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Dedication
To the world’s children…past, present, and future.

September 9th
My wonderful little girl, you brought happiness to the lives of
all you touched—especially mine. Your heart was a source of boundless joy that showed itself in your constant laughter and play. You are
my light, my living light, and forever you will shine.
Though I hold you now for the last time, in my heart you'll always be alive. Let this terrible void in my soul, and these tears, be the
testament to my everlasting love, and to the happiness I'll always feel
because of you.
I’m writing a diary for the first time after burying my threeyear-old daughter today. Her name was Aysha. Yesterday she died,
and it seems everyone else around here did too; I see no one else
alive. With no power, nothing works except my battery-powered radio, and it picks up nothing but static. No idea what happened or
what's going on.
Unimaginable hell. Words defy me. Confused and frightened,
I’m starting this diary to help me collect my thoughts while I try to
find out more. I keep telling myself this can’t be happening, that it’s
just some terrible nightmare.
It struck yesterday. I was listening to the news, getting ready
to take Aysha to daycare, when hasty and incoherent reports started
coming in. Something terrible’s happening, but...what? Just before the radio goes
silent, to my horror Aysha’s in increasing
discomfort and having trouble breathing.
I remember taking her in my arms;
screaming erupts throughout the city—
the most awful screams I’ve ever heard.
Becomes deafening. Then I feel a dull
pain in my lungs; it spreads. Moments
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later it was like some hellish parasite was consuming me. Pain so horrible that I just wanted to die, but spurred on by Aysha’s screaming,
my only thought was to save her. Her screams were interrupted only
when she began coughing up blood and convulsing. Spasms so strong
I almost lose my hold of her. Then her screaming stopped. As her
convulsions become weaker I’m watching her life draining away in
my very arms, and am helpless to stop it. Indescribable desperation.
“God, please…”
Not sure what happens next, but I vaguely remember running
down the stairs and out of my apartment building in a blind panic,
cradling Aysha, to find help. Futile. All around, people were either
dead or ghoulishly thrashing about. Then
all the terrible shrieks seemingly at once
went silent. I too started coughing up
blood and I began convulsing. I knew Aysha was gone, but was unable to let go.
Refused to believe she....
After
several
panic-stricken
minutes of aimlessly running around holding her limp little body amid the sudden
eerie silence and countless dead, I find
myself on my knees unable to stand up
any longer. Violently convulsing and in excruciating pain, the horrible
reality hits me. Surrender...it’s over. No reason to fight anymore; my
will to resist’s broken. Let this end. Those were my last thoughts.
Slipping into darkness, powerless to stop it, no desire to even try.
The next thing I remember is waking up, and for a split second
thinking it was just an awful nightmare; but the aftereffects at once
kicked me back to reality. Intensely sore bones, blurred vision, no
motor skills… After who knows how long I finally recovered enough
of my eyesight to see my watch. I’d been out about eleven hours. In
the twilight, I lay in a pool of my own bloody vomit, pants soiled with
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my own bodily waste. Aysha was next to me. Even after her horrible
death, she still looked so beautiful, like a little sleeping angel dressed
in her beige t-shirt and small denim coveralls. Whatever it was that
took her life couldn’t rob her preciousness. From the depths of my
soul, I felt the tears. “Aysha, no…”
After some struggling, I managed to sit up. Nothing but dead
people as far as the eye could see. I could make out huge, billowing
columns of smoke in the distance, south of
downtown. Aftermath of bomb explosions?
Train wreck? Looters? Then, too weak to
keep a sitting position, I fell back down
hard on the pavement, which sent a jolt of
pain through my bones, causing me to blurt
out a scream. In my heart I just wanted to
lie there and die next to Aysha, but I was
intensely thirsty and something pressed me
to stay alive. Barely able to move, I started
crawling to a nearby store, resting every
few feet and carefully avoiding body after
body on the way. I dimly recall reaching for bottled water. Then all
went dark. Woke up this morning.
“Just a horrible dream. Can’t be real. But…where am I? The
store? In these filthy clothes? God… no.” Don’t know how long I lay
there, numb and weak, crying and just wanting to close my eyes and
never wake up.
But again, my thirst… savage, intolerable. Drank more water.
Grabbed some bread. I got the subtle feeling my strength was returning. After a while of struggling like a newborn colt, I was able to
stand up using the grocery shelves as support. As I ate and drank
more, I sensed the throbbing soreness in my bones easing, my coordination coming back, and the blurriness slowly dissipating. Horrible
diarrhea, I had to relieve myself there on the spot, but between drink3
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ing water, eating bread, and resting, after a while I gathered enough
strength to stagger back to my apartment—even heaving myself up
the many flights of stairs, albeit mostly on hands and knees. Threw
away my soiled clothes after wrapping them in a plastic bag, and
wiped myself clean with paper towels and bottled water (tap’s dry...).
Ate more and spent most of this morning sleeping. Astonishingly, my strength’s in fact been coming back; seemingly no more
diarrhea, and the soreness and blurriness continue to ease. So... whatever unimaginable horror that hit us wasn’t necessarily deadly and
apparently isn’t even long-lasting.
What the hell was it, though? A terrorist attack? In the short
minutes before the broadcast stopped, reports were coming in from
around the world. Baffling—how could anyone pull off such a widespread atrocity, especially simultaneously? Maybe it’s a pandemic? If
so, is it natural or manmade? But...how could a disease strike everyone, everywhere at the same time? (Did it strike everywhere?)
Couldn't have been nuclear…or could it have been? Like neutron or
dirty bombs? Does radiation even kill people in that manner?
Being shrouded in ignorance is part of the torture. All I can do
is speculate.
My 16th-floor apartment has a view,
so I spent some time looking out over the
city, but to my utter dismay I saw no sign of
anyone else alive. Just the dead scattered
everywhere. Then I spotted some crows
picking away at one of the bodies in the
street below; horror and panic jolted me out
of my dazed state.
I rushed out of my apartment building and back to where Aysha lay. Wrapped
her in her favorite blanket and buried her in
Denny Park.
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…
Excruciating grief… Distraught and numb with disbelief.
God…what’s happened?
Sept. 10th
7:10 A.M.
Woke up about an hour ago.
Last night was hell; not only for this unfathomable horror, but
also for the total darkness around me. With no electricity, everything
was pitch black; not even the stars were visible because of clouds.
Bad as the darkness was, the silence was even worse. No usual rumble of the city—just dead silence punctured by the eerie echoes of
dogs occasionally barking and howling in the streets, and… the sound
of my own breathing. I could even hear my own heartbeat. Alone and
scared, I felt like a child lost in a cave. Kept recalling the moments
when it struck. Aysha…the agony in my chest now is even worse than
the excruciating pain I felt during those awful minutes two days ago;
rips my heart out. Can't stand this.
God, just finish me off. Let it end.
In the dark stillness last night, I felt evil lurking. A merry-goround of questions kept me awake: Is something out there in the
streets below? Or is it inside this building, maybe outside my door?
What the hell could it be? The people—or thing—responsible for all
this? Will they or it come to kill me? Are deranged survivors nearby?
Or maybe bloodthirsty gangs are already combing the streets to loot
and kill. Are they going door to door looking for people? How long
before they find me?
My suppressed panic must’ve given way to sheer exhaustion.
But even sleep was no escape: I had intense, awful nightmares. I can’t
recall the details, except in one of them something was crushing me
5
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alive. Don’t know how many times I woke up drenched in cold sweat
and had to change my clothes.
A few more nights like that and I’ll lose it, if I haven’t begun
to already.
With no power and no running water, my watch’s the only
thing still of use. Seeing the second hand ticking is like watching the
heartbeat of an old friend; the only “living” link I have now to my
immediate past and the world I’d do anything to return to.
8:53 A.M.
Physically feeling even better today, though I’m still weak and
drained of energy; body feels heavy, and even minor movement causes me to lose my breath as if I were on top of a high mountain. But
my heart aches beyond words, and I’ve no escape from it. Wish I’d
died—this hurt’s worse than death; a terrible weight on my chest I’m
powerless to remove. Can’t stop crying.
A little over two days ago Aysha was sleeping peacefully in
her small bed, cuddling her cat doll. I can still hear the soft sound of
her breathing. The despair I feel to go back to that moment—I’d give
anything to see her again, and to go back to the life I had. The life
that’s still so tantalizingly close, feels like I can touch it.
With each tick of my watch I feel like I’m trapped on an unstoppable train that’s taking me away from everything I knew, and
everything I loved, to a lonely and desolate wasteland forever. It’s
unbearable.
Has to be a way to turn back the clock… There’s got to be a
way.
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11:07 A.M.
Spent a little time trying my father's old shortwave radio, which I’d been
keeping for emergencies. No signal picked
up. Then I tried yet again scanning the city
from the rooftop of my apartment building, but saw no planes in the air or ships
moving in Puget Sound. Worse, I still’ve
yet to see any sign of human life in the
streets below. So nightmarish and weird—
where the hell are other survivors? Did
they flee the city during the eleven hours
or so I was unconscious? Were they evacuated?
Must be someone else alive somewhere, for Christ’s sake!
A little bit ago I went over to my brother Charlie’s apartment,
just a few blocks away. No sign of him. He and his church group
must’ve already left on their scheduled daylong excursion when
whatever-it-was struck. Don’t know where they were planning to go,
so who knows where he might be. Is he...even still alive?
The scale of death’s incomprehensible. Nothing but dead people,
everywhere. The whole city looks eradicated. Even going the few blocks to my
brother’s place is like a scene out of the
Jonestown mass suicide, or some apocalyptic sci-fi movie.
Occurs to me that I’d never even
seen a dead person before this…
I spotted a wrecked ambulance; it
crashed into the corner of a building after
7
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running over the curb. What’s especially striking is the number of
people gathered around it. They must’ve rushed toward it in desperation during those terrible minutes. I surely would’ve too if one’d been
nearby.
Walking back from Charlie’s, amidst my paranoia and fear I
began pondering if this disaster was a horrible recurrence of the Black
Death—of course, with some big differences. First, the Black Death
wasn’t so instantaneous, simultaneous, and devastating; its victims
first got symptoms like painful sores, and death occurred days later, if
I recall my history correctly. So clearly that which hit us two days ago
was different; still, are they in some way related?
Given how quickly I seem to have recovered though, my
hunch tells me it mustn't have been a disease… Maybe poison gas or
something put into the water?
Unbearable seeing the dead children—many of them still cradled in their parents’ arms. In some cases, entire families died
together. Almost everyone died with the same expression of horror
and agony. It’s like seeing real-life versions of the painting “The
Scream” etched in the faces of the dead.
My own will to stay alive’s being inexorably drawn into an
emotional black hole.
12:24 P.M.
On my apartment’s rooftop now,
sitting on the edge, looking eighteen stories
down to the ground below. Why live? My
daughter’s dead, and apparently no one else
around here’s alive either, God knows why.
I’ve no idea where others are, and...frankly
don’t care. No desire to stay alive. I’m
nothing more than a bio-machine; my life
8
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spirit’s left me. Just don’t give a damn about anything.
It’d be so easy. Just scoot forward ten inches, and in a few
moments it’d all be over. Wouldn’t be such a bad way to end this. I’d
spend my last seconds “flying,” and that’s as good a way as any to
exit this nightmare. Like jumping off the Golden Gate.
The image of her little body wrapped in that small yellow
blanket, and me covering her shovelfuls of dirt at a time, haunts
me…just kills me.
6:49 P.M.
“Though I hold you now for the last time, you'll always be
alive in my heart.”
I was on the rooftop almost seven hours, more than once came
within inches of just doing it, at one point even dangling over the
edge. Just do it, just let go… Finally came back to my room. Though
most of me wants to end it, I realize the best thing I can do for Aysha
now is to stay alive and dedicate what life I have left to her memory.
As long as I’m alive, in my heart she’ll remain alive too. Together,
we’ll find other survivors—and answers about what the hell happened.
After hours of contemplating my own suicide, I realized that
the depth of my heart’s agony and the depth of my love for Aysha are
one and the same. Now and forever I can rejoice, since I wouldn't feel
such pain, had I never felt such profound love.
While on the rooftop staring at the ground two hundred feet
below, I reflected on my core beliefs. One, I believe some will come
out of a traumatic event forever weakened; others on the other hand
will come out forever strengthened, and that strength’s a source of
joy. I resolve to come out of this hell even stronger than before; to
make it a source for appreciating the life I still have.
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I’m going to experience an extremely rough emotional rollercoaster ride until perhaps far into the future. I’ll go through periods of
extreme and seemingly never-ending depression such as now. But I
must believe this is just a temporary storm, albeit an unimaginably
horrible one. I must hang on for life until things turn around, which
I’ve chosen to believe they’ll do.
As awful as Aysha’s death is, I can at least take some solace in
knowing that she’s now resting peacefully and not suffering. It’d be
even worse if she’d just disappeared. I’d go insane looking for her and
imagining what’d happened. At least in her death, there’s finality.
9:51 P.M.
The sun went down over two hours ago. Darkness has come to
me again. Another cloudy night. No light anywhere; unbelievable. I
can’t even see my own hand if I turn off
this damn flashlight. Feels like I’ve been
stuffed into a coffin and buried alive. Entombed in a dark, silent, and gruesome hell.
Standing at my window, staring out
into the black void. I keep asking myself:
besides the countless dead bodies and dogs,
is someone—or something—out there?
I’ve always found the notion of supernatural evil to be ridiculous, nonsense.
Ashamed to admit that now I’m not so
sure. This horror’s simply too freakish and
far beyond any possible conventional explanation. Was it a…demonic
force or invisible Forbidden Planet-like monster that took the lives all
these people? If so, why the hell didn’t it kill me too?
I need a way to protect myself—like some firearms. If a deranged mob—or God forbid, some unearthly fiend—comes for me,
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guns probably won’t be of much use, but they'll be better than nothing. Least I’ll feel a little less vulnerable at night. A couple of gun
stores aren’t too far from here. I’ll go to one tomorrow.
Sept. 11th
8:06 A.M.
Another hellish night. The darkness and silence again had me
terrified, unable to sleep, as did my paranoia. After finally drifting off,
I had to get up several times again to change my clothes due to all the
cold sweating. So the little sleep I did get was miserable, as has become the norm.
I’ll get some sleeping pills later today—possibly that’ll help.
11:22 A.M.
I’m at Woodland Park Zoo this
morning trying to ascertain how animals
fared. My conclusion: whatever it was that
hit the other day, humans appear to have
been the only casualties. From what I can
tell so far, every other creature seems to
have survived unscathed. That'd make me
doubt now it was a poison gas attack, since
otherwise it would've killed animals
too…right? Unless, the gas was precisely
engineered to kill only humans, but would
that even be possible…? Another unknown, but, the more I think about it, doesn't sound implausible. After
all, some insecticides supposedly kill only specific bugs like roaches
or termites…
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Sadly, the zoo animals will soon die anyway—either of thirst
or starvation. They look at me like I’m the Messiah coming to save
them, rushing to the edge of their enclosures, getting as close as possible. I hate to disappoint them, but what the hell can I do? I’m
tempted to throw the body of a zoo visitor into the tiger den, but just
can’t bring myself to do it. One reason why: the bodies are decaying.
The pungent, musty stench is foul enough already, and is only
going to get worse. Since thousands and thousands of dead bodies are
everywhere, the smell and disgust are going to get intolerable. The
flies are already gorging themselves. Soon maggots will fill the bodies, and then the number of flies will explode. This gruesome hell’s
going to get even worse.
Maybe I’ll use lighter fluid to burn as many bodies as possible. Not only would that possibly improve the scene around here a
little and kill some maggots, but also the smoke might be a good way
to signal any survivors.
On the other hand, perhaps the smoke will attract...
But…is there really some “evil” lying in wait, human or otherwise? Or is it just a figment of my imagination—an outgrowth of
this incomprehensible horror and my complete ignorance about it?
I’m so paranoid that someone or something dreadful is lurking in this
city somewhere, and will come get me if it picks up on my existence.
I’ve got to get a hold of myself, and not let my own imagination destroy my efforts to recover and find answers.
Actually, maybe it’d be better if whatever’s out there killed
me, than to continue going through what I am now.
I’m heading back to my apartment to spend a few hours clearing the building of bodies. A grisly task, but if I don’t act now, it’ll
only get worse.
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4:39 P.M.
Got most, probably all, of the corpses the hell out of this
building. Touching and moving so many dead bodies was awful beyond description. Vomited many times.
After dragging the blue and bloated bodies down the stairs and outside, or often
just heaving them out the windows, I
made sort of a pile, and set them ablaze.
They’re still burning—surreal and ghoulish, like bodies of the condemned
smoldering in the pits of Hell. The pile of
charred skeletons hardly improves the
scenery.
So far the smoke hasn’t attracted
anything, for better or worse. Am closely monitoring things from my
vantage point here in my apartment.
Besides the horrible and now ubiquitous stench of decaying
flesh, the neighborhood supermarket’s also getting disgusting. The
fish and meat are now reeking as they rot. The frozen food’s of course
long since melted, creating rank puddles on
the floor. Before long everything else perishable, such as fruit and vegetables, will
start decomposing. Much of the market
will soon become a forest of mold, no
doubt with rats and other pests as its occupants. Thankfully no more than a few dead
are in there—judging from the number of
bodies near the entrance and in the parking
lot, am guessing most scrambled out as
whatever-it-was began to strike. But the
decaying food’s bad enough. After coming
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back from the zoo I spent about twenty minutes moving canned goods
and bottled water to the front of the store for easy access, so I can reduce the frequency of needing to enter that increasingly sickening
place.
Still no power or running water, needless to say. Obviously no
sewer or garbage services anymore either. Jesus, what a pain to not
have them—it was so easy before to just assume they’d always be
there. I have to go outside now every time biology calls; have to do
the same with my garbage, and already I’ve got a pile—close enough
to this building to be convenient, but hopefully far enough away so I
won’t be living next to a rat-attracting garbage dump. I’m going to
start using a couple of containers as human waste repositories, since
I’m tired of going outside. I’ll use a milk jug for a disposable urinal,
and I’ll rig up a chair—with a strategically place hole—and a large
coffee can to deal with solid waste.
Still no signs of life on the radio. Still no signs of human life
anywhere.
God it’s been a horrible day, and it’s not even over.
6 P.M.
Damn it—I got busy, and didn’t get the guns. Too late now—I
don’t want to be caught outside after dark. It feels like I’m in the
movie I Am Legend.
One more night feeling vulnerable…
7:42 P.M.
I just got back from a trip to Aysha’s grave in the park. After
placing flowers, I sat next to her for an hour. Helped alleviate a bit of
the despair and loneliness. Wish I’d buried her in a place that overlooks Puget Sound. Being next to the bearer of life here on Earth—the
14
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sea—would’ve made me feel closer to her life force.
Still, in the swaying trees and mosaic of living creatures
around Aysha’s resting place, I can feel her spirit. In the soughing
wind, I hear her whisper that she loves me, and misses me as much as
I miss her.
I miss you with all my heart, Aysha.
Wrote this down while taking in the deep blue evening sky.
“The fresh morning air touches my soul, makes me think of
you wherever I go. The setting sun touches me true, my precious Aysha, I’ll always love you.”
10:01 P.M.
Clouds came rolling in again as the sun went down. I must
take my mind off this darkness. The only way to keep my imagination
and paranoia under control.
Pictures of Aysha—I’ve hundreds of them on my computer,
but…no way to power it up. I’ll find a power supply somewhere tomorrow. But in this moment, I want nothing more than to see her
pictures. Yet another source of unbearable frustration.
10:18 P.M.
I just remembered that a couple of
years ago I printed out a photo of her, and
sure enough it was in my desk drawer, buried under an assortment of papers. In this
picture Aysha is asleep in her crib, cradling
an apple. On that day I gave her an apple to
hold for the first time. She was so fascinated
and enchanted by it that she wanted to carry
it with her everywhere—even in her crib.
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I'm recalling how a few weeks ago Aysha was trying to build a
little house with cushions from the sofa. She tried to stand them on
end to make the walls of the house, but they kept falling over. Instead
of getting frustrated, she laughed and laughed every time this happened.
The juxtaposition of these two memories reminds me of how
delightful it was to have a child still so young that almost anything—
even something as mundane as a cushion falling over or an apple—
was a new source of joy. There must’ve been a time in my life too,
many years ago, when simple things like that caused me such happiness; even though I’m still fairly young, the juggernaut of time and
age has long since taken away my ability to find joy so easily as Aysha did. Only through her happy laughter, did I feel the same innocent
joy rekindled in my heart.
I just can’t believe she’s gone. Just can’t stand it.
Let me sleep; let me escape this hell.
Forgot to get the damn sleeping pills today. Needless to say,
given the state I’m in, I don’t know if they’d help much.
Sept. 12th
7:16 A.M.
Another terrible night—so what the hell else is new? Slept
with a baseball bat and a chef's knife next to me, and barricaded the
door, but my anxiety hardly eased. Like the previous nights, pitch
black and deathly quiet. As usual the only certain sound was sporadic
barking in the streets, punctured by vicious fights and bloodcurdling
yelps of pain. Then silence, and the creepy cycle repeated.
The worst part’s how the silence plays with my imagination; a
few times last night I thought I heard a person screaming in the distance, but each time I ran to the window to listen more closely, the
16
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sound didn’t repeat. Not being able to control my imagination’s one
of the most awful aspects of all this—it’s like having a demon inside
of me, taunting me with images of roaming gangs and concealed
monsters, and playing tricks with each sound. As if the memories of
that terrible morning weren’t tormenting me enough.
I can’t believe this is happening. This can’t be real. How’d I
end up in this damn nightmare?
Got to keep myself occupied; do chores or something. Probably the only hope for putting the brakes on my worsening mental
state.
Chores for today:
1) Check if any broadcasts are back on air
2) Get some firearms, and anything else that might come in
handy
3) Go to the market
9:26 A.M.
Spent thirty minutes or so painfully adjusting the dial on my
radio. Slowly moved it from left to right in tiny increments, hoping to
pick up a signal. Clearly nothing to pick
up. Just the same static as last time.
I’ll start doing this radio check daily; certainly if any emergency services
personnel are anywhere, they’ll be able to
broadcast radio signals—ones that I could
possibly pick up even from far away.
But the fact I’ve yet to detect any
signal’s hardly a good sign. Before I start
dwelling on this and sliding into further
despair, must move on to another chore…
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1:45 P.M.
Rode my bike to a gun store in Capitol Hill this morning; ended up getting a couple of lightweight revolvers. Also got one really
small handgun to carry with me when I go jogging outside—that is,
should I ever get the courage to do so. Plus, grabbed a double shoulder holster, a couple of knives, and night-vision goggles. I feel more
secure already.
But man, things are so eerie. These skyscrapers and buildings
here downtown are like huge tombstones. No people, no noise: just
the sound of the wind, birds, and dogs
here and there. I feel as if I'm in a weird,
and ultimate, solitary confinement. (Prisoners held in isolation long enough
eventually lose it, don’t they…?)
When I’m in the streets, the cemetery-like stillness is spine-chilling. It
makes each step I take sound abnormally
loud, perturbing me and prodding my paranoia. I feel like I’m being watched, and I
keep thinking that I hear things: a car
gliding by a couple of blocks away, the
faint sound of a child's cries echoing off the buildings, among others.
I’m also starting to see things out of the corner of my eye—like something dark and fleeting amongst the jumble of city structures and
deserted vehicles; I’m pretty sure it’s just my imagination, but god it’s
unnerving.
As I rode my bike around on the I-5 and I-90 freeways (never
thought I’d ever say that), I observed far fewer car wrecks than I
would’ve expected. Quite a few fender benders and a few terrible
crashes here and there, but it appears that most people stopped in a
more-or-less orderly fashion despite the chaos of those horrific
18

The Emancipation

minutes. Turns out more crashes are here in the downtown area than
anywhere else.
Of course, it did in fact strike during the morning rush hour, so
all the cars and trucks made the freeways something akin to slowmoving parking lots. That’d explain the lower number of bad wrecks
there. Still, a bit surprising all hell didn't break loose, with everyone
plowing to reach the off-ramps for example.
I also notice that most—maybe all—dogs are changing, and
not in a good way. They keep their distance, and growl or bark at me.
But it’s more than just that; something seems…different. Odd vibes,
the only way to describe it; like something's festering inside of them.
And with no one to feed them or keep them in line, needless to say
it’s unlikely their behavior’s going to do anything but get worse from
this point forward. Riding around the neighborhoods, I see lots of
scattered trash, so it’s clear where they’re getting their food now.
What’ll happen when they run out of accessible garbage to eat? I have
to assume that I’ll become inviting game.
Christ, as if I didn’t have enough on my mind already.
3:24 P.M.
A strange thought just occurred to me: perhaps I’m simply
hallucinating all this. Could it be a psychotic malady’s causing my
current perceptions of reality? Maybe I'm actually in the loony ward
of some Seattle-area hospital now, straitjacketed, sedated, and under
24-hour observation… If so, my own mind imprisons me. How do I
escape this? Charlie is (was?) mentally ill—possibly the same illness
has finally hit me too?
No; this isn’t something I’m just hallucinating. My brother’s
illness never manifested itself like this at all. I’ve never heard of a
psychosis that causes one to hallucinate away all forms of human existence… But then I’m hardly one to know these sorts of things.
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But even if I’ve not yet lost my mind and thus I’m not just hallucinating this hell, my ever-worsening fear is that this solitude, in
combination with this unimaginable post-traumatic stress, will cause
my mental health to deteriorate to insanity before long.
Besides the chores, I’ve got to find more ways to occupy my
mind. I’ll draw inspiration from Charlie. He helped keep his mental
illness in check by having a strict routine that he followed every day.
