Chapter 14: Means of Escape
     “ Maybe you shouldn’t speak for a while,” Phoenix said, as Mercury continued to rub his jaw. The first punch Kimmy landed upon him was hard, but it could not compare to the second one she gave him. It was full of fury and rage. Mercury wondered if she had dislocated his jaw. It was hurting real bad now.
     “ I’ll keep that in mind,” Mercury replied. It even hurt when he talked. “ So, you were a former mercenary from Umbrella with your pal Max there, is it?”

     “ Yeah, and he’s not really my pal. We just know each other,” Phoenix scoffed.

     “ Really? He seemed really close to you…” Mercury said.

     “ What the fuck is that suppose to mean?” Phoenix growled, tightening his grip.

     “ Nothing really,” Mercury chuckled, quickly stopping as he was hurting his jaw in the process. “ I wonder why Kimmy doesn’t seem to hate you two so much. In fact, she seems quite close to Max.”

     Phoenix took a look behind them. Max was huddled close to Kimmy, talking in low tones, probably trying to calm her down. Indeed, they were close. They were sitting against a wall and Max had one hand over her shoulder and another holding her hands. Phoenix felt slightly envious, before he realized that he felt lonely inside. It had not really been long, but Phoenix felt that it had been a long time since he last felt Sara Corrine touch his hand.
     It had been an odd match. Phoenix was the cold, stern and unforgiving person. Sara was just the opposite: she was charming, vivacious, loving and most of all; she took a liking into Phoenix, something that rarely happens to him.

     He remembered meeting her for the first time when Phoenix was on his first mission. He was sent to guard an important person in the Umbrella Corporation that will be having frequent visits to the Harvard. Not that they were expecting anyone to kill him there, but it was more of a matter of formality.

     “ I see you hanging around here a lot. You aren’t one of our students, are you?” a young, blonde and attractive lady asked.

     Phoenix kept quiet.

     “ The silent type huh? I like that,” she said, smiling at him.

     “ Why do you think that is so?” Mercury’s voice suddenly disrupted his daydream. He shook his head and looked. He was back at seeing Max huddled close with Kimmy.  

     “ Kimmy and we go way back. Beside, we are just mercenaries, not really involved with all this shit you people do, so I guess she doesn’t mind us,” Phoenix answered.

     They heard a quick shuffling sound. Phoenix gripped his rifle, alert and ready. He could guess who was coming, but he would rather like to be ready just in case.

     “ Made it…” Dalton huffed, popping up from the side of the wall where they were all hidden. They were now hiding somewhere behind an empty house. Not wanting to attract the attention of zombies by moving in such a large group, Dalton had volunteered to scout ahead first before they planned any next moves. 

     “ Well?” Phoenix asked. Max and Kimmy were alerted of Dalton’s arrival and both of them came over to join the group, along with Rick and Vanessa. Kimmy had stopped crying now, but her eyes looked slightly bloodshot. She was not fuming now, but Mercury could still see spite in her eyes as she glanced at him. He tried to avoid her gaze, which was easy with his dark goggles.
     “ I’ve check the surrounding perimeter of the train station,” he huffed.
     “ And how as it?” Mercury asked.

     Mercury and Phoenix had come up with a plan to reach the 1st island. The journey would be arduous and taxing, especially with children in tow, if they were to make it there on foot. Besides, their ammunition probably would not last with all the zombies they would have to face along the way. Obtaining the vehicle was out of the question: there were not too many usable vehicles and they would be wasting their time trying to find one. Moreover, there was no guarantee that the roads were not blocked from all the chaos that was raging about them.

     Mercury then suggested the train. Specter Island had somehow built an old train system what was mainly used to ferry goods between the islands during its construction, as there were difficulties getting trucks and other ands vehicles around. It has been put out of commission for some time already, although a carriage or two were used sometimes to transfer good back and forth the city and the airport.

     By using the train, they could easily avoid any unnecessary encounters with the zombies. The track will take them straight to the 1st island, and hopefully, their path will be unobstructed.

     “ Alright, I’ve searched the station. Nobody seems to be manning it, and there are barely any zombies around, which is hardly surprising. A train is already on the tracks and its looks like it is ready to go, but I don’t have any guarantee that it will run. But it looks like it is in a good condition, so I’m hopeful.”

