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Do not insert this book into a zombie’s face.
This book is not a jumbo jet or a flame-throwing bazooka.

This book is dedicated to the survivors, the
ones who fight on against the odds; the ones
who go for their dreams no matter what; the
ones who haven’t had their brains eaten and
their guts chewed on and their cheek skin used
as a napkin.
This book is dedicated to zombies. You are my
inspiration. You are my heroes. If you could
read this you would know that, but you can’t
read it because your brain is gooey mush and
you’re trying to bite my face off!
Stop it!
Seriously!
I’m trying to work here, back off for a second!
Don’t make me get the flame thrower!
Right. That’s it. Time to take out the trash, and
by that I mean time to burn you into a tiny pile
of zombie dust!
You just lost your dedication.

INTRODUCTION
My name is Adam Wallace … and I LOVE zombies!
I don’t mean I love them in the way that I
love zombie movies (although I really, really do love
zombie movies).
And I don’t mean I love them in the way that
I want to kiss a zombie and take it on a date and
marry it and have weird half-human half-zombie
babies with like their eyeballs hanging out of their
head and it would be really gross and I would never
want to hug it because its guts would be hanging out
everywhere (I really, really don’t want to do that!).
I mean I love zombies in the way that zombies
taking over the world and eating as many brains as
they could was the best thing that ever happened to
me.
You know. That way.
This is partly because they didn’t eat my
brains; partly because they ate Johnno’s brains, and
I never liked Johnno because … well, you’ll find out;
it was also partly because it was like a movie come
to life and that was awesome; but it was mostly
because the zombies - in their gross, disgusting,
pus-covered, goo-oozing, scab-weeping, eyeballdribbling, teeth-rotting, face-missing way - taught me
how I should live my life.
They taught me what it would take to make a
difference, to change the world.
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They taught me lessons I couldn’t learn in
school … unless my teacher was a zombie, and
look, to be honest, it was line-ball with a few of them
even before the apocalypse! The thing is, school
teachers teach maths and stuff, which is great,
but zombies taught me how to become the most
awesome person I could possibly be, and that was,
well, AWESOME!
So what you are about to read, every word,
is absolutely true. Every single thing in this book
honestly happened. Seriously, I swear it on Johnno’s
grave … well, he doesn’t actually have a grave. Most
of him is inside a zombie, his leg rolled down a hill,
his arm went into the gutter and I think they found his
eyeball in the Dandenong Ranges somewhere, but
you know what I mean.
This story is true. It’s not one of those stories
that is just based on a true story, it actually is a true
story.
Honestly.
I mean it.
True to the truthness of the truth.
I haven’t even changed anyone’s name or
anything.
So, without further ado, or as the zombies
might say if they could speak, without further brain
goo, let’s get started.
My name is Adam Wallace, and this is my
story.
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Disclaimer: Although the following story is
entirely true, some of the introduction is a total lie.
I won’t tell you which bit, but I will tell you that the
part about me loving zombies, and me not wanting
to marry one and have its weird half-zombie halfhuman babies, is DEFINTELY true.
The part about this being my story is true as
well. That’s a no-brainer, as the zombies say. It has
to be my story because I wrote it.
So I guess you can figure out which part was
a lie.
Or can you?
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P.S. It’s the bit about this being a true story.
That is a total lie. This story is obviously not true. I
have never met anyone named Johnno.
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CHAPTER 1

5

It began on a Sunday. A usual, boring, blah blah
blah Sunday. I was lying on the couch, eating some
chips and dip and watching the telly. It was totally
comfy. I could have stayed like that all day. I wanted
to stay like that all day. I had an assignment I was
supposed to be doing, but I couldn’t be bothered.
James and Stacey, my two best friends,
wanted to hang out, and even though hanging out
with them was always fun, I couldn’t be bothered
doing that either. I couldn’t be bothered doing
anything! I was happy on the couch, watching TV,
letting the day disappear because I knew I had lots
of days left.
I would do plenty on those days …you know,
the ones I had left. I had plenty of time to do stuff!
Today was for chilling out and relaxing and not doing
anything.
Just like yesterday had been.
I could have stayed like that forever.
But I didn’t.

Because zombies attacked and ate
my brains!!!