So I’ll do the same. I’ll follow a disciplined schedule of going to bed,
getting up, and eating my meals at specific times each day. I’ll continue exercising daily just as I did before this disaster, and spend most
of my day looking for survivors.
A set plan will give me purpose and direction. It'll keep me
moving forward.
4:37 P.M.
Just got through trying out my new handguns, shooting at cans
and plastic bottles for target practice in front of my apartment building. Wish I had a silencer; I feel really
weird and insecure breaking this creepy
silence with gunshots. After each earsplitting bang I looked around nervously
and listened for anything unusual. Couldn't stand it any longer after a bit more than
thirty minutes.
The good news is I'm not a bad
shot. A knack, or just beginner's luck? I
hope that arming myself at least lets me
sleep better at night.
Before it gets dark, I’ll make one
more trip to the market to get a few things for dinner and breakfast
tomorrow.
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5:32 P.M.
On my way to the market, I stopped here at Denny Park; I’m
putting an assortment of different-colored flowers on Aysha's grave.
Rest peacefully, Aysha. This heart beats for you only.
6:30 P.M.
My God, just as I feared would happen—a group of dogs attacked me.
I’d just biked into the Safeway parking lot when they spotted
me and came rushing from a little over a block away. My immediate
impulse was to escape into the market or turn and try to outrun them,
but in a panic instead I jumped off my
bike and stood still—stupidly hoping
that’d cause them to lose interest. Didn’t
work. With only seconds to spare I began
shooting wildly, hitting a few, then thankfully the rest quickly turned away and
scattered.
Awful shooting them, even in selfdefense. Watching the dogs I hit bleed
and die was especially shocking. But
thank god I had those firearms, otherwise
I literally would’ve been dog meat. I can
already tell that even these handguns—with their limited number of
small bullets—might not save me if I run into a larger pack next time.
Maybe I need a semi-automatic rifle. Where the hell could I get a
flamethrower? Maybe Fort Lewis?
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Still shaking. I keep imagining what the hell would've happened if I hadn't got those guns today, and if I hadn't happened to
familiarize myself with them just a couple hours ago.
It’s clear the dogs are going to become an on-going problem,
and make my already awful existence even worse.
10:54 P.M.
About to wipe myself off and go to bed.
Man…it’s only been a few days, but it already feels like an
eternity. Can’t believe how soon I’ve come to miss the simple things
that I took for granted before. Like a hot shower—I’m already sick
and tired of just wiping myself down with a moist paper towels. I
miss the sensual tingle of the warm water on my skin, and watching
the lathered soap rinse off. Just wish I could flip a switch and see
lights turn on again. (Frequently I catch myself automatically flicking
the light switch whenever I enter a darkened room.) I’d also do anything to have a hot meal, and especially to eat it with some company.
Something like Cajun-grilled salmon with some sautéed spinach in a
nice restaurant with a view of Puget Sound. Having a cold, refrigerated drink would taste so good now too—I keep imagining the tickle of
an ice-cold carbonated drink going down my throat.
I’ve also got to deal with washing plates and utensils with no
running water—and in a few days, clothes too; I’ve hardly any clean
clothes left, since I already had a pile of laundry to do when the disaster hit. I hate to use bottled water from the market for these purposes,
but until I find a well or stream to live next to, I’ve no other choice.
It’s like camping in the desert.
I feel so much uncertainty about so many little things, such as
whether I should be using this flashlight now as I write this. From the
16th floor here, could it serve as a beacon for other survivors, letting
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them know that another person is alive too? Or will it attract someone
or something that's best avoided?
Earlier, in an effort to brighten things up a bit I started playing
Beatle songs on an old battery-powered CD player (another hand-medown from my father), but it hardly comforted me—reminds me of
the expression “whistling in the dark.” To the contrary, I find that
playing music makes me feel even more insecure, since it might mask
out sounds I should be listening for.
…
Foggy outside tonight. Somewhere in the darkness, yet again I
feel the chill of an evil presence, especially now as I’m about turn in.
Has it enveloped the world like an invisible fog? Or, is it lurking in
the shadows like a beast—stalking the streets, concealed somewhere
amongst the darkened buildings? Maybe it has duality—somewhere,
yet everywhere. Is it aware that I’m here?
I keep telling myself a logical, scientific explanation exists for
all this. An explanation I’m bound to find. But the utter scale of this
disaster makes me doubt that—it strikes me as something so ghastly
that only some sinister supernatural entity could’ve been responsible.
Try as I might, I can’t rationalize away my fear and paranoia.
This loneliness...as usual, by itself terrible enough, but the unearthly darkness and silence compound it
without mercy. The bloodcurdling shrieks
that morning also keep echoing in my
mind. I know I was screaming too, but
I’ve no memory of it. While Aysha’s
screams haunt me more than anything
else, I also remember those of everybody
else—untold thousands of people, all
screeching in terror and agony. Like the
whole world had at once fallen into Hell
and demons were cutting open our torsos
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and ripping out our lungs. And that’s in fact what it felt like—live
evisceration.
Part of me wants to go to sleep to escape this despondency,
but even sleeping’s dreadful thanks to my horrific nightmares. Every
night’s a new roller coaster ride through Hell.
We’ll see if these sleeping pills help.
Sept. 13th
8:01 A.M.
Rested a tiny bit better last night—the pills evidently did some
good. Having firearms made me feel less vulnerable and that too
helped. And, a little after midnight the fog cleared and I finally saw
some stars, and that provided an extra bit of needed comfort. But the
usual nightmares, fear, and never-ending despair over Aysha and everything else once more overwhelmed my ability to truly rest. I spent
the whole night with one of Aysha's dolls resting on my
chest...desperate for anything to relieve this throbbing and constant
heartache even a little.
It didn’t take long to see where the
dogs will turn when they run out of accessible garbage to eat; as I look out my
window this morning, I see that in addition
to the crows and flies, the dogs too are now
consuming the corpses. Yet another gruesome thing to see. I didn’t know dogs were
scavengers, but I suppose with enough
hunger they’ll eat anything. The sight of
them running around with—or fighting
over—decomposing human body parts is
disgusting beyond words.
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I suppose I should be grateful to them and the other varmints
for helping to rid the area of these decaying bodies, though I imagine
even after all the tissue has been consumed thousands of skeletons
will continue to litter the streets for God knows how long. No relief in
sight to this gruesomeness.
Later this morning, I’m going to start biking around the city,
looking for survivors. First though, I’m going to make a quick and
well-armed trip to the market; besides getting the usual necessities, I
want to get some fresh fruit and vegetables before they all rot. I’ll use
someone’s car this time even though the market’s just a few blocks
away; that way I can move multiple days’ worth of supplies in one
trip. I’m pretty sure I can maneuver around most of the cars that are
between here and the market, and move any ones that are otherwise in
the way—as I’ve discovered, a lot of these cars still have keys in the
ignition. I’ll keep the supplies in the lobby of this building, near the
main entrance.
10:13 A.M.
Just got through moving cereal, canned food (including condensed milk and grapefruit juice), about four days’ worth of bottled
water, and a few other things from the market. I could’ve hauled
much more, but I want to go back there in a few days anyway. A trip
to the market a couple times a week will give me something to look
forward to.
God…how pathetic that going to the store is the only thing I
have to look forward to now.
I shouldn’t say that; I must stay positive, and look forward to
the things that matter—like finding others and learning the truth behind this disaster. I have to have faith that sooner or later it’ll
happen…
The flies. In the market, in the streets, everywhere. They and
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their maggots are devouring the rotting flesh, and fast multiplying.
Now I know what the soldiers in the Battle of Somme in WWI
must’ve experienced.
“The flies! Oh God, the flies
That soiled the sacred dead
To see them swarm from dead men’s eyes
And share the soldiers’ bread!
Nor think I now forget
The filth and stench of war
The corpses on the parapet
The maggots in the floor” (some WW1 author whose name
slips my mind at the moment; something Herbert.)
Rats are also joining the gorge fest.
I won’t elaborate on the condition of the
dead bodies, other than to say that in addition to natural decay, the rats’ selective
eating habits have left more than a few of
the corpses grotesquely disfigured. Intolerably disgusting. Makes me want to
detonate an atom bomb.
Looking at all the dead, I’m struck
by how the differences that existed between people seem so insignificant now.
True, death’s always been the great equalizer, but beyond that, it really hits home seeing, for example, the remains of the homeless next to well-to-do individuals in their
expensive clothes and luxury cars. Everywhere, I see such things as
young next to old, black next to white next to Asian, even occasionally Jew next to Muslim… What striking contrasts that ironically
highlight our basic commonality in ways that no words could.
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10:55 A.M.
I detect no radio signals. I’ll spend the rest of the day biking
around the downtown area searching.
11:38 A.M.
Only got as far as the Space Needle before another pack of
dogs attacked me. This bunch was much bigger than the one yesterday in the Safeway parking lot. I was
peddling too frantically to use my
guns...barely got away. After outrunning
them on Denny Way I warily circled
back via Western Ave. and came straight
home. I was scared as hell I’d run into
yet another pack. I was outside a total of
fifteen minutes.
This town’s going to the dogs, literally. Sure didn’t take them long to
revert to their instinctual hunter-killer
roots. Quite a few mauled dead dogs are
around here too, no doubt victims of the turf wars among these rapidly forming packs. And the dogs seem to deem me an undesirable
element as they stake their claim on this entire city.
Chances are other survivors are dealing with the dogs too. It’s
hard to imagine that throughout the world, the hundreds of millions of
dogs that were docile pets mere days ago could now all be turning into pack-forming, mindless killers. Breeding, multiplying, and growing
more savage. Certainly they’ll end up killing at least some survivors,
including maybe even me. I’m horrified that children will be especially easy prey…
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No two ways about it: I have to get better armed, and, awful as
it sounds, have to start eliminating as many of the aggressive ones as
possible. It’s clear they’re in no mood to peacefully coexist. Each vicious dog that’s eliminated means one less potential killer of a
survivor, and one less puppy-making machine.
I’ll make another trip to the gun shop either later today or tomorrow.
1:34 P.M.
Pondering again about what struck the other day. Was it possibly an illness that'd latently infected everybody, existing in a sort of
incubated state for some period, out of which it abruptly erupted?
That'd likely explain such widespread and simultaneous devastation.
Just as AIDS or the shingles virus can exist in someone for years before any symptoms appear, maybe something similar occurred. But if
so, how'd everyone get it? Did everyone get it? And what would’ve
caused it to come out of its incubated state, everywhere at the same
time?
Of the possible explanations I've thought of so far—natural or
manmade pandemic, chemical or nuclear attack, invisible monsters
(feel silly even writing that)—a freak, heretofore never-been-seen disease somehow seems less plausible to me than something like a
worldwide chemical weapons attack. In fact, the horror I witnessed
the other day reminds me of footage I saw not too long ago of a chemical attack on civilians in the Middle East—people gasping for air, in
agony, convulsing, and quickly dying. Still, as before I've significant
nagging doubts about that hypothesis too. For one, as I wrote the other day, a poison gas attack or the like probably would've killed
animals too, and I haven't seen any evidence at all of that—yet. I keep
coming back to the same question: would it be possible to design a
lethal chemical weapon that'd only wipe out humans, and could be
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dispersed everywhere virtually instantaneously? I just don't see how.
If it was an attack, it had to have been the result of thorough
and sophisticated planning on an unheard-of scale, and carried out by
some incredible but shadowy worldwide organization… Maybe some
group of self-appointed "desirables,” like the world's ultra-rich and
powerful, decided the only way to save the Earth from catastrophic
environmental collapse was to eliminate the vast majority of the
world’s population... I can picture these aristocrats and Larry Ellisonlike billionaires taking refuge in some lavish haven in the Alps, eating
caviar and sipping on champagne after a day of swimming and tennis,
joyfully divvying up their post-disaster worldwide booty.… Hardly
the meek inheriting the Earth.
I can't convince myself, however, that scenario’s a viable possibility. It seems like way too many things would go wrong, either
during the planning, preparation, or execution. I mean, surely someone in the group would’ve spilled the beans, or intelligence agencies
would’ve uncovered it, before it even got off the drawing board. If
nothing else, how in the world could they’ve put into place the infrastructure necessary to carry the attack out without anyone noticing?
2:05 P.M.
One more far-fetched idea: could a mysterious mixture of contaminates and other chemicals in our bodies have been responsible for
what happened? After all, we’ve been exposed to a whole host of unnatural substances for generations now, and from the moment of
conception these materials have been collecting in our bodily tissue. I
think back, for example, to the pervasive black dust I encountered in
every major city I ever visited—no doubt toxics from that soot and
other airborne pollutants accumulated in our cells after passing
through our lungs and into our bloodstream. On top of that, the complex man-made chemicals in our food, water, soaps, lotions, and other
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things must've also ended up embedded in our bodies, maybe even
banefully blending with countless other things (artificial hormones,
leached plastics, pesticides, and whatnot) to produce a devastating
brew. Throw into the mix all the pills and drugs—illicit and otherwise—that people ingested, and God knows what the hell the result
was.
Admittedly, on the surface this sounds ridiculous, but Jesus,
who knows? Yet another hypothesis to add to my list of possible explanations.
Anyway, I’m going to take my chances and spend a couple of
hours this afternoon biking around. I can’t stand the thought of this
day going to waste because the damn dogs forced me to abort my
search this morning. The notion of them impeding my efforts to find
others is beginning to annoy me—big time.
Just let them try to get in my way again. I’m locked and loaded and ready to take on those stupid mongrels.
5:14 P.M.
Made a friend today. On my way
home after a couple of hours of some dogkilling and fruitless searching in the
Queen Anne and Fremont areas, I stopped
at Denny Park to sit at Aysha’s burial
spot. I heard a meow up in the tree next to
me, and a beautiful shorthaired orange
and white cat came down and started rubbing against my leg. Like me, in need of a
pal, so I brought her home and gave her
some tuna. Clearly famished. Never heard
a cat purr so loudly.
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The poor thing’s surely been living in terror, with her owner
gone and these ferocious packs running around.
She seems to have made herself at home. I don’t know what to
name her. I’ll think of something. But having this living creature in
my apartment makes such a difference already. To have something
that I can love and care for, and that returns the affection, is going to
be a big help.
On the other hand, it makes me very sad since I keep remembering how excited Aysha would get every time she saw a “kitty.”
She’d always look for cats when we went on walks, and would gleefully point out every one she saw.
I’m tempted to just call her “kitty,” since that’s what Aysha
would’ve called her, but…it’s too painful to be reminded of that.
6:12 P.M.
Was thinking of naming her Sixclaw, since she’s got six claws
on each front paw. But I’ll call her “Survi,” for “survivor,” instead.
8:07 P.M.
I just got through exercising for an hour. I wish I could go for
a nice run outside in the cool evening air, beneath this gorgeous darkblue evening sky, but it’s too dangerous with all the dogs on the loose.
So I spent an hour running up and down the seventeen flights of openair stairs in my apartment building. Not exactly fun, but it feels good
to start working out again. Above all, my strength’s come back completely, and that’s a welcome, and needed, small source of joy.
Getting the endorphins flowing through my body feels great.
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10:02 P.M.
Did another radio search. Again, nothing. Damn it.
God, damn it.
11:46 P.M.
Clouds have rolled in again. It’s raining now. The dreary, monotonous patter of the drops against the usual backdrop of hushed
darkness leaves me feeling even more abandoned and hopeless. The
slowly intensifying thunder and lightning don’t help. Thank God Survi’s here—to hear her purring and to feel her warmth on my lap’s
soothing. Helps alleviate the loneliness, and adds a patch of brightness to this gloom that surrounds me.
Still, Survi’s no substitute for Aysha, or any other human contact. I can’t get over my desperation to hold Aysha’s precious living
body once more. Intolerable. I’d do anything to see her smile and hear
her laughter again. I simply can’t believe she’s gone. Simply can’t
believe this disaster ever happened, and I've yet to find anyone else
alive in a city that less than a week ago had hundreds of thousands of
people.
This trauma will remain an excruciating wound on my heart
for as long as it beats. Just have to learn to live with it.
But live, I will. In honor of my beautiful Aysha, I will live.
I pray:
God, tonight just once let me sleep without nightmares. Please
let me have a few hours of relief from this unbearable pain in my
heart.
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Sept. 14th
God, what the...?
2:42 A.M.
She’s settled down. Why the hell was she …? What was out
there in the hallway, in the darkness? Whatever it was must’ve left.
Right, Survi?
Does it know I’m here? Feel helpless, even with guns.
7:20 A.M.
Still freaked out by what happened last night. I’ve never heard
a cat make such a horrible, terror-stricken growl. During the ordeal,
the fact it was pitch black and I couldn’t
see her made it even worse, except a couple times in the ghostly flashes of
lightening I could see her cowering, fixated on the door. I was too petrified to use a
flashlight.
She seems ok now. I wish I could
say the same about myself.
When Survi was hissing and
growling, I felt something horrible—right
outside my door. The air got mysteriously
frigid, made me shiver. If something
plowed into the room, I probably couldn’t have aimed straight because of my violent quivering.
What was it? Maybe just a dog? How the hell would it’ve gotten into the building and up here to the sixteenth floor? It would’ve
had to get through a locked door on the ground floor, and then
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through two closed staircase doors to get here. Impossible. Maybe
Survi was just having a damn nightmare? Or perhaps it’s a PTSD reaction after a week of living in terror on the streets?
Got to be a logical explanation. I hope. But maybe the monster
hypothesis isn't so far-fetched after all. In fact, at this moment it's the
one that makes the most sense.
After she stopped hissing, and after I calmed down a bit, I
tried to get a little sleep. I kept tossing and turning, nervously listening for anything suspicious, till at last falling asleep again due to
crushing fatigue. The fact that Survi settled down enough to fall
asleep helped me drift off too, though I ended up only sleeping about
an hour and a half. I woke up again in a cold sweat; just wiped myself
down and put on some fresh clothes.
8:17 A.M.
Wondering what to do today—should I venture out, or stay
put? I’m too scared to even open my damn door. Is whatever freaked
out Survi still nearby? And regardless of that, I have to confess I'm
increasingly dreading the thought of running into dogs, even with my
weapons. They’re frightening.
Survi’s not giving me any indication to be concerned right
now—she’s sound asleep. Regardless, my trepidation’s growing, and
with each passing moment so does my desire to withdraw and hide. I
feel like just shriveling up and disappearing into nothingness.
8:58 A.M.
I need…to snap out of this. Staying cooped up here won’t
solve anything. Locking myself in is just going to make me more paranoid—and unstable. I’ll turn into a meek, pathetic coward, scared of
my own shadow. I must get out, keep looking for survivors. I have to
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confront the challenges, however horrific they may be. Have to face
up to whatever awaits me—with dignified courage.
I’ll start by assuming that Survi was hissing for some trivial
reason. I’ll look for signs of a dog or other animal.
As for the damn dogs…I’ll just have to deal with them. I
won’t let them—or anything else—dictate what I do, or otherwise rule
my life.
On to today’s first chore…
After getting attacked again yesterday, I’m thinking that using
a bike to look for survivors may not be such a hot idea; I was lucky to
get away. Next time I may get caught in a situation from which I can’t
escape simply by peddling fast.
I could use a car, but since some of the roads and streets are
impassable or otherwise hard to navigate (littered with obstacles like
vehicles and bodies), a car would be too limiting.
Maybe a motorcycle? Certainly with that I could cover more
ground than with either a bike or a car…
OK—getting a motorcycle will be my project for the day. I’ve
ridden one only once, when I was thirteen. Hopefully I can relearn by
reading the owner’s manual, since obviously no instructors are available.
(After a bit of hesitation, I just opened my door and confirmed
the coast is clear—at least in the dark, windowless hall outside my
room anyway. So far so good. At first glance, I see no obvious sign
anything was here. A mystery I’ll never know the answer to..?)
11:08 A.M.
At a motorcycle dealer’s now. I barely escaped another dog attack on my way over here. I was heading south on 5th when they
came from amongst the hodgepodge of cars that obstructed my vision
on Pike St. Like yesterday, they appeared too fast for me to even grab
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my guns from my shoulder holster. Like they materialized from out of
nowhere. By unhappy coincidence, the area beyond the intersection
was littered with an assortment of obstacles like bodies, broken glass, a bus and
other vehicles, thus making a speedy escape impossible. Almost like the dogs had
diabolically picked that spot to launch
their attack. Only by jumping off my bike
and slipping through the doors of the bus
was I able to get away; one of the dogs
grabbed my running shoe and tore it off as
I was squeezing into the bus. On the way
in, I fell onto the remains of the bus driver
and threw up. After regaining my composure, I started shooting from the partially opened bus windows, killing
a couple of dogs, and thankfully the rest then disappeared. I’m still
missing my shoe, the bastards. My pants are also a bit soiled from my
own vomit.
It’s becoming impossible to go anywhere without running into
aggressive dogs; it almost seems they’ve become possessed, like
Cujos from Hell. Did this disaster affect canine neurology in some
strange way? Hard to believe these are the same animals I had as pets
growing up.
It’s as if they’ve been waiting for this opportunity to take our
place as the new dominant species...like they’re hungry for payback
after living a subservient existence to us for eons. Further, far more
than me just being an “undesirable element,” it feels like they identify
me as the last obstacle, the final enemy, to achieving total domination
over the city. During the last few days I hear their howls echoing
through the empty streets with increasing frequency, as if to taunt me
and to declare themselves the new masters of the world.
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I must look up some information on dogs, and try to find out if
a logical explanation possibly exists for their new and odd aggressiveness. I’ll go to a bookstore or the library later today.
12:24 P.M.
Going through the user manual of one of these motorcycles. I
just started the engine—that’s a beginning. Now I just need to practice shifting gears...
2:49 P.M.
Well, I rode home on my new Yamaha motorcycle today. I
feel so free and powerful. I love the exhilaration from the wind striking my face and rushing through my hair, and the powerful
accelerations pulling on my torso with each shift of the gears.
I can of course now easily outrun the dogs, but the danger exists of losing control if I were to collide with one of them. Given how
aggressive they’ve become, sooner or later that’s bound to happen—I
just had a close call with a lone aggressive dog on the way home. I
thought I was going to run him over when he charged at my front tire,
like he was trying to bite it. I need to practice shooting my small pistol with one hand while controlling the handlebar with the other,
hopefully preventing what’d be a nightmare scenario: running into a
dog and finding myself busted up and strewn out on the pavement
with the rest of the pack bearing down.
5:11 P.M.
I just got back from a disgusting trip to the Seattle Public Library. I don’t ever again want to go into another unventilated, sealed
environment with decomposing bodies inside.
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As soon as I pried open the sliding doors, it was like a two-byfour smashed my nose; I vomited and almost fainted because of the
overwhelming, sickeningly sweetish stench. After some quick yet intense hesitation, I forged ahead only since I knew where to find the
animal books—having taken Aysha there many times; I figured I’d be
in and out in a flash. Regretted my choice after about fifteen feet, but
kept going anyway.
The following are a couple of notes I jotted down from some
books that I grabbed and scurried out with:
1) Dogs are social animals. When pet dogs no longer have
humans to take care of them, they quickly form packs with other feral
dogs.
2) These packs of former pets usually have no fear of humans,
unlike wilds dogs or coyotes. Many will become highly aggressive,
and may actually attack without provocation. Feral dogs sometimes
eat their human victims (note: especially a possibility now, since
they’ve doubtlessly developed a taste for human flesh after feeding on
cadavers).
…
So, based on this and other things I read, it appears I can reasonably conclude the aggressiveness I’m seeing is perhaps
unremarkable after all. Still, it seems stranger than what I would’ve
expected. On the other hand, maybe no one—not even dog experts—
could’ve predicted how their behavior would change with the sudden
mass disappearance of humans.
A possible pet theory: dogs see the world in terms of hierarchies, so when humans were the baddest gang in town, they were our
best friends. Now the dogs sense that they occupy the preeminent position in this new world order, and are seeking to eliminate what’s left
of their former masters.
Who knows? I just know I’ve got to deal with them, and hope
they’re not killing other survivors.
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I also came across a couple of additional disturbing facts: in
the Seattle area alone, the estimated dog population is close to
200,000. Further, an unfixed dog can give rise to over 65,000 dogs in
six years.
Great. Obviously no hope in controlling their numbers. Now
that I think about it, I’ve seen more than a few female dogs in heat,
chased by groups of viciously competing males. That’s of course being repeated all over the world every second of every day. Millions of
dog-making machines, everywhere. Unstoppable.
I can only hope that future generations of dogs will behave
more like human-fearing wolves and coyotes, instead of the vicious
former pets on the loose here now.
7:03 P.M.
I just spent an hour running up and down the stairs again today. Survi joined me. It was funny watching her—seems she got into
it. I’d try to outrun her and leave her behind, but she always caught up and passed
me. Having her companionship sure helped
my workout pass more quickly. I also did a
bunch of push-ups and crunches.
Feels good to exercise—helps me a
little to deal with this unimaginable situation, especially my despair over Aysha.
Exercising has always filled me with a
sense of optimism and a can-do spirit; energized me, both physically and spiritually.
Has helped me get through tough times in
the past. As a matter of fact, for a few minutes today it made me glad
to be alive, something I’m amazed to feel given this unreal solitude
and everything else I’m going through in this nightmare.
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For me, exercise is a celebration of life—particularly now.
I’ve always been active. When I was a boy I don’t think there
was a day when I wasn’t at the park playing sports with friends (my
escape from a dysfunctional family life). Ever since junior high it’s
been my routine to run at least 50 miles a week, and I still have the
same athletic physique and thirty-inch waistline I did in high school.
At my university I competed as a highly ranked decathlon athlete at
state and national levels, and won more than a few events. In addition
to my daily runs, three times a week my routine includes working my
upper body with dozens of pull-ups, push-ups and crunches. I always
enjoyed how exercising made me feel, and how it made me look—
like the well-conditioned athlete I always strove to be (I wish a woman were here now to enjoy the fruits of my labor). My exercising
habits also made me strong, and gave me the confidence to undertake
any challenging activity—in fact, physically I felt limitless.
