It really was pretty easy to make. It worked on the first try.

   First, I pulled out a few boxes of those shotgun shells we talked about. Turns out, they fit—not perfectly—into the copper pipe I had stored in my garage. Think rifle barrel. Well, sort of. You wouldn’t want to use one of those copper pipes that way if you wanted to keep your hands stuck to the ends of your arms.

   I cut off lengths of that pipe about four inches long, and measured the shells I planned to use. They were all three inches long. I figured the extra inch was enough to get my shotgun blast going in the right general direction. The shell slides into the pipe and the lip on the back of the shell keeps it from sliding through. You know, kind of like a shotgun when you crack it open and slip the shell into both barrels.

   Note to future bee people: I’ll see if I can find a picture and leave it in my journal for you. Pictures of all this would help so much.

   Next, I pulled the hammer back (yes, I’m now an expert on rat trap engineering). The hammer is that thick, rigid wire that the spring slams down on the rat’s neck when he stops by to get a bite of cheese. Did I say the metal and the spring on a rat trap are strong enough to break your finger? Well they are. Be careful with these things. Anyway, I marked where the hammer comes down on the platform and that’s where I drilled a hole big enough for my length of copper tube. The platform is made of wood, so easy enough to cut through. I soldered a short piece of wire on the hammer so it would land in the center of the hole—a homemade firing pin. I checked my copper tube and voila, it fit as snug as a finger in a… Well, let’s say nostril.

   I attach the rat trap platform to my prototype test apparatus—the fence. It’s stuck on there with a screw. Remember the cordless drill and the boxes of screws? Yeah, a nail and a hammer would have put that thing on the fence in seconds but the banging would have attracted the Shroomheads from over by the elementary school. No hammers for me.

   Note to bee people: don’t confuse the hammer (part of the rat trap) with the hammer (hand tool) for driving nails. Same word. Different things. Look at the pics.

   The shotgun shell goes in the copper tube. The copper tube goes in the hole in the platform of the rat trap, held there by snugness only. Just for simplicity’s sake, I lined the copper tube up to stick through a knothole in the fence. For clarity, I’ve got the rat trap stuck to this fence board with the hammer and all the little rat trap hardware where I can see it. The back end of the shotgun shell is facing me, on my side of the fence. The copper tube and the business end of the shotgun shell are sticking through the platform and through the knothole.

   You can see where this is going now, right?

   I took a section of fallen-down fence and stood it up against some patio furniture about five feet on the other side of the fence, in front of the business end of my little Shroomhead booby trap. I did the same on my side of the fence. When the rat trap hammer comes down on the shell’s primer, kapow. I hope most everything flies out the business end. This isn’t a closed-breach weapon I’ve built here. I expect I’ll get some nasty metal bits flying out the back end too. 

   I set the rat trap. With a lengthy bit of twine attached to the rat trap catch, I went around the corner of my house. I’m thinking I’m far enough away with enough two-by-fours and siding to protect me from what’s going to be relatively low-velocity lead and shrapnel.

   I yanked the twine and got my kapow.

   It worked on the first attempt.

   Yeah, I’m that good. Go blue-collar dudes.

   Time suddenly became very limited. I needed to run over, assess the damage, and then hide back down in Bunker Stink before the Shroomheads showed up. 

   Well, the fence boards in my yard took a beating. I splintered one board and a few bits of the hammer are stuck in the wood. Good! The rat trap itself and the screwed-on board were obliterated. I don’t have time to look around for where all the pieces went or what they look like.

   As I’m peeking over the fence though to see what my target boards look like, I hear Shroomheads screaming like hungry maggots—well, I know maggots don’t scream (do they?) but I felt like dropping in an imaginative metaphor—at least I liked it. The screaming Shroomheads tell me my time is short.

   What happened to my target board on the other side of the fence? Let’s just say I love the smell of splintered cedar board in the morning. It smells like fuck-you-Shroomheads.

   





October 28, entry number 2

   It’s dark now. I’m in the bunker. As expected, the Shroomheads came, smelled the cordite, I guess, and figured they found the place where the noise came from. They shit all over my yard. Some of ‘em ran a train on a female Shroomhead and they went home, back to the elementary school I guess.

   Note to self: Prepare my traps in clusters. Shroomhead friends might show up.

   I just finished watching a Kate Winslet movie. Kate always reminds me of my first daughter. Don’t know why. Watching any Kate movie in my collection leaves me feeling bad about how it all went down—unfortunately, the movies where Kate nudes up are a little weird for me. 

   I miss my kids, even though they aren’t—weren’t—kids anymore. You know you’re old when your oldest kid is in her thirties—she was the Kate Winslet. The second girl was getting close to thirty. The youngest, the unplanned one, was still in college.

   Kate and her husband lived pretty close and I saw them all the time. We weren’t best pals when she was growing up. Too many arguments, you know. Her acting just like I did at that age, me acting just like my old man did. We both grew out of it eventually. She got married and popped out a couple of puppies about the time the TFF Inc. execs bought their first corporate yacht on the tax deduction dime. I hope those guys are alive and I find one of ‘em one day. 

   Note to self: Find a book on medieval torture techniques and devices, you know, just in case.

   I tried to get my daughters to come to the bunker with me, but turns out, I should have planned better. Back when I started the thing, I built it for five. Me, the eventual ex, and the three brats. In my post-apocalyptic plan/fantasy, I didn’t figure we’d be down in the bunker longer than three or four months. My budget had a lot to do with my plan. More money pays for more eventualities. Like most folks, I had college to pay for, first cars to buy, prom dresses—holy crap those things cost—senior trips, the father of the bride thing for three girls, oh, and that divorce—ouch. In the end, you prepare for the apocalypse you can afford. 

   Bunker Stink is roomy for what it is, a fiberglass tube maybe the size of an RV. My backyard was barely wide enough for the hole. Did I say before that I paid for it with the fly rod money? That was kind of a lie. I just didn’t want to feel stupid again. I paid a good part of the bunker expense with the fly rod money but I took out a loan against the house to pay for the rest. We picked the house up dirt cheap after the savings & loan crash in the late ‘80s, and it was nearly paid for. The wife pitched a fit when she found out how much the bunker cost and how I financed it. Too bad for her it was already in the ground.