Hahaha, just kidding, it was actually because
the doorbell rang. It was James and Stacey, who
had totally ignored me when I’d said I didn’t want to
hang out or do anything.
James is basically my twin, except for the
fact that we don’t have the same parents, he’s taller
than me, his eyes are blue and mine are brown, I’m
skinny and he’s kind of large, and he was born by
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the side of the highway while I was born in a hospital
that became a mini-golf course.
But we’re both right-handed and we both
love zombie movies!
See? Basically twins!
Stacey is the same age as us but she’s like
50 years smarter and 50 times more awesome. She’s
really cool and totally one of the guys. She’s funny
and tough and man, can she ride a bike. I mean, I’m
pretty good on my bike, and James is pretty good on
his bike, but Stacey makes us look like we’re little
babies riding a bike without training wheels for the
first time.
James punched me on the arm and went
inside. Stacey punched me on the arm and went
inside. That’s how they say hello. I showed no pain
(until they went inside … then I hopped around
gritting my teeth and rubbing my arm and trying not
to cry too much). After that I put on my cool that didn’t
hurt face and went to join them.
James went to get a drink, and Stacey scored
my spot on the couch. She wrinkled her nose.
‘Dude!’ she said. ‘This couch stinks. What
have you been doing?’
I shrugged.
‘I dunno, rubbing it with your breath?’
‘Haw haw haw,’ Stacey fake laughed.
‘Rubbing it with your butt more like it.’
I shrugged again. I had been rubbing it with
my butt. Well, I was bored and my butt was itchy!
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Anyway, I jumped onto the recliner and let out the
footrest.
‘Have the stupid couch,’ I said. ‘This is way
comfier anyway.’
As soon as the words left my mouth, James
came in. He pulled the lever to retract the footrest
and tipped me out. Then he sat in the recliner and
changed the channel! So I had gone from being
totally comfy and chilling out watching music videos
to sitting on the floor with a sore arm and watching
some weird show about puppies.
I went to yell at James, but then the puppies
rolled over and licked each other in the face. It was
sooooooo adorable!

Damn you, cute puppies!

‘So what’s going on?’ I asked as I flopped
into the beanbag. The others shrugged.
‘More than you. You’re like a boring old man,’
Stacey said, rolling over and sticking her legs up in
the air. She looked like a little bug on its back. ‘I’m
surprised you don’t have old man slippers.’
‘Yeah,’ James laughed. ‘And false teeth that
you take out so you can scare little kids.’
I laughed. That would be funny.
‘Have you done that stupid assignment which
is stupid because it’s stupid?’ Stacey asked me. ‘I
did mine on Janine Tucker. She’s like this awesome
tough surfer who’s still really classy. She is so cool.’
‘I did mine on Martin Maloney,’ James chimed
in. ‘He’s like this awesome hilarious comedian
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who still gets taken seriously if he says something
serious. He is seriously so cool ... seriously.’
I think he was serious.
Anyway, we had to do a write up on someone
who inspired us, who we wanted to be like. Sort of
like they were a mentor we had never met. We had
to research them, and talk about what they could
teach us about being awesome.
Mr Collins had told me I wasn’t allowed to do
mine on someone who played sport. I told him that
was stupid, because sports people inspired me. He
said my last 19 assignments had all involved sports.
I said that’s because sport is cool.
He said this time I had to find someone else
who inspired me.
I said BOOOOO ... in my head!
He also said I was slack.
He also also said that if I didn’t get motivated,
my life would drift by and I would just fill in time and
never achieve anything.
He also also also said my assignment was
due 3:30 on Monday, and if I was late I would fail the
subject. That 3:30 Monday was now 3:30 tomorrow!
He also also also also said he’d spoken with
my mum, and that she’d said I would have to stop
hanging out with my friends if I failed. That got my
attention. I freaked out and said 52 swear words …
naturally, I said them really quietly and only after I
left, just in case he was following me.
I might be slack, but I’m not stupid!
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I also knew I had to pass that assignment,
but I was stuck.
‘Nah. I have no idea who to do it on. I swear
Collins hates me. He said it can’t be about sport.’
James and Stacey gasped.
‘OH NO!’ James said. ‘You’re doomed.
DOOMED!!!’
‘Hardy ha ha,’ I said, throwing a cushion at
him. He karate chopped it away. I was definitely
stressed though. The whole not being able to hang
with James and Stacey thing had me worried. I just
didn’t care about the assignment, though. There was
no one, apart from sports people, who inspired me
to be anything but average. How could I be awesome
if no one showed me how or did the work for me?
James was right.

I was doomed!

