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The Meaning of Tomorrow
	Lunesca Albright was twenty-seven years old in the year of our Lord 1875. She lived on a frontier in Wyoming with her family. She was tall and beautiful, with bright blue eyes. Her hair was golden like the fields she sowed. She was betrothed to marry a young man named Reiner Rutherford in town. Reiner was tall and muscular. He had a slim build. He had dark black hair with dark brown eyes. She lived with her father, Cornelius Albright, and her mother, Petunia Albright. Her father was tall, lean, and muscular. He was handsome and was honest by nature. He worked in town as a blacksmith. Her mother was beautiful, and all the men lusted for her. She was tall and had golden hair.
Lunesca’s father, Cornelius, entrusted his wife and daughter with managing their home and fields. They paid the hired hands for the farming, with Cornelius’ help. They resided in a spacious wooden house, a recent purchase by Cornelius; unbeknownst to the newcomers, a chilling secret lurked near their home- a graveyard with a sinister reputation. The town's folk whispered of an ancient horror where every two hundred years, the undead would rise from their graves, thirsting for blood. Legend has it that you may get a second chance at life if you die. The old wives’ tale had the townspeople on edge, planning to seal their houses tight on the night of Hollow’s Eve, fearing the return of the undead.
Lunesca returned home from visiting Reiner’s family in town the afternoon of Hollow’s Eve. She pushed open the front door so hard she crashed onto the wooden floorboard.
“Mother, Father? I must speak with you!” shouted Lunesca.
Lunesca’s father raced down the steps of their parlor.
“What is it, child? You look like you’ve seen a ghost!”
“No, sir, where’s momma?” said Lunesca.
“She stayed late in the fields today to tie up some loose ends with the workers,” said Cornelius.
“It is pertinent that I tell you this: Let’s sit in the kitchen, Father,” said Lunesca.
They walked quickly to the quaint kitchen and sat at the homemade wooden table with its hand-sewn tablecloth.
“I think if we tell this to Momma, she will be too frightened,” said Lunesca.
“Out with it, my child!” shouted Cornelius.
“Reiner told me the townspeople are locking up their houses tonight because every two hundred years, the dead rise again on Hollow’s Eve in this area. He said the tales have been passed on for generations. I think it’s a good idea if we do the same father,” said Lunesca.
Cornelius stared at her blankly. He pushed back his chair and leaned slowly back in it.
“Lunesca, I told your mother to hide the Elderberry wine. I do believe you’ve been hitting the sauce,” said Cornelius.
“I’m serious, Father; it will all happen tonight during the full moon,” said Lunesca.
“No sooner than pigs fly, my dear,” said Cornelius.
He kissed her gently on the head. Then, he walked outside to join her mother in the fields. An owl’s hoot was all that could be heard when darkness engulfed the house on all sides, bringing death in its wake. Lunesca lay awake in her bed with demons dancing in her head. They warned her of their impending doom and that she’d be powerless to stop the slaughter. She tossed and turned in the darkness that threatened her. Sweat poured from the palms of her hands as the old grandfather clock struck midnight in their drawing room. The sound struck her soul as each chime dinged, dinged, dinged!
Lunesca tried to relax, lying her head back on her soft pillow to fall asleep. Just as she dozed off, she heard a thud from the front door. Creaaaaak, Creaaaaak, Creaaaaaak. She ran to her bedroom door to barricade it. The noise faded. Lunesca ran to hide under her covers like they were her savior now. She shook like a leaf caught up in a storm. Someone knocked on her door.
“Lunesca, it’s me, Reiner. I have come for your safety. I can see you haven’t boarded up your home yet,” said Reiner.
Lunesca flung her covers back and shoved the dresser away from the door.
She pulled him inside and then shoved him hard in his chest.
“You frightened me, Reiner! You could have been anyone!” said Lunesca.
“Living or dead?” asked Reiner.
“That’s not funny!” shouted Lunesca.
Reiner tilted his head back and laughed like a hyena.
“You always amuse me, my darling,” said Reiner.
“Quiet, Reiner, I think I hear someone outside,” said Lunesca.
A commotion was happening around the home. It sounded like people were throwing themselves against the house. Glass cracked open and fell on the parlor floor. Lunesca threw her arms around Reiner and closed her eyes. 
‘This is how I’m going to die; my family will die too! What will become of us?’ thought Lunesca.
‘I’d give my life to protect this family,’ thought Reiner.
	Lunesca sobbed like a small child.
“Lunesca, I’m going to need you to be brave. We’ve got to get to the guns in the cabinet in the kitchen before the undead destroy us all. If we kill one of them, we must burn their bodies. Do you understand? We can’t lose our cool, not for a minute. We must survive this and get your family out alive,” said Reiner.
