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Аннотация
When there is nothing left to eat, the starving begin to eat the rich.

First came the crash.
Then the depression.
Then the food shortages.
Then there were the tent cities.
Finally came the madness.

�Austerity� is a controversial zombie short story told as an �oral history� of the fall of civilization.
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Officer Jacob Reid, NYPD
The day the city of New York allowed the protestor to permanently stay inside Central Park was the day I moved my family out of the city. It was the day we lost. You could control and corral 10,000 or 100,000 protestors if you control the perimeter of any area. But Central Park?! You are looking at over 1/3 the surface area of Manhattan. Even if we took every NYPD and National Guard vehicle and surround the park, the people would be able to burrow in. They could start multiple cities within that park. Those 30,000 people became 100,000 people within a week. I remember when I saw all the �For Sale� signs around the co-ops around the park go up. Property prices started to collapse. When I saw millionaires simply abandoning their park view apartments, I knew it was all over.
FBI Agent (NAME REDACTED), Undercover Agent, Occupy Central Park
The park organized with the kind of speed and efficiency that shocked all of us. Within five days being granted permanent residency, they had an extensive network of food, heating and medical supplies. The park�s population grow exponentially. It became harder and harder to gather intelligence because there was no central leadership. It was as though the protestors where like a human bee colony. Except there was no Queen. Nevertheless, the food and the supplies kept coming��even after the food riots broke out in other parts of the city. We don�t know how they did it at first. Hundreds of pounds of bread, sugar, even meat came in every day. Even back at the FBI office in Manhattan, the food rations where not as plentiful as what was available at the park. That was one of the major reasons we ultimately launch the operation to stop the food supply. It had nothing to do with safety. It was jealousy. They were getting fed well. Law Enforcement agencies and high government officials thought they could simply divert the food supplies back to themselves. Boy, did we fuck that up.
Jamel Washington, Inwood Resident and Occupy Central Park Survivor
I support what OCP (Occupy Central Park) was doing. But I didn�t join �cause I just felt that they would get fucked up by the police pretty quick. But they just kept growing and growing. I would check out what was going and the place became a city. I still didn�t join. Then I lost my job at the Bus Depot. Supermarkets started to run out of food. I got my ENC (Emergency Nutritional Card) and waiting in that fucking line. Always waited in line to find out they ran out of food early. The rich people got all the food they want. The police department got feed. Motherfucking politicians got fed. I ain�t gonna lie to you. I did steal rations from other people. I had to. But that started getting dangerous people, you know, started carrying Glocks and shit out in the open. Police started looking the other way. Then I heard that the folks at OCP has food. So I joined the protest. I go in there and the first thing I smell is fucking beef! I couldn�t get to the center of the park fast enough. They had all the fucking food I could eat. Bread, burgers, ribs, chicken. They had cake! No lie. I volunteered to help cook breakfast because I could eat while I cook! I became a believer. Life was actually pretty good. Then the fucking assault on the park. And all the shit.
Gerald Kirpatrick, Former Deputy New York City Mayor
I will say this until the day I die, the decision to go into the Park was out of the hands of the Mayor�s office. It was out of the hands of the Governor�s office. This was either a decision on the Federal Government level or the military level. We were barely holding on to law and order in the city. And we knew that if the park fell, the entire city would collapse. We had law enforcement officers abandoning their post. The rich and the wealthy had fled the city. The only people left were the poor and the hungry.
Selina Pena, Reporter, New York News 2
I was ready to do a live report at 3AM, Eastern Standard Time. That was usually the quietest hour of the day at the Park. Everyone slept. Even the National Guard seemed to operate at less than full capability at that hour. As I began my live report, I heard the Blackhawks. Actually, let me clarify that. I felt the Blackhawks. You could not hear the blades but you can feel the wind stirring in the air. I look up and there were about a dozen of them visible against the moonlight. You could see the commandos repelling from the choppers. Then we heard a rumble. The U.S. Army half tracks came in. I swear it appeared that the National Guard didn�t even know what was going on. After that, we lost our feed and the concussion grenades went off. Me and my cameraman, Nick, were instantly knocked to the ground. I knew then, that this was not the end of the occupation, but the beginning of something else. The beginning of a war on the people inside the park.
James Gagaun, Occupy Central Park Survivor
The concussion grenades woke me up. I was prepared for a �clearing out� or an attack. I knew that if I had a weapon, I would instantly be killed. My goal was to make sure that the law enforcement folks didn�t kill me or start a massacre in the Park. I did what I thought was the best thing to do and simply kneel and hold my hands up in the air.
I look up and see the commandos repelling from the Blackhawks. Right then, I knew this wasn�t law enforcement or SWAT. The last time I checked, SWAT doesn�t have Blackhawks. They sent the fucking military on us! The commandos seemed to know exactly where they were going. It�s then I stood up to get a better look at the situation.
I ran over towards the center of the Park and saw the commandos go after our kitchen. They seized out cooking supplies and formed a circle around it. I was, �Are you serious? This is all about our food?!� I started to laugh at first. Then the realization hit me. Holy fuck! They don�t need to clear us out. They are going to starve us. Immediately, I got really scared. I wanted to talk to these guys. But they wore masked and had weapons pointed in every direction. I knew there was no talking to them. They were just simply, �Following orders.�
FBI Agent (NAME REDACTED), Undercover Agent, Occupy Central Park
The whole fucking night too me by surprised. We were never told of a military operation at the Park. Seizing and stopping the black market food supply was not something we wanted to do. Yes, stopping the food supply was popular rhetoric for the politicians. However, we knew that once you took away the food, the situation in the park would deteriorate immediately. And, at that point, all bets are off the table.
Gerald Kirpatrick, Former Deputy New York City Mayor
It was a gigantic clusterfuck. No one told us about the operation. We were getting reports that the National Guard and the U.S. Army Rangers had exchanged fire at one point. There was no real order the Mayor could give to the Chief of Police, on the situation besides to maintain order outside of the park perimeter.
It was only about five hours later that the Mayor had a conversation with the Secretary of Defense about the removal of the food supply. The Mayor was irate. He knew right then that Washington had backed him into an unwinnable situation. Washington had no idea how big the population had gotten at the park. Estimates were putting the occupation at one to two million people. You simply could not �get everyone out� safely. And if the Mayor even tried send food into the park, that would only piss off the other residence in the city and give them reason to occupy the park. Not to mention that our public safety officers barely had enough food supply for themselves and almost nothing for their family. We basically had to sit there are simply wait to see what would happen.