Up until this disaster, my dream was to climb some of the
stunning mountains in the Andes—in particular I was aiming to scale
the world’s tallest volcano, Ojos del Salado in Chile. I also wanted to
someday really challenge myself and take on the Cordillera
Huayhuash in Peru—like the beautiful and forbidding Yerupaja, a
22,000-foot giant with a knife-edged summit and soaring vertical
walls of rock and ice. Yerupaja left an indelible impression on me
when I saw it in college while staying in the city of Huaraz for ultrahigh-altitude distance training. I believe my excellent lung capacity
and upper-body strength gave me the ability to realize my mountain
climbing aspirations; to prove to myself that I was still capable of taking on intense activity at high elevations, a few years ago in Bolivia I
ran uphill—a steep uphill—for an hour straight starting at an elevation of over 12,000 feet.
Was being in such good shape the main reason why I survived
this disaster? Seems doubtful, since many professional and university
athletes around here were in even better shape than I. If excellent
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physical condition were the only difference between life and death,
then for one the University of Washington track team should’ve survived too. Still, a robust constitution and strong heart must’ve at least
partially contributed to my survival…
I’ve always made it a rule to shower at least once a day, especially after exercising. But, with no one around, I’m tempted to just
blow off my sponge bath for today. Who’d notice? One fewer thing to
deal with.
But thinking about it a bit more, living by the same standards
that I’ve always had’ll help me maintain a better attitude. If I stop giving a damn about my personal hygiene, what’s next?
Come to think of it, I haven’t shaved in a week. I’ll make sure
to do that at least every other day from now on. If I find any survivors—or rather, when I find survivors—I don’t want to look like an
uncouth and scary resurrection of a shaggily bearded John Lennon. A
clean-shaven face will look more civilized, send a better signal, and is
more likely to be reassuring.
9:30 P.M.
Despite the exercise-induced high from earlier, I’m starting to
feel down again as bedtime approaches. Knowing I’ll spend another
dark lonely night, haunted by memories and my own imagination,
fills me with dread beyond words. For the first couple of hours in bed,
I mechanically toss and turn, trying in vain to find a position that reduces my heartache and fear. Part of me doesn’t want to sleep,
honestly. Too distressful anticipating the hell of my nightmares.
I sure hope Survi doesn’t start hissing again; sure as hell hope
nothing evil’s out there —supernatural or otherwise.
I didn’t pick up any radio signals again this evening, and that’s
a big reason my mood’s deteriorating. I need to stop doing this daily
radio search; it’s become yet another source of crushing disappoint41
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ment. I’ll just do it every few days from this point forward. Hearing
nothing but the same empty static everyday has become unbearable.
10:21 P.M.
Unusually strong wind tonight. Some of the gusts seem freakishly intense. The howl of rushing air and the rattling windows are
causing me even more distress than the usual awful quietness, especially with this suffocating darkness. Last night a ghostly chill, now
an unearthly wind. This is how another night greets me as I crawl into
bed; as if I’m being ushered into a nightly torture chamber.
Survi’s my canary in the coal mine. The shaking windows just
momentarily interrupt her slumber every once in a while. As long as
she’s not agitated, I guess I’m ok.
Having her here sure helps. In a way she reminds me of Aysha. Except for those brief—yet interminable—few minutes last night,
she seems so happy all the time, always looking for an excuse to play.
Always showing affection, always so full of life. It’s almost as if Aysha’s soul is in Survi.
I’m growing attached to this delightful little cat. I can’t believe
she’s been with me since only yesterday—already seems much longer.
Sept. 15th
7:15 A.M.
Woke up this morning and realized that it's been exactly one
week…
God, help me…
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11:31 A.M.
Despair... I spent the whole morning crying, desperately wanting to turn back the clock. Once again I feel like a prisoner chained to
a railcar; each moment it takes me farther away from my beloved Aysha, and my former life, to a world of ultimate desolation.
And, once more I find myself grappling with the urge to end it
all. Just don’t want to live anymore. Am within an inch of shooting
myself in the heart, I can’t stand this pain.
Just grab the gun and do it, damn you.
If anyone else is alive—and someone must be—then they’ve
got to be going through this same hell. Maybe it’s already destroyed
them. I must find survivors, so we can save each other before it’s too
late. This despair and solitude are doing me in, I'm at the limit of what
I can take.
Survi, thank you for being here and helping me; don’t know
what I’d do without you, my little friend.
1:16 P.M.
Again I did the one thing that seems to work when I’m in such
agony—exercise. For the first fifteen minutes or so I was in no mood
to do it; had to force myself. But the more I ran up and down the
stairs, the more it helped. It made me realize that if I could survive
this first week, I can probably survive anything. That it was a beautiful morning also perked me up, and helped snap me out of my
feelings of complete hopelessness.
Now I’ve got to keep busy so I don’t slip back… I’ll get started by spending some time exploring the city on my new motorcycle. I
just hope it doesn’t fail me in the middle of a bad dog situation.

43

Evan W. Jaqua

6:48 P.M.
I spent over four hours today riding around downtown Seattle
and areas south of here, but found no traces of anyone else alive.
Covered lots of territory. Near SeaTac I
rode by some astonishing remains of plane
crashes; that explains those giant columns
of smoke I saw when I regained consciousness—almost seven days ago to the
hour. Entire blocks of obliterated houses
span a number of neighborhoods near the
airport, with pieces of fuselage, wings and
innumerable other things scattered about.
In one area it appears more than one plane
impacted; spied what looked like the remains of at least five large jet engines, all
completely charred. The fires ignited by the crashes incinerated a
multitude of houses around the main impact zones. All together it
looks like B-52’s had dropped a bunch of daisy-cutters.
Also, down by the water a little south of Seattle I came across
a couple of spectacular shipwrecks—they'd clearly run ashore while
going at a fairly fast clip; one buckled slightly at the bow, dumping
some of its containers from China in the process.
Besides looking for survivors, I finally got some enhanced
firearms. Specifically, two shotguns. I’d hoped to get an automatic
weapon, but I decided that shotguns might be more effective; besides,
as a teenager I occasionally used shotguns to help my uncle eliminate
nutria on his ranch, so I’m more familiar with them as opposed to any
other rifle.
These two shotguns have short barrels and pistol handles, so
that’ll make them easy to carry; in fact, I can even sling them over my
shoulder and back. This’ll make them easy to ride with, and easy to
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grab if the need arises. Each holds six rounds, so that should allow me
to fend off a good-sized pack.
As expected, at various times throughout the day dogs chased
me, but my motorcycle easily outran them as expected. After putting a
bit of distance between us, I stopped and shot some of the dogs anyway; hated to do it, but I must instill fear so they’ll hopefully scatter
when they see me approaching. And, though not my main motivation
for doing so, it was a good opportunity to try out and get used to my
new firepower. Made a good choice by getting the shotguns, they really do the trick.
Interesting—and disturbing at the same time—to see how the
dogs’ appearance is deteriorating; they’re already losing signs they’d
been pets. Digging around in the trash, exposure to the elements, lack
of human care, and fighting is beginning to make them look dirty,
mangy, and mean. Many are running around with leashes still attached—in a few weeks, perhaps that’ll be the only remaining clue
that humans once took care of them.
At one point today when I'd stopped to take a quick breather
on the waterfront near the aquarium, about two blocks away I saw a
large Lab dragging around a small dead Beagle by its rear leg. Struck
me as a bit weird so I edged closer and realized that the Lab didn't in
fact have the smaller dog's rear paw in its mouth—somehow, the
Beagle’s paw had gotten caught in the leash clip on the Lab's collar.
(How in the world did that happen?) It hung like a rag doll from the
Lab's neck, with flies and maggots devouring it. Yet another disgusting thing to see.
Shortly afterwards I came across another dog near King Street
station—a medium-sized Akita, looked a little like Hachiko. Its leash
was caught in a minivan's side door. It'd partially scavenged a body
(its owner?) that lay in its reach. Soon as it noticed me, it stopped
tearing into the corpse and went eerily berserk—insanely determined
to attack me, but he just couldn't twist or pull out of his harness. Was
45

Evan W. Jaqua

as if he was blaming me for this entire disaster, including the death of
his owner; like Mother Nature herself had told him to sic me. A bothersome feeling came over me, so I went over and stood inches away,
tantalizingly beyond reach, just to goad him. As he tried with crazed
determination to get me, I squatted down so my nose was an inch or
so from his, just so I could torment him further. His behavior increasingly annoyed me, to the point where couldn't take it anymore; I
began kicking him every half minute or so, each kick harder than the
last. After about five minutes, by the sounds of its yelps I could tell
my kicks were taking their toll, though he kept on trying to attack. Around that point it hit me: I was enjoying making him suffer—
both with my kicks and even more with my taunts; it was why I hadn't
just shot him in the first place and put him out of his misery. Then
guilt started welling up—why the hell was I getting pleasure out of
such a stupidly cruel and sadistic act? I’ve been feeling ashamed
since. The poor thing will die a dog's death sooner or later anyway,
either of starvation when he runs out of corpse to consume, or when
he’s minced up by other dogs.
Another thing, unrelated: for better or worse, with the exception of yesterday’s trip to library, I seem to be getting used to seeing
decaying bodies and dealing with their corresponding smell. Not that I
don’t still find them sickening, but somehow the edge’s come off.
Maybe that’s what it’s like to be a morgue worker after the first week
on the job.
Anyway, the good news for today is that the motorcycle is, as
expected, a great way to cover lots of territory. Also, I’m happy to
report that I handled it well, despite my lack of experience; I didn’t
once come close to losing control, even when steering the handlebar
with only one arm while firing my revolver. The bad news is my
quest was again unsuccessful. I can’t believe an entire week’s passed
and I still can’t find any clues of human life anywhere. This disappoints and frustrates me more than I can describe. Of the millions of
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people living in this area, surely someone else must still be alive.
Damn it all.
Again I wonder: assuming at least a few others in this city
survived besides me, did they flee the area in the first few hours right
after the disaster struck? Were they shuttled away, perhaps forcibly?
Maybe a huge swath of land including Seattle's been quarantined off.
But that wouldn't explain the mysterious lack of radio signals. Now I
know the frustration the SETI scientists must’ve experienced all those
years; listening, listening, listening for radio signals that never arrive.
As I'm contemplating these radio-related things, another bizarre thought occurs to me: could radio waves have caused, or been
partially responsible for, this disaster? That'd explain how it struck
everywhere simultaneously; and after all, our bodies absorbed radio
energy just like antennas do, and possibly that somehow triggered
such widespread death… Radio wave energy in combination with a
noxious brew of contaminates...?
But as with every possible explanation I've come up with, too
many things—in this case, way too many things—just don't add up.
Like as always, why only humans? Why now?
Such a desperation to know the truth behind what happened…
10:56 P.M.
Bushed. Tomorrow I’ll explore the suburbs of Seattle, concentrating on the Eastside communities like Bellevue and Redmond.
As I face another dreadful night of loneliness and pain, I remember a poem quoted by Robert Kennedy after Martin Luther King
was shot: “Even in our sleep, pain which cannot forget falls drop by
drop upon the heart. Until, in our own despair, against our will, comes
wisdom through the awful grace of God.”
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Sept. 16th
3:19 A.M.
In the darkness, I see your face, I hear your cries… I desperately reach for you.
Just woke up from another disturbing dream. This one’s different since I remember it better than most. Maybe since it’s so
simple: I’m in a beautiful mountainous
area with Aysha in my arms, I’m running
trying to get away. Some evil force that
wants to kill her is pursuing us. No matter
how hard I run, I feel it drawing near. Before this disaster hit, whenever I dreamt
some powerful evil was stalking me, even
if I was scared I felt a fundamental
strength to confront and defeat it. But this
time it’s different. I feel powerless to stop
this entity from killing her. I know I’m
outmatched. Then I see the lion-like monsters. Alone and barehanded, I’m the only thing that stands between
them and Aysha. The panic in my heart wakes me up.
I’ve had trouble remembering the details of my nightmares
over the past week, but they seem to have common themes. A recurring one is that I’m alone, feel a profound loneliness, and am up
against something monstrous that’s much more powerful than I; if I’m
not alone, I’m with Aysha and the overwhelming evil is coming to kill
her, like in the nightmare I just had. Another theme is where I can see
Aysha but can’t get to her. As I’m writing this, I’m recalling a dream
the other night where Aysha is with some elderly woman who is taking her away; I want to run after them to bring Aysha back, but can’t
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get through a glass wall that’s in the way, no matter how hard I
pound. In another dream, I see Aysha walking alone in a dark and
dangerous forest; in desperation I call her to come back to me, but she
can’t hear me. I watch helplessly as she disappears into the murky
woods.
These dreams evoke a crushing despair in my heart.
As I write this next to the candlelight, I see my orange reflection in the window against the scrim of darkness. I look so alone and
vulnerable. As always, I hear nothing but my own heartbeat and
breathing.
I just pray that mine isn’t the only beating human heart left in
the world…
5:28 A.M.
I haven’t been able to get back to sleep after that nightmare.
Problem is, I’ve got my doubts that it was a mere a dream. The
evil…felt too damn real.
But, if an evil force is responsible for all this, again I ask: why
hasn’t it killed me too? Is it just toying with me, like a brat amusing
himself with a bug in a jar? Am I a pawn in a war between higher
powers of good and evil?
Or, in my ignorance am I just reverting back to what my ancestors did: explain terrible things like cataclysmic events in terms of
evil spirits?
Finding other survivors is key. If I find someone else, I’ll
know I’m not the plaything of an evil deity, or an unwilling participant in some holy conflict. I’ll be able to conclude it was most likely a
pandemic or poison gas attack that I, and perhaps many others, happened to survive. I’ve pretty much ruled out that someone nuked us,
at least until I've solid reasons to believe otherwise.
Must find others.
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The sun will soon rise. And with it, my hope and fortitude.
How much I’ve come to appreciate the sunrise. The morning’s first
colorful rays give me the strength to anchor my thoughts in the light
of rationality, instead of the frightening nonsense born out of dark ignorance.
Maybe I’ve some insight into how
it must’ve been for my distant ancestors.
I’m reminded of a movie I saw many years
ago in which cave people would sacrifice a
person every evening so that the sun
would return the next day; they lived in
fear of it not returning.
Just as it is for me now, 20,000
years ago darkness surrounded my ancestors every night—only the light of the
moon and fire accompanied them. And,
just as ignorance about the world plagued people then, my ignorance
about this terrible disaster afflicts me now. Not knowing where other
survivors are especially tortures me.
But my ancestors had one thing I don’t have: companionship…
7:58 A.M.
Just had breakfast and fed Survi.
First chore for the day: spend most of this morning walking
around my neighborhood eliminating aggressive dogs. I need to continue my campaign to implant fear, and hopefully make myself
terrifying to them. Become their worst nightmare. That’ll encourage
these ragtag collections of former pets to leave me alone. Worrying
about the dogs makes me feel like a prisoner here, and interferes with
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my efforts to find others. But this dog-killing isn’t something I look
forward to. A dirty job, but...
10:41 A.M.
Shot about ten dogs this morning. When a dog or even an entire pack comes after me, the shotguns stop them cold. Besides the
lethal effects of the buckshot, the loud bangs scare away the ones that
the initial shots don’t hit. Occasionally my first shots just injure them,
so I shoot a second time to stop their suffering; hard to handle their
awful yelps. Before long, they should get it through their skulls that
I’ve deadly force at my disposal, and will avoid me accordingly.
That’ll be a liberating day.
Now that I’ve got that unpleasant chore hopefully done for today, I’m going to spend a little time washing clothes, and then ride
around Mercer Island and suburbs on the Eastside for five hours or so,
searching.
11:40 A.M.
Just got through washing a few of
my clothes. Washed all of Aysha’s. Realized it’s probably the last tangible act of
love that I can do for her. Cried the whole
time as my hands gently worked in the
lather and then rinsed her small clothing. I
can’t believe I’ll never have the chance to
wash anything of hers again. The water
dripping from her drying clothes reminds
me of my own tears.
Got to move on to my next chore;
too much pain.
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5 P.M.
Another day and still no survivors found. So goddamn unbelievable and frustrating. Hate it. More than I can say, I hate this. God,
damn you!
Need to calm down. Losing my temper and pounding the table
won’t help. Think—maybe riding around isn’t enough. I’ve just assumed that if others are alive, they’ll make themselves known if they
see or hear me approaching; but, perhaps that’s not the case—maybe
they’re worried I’m deranged or something, especially when they see
these intimidating firearms. Good reason of course to stay hidden, I
probably would too… I could get a megaphone and stop every quarter
mile or so to announce myself. A simple, “Hello, is anybody there?”
should do the trick. Just hearing my voice may give the needed reassurance.
With few exceptions, I’ve avoided venturing into buildings
and other structures to look for people. Such as today—I spent a bit of
time circling the Bellevue Square mall, but couldn’t bring myself to
go inside. I’ll of course enter such places so if I see any indication—
however slight—of a survivor, but so far I’ve seen nothing of the sort.
The thousands of empty structures everywhere are creepy to say the
least, and I’ve no desire enter them unless there appears to be a damn
good reason to do so. I’ve peered through the windows into the lobbies of skyscrapers downtown as well as many stores, restaurants, and
even a few random houses in the area, but up till now haven't seen
anything but the gruesome sight of bloated and fly-covered bodies
scattered around—just like everywhere else. I can’t imagine anybody’d dwell in such places, so I see no reason yet to expand my
search to anything beyond the roads and streets. I’m convinced that
covering as much area as possible on my motorcycle is the most efficient use of my time and offers the highest probability of success.
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Might also be a good idea to make it easier for others to find
me, instead of me just looking for them… I could get a generator and
put some lights on the roof of my building, for example. That’d be
visible from many miles away. But…even with my weapons, I still
feel insecure about what could be lurking out there, and am uneasy
about drawing too much attention to myself, particularly at night.
An additional benefit of getting a generator would be I could
start my computer and see Aysha’s pictures. Upon deeper reflection
however, I just can’t bring myself to do it. I’m feeling dangerously
close to a total emotional collapse as it is; seeing her pictures would
only exacerbate my misery and loneliness, possibly pushing me past
the breaking point.
The weight of this loneliness is especially heavy in this megalopolis of death. If I’d been in a rural area to begin with, perhaps
things’d be easier. Being amongst all these dead bodies and empty
buildings and streets is spiritually so taxing that it’s all I can do to
keep from sinking into suicidal depression and hopelessness.
Other things also hit me very hard; even something simple like
passing by a McDonald’s and thinking that maybe I’ll never again
know the taste of a hamburger, or ice cream. Will I ever turn on the
tap and see water gushing out again? Or use a flush toilet? The everyday things of just last week now seem so unimaginably unattainable.
Flying in an airplane again appears now as likely as a trip to the edge
of the Milky Way.
Everywhere I go, the signs of human absence are becoming all
too clear; for example, the yards of homes are already starting to look
unkempt, as are the parks—probably due in large part to the strong
wind the other night. Besides scattering lots of leaves, the wind blew
around trash and other debris too, made worse after the dogs knocked
over the trashcans and crows clawed open plastic garbage bags. More
than a few lawns and grassy areas are showing signs of needing to be
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mowed, and weeds are starting to grow in some previously impeccable garden areas.
Even more painful is passing by stores with baby clothes on
display: seeing all those happy little outfits, with no children around
here to wear them now, just kills me. The
same thing happens when I see a playground—once so full of laughter and
happiness, now so empty and lifeless. The
daycare centers have…the remains of chilchildren’s bodies near the jungle gyms and
swing sets. Tears well up uncontrollably. I
imagine the thrill of children who were
playing on the teeter-totter for the first
time... Those joyous sounds echo in my
mind; I’d do anything to really hear them
again now.
The gentle caress of a summer breeze on my face was one of
life’s simple pleasures but a few days ago; now it sends a chill up my
spine like the spirits of countless dead wafting past. God, am I the last
person alive in Seattle? Or, even worse, one of only a few left in the
whole damn world?
Again and again I tell myself this hell can’t be happening.
Can’t stand it any longer. Like yesterday, I’m thinking I should just
use one of these guns on myself. End it here and now.
...
At desolate moments like these, again I’m so grateful to have
this happy little cat around.
Survi, thank you for cheering me up when I start slipping into
crippling despair. We’re going to see this through together, my dear
little friend.
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10:29 P.M.
I need a way to deal with these godawful nights. Perhaps a
new project’s the answer. This diary’s a project, but I need something
else to help me escape. Writing in this diary just reminds me of all the
hell.
Maybe a book—reading every night till I can’t keep my eyes
open’s worth a try. I’ve a large backlog of unread books from years
ago.
Sept. 17th
8:14 A.M.
Slept better last night. Looking at the different books before
going to bed put me into a better frame of mind. I ended up choosing
a book about astronomy—hopefully a topic that’ll help take my mind
off of things.
I need to get some more supplies today from the market. This
morning I’ve been mulling over how all the canned goods and bottled
water represent a kind of non-renewable resource for me—sort of like
fossil fuels were for human society. Great while it all lasts, but if this
search for survivors turns into a long-term endeavor, eventually I’ll
have to become self-sufficient and live on sustainable food and water
sources.
The analogy’s pretty good, the more I think about it. Just as
fossil fuels were a gift—or an inheritance—from millions of years of
biological decay, the supplies available to me are the result of thousands of years of human progress. The production of the food, the
processing and packaging, and the delivery: every stage required
technologies that evolved over many centuries. And here I am, benefiting from the thousands of years of effort that now allow me to
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survive comfortably, just as fossil fuels allowed humans to advance
and live with countless modern conveniences.
The canned food and bottled water most likely have a shelf
life of only a few years. So though for now my supplies are unlimited,
in five years or so I’ll have to start living close to a natural source of
drinking water. As for food, my experience working and growing
things as a farmhand during the summers at my uncle’s should serve
me well, so I’m not too worried.
Of course, I hope that long before the shelf life of the food and
water expires, other survivors and I will be well on our way to rebuilding society; like not only starting an Earth repopulation program
(I wish I were in a state of mind to say that sounds like fun), but hopefully we’ll also be harvesting food, and above all, laying the
groundwork for our rebirth and a new, bright future.
9:47 A.M.
Feeling lucky this morning. I’ll put off shooting dogs or going
to the market, and instead begin my search for survivors today right
off the bat. Something good’s going to happen today. I can feel it.
I’ll go to the store tomorrow instead.
5:32 P.M.
Despite my earlier optimism, again I came up empty-handed
today. I combed more areas north of downtown, concentrating on the
neighborhoods around the university and the lakeside communities of
Lake Washington. After feeling so positive when I set out this morning, now I feel as empty and depressed as ever; makes me recall my
disappointment in high school when the girl of my dreams snubbed
me, except this is of course even worse…far worse.
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Anyway, I ending up shooting more dogs today despite my
original plan not to do so, only because they displayed less-thanfriendly behavior. It seems the aggressive ones are only those that haven’t encountered me during the last few days; the dogs that know
me, i.e., those living in proximity here downtown, hightail it now
when they see me approaching. Exactly the result I was hoping for.
My fear-instilling campaign appears to be rapidly achieving results;
they’re afraid of me now. I’m pleasantly surprised, to say the least; I
expected it to take weeks, but looks like I’m there already. Amazing.
A little buckshot quickly goes a long way. And I must give credit
where it’s due: those mutts are fast learners.
The growing resentment I was feeling toward them should
hopefully start to ease now.
6:30 P.M.
I just got through eating dinner—some bread, beef jerky, and
spinach eaten cold straight from the can. As I ate the spinach it occurred to me I could get a camp stove to heat up my food. Why didn’t
I think of that before? On the other hand, I’m already a bit used to eating cold canned food now, so getting a camp stove won’t be a
priority; maybe as winter approaches I’ll reconsider.
I’m going to take out the trash, then take a break from writing
in this diary and instead spend my evening reading the book I judiciously selected last night. I don’t want to dwell on my
disappointment after yet another unsuccessful search today; hopefully
reading about stars and planets will keep me from doing just that.
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Speaking about taking out the trash, my personal garbage
dump’s growing quickly. Mainly plastic water bottles with cans
mixed in. It’s going to become quite large
before long, since I’m going through so
much bottled water—not only for drinking, but also for washing clothes, dishes,
and myself. Mind-boggling now to think
that the worldwide quantity of nonrecycled trash that we humans generated
daily before this catastrophe must’ve been
literally hundreds of millions of times
greater.
I could use paper plates to reduce
some of the dish washing, but that’d just
swap out empty plastic water bottles for lots of used paper plates in
the pile. Should I try to bury it, i.e., create my own landfill, or start
making another pile when the time comes? I could just burn it from
time to time; of course, that wouldn’t get rid of the cans, and the
fumes from the burning plastic bottles would be nasty. What’s striking is that the plastic water bottles are reusable—what a waste to use
them just once. But since no other source of clean water's available to
me yet, I’ve no choice but to live in such a wasteful way for now.
Sept. 18th
7:34 A.M.
When I first woke up it dawned on me that since I now scare
the dogs around here, I’ll be freer to do things I’ve hesitated to lately—like go for a run outside. I’m just dying to do that; thanks to my
exercise addiction, frustration has built up to the point that I'm feeling
like a caged tiger. I can’t even remember the last time more than a
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week passed without going for a real run. I want to break free, feel
myself running hard and fast, and feel the adrenalin and sweat flowing. Running up and down the stairs or even riding my bike, though
better than nothing, just doesn’t do it for me. Can’t stand the thought
of waiting anymore. I’ll carry my light firearm just in case, but recovering my freedom of mobility will reduce my stress, maybe more than
a little.
