
“No,” Rainsford said. He thought about how many people had said the exact same thing 
to him, and wagered his chances of actually getting out alive. As General Zaroff pursed his lips, 
Rainsford came up with a rough percentage estimation: 2%. 

“No,” he repeated again, though this time more sure of himself. “I won’t hunt with you. 
You can go shoot as many innocent men as you like, but I will not condone myself to such 
atrocities.” 

“Mr. Rainsford, I assure you, as they are men you know not what I speak of.” General 
Zaroff replied stoutly, taking another sip of wine. 

“I know exactly what you speak of, General Zaroff, and I’ve made it quite clear that I 
wish no part in this.” 

The man squinted at Rainsford, as if he were measuring the chances of being able to 
shoot him from a long distance. He then smiled brightly, as if he’d just had an idea. 

“Perhaps I should show you what I mean, by ‘you know not of what I speak’,” General 
Zaroff offered. It wasn’t much of an offer though, as Rainsford didn’t have much of a choice. 
Together, they left the room and stepped out into the hallway. 

After striding down a few long corridors, the two finally arrived at a large metal door, 
built like a vault, but with a keypad and a hand-print scanner to confirm General Zaroff’s 
identity. 

With a finger, General Zaroff made a circular motion, telling Rainsford to turn around 
while he entered the code. Reluctantly, Rainsford obliged but not before taking a step away 
from Zaroff, just in case he decided to draw out a concealed weapon. Swiftly, General Zaroff 
punched in the unknown code and pressed his hand on the pad. A green light moved across the 
screen and a second later, the door hissed as it swung open. 

Upon entering the room, Rainsford found that it was actually a containment chamber. 
The room was built so that a heavy sheet of plexiglass several inches thick separated them from 
the subjects in the vault. On the other side of the glass, the room was dark and shadowed so 
that Rainsford could not see anything. General Zaroff strode over to a side of the room and 
flicked on a switch and smiled slightly as the contents of the room were revealed. 

Rainsford gasped, and his hand found the way to his mouth. His knees suddenly felt like 
jelly as a hundred pounds of horror was dropped on his shoulders. 

“Good Guns,” he rasped, his voice but a croak, “What have you done?”  
In front of them, separated by a mere sheet of plexiglass, was a group of twenty to 

thirty living-dead humans. Large patches of their skin were rotting away and bone was jutting 
out from unusual places. Rainsford, still thoroughly shocked, gaped as General Zaroff casually 
shifted his weight and folded his arms, smiling. 

“But… why?” Rainsford stammered, failing to not show his fear. Casually, too casually, 
General Zaroff smiled sheepishly and explained, “You see, I knew myself that hunting live men 
would mean trouble; trouble with the other countries who lose their ships as well as their crew. 
I don’t kill the men; I simply let them die. When they are dead, I resurrect them so that they 
have enhanced strength, intelligence, and endurance. It serves a greater purpose for me, as I 
don’t get in trouble and I get good game to hunt.” 

“But General Zaroff, I thought you implied that you were to hunt me down!” Rainsford 
exclaimed. 



“I did, Rainsford, I did. And as we both see that I could easily neutralize a less experience 
huntsman, I need better game to hunt.” General Zaroff replied cockily, his chest swelling with 
pride. 

Rainsford slowly started to back up against the wall and feel for the door. He touched 
something, but not the way out. Standing in front of the door was Ivan, staring Rainsford down 
coldly. 

“Naturally,” General Zaroff continued, “I can’t have anyone know about what happens 
here. So the only way is to propose the visitors here my little hunting scheme, and turn them 
into living dead at night. But you, Rainsford, you seem like a man who might be capable of 
reason.” 

Rainsford shook his head. “The only reason coming to me right now is that this is wrong. 
All wrong.” 

General Zaroff shook his head as if he were saddened, and made a circular motion with 
his finger to Ivan. The large Cossack immediately stepped forward, arms outstretched, and 
lunged for Rainsford. With only his hunting reflex, Rainsford ducked to the right and dropped to 
the ground, sending Ivan tumbling into the wall. The man turned, his eyes filling with hatred, as 
Rainsford scrambled back onto his feet. He swung at Rainsford, hard, and missed him by an 
inch. Slowly, Ivan started to pressure Rainsford back until the hunter was pressed against the 
glass. Ivan pulled back his fist again and swung, this time connecting. His fist smashed into the 
side of Rainsford’s face, knocking him to the glass  with a bruised cheek. As if taking his time, 
Ivan pulled back his second fist and punched upwards into Rainsford’s stomach. 

With white lights dancing in from of his eyes, Rainsford could barely breathe or see. 
Everything around Rainsford turned into slow-motion as the adrenaline kicked in, making his 
head buzz. He could distinctly see the shape of both General Zaroff’s shadow leaving the room, 
and the shadow of a large Cossack that would likely take his life. Clutching his abdomen, he 
looked up in time to see Ivan pulling his right fist back for another punch. Slowly, slowly, the fist 
started to make a straight path for Rainsford’s face, looking eerily like a final blow. Rainsford, 
who was back against the wall, could only do one thing: drop to the ground. 

Using his remaining strength, he waited for Ivan’s fist to start coming forward before 
willing his legs to drop him. Slowly, he look up as Ivan’s clenched hand smashed into the 
plexiglass with full strength, cracking a whole section. 

Ivan stared at his bloodied hand, surprised. Rainsford, who was on the floor, yelled as he 
kicked upwards at the large Cossack. The man’s body rose a little, and fell backwards as he 
crumbled into a heap. For the first time, however, Rainsford saw fear flash before Ivan’s eyes 
instead of hatred. 