Lt. Col. Greg Hennings, U.S. National Guard
When the sun rose, word spread quickly about the commando operation. We started to see a sprinkling of disbursement of people. We all started to feel as though this would be the beginning of the end. We estimated that about 10% of the park had left by noon.
At around 16 hundred hours, the City of New York arrived with food supplies as an �enticement� for people who would vacate the area. A few thousand more left the park. However, by the evening, the disbursement has stopped. That�s when my heart began to sank. About 1.4 million people are going to take their chances, in the park, with no food.
James Delgado, Occupy Central Park Survivor
By the afternoon, we started hunting anything that moved, squirrels, pigeons, rats, even fish out of the reservoir. We had to ration out everything very thin. Only women and children ate. Men started eating the leaves off of the trees. We were like locusts. By the third day after our food was taken, we ate everything that could be eating, in the that park. Many people were starting to get sick due to eating diseased plants or animals. By the fourth day, I started to see some desperation.
FBI Agent (NAME REDACTED), Undercover Agent, Occupy Central Park
I had to make a decision here. I could come and go as I please. However, if I showed any evidence, that I ate anything, my cover would have been blown. I would have been in the middle of the park with a million potential hostiles. I had a 9 millimeter but that wouldn�t have gotten me out of the park.
I went for six days without eating solid food. Instead, I started ingesting supplements to ensure that body would not deteriorate to an unhealthy level. However, I started to see women and children starve. Some of the older people, in the park, were beginning to have a serious downturn in their health. By the seventh day, I voluntarily blew my cover.
I was surprised that no one expressed anger or disallusion when they found out my true identity. Instead, they seemed to trust me more. They knew we were all in the same boat. That�s when I started to sneak in and share my meager food supply allotment with three other people. It was at that point, that I started to spiritually side with the occupiers at the park.
Jamel Washington, Inwood Resident and Occupy Central Park Survivor
We all started to starve a week after the food went away. You started to see people lose lots of weight. Everyone in the park started to get skinny. The kids really started to look bad. The city promised that they would feed the kids but they couldn�t feed the parents. So you had moms and dads make this decision. Do they give up their kids to the city so the kids could eat. Or do they keep the kids and watch them starve. Some gave up their kids. Others didn�t trust the government with their young. That�s when I started to lose my mind. Shit just didn�t make sense anymore. I prayed for God to come down and straighten this shit out.
Lisa Dolan, Occupy Central Park Survivor
I started to hallucinate. I had not eaten in four days. I would see these humanoid forms in front of me. I would hear voices in my head. And I would shake. I had never felt this level of hunger and desperation in my life. I kept saying, �Let me out. Let me out.� I wandered around the park for an entire day looking for a way out.
By the early evening, someone had escorted by to the outskirts of the park. I collapsed and a National Guardsmen placed me on a stretcher. They lied me down next to another woman. There were 35 of us. All women. We were all mumbling. The Guardsmen gave us water and an IV feed of nutrients. After an hour or so, I asked someone, �Where are the men?� One of the women answered, �They don�t have enough supplies for them.� I am only alive today because I was a woman. The men were left to fend for their own.
James Gagaun, Occupy Central Park Survivor
I was so hungry that I started eating the dirt. I didn�t even know where I was anymore. I started seeing things at night. It look like there were ghosts among the trees. Then on, day nine after we lost our food, I went crazy. I started running through the trees. I just kept running and running. I finally emerged from the park where a National Guardsmen shot me with a rubber bullet. Because they shot me, they had to take me to a medical tent. I got an IV. I got water. I was never so happy to have been shot in my life.
Sgt. Casey McDonald, U.S. National Guard
We started to see these dangerously skinny people emerging from the Park. It shook me. Whenever we saw a woman or a child, we would give them our food and out water. We couldn�t do that to the men. We simply needed to feed ourselves. But I never saw such starvation in the flesh. It looked like something out of the Holocaust films you see in the History Channel. I really wondered if I would be persecuted for War Crimes when this was over. I did know that God was going to punish all of us.
Frank Nermod, Reporter Associated Press
The condition of the people emerging from the park was horrific. It was something I thought I would never see on American soil. We were all hungry. We all had on loose clothes. But these people are on the edge of death. It scared me because I felt that this was going to be my fate within a few weeks. If you were not rich, if you were not connected, you were not eating well. And if you were in that park, we were not eating at all.
Don Utley, Occupy Central Park Survivor
By the ninth day, people began to drop dead. We would take the bodies and try our best to bury them. But we were all too weak. The bodies started to rot and smell. By the early evening, one of the many people who had lost their mind, grabbed one of the corpses. He looked down at it. He bit down on the side of the dead man�s side. We tried to push him away. He growled at us. His mouth was filled with the blood, tissue and meat of the dead man. He began to drag the body off like a wild animal. He disappeared into the trees with the corpse. My blood ran cold. That�s when I realized I had to get out of that park.
Sgt. Casey McDonald, U.S. National Guard
Everything was calm until the tenth night after the food was confiscated. That was the night the giant bonfire started in the middle of the park. We saw black smoke. Then we heard the screaming and the chanting. We had no idea what the fuck was going on in their. It was the sound of hundreds of thousands of people turning into savages. They began to lose their minds.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
By 3AM that night, we began to smell burning flesh. The stench was horrible. The mass of humans inside the park were screaming and chanting and yelling. A chill came across all of us around the park. It was then we knew that the people inside the park began to resort to cannibalism.
Warrant Officer Raymond Collier, U.S. National Guard
I looked down at the middle of the park. They had set up a massive bonfire. Hundreds of thousands of people began to walk around the fire. They were dancing and chanting like savages. Then I saw a parade of men carrying corpses close to the fire. I thought they were going to simply burn the dead bodies. Then I saw the men lie the corpses next to the fire and open up the bellies. They ripped out the meat and began to cook it. They passed out the meat to the people who began to stir into a frenzy. My heart nearly stopped. I could not believe what I was watching. Even through I was four hundred feet above the park, I feared for my life.