A cushion smashed me in the face, bringing
me back to reality.
‘Seriously, nothing exciting ever happens
around here,’ Stacey said, throwing another cushion
at me. I caught it and threw it back.
‘Ever,’ agreed James. ‘It’s like excitingless. It
is without excite.’
I nodded and headed for the kitchen. I didn’t
know it then, but everything was about to change.
And when I say everything, I mean EVERY

SINGLE THING IN THE WHOLE ENTIRE
WORLD!
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CHAPTER 2
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Okay, so when I say everything changed, that was
a lie. I still hated spiders. They’re freaky little eightlegged beasts with hairy eyeballs and poisonous
fangs!
I filled a glass with water to have a drink, but
the running water made me need to go to the toilet.
When I got back, I could hear James doing weird
voices. Stacey was cracking up laughing at him. I
smiled too. Those two were so cool.
‘Adam,’ James said in a voice that sounded
like my dad. ‘You will join me at the engineering firm
and be a boring old man for the next 100 years!’
I laughed. Seeing as I had no idea what I
wanted to do after I left school, I probably would
go and work with my dad as an engineer. What else
would I do? I had no idea. It was easier to just follow
Dad than to go my own way.
I took a sip of my drink, looked down, and
screamed like a little baby. James and Stacey ran in
and started laughing. There was a teeny spider on
the kitchen sink.
‘Wu okay, widdle baby?’ James said in
between laughs. Stacey had tears in her eyes as she
picked up the spider with her bare hand and let
it out the back door. Man, she was so much braver
than me. She shut the door and came inside, still
laughing.
‘Dude, you gotta get over that,’ she said. She
was right. I did. I didn’t like looking like a wuss in front
of those two, especially Stacey. That was it. I would
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change. I would

SPIDER!!!

AAAAGGGGGHHHHHH

James laughed even harder at my second
scream, and rolled around on the ground. Stacey
went back into the lounge room, holding her stomach
from laughing so much. I moved away from spider
number two, heh heh, number two, and looked out
the window. When I did, my heart went from racing
to a complete stop in half a second. I ducked down.
James stopped laughing and crawled over to me.
‘What is it?’ he asked. ‘Are we watching ants
race again? I get the one on the left. You know I
always get the one on the left.’
I shushed him. He stood up and went to
speak again. I jumped on his back and put my hand
over his mouth. He stood up and we both looked out
the window. I hoped it was gone, but it wasn’t.
James gasped.
I nodded, which meant I accidentally headbutted him. He didn’t care, because there, in my
backyard, was a zombie.
That’s right.
A real life, living (sort of), breathing (sort of),
flesh and blood (sort of) ZOMBIE!

IN MY BACKYARD.
IT WAS A … oh no. Sorry.

My mistake.
It was Mrs Monohan, our 80-year-old next-door
neighbour on the left. Seriously, she needed to
rethink her make-up style.

13

She groaned and shuffled to the back door.
James walked over and we opened it. Face to face,
I wasn’t totally convinced she wasn’t a zombie, but
then she spoke.
‘Hello, Adam dear. Can you lend me some
sugar, please?’ she asked.
So she wasn’t a zombie. I kind of wished she
was though. Mrs Monohan was 80, but she wasn’t
too old to be a weird old lady. I jumped off James’s
back, got some sugar and gave it to her.
‘Thanks cutie,’ Mrs Monohan said, then
she winked at me. I smiled but didn’t say anything,
wondering if a zombie might be easier to deal
with. I didn’t think I should, you know, blow up Mrs
Monohan or anything like that, but if she kept
winking at me I would definitely run and hide in a
cave somewhere.
‘That’s okay, Mrs Monohan,’ I said. ‘By the
way, what are you doing in our backyard?’
She smiled.
‘Mittens was in there, Sweetie. I had to try
and get her. Then I remembered I needed sugar.’
Mittens was Mrs Monohan’s cat. Krueger,
my old dog, had HATED Mittens. Mittens was lucky
Krueger was buried under our vegie patch.
I smiled. Mrs Monohan went to give me
a hug, arms out in front of her, little bit of drool on
the side of her mouth, seriously looking totally like
a zombie. I shut the door before she could get her
claws on me.
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YECCCCCCHHH.

Stacey came into the room.
‘What are you two dorks doing?’ she asked. I
told her what had happened. Stacey punched me on
the shoulder. I showed no pain.
‘You guys are mean,’ she said. ‘Mrs
Monohan’s nice.’
‘Yeah nice like an old lady zombie who
always tries to kiss me and she has like a bit of a
beard and it scratches my face,’ I said.
‘You should be kinder to her.’
‘I did give her the sugar,’ I said. Stacey
punched me again. That one hurt. I tried to show no
pain but I did squeal a little.
‘And you thought she was a zombie and
thought about blowing her up!’ she said.
Fair call.
‘I’m going to let her in. We can have a cup of
tea with her,’ Stacey said.
‘In that case, I’m going to go into the lounge
and watch telly so she doesn’t try and kiss me,’ I
said.
‘And I’m going to go with Wally,’ James said.
‘She scared me. A lot.’
Wally was what everyone called me, apart
from Mrs Monohan. She called me Sweetie or Sugar
Cheeks or Honeybun.
Stacey sighed and opened the back door,
just in time for all of us to see … a zombie eating
Mrs Monohan’s wrinkly face!
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A REAL ZOMBIE!!!

