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Hi I am Bernard Cooper and just before I start to tell you all about tonight’s slaying mission 

I would like to take the opportunity to tell you about how it all started. I became a zombie 

slayer as revenge for losing my beloved wife; before the virus struck I was a happy family 

man and postman.  

 

Bernard Cooper: Zombie Slayer: The Great Outbreak 

I hope you enjoy reading it and now back to today’s slaying mission: 

February 14th 2016 
Bernard Cooper Zombie Slayer  

The Valentine’s Day Slaying  

Today’s little adventure which I have taken from my diary happened on Valentine’s Day. 

Before I share with you the diary extract let me just explain a little more about how I get out 

and about during my hunting trips. 

With my job as a postman I know many of the soldiers protecting the city and a couple of 

them have become very good friends and they often let me through the city gates at night. 

Normally no one is allowed outside of the city walls at night, by day it is ok but you will not 

be given a protective convoy unless you work as I do for the Government.  

Everyone who enters any safe zone after travelling through the bad lands will be tested to 

see if they have contracted the virus.  Only those with military guards are exempt as there 

are plenty of witnesses and they are in constant radio contact with military bases. 

http://amzn.to/29TlQ64
http://amzn.to/2akyJFF


My close military friends also gave me a set of keys to access several unmanned gates 

after a night of plying them with a copious amount of my neighbour’s seriously potent 

homebrewed blackberry wine. He never returned home after the great outbreak so I can 

only assume he was either killed, living safely in another safe zone or infected and turned. 

As he was no longer around and unable to drink his wine, I helped myself to it and emptied 

his shed, I didn’t want to see it go to waste. 

February 14th 2016. 

Today is Valentine’s Day, it should be the most romantic day of the year but after the virus 

wiped out most of the population of the UK it serves more of a painful reminder of all the 

loved ones that people lost. 

I never really liked Valentine’s Day anyway, I could never see how the one day of the year 

where people expected romance that came with a financial cost was in fact romantic, with 

three hundred and sixty five days of the year to express true unexpected romance people 

oddly attached so much emphasis to that one day. Truth is, all those women who believed 

their men were being dead romantic by buying that expensive but tacky looking Pandora 

bracelet were being duped by men simply doing an act of damage limitation. 

They knew there would be all hell to pay and a night of fireworks if they failed to do 

something for the woman who expected it. So to avoid a major fallout and a week of being 

grunted at and given the cold shoulder they cave in a spend money on the same thing as 

every other couple on that un romantic day, usually it was one or more of the following… 

flowers, chocolate, a meal out and jewellery. It is as romantic as tipping a bucket of fish guts 

over your loved one, just a bit more pleasant.  

However, the world has changed and it is the day that makes me think of my wife Julie 

more than normal, which is odd as we both did not celebrate Valentine’s Day for the above 

reasons. Instead of sitting at home thinking about Julie I got tooled up and went out hunting 

for some bite-ies. It won’t bring her or the others back and it doesn’t necessarily ease the 

pain but slaying a few of the bastards, to me, is a little satisfying and rewarding. 

Today’s little evening jaunt took me outside of the city walls to a small town called North 

Baddesley. It is about six miles north from the centre of Southampton and takes less than 

twenty minutes to drive there. The main roads to it are pretty clear now; the army have 

pushed many of the abandoned cars into the hedgerows and ditches along the road sides 

using the beast which is a huge lorry with a triangulated snow plow like device attached to 

the front of it. It takes seconds to clear a road at speed. 

The main roads in North Baddesley have been cleared but much of the town has been 

untouched since the day it was devastated by the infection. The army have done a couple of 

cleansing missions trying to clear it of the bite-ies but they have so far failed. North 

Baddesley is still a hot spot of bite-ie activity. 



I was looking for one place particular to do tonight’s hunting and that was the pub 

restaurant where Julie and I last ate, I remember it well, she had a lasagne and I had a 

ploughman’s lunch… the ploughman wasn’t very happy about it and asked for his lunch 

back! Ha ha  No I had a mixed vegetable curry. 

