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Epilogue 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 

  

 It was a prank. At least that's what we both said. “Just another disturbing YouTube video gone viral.” My 
friend James emailed me the link to this video one night along with a message that read: “Check this out. 
Creepy shit.” He claimed he found it while doing a little research which meant he was porn-surfing. 
 It looked so harmless at the time. 
 The next day at school, we tried to laugh about what we'd seen. James mocked the poor video quality and 
I ridiculed the gross overacting. But even then, our jokes were hesitant and uncomfortable. All teenagers 
think they're invincible, and so did we, but this video... it found a chink in our armor—our first taste of all 
the bitterness to come. When we talked about the clip, neither James or I realized then that we only ever 
spoke about it in hushed whispers. I guess we were afraid—subconsciously I'm sure—of who or what might 
hear us. The secret we stumbled across that night refused to let us just walk away. We became its possession—
its noose tightening around our throats. 
 If I could do it all over again, I wouldn't have watched it. Not that night. At least then I could have 
enjoyed a couple more months of the mindless routine that was my life, appreciated the simplicity of each 
day and the luxuries of our culture. But what is seen cannot be unseen. 
 I suppose that I'm somewhat fortunate that today the video is no longer our secret to bear alone. 
Practically everyone still alive has seen it. The “Event Zero” video as it's now called depicts how it all started. 
Before The Sickness, before the wars, before the mortis-horde, before all the tears and the blood, before 
everything, there was this video posted to the internet as a dark portent of our future. In retrospect, the signs 
were so clear, but how could we have known? We lived in an age of murderous skepticism. As children, we 
were taught to slay the obvious myths of our youth like Santa Clause and the Tooth Fairy. Once we matured 
into adults, we found the strength to overcome the grander fictions of the world: god, the human soul, the 
existence of absolutes like 'good' and 'evil'. Freed from moral superstition, we lived our lives as we wanted, 
and therefore, found ourselves woefully unprepared for the trials to come. Perhaps absolutes like good and 
evil don't exist, but I now know that absolute hate does. It's a palpable thing that sleeps in the human heart 
and must never be disturbed. After years of living in this hell, I've seen exactly what every single one of us is 
capable of with even just a little encouragement. 
 Yes. I can still recall every last detail of that video. I haven't watched the damn thing in over forty years, 
but the images are always with me, seared into the back of my retinas so that even in my sleep I see blood. 
But more terrible than any given second of that video was the way the whole thing made me feel—the 
visceral response it invoked. I remember my face getting closer and closer to the computer screen, entranced 
by the beautiful horror of it all. Then suddenly, I felt something—that cross I think—reach into my chest 
and pull something out. I don't know what. I just know that whatever it was, I never got it back. 
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 I remember how the video shook violently, shifting in an out of focus, as the scientist pointed her camera 
in wide arcs in an attempt to document everything around her. It reminded me of the first time I watched 
The Blair Witch Project—I felt nauseous. Crunchy static poured out of my speakers, garbling most of the 
sound, but you could definitely still hear the young scientist mumbling, "Oh my god... oh my god... oh my 
god..." 
 The blasted landscape under surveillance was supposedly Megiddo, a hill in what used to be Israel. In 
ancient times, Megiddo had been the host site of countless battles. Connecting the lands of Egypt and 
Assyria, several invaluable trade routes crossed at this location, and many people lost their lives in a desperate 
bid to claim the land for themselves. Megiddo is also recognized in Christian myth as the fabled site for the 
final conflict between God and Satan. So much past. So much future. 
 It was dawn, or maybe dusk. Honestly, it was impossible to tell. The video felt like it was filmed on 
another planet in an alternate universe—set apart from time, of anything rational. In this land, anything was 
possible, and that was so unsettling to me. From the distant horizon, the sun poured orange and purple light 
over Megiddo; the rays were a dark hue, stripped of purity. A cold light, for sure. The clouds above were 
shredded like a pillow, its stuffing scattered across the sky. Dark and gray, the clouds were frozen in place as if 
to block out the heavens for all time. An uneasy stillness hung over this patch of earth, interrupted only by a 
serpentine wind that twisted up and around the scientist, blowing her hair into her face, whispering static into 
the camera. Some people claim to have heard words in the wind—ancient Latin—softly warning her to get 
away, to leave.  
 As she trudged up a narrow path that led to the top of the hill, the young scientist noted all of the 
strange 'artifacts' that littered the grounds: AK-47s, Israeli rifles, Berettas, rocket-propelled grenades. One 
would have thought that the Israeli army had been in a firefight with one of their many enemies of the state, 
but there were countless weapons of antiquity as well. The scientist picked up a longsword which she 
estimated to be about 800 years old, yet sharp as the day it was made. There were shields and holy symbols 
that no historian would be able to identify. It was like some lost-Atlantis culture had lived, fought, and died 
right there in the cradle of civilization without anyone ever knowing.  
 "What happened here?" muttered the scientist under her breath. 