It was just sitting there, chewing on Mrs
Monohan, loving every minute of it. We didn’t move.
I don’t think I even breathed. I was frozen, staring
at the zombie having old lady lunch. And then, as it
bit off her ear, it looked right at us. At least, I think
it did, its eyes were sort of hanging out of its head.
I slammed the door shut and we raced into my
bedroom.
Things were about to get real.
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CHAPTER 3
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The first thing I thought was How are all
these people getting into our backyard? What, don’t
we have a fence anymore?
Then I remembered.
We didn’t have a fence anymore. It had been
knocked down and was going to be replaced on
Monday.
Which was tomorrow.
Which was a bit late.
Why?

BECAUSE THERE WAS A
ZOMBIE IN MY BACKYARD EATING
MY NEIGHBOUR!!!
James whimpered like the little puppies on
the TV, so I scratched him behind the ears.
‘It’s okay, boy. You’re a good boy. We’ll be
okay.’
He didn’t seem to believe me.
‘Ohmygod
ohmygod
ohmygod

ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod
ohmygod ohmygod,’ was all he said.
I thought he was just being James again, you
know, being funny, so I laughed. He stared at me,
looking kind of hurt, and he kept ohmygodding.
Stacey shook him good and proper and told
him to quieten down.
‘Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod
ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod,’ he
said a little bit quieter.
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Well, it was an improvement.
‘We have a situation,’ Stacey said.
‘No kidding,’ I replied. ‘There were two
spiders on the sink! What the …?’
Stacey rolled her eyes.
‘I think the zombie situation is kind of more
important, Wally!’
Oh yeah. There was that too.
‘Ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod
ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod ohmygod,’ James said in a
squeaky whisper.
I realised maybe he was actually scared.
Stacey patted him on the head, which calmed him
down.
‘We have to get out of here,’ Stacey said,
taking control.
‘Definitely,’ I agreed, but then I rethought.
‘Hang on though, what if there are others as well?
What if this is the only safe place there is? Besides,
I had kind of planned to just hang out here today. I
have bananas I need to eat. AND I have to do that
assignment! Seriously! I can’t fail! Oh man, where’s
that banana? WHERE IS MY BANANA?’
I was panicking, speaking fast and talking
crazy. Stacey flicked out her phone, checked it, and
then showed it to me.
‘They’re taking over the world, Wally. There
is no safe place. We have to move. We’ll be sitting
ducks if they come in here. We have to take control.
It’s up to us.’
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She was right. We had to be a moving
target. I didn’t want to leave, but I definitely didn’t
want to be a sitting duck sandwich, and I definitely
DEFINITELY didn’t want to look like a total wuss in
front of Stacey. Not again anyway. I nodded.
‘Okay, fine. But we’re going to need some
weapons.’
With that we grabbed James and ran to my
room. We grabbed a backpack each and loaded up
on things we thought would protect us.
I grabbed my cricket bat and put my cricket
protective gear on.
Stacey grabbed a golf club and put on my
pretend ice hockey mask.
James went into my sister’s room and came
out protected, locked and loaded and back in the
game.
‘Woah, James. Where’d you get the
bazooka???’ I asked.
He shrugged.
‘It was in your sister’s cupboard, behind a
fake wall. Her diary was there too. I read the first
page. That was weird. I think if I showed that to the
zombies they would freak out and leave. Oh, turns
out she loves some guy called Jamie. Whatever.’
He held the bazooka over his shoulder
and tried to look fierce. It didn’t work, but having a
bazooka helped. I felt like I had to say something,
but I was no leader.
I was no hero.
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Like I said, I was happy sitting on the couch.
I hadn’t found anyone to inspire me, that I could try
and act like. But now zombies were attacking, maybe
it was time to at least sound like I had some hero in
me. Then a spider crawled past me and I squealed
and jumped onto the couch.

DAMMIT!

Right. I was safe on the couch. It was time
to toughen up. I pretended I had jumped onto the
couch to make a speech.
‘Okay,’ I said. ‘I’m ready to take on the
zombies and save the world or at least not die.
Who’s with me? You have my cricket bat.’
‘And my golf club,’ Stacey said, holding it up.
‘AND MY BAZOOKA!’ James cried, getting
into it now. I laughed. We were a team, ready
to survive the zombie apocalypse. Then James
accidentally pulled the bazooka trigger and blew a
hole in the roof. The recoil sent him flying backwards
into a beanbag, but that was the least of our worries.
About two seconds after the shot went off, three

zombies peered in through the hole.