The pub is the Bedes Lea on Rownhams Lane, it used to do a cracking vegetarian menu 

and was a very popular restaurant, and it was always packed when we visited. It was owned 

and run by a lovely couple in their late fifties, called Pat and Mick I believe. Now it is a right 

mess, cars are abandoned along the lane, the car park is crammed with wrecked cars, the 

windows are virtually all smashed and there are corpses dotted around with several lying on 

the grass at the front of the pub. 

The Bedes Lea is set back from the road by about twenty five to thirty feet and has a 

grassed area that had several outdoor tables making a great beer garden where you could 

enjoy a beer in the sun and watch the world drive by. 

The grass is now overgrown, the tables are broken and filthy, a few bodies lie in the grass 

and two wrecked cars sit within it all, one was crashed into the large sign that stands in the 

middle next to the pavement leading up to the red front doors. 

I pulled up in front of the restaurant and turned off my engine, I looked out of all the cars 

windows as I assessed the area, I did a full sweep of the area and I saw no bite-ies around. 

Not easy when it is dark, they could be standing in the shadows just waiting for their next 

meal to walk past. Fortunately the sky was clear and the moon was bright throwing some 

light over the area. 

I got out of the car and quietly shut the door behind me. I locked it as I always do using the 

key; I no longer use the remote locking, I disabled it as it was too noisy. Bite-ies don’t just 

run towards the smell of fresh blood, they seem to also want to check out loud and unusual 

sounds so I don’t want to run the risk of alerting any. 

I had my Glock sidearm holstered on my left thigh and I was carrying my trusty SA80 A2 

rifle which I held in both hands and pointed out in front of me as I slowly approached the 

front doors. I kept looking around me and doing the odd full circle to check there were no 

bite-ies in the immediate vicinity.  

Both doors were slightly open, I moved to a position where I could see through the doors 

and into the pub. It was dark, as you would expect but some areas were bathed in 

moonlight coming through where the windows were. I could see no movement, I lifted up 

my rifle and aimed it forward into the building and ventured in. 

Slowly and quietly I crept further into the bar area, there were tables and chairs thrown all 

over the place and the floor was littered with broken glass from bottles and drinking glasses 

along with several rotting bodies. It fucking stank! 



I walked deeper into the bar area still aiming ahead while I turned towards the corners 

and shadows looking for any sign of movement. The whole place was still; it was dark and I 

could hear no noises apart from the odd bird outside or a curtain flapping gently in the cold 

winter breeze coming in through the broken windows. 

I managed to walk around the whole bar and restaurant areas without difficulty, nothing 

jumped out at me, I heard no noises and I saw no unusual movement. At the back of the 

restaurant was a door leading to the kitchen, I was standing about five metres away from it 

and decided that I would go there next and check it out.  

As I started to walk towards the door I heard a heavy thud above me. I turned around and 

looked up at the ceiling; the noise came from upstairs… it sounded like someone had 

dropped something. I stood still listening for more sounds but all I could hear was my own 

heavy anxious breathing. I thought to myself “I need to go and check that out” and so I 

moved slowly and began to walk towards where I thought I would find the stairs. 

I had only walked one step when the silent bar was suddenly filled with a loud WHACK 

sound followed by a piercing Haaaaaawwwwghhhr.  

I spun round to see a howling shadow running towards me from the kitchen; the door had 

been flung open crashing against the wall. It was dark and I couldn’t see who or what was 

running at me but I knew by the sound of the howl and the way it was running at me that 

this was a bite-ie and that I needed to take action fast. 

I was about to fire when I heard several loud bangs coming from upstairs along with 

another loud howl, this distracted me slightly and I looked over my shoulder quickly to 

check there was nothing coming at me from both sides. Unfortunately by doing so meant 

my reaction time was delayed by a split second which gave the speeding bite-ie the 

opportunity to make a lot of ground. When I spun round and aimed my rifle at it to fill it full 

of lead it was too late, it ran right into the barrel of my rifle knocking me into the air. 

