The Great Wave
A History

By Jason Ferrell

Introduction


The key in understanding the war with the undead lies not in the manner in which it was fought or won; instead, it lies in understanding the complexity war’s nature.  This is certainly not the first publication to discuss the event known as the Great Wave and its aftermath, nor will it be the last.  But even these already-written histories make a categorical mistake in their assumptions about the war’s outcome.  According to all of them, the Great Wave reduced the world’s population by as much as four to five billion people.  That is blatantly untrue.  Although we do not like to think of it in this way, the four or five billion people merely shifted into a new and terrifying demographic.


It is hard even for me to imagine, and I was born into the very heart of the conflict.  This war was the first in human history where our side suffered very few actual casualties.  How could they be counted fatalities, when only hours or days later we would see those same men and women clawing mindlessly at the barricades, screaming for our flesh?  Those that fell merely changed sides.  The war saw no casualties, only converts.  It was something that Kyle Lancaster and my father, John Ferrell, eventually came to understand.

As I said before, this book is not the first attempt at writing a history of the Great Wave.  Upon its completion it will undoubtedly be the most comprehensive.  I will admit, most of the contents of these pages is supposition and hearsay; so much information was lost over the course of the war that it may be impossible to ever know exactly how or why it happened.  But there are enough clues to grant me the foundation for hypothesis.  Perhaps some understanding can be found in these pages: the publications, the remaining computer files, and, most importantly, the journals of both my father and Kyle Lancaster, eventual leaders of the Kansas City resistance.  Maybe we can learn enough to prevent something like this from happening again.  History, after all, is doomed to repeat itself.

Jason Ferrell

August 17, 2087

Chapter One:

Before the Wave

July 2009-August (?) 2012

I remain thoroughly convinced that none of us, despite our fervent attempts, will ever discover how the undead virus was created.  No search has ever yielded so much as a whisper of evidence to any government, organization, corporation, or individual.  As such, I will avoid any undue speculation and focus less on why the infection happened and more on how.


First evidence of the virus appears as early as July of 2009, in northern India.  This is surprising, considering that the Great Wave would not happen for another three years.  However, minor stories from the region suggest that the initial spread of the virus did occur at this time.  Tiny villages reported sightings of the walking dead, of slain cattle, of attacks on various individuals.  These were given almost no consideration by the media and none by the Indian government.  The region was notorious for a growing cult, which served to reduce the reputability of such wild claims.  Why the infection started here is anyone’s guess, but I have some theories as to why the virus was so slow in spreading from the site of its initial appearance.

First of all, the villages listed were extremely isolated and located right on the foot of the Himalayan Mountains.  Zombies (and do not balk at that Hollywood word; we have all accepted and admitted to their name since the war began) are migratory: it is very likely that many of them moved north, into the mountains.  There they would have dispersed and gotten lost, confused and disoriented in the treacherous peaks.  For all I know, there are still some stragglers trapped in avalanches on the slopes of Everest.  The undead eventually found most of the villages within the mountain range, and I do not doubt that the disappearance of many mountain climbing parties was mistakenly blamed on snow storms and avalanches that never existed.  I do not have evidence to verify that particular theory, but what evidence would there be?  ‘Climbers Missing?’  ‘All Contact Lost With Remote Himalayan Village?’  There would be no red flags raised for such unimportant events.  Unfortunately for the world, once the undead found their way out of the mountains, they left in slightly greater force.


Now, as for the reason why the undead did not move south.  I think that the villages near the initial site of contamination may have been responsible for that.  Undoubtedly they would have begun barricading their homes from the moment they realized what was happening, hoping to protect themselves against what they must have seen as devils.  And zombies are very weak after they wear their muscles down, meaning that these defenses would have been successful.  At the same time, I wonder if the villages did not attempt to please these ‘demons’ with animal sacrifices and offerings.  The undead will eat animal flesh if they can get it, even if the virus does not transfer to non-humans.  It is likely that those who did not move north tended to stay near the villages as a steady food source for as much as a year or more, but again, this stemming of the tide was only delaying the inevitable.

