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Don't Drink the Water 

 

 



I 

 

Stephanie and Amy ran across the crowded gymnasium and they stopped at the 

small porcelain water fountain on the far side of the large area. 

"I'm so thirsty," Stephanie said grabbing the handle of the object. 

A loud whirring sound poured from the machine just before a torrent of thick red 

fluid gushed up from the silver spout. 

"Ew!" Stephanie cried removing her hand from the handle and backing away 

from the fountain. 

"Ugh what is that?" Amy asked. 

"It's my blood," A low voice said behind them. 

Stephanie and Amy turned around. 

A short blonde haired young man was standing behind them. 

His skin was gray and lifeless. His eyes were white. He was dressed in a tattered 

gym uniform. He looked at the two girls with an expression of hunger across his 

features. 

"I'm a ghost. I was killed here three years ago," the blonde boy said in a low 

moan. 

Stephanie moved forward. She closed her hand into a fist and slammed her digit 

deep into the young man's midsection. 

The blonde boy fell forward and grabbing his abdomen with a low cry. 

"Oooooof!" 

"Stop trying to creep us out Bobby!" Stephanie shouted. 

Bobby stood erect. He looked at Stephanie with a pained expression across his 

features while rubbing his belly.  

After a few moments, Bobby lowered his hands from his abdomen with a light 

laugh before he spoke in a half gasp.  

"You have to admit that it was a good one right?" Bobby asked. 

"No," Stephanie responded flatly. 

"Look at his skin," Amy said. "It looks all dead."  

"Thanks Amy," Bobby said proudly. 

"Let me see," Amy said. 

Amy moved closer to Bobby. She raised her hand and poked at his right cheek. 

A small fleck of gray flesh fell from Bobby's jaw.  

The skin particle descended rapidly to the floor and the near colorless fragment 

of fake flesh landed on the gymnasium flooring. 

"Ew zombie flake!" Amy laughed. 

"Yuck," Stephanie said. "Just gross." 

Bobby laughed and said, "Yeah. Zombie and gross are kinda what I was going 

for with my look." 



"Bobby did you come to school dressed like that?" Amy asked. 

"Naw," Bobby replied. "I have a movie audition fourth period. And I thought I'd go 

into character." 

Bobby raised his hands. He curved his fingers into claws and took a small step 

towards Stephanie with a loud growl. 

Stephanie twisted her features into a menacing grimace while raising her fists in 

a defensive pose. 

Bobby laughed. He stopped walking forward and lowered his hands quickly. 

Stephanie lowered her fists slowly with her eyes still fixed on Bobby's ash-

colored face. 

"What movie is it?" Amy inquired. 

"It's for a zombie flick that they're supposed to be filming downtown," Bobby 

replied. "It's an open casting call so you know I may have a shot at it." 

"That is so cool!" Amy said. "I’m sure you'll get the part." 

"Thanks Amy," Bobby said. 

"Yeah whatever," Stephanie said nonchalantly. She rolled her eyes at Bobby 

before she turned around and moved to the water fountain. 

"Uh Stephanie don't drink that!" Bobby warned. 

Stephanie stopped in front of the fountain. She turned around and looked at 

Bobby with narrowed eyes. 

"Why not?" Stephanie demanded. 

"It's just that," Bobby began tentatively. 

"Look Bobby," Stephanie interrupted. "We get the joke. We know you put one of 

those red food coloring tabs in the fountain spout or something to make the water look 

like blood when it comes out. Ooooooooh so scary." 

Amy laughed. 

"No," Bobby said with a shake of his head. "I didn't put anything in it." 

"Come on!" Stephanie demanded. "It had to be you." 

"Yeah Bobby," Amy said. "You're always doing pranks and stuff. Some of them 

are really funny." 

"I'm telling you guys I didn't put that in the fountain," Bobby said pointing at the 

water fountain. 

"What?" Amy and Stephanie asked in unison. 

"Just look," Bobby said. 

Stephanie and Amy turned around. They both looked at the water fountain. 

A pale half skinless hand jutted up from the basin of the fountain. 

The severed limb wriggled its fingers just before it waved at the two young 

women. 

Stephanie and Amy screamed before they turned around and ran away. 



Bobby watched the two girls flee before he moved to the fountain. He snatched 

the hand from the basin and stared at the wriggling object with a grin. 

"That never gets old," Bobby chuckled. 

Bobby slid the severed hand into his pocket and he walked away from the water 

fountain with a cheerful whistle. He moved across the gymnasium quickly and 

performed a series of skipping hops.  

"Hey Ferguson watch out!" 

"Huh?" Bobby asked. 

Bobby stopped and he turned around. He saw something large and orange fly 

towards him before a bolt of chilling pain exploded across his face. 

A loud slapping noise filled his ears and Bobby staggered backwards. He tripped 

over his feet, lost his balance and fell to the floor. He landed on the flooring atop his 

spine. He looked up at the ceiling.  

His vision was blurry and he remained motionless as the pain in his face 

throbbed and slowly subsided. 

The basketball that had struck him seconds before rolled across the floor on his 

right side. 

The sound of heavy footfalls filled his ears and the noises suddenly stopped near 

him. 

Bobby blinked slowly. His vision cleared. He looked up and saw four students 

leaning over him. 

Alan, Delia, Megan and Carter all looked down at Bobby with wide eyes. 

Carter kneeled on the floor and he leaned closer to Bobby. He stared at his 

classmates' face 

"Is he dead?" Megan asked. 

"Naw he's alright," Carter said.  

Delia pointed at the floor near Bobby right shoulder with a loud scream of panic. 

"What's that?" Megan shrieked. 

Carter, Alan and Delia all looked at the floor. 

Bobby blinked several times and he turned his head to the right. He looked at the 

floor near him. 

The severed hand was crawling quickly towards him.  

The gray limb shook and twitched as it made its way across the floor. It moved 

across his shoulder and settled atop his chest. The hand stood up on its lower portion 

and it waved at the four students who stared at it. 

Delia, Megan and Alan all screamed. The three students all turned around and 

ran. 

Carter looked at the waving hand. He released a loud cry and fell backwards 

from his kneeling position. He landed atop his spine. He looked at the wriggling hand 

and released a gasping choke. He turned around and landed clumsily on the floor atop 



his belly. He crawled forward a few paces before he leaped to his feet and ran away 

with a loud yell. 

Bobby snatched the hand from his chest and he sat up. He waved the severed 

limb in the direction of his four fleeing classmates with a loud shout. 

"Hey guys come back! It's not even real!" Bobby shouted. 

The sound of a low masculine voice echoed behind Bobby. 

"Mr. Ferguson." 

Bobby rose to his feet and he turned around. 

Coach Mason was standing behind him. The middle aged instructor stared at 

Bobby with an expression of impatience across his slightly wrinkled features. 

"My gym is not the place for the next zombie apocalypse! Get rid of that thing 

now!" Coach Mason shouted. 

"Sure coach," Bobby said. 

Bobby stuffed the severed hand inside the front of his gym shirt. 

The hand wriggled wildly against Bobby's chest and he laughed gaily while 

performing a twitching dance. 

"Ferguson what the hell are you doing!" Coach Mason roared. 

"It tickles!" Bobby cried between giggles. 

Coach Mason shook his head and he blew his whistle loudly. 

Bobby stopped his dance. 

"When I said get that thing out of here I mean take thing out of my gym NOW!" 

Coach Mason shouted. 

"Yes sir," Bobby said. 

Bobby pulled the hand from his shirt. He turned around and walked across the 

gym. 