“Fuuuuuuuuck!” I muttered as I flew across the room. I landed on my back five feet away 

from where I was originally standing.  

The bite-ie also fell backwards and was now laying on the floor in an area bathed in 

moonlight. I could see that it was a withered and battered Pat, her eyes were blood shot 

and crazed and she starred at me fiercely making biting movements baring what was left of 

her teeth as she tried to get to her feet. 

I’m not sure how but I managed to get to my feet before Pat, it was only by a few seconds 

but it allowed me the time to move to the side as she dived at me, as she went passed I hit 

her hard on the side of her head with my rifle butt. Along with her momentum from the dive 

and the power of my smack on the side of the head she went crashing into a table. The table 

was one of a few still standing but it was covered in broken glass. Pat stood up and looked at 

me; she gave out the most chilling and high pitched scream-howl. Her face, chest and arms 



were covered in blood from wounds where the broken glass from the table had embedded 

itself. 

Once again she began to run at me, I lifted up my rifle and fired twice. Two bullets left my 

rifle and zipped through the air until they hit something solid. One missed by a centimetre 

and hit the wall behind her and the other hit her in the cheek bone exploding it and half of 

her face off and into the air. This slowed her down a bit but she was close and still coming 

towards me at speed. I had to drop down to my knees as she ran up to me, her knees hit my 

bent double body and she began to fall forward over me. I stood up as fast as I could and 

launched her into the air, Pat flew at least eight feet across the room towards the bar doing 

a somersault as she went. 

She landed on her back on the bar itself with her head hanging off one side and her legs 

the other. I turned towards her and fired two more rounds at her; both bullets hit her in the 

chest making two fast dull thuds. Fountains of blood and flesh erupted upwards, she wasn’t 

looking pretty but she was still alive. I took the strap of the rifle and flung it over my 

shoulder and spun the rifle around until it was hanging over my back. I grabbed a chair with 

both hands and made my way to where Pat laid on the bar.  

As I got closer I raised the chair in the air and up above my head, I was about a foot away 

from her when she looked towards me, bared her teeth and growled. “It’s time to call last 

orders Pat” I whispered readying myself for the big cull. I swung the chair down and hit her 

square on her head, the force of my swing and the weakness of her frail zombie body meant 

her head snapped clean off with a sickening crack. It hit the floor with a wet thud and 

bounced a couple of times before rolling three feet across the carpet. Blood gushed from 

her neck splattering me and the floor while the body twitched and bounced around on the 

bar top as her life force slowly left it. Fortunately the blood only hit my clothing and missed 

my mouth or eyes otherwise that might have caused a little problem known as infecting and 

turning. The last thing I needed was to be turned into a bite-ie, I really should consider 

wearing protective glasses when out slaying… and maybe a mask or scarf. 

Anyway that was Pat dealt with…. I now had to go and investigate what the noises were 

upstairs. I found the hatch to the bar and walked behind it, these places often lead into 

private staff only areas which then lead to the owner’s quarters. It was very dark behind the 

bar; I trod carefully and quietly as I moved forward looking into the inky shadows. There was 

broken glass all over the floor, it crunched under my feet as I walked; I tried as best as I 

could to step quietly. 

I found a door which I believed went upstairs; I took hold of the handle and pulled the 

door slowly towards me. It made a slight squeak; I had to decide whether to pull the door 

fast and make a louder but shorter squeak or pull it slowly and have a quieter but longer 

squeak. I opted for the slower opening and the quieter but longer squeaking noise. 



I peered into the dark as the door opened; my eyes slowly adjust as the moonlight from 

the upstairs windows flood down the stairs. I started to see the stairs and could see that 

they were empty. I took my first step through the door and onto the bottom tread. There 

was a slight creak on a few of the treads as I slowly made my way up the stairs. I had my rifle 

in both hands again and was pointing it upwards, as I got closer to the top I slowed down, 

my senses were fully heightened as I listened out for any noises which could give me a clue 

as to what was hiding in the apartment. 