How quickly did the infection spread?  Well, one of my contacts in what had been Russia and its surrounding countries finally managed to repair a large radio transmitter and communicate more effectively with some of our contacts on the West Coast, who were kind enough to relay our conversations back and forth.  This ‘comrade’ was recently doing a house-by-house sweep when he found a man’s corpse frozen next to his fireplace.  The man had attempted to keep warm by stuffing newspaper into his coat, a tactic that had obviously eventually failed to keep the frigid temperatures at bay.  Some of the newspapers, however, survived.  An older article was found by pure luck, and although it is smudged or faded in places, the translation reads as follows:
“[The title and author are illegible].  December 20, 2010.  Local authorities are still investigating the attacks on and disappearance of dozens of citizens from the surrounding area.  This string of violent attacks…” [The article is mostly illegible after that, though my contact said that some phrases, like disease and precautionary measures, stuck out].


December 2010.  The virus had reached what was roughly northern Kazakhstan or southern Russia by that time.  It had probably moved east into Burma and Vietnam, becoming another ghost story in the jungle.  The virus had also undoubtedly reached China months before the Russian article was printed, but the government either ignored the rural unrest or chose to cover it up.  Some have used this as a reason for blaming China as the culprit of the virus’ origin, but I reserve judgment.  Even if they did create it, they have paid for it with the fall of every major, high-population-density city to the undead.  Indeed, even now the European, Middle Eastern, and Russian forces combined have years of combat ahead of them in the far east: door to door, room to room, purging the undead that had been trapped between inside and outside like a bug between panes of glass.

More important than either the Russian or Chinese infection is the bizarre quirk in infection that the virus took in the middle of 2010.  The virus, which was being recognized in more southern Indian villages and was now encroaching on the Middle East, suddenly leapfrogged to Venice, Italy.  I have a friend in Venice, and though a thick language barrier makes our conversation labored, I was able to procure an interesting story from what I gather to be a local newspaper’s recovered computer archive.  It is a tiny snippet about police calling off the search of one of the sections of canal that was started when a young child claimed to have seen bodies in the water.  This makes me think that the canals of Venice became a chance highway for the undead, and it is a hypothesis that makes sense.  The undead would certainly lack enough coordination to fall into the water, and they certainly wouldn’t possess enough to simply climb back out again.  Once again, the spread of infection was slowed locally by chance.


From 2010 through 2011, there is little regarding the virus in any major publication.  It is only minor stories of violence and kidnappings, mostly in the more densely populated European cities.  They may be stupid, but the undead unknowingly took advantage of opportunities around them.  The catacombs of Rome became their hiding places, the alleys of Paris their feeding ground.  The big cities blamed their actions on local gangs, the rise of violent crime, and (if they got closer to the truth) drug use or the homeless.  Ironically there were probably very few living homeless left in the cities by this point.  When the dam reached its breaking point, it was much too late for the Europeans governments to even remotely understand what was happening.

In May of 2012, the Wave broke free.  The undead population gained the numbers, perhaps even the boldness, to attack everyone within sight.  The number of infected spiked with terrifying speed within days; governments scrambled to organize military might, withdraw troops, implement their plans for what many thought originally to be a terrorist-engineered bioweapon attack.  But at some point in the fall a plane left London Heathrow Airport and arrived in the United States, stopping over at JFK International in New York on its way to California.  And the rest, as they say, is history.

Chapter Two:

The Great Wave

August 2012

From the Chicago Sun Tribune:

EPIDEMIC GRIPS CHICAGO

The explosion of violent crime in the metropolitan and surrounding areas has overwhelmed both local police and medical resources.  Mayor Richard Daley has issued a mandatory curfew for all citizens, stressing that people should “remain in their homes”.  “Panic,” the mayor said at a press conference last night, “will only lead to more destruction.”  That same press conference was cut short when a number of suspects attacked the crowd gathered outside.