Looks like it’s going to be perfect weather for a run—a beautiful, Northwest summer day, with a clear blue sky, perfect
temperature, and no humidity. (Wish I could see a weather report to
know if the sunshine’s going to last.) I’ll run along the waterfront;
looking forward to running while taking in the views of Puget Sound
and the Olympic Mountains. I can hear the pull-up bar near the shore
in Myrtle Edwards Park calling my name now.
Before doing anything though, I’ve got to get more supplies
from the market since I ended up not doing it yesterday. Like last
time, I’m going to drive so I can bring several days’ worth of bottled
water and other supplies in one trip.
Parking a hundred feet or so from the main entrance of my
apartment building will give me an excellent chance to do some physical labor; moving supplies from the car to the lobby will be
invigorating. I’ll enjoy feeling my arms carrying the weight; the heavier the better—like cases of bottled water. That’ll be a good warm-up
for my run and pull-up session too.
I’ll take Survi; bet she’ll enjoy getting out of this apartment
building for a bit.
Going to be a great day for a change.
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4:12 P.M.
Devastated. Just got through burying...what’s left of Survi.
I was moving supplies into the lobby; Survi was outside with
me. As I was placing a case of bottled water near the front door, Survi
hissed loudly, and seemingly out of nowhere they struck. I’d left my
shotguns in the car, my hands being full. I’d grown complacent, believing I was safe since dogs in the neighborhood now avoid me. But this was a
pack I’d never seen before, led by a big
Rottweiler. Caught me off guard. Before I
could react, it rushed after Survi with
stunning, almost supernatural, quickness.
With a swift jump Survi started climbing a
big maple tree, and for a few moments I
thought she’d get away; but somehow she
lost her balance and to my horror tumbled
back down right into the waiting pack
(“No!”). Being unarmed, I had to rush inside, closing the lobby door just before
some of the others reached me. Powerless to do anything, through the
door windows I watched in horror as they ripped her apart.
Something snaps. Desperation and horror turn to anger...savage anger. Those dogs killed more than my one friend—
they’d killed the very reincarnation of Aysha’s spirit.
I sprint up the stairs to my apartment, get my pistols. By the
time I get back downstairs, the dogs are gone, so I grab my shotguns
from the car and go looking. Don’t have to go far; after following the
trail of Survi’s blood I find them less than two blocks away on Battery
Street.
Blindly guided by my hate, I first shoot but purposely only injure the Rottweiler, which—in one of the most surreal things I’ve ever
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seen, still has what’s left of Survi in its mouth as if she were a trophy.
Then I kill as many as I can before the rest scatter. I incapacitate the
Rottweiler by aiming for its legs, so I can do what I want: kick it to
death. I make sure its death’s as slow and painful as possible. I enjoy
every pathetic snarl, every tortured yelp. I kick its balls for a good
five minutes, till they’re mashes of nothingness, then kick till I break
its backbone. Keep kicking and kicking, till I break every bone I can.
I can’t make it suffer enough.
Today the war begins. God, stand as my witness, I’ll kill every
dog I see. I’m going to brutalize them. One man against a world of
dogs.
And I ain’t about to lose.
Sept. 21st
Haven’t much felt like writing in this diary lately. I've turned
my attention from finding survivors, to slaughtering dogs. Looking
for survivors was an exercise in frustration, but combing the metro area and
boldly going after dogs gives instant satisfaction. I destroy every one I come across,
aggressive or not. I hate them. I most enjoy finding virgin packs, i.e., ones that
don’t know me and are thus stupid enough
to attack. What a delight. Sometimes I
have to egg them on. After trying various
things, pretending to be scared and running away works best: arouses them to
give chase. I love the fact they’re just stupid animals, and I can get them to do what I want.
When they come after me, I enjoy waiting till they get close
before mowing them down with a shower of buckshot. Fun as hell to
61

Evan W. Jaqua

blow them apart like watermelons. Been going through bullets and
shotgun shells like corn flakes. The tricky part’s shooting the leader
without killing it. A few times I’ve failed, and end up killing it with
my first shot. But I’m getting better at avoiding that, especially by
judiciously using pistols instead of shotguns when targeting the alpha.
I savor the moment when they turn tail and scatter like terrified rats,
except the ones that are too injured to get away. I especially like it
when the injured ones still have some fight left in them. Then I go to
work. First I work them over by kicking their undersides hard again
and again. What a buzz hearing their pathetic growls mixed with desperate yelps of pain, and seeing how far I can displace their bodies
with each kick. I relish killing them in the slowest and most painful
way I can think of, and I’m getting good at savaging them while keeping them alive as long as possible. I hang what’s left of the ravaged
carcasses by their hind legs to show the other mongrels who’s the real
alpha in this new world.
Sept. 22nd
Spent most of the day again looking for dogs, and experimenting with some new methods to torture and kill them, since kicking
isn’t as fun anymore. Besides, my thigh got a bit sore from doing it so
much, and with so much intensity. Toes hurt a little too. Using a
baseball bat instead to beat them to a pulp provides some satisfaction;
fun to see how much force my arms can produce with each whack,
practicing my swing, imagining I was hitting a grand slam in the
World Series. Been devising other ways to kill them slowly too, like
dousing different parts of their bodies with lighter fluid after rendering them helpless. Just applying good old-fashioned human ingenuity
for a noble purpose...
At first I was shooting to kill all the dogs except the one I
deem the alpha, but today I’ve been trying to avoid killing any of
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them on the spot, instead just aiming to blow apart their legs and
hindquarters and letting them bleed to death while they yelp and yelp
and yelp. The chorus of yowls, what music to my ears. If any still haven’t died by the time I finish with the leader, I take advantage to
squeeze even more suffering out of them.
Such disgusting, despicable animals. Individually, they were
nothing but ass-kissing cowards when we humans ruled; but in this
new world they’ve transformed into pack-forming, vicious killing
machines. Well, time to put them back in their place, and remind them
who’s still boss. Time to cut them down to size—literally.
My contempt for them has no limit. I hate them, and this hatred fills me with an intense, even pleasurable, will to live. Seeing
their disgusting human flesh-filled feces all over the place especially
gets my goat, so there’s nothing I like more than shooting out their
haunches when they're squatting to shit. Before finishing them off
sometimes I give them a taste of their own damn medicine by mashing their noses into it, or taking a stick and forcing it down their
throats. I also love it when they snarl and I get the chance blow their
teeth out with a shot from my revolver. “C'mon boy, smile for me.
Y’think you’re tough? You’ll sure look a lot meeker with a shattered
muzzle, just like the others.”
I’ve noticed a fringe benefit of all this delightful slaughter:
better sleep. Every night now I go to bed fantasizing about the killing
orgy I’m going to enjoy the next day. It’s almost like the lustful anticipation of a date with a new girlfriend. What a thrill to imagine
finding the biggest, meanest dog possible and destroying it with noholds-barred ruthlessness.
Just hit me—maybe the dogs played a part in our annihilation.
Perhaps…they were the spreaders of the plague, or whatever it was.
But my instincts tell me this disaster wasn't solely due to them; something evil must’ve concocted it, and then used the dogs to deliver it.
And now this evil's using the dogs to kill the few remaining survivors
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like me. And they obey—like disgusting toadies that suck up to the
new master of this world. All starting to make sense. “Man’s Best
Friend.” What a joke. Our best friend till something stronger comes
along. Then they abandon and try to kill us.
But they ain’t gonna touch me. Maybe these guns can’t kill the
monster responsible for this world-ending disaster, but they do a great
job killing the damn dogs, and for now that’s more than good enough.
But we’ll find out if I can kill you, won’t we? Once I’m
through with the dogs, I’ll look for you. And when I find you, payback
time. You don’t scare me anymore.
Sept. 23rd
Splendid fight today. Was finishing off a pack I found occupying a blind alley downtown when from behind me a German Shepard
attacks. 'Fore I can react it gets a hold of my left forearm arm. Not
hurt though, cause I’d foreseen this danger and covered my forearms
with tough leather. As it viciously tries to pull me down, I could’ve
blasted out its brains with the revolver in my right hand, but instead I
drop the gun and grab the large knife I’ve been carrying attached to
my belt. With hate-intensified strength, I’m able to lift my left arm
high enough to expose its underside (“Gotcha now!”); what a rush to
feel the knife bury itself deep into its chest cavity. It’s over before it
can yelp; while that was pretty gratifying, I wish I’d killed it more
slowly as that would’ve been more fun. In fact, I’m kind of fascinated
now by the thought of wiping out the pack with my guns, while
somehow leaving the biggest dog uninjured and then killing it in a
more up-close and personal way, mano-a-mano. That’d save me a bit
of ammo too.
Fun as it is to slaughter the bigger dogs, I find it even more enjoyable to kill the annoying little yapping ones that are foolish enough
come after me—I wonder if their smaller brains make them that much
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stupider. I like choking those to death with my bare hands, and feeling
their throats crush under my viselike grip as their legs do a pathetic
little jig. Slowly dig my thumbs in, harder and harder—their reward
for being stupid, and especially for challenging me. One filthy poodle-like runt managed to bite me today as I was struggling with it, so I
gave it special treatment: held it by its throat with one hand while cutting a hole in its belly and disemboweling it live.
Just got through burning my blood-covered clothes, like yesterday and the day before.
A primal, interspecies blood feud driven by pure mutual hate.
For their part, it’s so clear they want nothing more than to tear me to
shreds; for me, I enjoy wiping them out like roaches. That’s what
makes it so fun—they hate me, but I always win. Most of all, I like
watching them die in agony, quivering in shock, and knowing the last
thing they’ll feel besides the pain is a frustrated, hate-driven torment.
Killing the alpha, little by little, pleasures me beyond description. I’m
inflicting unimaginable pain on a disgusting creature that hates me as
much as I hate it.
I’m slaughtering your pawns. Why don’t you come out and do
something about it?
SHOW YOURSELF TO ME, BASTARD!
I hate you, and I'm going to kill you.
Sept. 24th
Getting damn good at this. This morning on Mercer Island I
fought it out one-on-one with a big, black mongrel; it had just one
eye—am guessing it lost the other one in a recent fight, since the
wound around its open eye socket looked new. Got it to leap at me
and managed to have it grab my protected forearm. Then I quickly
stabbed its remaining eye with my knife, blinding it. Man, how fun to
watch it yelping in pain. For a couple of delightful minutes I toyed
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with it by cutting or stabbing it lightly, and then jumping back as it
swung itself around making a pathetic attempt to bite me; got in some
satisfying kicks to boot. Finally, I clubbed its head hard with my own
rocklike fist to stun it (with an almost Superman-like force I didn’t
even know I was capable of), and then got a hold of its back legs.
Feeling more strength than ever, I spun it around as if I were a hammer thrower—again and again bashing its head and neck onto a tree
trunk. What a rush. The first impact was the most satisfying, because
I could feel its neck breaking. Wasn’t much left of its skull when I got
through with it.
But even that wasn’t the day’s highlight. Killed all the dogs in
a small pack in Marymoor Park except a shaggy bear-like mutt, which
I’d crippled after shooting its legs with my revolver. But it turns out
this fight was right close to a litter of puppies in the tall grass right
next to the parking lot—probably the offspring of this big male. They
must’ve been about a week old. As the male lay there helpless but trying to struggle, I killed its offspring, one by one, with no mercy.
Hate me? Guess what, I win! You lose! Look—I’m destroying
your children, and you can’t do anything about it, can you? We both
know what your bitches ate to feed these things, don't we? And you
know what? When I’m through with your rat-like offspring, I’m going
to make you squeal like no dog has before. I’m just dreaming now, as
I grab their snouts then twist and break their stupid necks, how I’ll
make you wish you were never born.
Finished off the male by literally ripping it apart, and the
manner in which I did it inspired this beautiful poem:
I'll tie your front legs to a tree
And your back legs to a car
We'll see if the front legs are attached
As strongly as the back ones are!
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Guess what—it turns out they aren't.
I hate them. Want to rip them to pieces, and that’s what I plan
to do. I hate them more than I can say.
I’m a tiger of steel, and I prey on dogs. I was born to do this.
My newly-discovered fighting ability and talent with guns are no
fluke, and those together with the years of intense workouts were
meant to prepare me for this sacred war. To give me the strength,
stamina, and skills to become a dog-killing machine like the world’s
never seen. This is my destiny, my calling: to hunt them, to catch
them, and to tear them to shreds. I will exterminate them all.
Then this tiger will turn its claws on you. You’re mine—hear
me? I’ll do to you what I’m doing to them, only worse.
…
Pure hatred flows through me; I feel its power. It takes away
my fear, gives me strength, and shields me with a cloak of invincibility. You can’t hurt me now.
Sept. 25th
As I was leaving my apartment in
search of more dogs to kill, noticed something this morning that I haven’t for a while:
Aysha’s toys… Haven’t thought much about
her since that morning Survi was killed.
After staring at her happy, joyful little toys, I fell to my knees crying.
What’s…happened to me?
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4:32 P.M.
“You are what you choose to be…”
I’ve spent hours thinking about what I’ve become over the last
few days. A dark hatred envelops my heart; it’s eclipsed my love for
Aysha. Utterly ashamed.
I’ve sunk into a wretched existence. Hatred’s taken control of
me, it’s become the passion that spurs me to live, instead of my love
for Aysha. I find myself...thriving on my hatred. I’ve lost my humanity, and have chosen to become nothing more than an existence of
pure, monstrous evil. I’m no better than Ted Bundy, a bloodthirsty
Taliban, or a sadistically murderous North Korean prison guard.
A circle of hate. That’s what I’ve fallen into. The more I hate
the dogs, not only do I become ever more immune to the hideousness
of my actions toward them, but—and this is the hardest part to admit—the more pleasure it gives me to kill them in increasingly
gruesome ways. This hate gives me a perverse joy, which just foments
my hatred even further. A vicious circle, in every sense. Me…a savage killer, filled with an ever-increasing, and harder-to-satisfy, hatred
for the dogs. When certain ways of torturing and killing them start to
become routine, I look for new—and progressively grisly—ways to
reignite the pleasure. Like an obsessive drug addict who has to consume ever more dope to get the needed high.
This circle of hate’s a vortex, drawing me in deeper and deeper. What’s my life becoming? With each hateful act, the light of my
own life’s growing dimmer. When I can’t satisfy my hatred by mere
cruelty, will I turn this hatred toward myself? Perhaps I already have.
I’ve succumbed to the same despicable force that’s always
driven people to do unspeakable things to each other. The darkest side
of our existence. The only difference here is my hatred’s directed toward the dogs instead of other humans; but it’s no less potent, and no
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less sick. The images of what I did to the dogs, especially those puppies, just kill me now. Reminds me of the terrorist militiamen that
decapitated young children in Iraq and elsewhere. Am sickened that I
justified my monstrous actions by crazily imagining the dogs carry
the same loathsome feelings toward me that I’ve had for them, or that
they’re the instruments of some evil entity.
Is this what I want to degenerate to? If I’m in fact one of only
a few people left in this world, shouldn’t I live up to the highest
standards that we humans were capable of?
Never again. I will never again allow myself to become
trapped in this vicious downward cycle of hatred and stupidity. I want
to be, I need to be, I choose to be better than that.
Let me live in a way that’d make my people, and especially
Aysha, proud; let me endeavor to make my remaining life a testament
to the human race and to my love for Aysha—even if no one’s around
to appreciate it.
Sept. 26th
8:25 A.M.
Didn’t sleep much last night. Been reflecting upon everything
that’s happened since this hell struck, and in particular my recent behavior. Recalling how when I was a little boy Mom once told me that
I had a heart full of love… God, look at me now. A twisted, miserable
excuse of a man.
The monster I became couldn’t have been the real me. My gut
tells me that both this disaster and the hate that possessed me come
from the same source, the same demonic being. Instead of killing me
that morning, has it singled me out for an even worse destruction
through self-consuming, limitless hatred?
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Hell, I don’t know. I just know I’ve got to get out of Seattle;
nothing here but lots of death, dogs, and flies. And whatever’s out
there, I detect its presence growing ever stronger. Its attempt to lure
me into a bottomless pit of hatred failed, but what’ll it try next? Maybe it only inhabits this cursed city, and I’ll be free of its torment once
I’m many miles away.
I’m also tired of the haunting memories of that horrible day
when…the world died. I’ll call it D-Day. Being here in proximity to
Aysha’s grave also has become an impediment to recovering from my
ever-present despair. This despair’s come back with a vengeance after
I swept it under the rug during my weeklong hate-fest, especially
when I reflect back and realize the whole time I was engaged in my
killing orgy I saw no signs of anyone else alive.
Need to let go… and move on. Otherwise, I’ll stew in these
negative emotions forever, and will be drawn into an inescapable
whirlpool of despondency. Of course, my love for Aysha will never
go away; this love’s a living entity inside my heart. But the warmth
that I feel from that love will grow if I choose to live for today and
plan for tomorrow, rather than dwelling in the past…the agonizingly
close past I so long to return to, but that I must leave behind—starting
today, starting now.
I must find others—they have to be somewhere. Statistically,
even if I were one in a million, that’d mean several hundred survivors
in the U.S. alone. But time to throw in the towel here and go where
the probability’s highest of finding them—in the great cities of the
East Coast and California. I need to do this trip before the frigid East
Coast and Midwest winter sets in. If in the (hopefully unlikely) event
this first nationwide quest isn’t successful, I can spend winter on the
California coast, or continue my search in the southwestern states.
As I write this, I realize again that I don’t know the disaster
struck everywhere—there could be some places on Earth where it
didn’t strike at all. Possibly even entire countries. Perhaps people
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from those countries will come to our shores looking for survivors
too, before long.
Today I’ll plan my trip, and decide on the cities where I’ll
conduct my search. I’m going to step out of this dead-end existence;
going to treat the challenge that lies before me as an adventure. I’ll do
so with the love of Aysha in my heart, and a love of life in my soul.
Aysha, wherever I go, you’ll be with me. We’ll see this
through. Together, we’ll find answers, and we’ll rejoice in the life that
we still have. Today I also promise: no more hate, forever. From this
day forward I make the most human of choices: to use the sacred gift
of intelligence to live a positive and creative life, to be the best I can
be, and to reject the stupid destructiveness of seductive, ever more
monstrous evil.
2:41 P.M.
Walked over to a nearby bookstore and got several maps of
the U.S. and various states. Figured out the following: I’ll take the I90 east from Seattle through Chicago to Boston, and then the 1-95 to
New York City and on to Baltimore. From there I’ll get on the I-70
west until I hit the I-15, which I’ll take south to San Diego. I’ll then
head north on the I-5 to L.A., and from there take Highway 1 toward
San Francisco to look for a place along the coast to settle for the winter (assuming I find no survivors up to that point). Next spring, I’ll get
back on the 1-5 to go through Portland and back to Seattle.
When I approach Baltimore, I may end up checking out D.C.
too, depending on my mood. Among other things, am curious if the
president survived. Needless to say, unlikely. If he had, doubtlessly
others in the government would’ve too, and I’d pick up their emergency broadcasts. Is what’s left of his body lying in the Oval Office,
or maybe in the Rose Garden? Perhaps he wasn’t even in D.C. when it
hit.
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Though my plans will have me on major interstate highways,
ironically I might stand a better chance of running into survivors on
some of the less-traveled routes, since they pass through lots of small
towns—unlike the major interstate highways that bypass them. Maybe
the calamity didn’t strike some of these smaller places as horribly as
the larger cities like Seattle. So am vacillating a bit about taking U.S.
Route 2 east for example, instead of the I-90.
But, the more I think about it, I’m convinced I should concentrate on the big cities first, and on getting to them as quickly as
possible. Perhaps sometime in the future I can try some of the smaller
routes, if I’m unsuccessful in this first countrywide search.
I’ll arm myself to the teeth for this trip, since who knows what
the hell I may end up running into. Along the way, I should be able to
re-supply myself with ammo at any sporting goods or gun store,
though of course hopefully I won’t have to. I don’t expect to have
problems with other supplies—there’ll be plenty of markets along the
way with canned food, bread, and bottled water. For gas, I can always
just siphon from other vehicles when needed, as I’ve already been doing. Finding vacant motel rooms to spend the night in should be pretty
easy too. (“Vacant” of course meaning rooms that were unoccupied
on the morning of D-Day—never want to deal with moving decaying
bodies again.)
Though I’m mostly excited about this trip, a lot of aspects
about it I dread. I imagine I'm going to have to deal with decaying
corpses wherever I go. The markets will be full of flies and decomposed, stinking food. The combination of darkness and silence at
night will still be terrifying, even if I’ve gotten a little better at handling it here in Seattle. I’ll see grisly sights along the way, such as the
remains of children in schoolyards, among countless other things.
And there’ll be packs of dogs to deal with. Maybe I’ll encounter what
I dread the thought of: demented, murderous survivors. Or worse,
perhaps I’ll meet the unknown evil that I fear is lying in wait. Will it
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turn out to be an unkillable monster? Or Satan himself?
Despite these apprehensions though, it’ll be good to get out of
Seattle and hit the road. Who knows what adventures I’ll have, or
what I’ll find out. Trying to imagine this trip is like trying to envision
life beyond the grave. Perhaps that’s a remarkably apt way to think
about it, since I feel like I’m living in a hellish afterlife.
I fear the constant heartache, solitude, and ignorance about
this situation are literally going to drive me crazy. If I stay here in Seattle much longer, I don’t know if I can keep myself from losing my
mind. And, if this journey is to end with my death, I hope to die
knowing at least two things: where other survivors are, and what the
hell hit us on D-Day?
I’ll start preparing for my trip now. Tomorrow, I leave.
Tomorrow…a new beginning awaits.
9:02 P.M.
Spent many hours here today in Denny Park, at Aysha’s burial
place. Besides leaving flowers again, I
just wanted to talk to her. Wanted her to
know that I though I’m leaving Seattle,
I’m not leaving her.
Aysha, it kills me to leave, but I’ll
be back someday. Forever you will live in
my heart—as long as I’m alive, so will
you be. As I told you before, I rejoice in
these tears that I shed for you, and I rejoice for this pain in my heart, since they
are born from the love and happiness I
feel because of you. Your preciousness
will always grace this universe. Forever
the joy in your heart and your love of life will be felt everywhere.
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11:53 P.M.
Just woke up for some reason; went to sleep barely two hours
ago. Probably because I’m feeling a bit anxious in anticipation of my
trip. I hope I can get back to sleep—I’ll need to start this long journey
well rested.
Outside my window, the moon’s
bright tonight, though not quite full. The
moonlight shining on the dark, empty skyscrapers and streets makes the downtown
area look like something out of a nightmare—like a dead city from the
Underworld. No wonder I’ve the eerie
sensation that a diabolical presence exists
close by. The usual stillness really adds to
the effect. What a stark, life-and-death
contrast to the exciting sounds of the bustling metropolis that used to fill the air,
and to the beautiful, high-rise-dominated view of the city lights I used
to enjoy every night.
Maybe this is a sign, telling me that it’s high time to leave Seattle. As this is my last night here before I depart tomorrow, it makes
me sad to think that this ghostly scene may become my most enduring
memory of this city.
Sept. 27th
7:08 A.M.
Today, I leave to go east. In celebration of my new beginning,
I shaved my head this morning. This was because I found I’m a less74
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than-talented barber when I tried to give myself a trim with scissors.
Now I look like a skinhead, or an escaped convict—hopefully I won’t
freak out any survivors I come across. Didn’t realize how different,
almost scary, I look with a shaved head. But not having to deal with
grooming my hair or being concerned about looking like a frightening
unkempt vagrant are two fewer things to worry about. Besides, I’m
not in a position to enter a beauty contest anyway, so having a full
head of hair isn’t a priority now.
…
Goodbye Seattle, I hope the next time I see you will be under
happier circumstances. Before I die, I hope to someday see your
streets as they used to be—thriving with human life. I hope I can help
make that happen.
As I’m about to go downstairs to my motorcycle for what may
be my last time here in Seattle, grief at the thought of leaving Aysha
just crushes me. At this very spot she
reached for me when the first effects of the
calamity hit her; we held each other so
tight. Was our last hug. From her fearinduced gasping and the look of horror in
her eyes, like me she knew something was
terribly wrong. Then she started screaming
and struggling as the pain took hold. Of
course, minutes later she was dead in my
arms.
I hope you’re resting peacefully,
my beautiful little angel. You know it kills
me that I won’t be able to visit your resting place in the evenings anymore. But I’ll be back soon, I promise you.
Golden slumbers kiss your eyes
Smiles await you when you rise
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Sleep pretty darling do not cry
And I will sing a lullaby
God, why couldn’t I save her that morning? Why didn’t you
take me instead? You know the love I have for her. I would’ve gladly
given my own life a thousand times over. Why'd you let this happen?
This couldn’t have been your will. Or is this your way of punishing
me? What'd I do to deserve this?
12:52 P.M.
In Spokane now. Amazing to think this is the first time I’ve
come to the eastern side of Washington, despite having lived in Seattle for years. After passing through the Cascade Mountains, found
myself in wide-open, dry and desolate terrain under a grey, monotonous morning sky. What a contrast to the
green lushness of the Seattle area. The
stark and seemingly lifeless rolling hills
along the way create a bare vastness that
looks like a section of the moon transplanted, broken only by an occasional
forsaken river. Made me feel so small, so
alone. Hardly the medicine I need to cheer
me up.
With no rules of the road anymore,
I cranked up the speed and made it here in
a little over four and a half hours. Probably would’ve gotten here in even less, but I had to avoid a fair number
of obstacles on the way—mainly cars and trucks that were on the
highway on D-Day. In vehicle after vehicle I could see human remains as I whizzed by. Gruesome as hell. Occasionally I had to avoid
what was left of some grisly, magpie-scavenged bodies on the road
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too, though most bodily remains that weren’t in the vehicles were
alongside the highway, rather than on it. A few times I also had to
carefully pass some farm animals—mostly cows—that’d wandered
onto the highway; further evidence that whatever-it-was only affected
humans.
