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Zombie podcast 

I Want to Start Over 

By David Benedict 

 

Max  Are we on? 

 

Rosalind I think so. 

 

Max  You think so? Is the little green light on? 

 

Rosalind ...Yes? 

 

Max  Then we’re on. 

 

Rosalind I need you to show me again when we’re done here. 

 

Max Sure, no problem. Ok. Um. This is Max O’Brien at 870AM, 

WEHG...although I guess like Dr. Clark says, the FCC has bigger 

problems than checking up on our station identification breaks and 

Agnes wants us to have an actual name...wait. I want to start over. 

 

This is...um...this is day 2 since we came back on the air. We still 

haven’t heard anything from anybody about what’s going on...wait. 

I want to start over.  

 

 There’s still zombies wandering around, but nobody seems to 

know why or what to do about it...wait. I want to start over. 

 

 The...the latest news is that...that...wait. I want to start over. 

 

Rosalind What’s the problem? We’re burning fuel on the generator. Hurry it 

up. 

 

Max I’m not sure how to do this. 

 

Rosalind What do you mean you don’t know how to do this? You’re the one 

teaching us! You’ve been doing this for three years! 

 

Max No I haven’t! I’ve been running the station for three years. A little 

podunk college station that had a few thousand listeners if you 

wanted to be generous. This is a whole other level of 

responsibility. 
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Rosalind What are you talking about? 

 

Max Look...radio stations run on predictability. Rigid program grids. 

Exact timing. Nobody is going to listen to your show if they don’t 

know when it’s on, so you make sure it’s going to come on at the 

same time every day, and the only way to do that for every show 

is to time them all out down to the last second. Everybody knows 

exactly when a show is going to start and exactly when it’s going 

to end. 

 

 Except that’s not true anymore. We’re running on a generator, for 

crying out loud. We’re scanning the local radio dial and we’re 

picking up nothing from anybody else. We’re the only station for 

miles that’s broadcasting at all, we don’t have a predictable 

schedule, and the world has actually ended.  

 

 And it’s not just us! Everything we ever relied on is either failing us 

or turning against us. Electricity is spotty, cell phones don’t work, 

cars are still functional, but GPS isn’t a thing anymore, and what 

happens when the gasoline runs out? These things that we took 

for granted...creature comforts, the ability to communicate 

instantly, access to all the world’s information, all of that is gone! 

 

And it doesn’t stop there! All those stories we used to read and 

movies we used to see...they’re all true now, and they’re true in 

the most horrific way possible. 

 

 The dead are walking the streets and people are seeing their 

friends...their family...everyone they ever loved...decayed, defiled, 

utterly destroyed, except that’s not the worst of it. These people 

that they trusted with everything they had are now trying to attack 

them and kill them and make them do the same thing to THEIR 

loved ones, and so people are having to kill the people who meant 

the most to them in the world. 

 

 People are scared. They’re confused. They’re getting desperate. 

And here we are, sitting on the only mass communication method 

that we know of for miles around. Of course we have a 

responsibility! We have to help people! We have to tell them 

what’s going on, except we don’t even know what’s going on. We 

can look around our immediate area and report what we see, but 

we don’t know what’s going on in the wider world. 

 

 We can’t just report the news anymore. We have to help people. 

We have to give them...we have to give them hope. We have to 

tell them how to survive. We have to let them know that this isn’t 

REALLY the end of the world. We have to tell them that in a 
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situation where their instinct is to say that it’s every man for 

himself, that the only real way to survive is to band together. 

 

 The zombies aren’t our enemies any more than a hurricane or an 

earthquake is our enemy. They’re a force of nature. A corruption 

of the best part of the human spirit. We’re our own enemy, but 

only if we allow ourselves to be. We can’t allow ourselves to be 

split off into factions and groups and tribes and classes, not if we 

want to continue to be a species on this planet. 

 

 That’s why we fixed the generator. That’s why we’re on the air 

again. All the work we did over the last three months, or whatever 

it is, was for this purpose. And now that we’re here...I don’t know 

how to do it. 

 

Rosalind I think you just did. 

 

Max But I’m doing it wrong. I...I want to start over. 

 

Rosalind But you don’t get to! Dammit, Max, I’m sure everyone out there 

listening to your little crisis of confidence on the air, which I would 

like to remind you again is burning up our fuel, is thinking the 

exact same thing. “What if I’d apologized to my mother?” “What if 

I’d cut that toxic person out of my life and been nicer to that other 

person instead?” We don’t even know how all this got started! 

What if there’s some scientist somewhere who DOES know what 

caused this and is sitting there in agony knowing that if they’d just 

done one little thing differently that none of us would be in this 

situation? Don’t you think THOSE people want to start over? But 

they don’t get to. And neither do you. All you can do is try again. 

But you’ll have to do it tomorrow because we’ve used up today’s 

ration. Wrap it up. 

 

Max Ok. Um. This is Max O’Brien signing off for today. We’ll be back 

tomorrow. 

 

 