Sgt. Casey McDonald, U.S. National Guard
We got confirmation that the people inside the park were eating the corpses. All of us just looked at each other. It went unsaid. But we all felt the same way. We had to go into that park and kill each and every one of those people. Every last one. These people are no longer human. They have become something so frightening and so damaged that they would never be able to function in any society.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
We no longer say sick and skinny people leaving the park. That next day, after the bonfire, no one came out. But the chants continued. The screaming was intense. They did not let up. Let me tell you something, I have reported from the worst war zones on the planet. And I had never been so scared in my life. In a war zone, you could understand the danger. In that park, we really didn�t know what was going on. This was an unknown fear that froze the blood in my veins.
Sgt. Casey McDonald, U.S. National Guard
The stench of the cooking flesh made us realize that we were no longer in an American city or in a protest area. We are in a war zone. Everyone took the safety off their weapons. We were all ready for anything to happen.
After dark, you could sense that the people inside of the park were watching us. I put on the night vision goggles and saw thousands of eyes staring at me. When I patrolled the perimeter of the Park, you could see an endless array of eyes. They were silent. But they were watching. I knew that these people were no longer the scared, hungry masses. In effect, they were the hunters and we were the prey.
Gerald Kirpatrick, Former Deputy New York City Mayor
It was the morning of DAY ZERO. Of course, none of us knew it would be Day Zero. But we knew about the cannibalism in the park. We knew about the strange behavior. But the overall calm in the park told made us feel that this would be any other day.
I went over to City Hall. The Mayor got his daily briefing about the situation at the current situation at the park. And then we went over to Lincoln Center to meet with neighborhood leaders. The Mayor seemed to be almost resigned to the fact that the situation was out of his hands. He really just wanted to finish his term and have his reputation intact. The thing is, we were all working for food right now. And the Mayor just wanted to keep all the powers that be happy so he could still have his political connections which was the only real access to food, energy, and security.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
Day Zero really started off calmly. You could still hear the chanting and the screaming. But we were used to it. We were used to the smell of the cooking flesh. I can�t believe I am saying this but, standing a few thousand feet from eight hundred thousand cannibals started to feel like business as usual. And to be more honest, I was more concerned about getting a new allotment of food for the day. No one really knows about this but Washington was feeding the reporters in return for favorable reports. And I hate to say this, but I would have read off a White House script if that would insure that I got my food.
Well, the lunch truck didn�t show until about 5PM. And when it did, there were only �half rations� available for the press reporters. We knew then that things were getting really, really bad. Not even the government was able to keep a steady flow of food coming.
Sgt. Casey McDonald, U.S. National Guard
The sun started to set over the Manhattan skyline and I began to get anxious. I knew that they would start staring at us again. I kept my weapon at the ready. I even told my squad that they should be prepared for something to happen tonight. I just had a feeling that there everything was about to come to a head.
Warrant Officer Raymond Collier, U.S. National Guard
Sunset on Day Zero was 18:20 hours. At that point, I noticed movement away from the center of the park to the outskirts. Unlike the night before, the movement of all the occupants seem to be coordinated. It was all very strange. And extremely disturbing, as I relayed my information, I was wondering what I was supposed to do if thing went bad. My Blackhawk was not armed. Remember, we had no reason to believe that the people in the park were going to be violent. Just a few days ago, they were mostly at the edge of death.
Sgt. Casey McDonald, U.S. National Guard
Darkness fell. Everything around us was silent. Then we began to hear the chants. No one had no idea what that meant. But the chant was growing louder and louder. Everyone in that park was chanting the same thing in unison. That set off something in me that was purely instinctual. To me, that was the sound of eight hundred thousand animal growling, preparing to strike.
I got on the radio and said to my squad, �You see anyone come out of those trees, you shoot to kill. I don�t care if you see the face of your own child, you blew their fucking heads off.� The chants grow to a uniform scream. Then silence. All of a sudden, all hell breaks loose.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
I was standing behind a police barrier The National Guard were on the frontline, about one hundred feet from the park�s treeline. All of a sudden, I see a mass of humanity emerge from the darkness. Pale white skin. Red eyes. Red mouths. A wall of flesh. They came out of the darkness so fast, everyone was caught by surprise. I heard a hail of machine gun fire. But the sounds of that horrific screaming drowned everything out.
Warrant Officer Raymond Collier, U.S. National Guard
Within ten seconds, the entire park was clear of occupants. They emerged from every direction, right into the Guard frontline. The Guard could not shoot their weapons fast enough. It looked like a mass of ants overrunning the poor souls on the ground. I could not do anything. The Blackhawk had no weapons. I could only watch. And pray.
Sgt. Casey McDonald, U.S. National Guard
I may have been the only soul on the Westside of the park with my weapon pointed and ready to fire. We I saw the first sign of flesh, I did not hesitate. I opened up. That�s what saved my life. I emptied my weapon into every living thing in front of me.
I could feel the ground shaking. I knew then that there was only one thing I could do, as a solder, in order to survive. And that was to run. I didn�t need to do the math to realize that I would run out of ammunition before that park ran out of flesh eaters.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
After the initial shock of watching so many blood shot eyes and bloody mouths, I ran. I pissed my pants. I shit myself. I run faster than I had ever run in my life. After two blocks of running, I no longer heard machine gun fire. But I did hear screaming. Lots and lots of anguished screaming. It was the sounds of thousands of men being eating alive.
Major General William T. Soal, Operations Commander, U.S. National Guard
The reports coming in from the Blackhawks were not completely clear. But you really could not put to words what was happening. I was at the operations center in Ft. Lee and we lost our live feeds about twenty seconds after the attack. However, I was able to quickly determine that three things had happen��The Guard had been overrun at the park, thousands of my men were being killed and there was nothing standing between the flesh eaters and the twenty million people who lived within 30 miles of the park. That�s when I ordered the armed Blackhawk attack into Manhattan. I knew we would get some of them. But we would not be able to get all of them. That scope of the situation, frankly, was now officially over my pay grade.
Captain Lisa McQuerrie, Operations Officer, Centcom
At that point, this became a U.S. Military operation. I didn�t realize it at the time. But this was the first time that the United States military was engaged, in combat and on American soil, since World War 2. The National Guard nor any Law Enforcement Agency could not engage what was essentially 700,000 to 800,000 enemy combatants on American soil.
The order from the Pentagon was to engage the enemy and �Kill at will.� At Centcom, we became the �eye in the sky� for all ground and air forces. This was an extremely tense moment. This operation, remember, was not urban combat in Iraq nor Kabul. This was in Manhattan. We had to find a way to kill several hundred thousand of these monsters with minimum collateral damage.