I inched up slowly from the last two treads onto the landing, nothing was moving in the 

shadows, I could make out that the landing had four doors, two on the left, one on the right 

after the landing banister and one at the far end. They appeared to be open slightly but I 

couldn’t see clearly, there was only one window on the landing which was at the top of the 

stairs and I was standing in front of it blocking out the moonlight casting more shadows over 

the landing.  

CRASH 

GRRRRRRAAAAAAAAA 

BANG 

“What the fuck?” A loud crashing sound filled the air followed by a loud and deep growl 

followed by an even louder bang. I stood still, my ears and eyes were now working overtime 

straining to figure out where the noise came from and behind which door was a bite-ie 

waiting for me.  

I could hear shuffling and a low growl, someone or should I say something was coming to 

greet me on the landing. 

The door at the far end of the landing caught my attention, it started to bang repeatedly, it 

was being pushed closed and it was hitting the rebate hard and bouncing back before being 

pushed closed again. I wasn’t sure what the hell was going on but I knew there was 

something behind the door trying to get to me. Between the banging I could hear frantic 

scratching noises coming from the other side of the door. 

My heart was now banging as the adrenaline and excitement was rushing through me. The 

rush of adrenaline before a zombie killing is the best drug you can have; seriously, I am 

often rushing off my tit’s as the ravers used to say in the early 1990s… I am surprised that I 

don’t get turned on and go slaying with a hard on! It is that kind of rush! 

I began to slowly walk along the landing towards the door, it was still banging in its frame 

and I could still hear the low growling and scratching but now I could hear stamping sounds 

and a very odd deep breathing coming from behind the door. This was going to be a close 

call, I would need to give the door a good shove to open it and push back whoever was 

constantly walking into it.  



If the push goes well the bite-ie will be knocked back and hopefully onto the floor giving 

me the opportunity to simply fill it with hot lead, if however I do not shove the door hard 

enough or the bite-ie is not pushed far enough away then I run the risk of them lunging at 

me before I have time to pull the trigger. This was going to be a little scary. I took a deep 

slow breath to calm myself down and slow down my heart rate a little. I took a position of 

about two feet away from the door, holding my rifle just above waist height with a bent 

knee I placed my right foot flat on the door.  

Taking a deep breath I summoned up all the strength and energy that I could and pushed 

hard with my foot throwing the door back. I could feel the resistance as it hit something and 

pushed them away, the door slammed back into the wall and began to bounce back as I 

stepped into the dark room looking hard to see what was in front of me.  

I didn’t want to fire without knowing whether it was an innocent child or non-infected 

person. I am a zombie slayer not a murderer. I couldn’t see much on the floor in front of me, 

it was dark in the room. I think it was the kitchen but it was hard to tell as this room had its 

curtains closed. 

GRRRRAARARARRARA 

I heard a high pitch scream-howl thing; I couldn’t really work out what it was and then 

suddenly became aware of a shadow moving fast towards me on the floor. I aimed down 

towards it and tried my hardest to see what the fuck it was. It suddenly jumped up at me 

and smashed into my chest, it knocked me back through the door way back onto the landing 

and I could feel myself beginning to fall backwards. 

I soon realised what it was, it was a dog. I looked hard and could see that it looked to be 

an Alsatian, it was infected and as we both flew through the air it barked and growled at me 

in a frenzied manner throwing all kinds of frothy infected spit at me. I pulled my rifle up and 

pushed the barrel into the dog’s bony belly. I pulled the trigger and turned my head to the 

side. I hit the floor landing on my back as the gun began spitting out bullets at point blank 

range lasting them through its abdomen ripping the dog to shreds sending blood and lumps 

of flesh into the air. 

I fired around ten or more bullets into the crazed bastard, it crashed onto me with a thud 

leaking a shit load of blood all over my lower chest. My jacket was drenched and my ears 

were ringing from the firing of the gun in a confined space which had amplified the sound 

with a repeating echo. 