Quite a few airplane crashes were visible from the highway.
Some of the pilots must’ve attempted to make emergency landings on
the relatively flat terrain in the moments after the calamity struck,
since in some wrecks the planes were amazingly intact: just buckled
landing gear, slightly damaged wings, and fuselages cracked in several places... Other crashes were so complete that they appear to be
scarcely more than scattered trash around a blackened crater; clearly
not the result of attempted landings. (How I long to see airplanes flying again…)
The hardest part of the trip by far was the crushing heartache
for leaving Seattle—and specifically, Aysha. Made it not only hard to
gather the strength to hold my motorcycle steady, but even to breathe.
Not knowing when, and even if, I’ll return is the worst part. Had to
stop a few times during the first two hours or so—unable to stop crying, the tears obstructed my vision. After a while I controlled my
crying better, but I suspect I’ll be dealing with this heavy heart forever. The aching in my chest is pure and never-ending agony, with no
cure except death.
I’d hoped that coming here would take away my anxiety
about…the dreadful whatever-it-is I felt lurking around Seattle. Not
the case. As I rode along, again I had this nagging feeling that something was watching me from somewhere in the distant horizon. Most
of the time, I felt a weird and horrible tingling sensation on my back,
like a bullet or lightening was milliseconds from striking me. On several occasions, out of the corner of my eye again I thought I saw
something—like a dark shadowy figure—appear for an instant. Sometimes close, sometimes far. The times I stopped to wipe my tears, in
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the uncanny stillness of the barren terrain, thought I heard a whisper—an awful, distressing whisper in some mysterious language. It’s
not just Seattle; has an unspeakable evil taken over the entire world?
Is it just tormenting me before finally closing in to finish the job?
With this sense of foreboding occupying my mind, it was with
no small amount of unease that I entered downtown Spokane. Not unexpectedly, I quickly ran into an aggressive pack. This turned out to
be a blessing, since the subsequent brief conflict cleared my mind of
the spooky thoughts that’d been bothering me. The scuffle also made
me realize that I’ve become so good at dealing with the dogs now, I
don’t even flinch when they come rushing toward me. Still, I’m not
going to allow myself to become complacent and underestimate them
as a lethal foe. Because of this, I don’t want to hang around this
downtown area any longer than necessary since all the buildings and
abandoned vehicles somewhat obstruct my vision, thus making it easier to be caught off guard—such as I was on various occasions in
Seattle, including when Survi was killed.
In a way I’m glad to report that I now kill the dogs with a cool
“professionalism,” that is, I don’t allow myself to indulge in the hateful—and, as I’m ashamed to say again, perversely gleeful—killing
frenzy as I did in Seattle. Progress, I guess.
I’ll spend about an hour looking around this city for survivors,
though so far no signs of any exist. Just came out of a supermarket
where I went to pick up some things for lunch; I’d hoped to find some
obvious clues of recent human life there, such as opened cans of food
or empty bottles of water on the floor, but found nothing of the sort.
No indication of recent activity here in the streets either.
In the market I was again reminded how I’ve become somewhat desensitized to not only the putrid food, but also even to the
decomposing corpses lying around. Stepping over several bodies, including one of a child, I was concentrating more about where to find
the bottled water and what flavor of beef jerky to get for a snack later,
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rather than on the horrific scene around me. Becoming desensitized to
all this is probably “natural,” otherwise I wouldn’t be able to function—I suppose it’s like being a battle-hardened army doctor. But I’m
not happy about it; in fact, I find it bothersome. If I can become callous to this horror, what’s next?
Apparently not even the hordes of dogs and other scavengers
can dispose of all the bodies; still so many everywhere. Evidence
abounds that they’ve made some significant inroads though, as I see
lots of bones (presumably human) scattered around.
Brought with me the picture of Aysha cradling the apple in her
crib. And, at the last moment as I was stepping out of my apartment
this morning, I also picked one of Aysha’s recent drawings to take with me,
which I’m looking at now. Having this
tangible creation of hers alleviates a bit
the trauma of leaving. Seeing her stick
sketching, colored with blue, green and
red crayons, of a happy little girl holding
her daddy’s hand, with a smiling sun and
little animals around, reminds me anew
of the love and joy that burned so brightly in her heart. Gives me the strength and
courage to press forward, to keep fighting
for the love that shines on inside of me amidst this awful shadow
that’s engulfed the world.
2:46 P.M.
Just partook of tuna, vegetable juice, and a couple of crumbly
bread slices for lunch. Struck me that before long my bread-eating
days will be coming to an end; most—maybe all—of the loaves are
past their expiration dates already. I imagine they’ll all be non-edible
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masses of mold after a couple months. How long before I eat my last
piece of bread ever? Should I do something to commemorate that sad
event? I suppose there's some hope that as other survivors and I regroup and start rebuilding society, bread-making will be a part of that
process. I doubt that'll be our first priority though... In any case, when
the edible bread runs out I’ll start having breakfast cereal for every
meal instead; that’ll probably stay fresh in its BHT-laced packaging
for well over a year.
While eating, it occurred to me that as I traverse the country, I
should try to occupy my mind with things besides D-Day related matters. That’ll be a challenge. But I need to have a positive frame of
mind, and to do so I can’t allow myself to wallow in the same painful
memories and thoughts for hour after long hour while I travel. So I
resolve to concentrate on other things between here and my next stop
somewhere in Montana.
9:01 P.M.
Stopped for the night in Butte, Montana.
The mountain terrain starting in Idaho and continuing through
Montana was beautiful, with jagged mountain peaks, evergreen-covered hills and
slopes that extend far off into the horizon,
and occasional impressive vertical cliffs of
grey rock, all under a sunny blue sky. What
a contrast to the bleakness of Eastern
Washington this morning.
Stopped for an hour to run on one
of the higher mountain passes; first outdoor
run since the morning before D-Day—a
fact that weighed heavily on me for the
first part of my run. Rigorously exercising
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in the slightly thin, pure mountain air while surrounded by such natural beauty was fantastic; made me feel like I had limitless strength. I’d
missed running even more than I realized. Saw some wildlife—a raccoon and several deer; skedaddled when they saw me. Occurred to me
that the next generation of wildlife may’ve no fear of humans.
(I’m reflecting a bit on my use of the term “pure mountain
air.” I guess the world’s air is pure everywhere now, with no large
numbers of humans around anymore to pollute it. Of course, it’s possible that some huge out-of-control sources of air contamination exist
somewhere, similar to the burning Kuwaiti oil wells after the Gulf
War. If so, will they eventually extinguish themselves? Or will they
keep burning and burning for centuries, or even millennia?)
Before I ran, I placed a can of Pabst in a cold mountain stream
next to the highway. Guzzled it when I finished. It was my first
chilled drink since D-Day. The fizzy, ice-cold soft bitterness going
down my throat hit the spot—I’d been anticipating that moment for
many days. The combination of the scenery, my run, and the cold beer
lifted my spirits tremendously.
By the time I got here to Butte, it was too dark to look for anyone. But I’m not going to spend much time looking for survivors in
small towns like this one anyway, since my focus is getting to big cities like Chicago and New York as soon as possible, as I need to
remind myself.
One note about the motel: I picked the first one I could find,
but I had to break in to the room I’m occupying through the window,
since it was either that or break down the door. The doors all require a
card key with a magnetic strip, which, even if I had the right card key,
are of course unreadable with no power. I broke the window with a
large rock I found on the edge of the parking lot. Fortunately no decayed bodies were in this room. Creepy to think that some of the
surrounding rooms must have human remains; I imagine I'll have
zombie nightmares tonight.
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In an effort to keep my mind occupied with different thoughts,
as I rode along after leaving Spokane I spent a lot of time contemplating God and religion. Admittedly, it wasn't a randomly chosen topic,
since throughout the day I'd been mulling whether this incomprehensible disaster could've in fact been the result of a terrorist attack by
religious fanatics or the like. So despite endeavoring to think about
things other than D-Day, it was never far from my mind, and in fact
colored my thoughts (which I should've expected would happen).
Anyway, thinking about God and religion is unusual for me—
I’ve never been a devout believer. In fact, the last time I even went to
church was a number of years ago, and that was for my father’s funeral. Seldom prayed, and can now only remember doing so when I
was in a panicked state—such as once when I thought I’d lost Aysha
in a downtown Seattle department store.
Though I only rarely went to church, today I recalled how
throughout my life I had exposure to different religions. When I was a
boy, my family and I attended a Presbyterian church from time to
time, and in my neighborhood I had friends who were Catholic, Jewish, Christian Scientist, and Mormon; occasionally at their invitation I
attended their respective churches with them. In high school, I had
friends who were members of other churches such as the Jehovah’s
Witnesses or Seventh-Day Adventists; in college, I’d the good fortune
of getting to know people of different faiths from around the world,
including Muslims, Greek Orthodox, and evangelical Christians. I
usually enjoyed—but sometimes admittedly just tolerated—hearing
their respective religious views, and always made an effort to listen to
what they had to say with interest and respect.
Regardless of the faith these friends and acquaintances espoused, two common themes tended to pervade our conversations
about religion. One was the belief in the existence of God; the second
was that each of these devout acquaintances was convinced that his or
her faith was the only “correct” or “true” one. In fact, with mind82
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boggling consistency, they’d insist that only by joining their specific
church and following their religion’s teachings, would one achieve
“salvation.” Of course, I guess it’s only natural that they believed this,
or why would they’ve belonged to their particular church?
Always skeptical of the idea of only one “true” faith, I was
never drawn to any specific religion. For example, was I to believe
that on Judgment Day that God would grant the keys to Heaven to,
say, a sincere Jehovah’s Witness, while condemning a sincere Catholic to eternal damnation? What about all the people who never learned
about the true religion—tribes living in the Amazon jungle, for example—would God condemn them to Hell? That hardly seemed fair. Or
what about children who’d died before anyone introduced them to
religion—would they get a free pass to Heaven?
On various occasions, followers of one faith or another would
contend that any doubts I might have about the absolute correctness of
their beliefs were due to the influence of Satan… How was I supposed to distinguish Satan’s influence from natural skepticism? Why
couldn't I use the same argument to declare that the Almighty had
anointed me the Chosen One, and that any doubts about that were due
to the Devil? This sort of dogma was instinctively unappealing, putting it mildly; in fact, it struck me as nothing less than the first steps
down the slippery path of absolutism and intolerance.
Over the years and after numerous (sometimes slightly tense)
conversations about this, I came to believe that rather than joining a
religious organization and being spoon-fed dogma, one’s beliefs
should be the result of one’s own efforts, developed by listening to
and considering many points of view, be they religious or otherwise.
In other words, developing one’s own faith should a proactive, thinking endeavor, rather than the result of indoctrination by someone else.
And, simplistically or not, I came to associate dogmatic indoctrination
with organized religion.
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Even from the time of my early adolescence, some aspects
about prevailing religion beliefs I found ridiculous; for example, the
image that Heaven existed somewhere “up there” in the sky, while
Hell existed in some hot area below the Earth’s surface. (In junior
high school, I used to joke to my friends that I was going to someday
write a story called Angels in Space, Demons in the Mantle.) I also
found simple things like the image of angels to be ludicrous—I suspect that seeing a freakish human flying around with feathered wings
coming out of its back would’ve horrified most people.
Above all, my reason for not joining any one church was that
over the years I came to believe of religious organizations as usually
nothing more than tools to empower and enrich their leaders. I once
read about a priesthood in an ancient society that’d discovered the relationship between the advent of floods and the position of the sun at
certain times of the year; in other words, they figured out when the
flooding season was. Exploiting this knowledge, this priesthood was
able to prey on people’s fears and superstitions to persuade everybody
that they possessed magical powers—not only to foretell when the
floods would arrive, but also even to make the floods occur. The ignorance of the majority made it easy for this priesthood to get away with
this deception, thus enabling them to extort taxes and control their
subjects.
This sort of trickery wasn’t at all limited to that ancient group
of priests; from the dawn of human existence it was repeated time and
time again by charlatans and con men who—under the guise of religion—offered so-called salvation in exchange for money, special
privileges, and political power; the image of televangelists and radical
sheiks in particular comes to mind. Many people, perhaps especially
the poor or desperate or both, were easy victims for this sort of deceit
since often they had so little else to live for other than the hope and
salvation being peddled.
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A good German friend of mine once said that religion is just a
business. While I didn’t necessarily disagree, I believed that money
was just a fringe benefit of the ultimate goal, which was, stated simply, to control people. If you control what people believe, you control
what they do.
Throughout the ages countless religious leaders exploited their
followers to achieve self-serving goals. And at this point, my thoughts
keep bringing me full circle back to D-Day. Because, as was all too
often in the news recently, in extreme cases followers would even carry out the hateful will of their leaders, often in God’s name, with the
promise that in exchange for doing “His work,” a reward of eternal
bliss in Heaven awaited. Sadly, some were foolish enough to accept
such nonsense, even believing that one’s good standing with God was
proportional to the number of innocent people killed indiscriminately
in His name; similarly, there were leaders and followers alike who
were foolish enough to interpret their own unfettered greed, hate or
both as something divine (and unfettered hate is something—I’m
ashamed to say—I know all too well now). If some hate-driven gang
of fanatics had been aiming to butcher as many people as possible on
D-Day in an act of holy war, they succeeded wildly.
(Makes me wonder: if you can kill people in the name of God,
what can’t you do? Why not kidnap, rape, or steal in His name? Why
not just sneak up behind children and stab them in the back while
yelling, “God is Great,” or “Amen”?)
The inhuman wickedness of such zealots makes me ask myself: could there've been something unearthly at work here? As the
likes of Bin Laden, Pol Pot, and Shoko Asahara come to mind, I can't
help but think that maniacs like them would've gladly killed off the
majority of the world's people if given the chance; is it possible to explain their behavior by greed and hate alone? Couldn't the everpresent evil I’m detecting be connected to both our annihilation and to
the ever large-scale acts of terror and violence that have occurred over
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the recent decades? Is it plausible that whatever-it-is not only filled
the hearts of certain people with the will to destroy the world, but
even recently gave them the sophisticated means to do so?
Regardless of the ultimate power behind this inconceivable catastrophe, the notion that a terrorist gang or some doomsday cult
carried it out sickens me beyond words. Imaging that something similar to the Tokyo poison gas attack occurred on D-Day, except
obviously on a worldwide scale, causes a dark loathing to well up in
my heart and I find myself struggling to keep my feelings in check.
Like a contagious disease, their hatred would so easily infect me,
were I not to struggle to resist the temptation. Those who commit indiscriminate mass murder, especially in the name of God or for some
particular religious belief, represent the lowest form of existence possible in the universe; utterly detestable. Are they sick or stupid
enough to believe their own idiotic dogma and rhetoric, or do they
themselves recognize they're using religion to justify murder and
achieve their own greedy political goals? In their wanton quest for
power, is no crime too great—even the slaughter of the entire human
race?
…
Need to calm down…getting riled up won't help matters. I
myself am sounding fanatical. I’m suddenly realizing now that a part
of me would relish "killing all the extremists;” almost makes me
laugh, were it not so damn distressing. Am I any better than they? In
fact, a mere few days ago if I'd stumbled across a weapon capable of
exterminating the world's dogs instantaneously, wouldn't I have
cheerfully used it without a moment's hesitation? Wasn't I too engaged in a hate-driven holy war?
Actually…I do in fact recognize that religion played a positive
role in the lives of countless people. But I’m sure that rather than
coming from Religion, Inc., or Jihadists-R-Us, or self-appointed cult
leaders, positive religious experiences far more often came from in86
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teractions at the personal level between followers and those who
taught about a Higher Power whose real desire was for us to lead our
lives based on love, respect, and forgiveness. Simply stated, I for one
found it much more rewarding to look for the positive commonality
that transcended individual religions, rather than aligning myself with
one particular religious institution’s dogma.
But as I rode along today, amidst my often dark reflections,
one thought in particular kept recurring: despite my propensity to
steer clear of religion over the years, since Aysha's birth my casual
belief in God had deepened—almost unconsciously—due to the love
and happiness I felt because of her. My love was so profound that it
seemed to come from something divine; I felt as if the greatest force
in the universe was resonating inside of my heart. Still, any thoughts I
ever had about things divine were superficial at best.
Given the past few weeks however, I find myself desperately
wanting to believe God exists on one hand, but questioning whether
he does on the other. Terrorist group or not, was this horrible disaster
part of His plan for the human race? I can’t believe that—if God was
in fact the one who created us, why would He destroy us, or let us be
destroyed, in such an indiscriminate and brutal way? How could He
just sit back and let this happen, if He’s in reality a God of mercy?
I can only conclude that if God exists, He must have a laissezfaire approach to human welfare. Dare I say that we mustn’t be the
children of God, created in His image, since otherwise how could He
have let this happen to us?
Hell…no sense in trying to understand God or His motives.
No one else ever has.
11:34 P.M.
After writing about my musings on religion today, in a drawer
next to the bed I happened to find a Gideon’s Bible:
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“And God looked upon the earth,
and, behold, it was corrupt; for all flesh
had corrupted his way upon the earth. And
God said unto Noah, The end of all flesh is
come before me; for the earth is filled with
violence through them; and, behold, I will
destroy them with the earth.”
“And, behold, I, even I, do bring a
flood of waters upon the earth, to destroy
all flesh, wherein is the breath of life, from
under heaven; and everything that is in the
earth shall die.”
Could...God have been responsible for all this? Instead of a
flood, this time a biblical pandemic, airborne poison or something?
Maybe the creator is also the destroyer—like a child who builds a
house of blocks just to knock it down.
Am I the new Noah? If so, would’ve been nice if He’d shown
me the same courtesy He did Noah by giving me a bit of forewarning.
God's shown himself to be an indiscriminate killer before, if
the legend of Noah's true. That’d explain a lot. But how stupid to kill
everyone, including a wonderful little girl like Aysha and the rest of
the world’s children, to rid the Earth of evil. That’s like blowing a
person up to attack their cancer cells.
These thoughts disgust me.
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Sept. 28th
2:17 A.M.
Another nightmare. Some horrifying dark creature was coming in through the broken motel window. Like something out of the
movie Alien. I woke up shooting into the darkness outside—the bangs
jolted me awake. Never heard of anyone sleepshooting before.
Still shaking. Christ…is something out there? Anything within
earshot of this motel now knows I’m here, thanks to the damn gunshots.
Must calm down. Getting all scared and panicking won’t do
any good.
Man…this trip ain’t going to be a pleasure cruise. Doesn’t
help being in this rotten motel. I've never been fond of staying in motels by myself; always felt an “away from home, in a strange place”
loneliness. These feelings are far worse now given the circumstances.
The overpowering silence and the stress of this horrible situation are
made even more terrible by this crummy motel.
2:54 A.M.
Starting to regain my composure. Writing in this diary helps a
little. But in these dark and lonely moments, if it isn’t my imagination, it’s my recent memories that come back to torment me. My only
defense is to try to revel in my happy ones of Aysha instead.
Looks like my first night away from Seattle’s going to be a
long one. Hopefully I can get enough rest for tomorrow’s long ride.
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6:52 A.M.
After writing my last diary entry, I somehow managed to fall
back asleep for a bit after the usual tossing and turning. Woke up
about fifteen minutes ago. Still feeling rattled.
But, same question as before—was it just a damn nightmare?
Or was something really out there? In the still of the night, felt something monstrous approaching. Pretty sure I heard something too, but
what? Can’t even describe it; was like a combination of heavy thumping and a demonic buzzing. Quiet outside now, but I get this
disturbing feeling that whatever it was still lurks nearby. Wanted to
go for a run before breakfast, but now am petrified at the thought of
doing so, or even leaving this room.
Must concentrate on other thoughts…
Last night when I went to bed, my goal was to get up around
6:30 A.M.; so when I looked at my watch and saw 5:35 A.M., thought
I had almost another hour before having to confront the day. Then it
dawned on me that I forgot to set my watch last night to Mountain
Time, so it was actually 6:35 A.M. I guess the good news is I woke up
almost exactly when I was aiming to. I’ll make a mental note to reset
my watch as I traverse the various time zones.
(Given these circumstances, it’s striking me as a bit funny that
I’m concerned about stupid time zones… for whom do they matter
anymore? What should I do about Daylight Saving Time? Part of me
wants to laugh as I write this. Do the days of the week still matter?
What difference does it make now whether it’s Saturday or Monday?
In fact, is any measurement of time, like days, weeks, hours or seconds, even relevant now? I get the feeling the only things that matter
in this new world are night and day; like two forces that take their
turns ruling the Earth.)
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8:44 A.M.
Decided to swallow my fear and go for a run. The first fifteen
minutes or so I was paranoid as hell; kept rapidly looking in every
direction to see if anything might be closing in, ready to unleash a hail
of bullets from my two dual-action revolvers at the slightest hint of
trouble. Thankfully saw nothing, little by little I began calming down,
and pretty soon forgot my anxiety as I became more convinced that
what happened was merely yet another bad dream. Spent almost an
hour running around town, looking for survivors and warily watching
for dogs. Having the two revolvers was like running with wrist
weights, made for a nice addition to my run.
Here too, I saw no signs of recent human activity—truthfully,
that’s sort of what I expected. Strangely, no dogs either. (Wonder
why…?) Saw nothing noteworthy, other than the busted up remains of
a small plane —ironically in a cemetery next to the airport. I suppose
I could interpret that as something symbolic, with enough thought.
As always, the hour of exercise got me in a more positive
frame of mind. I feel less scared, more confident. Now I’ll have a
quick breakfast (cereal and canned peaches), and then hit the road. I'll
be glad to see this motel, and this ghost town, in the rearview mirror.
10:09 P.M. (Central Time)
Covered a lot of territory today—made it all the way to
Chamberlain, South Dakota; judging from the map, about 140 miles
from the Minnesota border. After riding around the neighborhood a
bit, I found a suitable room in a Best Western motel.
Today’s goal was to get within striking distance of Chicago.
After leaving Butte, I soon found myself riding past the Continental
Divide at Homestake Pass, where at certain points the rocky terrain
looked like an undulating sea of giant boulders and pine trees frozen
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in time. After passing the mountains, the terrain became like Eastern
Washington’s—mostly flat, boring, and desolate. Nothing but sky,
road, and endless brown expanses out as far as the eye could see.
Seemed an occasional bush on the plain was the only thing that broke
the monotony. Perhaps if I’d been in the mood to look more closely I
would’ve been able to appreciate a beauty that’s otherwise not revealed from superficial glances on a speeding motorcycle.
The I-90 took me through Wyoming and into South Dakota.
Stopped from time to time to siphon fuel from cadaver-less vehicles.
Also stopped at mini-marts a couple of times to grab a quick bite for
lunch and dinner—peppered beef jerky, V8, and bread with a little
mayo, both times. Felt a bit guilty opening a whole jar of mayo just to
use once for a couple of slices of bread; seems so wasteful, although I
guess it isn’t given the circumstances. Left the open jars in front of
the mini-marts along with the loaves of bread and plastic knives. I imagine some creatures are gorging themselves as I’m writing this.
The hardest part of today’s trip was dealing with a steady wind
that was blowing hard perpendicularly from my right side toward the
North, making it an effort to keep my motorcycle going straight. I got
the feeling that it was no ordinary wind; the ceaseless, unidirectional
air current felt unnatural and almost eerie. As if it were a force directed against me, meant to wear me down physically and spiritually.
Thankfully I saw few dogs again today. I’m guessing that in
this rural terrain, given the small supply of trash and corpses to scavenge, most have gone elsewhere to look for food, perhaps in search of
wildlife to prey on. Surely the story will be different in the bigger cities, if Seattle’s any example. The ones I did see today were either
alone or in small packs of at most five dogs, and in all cases they
avoided me—do they sense that I’m not to be messed with? Almost
seems that way.
As I rode today, I tried to focus my thoughts on something that
was, at least initially, more pleasant than yesterday’s topic of religion:
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women. Specifically, spent a good part of the journey thinking how
much I wish to see a woman again. My heart just yearns for that. I’d
give anything to feel the soft touch of a woman’s hand, to caress her
long hair, to hear her voice, to see her smile, and to hold her in my
arms. How I long for just one kiss again…
As I ride on the gruesomely lifeless highway, seeing billboards of beautiful women makes me makes me realize that nothing
in this universe could possibly be more beautiful than they. It also
makes me feel all the lonelier and brings home anew this unfathomable horror...as if I weren’t aware of it enough already.
How amazing that life on Earth evolved in such a way that living creatures are either male or female, and drawn together by the
desire to procreate. So simple, yet so profound. In the animal world,
the competitive mating game helps ensure survival of the fittest. In
humans, this basic instinct in combination with our creativity led to
some of our most beautiful cultural achievements. Who couldn’t find
joy in watching the beautiful dances that people created throughout
the ages to celebrate the special relationship between the sexes, and to recreate the
act of courtship and love? The tango…just
once more let me see a beautiful body in a
short skirt dancing the tango! Even better,
let me be her partner…
In the middle of these pleasant
thoughts, a billboard with a woman in a
white summer dress caused a terrible old
memory to resurface: I'm thirteen years
old, visiting my aunt in Logan, Illinois.
