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   The first rays of sunlight broke the eastern horizon and gave just enough light for Kuari to set his sights on his next target. He could remember doing this same thing a few years ago but for an entirely different reason. Now, it was just survival. It was the last war because of those damn scientists who released their deadly virus into the masses. This morning, he was laying atop the roof of the old grocery store, picking off targets as they crossed his field of vision. The contamination was spreading like wildfire. He slowly placed his finger on the trigger and began applying pressure. Taking a deep breath to calm himself, he released the air and pressed firmly on the trigger. Boom! His m40 sniper rifle cracked and his aim was true, striking the target dead center in the middle of its forehead. He chambered another round immediately as he waited for the next undead to emerge from the empty shell of some long dead business across the street. 
   He was supposed to be watching the east side to make sure there weren't any zombies near the old warehouse that they used as a base of operations. It was the only safe place to go to get away from all of the undead in the area. Kuari just got tired of standing around or in this case, laying around on roof tops and not doing something to stop the undead swarms from overtaking this town that he called home. There just wasn’t enough movement down by the warehouse to keep his mind off of recent events. His best friend Mikal, and his Sergeant was lost on a mission to the outer regions beyond the swamp to another warehouse to bring back food and water. His thoughts were often drawn to the north end of town, where there is a travel station set up to take people across long distances at speed.
   Deep in thought, he didn’t even hear Specialist Gail walk out onto the roof behind him. “Aren’t you supposed to be watching the warehouse?” She asked, startling him out of his revelry.
“Damn, I must be losing it if I didn’t hear you coming up the stairs.” He said in way of an answer. Trying to act nonchalant, he shrugged and peered through the scope of his rifle but not before she saw the pain in his eyes.
“I don’t think he’s coming back.” She said gently as she began to reach out to touch his shoulder. He winced, sensing the movement and she immediately drew back her hand, apologizing in the process.
“You know Gail. You don’t have to apologize for everything.” He said following it with a deep sigh. The two of them had this conversation often enough lately.
“Well, I wasn’t... I mean... Damn it Kuari!” She exclaimed in exasperation. “This is what we do. We kill those fucking things out there. Those are all people we once knew. People we all loved and cared about. And yet, we still have to ask ourselves how many of our friends and family we have had to put down.” She spun away from him and moved to the edge of the roof some distance away.
“We were a team once.” He said just loud enough for her to hear him but not loud enough to attract attention. 
“What did you say?” She asked, knowing damn well she heard what he said.
“I said we were a team once.” He said angrily as he turned to face her with his hands clenched tight into fists. “There was Triple Six, who when he first joined up was a crazy ass bastard with his AK47 and Styr Aug. There’s Kratos and when Triple Six joined, I thought that guy was crazy but Kratos?” He asked while shaking his head. “That fucker will run into a swarm and come out unscathed, the whole time grinning like a maniac. “Then there’s Guitar Guy and I don’t even think any of us know his actual real name anymore. He’s just Guitar Guy. Hell! I don’t think he even knows what his name is, after he came back from...” He said with a growl as he couldn’t finish the thought. “He is supposed to be the one to keep our morale up and when he stumbled into the warehouse a week after leaving with Mikal to get us some food; with a pistol in one hand and his guitar in the other, which means, he gave up his Flamethrower to keep that damn guitar. Whatever he saw out there, or whatever he went through to get back to base, he isn’t being very clear about and to be honest, I don’t think I really want to know. To top it all off, we have Teamaker.” He actually had to laugh when thinking of Teamaker, not because he made great tea for us or because his name was funny but because the guy had an uncanny ability to make Molotov cocktails out of things that would normally be found in a janitorial closet. And don’t get me started on you.” He said before she interrupted him.
“What about me?” She asked, glaring at him as she was both embarrassed and intrigued to know what he thought.
“Well Gail, you are one of the best soldiers we have on our team but your lack of confidence is just, overwhelming sometimes and your self-esteem sucks.” He said as he fiddled with his rifle scope, pretending to be doing something other than looking into her accusing eyes. “It’s been three days and I just can’t let him go.” 
“I know.” She said as they both grew silent and turned inwards to their thoughts. Just then, Kuari caught movement out of the corner of his eye. Picking up his sniper rifle he walked across the roof in a daze. There were a couple of people exiting the travel station, coming from the swamps. It wasn’t that there were actual people coming from there. There were always small groups but it was the tiniest of glint off of something metal that caught his eye.
“What’s wrong?” Gail asked as she followed him across the roof. He began setting up his rifle and checking to see if the wind had picked up any because he suddenly felt cold inside. He then put his eye to the scope and focused in on the crowd. There were several people in a military style uniform but none of them looked the worse for wear. Again, he scanned the people below and right when he was about to give up searching. There was another man standing by the entrance point with an old Thompson slung over one shoulder. The man was completely covered from head to toe with mud, blood and other such bodily fluids. 
   Kuari took a step back from his scope. He had a feeling, unlike the other members of his team, that Mikal would return but he didn’t imagine it would ever be like this. Turning away from his favorite sniper rifle he faced Specialist Gail with his jaw hanging in complete and utter shock. His knees felt weak and he dropped to the ground and covered his face with his hands. Gail, not knowing what to do, walked over and pressed her eye to the scoped rifle.
“It’s him.” She said in a low whisper. When she turned back around though, Kuari was almost to the door of the stairs that would take him below. As he reached the door, he picked up his AK47 that he left leaning up against the wall, cocked a round into the chamber and went through the door. Yelling back over his shoulder, he asked if Gail would grab his rifle. With a sigh and a smile at their friend’s return, she packed up the gun in its case and slung it over her own shoulder before following the hopeful soldier that made his stride with no sense of stopping.
   Kuari ran as if he was pursued by the devil himself. The Kai Mart was quiet for a change. Although he could hear a couple of zombies wandering around in the produce section. Instead of killing them and putting them out of their misery; he just passed them by and made his way to the back door. He hit the door at a run and the doors crashed open, which is a common newbie mistake, and found himself in a swarm of the undead. He was glad he had chambered a round before coming down the stairs and with new determination he just started aiming and pulling the trigger. Being a professional sniper has its perks. Kuari very rarely missed his shots. Never with his sniper rifle but rarely with his AK-47. A few minutes later, he looked over to see Specialist Gail on his right, Kratos off to his left, Triple Six literally had his Six and the explosions from Teamaker and his homemade bombs were going off somewhere nearby as well. He was surrounded by his team. Well, all except for Guitar guy. As soon as the thought crossed his mind, a bunch of zombies caught fire out in front of him.
“Where in the hell did that bastard find another flamethrower?” He thought with a grin as his team rose up to the occasion to welcome home their Sergeant. Before he knew it, there weren’t any zombies left to kill and the six of them converged out in the open and made their way towards the travel station. 
   He stood there noticing all of his team mates surrounding him and keeping guard but he just had no words. His trials over the last few days as he ran out of ammunition and had to hide in the swamps from the hordes of the undead was daunting. He knew he was covered in mud, shit and blood but he just couldn’t muster up the energy to even care at that moment. He was just glad to be back and around all of his friends. In the quiet of the moment, the seven of them made their way towards their base of operations. Knowing he had a story to tell, his team gave him some privacy as he got himself cleaned up but he found them all waiting in the Mess Hall. They were surrounded by weapons and all manner of gear but for now, the zombies could wait as he joined them and began his tale.