     “ That sounds…”

     “ Hang on! I don’t have time. We’ve got bad news. I’m not sure why, but from a vantage point at the station, I could see that all the zombies around the enter perimeter of this area is converging over here,” Dalton spat.
     “ What?” Max exclaimed.

     “ If we are to take the train, then it better work, if not, we will be surrounded by the whole lot of them. Anyway, it looks bleak. They are probably cutting off any other exits we have. So, what’s your take?” Dalton replied.

     “ But, we don’t have any other choice, do we? Unless you’d like to walk take a long walk using the bridges,” Iris commented.

     “ But what if…”

     “ Make up your minds quickly! If not, even the train will be inaccessible!” Dalton cried.

     “ Fine! Let’s go! It isn’t much of a choice anyway. We can make the best out of it!” Phoenix said, jumping to his feet. The rest of them scrambled to their feet as Dalton lead the way towards the train station. 

     The train station was located several blocks down the road from where they were waiting. It was not a large station, and it looked like it was maintained very minimally. The place was surrounded by an iron fence and rusty steel gates for the entrance. The place was devoid of life, human or zombie. 

     “ Let’s pick this up people!” Dalton cried.

     Not too far away, several zombies were already heading towards their direction. As soon as they were in, Max tugged the rusty gate to close it shut. He threw the bolt over the gate to lock it shut. Several zombies came up to the fence and started shaking it. He backed up slowly from the gate.

     “ Well, at least they are too dumb to climb fences,” Max snorted. It was at that exact moment that one of the zombies started to pull herself up the gate.

     “ Seriously, you can’t think that the zombies can only walk in on direction, do you?” Mercury replied.

     “ Darn you, Max. Stop saying such things!” Phoenix cried. He took the sickle that he had hung on his belt and hacked the zombie’s hand viciously with one swipe. It broke of from its joints and fell to the floor, trampled upon other on-coming zombies.

     “ Come on, forget about it! We better board the train!” Dalton yelled.

     Most of the trains, which were not much, were parked at their specific stations, locked and not ready to be used. However, as Dalton mentioned, there was a lone train sitting on the main tracks, the doors left open. It was a two carriage train, painted green but with obvious spots of rust and decay. Specter Island did not think too highly of their train system. They hoped that it would not be a fatal mistake for their sake.

     Phoenix leaped up the train and ran immediately to the driver’s console. It was an older model which they had not bothered to upgrade. There were only a few gears and switches plus several meter gauges around, but he had no idea what switch was for what.

     “ Move over!” Dalton said, shoving Phoenix aside as he saw he was lost with the controls. Phoenix gave an audible huff as the rest of them climbed in.

     “ What’s with all these stuff?” Max commented.
     There were crates full of boxes that were crammed inside the train. Most of them were steel crates, although there were several wooden ones. There was a strong, fishy smell that came from a box at the corner of the main carriage.

     “ This train isn’t supposed to carry passengers. It was suppose to carry supplies from the harbour and the airport. Guess this was a new shipment,” Mercury answered.

     “ Shit! This train is screwed! It’s not moving!” Dalton said. Phoenix scoffed at him.

     “ Maybe it is an engine problem. The fuel and other statistics are looking fine,” Iris suggested.

     “ Then we are fucking screwed! I can’t fix a damn engine!” Dalton gripped.

     “ You can’t, but I can,” Iris said, jumping out of the train through and open door. Phoenix and Dalton followed her out, where she opened up a hatch by the train’s side. She peered into the train’s innards, frowning.

     “ What’s wrong?” Phoenix asked.

     “ Hmm, I can try to fix it…well, we’ll see…first I need a tool box, with tools,” she said.

     “ Zombies are breaking in,” Rick warned, pointing towards the gate. The number had brown bigger, and the rusty gate was obviously straining under the weight of the entire mass of them.

     “ We’ll hold them off! Iris, get this train fixed quick!” Phoenix cried, cocking his rifle and running towards the gate. Dalton followed closely. Mercury emerged from the train with a toolbox in hand. Iris immediately set to work, taking out a spanner and cracking something inside, although she then started whining about getting her hands messy with grease.