One hot and sticky afternoon as I'm mowing the front lawn, I notice a young woman
sitting on her front porch a few houses away on the other side of the
street. She's crying. A man comes charging out of the front door and
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starts yelling expletives at the top of his lungs; then grabbing her hair
he violently pulls her into the house, and I hear her bloodcurdling
screams as he viciously beats her—even from down the street, I can
hear, and almost feel the reverberations from, the horrific impacts of
his punches. He's going to kill her, I know. But what can I do? Maybe
I shouldn't get involved, not my problem. Besides, I'm only thirteen;
he'll kill me too. But no…I can't just stand by and do nothing. At least
knock on the door, create a distraction, then maybe I can outrun
him—though maybe not, he looks fairly athletic. No time to lose, just
do it. As I take the first quick yet fearful steps toward the house, a
burly neighbor and his brother decisively intervene to stop the savage,
thank God. Soon the police arrive, followed by an ambulance. It's
over…
As they led the creep away in handcuffs, I remember overhearing him say “I didn’t hit her that hard” and “I only did it ‘cause I
love her.” Stupid loser—I hope he got a taste of his own medicine in
jail.
As I relived that awful memory today, the horrible feelings of
fear, vacillation, and desperately wanting to help but feeling powerless to do so, pierced me again, as did the sounds of her screams and
the image of her bloodied face and battered body as the ambulance
took her away. It reminded me that while the male-female relationship
was one of the most special aspects of human culture, it showed one
of the darkest, most hideous sides of our behavior as well. Worldwide, things such as domestic violence, forced prostitution, and the
monstrous mass rapes of women in war-torn countries, all demonstrated—perhaps more than anything else—how downright evil we
humans could be. (Maybe…D-Day itself was linked somehow to this
diabolical side of our nature. Just as in the movie Forbidden Planet,
where the story is told of a race of advanced beings that were killed
off in a single day, victims of their own subconscious demons. A bit
thought provoking…)
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Hardly a day would pass without some news about the atrocities suffered by women and girls around the world. Recently I read
how women in Afghanistan were resorting to self-immolation to escape abusive relationships. Horrors and hopelessness so unimaginable
that incinerating oneself was preferable to continued existence in
households—and a society—that held them in lower esteem than animals. Another recent article reported that during the last twenty years
or so ten million infants in India had been killed, usually by breaking
their necks or stuffing hay down their throats immediately after birth.
What was the crime these babies had committed? They were girls in a
society that placed far more value on boys; so even infant girls
weren’t immune to unspeakable treatment. The inhuman murder of
infant girls wasn’t uncommon in China either, and was in fact even an
age-old practice there. As the father of a wonderful daughter, no
words can describe my disgust.
Then I started reflecting back on the barbaric procedure of female genital mutilation that was carried out in a number of countries,
many times in the belief it was religiously mandated—the ultimate
example of a warped religion-based practice. Why didn't such a repulsive custom draw universal indignation from the international
community? If such savagery had been practiced on a particular ethnic or racial group, surely the world would’ve taken action to do away
with it. Why so little outrage for this horrific mutilation of millions of
girls every year?
(Speaking of warped religion—did the Taliban cause this catastrophe to keep girls worldwide from going to school, for example?
Who doubts they'd have done it if given the capability..?)
Once when I was on a business trip to Beijing, a young Chinese prostitute offered me her services. She had a terrible scar on her
upper lip. I declined her offer, but I’ve since often wondered how she
got that scar, and looking back I wish I’d paid her just to talk with me
for an hour about her life. My hunch’s she went to Beijing from her
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home in the countryside and got mixed up with some ruthless organized crime ring. To destroy any hope she may’ve had about finding a
husband, I envisioned they'd purposely disfigured her face, since the
scar looked suspicious. I can’t imagine the horrors that she went
through, both at the hands of her pimps and in the performing of her
services. How I wish I could’ve saved her from such a wretched existence. The "The White Slave" statue comes to mind: a disgusting old
loser selling a naked young girl in the streets. Wish I could’ve helped
in some small way to save women and girls the world over from similar horrors.
These thoughts made me imagine how barbaric we'd look to
an advanced extraterrestrial civilization; what else could they conclude upon observing the horrible oppression and brutalization of
women and girls around the world and throughout history, including
modern times? Perhaps that’s in fact what happened: some highly
evolved alien race viewed this bestial side of human behavior, and
decided that we weren’t worthy of continued existence. Who could
blame them?
On the other hand, as bad as things were, I’d like to believe
that we were gradually making progress. Over the recent decades,
women in many countries were becoming empowered, and gender
discrimination was becoming unacceptable even in many traditionally
male-dominated societies. Maybe hope existed for us after all—
perhaps we could’ve someday put an end to the savagery and
achieved gender equality worldwide.
I had the great fortune of having girlfriends from various parts
of the world, including Germany, Latin America, Japan, Iran, Jamaica, and of course the U.S. What a joy it was to have experienced such
a lovely diversity of cultures and beauty on one hand, yet to see in the
most profound way our commonality; regardless of culture, religion,
or race, we all shared the most basic and wonderful desires and needs.
(Hurts to write that in the past tense.) I’ve simply a wealth of joyous
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memories from these special relationships, but one moment in particular I was recalling today: during a close moment with one of my
girlfriends in college, she softly caressed my forearm—so gentle and
sensual; to this moment I remember the tingle it sent through my entire body. I also think back on the countless times I exchanged smiles
with women as we passed each other on the street, and feeling the
electricity of a shared attraction (“When I saw you I fell in love, and
you smiled because you knew.” —Shakespeare). The look in their
eyes… I’d give anything to feel that rush of excitement again; that
momentary, energetic buzz from a wordless, mutual lust with an attractive stranger. The hunger I once again long to feel…
I never got married (strictly speaking, that’s not true), but
that’s not to say I never fell in love. I acutely regret now that I didn’t
marry one of my several special girlfriends. Somehow though, the
timing or circumstances never seemed right. Given this unimaginable
situation I find myself in, now more than ever I wish I’d known once
in my life what it was to be in love and to marry the woman of my
dreams, and to know the joy of starting a family with a lifelong lover,
partner, and friend.
(To those who honored me with your affection, I’ll never forget you. The warmth in my heart I have for you lives on to this day.)
Now, as I travel these lonely roads, passing by city after city
of death, I’d be happy to see anyone, but especially a woman. Needless to say, given the circumstances any woman or girl would
probably be reluctant to make herself known to me, and who could
blame her? Unless I could somehow quickly prove that I’m not dangerous, I’d expect them to remain hidden.
This loneliness is yet another weight upon my heart from
which I can’t break free, no matter how much I ride the damn motorcycle.
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11:56 P.M.
About to fall asleep, I recalled that a number of years ago—in
fact when I was still in high school—I considered writing a novel that
was inspired by the awful memory of that young woman being beaten
in Logan. The crux of the story was going to be about researchers at
the Mayo Clinic developing a breast-cancer drug that ended up having
a mysterious side effect: it greatly increased the physical strength of
the women who took it. In fact, it made women many times stronger
than the average adult male, without altering physical appearance.
I was going to base the rest of the novel on separate and independent stories of women around the world—specifically how their
lives, and the societies they lived in, changed as a result of the availability of this new miracle drug. For example, in progressive Northern
European societies perhaps hardly anything would change. In other
countries like Papua New Guinea, however, where women had virtually no rights and domestic violence was rampant and even legal,
major changes. In those countries, the stupid male politicians who
previously saw no need to outlaw domestic violence would change
their tune now that the tables had been turned and it was they who
could now get beaten to a pulp at the hands of their wives.
Regardless of country or culture however, some changes
would be universal. For example, the composition of armed forces
would change since few men would be capable of meeting new physical strength and endurance requirements. Abusive husbands and
boyfriends, like the one I saw when I was thirteen, would have to
learn to resolve problems without relying on violence, or the threat
thereof. The sporting world would also change since female athletes
would come to dominate sports, be it boxing, soccer, or anything else.
Obviously no point writing such a book now, expect perhaps
to do so as another mental escape…
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Sept. 29th
8:22 A.M.
Amazingly, slept fairly well for once—didn’t have a nightmare, or at least one I can remember. Was even too tired to worry
about what might be skulking outside. The long hours on the road
yesterday fighting that strange wind wore me out, helped me sleep
soundly.
I’m feeling ever more optimistic about this trip, and that must
also be a factor for sleeping better. My hunch tells me I’m going to
find other survivors soon. Will it be just one person at first, or a
group? Man or woman or child? What’ll be the first thing we’ll say to
each other? What sorts of things will they've gone through? Will they
have some telling information? I can hardly wait to find out!
Concentrating on things other than D-Day-related topics while
I ride is having a positive effect as well, not only sleep-wise but in
other ways too. Like when I thought of Aysha yesterday, I found myself recalling so many of the joyful moments we had together, instead
of despairing over her loss again and again as I did in Seattle. For example, I kept reminiscing how we’d sometimes fall asleep together on
the couch, with her head resting on my chest; I’d feel her hair with its
baby-like softness against my chin, and the slight expansion and contraction of her lungs. I remember the warmth of her little body, and
the gentle, rhythmic sounds of her breathing. Also, instead of being
haunted by her screams on D-Day, as I rode along the sound of her
laughter reverberated in my memory. Instead of crying as before,
throughout the day I found myself humming the silly little songs that I
used to create for her—songs I made up spontaneously as an expression of the love and happiness that overflowed from my heart.
The good sleep put me in a get-up-and-go mood, so after waking up I ran (armed as usual) to a nearby park; used the monkey bars
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to do pulls ups, and ran about an hour’s worth of laps around the park
perimeter.
Just had breakfast, and am about to depart. Next stop: Chicago.
6:04 P.M.
Arrived in Janesville, Wisconsin a little bit ago. Won’t make it
to Chicago before nightfall, and I don’t want to enter the city when
it’s pitch black—the thought of doing so is kind of creepy. Actually,
quite creepy. I’ve a bad premonition, like something’s waiting in the
darkness amongst the streets and buildings.
I’m going to look for a place to stay here in Janesville, and
then ride around the neighborhood a little before night sets in.
8:35 P.M.
Shortly after I wrote my last diary entry, I found myself too
tired to spend any time looking around the town. Besides, it started
raining and I figured that riding around in the increasingly dark and
wet early evening wouldn’t be very effective. My pessimism about
finding anyone here was also a factor for abandoning the search tonight.
After finding an empty motel room (first two attempts were
unsuccessful, no elaboration), I spent some time looking for broadcasts with my little radio. Needless to say, no luck. I didn’t have high
expectations to be honest, but when I turned on the radio I’ll admit to
having a flicker of hope that being near Chicago would provide the
best chance so far of picking up a signal.
As before, this fruitless radio search really depresses me.
Maybe I’ll just stop doing it from now on. I can't stand the sound of
the same damn static anymore. I haven’t heard another person’s voice
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since D-Day; simply can’t believe it. My desperation to hear a person’s voice is indescribable. I can’t stand the fact the last voices I
heard were screaming ones, and those are what’re now etched into my
memory.
Anyway, after leaving Chamberlain this morning, I rode
through Minnesota and on into Wisconsin. Like yesterday, the wind
was strong through the remainder of
South Dakota and most of Minnesota,
again making for a strenuous ride. The
terrain in Minnesota wasn’t particularly
inspiring—seemed like lots of dried out
cornfields everywhere. Looked like a
huge tinderbox just waiting to be set off,
especially in combination with that wind.
The most interesting thing was a
small herd of horses I saw at one point
along the highway, somewhere past the
city of Blue Earth. No longer fenced in,
they kicked up their heels in an in-yourface manner, and sprinted alongside my motorcycle for a few hundred
yards. They didn’t appear to miss their owners; in fact, they seemed to
be relishing their newfound freedom. As if they were saying with supreme insolence, “Just try to catch us!”
Live long and prosper, my friends.
(Seeing those horses caused several animal-related questions
to pop into my mind; for instance, how many species on the brink of
extinction around the world, like the tiger, will now start to recover?
Are some of those species going to die off anyway due to insufficient
numbers to stop their downward slide? Will the lingering effects of
humankind on the animal world continue to play a role for a long
time? Take all the former pet dogs, for example; they and their innumerable offspring will impact the ecosystem in a big way as
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predators, at least for a while; how long before the balance of nature
brings their numbers to a sustainable level?)
Wisconsin’s been beautiful—as the Fall weather kicks in, the
gorgeous red, gold, and orange leaves sprinkled among the still dominant greenery seemed to become illuminated when struck by the late
afternoon sun. Reminded me of Christmas lights.
Still, as much as I tried to focus on the natural scenery rather
than on the vestiges of society, and try as I might to keep my mind
occupied with other thoughts and focus on my optimism, the everpresent scenes of death kept reminding me of the unimaginable horror
that has befallen us —today, like yesterday and the day before, I saw
nothing but rotting cadaver-laden ghost towns and vehicles. No human life, anywhere. As I’m seeing firsthand, whatever struck on DDay utterly decimated us at least on a continent-wide level.
God, in this entire world, isn’t there anyone else alive besides
me?
Today once more I felt—in fact, more than ever—like something in the distance was watching me. Something that seems to draw
ever closer… Blended in with the hum of the motorcycle engine, I
kept hearing the mysterious voices again; shrieking at me in some
language from Hell, gleefully telling me that something unimaginably
awful is in store for me at the end of this journey.
I didn’t want to write this, but…tonight in the radio static
too…thought I heard voices, laughing and calling to me as if I were
an animal about to be slaughtered.
Am I really going to find other survivors, or is there some unfathomable reason for which I’m leading this surreal, hellish
existence? Maybe I’m destined to become a sacrificial goat for some
macabre higher purpose. Increasingly I feel like there’s no escape
from an unspeakable fate that awaits me. The voices and my instincts
are telling me with ever more persistence that all roads lead to the
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same place; no matter what I do or which direction I go, only one
dreadful exit out of this labyrinth exists.
10:50 P.M.
Old, painful memories…coming back to haunt me in these despondent moments…
Charlie...I remember you.
Poor Charlie. My poor, dear brother Charlie. A happy household didn’t greet his arrival into the world. Our father was a big
reason. His drinking had recently returned with a vengeance after a
shaky five or six-year hiatus, and he and Mom were getting into ever
more violent fights. He didn’t even show up at the hospital when
Charlie was born. Soon afterward, he lost his Chamber of Commerce
job due to his drinking, and moved out. I don’t know where he was
during most of the next six years. Maybe with his sister in Illinois,
maybe at some homeless shelter, maybe somewhere else. Occasionally he’d come to visit, but such visits always ended up in horrible
fights with Mom.
Mom’s situation was hell. Besides the awful, dysfunctional
marriage, shortly after Charlie’s birth she was diagnosed with cancer.
Over the coming three years or so, while she fought a losing battle
with the spreading malignancy, she burned through her savings taking
care of Charlie. When Charlie was old enough, Mom enrolled him in
preschool so that she could work, earning a meager wage administering a daycare center for mentally disabled children.
Charlie was a sweet, happy little boy, despite the terrible family situation. Like Aysha, he was always loving and affectionate. One
big problem when Mom started working was that no one could pick
up Charlie after school. So Mom gave him a key to the house, and
every day that little towheaded four-year-old would actually walk the
half-mile or so through the suburban neighborhoods back home by
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himself. The thought now of that little preschooler walking home
alone and spending his afternoons in solitude has horrified ever since
I was old enough to finally comprehend it. Everyday I’d come home
from school and find him alone and crying. Of course, I wasn’t even
four years older than Charlie, so I was hardly capable of understanding the damage being done to him that became all too clear later in
retrospect. But even if I’d comprehended it at the time, what could
I—a mere eight-year-old—have done?
Mom succumbed when Charlie was six. Charlie and I started
living with our father, who was finally overcoming his alcoholism
while trying to get back on his feet as a truck driver for a furniture
store.
These were difficult times for us, but especially Charlie.
Though we were living with our father, he wasn’t around much; when
he wasn’t working, it seems he was always attending AA meetings.
So in an ideal world, I would’ve stepped up to help Charlie deal with
the huge emotional void that’d suddenly been created in his life.
I wasn’t an ideal big brother during Charlie’s first six years
when Mom was alive, but I wasn’t too bad either. I generally helped
Mom take care of him, and he and I usually played together with minimal arguments. That changed however after Mom’s death. I became
a predatory bully, mercilessly tormenting him physically and psychologically—in ways that are too painful now to even write about.
Almost every night I could hear Charlie in bed, growling to himself in
agony as he was obviously recalling that day’s humiliation; I was too
much of an idiot to recognize the damage I was doing to him. True, in
a few years I began to mellow a bit, and eventually I stopped acting
with such stupid brutality. But by then, it was too late.
Years later, not too long after Charlie started going to college,
the first symptoms of his mental illness began to appear. He started
withdrawing to his dorm room for days at a time. Ceased showing up
for classes. Stopped bathing. Lied incessantly. Before long, he was
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hallucinating and hearing voices. The deterioration continued and
culminated with several years of institutions and halfway houses, until
finally his condition more or less stabilized—with a couple of major
exceptions—after a new and fairly effective medication became
available.
Ever since Charlie’s illness became clear, I’ve looked back on
those years after Mom’s death with profound, and desperate, regret.
Of course, I was just a young, and on far too many occasions stupid,
boy who was dealing with a lot of pain too. Clearly one of the ways
my own suffering manifested itself was in my bullying of Charlie. But
at the time in his life when that little six-year-old boy needed a loving,
gentle big brother, I was anything but. And though surely many factors caused Charlie to eventually become mentally ill, I can’t deny
that I must’ve played a role too, and that’s been a horrible cloud of
pain and guilt over me for years.
After Charlie’s life collapsed, I swore to myself I’d try to
make things up to him. Obviously nothing I could ever do would give
him his life back. But at least I could commit to being there when he
needed me, and that was something I tried to do with all sincerity.
Two memories in particular haunt me now. One is from the
summer when I was fifteen, Charlie was eleven; we were spending a
sunny day on a lakeside not too far from our uncle’s ranch. Though
by that age I’d mellowed out a lot, occasionally my stupid bullying
resurfaced. I don’t remember all the details of what happened that
day, but at some point after harassing him for a while, I cuffed together his small wrists with my one hand, and began rubbing muddy sand
into his hair. It was a wicked way to pick on him, meant to humiliate
and degrade him in a most cruel way. As he did everything to hold
back his tears, with a wavering voice he finally blurted out, “I hate
you.” At the time, I was too stupid to care, in fact hearing those words
even gave me a bit of perverse satisfaction—or so I thought. But deep
down, those words cut a permanent wound, which with each passing
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year has plagued me with increasing pain.
The pain from this wound became particularly intense a few
years later on the day I first left to go out of state for college, from
which I have the second memory that torments me. On that day, I expected him to be happy to see me go. But instead, he cried.
Charlie, why'd you have to cry? To punish me? Why didn’t
you celebrate my leaving? I didn’t deserve your love, not then.
A little over a year later, when I was nineteen years old and
heading back to college after Spring break, still a few years before
Charlie’s illness started taking hold, he snuck a note into my suitcase
that I’ve carried with me every day ever since, folded in my wallet.
(Transcribed as-is, spelling, grammatical mistakes and all.)
“I wish you don’t have to go! I hate it when you have to go
back to college. Your a great brother and always remember that.
When you say ‘I hope you’ll never be like me’ is ridiculous. Id give
anything to have your personality and brains and motivation. I am going to miss you very, very much. I can’t stand thinking about getting
up in the morning and not finding anybody here to watch TV with me.
No matter what happens we will always be close brothers, and if you
ever lose all your friends, you’ll always have me by your side when
the goings tough always!!! Have a nice trip up there and call anytime
you want and write. All be thinking about you. Love, always, Charlie.
Your hero!”
Sept. 30th
9:33 A.M.
I’ve arrived to downtown Chicago, and am now looking over a
destroyed section of the city center. Appears to be the result of a huge
double-decker jet crashing into the John Hancock Center—the remains of landing gear, a chunk of the fuselage, and other pieces of the
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body are strewn around toward the edge of
ground zero. The collapsing skyscraper
appears to have taken a number of nearby
buildings with it, and caused severe damage to the Water Tower Place. The several
city blocks of pulverized rumble remind
me of photos of Dresden Germany after
the Allied bombing in WWII. Shocking.
I’ll spend the day scouring this
large urban area.
8:58 P.M.
Today’s been much nicer—a beautiful blue late-summer sky
did wonders for my mood this morning, after feeling so depressed last
night. Rode around the downtown area for a while, and having found
nothing decided to see if I could find signs of human life near the
shores of Lake Michigan. A little south of downtown, a couple more
plane crashes are visible just a few hundred feet offshore—the tail of
a large FedEx trijet sticks out of the water at one place; a bit farther
down, one can see broken sections of a 737-sized blue and white fuselage. I imagine that more wrecked planes are underwater farther off
shore. Remains of baggage (clothes, broken-up suitcases) washed up
on the sand for hundreds of yards. Repugnant remains of scavenged
and highly decomposed bodies and body parts also litter the beach.
Did whatever-it-was kill most of the passengers before the planes impacted? Or were the crashes an extreme form of euthanasia?
As I was riding along the waterfront I came across the Field
Museum of Natural History; circling the area around it I noticed a rear
service door had been propped open with some boxes. A momentary
feeling of hope hit me as I thought it could be a sign of another survivor, then quickly realized it was of course just probably due to
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delivery personnel or the like setting it open the morning of D-Day.
So though I had low expectations of finding survivors there, hopeful
curiosity lured me inside.
Since I’d seen only a few scattered dogs in the downtown area
up to that point, I was startled when a large and ferocious pack came
rushing at me, seemingly ambush-style, as soon as I passed through
the service door. (Why the hell had they taken up residence in the museum, of all places?) Even with my firepower, the fight was way too close for
comfort. I momentarily felt the blood
leave my face when it appeared that some
of the more aggressive ones would get
me—these more-than-a-few seemed intensely determined and showed no fear of
my revolvers. Things were on the verge of
getting really ugly really fast. In fact the
only thing that saved me was one freakishly lucky “magic bullet” that somehow
managed to injure two of them, JFK assassination-style; it gave me a heaven-sent extra split second to target
a filthy St. Bernard that I wouldn’t have gotten otherwise. Thank God
I went into the museum with both revolvers full of bullets and ready
to be deployed.
After I killed the most aggressive ones and some of the others,
the rest quickly retreated into the dark passages of the museum. Normally I just would’ve let them go, but for a couple of reasons these
dogs aroused an intense hostility in me. For one thing, the fact they
caused me a few moments of semi-panic provoked a dark anger to
well up in my gut—how dare such despicable creatures do that to me.
Moreover, I consider the museum a solemn monument to human
achievement, and I was annoyed as hell to find it occupied by a vicious pack of stinking, mangy mongrels; I couldn’t stand the thought
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of these flea-infested lower life forms inhabiting—and urinating, defecating, and copulating in—such a sacred place. The human bones
they scattered around the floor near the service door especially rubbed
me the wrong way.
Though I was careful to not let my hatred spiral out of control
again, my anger emboldened me. Aided as needed by night vision
goggles, I pursued the dogs into the darkened museum, knowing I was
entering a battleground where they potentially had the advantage; but
I didn't give a damn. I could see some of them cowering behind the
exhibits, and when they realized my shotguns and I were taking the
battle to them, they became terrified, scattering with their tails between their legs. I killed a couple quickly; a few of the others I only
managed to injure, but from the sounds of their yelps (admittedly a
satisfying guilty pleasure) soon were going to die. Pursued and killed
more of them, shattering the glass of a number of exhibits in the process, while the ones I couldn't get ran into parallel halls and roughly
back in the direction of the open service door—from which they left
the premises, as I could tell from the trail of blood one or more of
them left behind.
My anger soon dissipated, and then I realized once more how
easily I can be seduced again by the same overpowering hatred that
possessed me in Seattle... I must and will redouble my efforts to not
relinquish myself ever again to that temptation.
An eagerness to spend a bit of time exploring the museum
then overtook me. Though fairly certain it was safe, just to be sure I
spent the next thirty minutes or so looking for dogs, and to my relief—and admittedly even slight disappointment—found none. I was
sad to have left areas of the museum looking like a war zone due to
the maimed dog carcasses and shattered glass from my shooting
spree; damaging some of the exhibits was especially regretful. The
last room I searched turned out to contain an exhibit on the peoples of
pre-colonial Peru. Enthralled, I spent a good deal of time viewing it,
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as well as two other exhibits featuring artwork from Egypt and China—though it was a pain having to do so with the aid of a pocket
flashlight. In the darkness that surrounded me, I felt as if I was exploring the exotic treasures of a royal grave in the catacombs of some
majestic ancient monument.
After exploring to my heart’s content I collected and tossed
out the dog carcasses from the museum…I didn’t like the thought of
them decomposing inside of the museum and being sealed in there
forever. Also swept some of the shattered glass into piles; I just
couldn’t leave that splendid museum in such an untidy state. The last
thing I did before exiting—and shutting the open service door—was
to view the huge T-Rex skeleton named Sue. She poignantly reminded me that perhaps we humans have met the same fate of sudden
extinction as the dinosaurs. Someday, possibly tens of millions of
years from now, will our skeletons too be on display in the museums
of our successors? Will future scientists speculate about what brought
our reign to a sudden and mysterious end? Perhaps they’ll conjecture
our demise was also due to a colossal asteroid impact, or possibly
some human-induced mega-collapse of the ecosystem.
(As I write this, I’m wondering if the dinosaurs did in fact disappear in the same way as we have. Maybe every sixty million years
or so the Earth unleashes a cataclysmic event to kill off the dominant
life form—like a super Black Death, or a natural poison gas from below the Earth’s surface. I vaguely remember now someone once
discussing the possibility that Earth's an intelligent, living being;
maybe such a hypothesis isn't so farfetched after all… Jesus, could the
Earth be God, the creator and the destroyer of the planet's life?)
After spending a couple of fascinating hours at the natural history museum, I was in the mood to see another, so I rode over to the
Museum of Science and Industry—fortunately I encountered no dogs
there. I spent over three captivating hours looking at the various exhibits.