‘BRAAAIIIINNNSSSSS!’ they groaned as
one. ‘BRAAAIIIIIINNNNSSSSS!!!’
They tried to crawl through the hole, but it
was too small and the jagged edges ripped at their
sides, meaning their guts dripped into the room and
landed on James’s head. The zombies screeched
and kept coming. Man, they really wanted brains. It
was like all they could think about.
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James danced around slapping himself in
the head, trying to get the zombie guts off. That was
all HE could think about.
Fair enough, too.
The zombies groaned some more and then
I don’t know what they did, because as soon as the
first zombie dropped through the hole we bolted out
of there as fast as we could go.
It turned out it couldn’t chase us, because
the jagged roof had ripped off its legs, but we didn’t
know that!
The reality of what was going on hit us right
smack bang in the face when we got outside. It
wasn’t just Mrs Monohan who was getting her brains
eaten for breakfast. It was everyone. Zombies were
everywhere. Without even discussing it, we ran, all
of us knowing where we were headed. It was a place
we had to get to if we were going to survive. It was
the only place that could help us now.
We had to get to the Milk Bar!
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CHAPTER 4
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Yes, that’s right, the Milk Bar! We were
starving! And the Milk Bar had lollies! I was so hungry
I was starting to lose it. I wanted to stay cool, I did,
but my brain didn’t want a bar of it.
‘Okay,’ I said. ‘This is SO crazy. We have
to have a plan. WE HAVE TO HAVE A PLAN.
WHAT … IS … OUR … PLAN?!?’
As I said the last bit I grabbed James by the
front of his shirt and shook him. Some remaining
zombie brains flew through the air and slapped me
in the face, but I didn’t even notice. I seriously was
so bad in a crisis. It was like everything went blurry
and I just couldn’t think or see or talk straight.
‘Wally?’ James said.
‘Yeah?’
‘Wanna put me down?’
‘Sure.’
I stopped shaking my best friend and
smoothed down his shirt.
‘So then,’ I said, all smooth and relaxed now
... on the outside at least! ‘A plan. Here’s what I think
we should do. We should hide and don’t ever let the
zombies see us ever. And not let anyone else see
us either. We’ll live in a cave and eat rats and drink
our own …’
‘Woah!’ Stacey cried, cutting me off. ‘I don’t
even want to know what that next word was going to
be. I think we …’
‘Yep, wee, that was the word,’ I laughed.
James giggled. Stacey rolled her eyes.
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‘Hiding’s fine,’ she said, ‘but my stupid
phone’s dead and I have to find out if my Mum’s
alright at some stage too.’
James nodded at that and then made his
suggestion.
‘I say we go inside. I’ll lock the door, like, I will
definitely lock the door, then we’ll make milkshakes,
drink those, eat some lollies, get some supplies,
check on our familes and then find a cave and hide
and don’t ever let the zombies see us ever.’
He made a good point.
We went inside and saw that Bill, the guy who
ran the Milk Bar, was gone. It was deserted. James
whooped and ran behind the counter. He whipped
up three milkshakes while Stacey and I ran around
the shop getting the supplies we thought would help
us most. At first we grabbed whatever we could, and
then we realised that some things weighed more
than others. So I ditched the tins and ended up with
a backpack full of chips, marshmallows, a sponge
and 3000 cotton buds.
‘It’s good,’ I said. ‘If our diet is chips and
marshmallows, eventually our teeth will rot and fall
out and we’ll be able to blend in with the zombies
without them noticing us. The cotton buds will help
us if we need to clean our ears or poke a zombie in
the eye.’
Yeah. So I didn’t have the greatest idea of
a good diet. I did know one thing though; My ear
hygiene was awesome!
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James brought over the milkshakes and we
sat on the floor to drink them. They were really good,
although I felt a little sick afterwards … more on that
later. We decided that the Bill’s would be the place
we would come whenever we needed supplies.
There was a store next door, but we would
totally ignore that. What good stuff would a Fruit
and Vegetable/Health Store have anyway? There
wouldn’t be any decent lollies in there!
We finished our drinks, grabbed our weapons,
and got ready to leave, but as we reached the door,
Stacey put out a hand and stopped us. Just outside
was a man. A real, live human man! I realised it was
Bill, the Milk Bar guy! This was great for us, as it
told us we weren’t alone. Unfortunately for him, he
wasn’t alone either. He was facing a zombie. The
zombie wanted his brains.
Luckily for Bill, he had a chainsaw.
Unluckily for Bill, the zombie’s brain was
swollen mush. It had no idea what a chainsaw was
and it was desperate to eat brains, so it shuffled on.
Luckily for Bill … he had a chainsaw! He
pulled the chain and it roared to life.
‘YOU’LL NEVER GET ME ALIVE!’ yelled he.
He slashed the chainsaw through the air and
chopped off the zombie’s arm!