     “ You think we can count on her?” Kimmy asked. Max spun around. It was the first thing she said after she punched Mercury earlier. She seemed less angry now, feeling more worried about the situation.

     “ Well, it’s the only thing we can count on,” Max said.
     “ You seem optimistic about this…” Kimmy said.

     “ Well…it works, in a way…” Max replied.

     “ What do you think of our chances of getting off this island?” Kimmy asked.

     “ I don’t think about it, we are getting off!” Max cried, putting up a brave front.

     “ Boys…” Kimmy sighed, smiling.

     A shotgun shot went out in the distance. They saw Dalton trying to pulling off another shot when Phoenix stopped him and started yelling about something that sounded like conserving bullets. Max looked at whatever store of crates there were in the train. Unfortunately, they did not store any weapons.

     Not in a way.

     “ Hey, Max what are you doing?” Kimmy asked, spotting him pulling a large crate.

***

     “ Damn you, what’s the point in shooting them now?” Phoenix asked.

     The zombies were still effectively being held back by the rusty gate, but it would not hold for long from all the loud creaking noises it was making, indicating it would break under the strain soon. Phoenix and Dalton braced themselves from the on-coming crowd, hoping Iris could fix the train quickly.

     “ What’s that?” Dalton asked suddenly.

     Phoenix turned around to see what was Dalton talking about. Max and Kimmy were both dragging a wooden crate each. At the far distance, Rick and Vanessa were also pulling a crate along.

     “ What’s the meaning of this?” Phoenix asked. Max took out the combat knife he had and jammed it into the wedge between the nailed crate cover. He slammed his foot hard over the knife, prying the crate open. He pulled the cover open, exposing a whole crate of bottles.

     “ Molotov cocktails…we can save some ammo with this,” Max said, tapping the wine bottles.

     “ And what the heck are we suppose to light it up with?” Phoenix questioned as Max moved to open the second crate.

     “ I’ve got a lighter…” Max replied. “ Well, the dead person whom I took this vest from did…”

     “ How are we going to set the bombs off?” Dalton asked. “ We don’t have a fuse or anything.”

     “ Just throw them. We’ll light them up in a bonfire after we soak them in wine!” Max replied, picking up two bottles and hurling one of them towards the zombie crowd. It hit one zombie squarely in its head, making it reel backwards, soaking the surrounding zombies in wine as the bottle was smashed to bits. 

     The rest of them followed suit. Bottles went flying towards the zombies, smashing all over the place. The sound of breaking glass rang out in the air. The four of them continued to throw a barrage of bottles at the zombies. 

     As soon as they were done with both crates, the gate broke, giving way for the zombies to enter. Max instantly dug into his pocket and retrieved a small, black lighter. He flicked the lighter a few times before the flame emerged.

     “ You know, did you think of how you are going to keep that flame going when you throw it at them?” Kimmy asked. Max looked at him for a while, before slapping his head hard. He had obviously not thought of that.

     “ Oh, crap, don’t tell me that was all for nothing!” Dalton moaned, raising his gun to meet the zombies.

     “ Stand back!” Phoenix said, tugging Dalton by his sleeve and pulling him backwards. Dalton was about to bite back when Phoenix raised his rifle and fired a burst from the grenade launcher. 

     The grenade exploded in the middle of the zombie group, and it erupted into a great, fiery fireball that rose several meters into the sky. Max winced, raising his hands to his face as he felt the intense heat sear his face. The heat was intense, forcing them to back up a little bit before looking at the damage they had inflicted.
     The first line of zombies were totally toast from the intense fire, reducing them to mere burning corpses. The flames were effective in keeping the rest of the zombies back. However, the fire did not last long as the alcohol in the wine burnt out too quickly. Some zombies, as they were impervious to pain, wobbled into the compound by walking through the fire, allowing themselves to burn in the process. This did not stop them though, and Phoenix had to fire a few rounds to keep them back. A zombie on fire was more dangerous than one that was not burning to cinders.

     “ That only lasted a while…” Phoenix sighed, taking aim at the next zombie.