   If the end had come then, we all would have been screwed. Having a septic tank modified to look like an RV inside is just a first step. Our place wasn’t stocked up with anything then. I kept some guns and a bunch of ammo down there but it took several years to build up my supply of dry goods and survival meals.

   I know you’re thinking, wow, humans must not eat much food if I can store up several years’ worth in Bunker Stink and still have room for anything else. Well, it’s not as big a problem as you might think. If you’re a future bee, then take my word for it and skip to the next paragraph. If you’re a future person, then I’ll tell you a human could probably eat for about 5 years on a pallet load of fifty-pound bags of rice. Do the math. You’ll see.

   I know you’re thinking that’s still a lot of room. Like I said, Bunker Stink is a twelve-foot diameter tube on its side. It’s got a flat floor. If you’ve got any kind of spatial imagination, you’ll know that a flat floor across the bottom of the tube leaves a bunch of awkwardly shaped empty space below. Perfect for storage—a whole lot of it.

   After Shroomageddon started, like I already told you, nobody knew what was really going on for a long time. Nobody knew where it would lead though some of us got more and more certain the longer it dragged on. The ex and I went our separate ways pretty early into it; I think it was maybe around the time the first vaccines came out. Turns out, she was fucking her boss. Marriage being what it is, turns out, I didn’t give much of a shit. I didn’t hate her. Sure, the whole business hurt, we were married a long time. We were attached, but we were bored and tired of each other. I can’t fault her for looking for a little happiness. They shacked up together at his place, a condo on the golf course over in Cinco Ranch. An expensive place. He makes more money than me. At least he used to before they both shroomed out. 

   He went first. I remember when she called me up on the phone to tell me about it. She was upset and crying and telling me shit like she’d wished she never left me and how she was going to stay by his side because she wanted to prove to herself she was a good woman, a good person, a good girlfriend. Turns out, she already shroomed by then too, she just didn’t really know it yet.

   That’s the thing about shrooming. It’s slow. It might take a few months. It might take a few years. First, you get these irritated, red scratchy patches, mostly on your scalp or along your spine. Sometimes they hit your elbows, knees, and wrists. They slowly grow into reddish bumps, all the way down into your bone. They’re solid too, just like bone. 

   People tried to have them removed with surgery and all, back in the day. It was a big business, people spending their life savings to have it done. Didn’t matter, though. Didn’t change anything. By the time you got the first of the red scratchies, the fungus was already in your bones, all through ‘em, slowly growing. You were already one of them, a Shroomhead. People back then always thought they had a chance. Because they weren’t crazy yet, they thought they could beat it.

   Nobody did.

   The more the red lumps grow on somebody, the more crazy they get. I remember my ex calling me all the time, talking dingbat shit while her old boss made ape noises in the background. To tell you the truth, it was almost hard to tell when she stopped talking ex-wife crazy and started talking Shroomhead crazy. Anyways, she got less and less coherent. The calls got fewer and fewer. Maybe six months passed between when she first told me about golf-stud’s lumps and when she stopped calling.

   Needless to say, her spot in the bunker went unfilled.

   Getting back to my daughter, the Kate Winslet twin, her husband had a cabin out on some hillbilly lake up along the Louisiana border. He took Kate and the two youngsters up there. Just not soon enough. They made it awhile eating berries and pinecones or however people survive out in the woods. For all I know, he had his own prepper stash, or maybe the Kroger in their neighborhood was still open. By the time they turned Shroom, the government had already pushed its fourth failed vaccine on those of us who weren’t yet tainted—still most of us in those days. 

   I think nearly everybody suspected that TFF Inc. had fucked us by then. The government provided the lube.

   Kate called me when the twins got the red lumps, both about the same time. They were maybe two years old then. The fungus works slower on the kids most of the time, and that was the case with Kate’s family. While the kids were still lumpy, she and the husband both got it. They turned pretty quick. First, came the tears. Then came the denial. Acceptance rolled into town when the first few lumps broke the skin. 

   She used to send me pics of all of ‘em. Ick. Kate got it the worst. She was turning the fastest.

   Then the crazy-talk phone calls and emails started.

   The last I heard was from the husband in an email. He said he came home from deer hunting—not for sport by then, for food—to find Kate in the bedroom, covered in the blood of the two tykes. She killed them and was gnawing on a leg when he shot her. That was the last I heard from him.

   I guess he either killed himself after that or finished turning Shroomhead. I suppose I would have shot myself.

   





October 29

   I just read through my last entry. Depressing stuff. 

   You may be wondering why I’m not all emotional about it. I used to be. In Dusty time, it all happened a long time ago. I’ve had a lot of dark, quiet nights to think about it, you know, what I coulda done, what I couldn’t have. Second guessing. I think maybe in those unrelenting, tedious days sitting in Bunker Stink all by myself it occurred to me that life moves on, like that angry snail I talked about earlier. Sometimes you can see where it’s going and can try to do something about it. Sometimes, maybe most times, you can’t. The worst part is that in hindsight, everything looks so clear.

   The more you think about the past, the clearer it becomes. So clear in fact that you forget that looking forward from back there, everything was just as black and confused by old emotions as the future is today. 

   For all I know, me going out later this morning to start installing my wireless neighborhood surveillance network will get me killed. When you—future man, or future bee, or whatever the fuck you are—find this diary and realize you just read the last page, you’ll say, “Hey, that dipshit should have stayed home.” And you’ll be right.

   One day, I pretty much guarantee, you will be right. 

   I live in a suburb of Houston. Six million people lived within thirty miles of me before they started turning Shroom and killing each other. I don’t know how many of them are out there now. I do know there is a bunch, and every single one of them would kill me and feed me to his friends if he had half a chance. I roll the dice every time I go outside. 