WOAH, AWESOME!

My assignment popped into my head, and I
realised that Bill was the chosen one. He would stay
with us, protect us, and I would write about him!
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He would inspire me by standing up to the
zombies!

YES!
THIS WAS SO GOOD!

Unluckily for Bill, the zombie didn’t care that
its arm had been slashed off. It also didn’t care about
my assignment. It had a goal it really wanted and so
it shuffled on.
‘Braaaaiiiiinnnns,’ it groaned. The arm on
the ground was outstretched, still trying to get at
Bill’s brain!!! What the …? The chainsaw slashed
down again and took off the zombie’s other arm.
‘BRAAAIIINNNSSSS!’ it moaned even
louder, and walked on.
The two arms on the ground shook hands
and then started crawling forwards on their fingers!
Bill was panicking, backing away, waving
the chainsaw at nothing. His comb-over had gone
wild, and was hanging out to the side. His eyes were
wide. I wasn’t surprised he was panicking. He had
seriously cut off two arms and the zombie still came
at him, wanting to eat some tasty brains.
It was determined.
It was obsessed, just like those zombies
back at my house had been.
It was going after that brain like nothing
else mattered. It knew exactly what it wanted and it
went for it, even after its arms were sliced off with a
chainsaw. That would seriously have stopped me!
I stopped working if I got a paper cut!
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The thing was, even the chopped off bits
knew what they wanted! The whole zombie took
action to go after its tasty brain goal. This was proven
when Bill chainsawed off the zombie’s left leg. One
of the hands picked the leg up and whacked Bill in
the guts with it!
Bill doubled over, and the mostly full part
of the zombie head-butted the chainsaw out of his
hands. My hero/inspiration screamed and went to
run, but he’d backed back too far and was up against
a fence. He had nowhere to go. The zombie reached
out with its gross, blood-dripping arm stumps. That
didn’t work, so it fell on top of Bill and began eating
his nose off to get to the brain it so deeply desired.

