
When you are little, you dream of what the world would be like if you were the only one in it. At least I did, and what I had imagined was a play land: free reign over everything. No rules, laws, authority, or any sort of restrictions. Who could be lonely when you have the whole world in your hands to keep you busy? I never thought I could be.


Those were my fantasies as a toddler. If being alone then didn’t scare me, it baffles me as to why it bothers me now. But it’s been seven months and 16 days since I have seen any comforting, familiar face. And the world isn’t exactly mine. There are other inhabitants, but none I can interact with.  When someone is trying to eat you, you don’t exactly want to be calling them up on a Friday night to go catch a movie. Some would say that becoming one of them would be easier, but definitely not as dangerous. Although the constant fear that plagues daily life now is stressful, the constant need for survival battles away any thoughts of missing previous times.

Zombies weren’t in the game plan, really. Brain-eating, moaning and groaning, stumbling, thoughtless undead humans don’t make good companions to share an otherwise empty world with.