The source of the violence appears to be some kind of infectious agent.  There remains no word whether it is airborne, waterborne, or spread through contact.  Current information and observations appear to confirm the latter.  Affected individuals display highly aggressive behavior to all non-infected individuals they come across. For this reason, it is strongly suggested that you do not attempt to communicate with these individuals or approach them for any reason.  There are reports that the infected partake in cannibalism, although that remains unconfirmed by local authorities.
It was one of the last articles that the Tribune ever printed.  Similar headlines appeared across the nation; ‘Quarantine’ in Los Angeles, ‘New Disease Spreads Terror’ in Boston.  Like a match being lit and extinguished by a breath of wind, these stories flared up and were suddenly silenced.  There was no longer any way to print them, or any people to write or read them.
The government tried to cope with the situation, but it was too little too late.  The National Guard had already been compromised, as had most local fire and police departments.  Generals sent furious calls to withdraw troops from the Middle East, only to realize that there was nobody left to answer.

The rest of the world reeled from the explosive power of the Wave.  African dictators furiously blamed rival nations for attacks on their soil, only to realize that they had just stepped onto a world stage much greater than themselves.  The northern half of India was now a dead zone in every sense of the word.  China bombed a black scar around Beijing in an effort to halt the advance of the virus, only to realize that the city was already rotting from the inside.  The population centers of Europe were silent.  The great cities of America managed a brief gasp of air before being plunged into the midst of the storm.

The following is from the journal of Kyle Lancaster, former leader of the KCN defense group and founder of the city-state of Kansas City.  This entry, the first in a long series of memoirs and random notes, was written almost a full year after the infection hit Kansas City on August 12, 2012.  These first few entries, most of them written in one sitting, show Lancaster’s insistence on starting ‘from the top.’

‘August 2, 2013.  I convinced John that we should begin recording our daily thoughts and activities, citing the importance of educating future generations.  I am sure that he and I know better, of course.  This is just another bag of sand against the rising flood that threatens to consume us all, another measure of defense against losing our minds to the immensity and horror of the task at hand.

I should start from the beginning.  Or, as actors might say, ‘from the top’.  The Wave.  The name that we all have given it: myself, John, our group, even KCMet, KCP, and the others have agreed on it.  We don’t know how it started, or where it came from originally.  It radiated from outward from airports and bus stations, and beyond that—nothing.  Whether it was European, Asian, African…we simply don’t know.  Hell, it could be extra-terrestrial.  We’ll probably never figure it out.
That first day…I mean, what can you say about it?  Anyone who experienced one knows what I mean, and anyone who doesn’t cannot possibly understand.  If you are in the latter category, I suppose it is my job to inform you, then.

It was three-fifteen in the afternoon.  I remember that perfectly, like people from my parents’ generation remembering where they were on the precise moment Kennedy was shot.  For a few years afterwards some of our people would still twitch at some random moment, and when we asked what was wrong they’d tell us “that was when it started for me.”  We’d understand.  Maybe you were just trying to buy some groceries, like me.  Maybe you were sitting at home and you hear someone scream.  Or your child comes downstairs and tries to kill you.
I was going shopping.  Eggs, a gallon of milk, some shaving cream—ordinary stuff back then, some of the stuff I haven’t seen for a while now.  Isn’t it funny?  I haven’t had an actual egg or gallon of milk for some time now, but I have more shaving cream than I know what to do with.  The curse of expiration dates, I guess.

It was August 12.  There had been some thunderstorms earlier that week, but they had moved on and let the sun dry up everything fairly quickly.  I got out of my car (I can’t even remember what it was called anymore; that’s how detached I sometimes feel from my old life) for the last time in the parking lot.

I should stop and describe the area, seeing as how it is a place of some importance for more than just this small (but considerable) event.  The store was called Hy-Vee, a popular chain in the Midwest.  It was small compared to a behemoth like Wal-Mart or something like that, but in all honesty it was fair-sized, with about twenty aisles and a liquor department stuck on the far end.  It faced Barry Road, which in that area well north of Kansas City acted more or less as the main road for just about anywhere you wanted to go.
Facing away from the store and towards that road, there was another building that had been a restaurant that had closed a few years before and had simply never been reused.  Left of the store and parking lot was another road, and beyond it a few real estate offices, a dental office, and a bank.  To the right of the store was a slope that led to more of these kind of establishments.  Behind the store, and spreading out through that entire area, were a number of subdivisions, what we would later refer to as Surburban Hellholes.