“What happens if we can’t?” asked Lunesca.
“Then we become the zombies, and pale skin doesn’t look good on you, my darling,” said Reiner.
Lunesca smiled and laughed, a nice break from the horror that welled in her eyes.
She slowly walked to her bedroom door and carefully turned the knob.
Reiner grabbed her by her hips and yelled, “Boo!”
“Not funny, Reiner!” said Lunesca.
Outside, there was silence. The walls bled with the intensity of the house’s anxiety.
“Let’s move now, they’re in the house!” said Reiner.
They ran out of the room and went to wake up Mom and Dad; they were missing from their beds. They flew down the stairs, and Reiner broke a railing off to use it as a weapon. All was quiet until they got to the kitchen. Ten undead stood in the kitchen, feasting on freshly mangled flesh. Scarlett blood was pouring from their corpses and seeped onto the wooden planks of the kitchen floor. The smell was rank and putrid, like rotting corpses. Lunesca grabbed Reiner by the arm.
“Let’s run for it; nothing left for us here!” screamed Lunesca.
“I’ll die defending you and your home!” said Reiner.
The zombies were inching their way toward them.
“I have nothing left here. The house doesn’t matter. Let’s get out while we still can!” said Lunesca
A pale, oozing zombie walked toward Reiner and tried to take a swipe at his face. Reiner shoved Lunesca onto the wooden planks that knew unspeakable horror. She sat on the floor and watched as everything she knew was taken from her. Reiner tried to stab the zombie with the sharp wooden plank in the eye, but the zombie was far more robust. It grabbed Reiner, and the wooden plank fell to the floor with a plunk! Lunesca screamed as Reiner’s corpse fell to the floor beside her. 
His head was severed and rolled like a cantaloupe into the parlor. The zombies came to devour the rest of his body. Lunesca couldn’t move. Fear overcame her, and her limbs were like dead weights. Her body became icy cold and numb, and time became frozen with the sum of all her fears paralyzing her on the spot. She couldn’t force a scream out of her powerless body. Her world had ended.
‘My parents are gone; my Reiner is no more! I wish they had gotten me, too.’ thought Lunesca.
Lunesca watched as the zombies finished their meal. She was next. She crawled backward on the creaky planks as they came for her next. She slipped her foot out, tripped the one in front, and raced to her room. Lunesca ran inside and locked the door. She covered herself up on the bed and cried for hours until she fell asleep.
The next day, Lunesca woke up and noticed that her room looked the same as before the attack. The dresser wasn’t even moved. She walked to her parents’ room and slowly turned the knob. Her mother was sitting on the side of the bed, brushing her long, beautiful golden hair.
“Mother! How can this be? I thought you were dead! I saw the zombies eating your flesh last night in the kitchen,” screamed Lunesca.
“What’s the matter, child? Are you well, my darling? There is no such thing as zombies. You should know that is a fairy tale,” said Petunia.
Lunesca ran to wrap her arms around her in a warm embrace.
“Where’s father?” asked Lunesca
“He’s outside chopping wood. You look paler than a sheet, my darling. Reiner’s outside with him. Go and see.” said Petunia.
Lunesca raced down the staircase and out of the kitchen’s back door and saw them talking by the woodshed. She kissed her beloved as hard as possible and returned to the kitchen. 
‘It’s going to happen again tonight. I’ll have a second chance to end this before I lose them for good. No one believes me, so I’ll have to do it myself. I have a plan,’ thought Lunesca.
Night came as cruelly as the previous one. Lunesca was waiting for the zombies outside. She was dragging half of a cow on a wheelbarrow. The cow was already rotting, and the smell infiltrated the zombies’ noses as they walked toward her. Twenty zombies were getting closer. She lured them into the barn, but when she tried to find the kerosene, she couldn’t find it to start a fire. She stumbled in the dark like a drunkard as they inched toward her. 
Lunesca knelt and searched every inch of the area. The zombies moaned like they were starving for flesh. She fell backward on the hay. Lunesca crawled back to the wall, and her hand groped the hay until it rested on the kerosene. The match was in her pocket. She doused the zombies with kerosene and lit a match. Lunesca ran for the side door of the barn. She narrowly escaped the searing flames. Lunesca watched outside as the barn burned beautifully to a crisp. She collapsed to her knees, and the sound was like thunder, which echoed through the leaves of her yard. She gazed into the sky as raindrops glided down her face. The sky was unveiling its fury as she cried out in relief.
‘Ashes to ashes, we all fall,’ thought Lunesca.
The graveyard was still once more.