     “ Well, let’s keep the fire burning!” Max said, breaking open the crate Rick and Vanessa brought. He took a bottle and lobbed it at the direction of the zombies, flames erupting from the throw, setting more zombies on fire.

     “ What are they doing?” Iris asked, looking up.

     “ Keeping the zombies effectively at bay. Just keep working on the train,” Mercury said.
     Iris started twisting a spanner to fix something in place. She gave a yelp as the spanner slipped from her greasy hands and dropped into the engine. Sighing, she went for another spanner in the tool box.

     “ Um, Mercury, give me a hand. Try to look around and see if you can find any engine oil and machine oil,” Iris pleaded.

     “ Well, alright…wait, let me take a look,” Mercury said, turning away and running off. Iris returned her attention to the engine. 

     “ We are out…” Dalton moaned, looking at the empty crate.

     “ Crap, guess we have to use raw firepower then,” Max replied, cocking his rifle.

     The zombies marched in and all of them opened fire. Several zombies were stopped short in their tracks by perfect headshots to their heads, blowing their brains open. It was the most effective way to stop a zombie, since it was able to soak up tons of ballistic damage.

     “ Why do their heads pop when we shot at it?” Max suddenly mused. Kimmy looked at him in a weird way. Nobody really thought of it, but maybe it was due to the fact they could not pay much attention when they were under such tense situations.
     “ The virus degenerates the body systems, and it makes the body sort of fragile. The bones in the head probably don’t hold out too well,” Phoenix replied, popping another zombies head. 

     “ Man, we would be able to settle them if there were not so many of them,” Kimmy moaned, loading another magazine into her pistol. 

     Max felt his rifle click against an empty barrel. Dropping his empty magazine, he loaded a fresh clip into the rifle. As he took aim, Phoenix held his arm, stopping him from shooting.

     “ Wait, we’ll fire the grenade launchers simultaneously. I’ll buy some time,” Phoenix said. Max nodded in agreement and took aim. At Phoenix’s signal, both Max and he fired a round at the zombies. The grenades blow up in the zombie crowd, blowing them to pieces and sending their limbs flying all over the place. The area was starting to stink of the putrid smell of burning flesh stung their nostrils.

     “ Reload all your weapons and get ready for the next round,” Phoenix ordered, loading another shell into his grenade launcher. Dalton grunted at him as he refilled his shotgun with more shells.

     “ Hey, what’s that sound?” Max asked.
     “ We don’t have time for nonsense, Max,” Phoenix barked.

     “ Serious! What the heck is that clicking noise I hear?” Max cried. 

     Everyone paused for a second. It was not really audible, but there was a faint clicking sound neither the less. They looked around their surroundings, wondering where the sound is coming from.

     “ Over here!” Rick exclaimed, the first to discover the source. All of them spun around.

     “ Oh, shit! Iris!” Phoenix yelled running back towards the train.

***

     Mercury burst through a storeroom, looking left and right. The room was in a mess, with all the bottles and cans of machinery stuff all over the place. There was a nearby desk with documents sprawled all over the place. There was a fine layer of dust covering the entire room. It looks as if nobody had maintained this place in a long time.
     It would explain the reason why there is a lack of zombies in this station.
     Mercury kicked over a few bottles, looking for a switch fro the place. He flicked on the switch to turn on the light, but nothing came on. Either the electric supply had been cut out or they had not bothered to replace their light bulbs. He then remembered that the rest of them had created a huge fire just outside the stations compound. The fire probably destroyed the electrical wiring in some way.

     Looking quickly for an alternative, Mercury started to ransack the drawers. He spotted a torchlight, which was miraculously working. He started looking at all the cans and bottles, wondering which to take back to Iris.

     He picked up a bottle and looked at the lable which said: Maxtros Fine Oil. Reading the rest of the information listed on the lable prompted him to toss the bottle aside. He picked up another that was filled with liquid that looked vaguely like cooking oil. He opened up the cap of the bottle and took a sniff, reeling back at the smell.

     Smells right to me…
     He continued his search among the mess.
Writer's note: Yes, I know. Their escape using the train is a bit unoriginal and it's taken from the part where Jill boards the train in RE3. But they'll be staying on the train longer and there will be some action involved later...