   I…

   I was going to write, one day the dice will come up and say, “Dusty, you’re Shroom meat today.”

   That might be any day. I don’t know if I can change that. What I can change is the odds. If I live through the expansion of my surveillance system, then I weight the dice in my favor by a little bit.

   I’ll be outside a good part of the day. Talk to you later unless my number comes up.

   





October 31

   It’s Halloween. BFD.

   Definition of BFD—Big Fucking Deal. It’s sarcasm. It really means nobody gives a shit.

   Good day. I’m back in Bunker Stink. Speaking of Bunker Stink, good God, it’s like the body odor has permeated the fiberglass, and now it outgases between cleanings. No matter how much I scrub, the smell of the bleach water only lasts until the ventilation cycles. Then it’s back to the same, farts and armpits.

   I started working up on my roof two days ago. The work didn’t go fast because of the nature of trying to do anything when Shroomheads are under foot. For every little bit of work I did, I had to stop and look around to make sure I didn’t catch the attention of the locals. A little more work. A lot more looking. A little more work. You get the picture.

   I know you’re probably thinking I was up on my roof replacing shingles or something, but I wasn’t. I set up a prototype—yeah, I sound like I’m some kind of mad scientist now with my prototypes and shit. Fuck it, I feel pretty smart about it too. I set up a solar panel, a small one cannibalized from a guy’s house a few blocks over. I monkeyed a lot with the wiring. I won’t bore you with the details, but getting the voltage and amperage right was a trick. I built a little box, well, not little exactly, but it’s a box I can mount on the roof. In one end, I plug a solar panel. Out of the other end, I plug a Wi-Fi signal amplifier, a hub. I also power a couple of cameras—thanks Best Buy for the products.

   Now, in daylight, I can sit in Bunker Stink and on my growing wall of surveillance monitors, I can see anything that would be visible from the top of my chimney. So, pretty much all the neighboring yards, and up and down the street. Not bad. It’s a far cry from being blind in the bunker, which is exactly the situation I was in last year after my camera cable broke. Now, I’ve got the yard, the house, and the immediate vicinity under surveillance.

   It took most of the day to get that first one hooked up and to get the bugs worked out of the system.

   Yesterday I went to the house across the street and set up a similar system but with just one camera which showed the front of my house from over there. Handy shit to have, I think. More importantly, the amplifier sends my Wi-Fi signal as far as the house on the next block over where I installed another solar panel, black box, camera, and Wi-Fi hub. I need an acronym or a name for this thing. I’m not going to hand write all that crap out every time I refer to it.

   Fuck it. I’m not that imaginative. It’s a POD.

   I got PODs installed on my roof and two other roofs. I have great visibility on my street now and the next block over, leapfrogging toward my goal.

   POD—Perfect Observation Device.

   Maybe I’m not as much of a dumbass as I thought.

   





November 1

   Today I got a POD installed on the roof of the house behind me. That gave me a view of the street over there. My view of the world around me has grown from Bunker Stink, to the weed farm (my yard) to three full blocks—at least on the streets—around me. During the day, nobody can come close without me seeing them. 

   That brings up two drawbacks. I don’t have a way yet to see at night. Half the cameras I’ve picked up can see just fine in the dark in those hues of green and black. I need to rig up a battery, maybe several car batteries on each system so they can charge through the day and run all night. I’ll need to work that out but I’m thinking I can add a battery onto each POD later after I figure out how to make it all work. Right now, I’m kind of anxious to get my first Shroom trap set up.

   You know, it’s what I’m excited about right now and it’s been so long since I was excited about anything. I’d like to surf the good feeling for as long as it lasts.

   I also need to figure out some kind of motion activation alarm for my video system. Right now, I can see what’s happening outside when I’m looking at the monitors, which might really be all I ever need. I mean, I can just look before I go out, and I should be good. The only downside of that is with the possibility of some Shroomheads sneaking around when I’m not looking and taking a nap behind a bush or in somebody’s garage or something. Then I could go hiking down the street, searching for poontang and porn, feeling safe in my ‘hood that looks quiet through the monitors, only to get jumped by a Shroomhead that I never saw hide there.

   It would be easy to get smug and sloppy.

   I’ll have to upgrade as I go along. 

   Epiphany: I’m going to be stuck in Bunker Stink a good long time. 

   I need to start thinking long-term. I’ll eventually need to plant crops, build a fence—a real fence—and expand the bunker—eek, shovel and pick work—you know, in case I do find some other people. 

   It would be nice to find other people, not just a hot chick to indulge my carnal needs, but you know, anybody I could have a conversation with. God that would be nice. 

   I spend a lot of time wondering these days if there’s anyone else out there who is still normal.

   I wonder if any of those vaccines worked.

   Oh yeah, I didn’t tell you about those yet. It’s late, I’m tired. But you know, in a way, writing all this crap is kinda like talking to somebody. I have to laugh when I think about the irony of it. I do all the talking and you don’t respond, which of course you can’t, because you’re not going to be born or hatched until a million years after I’m dead and you speak in bee-buzz talk and I of course speak like a human.

   The irony I’m talking about is that my ex, well, she said she talked to me all the time and I never said much in return, like she was talking to a wall—that’s a cliché back in these days—or writing in her diary. Yeah, I know, ironic, isn’t it?

   Anyway, she went off to fuck golf course condo boy who could talk about his feelings until he started making monkey sounds. I got stinky Shroomheads for neighbors. I guess you and I are stuck with each other for now.

   





November 2

   How about a history lesson today?

   Somewhere along the road on TFF Inc.’s disinformation campaign, enough people got sick with the red lumps that the half dozen cases that showed up by Easter turned into thousands by Independence Day. Everybody was talking about it at work, on Facebook, Twitter, everywhere. By Labor Day, the numbers were in the tens of thousands and it seemed like everyone you talked to had a story about how they saw, or their friend saw, or their cousin’s friend saw a Shroomhead rip some guy’s throat out with his teeth. Pictures and videos were all over the internet. People were demanding action from the government.