DAMMIT!
‘NOOOOOOOO!’ I cried. Stacey patted

my shoulder.
‘It’s okay, Wally. People die in a zombie
apocalypse.’
‘You don’t understand,’ I moaned. ‘He was
my assignment motivation. I’m so going to fail now.’
James and Stacey turned to leave, but I
looked back outside. Bill had moved from entrée to
main course.
Seriously Bill, you let me down there.
I sighed and turned to follow my friends. I was
sure I would fail the assignment now. If I survived
this apocalypse, Mum was so going to kill me.
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CHAPTER 5
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James and Stacey were waiting at the back of the
Milk Bar. I joined them, depressed now. I needed to
find that inspiration.
‘Don’t worry, Wally,’ Stacey said. ‘You’ll find
someone. Besides, we kind of have other things to
deal with right now.’
‘Yeah, you’re right. Still, Bill would have been
good to use, and now he’s a three course meal. It
kind of sucks for me.’
‘Kind of sucks for Bill more,’ James said, and
he was right. I was pretty self-centred, really. That
happened when your one chance of passing an
assignment was being munched on!
‘Okay,’ Stacey said. ‘Here’s what I reckon. I
reckon we have to stay here, use this as our base.
We have supplies, the door’s locked -’
Suddenly, the little milk bar bell rang, and the
zombie from out the front hopped in through the door.
Stacey turned to James and raised an eyebrow. So
much for definitely locking the door. James shrugged.
I grabbed the bazooka and bazookadooked the
zombie into little pieces.
Wow. That felt pretty cool. I could totally get
into being a zombie hunter.
I gave the bazooka back to James.
‘Did you see that?’ James asked Stacey. ‘Far
out, Wally, you just …’
He waved around the bazooka, pretending
the room was full of zombies. I ducked behind the
counter with Stacey. James was blasting imaginary
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zombies left, right and centre. He was making sound
effects and everything, but then he accidentally
pulled the trigger and blew a hole through the back
wall. The recoil blew him into a stand of potato chips.
So our safe house wasn’t so safe anymore.
James whimpered like a puppy. I patted his
head, helped him up and we ran through the bazooka
hole to safety … for now.
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After a few blocks, we found a spot where there
didn’t seem to be any disgusting, gross, face-eating,
brain-slurping, blood-oozing freaks oozing blood and
being gross and disgusting and wanting to eat our
faces off and slurp on our brains. We slumped to the
ground, leant against a tree, and took a deep breath.
I was pretty puffed. I may have been pumping with
adrenaline, but I was also really unfit! I drank a can
of soft drink and looked at the others.
‘So then,’ I said. ‘Bill was inspiring right? I
could still use him as my inspiration person right?’
They nodded.
‘Yep,’ Stacey said. ‘An inspiration who got his
brains eaten like a chicken dinner.’
‘Winner, winner, chicken dinner,’ said James.
‘Except he wasn’t a winner. He was just dinner.
So the saying should be dinner, dinner, chicken
dinner. Except he wasn’t a chicken. So it should just
be dinner, dinner, dinner, dinner. This is the worst
saying ever.’
We agreed. Then James screamed.
‘Get it off me! I’m Wally! I’m scared!’
There was an ant crawling on his leg. Haha,
very funny, James! He brushed away the ant and
grinned at me. Then I screamed. There was a
spider on my leg. Stacey brushed it away for me.
James laughed and then screamed again,
this time for real! Zombies were approaching. I stood
up in a flash. There were three of them, and they
looked hungry. Well, two looked hungry. One was
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chewing on what looked like someone’s butt cheek
as it walked. That was disgusting even for a zombie.
James ran off, Stacey close behind. I went to
go, but then I wondered if eating a butt gave you bad
breath. Not that I would eat a butt, but that’s what the
zombie was doing.
Then I wondered if zombies had such bad
breath already that it wouldn’t matter. Then I thought
maybe a zombie eating a butt would make its breath
better. They could have butt mints. That would be a
cool ad. I made up a jingle.
If your breath smells like, you ate a rat,
If you breathe out and it kills a cat.
There’s only one way to freshen that
breaaaaaaaathhhhhhhh!
Eat a butt mint when you smell like death!
Butt mints. Now available in a cheeky, nocrack pack.
‘WALLY!’ Stacey yelled, bringing me back to
the situation - which was that three zombies were
closing in on me and were getting ready to chew on
my guts! I had such bad focus!
A magpie swooped the zombies, zooming in,
pecking at their heads, then zooming off.
They ignored it and shuffled on. That was
pretty cool. When a bird swooped me, I squealed
like a little baby, put my hands over my head and lay
on the ground.
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While I was thinking that, the magpie
swooped me! I squealed like a little baby, put my
hands over my head and lay on the ground.
Then I remembered zombies were still
coming, so I stood up to run away, but then I
remembered the magpie, so I lay down.
Then I remembered the time we played Stand
Up Sit Down™ at school. I loved that game.
Then I remembered how Craig Martin had
cheated and won, and how I’d been really annoyed.
Then I looked up and saw that the zombies
were only 20 metres away.
Then I remembered that zombies were about
to kill me.
The magpie swooped the zombies again.
It was great. It would swoop in, then fly away, and
then come back again. It was kind of, dare I say it …
INSPIRING! Collins had never said my mentor had
to be a person … at least, I don’t think he did. I did
stop listening for a bit.
The thing was, the magpie could definitely
be my inspiration! There were heaps of reasons why!
Well, a magpie stands up for its family,
protecting the nest at all costs.
It’s brave.
It can fly.
A magpie takes on anyone or anything, no
matter how much bigger than them it is.
A magpie gets grabbed out of the air by a
zombie and gets its head bitten off … DAMMIT!
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Another inspiration had bitten the dust … or
at least, another inspiration had had the dust bitten
out of it. That didn’t make sense. It had been dusted?
No?
Okay, fine, whatever, it was dead and I
couldn’t use it for my assignment!
I stood up and saw that the zombie munching
on the magpie was Craig Martin! The cheater!
Now he was a cheater, cheater, gross brain eater! I
smiled. That was funny, true, and it rhymed.
Knowing it was Craig Martin calmed me
down a bit too. I had been faster than Craig when he
wasn’t a zombie. It would be so easy to get away.
Stacey and James screamed at me to get out
of there, because the Craig zombie was 15 metres
away. I remembered that, in class, Craig Martin
would get distracted really easily, like if there was
something shiny on the floor, or if a dog was licking
its own butt outside the window. Haha, that would
be funny.
I refocused and went to work. I needed to
distract my zombie attacker.
‘Look over there’ I yelled, pointing.
Stinky zombie face Craig Martin kept coming.
The other zombies closed in with him. They were
really focused on reaching their goal of eating my
tasty brain.
I waved my cricket bat from side to side. It
didn’t matter. Nothing seemed to distract this zombie
Craig Martin. I was seriously impressed.
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I knew that when I was studying or something,
especially if I was doing something boring, I would
last about ten minutes before I needed to get out and
run around for a bit, or call someone, or eat.
Or watch TV.
Something. Anything.
I got distracted so easily. I had no focus.
Even now my mind was all over the place,
singing butt mint ads and thinking about weird stuff
while I was in a life and death situation. I wasn’t even
using the cricket bat I had to protect myself!
I felt something hot on my face and realised
it was zombie breath. I realised this because it smelt
like dog poo mixed with a dead rat’s rotten guts
mixed with Uncle Andrew. Okay, so eating a butt
hadn’t helped.
Stacey grabbed my collar and pulled me
away. I got into gear and started running, only just
avoiding getting a zombie slap. This is the second
worst kind of slap. In case you’re wondering, the
worst kind of slap is from someone who lost their
arm in a freak unicycle accident, and then had a new
arm put on, but the hospital ran out of fake arms
so they had to use a thousand razor blades glued
together instead.
We put some distance between us and the
zombies. When we finally slowed down, I looked at
the rest of my group. Stacey glared at me, punched
me on the arm, and told me I was stupid for putting
her and James in danger. She was probably right.
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James was still kind of stressed about the
whole zombie attack and guts on his head thing,
so he didn’t tell me off. He just rubbed his hands
together and said he needed to be home for dinner.
We walked on. That magpie had been great,
but now it was in little pieces.
I needed to find someone or something else
to inspire me.
This assignment was HARD!
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James calmed down once we ate some mixed lollies
and started playing I Reckon™.
‘I reckon zombies have worse breath than Mr
Collins,’ I said.
‘I reckon zombies are dumber than the
dumbest person in the world after they have eaten
dumb food and taken a dumbness pill and then
smacked themselves in the head with a hammer,’
Stacey said.
I laughed. James concentrated and thought
of his I reckon.
‘I reckon,’ he said after a few minutes, ‘that
zombies are scary and are trying to eat our brains
and that if they catch us we’ll be dead. I reckon I’m
so scared I might pee my pants. I reckon if a zombie
catches me I will scream and scream until he finally
eats my screaming box which is where screams
come from.’
Okay, so James never really got the idea of
playing I Reckon™. It did make him feel better
to let his feelings out though. I had to admit, I was
pretty scared too. Stacey seemed the calmest of all
of us, which was usually the case. She was always
cool under pressure. It was why she was such a
good bike rider. Ooooh, bikes! I stared at Stacey.
‘What?’ she asked, wiping her nose. ‘Have I
got a booger hanging out or something?’
‘Well, yeah, but that’s not the point. You’re an
awesome bike rider.’
Stacey blushed a little.

