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My name is Gunnery Sergeant, Trey Harrington, of the United 

States Marine Corps. Not that ranks or titles mean much of anything 

anymore. The military has long since fallen. The world has long since 

fallen. Very few people remain. The ones that do are almost as wild 

and savage as the zombies. But, old habits die hard, so I choose to go 

by my title.  

It has been three months since I, and my new band of brothers and 

sisters, have escaped The Plague Doctor’s Zombie Room. Honestly, I 

never thought he would keep his word about allowing us to go free, but 

he did.  

Allow me to back up and explain. Three months ago, I was 

kidnapped in the middle of the night by a group of masked thugs. They 

handcuffed me and threw me in the back of a delivery truck. They must 

have been busy that night because they had already captured several 

others. We were taken to an old warehouse and locked into cages. We 

were all forced to journal our thoughts in exchange for food – bread 

and water. We did this for one week. Then me and eleven others were 

taken to a different cell. We were given hamburgers and french-fries 

to eat. We were given the journals of others who had played the Plague 

Doctor’s Zombie Room the day before. They were heartbreaking. Then we 

were told that if we escaped then we would be giving the chance to 

journal our findings so that the following group might have a better 

chance of escaping. I never saw anything regarding hints from the 

journals we were given from the group that played yesterday, so I can 

only assume that they did not make it out. 

The next day came and we were forced to play The Plague Doctor’s 

Zombie Room. A zombie was in the room with us, but we couldn’t see it. 

We could only hear and the chain that it was on. Every five minutes 

the chain got longer. In the end, we escaped with only three members 

of our team dying. The Plague Doctor praised us for our efforts. We 

were all given five minutes to journal our findings for the following 

group to play to next day. I hope they escaped. I have no idea if they 

did or didn’t. Then his thugs handcuffed and blindfolded us again. We 

were placed back in the truck and taken outside of the city and 

dropped off. 

It has been three months since then.  

The world is still in chaos, just like it was before I was 

kidnapped. The only cure to the zombie virus that we know of is with 

the Plague Doctor. While playing his sick game there was a zombie 

virus cure. It actually worked. How do I know? I was bitten during the 



game. I still have the scare, but our team found the cure. I drank it. 

And… I’m still here. Normally after a bite you would die within 24 

hours, and then…… well, you already know what happens. So, it works.  

Our group decided that since The Plague Doctor will not help 

humanity, then we will have to break back into his secret lair and 

take it. It didn’t take too long to find his band of thugs kidnapping 

others. We were able to follow them. We now know the exact warehouse 

that he is at.  

For the last week, I have had to give my group a crash course in 

special ops surveillance. They learned quick. Here is what we have 

found out. 

1. Three trucks leave every morning at 8 AM and return around 

4 PM. Each truck has four thugs. They are heavily armed. 

Sadly, we have no guns. Even if we did, we have no 

bullets. Bullets are more valuable than gold out there. 

2. They communicate via radios. I was able to steal one and 

listen to the conversations. This has proven priceless. 

Once they noticed that one radio was missing, then they 

just assumed that it was lost. They did change their 

channels, but I was able to find their new channel.   

3. The Plague Doctor’s real name is Dr. Michael Sullivan. It 

seems that he was a scientist with the United States 

Medical Ministries. He was commissioned to work with 

nanobots. From my understanding, these nanobots are what 

has caused the zombie virus. Actually, these nanobots are 

the zombie virus. 

4. Once things went south for humanity, he was able to 

develop a cure. But by the time he finished, there wasn’t 

much of humanity left to save. It seems that he just 

snapped with remorse. Now whatever is left of Dr. Sullivan 

has been swallowed up by The Plague Doctor.  

5. Interesting note: The main purpose behind the nanobots was 

to create a mind control devise. Little computer running 

around inside you controlling you through voice command. 

Well, based on our surveillance he has done just that. 

Zombies obey him when he speaks into a radio. We need that 

radio.  

6. We found out that he keeps the cure in a chamber outside 

of his study. He also keeps zombies in the chamber as a 

security measure. So, it looks like we will have to break 

into his study and enter this chamber to find the cure. 

Not to mention find the key so that we can escape.  



Our group will discuss our plans this evening. The plan is to 

enter the warehouse after the thugs leave. The main reason that I’m 

writing this is to leave a note behind just in case we fail. Perhaps 

another group will find this note and try to attain the cure. Maybe 

they will succeed where we failed. Well, that is the hope anyway. If 

you find this, then the hope of humanity rests on your shoulders.  

 

Gunnery Sergeant, Trey Harrington, of the United States Marine Corps 

 

 A knock at the door. 

 “Enter,” a thick sickly voice replied to the interruption. A 

young man with a dirty face entered wearing a leather mask over his 

mouth. This was common practice, as the zombie virus was airborne.  

 “You told me to keep you updated, sir.”  

 “And…” thundered a man sitting at his desk, clearly deep in 

thought over wrinkled papers that laid across his desk. He was sitting 

in a chair in a dimly lit room with his back facing the young man. 

 “Based on our surveillance, we believe that they will try to 

tomorrow.” 

 “You believe, or you know,” replied the man snarky without even 

bothering to turn around as his shadow flickered across the wall from 

the low candle light at his desk that he used to study by. 

 “We know, sir. What are your instructions?”  

 “Excellent” the man said as he reached across his desk for a 

black plague doctors mask. He slipped it over his face and pulled a 

black hood over his head as he spun around. “Once I knew one of our 

radios was missing, then I had a gut feeling that it was stolen. We 

were being watched. And it seems that they took the bait.”  

 “Should we kill or capture them when they enter, sir?” 

 “Neither. Let them try. I will give them 1 hour. After that, kill 

them.”  

 “What if they succeed, sir?” 

 “Then they are worthy opponents. And if that is the case, then I 

have other plans for them.”  



The Plague Doctor walked past his young informant and left his 

study. His informant followed. Only the candle remained.  

   