   Do you remember how I said the government was run by dipshits?

   Yeah, I’m sure you do. I probably said it a hundred times by now.

   Anyways, nothing really happened for a good long while, except endless hearings on Capitol Hill with TFF Inc. selling their bullshit, with congressmen wrapping fresh tortillas around the turds and asking for seconds.

   It took about a year, from one Easter to the next for the Shroomhead count to hit a million just in the US. I think that was the tipping point. Something about that particular number seems really big to folks. It kind of made everyone start demanding that the bullshit end and that something be done about the problem. People were scared.

   It wasn’t long after that when the government released Vaccine Number One. 

   Oh my God, the fallout from that one was the closest this country has ever come to armed class-warfare.

   The government and all the propaganda channels—we call ‘em news—made a big deal about the vaccine coming to save all of our asses from the Shroom scourge. Of course, the fine print that nobody ever really caught or discounted out of hand was that the vaccines were going to be coming from the government in quarterly batches and that everybody would need to get on the program to get each vaccine when it came out. Kind of a subscription to the Pharma companies, with all the heavy lifting done by the government on the taxpayer dime. Unfortunately, when all you can think about from sun up to sun down is how much you’re afraid of turning Shroom, you’re not in the best negotiating position. The Pharma company says, “Hey, I wanna fuck you over,” and all you can really say is, “Here, fuck my sister too.” 

   Pharma companies—I know I haven’t given you a definition in a while. I’m hoping you’ll pick a lot up from context. Basically, if you sorted through your dipshits and found the greediest bunch of hateful, sneaky, grannyfuckers, and put them in charge of a company (full of people otherwise trying to do good) that always says “We’re helping you. We’re making life better. We’re providing necessities.” while at the same time financially ruining half the country, well, that’s a Pharma company.

   Anyways, I got my vaccine like everybody else did. You see, you had to sign up on a government website to get your vial mailed to you. Supposedly, to make sure every American got his and nothing got black-marketed off to Mexico to make some corrupt bureaucrats rich.

   Well, it turns out the vials got mailed. Everyone took his or her vial to the doctor or pharmacist (not to be confused with Pharma—different things in kinda the same business). The pharmacist lady at the local Walgreens took the vial, put it into some kind of air gun thingy, and shot the vaccine into your ass.

   I didn’t mind that part so much. I think my local Walgreens pharmacist is (was) hot. Because I’m a guy, you know, always thinking with the wrong parts, I figured once she saw my big hairy ass with my pants down, she’d somehow decide that she needed a man like me to protect her when times got tough in the days ahead. I even told her I used to be a wrestler so, you know, I can pretty much kick anybody’s ass.

   At least pretend you’re surprised when I tell you that she just said, “Next,” and injected the person in line after me. Then she put on the sweetest, big smile and sparkled her blue doe eyes at me and asked if I’d be kind enough to see my personal physician or another Walgreens pharmacist when my next vial in the vaccine series arrived in the mail.

   Damn.

   Enough about my problems with the cuties.

    It turns out that some enterprising med students decided to analyze the vials the government sent them. Surprise! It was simple saline—basically salt and water. You can inject it into your veins and it does absolutely nothing. 

   The med students started making noise on the internet. Everybody accused them of being anti-vaxxers. They got death threats. They had to go into hiding. Then the strangest thing happened. Other people confirmed that their vials were the same thing, saline placebos.

   Placebos! Are you fucking kidding me?

   It was the fastest-growing political shit storm I ever saw. Next thing you know, the President, the Speaker of the House, and the Senate Majority leader are all standing shoulder to shoulder on TV with the head of the CDC. They’re telling folks that they just got this vaccine invented—or whatever word they use for that sort of shit—and they didn’t have enough time to manufacture enough for everybody. They randomized the mailouts, mixing in the good samples with the placebos, thinking it would at least make folks feel better about things if they thought they were taking something.

   Okay, now that didn’t sit well with folks, but they accepted it and grumbled. I did. Sometimes there’s just not enough pie for everybody to get a slice. Life’s not fair.

   It was when people started stealing vials allocated to important folks—rich people, politicians, movie stars and the like—and they tested those and found out that almost all of those vials contained something more—a lot more—than saline.

   Holy shit!

   Every blue collar Joe in the country got pissed. The way we all saw it was, we just got fucked by our government. People were in the streets rioting before you could say Jiminy Cricket has a cricket dick. 

   If you’ve never seen a riot, or worse, been in the middle of one, you don’t know what kind of animal frenzy comes over people. It’s manic, peer-pressure, crowd-condoned hate in a way that can only be felt from the inside, in the mob. No words can ever come close. People—good people—do things in a riot when the animal takes over that they’d never, ever do alone, on their own. It’s like you stop being yourself so much and become an appendage controlled by a swarm mind. It’s the weirdest, scariest fucking thing.

   I thought they—I mean we, I was in it with my shotgun and my Molotov cocktails—were going to burn the whole country down, starting with the big mansions and the Mercedes and Lexuses. What is the plural of “Lexus,” anyway?. 

   I don’t know how things work in future Bee World, but back in these days, beehives have a queen who gets laid and makes babies all day. She’s got a bunch of drones who have sex with her and don’t do much else. All the rest of the bees do all the work, making honey, building the combs, generally working themselves to death. Just for your reference, if bees drove cars, the queen would have a Mercedes and the drones would each have a Lexus.

   It took a couple of weeks before everyone burned off enough rage for things to settle down. I don’t remember how many people got killed. Lots of rich folks got it. Lots of cops took one for the team. Nobody counted the regular folks. 

   After that, the Army was almost always on the streets. The whole country looked like Fallujah.

   On the second round of vaccines—delayed by a full month—they mailed them on the same date, everybody got the same thing, real vaccine, or at least something that tested to be something other than saline. Nobody trusted the government by then. Sixty percent—or so it was later reported, and I’ll get to that in a bit—of the vaccine vials were either thrown out by the people who received them or they were sold to Canadians and Mexicans on eBay. 