Warrant Officer Blake Stowe, Blackhawk Pilot, U.S. Army 
There was no briefing. Well, to be honest, it was a �briefing on the fly.� We literally were in the air when we were told about the situation. None of it seemed to register with me. There are nearly 800,000 humans eating other humans. They are moving in all directions from Central Park. And we had instructions to kill at will. This was a clusterfuck of major proportions.
My first engagement was over Madison Avenue, near the park. I see twenty to thirty targets moving to the south. I didn�t pull the trigger because I could�t confirm they were enemy combatants. Then I see all of them rush someone in the street. They surrounded a frightened person and began to bite and tear into the flesh of that individual. Right there and then, I fired.
I hit all of them. I hit the victim. I don�t feel bad about saying that. I know that he would prefer a quick death over being eaten alive. That engage was the only real successful part of the mission. Everything after that became a disaster.
Sgt. Lucus Versalles, NYPD 
I was stationed at Fifth and 34th street when I heard about the incident in the park. The radio exploded with various reports. Within a minute, a came to understand that all of these fucking cannibals have launched an attack all over the city. My heart started to race. I made a quick mental check of all of my weapons. I knew I didn�t have enough to survive if more than a hundred of them came towards me.
There was a battalion of us on that intersection. We assume a �Turtle Formation.� All one hundred of us squeezed into a compact arrangement with weapons pointing in every direction. We knew that the only way to stay alive was to stand our ground and stick together.
Then we heard the rumbling. Coming from the north, I saw a wave of humanity. They were running towards us. Many of them were holding the meat and limbs and other human remains. It is a sight I never wanted to see again in my lifetime.
We opened up with our weapons. We hit that initial first wave of flesh eaters. They went down. Then more of them came. We fire again. They go down. Still more were coming. We started to run out of ammo. They kept coming and coming. Panic hit all of us and we all started running for our lives.
Officer Ryan Hughes, NYPD
I started running and firing behind me. I didn�t look, I just shot blindly. I wanted to get into a tall structure, head to the roof and wait for a rescue. I run south on Madison until I hit 25th street over at Madison Square Park. I look towards the park and see another fucking wave of these flesh eaters. I make a run towards an apartment building in hopes of just getting the fuck off of the street.
I run to the doors. No luck. The residents barricaded themselves inside the building. The flesh eaters where mere feet in front of me. I close my eyes. Suddenly, I hear the barrage of gun fire come from the sky. A Blackhawk wiped out about a hundred of them. A hundred more were still coming at me. The Blackhawk moved directly ahead of me and hovered right over Madison Square Park. It seemed like the copter�s guns were pointed right at my face. I hit the ground. The Blackhawk fires. I thought I had died. When I opened my eyes, the flesh eaters were all cut to pieces. I felt around my body for any wounds. Nothing. I didn�t get hit. And for about ten seconds, I felt safe. Then I heard horrific screaming coming from two blocks away. So I started to run south towards Battery Park.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
I ran up to Time Square. I could feel the flesh eaters coming up behind me. What a fucking mess. When I get to the square, I could see thousands of people running for their lives. Then, out of nowhere, I see two Blackhawks coming up Broadway. They started shooting. They hit civilians. They his flesh eaters. They really didn�t discriminate. I hit the ground. I could hear the bullets flying all around me. I pulled the corpse of a young man over me as a shield. I felt I had seconds to live. Either I was going to be shot, eaten or trampled to death.
After five minutes, the shooting had stopped, the Blackhawks started moving towards the Hudson. I stand up to the sounds of moaning and screaming. The entire square was filled with dead and dying bodies. The flesh eaters where cut down. So were many of the civilians. You could not walk two steps without stepping into human remains.
I walk up to what appeared to be a living being. I lean over. I reach down to see if the person is okay. When I touched the person�s back, he launched up at me. I could see his bloody teeth. It was one of the flesh eaters. I pushed myself away and ran. But I will never forget the sight of those bloody teeth. That image will stay with me until the day I die.
Claudia McHenry, Murray Hill Resident 
I lived on the tenth floor of my apartment building. After the attack happened, you could not find anything definitive on TV. The live TV feed as cut and the new reporters in the studios were saying that the riot was being suppressed by the National Guard. However, I could look outside of my window and tell that nothing was being suppressed.
I went on Twitter and began seeing this tweets about the cannibals eating people alive. Tweet after tweet. None of this was on TV. I immediately barricaded myself inside my apartment. I still had running water and about half a pound of dry noodles. I felt that could last me a week. I was not coming out of the house until the situation was under control.
Lt. Roland Gregg, Officer Ft. Lee Police Department
I could see the gun fire, smoke and Blackhawks all over the island. I immediately left my post and went to my house. I got my family and left town. I didn�t give a shit about my job or my pension at that point. I didn�t even care if they came and arrested me for abandoning my post. Frankly, I was only holding on to my job because it was the only way to guarantee that my family could eat. I am glad of what I did and I would do it again. I saved my family�s life.
Warrant Officer Blake Stowe, Blackhawk Pilot, U.S. Army
I was ordered to move right above the Brooklyn Bridge. There was so much chatter on the radio that I really couldn�t understand what was going on. I was just looking and waiting for some definitive order. Until then, I just started looking out on the ground. I began to see a mass of people running across the Brooklyn Bridge towards Brooklyn. That�s when I got the code �Flame! Flame!� over the radio. Flame was the code for fire at will. This was supposed to mean that I had carte blanch to shoot at anything I perceived as a threat. But I all I could see are people. At the time, I had no idea that the people on the ground were in effect, zombie, flesh eaters. I just waited and waited until I got the order. �Shoot those Goddamned motherfuckers now!� I started shooting. I hit everything. I hit flesh eaters. I hit civilians. I hit children. I really don�t know how else I can put it.
Emma Delgado, Resident Brooklyn Heights
I was on Twitter. All of a sudden, I started seeing messages that said, �Get out of Brooklyn now!� I knew something bad had happened in Manhattan. What ever it was, it was spreading into Brooklyn. At the time, I didn�t know it had anything to do with flesh eaters. I just sort of wandered out of my building and looked around. People started running and screaming. So I started running. I had no idea what I was running from. I ran with the pack of people. None of really knew where we were headed. Some of us turn a corner and I saw something that I will take to my grave. I saw a man ripping the face off of a young girl. She was maybe 8 or 9 years old. He ripped off her face until there was nothing but meat. Two big guys ran towards him. Big guido guys. The flesh eater had no fear. He was smaller. When the two gudios grabbed him, the flesh eater ripped the nose off of one of him. That first guy fell to the ground with a big hole in his face. The second guido frozen. The flesh eater jumped on him and started to tear the flesh off of his face. We all ran. I pissed myself. I still don�t know how I made it out of Brooklyn that night,
Martin Sterling, Secret Service Agent, Presidential Detail. Washington D.C.
