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We would have escaped the zombies if it weren’t for Junho. It was a quick standard run to the 
abandoned e-mart for supplies, but because we’d done the run so many times we’d gotten 
careless, or maybe we’d gotten lazy, because we didn’t check all the dead-ends. We were on 
the 1st basement floor of the mall and Junho yelled, a little louder than he should’ve, “hey 
Ashley, how about we pick up some soju this time?” I knew Junho’s birthday was coming up 
soon, and because he’d always been very fond of soju, I thought it to be a good idea. I never 
could have imagined that getting that little green bottle of alcoholic delight would result in this. 
 
We’re walking down the moving walkway that hasn’t been moving for years, Junho seems to be 
thinking about something because the look on his face tells me he wants to ask me something, 
perhaps a favor, but until he asks me I’m not going to worry about it. Worrying about things 
that hasn’t happened yet is a luxury I gave up a long time ago, I’ve learned that the best way to 
live is to take it day-by-day and not to worry until there’s actually something to worry about, 
and right now we’re just getting a few essential supplies for our camp. I keep thinking to myself 
that I need to remember to grab a bunch of dried seaweed-snack because Yunhee ate the last 
of the ones we had three weeks ago. One thing I will never understand is how dried seaweed is 
considered a tasty snack to Koreans, but I’ve learned not to question it, just like they don’t 
question when I want a peanut-butter and jelly sandwich. We’re walking through the mall, now 
with a couple of aisles between us when Junho yells 
out a question. He asked with such enthusiasm and power in his voice that it sounded like he’d 
been building up the courage, and so he hadn’t considered the volume that his voice had. I’m 
standing quietly for a minute, trying to see if I can hear any rustling or growling coming closer 
to us, but the mall is dead-silent. I yell back “sure thing, a bottle of soju sounds nice! It’s been 
too long.” and no more than a millisecond later I can almost hear the smile on Junho’s face. 