   





November 3

   Didn’t I just talk about getting smug and sloppy?

   I mean, didn’t I?

   Needless to say—wait, that’s an expression. Of course, I need to say. No, I guess I choose to say—you don’t know what time of day it is right now, in Dusty time. You’re reading this like a million years from now. By the way, how long does petrified paper last? Maybe I should go round up some stone tablets and learn how to carve. 

   Eh, thoughts for another day.

   Anyways, I’m back in Bunker Stink early today.

   I got up this morning, all gung ho and full of piss, ready to go out and set my first trap. I got enough PODs set up so I can get a signal to Mazzy and Rollo’s house, across from the elementary school. I was thinking I’d bring along a POD when I went out, set it up on Rollo’s roof, go down inside the house, set my traps, and wait for the fun to begin.

   Well, it didn’t quite work out that way.

   I ate my breakfast this morning and took care of my necessary functions. You know. During all of this, well the breakfast part anyway, I was watching my monitors. I’ve got six of them mounted on the wall. Several have screens split into four video windows. The developers wrote the software that way to control the camera PODs. I’ve got room to expand my video feeds with the monitors I already have set up, but I’ll need to go back to Best Buy eventually and get more.

   I did my morning workout. I built up a good sweat. I feel like now that I’m out of jail, so to speak, I’ve got some motivation to push myself. I feel good. I feel strong. The point is, I went through all my morning routines, all the while watching the monitors, and I didn’t see anything moving on. I saw some squirrels and some birds. I even saw that dog again. No cats though. Either they all got ate by the Shroomheads or they went back to their roots, hunting at night and sleeping in the day when they can avoid most of the Shroomheads.

   Shroomheads are weird about day and night. It’s like they work in shifts. Most of ‘em, like regular folks, prefer being out in the daytime. They do all their business when the sun is up and then they go home—like the bunch over at the elementary school—and sleep and hump and whatever they do at night. Others, they tend to form their little gangs or herds or whatever you call a bunch of Shroomheads—I’ll need to make up a word for it—they sleep during the day and go out to do their business at night. You know, second shift. The two groups don’t mix. The night crawlers in our neighborhood have a little Shroomhead commune over at the rec center. It’s not a whole bunch of ‘em, but enough to cause me trouble if I’m not careful.

   I headed out carrying my POD, thinking the neighborhood was pretty clear, my ripe rat stink-bait and my Shroomhead traps in my backpack. I had my AR-15 over my shoulder and my Desert Eagle in hand. Nothing happened at first, which is exactly what I expected (hoped for). I crossed the street and snuck between the houses, the downed trees, and crumbling plastic playscapes. A lot of fences in the neighborhood are knocked over because of the hurricane a few years back, the same one that shredded the roof over my kitchen. Did I tell you about the hurricane? I can’t remember. I’ll have to go back and look over what I wrote. That hurricane worried me, I ain’t ashamed to tell you.

   I crossed a bunch of yards, and I got to where I was going, almost. I crossed through a backyard with a downed tree full of weeds growing up through it, and I had to work my way through to get onto Rollo’s property. Once there, before I even saw it through the overgrown bushes, I smelled Mazzy and Rollo’s pool, the one that naked Mazzy stood above on that diving board that day, naked, glowing like a porn angel. Now the pool is nasty. It smells worse than my ripe rats. When I got out of the bushes and onto the deck by the pool, I saw why.

   For starters, the pool was full to the brim. It rains a lot in Houston so we’re never short on water—and those damn mosquitoes. God, I hate mosquitoes. I was standing there on the pool deck, almost fascinated by the stench of the swimming pool turned stink pond. A layer of some kind of algae like a not-quite fuzzy carpet in the most brilliant spring green color you can imagine covered the pool. In a way, it was pretty. If I’d had a camera with me, I would have taken a shot for my collection—hobby of mine, pictures of the end of the world. At least I used to take a lot of pics before I closed the hatch on Bunker Stink two years back. If you find the pictures along with my stuff, you’ll see what all these things I’m talking about look like. If you’re a bee with your compound eyes and it all looks like shit on a computer monitor, don’t blame me. Blame God, evolution, or whatever you believe in your future insect world.

   Anyways, I didn’t have my camera. You know, too many other items on the morning to-do list.

   The weird thing I noticed was that the pool’s ultra-green surface wasn’t smooth. It wasn’t level. A big lump of something was floating in the middle. It took me a minute to understand what I was seeing because it wasn’t quite the shape it was supposed to be, but mostly it was. A Shroomhead—I assume—body was floating there, covered in a layer of green fuzz, fouling the pool, and stinking up the whole yard. Disgusting. Fascinating, but still disgusting.

   I wondered as I looked at it if it was Mazzy, and the thought bummed me out. 

   I stared at the lump for a while, thinking about Mazzy and thinking about loneliness. I thought about all those naked people around the pool that day. Then a thought occurred to me. With Mazzy and Rollo being swingers and all, they probably had pretty liberal ideas about lots of things sexual. I figured, they probably had a collection of pornographic movies on DVD somewhere around their house and I was willing to bet they even had some homemade movies stored on DVD or a hard drive. When I say homemade, I’m not talking about Rollo’s blubbery ass; I’m talking about smokin’ hot Mazzy doing things that would make her mommy blush.

   I set my POD down by the back door and went inside the house. No door in the neighborhood is locked. Shroomheads hate doors. They break ‘em down whenever they see ‘em. I guess they figure every locked door has delicious people behind it. I don’t know. The house, like most houses nowadays, was a mess. The Shroomheads fuck up everything. It’s like the parts of their brain that control abstract spatial relationships—damn that sounded smart—don’t work quite right anymore. The dimwits look inside of cabinets for edible people, in dresser drawers and under mattresses. Pretty much anything with any size space inside. Result, everything was a mess. I know I mentioned this before, they don’t know how to go outside to take a crap. They just drop their little presents wherever they happen to be standing at the time.