The President went to the situation room. I was stationed out on the East Lawn. We knew there was a disturbance in New York City and it had spread through to Brooklyn and New Jersey. At that point, there was no fear for the President�s life in Washington D.C. We were more worried about �Fence Jumpers� and perhaps a �Lone Gunman Situation.� However, we had no idea what was coming for us.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
The National Guard had taken over one of the Staten Island Ferries. Civilians started running towards the boat but they would not let any of us on. They didn�t know if we were human or flesh eaters. I showed on of the Guardman my press pass but he said he wasn�t going to let me on. We saw the Guard leave the island. They left all of us to die. That�s when people started jumping into the water. That�s when I jumped into the water. We all just swam for our lives. I am sure no everyone knew how to swim. Those people probably preferred to die that way.
Anson Willis, Hedge Fund Manager, Moon Bridge Capital 
We were on the forty-second floor of our building. I called all of the employees into the atrium area. There were about two hundred of us. As a hedge fund manager, my job is to have better information that anyone. So I knew exactly what was going on. None of us were going to be able to leave the building for a while. So I told everyone what was going on and laid down the rules. �They are eating each other alive down there. No one can go down. We have food up here. We will ration it out and stay in this building until I am sure the coast is clear. Absolutely no one is to go below the 38th floor. I will have security positioned on the 38th floor. They are under my direct orders to shoot to kill anyone that comes up from the 37th floor. Call your spouses, call your children. Tell them you love them. We will be here for a while.�
Captain Lisa McQuerrie, Operations Officer, Centcom
When the situation spilled out beyond the island of Manhattan, we knew this went from being a isolated situation to a regional situation. The entire Northeast from Pennsylvania up to New England went into �Enhanced Martial Law.� That meant that all authority is transferred to the U.S. military in those states. We started getting reports of local law enforcement abandoning their posts to be with their families. There were worries that military personal would do the same.
Major General William T. Soal, Operations Commander, U.S. National Guard
I made the direct order that any Guardsman who abandons his post will be shot on sight. I personally made sure that order went down to every unit. I was not going to have the situation deteriorate any further. However, that did not deter some Guardsman for making the wrong decision.
Second Lieutenant Richard Derris, U.S. National Guard
I was in a PC (Personal Carrier) with a dozen Guardsmen when one of them suddenly pointed his weapon at me and fired. I was grazed on the side of my helmet and fell to the ground. A huge fire fight went off in the back. The PC crashed and we were turned over onto our side. I was dazed but not completely knocked out. I crawled out of the vehicle and notice that most of the men were dead. One of them got to their feet and started to run away. I pulled out my sidearm and ordered him to stop. He didn�t. I shot him in the back. He fell to the ground. I ran up to him to see how bad he was hit. I had shot him through the lung and he was spitting blood out of his mouth. He was bad. He asked me to kill him. �Don�t leave me here for the flesh eaters.� He begged. The fucking coward. I show have just walked away. But I was feeling compassionate that day. I took off his helmet, aimed my sidearm at his right temple and fired.
Derrik German, Housekeeper, Darien, Connecticut
I was working on the grounds of the Pierce Estate when I started hearing about the uprising in Manhattan. I was thinking, �Well, it�s about time. People were hungry.� I was being paid in food. Which didn�t bother me because I was so damn hungry. The Pierce family are one of the richest people in the United States. They had all the food they needed. I got a free lunch while I worked. At the end of the week, they basically let me fill up a sack of groceries from their personal storage area. My apartment in Mt. Vernon didn�t have working electricity or running water. I would take the sack of food and barter for clean water, batteries and weed. Anyway, I started listening to the radio while I was working in the basement. The family comes down there and tells me to go upstairs. The head security guy hands me a shotgun and tells me to patrol the outside of the estate. Now, I am a 43 year old black man. I don�t exactly feel comfortable walking around Darien, Connecticut with a shotgun in my hands. He told me not to worry. Well, these people are putting food in my mouth so I don�t argue. I join the dozen or so housekeepers, landscapers and servants with weapons. We all started talking. One of the young people was on the internet and let us all in on what was happening. Fuck! We�re supposed hundreds of thousands of man eating people with a couple of guns. We all thought about leaving. But most of us live in New York. We thought it would be better to stay put in Darien.
Jim (LAST NAME UNKNOWN), Resident, Philadelphia Tent City, �Liberty Town�
I lived in Liberty Town for about four months. We had run out of food for three days when the uprising happened in New York. We heard about the starving people in Central Park resorting to cannibalism. Some of the people who had already lost their mind started running around like mad men. I heard screaming. They started eating some of the sick people. The tent city deteriorated fast. It was as though the desperation turned into madness. I knew then that whatever happened in Central Park would happen here.
Frank Nermod, Reporter, Associated Press
I made it to New Jersey just after sunset. From there, I knew I had to get out of the area quick. I knew my way around the area and knew that the only real reliable mode of transportation are the commercial and military rails. The military railways are heavily guarded. But I was hoping to ride a commercial rail in Greenville. I got lucky and found a ride. I climbed up to the top of a car carrying machine parts south. I checked my smart phone for the latest news on Twitter. That�s when I started reading about flesh eating incidents in Phily, Baltimore, Boston, Upstate New York. A horrible shiver went through me. This is spreading. There will be no place to run. That night I considered suicide. The only thing that stopped me was that I was so tired, I feel asleep right on top of the rail car.
Martin Sterling, Secret Service Agent, Presidential Detail. Washington D.C.
At 23:30 hours of Day Zero, we got our �Code Black.� The President and his family were immediately evacuated via Marine One and sent to Air Force One. I was in one of the chase cars inroute to Joint Base Andrews. I did not know if I would be assigned to join the POTUS on Air Force One. And frankly I didn�t know if I wanted to go with him. I knew I would personally be safe. However, my mother lives in Baltimore and I knew that all major cities were under siege from the flesh eaters. When I got to Joint Base Andrews, I was assigned to protect the President as he boarded Air Force One. Then I was ordered to secure the White House. I really wanted to abandon my post and help my mother. I called her and found out that her neighbor had taken her into his own house.