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Together, the two museum visits gave me an amazing perspective on the artistic and technological history of our species; I enjoyed
most of all observing the contrast, yet strange commonality, between
the ancient works of art in the Field Museum and the technology on
display in the Science and Industry Museum. After what I saw today,
if I had to choose one word to represent the human legacy, it’d be
“creativity;” for no matter the culture, no matter the time in history,
human imagination created absolute wonders.
When I think of Egypt, China, or Peru, the first things that
come to mind are the Pyramids, the Great Wall, or Machu Pichu. As
magnificent as those are, at the Field Museum I found just as impressive the beautiful and mysterious ceramics, textiles, and metal works
created by people of those regions; people whose names no one will
ever know, but who in their own way achieved immortality through
their skilled hands and remarkable imagination. Even now, hundreds
or even thousands of years later, the care and pride with which the
artisans devoted themselves to their work is evident from the attention
to detail on the various types of pottery, textiles and jewelry. Seeing
how they recreated their superstitions and myths made me imagine
what life was like in their societies, as did their other creations depicting battles, hunting, and harvests. A gorgeous, miniature jade
sculpture of Buddha especially enchanted me, with its exquisitely
carved expression of kind wisdom, an intricately flowing robe, and
polished gentle hands that held some mysterious, lantern-looking ornament. I was tempted to break the glass display and take it with me
as a comforting travel partner, but I would’ve felt like a grave robber.
I hope we someday meet again, my friend.
Similarly, at the Science and Industry Museum, seeing how
our technology evolved and progressed over the ages was just as extraordinary as the artwork at the Field Museum—in particular the
stunning technical accomplishments after the Industrial Revolution
started. For example, seeing how shipbuilding technology progressed
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from the wooden vessels of the middle ages to the great ocean liners
of the twentieth century was awe-inspiring, as was the extraordinarily
rapid evolution of the aircraft, from the
first ones built during the time of the
Wright Brothers to the ultra-modern jetliners in which I often flew. At the Space
Center exhibit, I imagined how the
spacecraft that took us to the moon
would’ve amazed our ancestors.
Seeing the section on agricultural
technology reminded me of how far we’d
come since the time our distant ancestors
lived a hunter-gatherer existence—and
again it brings to mind how I’m benefiting now from this advancement because of the abundant food sources
available to me. Much of our astounding progress in scientific
knowledge was summed up impressively in the Basic Science section,
including the science of deep space, subatomic physics, and geology.
It boggles my mind that we’d come to understand things such as plate
tectonics and earthquakes mechanics, for example; what a contrast to
the ways that the ancients explained seismic activity—like the movements of animals upon which the Earth rested.
Creativity and progress: they weren’t only present throughout
our history, they were the very essence of humankind itself. Observing all the artistic and scientific marvels also made me appreciate the
most human of all creations: the idea. Makes me wonder who had the
“first” idea, and when? (There’s a first for everything, right?) Now
more than ever, in the words “I have an idea,” I feel the magic of the
human spirit; if I had to choose one line to best represent the human
race, that’d be it.
Precisely because these museum visits were so inspiring, the
enormity of what’s been lost was so poignantly reinforced. Such a
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desperate sadness to think that human history has possibly ended.
Gone forever?
No...this can’t be the end. I must keep the faith. It must not
end this way.
Spent the rest of the day looking around as much of downtown
Chicago as I could, but... nothing. As usual, not a goddamn indication
of other survivors. Christ…it hurts to write that. Now I just feel like
getting to Boston and New York as quickly as possible, so I’ve decided to resume my journey tomorrow.
Such a beautiful city; if the circumstances were different, I
would’ve loved to spend many days here. So many majestic older
buildings—I especially love the neo-gothic and art deco skyscrapers,
like the Tribune Tower, alongside the peaceful Chicago River and
Magnificent Mile. It would’ve been like a dream to live and work
among them. I wish I had the chance to do so.
October 1st
2:36 A.M.
Just woke up laughing. Dreamt the Beatles are playing the
song, “I Should Have Known Better;” but instead of singing, “If this
is love you've got to give me more,” John Lennon is singing, “If this
is love you've got to give me Moe.” And then I see Moe of the Three
Stooges, and I start laughing in my dream, and it turns out I really am
laughing, because my own laughter wakes me up. But what’s awful is
that my laughter hurts; weird. As I’m laughing in my dream, my heart
feels such an empty and painful loneliness that’s made worse by the
laughter.
I felt like a clown at history’s saddest party.
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10:45 P.M.
Stopped in Erie, Pennsylvania for the night. Got here later
than planned, so I headed straight for the first motel I could find, and
am now about to go bed. As usual, I’m going to spend a little time
reading my astronomy book again, as I’ve been doing almost every
night recently; this little mental vacation puts me in a better frame of
mind for sleeping.
First though, I’ll summarize my day:
After waking this morning in Chicago, I spent an hour running
along the lakeside; the location I choose was devoid of a lot of the
plane-crash debris that litters the beach farther south. So it was an
ideal way to start the day off on the right foot, no pun intended. A
gentle breeze blew, and birds flapped up from the path as I approached—other than the birds, of course the lakeside was deserted.
Didn’t even see any dogs. Under a sunny morning sky, the lake’s
beautiful, greenish-blue waters on one side and the impressive, highrise dominated skyline on the other captivated me; I could’ve spent
hours just running along and admiring the view. Lake Michigan’s so
huge that it’s easy to imagine that it’s part of the ocean; so quiet and
peaceful, like a sleeping giant. The soft pounding of the small waves
on the sandy shore in the otherwise total silence was like hearing it
breathe as it slept.
The sunny lakeside beach reminded me of my summertime
trips to the shores of Lake Washington with Aysha. Underneath the
blue afternoon sky, she’d spend hours with her little friends joyfully
digging in the warm sand and splashing at the edge of the lake’s gentle waters. The memory of their laughter… How wonderful to see
them extract so much happiness from something so simple as a sandy
beach, in a way that only young children could.
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As I ran, I instinctively kept peering out over the water hoping to see a boat
or ship in the distance. Every minute or so
also scanned the sky for planes. Fruitless
and frustrating. I felt like a starving man
scrutinizing an empty refrigerator.
After my run, spent the rest of the
morning and part of the early afternoon
looking around various parts of the Chicago suburbs. Left the greater metropolitan area around 2 pm or so, an
overwhelming urge pushing me to get to the East Coast—something
just tells me it’s there at last I’m going to find others.
I’d planned to stay in Cleveland tonight. But as I approached
the city, it started raining and it was pitch black. Even with my firearms, again as was the case when heading toward Chicago, I just felt
too intimidated to ride into a large, darkened urban area. I’d be an easy target for
whatever’s possibly lurking there, be it a
pack of dogs, one or more psychopaths, or
perhaps something even worse. The bonechilling scene that unfolded before me on
the interstate further stirred my paranoia.
Amid total blackness and bizarrely frigid
air, the cone of light emanating from my
bike illuminates the pelting raindrops and
hypnotically pulsating white lines, as
shadowy scattered vehicles down the road
slowly come into view; they appear to float eerily toward me faster
and faster, until the darkness devours them in a blur as I ride past. I
feel I’m watching a phantasmal parade, courtesy of the dark deity
Chernobog. I start semi-hallucinating that it’s macabre welcome into
Hell, and I become very uneasy at the thought of riding on. At the
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same time, in the cold, absolute gloom that engulfs the highway just
beyond the shoulder, I sense something mysterious and horrifying.
I’m thus even more petrified by the thought of stopping, so with a
thumping heart I forge onward to Erie. I’m now within striking distance of the East Coast.
Glad as hell to be off the road, but being in another mustysmelling, deathly motel provides little comfort, especially with the
backdrop of darkness and weirdly cold blustery weather outside.
What's lurking out there? Could it be inside the building, like among
the bodies in the lobby downstairs or in the hallway outside my door?
Heart’s still thumping. Need to concentrate on my reading. I
must imagine the light of dawn, and the happiness I’ll feel when I find
others.
Tomorrow, on to Boston.
Oct. 4th
11:24 A.M.
Here I am in—what was until a few weeks ago—the great city
of New York. As I embarked on my journey from Erie, I decided to
skip Boston in my eagerness to get here, where I thought to have the
greatest chance of finally finding someone. Got here in the late afternoon the day before yesterday, and have been looking for survivors
since. Unlike any of the other areas I’ve searched since leaving Seattle, I’ve been carrying out my search here almost exclusively on foot,
walking for block after block, hour after hour. Starting from my hotel
on the edge of Central Park, I’ve combed the Upper East and West
Sides, worked my way down to Times Square, Korea Town, Greenwich Village, and many places in between, occasionally grabbing a
bicycle when I need a little break from the walking. I’m now in the
James J. Walker Park, taking a breather after getting an early start this
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morning. Am heading down to the Wall Street area.
I wish I could report something positive, but I can’t. Needless
to say, as expected untold thousands of highly decayed bodies everywhere—in some places so numerous the streets are as good as
impassable. And as usual, I've dealt with more than a few vicious
dogs, though unlike Seattle or Chicago I’ve yet to see any large packs.
Still, I must’ve killed at least twenty since I arrived. I’ve also come
across more than a few intact dog carcasses with no obvious cause of
death. A bit mystifying—they don’t appear to be victims of fightinduced wounds. Did they die from natural causes, or is there something more at work here?
Besides the dead bodies and dogs, also as expected the place is
crawling with disgusting vermin like rats, roaches, and flies. I imagine
that the rat population is on the verge of exploding on an unprecedented scale, since a whole new generation's about to enter the food
chain given the time that’s elapsed since D-Day. When they run out of
corpses, will living animals such as the dogs end up on their menu?
What a clash of the titans—the packs of rabid dogs against millions of
aggressive starving rats, each representing a food source for the other.
I can imagine the rats boldly preying on newborn puppies eventually.
(Thank God the rats aren’t showing unusual aggressiveness—
so far anyway. Dealing with hordes of killer rats would make the present horror flick-like situation even worse…far worse.)
I’d a noteworthy experience with a dog yesterday when a
small brown Cocker Spaniel started following me around as I was
passing through the area near the Chrysler Building. He was obviously lonely and unaggressive, so I gave him some tuna. After a bit of
hesitation I even warily petted him a little, though after what I've been
through it felt a little weird affectionately touching a…dog. As he was
eating, I began walking away and he then interrupted his meal to start
following me again; he must’ve been desperate for human companionship. Part of me wanted to make friends with him, but I just didn’t
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want to deal with the distraction of having him around. So I shot a
couple bullets in his direction to scare him off; didn’t want to do it, in
fact he would’ve made nice a companion. I felt a little sad and sorry
for him as he ran away terrified down Lexington Avenue and disappeared amongst the building and vehicles into the spookily empty
city. I wonder how long he'll last? I bet some vicious pack will devour
him soon; in this new, literal dog-eat-dog world, being small and
friendly probably isn't a formula for long-term survival.
Well, I’m happy at least to have gotten past the automatic, fanatical hatred for dogs that possessed me during that horrible week in
Seattle.
Good luck, buddy. I hope we both find what we’re looking
for.
I’ve spent my two nights here so far at the Ritz-Carlton Hotel.
Before D-Day, only in my dreams would I’ve stayed at such a lavish
place. It has a great view of Central Park, which from my room looks
beautiful; a carpet of Fall colors unfolding into the distance, framed
by a wall of 1920s-era art-deco buildings, capped by an azure canvas
dotted with cotton-like clouds. Up close, however, the lack of recent
care's obvious, as I found when venturing into the park yesterday;
grass and other shrubbery are overgrowing, fallen leaves are everywhere, and trash (plastic bags, papers, assorted wrappers) is scattered
around.
As nice as this grand old hotel is, it reminds me of a haunted
mansion. It makes the darkness and silence at night all the more
dreadful. Even though I’m well armed, as always I can’t deny my insecurity about lighting up the room and making myself visible from
perhaps miles away. My anxiety and imagination continue to play
tricks with me under those types of circumstances, and the notion that
I’m just getting the attention of something demonic still nags me.
When I strike the first match to light the candles, I feel like I’m building a campfire in the middle of a dark, sniper-surrounded battlefield.
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Of course, if a monster is really lurking out there, it surely knows
where I am regardless of whether I light up my room. But is it possible that whatever-it-is doesn't yet know of my existence? Probably
not—how could I sense it, but it not sense me?
Despite being extremely torn about the wisdom of advertising
myself, I deal with my fears and light up the room with candles anyway since that makes for the best chance of another human seeing me,
if one’s in fact out there somewhere. As usual, that assumes others
would have the courage to come to me, which they may be reluctant
to do given the terrified state they’re probably in. Still, they could at
least give me some indication they’re around, like maybe leaving a
note outside the hotel’s main entrance…
Last night, I woke up to a strange scampering noise in my
room; feeling a piercing panic (“It’s here!”), I stood up on the bed
with a jolt, expecting the worst. To my profound relief and then absolute disgust, in the candlelight I saw a couple of huge rats near the
bathroom door, which I killed by shooting wildly in a having-justwoke-up-in-a-panic state of mind. It felt weird discharging a gun inside of the room and thus causing some damage—I guess for better or
worse I don’t have to worry about paying for the repairs. I bet it's
been a long time since anyone opened fire at this hotel...
In any case, before arriving here in New York, I was most optimistic this is where I’d find fellow survivors. On my way here from
Pennsylvania on the I-80, I was so happy
and filled with hope; the beautiful treecovered hills, a blue sky, and the first
signs of the mosaic of autumn colors enhanced those feelings. As I rode along, the
wind seemingly made the wall of trees
lining the highway wave in unison, as if
they were cheering me on to a heroic and
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triumphant finish. Made me recall my college track and field days.
Then, as I approached the city and the skyscrapers came into view, a
rush of excitement filled me. Surely luck was on my side this time. I
sensed that in a day or two I’d find myself with at least a few fellow
humans, and maybe even an entire community.
To my indescribable disappointment, I’ve found no one. The
brutal truth: I haven’t found any indications of recent human activity,
as was the case in Seattle, Chicago, and throughout this trip.
Christ, I just can’t believe it. No words can describe how
nightmarish this is.
Can’t stand it…I just can’t stand this anymore.
2:49 P.M.
In a melancholy state of mind (to say the least), I’ve been
spending some time gazing out over the water at the Statue of Liberty
from Battery Park. An old weather-beaten
poster of her lies at my feet. The rhythmic
sound of the gentle waves lightly striking
the concrete walls at the water’s edge is
the only thing I hear, apart from the slight
rustling of fallen leaves in the soft, cool
autumn breeze.
I’m in awe of her power—what a
magnificent work of art. The long flowing
robe of copper, the mighty arms, the fearless gaze over the limitless blue expanse,
the majestic seven-point crown—all so
much larger than life. Her beauty’s enhanced by the dark-blue fall
sky, the golden sunshine, and by the serene, sparkling sea that surrounds her.
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She looks so much like the way I feel: carrying on a dreadful
and lonely quest to find what’s left of humankind.
I remember once being told that her real name is “Liberty Enlightens the World.” That name surely better captures her true spirit,
which was usually described as the desire of all people to be free from
oppression. And though she was thought of as the quintessential symbol of America, I'm seeing much more; I see her as nothing less than a
symbol of our remarkable ascent as a species. The illuminating torch
held high. Breaking the shackles, stepping forward. Armed with the
tablet of knowledge.
With the memories of my Chicago museum visits in mind, I
imagine the life of our earliest ancestors, shackled with the chains of
ignorance about the world around them. What was it like living without the knowledge of what the sun is and why it disappears each day,
or what causes the wind to blow or rain to fall? No fact—be it about
the climate, farming, disease, nutrition, or whatever—was given to us.
Everything we know, in fact every single tidbit of our knowledge, was
acquired only through the struggles of countless generations.
It’s almost as if we were dumped onto Earth in a “you’re-onyour-own” manner, and given nothing more than our intelligence and
a relatively hospitable environment. But, starting with just those two
things, what we accomplished is just staggering. Remarkable to realize that our species went from knowing nothing, and eventually came
to understand such things as quantum mechanics, the origins of the
universe, how the human body works, as well as countless other
things. I can’t even imagine what marvels we would’ve accomplished
500, or say 10,000, years into the future. Certainly then, a summary of
human history would have to conclude that liberating ourselves from
ignorance was just as important as freeing ourselves from oppression.
But we struggled against more than the darkness of ignorance
and oppression. Deception was another malady that afflicted the human race—the ultimate tool of those who wished to control others.
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Just like the ancient priests who abused their knowledge of the flood
seasons, people throughout history exploited the ignorance and innocence of others for self-serving purposes. From the earliest times,
there have been politicians who deceived to gain power, businesses
that duped to gain profits, and religious leaders who misled to acquire
wealth and control. A case in point was the North Korean regime,
which brutally deceived its captive population into believing that their
leaders were gods. A sickening and shameful illustration of humankind at its worst.
My astronomy book gives a perfect example of the monumental struggle of knowledge and truth against ignorance and deception:
Galileo. He was one of the first to argue and provide indirect evidence
that the Earth revolves around the Sun. In doing so, he incurred the
wrath of the Church, which wanted to keep the world shrouded in the
myth of the geocentric universe. If the Church had had its way, that
mistruth would’ve forever been the only acceptable view of the cosmos. Einstein said: “Great spirits have always encountered violent
resistance from mediocre minds.” What better example than that of a
great spirit like Galileo, a bearer of truth and knowledge, encountering violent resistance and harassment from a gang of self-righteous,
mediocre minds.
So perhaps the very thing that defined human history itself
was our struggle against the three maladies of ignorance, deception,
and oppression. Now, as I contemplate the Statue of Liberty, more
than just “Liberty Enlightening the World,” I see the promise of enlightenment by Knowledge, Truth, and Liberty; a future in which we
would know how and why things are the way they are; the destiny
that myths and superstitions would be tossed onto the ash-heap of history, along with the con-men who profited from them. I see the
promise that all life would be valued, respected, and allowed to live
free; a world where all people would be given a chance to at least help
themselves; a future when the world’s people would stand up to dicta122
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tors and the bullies who preyed on the weakness, ignorance, and even
trust of others. And this vision now strikes me as the true meaning of
the American Dream, and the true symbol of the Statue of Liberty.
For what’s it worth, I’d like to call her the “Statue of the Promise of
Human Greatness.”
America, my beloved country, though I traveled the world and
got to know so many wonderful places, you were always where I
called home. After traversing your great expanse, the reality of your
death pierces my heart. I believed a nation of the people, by the people, for the people would never perish from the Earth. I believed you
would lead humanity to the kind of world that all good people desired.
Part of me wants to die right here, close to the Statue of Liberty, so she can accompany my soul for eternity. Let it be known
throughout the cosmos that I will die, be it today or perhaps far in the
future, with a true conviction in humankind’s limitless potential. A
potential for which I believe America stood.
7:12 P.M.
I just got through spending more hours half-heartedly carrying
on my look for survivors, mainly on a bicycle I found near Wall
Street. The only thing worth noting is I came across a black and white
paw-print dog collar with some blood and teeth marks, and realized it
was the same one the Cocker Spaniel was wearing. On E. 42nd Street,
about twelve blocks away from where I last saw him yesterday. I hope
it wasn't his, but am guessing it was. Poor guy…sorry, actually quite
sorry, about that. Even before I found the collar I'd been acutely second-guessing my decision to send him running. Besides the
companionship, he may've been helpful to locate others, or maybe
could've alerted me to the approach of something dangerous. Too late
now. I condemned him to what I knew would be a savage death. Just
adds to the terrible heaviness in my heart.
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Another thing about that Cocker Spaniel that had me thinking
today was how he devoured the tuna I gave him. At the time, I didn't
give it much thought, but upon deeper reflection, he was obviously
hungry—which isn't as trivial as it first sounds, because it can only
mean he mustn't have been gorging himself on dead human flesh, unlike it seems every other dog. I wonder why? Did he have an aversion
to it for some reason…?
Anyway, before arriving to New York I planned to spend up
to a week here searching, but now I just feel the urge to leave this
huge ghost town soon as possible. I can’t handle yet more disappointment; with each minute of futile searching my ability to keep a
positive attitude, what’s left of it anyway,
weakens all the more. The ambience here
fuels my depression; the empty skyscrapers and thousands of big old buildings
everywhere make me feel so small, insignificant, and powerless. Staring into the
dark depths of the subway staircases is
like standing at the entrance to Hell; I
don’t even want to imagine what I’d encounter were I to venture down into there.
I feel a deep and chilling fear. If I listen
carefully, the howling of the wind through the tunnels below sounds
like the scream of Death itself.
As I gaze upon the countless number of skeletons everywhere
(with jaws wide open in the shape of their last scream), I’m horrified
at the sheer gruesomeness yet…at the same time I find myself feeling
love for all of these lost souls. I wish I could have somehow helped
them during those awful minutes. I must confess though: I sense before long my bones will be resting alongside theirs.
I imagine how these millions of people were bustling about
here only a month ago, and I feel all the more lonely, wretched, and
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desperate. I need to snap out of this—my present state of mind is affecting my alertness. I’m starting to feel uncomfortably vulnerable
since I’m too busy wallowing in my stupefaction and not on my
guard.
Maybe somewhere in this vast maze of streets and buildings
hides some scared soul; if so, I hope he or she survives this hell and
some day we find each another. But I want to get back to the West
Coast as fast as possible. If the beautiful beaches of California can’t
lift my spirits, nothing can. I place my last hope in California.
I want to leave—now.
Oct. 6th
2:50 P.M.
I haven’t had any desire to write in this stupid diary since
leaving New York. Too depressed. Once again I’m in a dismal state
of mind where writing about things only stokes my despondency, instead of helping me deal with it. I don't even know why the hell I'm
writing now; just want to rip this damn thing apart, throw it away for
good.
I just arrived to Glenwood Springs, Colorado. Since leaving
New York, spent the last thirty-six hours or so traveling, only stopping to siphon gas or drink water. I haven’t eaten or slept. Tired—so
damn tired. Not just my body; this fatigue crushes my spirit. Been riding mindlessly, concentrating with all my determination on the drone
of the motorcycle engine and on avoiding objects on the highway.
Trying to ignore the damn voices. Up till this moment, my efforts
have yielded some success—I’ve virtually no recollection of the time
since leaving New York. Been endeavoring to keep my mind clear of
all thought, particularly of the one I find too devastating to contemplate: perhaps…I really am the only survivor. As much as I
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desperately want to believe otherwise, an ever more persistent voice
in my head whispers that I’m just hoping in vain, that no people are
left to find, anywhere; that the human race is finished. How much
longer can I continue to maintain faith in the face of such stark evidence so far?
After such high hopes in New York, the degree of my disillusionment is beyond description. I’m finding it harder and harder to
cope with this constant disappointment, loneliness, and depression.
Each seems to feed the other now in an endless and ever-worsening
loop.
My spirit’s fighting a losing battle against an unconquerable
enemy. I feel myself once again being drawn into a dark and bottomless hopelessness. It's pulling on me like a ball and chain in the
middle of the ocean on a stormy night—alone and isolated, I feel myself descending into an icy, choking darkness, despite my struggles.
I’m sinking, and can’t stop it. It’s like how I felt on D-Day during
those moments when I thought my life was slipping away, but this is
even worse; at least then the promise of an imminent death offered a
welcome escape from the overwhelming pain during those awful
minutes that morning. Now it’s like my spirit is sinking into the cold
black depths, but my body mercilessly stays ever alive.
Aysha, help me. Don’t let me sink any further. Help me,
please.
God, please…let me find someone else alive.
Later
Took off my watch. I don’t care what time it is anymore.
Maybe I really have died and gone to Hell. Else I’m the victim
of some horrible curse. What’ve I done to deserve this?
I’m fighting something evil. Something more horrible than has
ever existed anywhere. I can feel it. I should just let it kill me. JUST
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KILL ME, DAMN YOU!
Why the hell are so many stupid crows around here? So damn
noisy.
The crows! Of course—the last time I saw this many crows
was in the moments before Survi was killed. That’s one reason why I
didn’t notice the dogs until it was too late—the noise from the goddamn crows distracted me and I was off guard.
I know why you’re here—expecting to scavenge the remains
of my soon-to-be-dead body, just as you were in Seattle, right? You
waiting for the dogs, or you showing them where I am? Here—have a
little taste of some buckshot first, you bastards.
The dogs—my constant nemesis, savagely pursuing me.
They’ll keep it up till they accomplish their goal. It’s like having a
Terminator robot after me, except the dogs everywhere, and in endless supply. Welcome to the Planet of the Dogs. Hail to the new rulers
of the world…
In the dream about the lion-like monsters, the scenery was
similar to here. I’m overcome by the same grim feelings of helplessness; I know I'm outmatched. I know it's
over.
They’ll win. How can I continue
to fight such an unbeatable foe? And now
my loss of all hope and the dogs’ approach aren’t a coincidence. They're
coming—they know I’ve given up. Shred
my body to pieces, I don't care. Finish the
job that whatever-it-is didn't do.
I won’t fight back; don’t want to
fight anymore. I throw down my arms.
Want to die.
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10:04 P.M.
In a motel room. The dogs never came. Just my overactive imagination fueled by my wretched state of mind. Maybe I’m finally
starting to lose it.
Been crying uncontrollably. It’s helped—I feel a little better
now.
I have to lower my expectations; just have to come to terms
with the real possibility that even if I wasn’t the only survivor, what
few others are hopelessly scattered or have been devoured by the
dogs, or have died for other reasons such as sickness or suicide. I have
to accept that I may well live the rest of my life alone, with only
memories of, and my love for, Aysha to accompany me.
I'll in any case continue my search; will do so for whatever
remaining life I have, only with less hope for success from this point
on.
If I in fact died and this is just a gruesome afterlife, I accept
my punishment, though I’ve no idea what I did to deserve it. Given a
choice, I’d far prefer for my bones to be incinerated in the fires of
Hell, than to be going through what I am now—at least I’d know in
no uncertain terms that I was condemned by God to such damnation.