 With each new step, the scientist's boots made a sick, sucking sound as they lifted out of the mushy earth 
below. She pointed the camera at the ground to show that it was caked in almost six inches of a black and 
crimson substance. Maybe blood? From the fight? Megiddo had tasted so much blood over the years, perhaps 
it couldn't drink any more. But while the weapons seemed to indicate that a fierce battle had recently been 
waged, there were no bodies anywhere. Not one. The discarded weapons made it appear as if a massive battle 
had taken place between phantoms.  
 Another biting wind swept past the scientist, another inexorable cry from beyond. 
 "Do you smell that?" growled a man's voice from behind the camera. The scientist whirled around to 
capture the face of a soldier in his late 30s, gristly and stern. He wore military garbs, a US army beret, and 
carried an M-16 in his hands. His voice was gruff and lined with discomfort. 
 "Yes. It's sulfur," replied the scientist. "Highly abnormal."  
 And at that moment, I too could smell the nauseating stench. Right there in my bedroom on the other 
side of the world. Sulfur and rotten meat. At the time, I wrote this off to the power of suggestion, but many 
years later, I talked to a group of survivors that claim to have experienced the very same thing. That can't just 
be a coincidence. There is something supernatural about that place, so much so that it can manifest its doom 
through sight alone. 
 At last they reached the top of Megiddo where the ruins of an ancient city-state remained. The wind 
immediately ceased, its warnings ignored. The scientist took a few steps forward before releasing an audible 
gasp when she found it. Planted in the rubble of that dead place was a black cross, 20 feet in height, erected 
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like a dark memoriam to the secret battle waged there. It stood quiet and threatening, in perfect stasis with 
the dead sky.  
 I felt my blood run cold. My temples pounded like a war-drum until the nausea forced me to keel over 
and vomit. I think I wept—yes. I felt this sudden and inexplicable sense of loss, like everything I loved in this 
life had just been tainted somehow. The image of the black cross split my heart open, releasing the floodgates 
of a thousand evil thoughts and agonizing emotions; they poured out of me in uncontrollable waves. I 
screamed and cried and begged for someone to save me. From what? I didn't know at the time. But I wanted 
to die. Right then and there. I know that for a fact. One minute I'm eating a bowl of cereal at my computer 
and checking my email, the next moment I'm ready to commit suicide. Had I been near a knife, a gun, a 
razor, anything, I would have gladly put myself down like a wounded animal. It was like my future had 
somehow just been raped by the clandestine nature of that black edifice. I felt truly and utterly alone. 
Powerless. 
 And yet somehow, between choking sobs, I managed to pull myself back into my seat and finish the 
video. I had come too far to stop now. I had to complete this rite of passage. 
 Sweaty and short of breath, I grinded my teeth as the scientist reached out a trembling hand to touch the 
cross. As her fingers pressed against its surface, the video distorted wildly and a surge of static boomed 
through my speakers. Pulling her hand away, she commented about its smooth, marble surface and that it 
was literally frozen to the touch. My fingers tingled and went numb. She began to postulate about who 
constructed the cross and for what purpose, her voice quivering with both excitement and horror.  
 If you've never seen the video, let me quickly sum up its dramatic conclusion. A shadow rises up from 
behind the scientist and soldier, and if you freeze the video just right, it looks like you can almost make out a 
face in the grim reflection of the cross. The soldier spins on his heels and fires his weapon, the jingling of shell 
casings mix with the roaring gunfire. The scientist screams and drops her camera to the ground. The last 
image that you see in the video before the screen goes dark is a sideways view of the cross, looming like a 
demon over the world. The ground around the strange monument was black and corrosive, like the cross had 
injected its cancer into the heart of the earth. Finally, the camera gets kicked and the video comes to an end. 
 Event Zero eventually got so many hits and created such a worldwide panic that several world leaders 
even made public statements confirming that the video was indeed a hoax. And still, UN security forces 
descended on Megiddo, set up roadblocks, knocked out satellite feeds, and essentially made that small hill in 
Israel disappear from the modern world in a flash of obfuscation. Journalists reported that military patrols 
traced a five-mile perimeter around the site and that the entire state of Israel had become a no-fly zone. 
Politicians refused to entertain questions on Event Zero. They insisted that the media was creating a frenzy 
over a confirmed joke, but the number of secret meetings and private conferences between world leaders 
continued to grow by the day. In the coming years, we would all come to know the truth, the terrible 
purpose of Event Zero—harbinger of The Sickness. 
 And to this day, I still see that black cross. Inside hospitals. In front of office buildings. On top of 
churches. Anywhere The Sickness has struck or is getting ready to strike, I see that Megiddo cross drilled into 
the earth like a stake through the heart of the last good day on earth.  
 Do I believe in God now? No. I still don't.  
 I'm not sure anyone can see the things I've seen or do the things I've done and still think there's some 
reason for all this, some divine plan that'll save us. But I will say this much, if 'god' does exist, I guarantee you 
that he no longer believes in us either. 
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