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 My life now exists from swingset to swingset.  

 I was at my aunt’s house when the world ended. It happened so quick nobody 

noticed at first. I don’t know what caused it, perhaps it’s best for the story if I don’t. One 

minute I was clapping with my little cousin, the next minute there were zombies 

everywhere. 

 My cousin Jason has Down syndrome and Autism. I don’t normally approve of 

direct characterization, but these things don’t actually define Jason so I figure I can get 

away with it since it’s important. I watch him on Sundays. The world ended on a Sunday. 

 His mom and dad took his brother, James, to the mall to get a haircut. I 

volunteered to stay home with Jason, because he was having a good day and we didn’t 

feel like pushing it.  

 It happened really quickly. I suppose the dead must have risen. It’s the only way 

there could have been so many of them. I mean an epidemic can spread quickly, but there 

can’t possibly have been that many people infected so rapidly. If that’s true, then I’ve got 

no hope.  

 I was too wrapped up in Jason business to notice at first. I was spinning him 

around in circles when I started seeing people out of the window walking funny. Zombies 

are such a big thing now. They do those walks in Boston, and The Walking Dead is huge. 

 I didn’t think anything of it at first.   

 When I started to see people wandering into Jason’s yard, I decided to at least see 

what was going on. Jason was mad when I switched from his Baby Einstein video to the 

news and he kept trying to turn off the TV on me. The news was not comforting. Cut off 

the head or destroy the brain, so to speak. 

 I’ve watched zombie movies so I wasn’t completely unprepared. I locked all the 

doors, grabbed Jason and some toys, and waited for my aunt, fighting the urge to take 

Jason and find my parents. I called my house, but nobody picked up. My mom likes to go 

out to brunch. I think about that a lot.  

 The house should have been safe, but it was not my house. I was too focused on 

Jason, and I made a mistake. Jason’s room is upstairs, he spends most of his time 

upstairs. I forgot that an entire wall downstairs was a sliding screen. While Jason and I 

played with light up toys in his dark room, the zombies just piled up against the screen. 

 I heard the shattering of glass over Jason’s low droning and panicked. I have 

never been a man of action. Adrenaline kicked in, but had I been alone it wouldn’t have 

been enough. Jason made what I did, and everything I’ve done, possible. I saw his sly 

grin as he tried to rub my hair across his chin. This was not going to be the last time I 

would see that grin.  

 I picked him up and grabbed the first toy I could reach to keep him distracted. I 

knew in the back of my head that I’d have a little bit of time before the monsters 

stumbled their way upstairs, so I’d have to be smart. I grabbed a plastic bag, and filled it 

with bread, Pediasure, water and diapers before slinging it over my shoulder. I also 

grabbed a poker from the fire place. It seemed like the best option. I left a note for my 

Aunt. I hope she finds it. 

 The groans coming from downstairs were getting louder. I made a decision.  



 I kicked open the front door, knocking one zombie off the porch and drawing the 

others’ attention to my cousin and me. I lashed out violently with the poker struggling to 

keep Jason from squirming out of my arms. He was angry. He doesn’t like crowds, and 

we were in the middle of a swarm. He started hitting me and crying, while I did my best 

to make a path down the front stairs.  

 I was weak and the poker flew out of my hands. I didn’t have time to feel like 

everything was over. Jason was crying inches from my ear, and he started trying to get 

out my arms and into those of a zombie. His weight shifted in my arms, and time slowed 

down. I ripped his toy from his grasp, and smashed the zombie Jason was going for. I just 

charged down the stairs blindly. It was narrow enough that zombies pushed against each 

other and just tumbled out of our path. The toy was in pieces by the bottom of the stairs, 

but Jason still hadn’t been bitten. I ran for the poker, and I could see that Jason’s cries 

were bringing the zombies back out from downstairs. I ran.  

 Jason was heavy in my arms. He’s light for a ten year old, but that’s still heavy. I 

couldn’t put him down though because he’d run for the swingset, and I couldn’t grab his 

stroller because it was surrounded by the undead. My car was surrounded too. I could still 

have gotten into it, I’m sure, but I didn’t have a car seat, and I trusted Jason more with the 

Zombie apocalypse than I trusted him to stay in a seat belt.  

 When we got far enough from the temptation of the swing set, I let Jason down. 

He had stopped crying, but he was still mad at me. He started walking away swatting at 

me whenever I got close. Eventually I was able to get close enough to give him a hug. 

We were still alive.  

 

 

 That was two weeks ago. We’ve been walking for two weeks, stopping at every 

playground. I bounce back and forth from pushing him on the swings and killing the 

zombies that his laughter attracts. I’m glad it was zombies that ended the world. You 

don’t have to feel bad about killing zombies. 

 Still, there’s a sound the human skull makes when it cracks that stays with you.  

 I never sleep anymore. Jason barely sleeps, and when he does I watch over him. 

My mind wanders without Jason there to keep it occupied. I think of a girl I used to like. I 

never told her. I tried to call her but she never picked up. I hope she’s mad at me. That 

seems like a better alternative.  

 When he wakes up, the day begins again. More walking, more swinging. 

Sometimes we meet other survivors. When we’re lucky we find camps. They spring up 

ever so often. The people are generally kind and welcoming. Everyone shares food, and 

conversations and it helps to forget. The world hasn’t been over long enough for us to 

discover that the real monster was mankind all along. 

 The other people are always nice, but we keep walking when morning comes. 

They never say anything, but Jason makes them uneasy. I understand. He can’t help out 

around the campsite, he needs constant attention, and it’s only a matter of time before the 

noises he makes attract zombies. I understand this. I get that Jason isn’t practical. But he 

offers much more than practical help. He is a rock, an autistic obelisk. Society’s crumble 

but Jason remains the same. He is life. Everything he feels, he feels with maximum 

intensity. When he laughs, his uncontrollable belly rumbling laugh fills him completely 

with joys untold. When he cries, his tears come from the very pits of despair. His routine 



and his needs are set in iron, and a whole swarm of zombies could not prevent him from 

making sure that every toilet seat he confronts is put down. 

 He is special. He is innocent. He is untouched by the evil around him. He gives 

me something to live for. I will clap my hands for him until I have no hands to clap with. 

I will tickle him until he cannot move from laughing. I will spend my every waking 

minute protecting him. If he dies, I die. He is my life now. My life exists from swingset 

to swinget.  