Emily David, Resident, Santa Monica, CA
I was out on the Third Street Promenade when I heard this huge rumbling in the sky. I looked up and saw the biggest military copters ever flying up the coastline. They turned right up over Santa Monica. I had no idea what was going on. Suddenly, they open fire. They were shooting into the street. I had know idea what the fuck was going on. I thought that it was a terrorist attack. I ran into the Apple store. People were on Twitter trying to find out what was happening.. None of it made sense to me. I just wanted to live through the night. We stayed in that store for 30 long minutes. Then I heard a massive stampede of people running past the promenade. Everyone in the Apple store started running. We all ran towards the beach, towards the water. The flesh eaters where coming for all of us. I saw a women run past me with half her face ripped off. I ran down the Santa Monica pier. Then we all jumped into the water. We saw the copters open up and kill the flesh eaters and some of the civilians on the beach. I lived that day. But I have nightmares about that moment almost everyone. If I keep having those nightmares, I may kill myself. Honestly, live just wouldn�t be worth it having to live with those images in my head.
Major General William T. Soal, Operations Commander, U.S. National Guard
That night we started getting reports of mass desertions across all of the military branches as well as law enforcement. The threat of field executions, the enticement of food and water was no longer enough. These service people and law enforcement officers went to take care of their families. Others just felt that it wasn�t worth it anymore. The President was inroute to a secure location. We had to report to the Commander-In-Chief that the United States, on a Federal level, was no longer functional.
(NAME REDACTED), Manhattan, New York
That night in Manhattan was eerie. You heard the sounds of Blackhawks patrolling the sky and not much else. There were no sirens. You didn�t seen any National Guard nor law enforcement vehicles on the road. I think I saw one car go by. A Rolls Royce. It was speeding out of the city. Some billionaire was making his way out. The streets were carpeted in blood, guts and bones. You could see people dying, begging for us to kill them. I thought about biting into their flesh. I was that hungry. But I knew that once I got a taste for it, there would be no turning back.
About a dozen of us met up somewhere on the Upper East Side. None of us knew each other. But we all knew we were in the same situation. We were trapped on Manhattan Island. We were rich and we were flesh eaters. We were caught in the middle. The first thing we knew was that staying on the street wasn�t safe. There could be more flesh eaters in the city. And the Blackhawks were shooting at anything that moved. We looks at the town homes and knew we had to squat into one of those place. Some of the town homes were abandoned. Some of them were still occupied by the ultra wealthy. �Fuck it. Let�s take over one of the occupied town homes.� Someone yells. He was saying what we were all thinking.
But most of us, as hungry as we were, didn�t want to just do a home invasion. We wanted to try to work a trade. Get some food in return for helping to secure the block. However, this guy was rapid. He mentioned that, �Those wealthy fucks caused this. You know what, we should feed them to the flesh eaters.� At that point, all of us began to feel the same way.
Nina Allenwood, Reporter, WCBS News
My military escort abandoned me in the city. I was scared to death. I just wanted to get off of the island. As I walked the streets, I began to make peace with the fact that I would die tonight. I decided that I would make one last walk to the Upper East Side. I wanted to lay my eyes on those beautiful, opulent town homes before some horrible fate took me. After seeing all the starvation, death, anger and madness, I just wanted to lay my eyes on some form of beauty.
I get up there and I begin to hear screaming. It wasn�t the screaming of flesh eaters. These were people! I began to feel a little bit of hope. If I could meet up with these people, we could work together to get off of the island.
Well, I get up to this beautiful town home. One of the few town homes still occupied by the members of the ultra-rich. I see the door open. I smell food. I smell beef, vegetables. My God, I hadn�t smelled food like that in years. I just stand in front of the town home for a moment. Then I see about a group of skinny, angry people pull out this family of well-fed rich people.
The group took the family out of their homes. As a member of the press, I was all too familiar with this situation. A group of starving people taking over a home of the rich to rob them of their food. I�ve covered stories like this before.
However, it wasn�t long until I realized that this situation was different. I saw the bodies of four body guard taken out of the townhouse. I walked up to one of the members of the mob and asked what was going on. The group invaded the house. Six members of the group were killed by the bodyguards before they took over the townhouse.
They take the entire family��a mother, a father and two young boys. They tied the family in the middle of the street and left them there. The rest of the mob walked back into the townhouse. I looked at the well-fed family screaming and crying. The mob was leaving the family in the street for the flesh eaters.
When the group disappeared into the town home, I ran to the family and untied them. They thanked me. The father took his family and darted off towards the park. They didn�t even think about trying to take back their home and their food. I knew then that this situation had taken a horrific new turn.
�Cyclops,� Member of �Feed The Rich,� Location Unknown
We started talking on Twitter about the military and law enforcement desertions. The United States government had become a failed state. There was no food and no order. People felt that now they could take their revenge on the rich, who stole the wealth of the planet for themselves. Everyone tweeted �Feed The Rich,� �Feed The Rich� over and over again. All of us knew what that meant��take down the fortified estates of the wealthy, seize their resources and leave them for the flesh eaters.
James Garamound, Resident, La Jolla, CA
I knew this shit was going to happen sooner or later. They were gonna come after the people with money. I told my wife that was going to happen five years ago. And at that time I purchased one hundred acres in Wyoming with a plan to make a last stand bunker with my own personal security army, five years of food and enough resources to outlast the uprising. But you know what? I paid seven and a half million dollars for a view of the Pacific Ocean from my La Jolla mansion. Why the fuck should I leave that? I built my investment firm from my Irvine apartment to building the wealth that I have. Why should I hide in some bunker in the middle of nowhere?
We stayed in La Jolla. And thankfully other residents around me decided to do the same. We pool together our money to create our own personal 24 hour security around our beach community. So when the mob came, our security people cut them down. We killed hundreds of those motherfuckers. And I continued to eat my steak with a view of the Pacific Ocean each and every night afterwards.
�Warlord,� Personal Security Officer, Alpine, New Jersey
I was being paid in food, gas, gold and pussy. My boss was a big, big name in entertainment and he took care of us. All twenty of us. But I will tell you, there was a time when I thought about leaving. Alpine is just across the river from Manhattan and we could see the fires, we could see the Blackhawks and you could smell the death.