I laid there on the floor with the dogs remains on me for a second and sighed. I took a 

deep breath and gathered my thoughts of what had just happened. I pushed the bullet 

riddled dripping dog’s corpse off of me and to the side. Still laying on my back my head 

dropped back and rested on the floor while I tried to slow down my now erratic heart rate. I 

closed my eyes for only a second when I heard a fucking loud howl. 



 “Now what?” 

I opened my eyes and looked forward towards the door way I had just been knocked 

through. In the moonlight I could see Mick the landlord shuffling towards me. He was 

infected and appeared to have a badly bitten leg making his approach slower than usual for 

a bite-ie. 

“YOU CAN FUCK OFF MICK” I screamed looking at the approaching figure. 

He was getting closer and he had that look in his eyes, a vacant look that simply said… “I 

am gonna bite the fuck out of you son” 

Why I didn’t just lift my rifle up and fill his head with lead I don’t know, but instead for 

some reason I opted to get up to my feet and kick Mick hard square in his face with the flat 

of my foot. He flew back a couple of feet into the door frame and bounced off like a pinball 

into the nearest side door and fell through it into the lounge. 

I followed Mick and as he tried to get up I kicked him in the chest rolling him further into 

the room. I gave the whole room a quick scan just to see that there were no other surprises 

waiting to pop out of the shadows at me. Something on the wall caught my eye. It was a 

Japanese Samurai sword. 

“Oh sweeeet” I whisper while giggling to myself like a little school girl with a crush “Get in 

my son, that is what I need” 

I saw a couple of Bonsai trees and other Japanese related ornaments in the room so I 

guess either Pat or Mick or maybe both of them had a liking for traditional Japanese culture. 

Mick tried to get up but again I kicked him hard throwing him over the room into the sofa. 

Keeping one eye on him I reached for the sword and lifted it from its brackets on the wall. I 

expected one of those really cheap and nasty replicas that you used to find for sale at the 

weekend car boot sales. 

I took the handle in my right hand, the sheaf in my left and pulled them apart. It shined in 

the moonlight. Something looked a bit different about this one, the quality looked far 

superior to the weekend specials I imagined it to be. I was pleasantly surprised, it was an 

original Japanese Katana made and signed by Suishinshi Masahide who made swords 

between the late 1700's and the early 1800's. 

This was a real one and before the infection hit it would have had a value of over five 

thousand U.S. dollars. Now its value would be less due to no one wanting to buy such an 

item for a collection or that there is very little money about. However, it had a razor sharp 

edge and for me it had a lot of value… this is a major find for a zombie slayer… guns kill, 

swords slay… I am now a real zombie slayer! 

I turned towards Mick who was pulling himself up by the sofa and was nearly standing tall.  



“Well Mick, I gotta say, this is a cracking find and I promise to look after it for you” 

Mick turned towards me and began to walk towards me with his arms out straight. I lifted 

the blade up and swung it down slicing both of Micks arms off just below his elbows. He 

growled in pain, you could see it in his face and eyes that it hurt. They might be devoid of all 

other human qualities but they feel things like pain, heat and cold, it just doesn’t affect 

them or hold them back as it would us normal uninfected people. 

Mick stopped for a second, looked at me and then looked towards his elbows where his 

arms had been several seconds earlier. He looked at me again and screamed loudly… 

“AAAGGGGGGGGGGGGRRRRRRRRRRRRRRAAA” 

With that he ran towards me as best as he could, I spun around from my left to my right 

moving slightly out of his path while swinging the sword out to my side, as my circle came to 

an end I dropped to my right knee and swung the sword with all of the force I could muster. 

The sword hit Mick at the base of the back and sliced right through him in one clean 

movement. The blade came right out of his front with very little resistance. If I was a writer I 

would probably try and say something cheesy like ‘the sword cut right through him like a 

hot knife through butter’ but that seriously would not give it justice. The sword did not 

make a single judder as it cut through the bone of the spine, it was so fast and clinical I 

didn’t even hear a change in noise as it cut through the flesh then bone and back into flesh.  