10:53 P.M.
Another motel… Another Gideon’s
Bible…
Myth. Fairy-tale. Bunch of stupid
bull.
“God is a concept, by which we
measure our pain.” Lennon had it right.
I’ve stopped believing in God. Perhaps He existed at one time, but now he’s
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dead. The forces of darkness and death are victorious.
From this day forward, I am an atheist.
I believed in you, ever since I was a little boy…but no more.
Hear me? I don’t believe in you. With these tears, my remaining faith
in you drains away forever. I’ll face whatever awaits me alone. May
you be the one who burns in Hell, damn you. Why do I even try to
keep myself from hating you?
The world-ending disaster, the vicious dogs, my despicable
behavior in Seattle—no coincidence. All have to be linked to the
same loathsome force that eliminated us on D-Day, and afflicted humankind with hatred throughout the ages. The lord of deception,
ignorance, and myth. The demon that dwells is the shadow of our
hearts. Now I alone stand against it.
I've a message for you: you won’t break me. You'll fail. Do
you understand me? You will fail. You killed everybody else, and you
may kill me too, but you can’t break my spirit. My love for Aysha is
stronger than you’ll ever be. I'll die on my terms: with my love, my
dignity, and my humanity intact.
Hear me:
I’m continuing my trip to California. I will find a nice place on
the coast. I will start a garden. I will paint, I will write. I will run
along the shore and swim in the sea every day. I will continue to look
for others and search for answers. I will dedicate my life to Aysha,
and live it in a way that would make her proud. I will be happy.
I mustn't forget: as long as I’m alive, my love for Aysha lives
on and I’ll never sink into hopeless despair. I’ll remember once more
holding her, my beautiful little girl. Let me remember watching her
play and hearing her happy laughter again. I will remember my joy.
I look at her little drawing; the love and happiness that guided
her hand touch my soul, and again give me strength. In this bottomless void that draws me in, I see her light. I feel her warmth.
I’m not sinking anymore.
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Oct. 7th
10:33 A.M.
“People are as happy as they make up their minds to be.”
(Abraham Lincoln)
I started this new day with an early morning run on a bike trail
that follows the I-70 for miles starting here in Glenwood Springs. Ran
for almost two hours. It was like being
among huge citadels of stone; the sheer
rock cliffs appear to rise up for thousands
of feet on either side of the highway.
Amazing that they were able to build an
interstate here, complete with a bike trail.
How they were able to thread this splitlevel highway along these forbidding and
tortuous canyon walls is mind-blowing.
Next to the bike trail is a river that looks
ideal for rafting; probably the Colorado,
but I’ll need to confirm. (What does Hoover Dam look like now—is water overflowing?) Near the city center I
also found a park with a jungle gym where I did some pull-ups and
dips. It felt great, and as usual it’s put me in a positive mood to start
my day.
Now, time to hit the road.
4:07 P.M.
After a bit of vacillation, I deviated from the I-70 and instead
took an alternate route through some small towns off the beaten path.
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Since no major cities are between Glenwood Springs and the I-15 in
Utah anyway, it was a good chance to see if rural towns did better
than the large urban areas on D-Day. So after leaving Glenwood
Springs, I turned north on State Highway 13, passing through a town
called Rifle. The 13 took me through rural Colorado till I got to a
town called Meeker. Didn’t find any signs of human life there after a
brief search; then got onto State Highway 64 heading west. Came to
another city called Rangely and looked around there for almost twenty minutes. No luck.
Continued on to the small town of Dinosaur; after deciding to
forego searching there, I got on the U.S. Highway 40 and rode into
Utah. (The name of the city—Dinosaur—was too depressing, since it
made me recall my thoughts at the museum in Chicago about we humans having possibly suffered the same fate as the dinosaurs. Made
me feel I had the word “dinosaur” written on my back.) From there,
drove through various cities such as Vernal and Roosevelt, spending a
bit of time in each but as usual finding nothing.
So far today only one minor incident worth noting: a pretty big
pack in Vernal came after me as I was riding out of town; it was the
first significant one I’ve encountered since the museum in Chicago
and to a lesser extent New York. Having already finished my search
in Vernal, I was in no mood to pick a fight with them, so I just left
them in the dust. A bit depressing to remind myself that not too long
ago they were all probably nice, well-taken-care-of pets. Now it’s like
they’re something out of a killer zombie movie.
I’m now in Duchesne, about to grab a quick bite before heading south on the U.S. 191. When I reach the U.S. 6, I’ll go through
Helper and Price, and then continue south on Highway 10 till I get to
the I-70 again (assuming I find no one before reaching the I-70, which
obviously isn’t a very positive assumption). I hope to get within striking distance of San Diego before dark.
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8:51 P.M.
I’ve stopped for the night in Richfield, Utah. Got here a little
after sunset, around 7:30. Did my usual routine of finding an acceptable motel room, grabbed some provisions from a local mini-mart, and
have settled in.
Below is a summary of my day.
After leaving Duchesne, I headed south on the 191 as planned.
The most impressive part of that segment was the beautiful rock formations at various places along the way—ashen towers of contiguous,
cracked columns that reminded me of Italianate architecture in old
black and white movies. The only clues of previous human existence
were the occasional forsaken vehicles I passed; incredible that even
such an out-of-the-way place wasn’t spared on D-Day. After going
through Price and heading south on the 10, I went through several
small towns, including Huntington, Castle Dale, and Ferron.
Needless to say, sadly I saw no indication at all that the smaller towns and rural areas fared any better than anywhere else. Still, it’s
been fascinating seeing these little towns anyway. What a striking
contrast to the huge metropolitan areas such as Chicago and New
York; they’re like little oases out in the middle of these great expanses. Along the highway in these towns are charming little 1930s-era,
beautifully maintained wood-frame houses, many of which have large
covered front porches. What would’ve it been like growing up there,
living in one of those delightful homes, surrounded by such vast natural beauty? What famous people were born around there?
As I rode today, I felt myself enchanted by the rugged hills
and mountains along the way. Like Sirens calling to my soul, they
drew me. I yearned to go to them, and boldly discover what lies on
the other side; to start hiking and climbing, perhaps to never come
back. A one-way hike to who-knows-where. Also saw many small,
mainly unpaved roads that just go off into the distant horizon. Where
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do they lead? What scenery would I see if I followed them? It’d be so
interesting to explore and find out. Maybe I’ll have the chance to do
so someday—hopefully in a happier, not-too-distant future.
Admittedly, to some extent the allure of these wide-open highlands is due to the temptation to just set up a little shack in the middle
of the desert, and live the rest of my life
alone and isolated; how could I be any
lonelier than I am already? And living out
here’d take me away from many of the
unbearable reminders of my…past life.
Throughout the day, I saw myself
with Aysha, like a mirage; the two of us
alone in the barren, high desert expanses.
Somehow, in the stark solitude that surrounded me, her love resonated even more
powerfully. I felt more than ever my sense
of responsibility to press forward, and her dependence on me to keep
her alive.
We have each other. Together, we won’t be afraid. My love
will protect you, and your love’s the source of my strength. To you I
give my all, forever.
Oct. 8th
2:19 A.M.
Just woke up. An intense lightening storm’s raging. I hope it
doesn’t last all night.
Yesterday, though I rode in sunny weather, at times far away
at the edge of the horizon spectacular columns of lightning pounded
the bare, reddish plains. The downpour from the distant clouds made a
ghostly grey backdrop to the awesome flashes.
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Now as I lie here alone in another forsaken motel room, the
loud rumble of thunder from the nearby lightning shakes these jerrybuilt walls. Judging from the lack of any significant time lag between
the flashes and the subsequent ear-splitting booms, some of the lightening is striking just a few hundred feet from here.
Again, I can envision—and appreciate—what it must’ve been like for our
ancestors, huddled together in the cold
darkness, terrified by the violent roars and
blinding bursts of light. Frightened by the
unknown.
Thunder and lightning—I know
what they are. I don’t need myths to explain them. No reason to be scared. But
given the circumstances, I can’t deny this
eerie, storm-enhanced fear that afflicts me
now.
At this moment, the combination of this thunderstorm and this
horrific past month makes me perceive more than ever that something
awful is stalking me, like a stealthy tiger positioning itself to pounce.
Right outside, circling this motel in the chilling darkness; delightfully
toying with my fear; diabolically savoring every moment of my torment before…
I sense...that my rendezvous with fate is near at hand. The
ghastly truth will soon show itself in all its horror, and my search for
answers, and my very existence, will end.
A true prophesy, or just the ramblings of a scared and lonely
little man?
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12:03 P.M.
I managed to get back to sleep despite the storm, but it made
me wake up later than planned. So after breakfast, I decided to forego
my run until later in the day. Hit the road around 9:30 A.M., after taking a moment to reflect on the fact it’s been exactly one month…
Right now I’m passing through the amazing Zion National
Park. This wasn’t in my original plan—I had intended to beeline it to
Southern California. But after I left Richfield on the I-15, curiosity
got the best of me when I saw the signs for the Park.
All around me are huge, spectacular geological formations—
towering vertical cliffs of tan-colored sandstone, shaped like jagged
castles. The sedimentary cycles over the eons have painted many of
the enormous rock faces with striking horizontal reddish and white
stripes. Coupled with the backdrop of a crystal-clear sky, what a
mind-blowing sight. Almost looks as if a great and mysterious ancient
civilization, or some all-powerful extraterrestrial race, erected these
towers of rock. I feel like they’re hypnotizing me; I could spend
hours, or even days and weeks, just staring at them. Unable to pull
myself away from here right now. California can wait—I want to enjoy this some more today.
8:15 P.M.
Ended up spending the whole day here—am now at a motel in
Springdale, Utah, just on the outskirts of the Park. Had fun today,
even if I was alone as usual. Climbing and hiking, also managed to
get a great run in. The majestic scenery brought joy to my heart, and
made me feel something I haven’t felt much recently: happy to be
alive.
“Think of all the beauty that’s still left in and around you and
be happy!” (Anne Frank)
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As I was exploring and admiring the incredible natural beauty,
I kept humming to myself Bach’s composition, “Sheep May Safely
Graze.” It was the music in the delivery room when I first held Aysha,
right after she was born. Associated the scenery today with that moment. I wish I could’ve brought Aysha here someday, and together we
could’ve explored this and many other places in Utah and around the
world. She would’ve been so thrilled.
Gazing at the Park’s stunning terrain, while feeling the love of
Aysha in my heart, I sensed today I was somehow in touch with a
higher power that once existed, but has now disappeared. God, the
Creator, the force of love and beauty in the universe. The force of
Truth and Knowledge. Gone, but the masterpieces live on—at least
for now.
At one point during the day a beautiful white cloud glided past
in the otherwise clear blue sky, and it made me recall how when I was
a little boy I could sometimes look at clouds and believe I was seeing
the face of God. Exploring Zion today also made me remember a
Sunday afternoon when I was ten years old (shortly before Mom died)
and our father took Charlie and me to hike in the San Gabriel Mountains near L.A. On that day the glorious mountainous terrain made
such an impression on me that I declared —to my father's horror—
that someday I wanted to die there (and the way things are going,
maybe that'll actually come to pass). While I can still appreciate the
splendor of clouds and places like Zion National Park, I know that
now—even in my relative youthfulness—I'll never again feel that
same wondrous enchantment I used to when I saw clouds, nor will I
ever feel so deeply moved by landscapes, as I did when I was a tenyear-old boy. Age just does that to you I suppose. Makes me wonder:
if I live long enough will I someday become just a callous old man,
unable to appreciate or care about the Earth's awe-inspiring beauty?
I’d rather die than to get to that point…
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Anyway, tomorrow morning I’ll resume my journey—should
arrive in San Diego in the early afternoon.
11:46 P.M.
Just got through reading my astronomy book a bit. Am now
standing outside in the motel parking lot, gazing at the stars in the
clear and moonless sky. Their flickering almost makes them appear
alive. With enough imagination it’s possible to picture that they’re
tantalizingly close, like on the order of hundreds (or even merely
tens!) of miles.
Also interesting to imagine what our ancestors must’ve wondered when they saw these mysterious shining objects; I can envision
their lively discussions and outlandish conjectures. Floating, luminous
jewels? Gods? Holes in the night sky? It’s amazing to realize how due
to human progress I’m now able to look at the stars and understand
not only what they are and how they formed, but also the true order of
the huge distances that separate us.
They remind me of my own situation—a faint, glimmering
light alone in a cold, vast darkness, hopelessly separated from other
sources of light.
Right now, as the chill of the night air penetrates my skin, I
feel like the stars are my only friends.
Oct. 9th
10:57 A.M.
I left Springdale almost three hours ago and am now in Las
Vegas. Nothing of particular interest along the way, other than the I15 is starting to become covered with a thin layer of sand in many
places. With no traffic to sweep it off, probably within six months or
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so large areas will become completely covered. This’ll become a
problem, not just in the desert but everywhere. That is, be it because
of dirt, dust, or sand, the streets and highways around the world will
slowly get covered, thus becoming harder to see and find, and in
many places even becoming impassable. This’ll have huge implications for my and other survivors’ ability to conduct long-distance
searches in the future. Even the railroad tracks will suffer the same
fate, especially in desert areas such as this. Hopefully the shifting
sands won’t have yet affected too severely the portion of the I-15
from here to San Diego.
The streets here in Vegas are also dusty now. Of course, this
might be helpful in my search since I can spot signs of human activity, like footprints and tire tracks, if someone’s been here recently.
But I’ve no desire to spend much time here. This city is in its
own way even more dismal than New York.
For one, it depressingly reminds me of my
father —before Mom died I heard he’d
spend time here, often homeless, fueling his
alcoholism with free booze at the gambling
clubs. Second, the glitz of places like
Treasure Island and New York New York
makes the deathly emptiness all the worse,
especially with all the partially fleshcovered skeletons and bones everywhere.
It’s like a macabre amusement park from
the Netherworld. I want to get the hell out
of here right now, but I’ll wager an hour or so of my time to scour this
casino-dense downtown area. Maybe I’ll hit the jackpot.
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6:10 P.M.
I’m in the San Diego area after spending most of the afternoon
riding through the boring desert terrain between Las Vegas and here.
(Needless to say, the search in Vegas was fruitless.) Not even the depressingly bare landscape on my way here could quell my excitement
about getting to the spectacular shores of California. So eager to see
the coast, I decided to postpone my search of the downtown area till
tomorrow, and instead headed straight for the seaside. Just got
through going for a run after spending a little time riding around and
enjoying the natural scenery. I’m now sitting on the sand at Mission
Beach.
As I look out over the coast, I must say this is another lovely
part of the country, which is enhanced by the evening spectacle before
me. The clouds nearest to the setting sun
look like radiant molten steel. A florescent
orange corona surrounds the intensely illuminated golden core, and the belt of
clouds that stretch to the heavens above
me turn from bright pink to a mysteriously
glowing purple. Wow.
The early evening light reflects off
the silky sand, appearing to give it a slightly glowing indigo color. It’s a little weird
to see no signs of recent footprints anywhere. Is this what this beach looked like
many hundreds of years ago when it was in a pristine state and humans first saw it? Is this…the last time human eyes will gaze upon
this scenery?
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9:31 P.M.
I’m in a seaside motel room at Mission Beach, and will go to
bed soon. Bushed again after all that riding today. Tomorrow I’ll
comb this entire area, as always hopeful I’ll find survivors, or at least
some clues that they exist, but at the same time trying to keep my expectations in check.
A few notes before turning in for the night. First, I didn’t run
into any dogs today—neither here nor in Las Vegas, nor anywhere in
between. As in New York, I saw a surprising number of dog carcasses
again with no obvious cause of death. I’m preparing though for the
possibility of encountering some packs tomorrow, especially in the
suburbs, but naturally hope not to.
Second, as I was riding along the shoreline I noticed something strange. A naval base is here, and a few of the Navy’s vessels
have been moved up onto the shore; specifically, one aircraft carrier, and a couple
of huge submarines. It wasn’t obvious how
the vessels managed to get placed there.
Particularly bizarre though, is that the rear
portion of each has been literally disemboweled. Can’t imagine why the Navy
would’ve done such shoddy work to those
ships. And why would they do it on the
shore near a major California city, of all
places? Thought they had special wrecking
yards for those purposes. I'd have thought
too that such an operation would've been
national news, but I’ve no recollection of reports about it before DDay. I’d love to some spend time tomorrow looking into this weird
mystery, but have more important priorities.
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The third observation’s much more general: the number of
cars on the roads around here, and in fact in the other major cities visited on this trip, staggers me. If I find other
survivors and we’re able to pick up recording history again, one of the things we’ll
be able to note is how astoundingly successful the carmakers were in selling the
public—myself included—on the automobile. They peddled it as an indispensable
convenience that existed to improve our
lives, but today after having the perspective of riding past the miles and miles and
miles of cars lining the I-15 and other
roads and streets, I'm starting to wonder if
in reality the opposite had become true: our over-dependence on the
automobile had come to significantly diminish the quality of our lives.
I’m recalling the traffic in Seattle: unbearable. Self-employed
for most of my career, fortunately I worked at home and only occasionally had to venture out onto Seattle’s freeways; but whenever I
did, I dreaded it since they were usually hellishly congested. Clearly
the case here in San Diego too; I can’t even imagine what L.A.
must’ve been like. Actually, in Seattle every year the situation seemed
to worsen—the times when the cars didn’t clog the roads seemed to
be in a state of constant evaporation, like Africa’s Lake Chad.
More than a few of my acquaintances in Seattle would spend
ten hours a week or more stuck in traffic commuting. Getting across
the Lake Washington bridges during rush hour was especially challenging. Since this typical commuting scenario was repeated millions
of times over in all the major metropolitan areas around the country,
the cost in terms of wasted gas, lost time, and pollution must’ve been
staggering. Millions of people frittering away weeks of their lives
every year in a high-stress, costly, polluted, and otherwise unenjoya141
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ble way. What a screwed-up mess of exhaust-belching vehicles,
sprawl and gridlock. Reflecting back now it's almost as if it'd all been
weirdly set up on purpose to force us—in an “all-together-now” sort
of way—into massively squandering resources and fouling the environment. Hardly could've been a positive thing for our society.
A suburb-dwelling friend once told me that going to the market for even a simple shopping trip, like getting milk, was typically at
least a forty-five minute roundtrip. Just getting to the market was no
less than a fifteen-minute drive—and depending on traffic, sometimes
a lot more. Even the simple act of parking was often an ordeal, especially with the law-of-the-jungle competition for the prime parking
spots. All this boneheaded hassle because city planners designed his
neighborhood around the automobile, so the only practical way to get
errands done was by car. In fact, his neighborhood didn’t even have
sidewalks! Talk about discouraging good old-fashioned walking...
What a contrast to the foreign countries I’d lived in or visited,
where the residential neighborhoods had little kiosks or minimarts
with all the basic necessities such as milk, bread, fruit, and the like. A
much better set up for those little shopping trips—out the door and
back in three minutes; not only provided a bit of exercise, it required
no gas money and no parking. Further, the little jaunts to the store offered a good chance for getting to know your neighbors, and you
became friends with the folks who ran the kiosk. It was also less dangerous, if you considered the risk of getting into a car accident on the
way to the store in the U.S.
And now, when contemplating our car-dependent society with
the benefit of hindsight, all I can say is, “What the hell were we thinking?”
The money spent for gas went to support some of the world’s
most terrible regimes. The gas we consumed poisoned the air and
possibly put us on the path to environmental catastrophe. The enormous amount of time that so many people spent stuck in traffic was
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not only stressful, it was downright wasteful—one could’ve accomplished a lot of positive things with ten or more extra hours a week to
dedicate to a hobby, education, or family, instead of being trapped in
a vehicle on a gridlocked freeway. Our car-centric communities isolated us from our neighbors, and only increased the sedentary nature
of our lives. Buying, operating, insuring, and maintaining our cars
was hardly cheap. Far from enhancing freedom, our vehicles seemed
to become, if anything, personal prisons. Did we own the cars, or did
they actually own us?
Not...that it matters now to contemplate such things, obviously. Actually, if I had a choice, I'd do anything to be stuck in a traffic
jam with millions of others right now. I feel like James Stewart’s
character in the movie It’s a Wonderful Life, where he begs to go back
to the life he had, even with all its imperfections.
Oct. 10th
1:07 P.M.
Having lunch down here on the beach near my motel while
basking in these warm California rays. Sitting on a beach chair I got
from the motel. The toasty sand feels good around my feet.
Before sitting down here I spent a
little time walking along the shore. Blows
me away how much disgusting plastic
waste is littering this beach. Mainly plastic bottles and lots of bits and pieces of
Styrofoam scattered everywhere; quite a
few chunks of it too. How many more
billions of tons of plastic and Styrofoam
are floating around in the world’s oceans?
I imagine this crap will be around for
many centuries, probably much longer
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than any of our more positive cultural contributions. Jesus...will future
life forms on this planet see this as our legacy? If so, perhaps they’ll
view our mass die-off as not such a negative thing, sadly… But I can
hardly complain—I used as much plastic as anyone else. I was part of
the problem.
Anyway, a bit earlier as I was taking in views of the sea, I recalled how my father once told me that I was conceived on the beach
near here one night; calculating back from my birthday, that would’ve
been right around this time of year. Will my life soon end here too?
Talk about coming full circle.
Shortly after my father’s death, a relative confided that given
the unexpected pregnancy, my father pressured Mom to... Obviously
she didn’t go through with it, thank goodness. But how would’ve
things been different in this world, besides the obvious, if she’d…
complied with his wishes? Did...the unplanned pregnancy, and my
subsequent birth, cause the deterioration of their marriage? Was it a
factor in my father’s loss of control of his alcoholism?
Dark questions that’ve nagged me ever since finding out how I
came to be.
8:40 P.M.
Spent the entire day combing the San Diego area, including
downtown, the beach areas, and the suburbs. Nothing. I’ve traveled
across the country and back, hitting major cities such as Chicago,
New York, and now San Diego, and have yet to find any evidence at
all that other survivors exist. Goes without saying I’m let down, but
not as much as after New York. Having new, lower expectations is
the only way to keep my disappointment under control, and seems it’s
working. Yippee.
In any event, I’ll never again let myself give up hope as I did
in Colorado. My instincts keep telling me that others are alive—
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somewhere. I imagine some of them are scared and hiding, while others—such as I—are searching. With a little luck, we’ll find each
other.
One strange thing happened early this afternoon. After turning
down a residential street in the suburb of Encanto, I spied a small
pack of coyotes about two blocks in front of me. I thought they’d
scatter as I approached them, instinctively expecting these wild animals to still have a fear of humans, unlike the packs of former pets.
When I got within a block, astonishingly a couple of them came rushing toward me, snarling as if they were demon-dogs that’d just
escaped from the Devil’s dog pound. The rest looked a bit hesitant for
a few moments, then joined in. I killed the two aggressive ones, and
thank god the others then turned tail.
I’ve never known coyotes to act so rabidly; whenever I encountered them before—jogging in wilderness areas, for instance—
they always went out of their way to avoid me. It makes me suspect
that whatever hit us on D-Day did in fact also affect the canines’ behavior. But evidently some dogs, probably a small minority, seem
completely immune—like that little Cocker Spaniel in New York. In
fact, it occurs to me that since D-Day, of all the hundreds of dogs I’ve
seen he’s been incredibly the only one that’s shown friendly behavior.
Among the rest, the degree of affliction varies; some dogs are so far
gone that they don’t even fear my guns, like some of those that rushed
me at Chicago’s Field Museum. Another percentage of them, while
not overtly aggressive, still haven’t gone out of their way to be friendly; they just keep their distance and don’t want to have anything to do
with me—from the vibes I’m getting I doubt they’d take it kindly
were I to approach them.
As previously contemplated, is this how dogs behave in a
world free of human domination? Or, if they’re in fact afflicted by a
D-Day-related behavior-modifying malady, is it killing them off too?
That’d explain the dog carcasses with no obvious cause of death. Also
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raises the question about how they caught it: from something in the
air, water, or...from scavenging on human flesh contaminated by that
which killed us? Maybe it’s analogous to mad cow disease.
Yet another mystery.
Tomorrow, I’ll ride up on the I-5 to L.A. and spend a number
of days searching there. But I must confess, it feels like I’m looking
for needles in a field of haystacks; again, I need to rethink my search
methods. Maybe I can find some searchlights in L.A., and hook them
up to a generator. That’d be visible to anyone within a large section of
the L.A. basin.
11:22 P.M.
After lying down to go to sleep, I started mulling over what I
recalled earlier today: that I was conceived near here, precisely
around this time of year. Just a coincidence? Outlandish thoughts are
occurring to me. Like, am I about to meet an appointed fate at my
place of conception? Was I born with some higher task assigned to
me, and that’s why I survived? Am I soon going to confront the evil
responsible for all this, and in my death, humanity will be restored?
Or will I discover that I’ve some mysterious power that will allow me
to kill the evil? Or…am I the damn evil, the beast, that destroyed the
world, and that’s the revelation awaiting me? Is the bad guy here none
other than me? Maybe that’s why the dogs hate me—they sense the
truth about who, or perhaps what, I really am...
Logic tells me these are just foolish late-night musings
brought on by the usual darkness, silence, and this ever-horrific, incomprehensible situation; that natural, i.e., non-supernatural, reasons
for this hell exist. But I feel the growing conflict inside me, between
my rational side on one hand, and on the other the increasingly irrational man whose explanation of things are tending toward myths
based on fear and dark ignorance. Is this conflict itself the manifesta146
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tion of the evil?
So confused. Too many unknowns, I don’t know what to
think.
I just know I can’t shake this awful, and ever more acute,
premonition. No amount of logic can reason it away.
11:51 P.M.
My astronomy book...
Oct. 11th
2:27 P.M.
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