   Which, looking back, was a big clue that just didn’t quite click. I was preoccupied as my turgid Johnson was dragging me through the house past a few fresh piles of Shroom turds, looking for Mazzy porn. The bedroom was the logical place to store porn. Why not? The bed was in there. They probably had a big TV in there too. It makes sense, right? 

   Well, I bounced on down the hallway with an image of Mazzy on my mind, swung open the bedroom door, and nearly shit my pants. Three Shroomheads were sleeping all curled up together on the bed. When that door hit the wall, the Shroomheads all jumped up and screamed.

   And here’s a thing about Shroomheads that I didn’t tell you yet. They are jumpy motherfuckers. Like cats in a way. They startle easy and they always overreact when it happens.

   The three Shroomheads on the bed were up and jumping through the windows before they finished their first scream. I suppose they might have said the same thing about me except I spun around—probably screaming—and ran back up the hallway, out the back door, and through the jumble of branches on that downed tree before I even spent a moment of thought on whether I really did shit my pants or not.

   The other thing about Shroomheads, they know what people taste like. We are delicious to them. They’re generally too skittish to try and chase you down and munch you all on their own. When they’ve got a few buddies with them, they’re downright brave. The only reason those three in the bedroom ran away was because I startled them. It wasn’t going to take them long to realize that I was a Happy Meal on foot. Then they’d figure out there were plenty of them to chase me down and have me for lunch. I wanted to be back in Bunker Stink before that happened.

   Definition time. Happy Meal: Imagine your larvae are squawking about dinner, and you don’t feel like spending fifteen minutes whipping up a pan full of Hamburger Helper to feed ‘em. You’ve had a long day in the honeycomb factory, and all you want is for them to shut up so you can veg in front of the TV for a while and watch a basketball game. So, you spend fifteen minutes getting the brats all wrangled up and seat-belted into the SUV, then drive another twenty-five minutes round trip to the local Mickey D’s to spend too much money on little boxes of crappy Crisco-flavored sandwiches and French fries that’ll turn ‘em all diabetic before they get out of high school, and somehow you think this is all a time-saving, easier way to feed them than cooking at home. But the reason you think all this stupid shit is because you’ve been brainwashed your whole life by a creepy redheaded clown, telling you every thirty seconds on TV that you need to pay him bargain basement prices for his grease-mush food and that if you do, you’ll get a big red perma-smile on your face, just like his. 

   Everybody wants to smile.

   





November 4

   I’m back in the hole with nothing much to do today. You know, the Mazzy porn plan kinda didn’t go as I’d hoped. I can’t tell you how much that sucks. At least I got back to Bunker Stink with all of my bodily pieces intact.

   I guess I’ll tell you guys how that whole vaccine thing worked out. It’s mostly a boring story, I think. You know, after the rioting not much vaccine related excitement followed. At least not until just after vaccine number four hit the streets. By then, it seemed like you could always buy a dose on eBay. The prices were high. Most of it was probably fake, but given what the government and the Pharma companies were doing with the real thing, it probably didn’t matter.

   One thing the CDC said they were trying to do was to inoculate everybody right before a bloom. A bloom, you ask. What the hell is that? 

   I guess I’ll tell you that too.

   First off, let me tell you about this hike me and my brother-in-law took up in the mountains one time. We were probably up around ten or eleven thousand feet, getting close to the tree line, when we came across some weird mushrooms. Hey, it’s not that kind of story, we didn’t eat them. My point is these big mushrooms were maybe the size of an upturned salad bowl. They were bright orange-red with funky weird-shaped white splotches. They looked like something you’d find on one of those seventies black light posters. I didn’t know mushrooms like that really existed. I thought all the real ones were that icky light brown color like artificial limb rubber.

   Getting back to Shroomheads now, the ones who had the red lumps the longest started to grow the lumps on their head and face. Some of ‘em, maybe most of ‘em, eventually grew these big crests across their head. The weird thing is, the crests look kinda like somebody took one of those big mountain mushrooms, sliced it in half, and glued it across their skull. One side of the crest even has those little louver looking things, kind of a like a dirty air filter on your car. A couple of times a year those louvers shed spores. The spores infect other people. That’s how the Shroomheads were spreading the word, so to speak. That’s what the CDC was hoping to vaccinate everyone against.

   Somewhere along the lines, with everybody pissed about vaccinations and arguing about what they were or weren’t doing, the numbers of infected got lost. I remember reading on the interwebs or seeing on the news or hearing rumors all in the same day of numbers ranging from three to thirty million infected Americans, somewhere between 1 out of a hundred and one out of ten. Anything in that range could have been right. Like I said before, turning from person to Shroomhead, from basic Shroomhead to cannibal was a slow progression. The number of Shroomhead cannibals was maybe a third of the total of people with red lumps. The problem of what to do with the Shroomhead cannibals they rounded up was turning into a big question that had folks riled up as hell. Half the country wanted to just shoot ‘em. The other half wanted to put them in big pens out in West Texas or Kansas. Like everything else in this country, we did a little of both with a lot of stupid in between.

   Maybe I’ll talk more about all of that stupid shit later. I’m not in the mood to deal with it right now. Besides, I’ve got vaccines on my mind and that still kinda pisses me off. 

   So here goes.

   After vaccine number four, I took mine just like I was supposed to, except at a different Walgreens, from a gruff bastard with halitosis shooting me in the ass. I sure do miss my sparkly-eyed honey at the Walgreens by the house. 

   A group of scientists out of—you know what, I don’t remember where they were out of, and I guess it doesn’t matter—out of wherever, were doing studies on spore infection rates. The basic question: How likely was a random person to get the red lumps over a six-month period? Somewhere along the way these guys got the genius idea to compare infection rates of people who’d been taking their vaccines with those who weren’t. That’s where my pissed-off part comes in. The infection rate for people taking their vaccines was fifty percent higher than for people that didn’t.

   You can probably guess where things went after that.