We lasted in Alpine for about a month before the flesh eaters and the angry mob overran us. Our employer went south. I took what I had and headed west. It was then when the whole Northeast of the United States became one giant wasteland.
Mitch (LAST NAME REDACTED), Member of �Feed The Rich,� Chicago, Ill
I heard about the �Feed The Rich� takeovers in New York and I knew then it was time to act. I was either going to be eaten or I was going to starve to death. These wealthy motherfuckers who stole everything from this country kept all the resources for themselves and were just laughing at us, waiting for the rest of the world to consume each other.
About two dozen of us met on the Southside. We decided that we needed to find a way to eat or die. Hell, we were just doing what the rich were doing. They win at any cost. So, for us, we were determined to win our meal at any cost.
Captain Lisa McQuerrie, Operations Officer, Centcom
Centcom had to act as a liaison between the President and the field units for the military. However, we were not able to get clear communication to any field units in the Northeast. At one point, we started contacting law enforcement agencies and the FBI simply to find out what was going on. And then it became apparent that the military had essentially become completely non-function in the Northeast region. At that point, it became all about containment. We wanted to make sure that we would be able to maintain military discipline with the rest of the Homeland military units.
Gerald Kirpatrick, Former Deputy New York City Mayor
The only real military presence we had where the Blackhawks and unmanned drones. There were some other aircraft in the area. However, their primary objective was to intercept and confront any enemy forces looking to invade American airspace.
The military wasn�t talking to use at all. The Federal enforcement agencies basically told us that we were on own. The Mayor met with the Chief of Police and other New York City enforcement agencies. We were told that our own cops were leaving their posts to be with out families.
Dr. Evert McKinney, Center of Disease Control and Prevention, Atlanta, GA
At around 3AM, we get a call that one of the flesh eaters was captured alive and being sent to a secure facility at Fort McPherson. My team was airlifted over to the base on one of those huge Chinook helicopters. While we were in the air, you could see Atlanta burning. I saw bodies and body parts all over the street. One of the solders manned an M-60 at the door. He shot at anything that moved. I wasn�t sure if he was hitting flesh eaters or civilians.
We get to the facility about half and hour later. I had spent my time reading up on any possible disease link that could cause cannibalism. I was not able to find any previous cases so I knew I would be encountering something completely different.
We put on hazmat uniforms since we didn�t know if this condition is transmittable. As I put on the suit, I kept wondering if I was witnessing the end of the world. I tried to recall passages from the Bible. I don�t know if Revelations mentioned anything about men eating the flesh of other men. But I felt that cannibalism would be a part of any apocalyptic prophesy.
The flesh eater was strapped down to a gurney with five solders at guard around the subject. Their weapons were drawn. They were nervous. I really worried one of them would start shooting. I was in the line of fire. And I knew that if that flesh eater flinches, the solders would shoot right through me to get to him.
The first thing I noticed were the eyes. The flesh eater�s eyes were red and dilated. The second thing I noticed was that the person�s heart rate was extremely calm and that the person was no sweating or showing any sense of stress. There was a sense of calm about the person. Then he looked at me. And he didn�t look at me like a person. He looked at me the way a tiger would look at a antelope. He was just waiting for his chance to get free and pounce on me. I could sense him thinking. This wasn�t a mindless zombie. This was someone with clarity. In order for him to live, he needs to eat. And, to him, I was northing more than a piece of meat.
Arron Dellitros, Chief of Staff, Office Of The President Of The United States
We landed at Peterson Air Force Base at around 3 AM Mountain Standard Time. The President was in constant contact with Centcom at MacDill and with regional command in New York. It soon became apparent that we had lost complete control of the Northeastern part of the United States. At that point, the President became concerned that the military and Federal Enforcement Officers, in other parts of the country, would desert. At around 4AM, the President signed executive order 6832, which allowed for the conscription of able bodied men and women into a Federal Guard. Personally, I felt that this was the exact wrong thing to do. People were leaving to be with their families. And we were going to use our dwindling remaining forces to kidnap and force others into a Homeland Army.
Captain Lisa McQuerrie, Operations Officer, Centcom
I had been at my post for sixteen hours when I heard reports about the Chinese flyovers in the Northeast. This caught all of us by surprise. We knew the Chinese had spies all over the country. We have our own clandestine officers in China. But this was a deliberate show of defiance. We scrambled a response and fired warning shots at those planes. We thought they got the message. They didn�t.
Major General Lu Pang, Chief Spy, U.S. Operations, People�s Republic of China
Many people would have believed that the People�s Republic of China would be happy about what was happening in the United States. The exact opposite was true. First of all, our economies are interlinked. If the United States falls, China would suffer great difficulty. Secondly, we feared that this situation would spread to Asia. We did not know if the epidemic of cannibalism was something that was being transferred by air. I ordered my clandestine officers to keep an update on the situation in the Northeastern region of the United States.
Sir William Evers, Resident, Monte Carlo, Monaco
I woke up around 6 AM when I heard about what was happening in the United States. Europe�s hunger situation was considerably worse than what was going on in America. To see the Americans resort to cannibalism greatly worried me. I made a call and had my yacht prepared to go. I did not know where me and my family would be headed. Living on any continent had simply become too dangerous. Yes, there are concerns about pirates. But I just assumed take my chances at sea. I don�t believe zombies can swim.
Riley Evans, Resident, Arlington, Virginia
I was one of the fortune few to still have a D.C. job at the Department of Defense. This allowed me consistent fuel and food rations so I could make it to my job and have something to eat. On the day of the uprising, I get a call to come back to the Pentagon. By three A.M., we get word that the President had left the White House. By five AM, we were given orders that the Pentagon would be on lockdown. I couldn�t go home. And after a while, I realized that there would not be a home to go back to. Whatever happened in New York was coming for us.
Captain Lisa McQuerrie, Operations Officer, Centcom
That morning all hell breaks loose. The fleah eaters in New York had begun to spread quickly all over the Northeast. New reports of cannibalism erupted in just about every city from Bangor, Maine to Richmond, Virginia. Just about every tent city saw people revert to eating human flesh. We sent the report to the President at 0700. Thirty minutes later, we get the �Scored Earth� order��all tent cities and �Unauthorized settlements� would be attacked. Anyone inside those settlements were to be killed. Men, women, children. That�s when I decided I would desert my post later that evening.