I stayed in position for a couple of seconds resting on one knee looking towards Mick as 

his body crumpled and both separate parts fell to the floor with a soppy thud. His arms, 

sorry stumps and legs were writhing around as his nervous system went into overdrive as 

the life slowly left his body. I stood up and stepped over the heap of Mick and placed the tip 

of the sword on the back of his head which was now facing down on the floor looking at the 

carpet. I wrapped both my hands around the long handle of the sword, closed my eyes, took 

a deep breath and uttered “please forgive me Mick” as I pushed the sword through his 

head. 

It made a low crunching sound as it went through the skull bone followed by a squelching 

noise as it cut its way through his brains. There was one final crunching noise as the tip of 

the sword past out of Mick’s forehead, through the carpet and embedded itself into the 

wooden floorboard. I placed my right foot on Mick’s head and pushed down while pulling 

the sword out of with a gross slurping sound. The place was now silent; Mick had stopped 

growling and twitching. 

I could hear the distant howling of a few bite-ies but the pub was clear, it was nearly 

midnight and I had had my fun for the night so it was time to make my way back out to the 

car and back to Southampton. I gave the sword a quick wipe on the curtains and slid it back 

into its sheaf. I slid the sword between my belt and my combat trousers which trapped it in 



place allowing me to carry it while I walk back down the stairs holding my rifle in both 

hands. 

I still took it steady as I walked quietly down the stairs and through the bar looking into 

the shadows and the dark for movement while listening for unusual sounds. I made it out of 

the bar and outside of the pub into the dark crisp air; I scanned the area around me and 

could see nothing to be worried about. I headed up the path back towards my car constantly 

scanning the vicinity.  

I could hear howling but it was in the distant so I had nothing to be concerned about, I was 

now just a few feet away from my Land Rover Discovery and began to speed up my walking. 

As I walked off the Bedes Lea pavement and onto the public path I looked left and stopped. 

There standing in the road looking at me was a male bite-ie, the pub sign and overgrown 

tree had hidden him from view as I walked up the path. I hadn’t seen him and he was 

standing still not making any sounds so I had no idea that he was stood there waiting for 

me. 

He was wearing blood drenched pyjamas and he was skinny as fuck with the left side of his 

face missing. We both stood perfectly still looking at each other; bizarrely he didn’t run at 

me or howl when he saw me so I was unsure as what was going on in his head. I checked the 

area behind him and could see nothing else, I quickly scanned behind me and again the 

coast was clear.  

So it was just him and me, we were separated by several metres, I was just a few feet from 

my truck and holding my SA80 A2 which was pointing directly at him. I suddenly felt a rush 

of confidence, what was I worried about? This is hardly the worst situation I have ever been 

in. I lifted up the rifle and aimed it at his head, he saw me move and howled at me as loud 

as he was able to then started running at me. I squeezed the trigger and fired four rounds at 

him. Each one hit him hard, two piled into his face exploding the front of his head wide open 

and the other two hit him in the chest as he fell backwards onto the road. He was down and 

dead, there was no competition and I was top dog of that standoff.   

I made it to the Discovery safely, locked the door behind me, fired up the engine and spun 

the car round in the road and headed back home. It was a quick drive and I made it back 

safe to the city gates by half twelve. I was back home sat on the sofa supping a brew with 

Debs ten minutes later. All in all it was a good night with four successful slays and yes I do 

count infected animal kills as slays, they are no different to people and they are infected too 

fully capable of killing people and spreading the virus. 

I might have killed four of them that night but there are plenty more of the bastards that 
need slaying and I shall share with you more slaying adventures shortly. 

 
Until then, 
Stay safe. 



Bernard. 
 

To learn more about the post-apocalyptic world that Bernard lives in and read great 

zombie slaying tips and survival advice go to Bernard’s website 

www.HowToKillZombies.com 
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