   Well, maybe you can’t. I’m thinking you’re guessing riots, and you’d be right, mostly. This time around though, the rioting was limited. It was like people wanted to riot. They wanted to go out and hate on the government. They were just too tired of it all. They were tired of all the bad news, tired of trying to keep their Shroomhead teenager from eating his little sister, tired of demented people wandering into traffic and getting run down, tired of the stories of a justice system that couldn’t change fast enough to deal with the question of how a family is supposed to handle a murderous cannibal living in the back bedroom. The riots fizzled out inside of a week. The price of vaccines for sale on eBay dropped to nothing. You couldn’t give that shit away.

   I kept taking my vaccines though. Gruff halitosis man injected me all the way up through number nine. After that, I had to go into the store, find the injector, and do myself for numbers ten and eleven. No vaccines came after that. 

   





November 7

   Here I am back in the bunker again today. Since those three Shroomheads spotted me, they’ve been methodically working their way up and down the blocks trying to find my hiding place. I see them on the cameras. That leaves me stuck inside until they get bored and move on. Which sucks.

   Now that I’ve taken a liking to breathing fresh, outside air, feeling the sun warm my skin, hell, even getting a goddamn mosquito bite or two, being cooped up is driving me doubly crazy.

   I didn’t sleep well last night. I bounced around on my bed a lot. I guess bounce isn’t the right word. My bed is a long metal shelf stuck to the wall. On it lays a thin mattress. It looked and felt comfy enough when I bought it from the bunker manufacturer. I saw the whole getup at a Self-Reliance Show down at the convention center. By Self-Reliance, what they mean is Doomsday Prepper.

   It was love at first sight. There on that big shiny floor, standing tall above all those camo-clad beer guts was my baby, apocalypse salvation on a price tag I could stretch my budget to buy. I told you about the fights with the eventual ex about how I paid for it. How can I say now it wasn’t all worth it? I’m still alive when it seems most folks are dead or turned Shroom.

   All the systems seem to work fine, though the ventilation could be better, hence the name Bunker Stink. I don’t know what the mattresses were made out of, but damn! They didn’t hold up at all. Seems like I’d get about a month of use out of one before it was little better than a thick blanket. Now, years into this with me losing all my body fat and sleeping on a metal shelf, I get up in the morning and the skin on my elbows and shoulder blades is red from bumping sheet metal all night long. Now I don’t know if I’m getting the red lumps, or if I just need a real goddamn mattress. I don’t feel crazy yet, so I’m hoping it’s a mattress problem. We’ll see.

   One of the things I like most about my bunker is the entrance hatch. First off, it’s covered by one of those big green utility boxes you sometimes see all over the place along the roads hidden behind the landscaping. You see ‘em but never really notice. It’s my camouflage. It’s better than that though, it’s not made of the flimsy sheet metal that those utility boxes are made of. Mine’s a quarter inch thick steel. It presents a nice obstacle to anybody wanting to break in. Inside the utility cube is my security door. It’s a thick, round, steel door like you might see on a hatch in an old submarine war movie. It sits flat and opens outward, and is actually about twelve inches higher than the surrounding grass, a feature that came in real handy during that hurricane. 

   That hurricane hit after the Shroom-pidemic, but before we’d given up hope. There were plenty of Shroomheads around, but the world was still trying to limp forward and solve the problem. The hurricane hit Houston directly. It made a mess of downtown, flooding everywhere and breaking tons of windows on all those snooty glass towers.

   Out here in Katy, we had a bunch of downed trees that never got cleaned up, you know. The city didn’t have the resources. Most folks didn’t have the tools or were too apathetic to do anything about it. Half my roof blew off as did a lot of others in the neighborhood. Now my house is rotting away and will fall down in a couple of years. Since the roof is the fill system for my cistern, that’ll be a problem I need to resolve. 

   





November 8

   Four days have passed since I caught the fancy of the Shroomheads in Mazzy and Rollo’s bedroom. I think they’ve given up looking for me. I went out this morning to get back to work on Mission Shroom Trap.

   Word of the day: Careful, dumbass.

   Is it cool if the word of the day is two words?

   Who the fuck cares? I might be the last man on earth who knows the difference. God, I hope not.

   I scanned the video feeds for an hour before heading out. The thing that I felt best about, well, maybe second best about, after there being no Shroomheads looking for their lost fast food, was that my POD, as seen from the video camera mounted on the chimney of the house behind Mazzy and Rollo’s place, appeared to be untouched, leaning against the wall right where I left it.

   I headed out with my backpack full of traps and stink bait, my pistol in the holster on my hip, my AR-15, and a pretty good load of ammo. Most importantly, I kept both hands on my rifle. No fucking around today.

   I made my way along the path between the houses that I’d used the last time, once on the way out, not quite carefully enough, then on the way back, running like a looter with a TV. I passed the ultra-green pool and saw its rotting occupant floating in the same place it had been before.

   Very quietly, in maximum sneak mode, I slipped through the back door. I worked my way through the house with my rifle up, checking each room as I went. The house was empty. I don’t know why those three Shroomheads decided to nap in Mazzy and Rollo’s bed that particular day. I wondered if my scaring them out of there had left such a negative impression that they were now afraid to come back. I filed that thought away for use on a later day. It might be good information, you know, knowing that I could use a little negative reinforcement to train ‘em. 

   It occurred to me in that moment why I’d come back to Mazzy and Rollo’s room in the first place. It occurred to me as I noticed, among the other crud scattered on and growing in the carpet, dozens, no, hundreds of silvery discs, DVDs, every one broken.

   No!

   I stepped across the room, careful to avoid the noisy DVD collection underfoot and glanced out each of the windows. Remember the word of the day? Nothing was outside either window. 

   I dropped to my knees to get a closer look at the DVDs.

   Crap.

   I picked up half a DVD with a title written in black Sharpie. I guessed from what I could read of the title that the video was Mazzy in her birthday attire doing the kinds of things I was hoping to see her doing. I had found the pot of gold I was looking for, exactly where I thought I might find it, just not in the condition I hoped it would be. I don’t know why someone had broken all of those DVDs. I can only assume it was some kind of Shroom motivated behavior by Mazzy or Rollo as the fungus slowly twisted their thoughts. In a world running short on wankable media, it was a shameful waste!