Rainsford lay on the cold ground for a while, doubled up, trying to catch his breath. His 
rest, however, was interrupted by a loud thump, followed by a cracking sound. He slowly 
turned his head and unbelievingly found himself staring into the eyes of one of his childhood 
nightmares: a zombie. Though the zombie was put behind a thick sheet of glass Ivan had 
damaged greatly, they were starting to break through their chamber, stimulated by the sight of 
Ivan’s blood. He screamed then, and scrambled on all fours for the door. Behind the glass, the 
zombie roared and smashed his head into the glass, making a new ripple of cracks. The hunter, 
with pure terror now streaming through his body, rolled out the vault to and slammed it shut 
behind him. 



Again he sat there, leaning against the door, catching his breath. He looked up and 
down the hallway and finally, to his luck, there was no sight of General Zaroff. Panting, he 
managed another heavy sigh. In the middle of releasing his sigh, however, he heard another 
sound coming from the foreboding door: a single large thump. Whipping around, he turned just 
in time to see a second dent imprint a dome in the metal door. That’s not good, he remarked, 
and sprinted down the hallway. 

 
General Zaroff was in the dining room, again sipping his unfinished cup of Chablis when 

Rainsford kicked the door open wide. General Zaroff, wide eyed, stared at him in disbelief for a 
moment. 

“Rainsford! What’s happened to Ivan?” 
The hunter, gasping for breath, told him in a shaky tone: “Your zombies, Zaroff, they’ve 

escaped.” 
A moment passed, then two, and Rainsford watched as General Zaroff’s face melted 

through over ten different emotions, all of which were not good. 
“You-,” he started, “You come with me. If we’re going to get off this island we’re going 

to need to do it quick. There’s a secret boat beyond the swamps under a cave, and if we can 
make it there before the zombies, we can get out of this alive.” 

Nodding, Rainsford did one thing he’d never thought he’d do: make an alliance with 
General Zaroff. 

 
Minutes later the two men were cutting through trees, almost a third of the way to the 

swamps, when the heard the blood-curdling cry of a very, very angry creature. 
“Hurry,” Zaroff said, “and don’t you drop that pistol. I’ve no other weapons on me and if 

you lose that gun, you may as well be fighting wolves without your hands.” 
Rainsford nodded and clutched the Mauser automatic pistol closer to his chest. At that 

moment, he envied General Zaroff’s semi-automatic rifle. 
They marched on in silence, moving as fast as possible until Rainsford suddenly stopped 

General Zaroff. Without words, Rainsford pointed at the ground before them. With close 
examination, their fears were confirmed. They’d have to make their way through the quicksand 
pits. 

Rainsford’s mind wandered to when he was hunting snakes in the jungles of Chile, and 
how he’d almost perished a quicksand pit just like this one. What had he meant to do that 
time? A rope, he remembered. They needed a rope. By getting the rope on a nearby branch, 
the two men might be able to swing together to the other side. Looking around, Rainsford 
found a long vine, a type he didn’t quite clearly identify, but he found it strong enough to hold 
his weight. 

“Zaroff,” he said, “climb up that tree and tied this rope onto the lowest branch over 
there.” 

The General looked at him for a moment, questioningly, but obeyed, as he had no 
better idea. In less than a minute, the rope swing was completed. Rainsford, with less weight, 
had hugged his arms around General Zaroff, who in turn grabbed the vine tightly. 

“On the count of three,” said Rainsford, “run towards the quicksand pit and as you’re 
about to hit, lift your legs.” 



“I know what to do.” General Zaroff snapped back harshly. 
At that moment, however, the jungle behind them exploded; five very hungry-looking 

zombies burst forth from the bushes. 
“RUN!” screamed Rainsford, and Zaroff did. Together, the two swung swiftly across the 

swamp before landing in a on the other side. Miraculously, they both landed on their feet. 
Without a word, the two turned and started to run for the edge of the cliff, but not 

before seeing the zombies leap over the pits without effort. 
They crashed through the forest wildly, hearing the thudding of undead feet behind 

them, until they eventually saw the edge of the cliff. 
“Jump there!” yelled General Zaroff. “The ship should be-” 
The man’s voice was suddenly cut off as he slipped into a quicksand pit they’d not 

noticed. 
“Rainsford!” he screamed, his voice frantic this time. “Pull me out of here, quick!” 
Rainsford stopped running and turned, looking into the distance. About a hundred yards 

away, he saw the zombies coming, gaining ground fast. Then he looked down at Zaroff, who 
had caused all this to happen. Slowly, Rainsford made up his mind and turned to run for the 
coast. General Zaroff realized what was happening then, and yelled in anguish as he pulled out 
his rifle and loaded it hastily. Taking aim at Rainsford, who was nearly at the coast, General 
Zaroff fired off shot after shot at the man. The bullets nipped at Rainsford’s heels, but not one 
hit. 

Zaroff stopped then, as he knew Rainsford was already too far away to hit. He watched 
with envy as Rainsford dove over the edge of the cliff, leaving Zaroff for dead. The ship was 
right by the bottom of the cliff, so Rainsford would survive for sure. His secret would be out. 
Just then, the undead stumbled into the clearing just a dozen meters behind him and made a 
beeline for his living flesh. Holding the rifle to his chest, Zaroff whispered his final words as he 
pulled the trigger. 

Click. No ammo. 
Click. Click. Click. 
Then the zombies were on him. 