Emily Klaber, Forest Park Tent City Survivor, St. Louis, MO
After we heard the news about the cannibalism in New York and the rest of the East Coast, some of the people in the tent city started seriously talking about killing and eating some of the sick people at the camp. The discussion turned to arguments and the arguing turned into fist fights.
At that point, we heard the Blackhawks headed for the tent city. This did not alarm us since we were used to police and military copters flying over the area. But something was different this time. We noticed that Blackhawks were heavily armed with weapons.
Suddenly, the three copters in the sky fired on us. For a second, I just stood there, not realizing what was going on. They I saw about four people get vaporized with bullets a head of me.
Something in my brain screamed, �They are going to kill all of us! Run! Run!� I started running. I hear the bullets shower around me. I didn�t know where I was running but I didn�t stop. I just kept running waiting to get hit by a bullet.
I ran for forty minutes until I collapsed from exhaustion. I lied on my back and looked up at the grey sky. I didn�t see one Blackhawk. But I did hear the sound of a steam ship. I sit up and see myself sitting at the bank of the Mississippi River, which is ten miles East of Forest Park.
I looked at the river for about half an hour. I thought about just jumping into the river and swimming as far away from this city as I could possibly go. Then I looked at a few of the ships cruising down the river. �I have to get on one of those ships. Get down to the Mississippi Delta and get out of here.� That was the plan. Our own government had declared war on us. As long as I was on American soil, I would be targeted for execution.
Sgt. Vince (LAST NAME REDACTED), Army Ranger, Stone Mountain, Georgia
We got the order to start asking our friends to join this para-military unit needed to maintain order in the area. And by �ask,� we were pretty much told that we had to find five men we knew and bring them back to the base.
I go to a couple of friends of mine who are gun owners. Good guys. I tried to �recruit� them with the idea that they would get food, clean water, shelter and the opportunity to live on base. A couple of guys joined up right away. The men with families refused to go.
So I go back with the two new recruits. Not good enough. They wanted more men. Now, this is not what I signed up for. I never imagined that I would be kidnapping men and force them to join the Army.
I didn�t want to go back to the men with families. I needed to a plan. So this is what I did. I set up a perch in an area where I know guys go hunting. I didn�t have to wait long when two guys appeared, trailing a deer. I shot the both of them in the legs. I rushed down, took their weapons. Then I told them that they would be taken an Army hospital and get nursed back to health. And then they would be conscripted a Homeland Army Unit.
I arrive back on base with the two men. The Officer in Charge of Conscription really tore into my ass. �Are you a fucking idiot?! We need to conscript able bodied men and you bring me two guys with bullet wounds. We have to fucking feed them for a month before they will be ready for duty.�
Yeah, perhaps I should have found a way to be more persuasive with my mouth. But the Army don�t pay be to be persuasive. They pay me to shoot people.
Warrant Officer Blake Stowe, Blackhawk Pilot, U.S. Army
Operation �Scorched Earth� was an atrocity. We went from killing flesh eaters to killing civilians who may or may not become flesh eaters. I don�t mind admitting it. The Army can come and arrest me and court martial me. But I know they won�t. We barely have enough pilots to patrol the skies. We barely have enough bullets to kill people. I only wear this uniform because they feed and shelter me. I no longer have a soul. I kill for food. I have essentially become a �flesh eater� in an Army uniform.
Mitch (LAST NAME REDACTED), Member of �Feed The Rich,� Chicago, Ill
I�m going to tell you what �Feed the Rich� means. Originally, we were going to call ourselves �Eat the Rich.� The fact is, simple greed destroyed this country. A small group of people know how to game the system on Wall Street and Washington. They stole the wealth of this great nation and kept it for themselves. Alright, that in itself isn�t bad. However, we knew that the wealthy didn�t want the poor people around. They wanted to starve us out. And we did starve. We starved so badly that some chose to eat their own rather than die hungry. Well, I wasn�t going to eat my fellow man. But Goddammit, I am going to make those responsible pay. We are going to feed the rich to the poor. So that�s where �Feed the Rich� comes from.
But that�s not what you really want to know. You want to know how we do it. You want to know the �ritual� that you�ve heard about on Twitter. You want explanations for those videos on Youtube. You want to know the stories behind those wealth individuals tied up and left for the flesh eaters. Fine, here it goes.
We stake out our prey. The rich live on guarded estates with high walls, deadly canine security and many armed men. Well, when you have enough people, no security is enough. We slowly send the word out on our target. And the starving masses come by the hundreds, sometimes thousands of them show up. And then we lay an old fashion barbarian siege on the property.
You can only shoot so many of us. We just keep coming. We scale the walls. You hit some of us. But you don�t hit all of us. Dozens make it over the walls. Some of them get killed. But guess what? We can now smell your food. We can now see the look on your faces. We keep coming.
The master of the house sees our faces. The master of the house hears our screams. He flees to his panic room. He sometimes leaves his family for us and selfishly saves himself. He runs into the panic room hoping that he will be safe. He won�t be.
The master of the house is in his panic room. He is in a box. We surround the box. He can�t call the police. There are no police. No problem. We start to eat his food. We drink his wine. We shit in his toilets. We can wait forever. Or we can simply find the oxygen supply to his panic room and cut it off.
The always find the air supply. Always. We slowly suffocate the master the way the master has suffocated us. The master of the house begins to bargain for his life. He offers us food, water, gold. He offers us his daughters. He opens the door, gasping for breath. He begs for mercy. He gets none.
We put our hands on the master. He has pissed himself. He has shit himself. We carry him down to the dining room. Why? It is time to feed the rich. We tie the master to the head of the table and we begin to prepare his last supper.
We cook him the finest steaks. We prepare the finest chicken breast. We make him mashed potatoes, rice and beans. We make him a pumpkin pie. We display, in front of his eyes, the grandest meal he has ever seen in his life.
Then we begin to feed him. We chant, �Eat the Rich! Eat the Rich!� While he shove as much food into his mouth as possible. The master eventually throws up. But we don�t stop. We force feed him his stolen bounty until every last bite is gone.
We fatten up the pig. Then we pick up the stuffed pig and carry him out of his castle. We march him to an open road. We tie him up and leave him there. We leave him for the �flesh easters.�
We move away but not too far away. We take photos. We make videos. We post them online. We show the world what we are doing. But more importantly. We show the masters of this corrupt world what will come to them. This is what we have done. This what we will do today. And this is what we are going to do tomorrow.
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