   I’m not one to cry that often, but damned if I didn’t feel a tear well up.

   Okay, enough with the emotional shit.

   I checked outside each window again.

   I spent ten or fifteen minutes shuffling my hands through the mess on the floor hoping to find just one DVD in one piece.

   No such luck. 

   The porn quest had failed.

   Oh, how I longed for the olden-pre-internet days when adult bookstores sat along the highway just outside the city limits of nearly every town. Most of those were out of business long before the Shroompocalypse.

   I hauled my disappointment out into the backyard.

   I pumped myself back up with a few big breaths and told myself the post-apocalyptic world would be no fun at all if every one of my little quests worked out on the first try.

   Many adventurous days lay in my future. Other porn stashes were out there to be found.

   Hell, porn might not even be needed. I might still find my post-A goddess somewhere in Houston, wearing a pair of Daisy Dukes, a push-up bra, and brandishing a big-ass machine gun.

   I stacked the old patio furniture against the back of the house. It made a pretty good ladder for climbing up on the roof. Most of the houses in our neighborhood are single-story with low roofs. It doesn’t take much of a boost to get up there anyway.

   Lucky for me, the crest of Mazzy and Rollo’s roof ran parallel to the street. The chimney was built at the peak. What that meant for me was that I could move around on the back half of the roof without being seen from the road, or to put a fine point on it, I could not be seen from the elementary school across the street.

   It didn’t take long, as I had experience with the other PODs, to get it set up with cameras mounted on the chimney to give me views of the school as well as up and down the road. Sweet.

   Fun time began.

   I went back down to the house, checked it again to make sure it was still empty. Careful.

   I took to setting up my traps. No rocket science involved. I had to punch—quietly—several holes in the sheetrock as my design required it. I mounted my traps on one side of an interior wall so they could shoot through to kill whatever was on the other side. I mounted a few eye-screws on the wall and ceiling so I could run a string from each trap’s catch to the tail of one of my stink bait rats that I hung from the ceiling at eye level. Any Shroomhead tempted by the smell who came in and grabbed the rat, would spring the trap, the shotgun would fire, and the Shroomhead would get a full load of lead shot at point-blank range, making an attractive noise and temptingly bloody mess for other hungry Shroomheads. They’d of course come to the house to investigate. They’d feast, and they always feast noisily, drawing in others. The house would get crowded, and more traps would spring as Shroomheads found more bait. That was the plan. I set five traps. I hoped to kill at least a dozen of the bastards.

   Last step: I spray painted a message on the wall in case any normal humans were still around. DON’T TOUCH THE RATS. BOOBY TRAP!

   





November 8, entry number 2

   I’ve been in Bunker Stink for most of the afternoon, watching the video feed from Mazzy and Rollo’s house. Oh, by the way, did I mention I set up a few of the wireless cameras inside the house? Some of my cameras record sound as well as video. I’ve got a live view with audio of all five traps.

   I await entertainment.

   On the camera facing the school, I see some Shroomheads across the street, sniffing the air. They smell the rats. They just aren’t sure where the appetizing odor is coming from.

   C’mon, dimwits.

   Two hours pass. 

   It’s getting near dark, and I’m starting to worry. I know my main purpose is to rid my neighborhood of Shroomheads by killing them with my—would it be too much of a stretch to say Shrooby traps? 

   Fuck you, you humorless bumble bee. It cracked me up.

   What I’m trying to say is that as much as Mission Shroom Trap has put a tingle in my trousers, I find that I’m really, really looking forward to the video of the payoff, that moment when the Shroomheads figure out what happens when they yank on a stinky rat.

   Oh wait.

   Wait.

   Here they come!

   Shroomheads are crossing the streets. Now wandering closer. One is brave, he’s hurrying up the driveway. He thinks he’s onto something. The smell has to be getting stronger. He’s actually salivating. He’s making an “oof” sound.

   Maybe that’s Shroomspeak for, “I’m happy.”

   From an interior camera, I see him coming in the front door. He sees the stink-rat hanging from the ceiling just inside. 

   Boom.

   Ack.

   Splat.

   God, how I scream and laugh!

   Yes, I am that twisted. 

   Still laughing.

   Oh my God. You can’t tell that took a little bit, but let me tell you what happened.

   The boom was obvious, that was the shotgun shell going off. The ack, I can’t describe what sound those fuckers make when they’re surprised, but that’s the closest description I can think of. The splat, well the Shroomhead reached and pulled the rat as he was stepping close, not quite close enough for an immediate kill, but he was in effective range. Most of the Shroomhead’s arm hit the wall and splatted on the floor. The Shroomhead howled again and fell down by his arm, writhing and I guess, trying to figure out what just happened.

   The Shroomheads across the street all turned stone still, staring at the house. Then, on some silent cue, they ran.

   After that, it took maybe ten minutes for the house to fill up with Shroomheads and Boom, ack, splat, repeated four more times, each just as funny as the first.

   I think I killed or mortally wounded eleven. They were all in there feeding on their downed comrades when the sunlight grew too weak to power the cameras.

   All in all, a good day.

   I’ve got myself a good start on clearing the vermin out of my neighborhood and maybe making myself a little safe place in the chaos of Shroomageddon.

   Anyways, I’m out of writing materials so this is all I’ve got to say. I’ll search the post-apocalyptic ruins of this great city—sorry, I had the urge to wax poetic—for more paper and stuff. If I get munched by a Shroomhead during the search, well, you can just carry the guilt of knowing it was your fault. Otherwise, I’ll leave you with an immortal quote from the greatest warrior-philosopher of my era, Arnold Schwarzenegger: Hasta la vista, baby.

   





The End

   Oh, by the way. Reviews are very helpful to indie authors. If you have a moment, the next page will link you directly to Amazon so that you can select a star rating and say a few words about Dusty’s Diary. Your feedback is appreciated!

   Thanks, Bobby
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