42

away.

‘Awww, thanks, Wally,’ she said, waving me

‘No, I’m not being nice or anything. It’s just
our bikes are still back at my place. We should go
and get them.’
Yep. I was realllllll smooth back in the day.
Stacey punched me on the arm, hard, and stood up.
‘You’re such an idiot,’ she said, and then she
started walking.
Then James punched me on the arm, his
confidence returning.
‘You’re such an idiot,’ he said, imitating
Stacey. He followed her. I watched him go, glad he
was getting back to normal. Then I realised what I
had actually said to Stacey, how I’d totally ruined a
compliment, so I punched myself on the arm.
‘You’re such an idiot,’ I said to myself.
I caught up to James and Stacey about a
block from my place. They were hiding behind a
tree, looking out at the street.
‘What’s going on?’ I whispered.
‘You’re such an idiot,’ Stacey said, but she
didn’t sound as angry as before. James pointed.
There were zombies everywhere, doing zombie
stuff, mainly sort of just shuffling around grunting
and groaning.
Until they saw a human.
Then they would go after that human like
nothing else. It was amazing. I knew they were
obsessed and focused, but they just kept going.
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Like that one at the Milk Bar. That had been
incredible. It hadn’t mattered that its arm was sliced
off or whatever - it was a zombie,and zombies did
not give up. They only did one thing, but they gave
it 100%. They’d get knocked down and look like they
were out of it, then they would grunt and groan and
stand up and start shuffling forward again.
They went hard.
I sometimes went hard too, but if the thing
I was doing got too hard for me, or too easy, or too
boring, I’d do a half-hearted job and not care, or I
wouldn’t do it at all!
Zombies didn’t do half-hearted. They did
full-bore-go-hard-ready-to-suck-your-eyeballsout-of-your-nose-hearted.
I watched as a family stood up to the zombies
outside their house and gasped when I saw that the
guy was Hayden Sparkes! Sparkesy! (That was what
I called him. He was a sportsman. You’re allowed to
call them by their nickname) Sparkesy had played
cricket in our hometown and had then gone on to
play for Australia!!! He was like a TOTAL legend.

BONUS!

topic!

Sports or not, he was now my assignment

Sparkesy smashed a couple of zombies on
the head with a lump of wood and they went down.
Yeah! He was awesome. He had practised his skills
and now he was using them. Total motivator!
He turned and smiled at his wife and baby.
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Oh no. Sparkesy, Sparkesy, Sparkesy. That
was a real bad mistake, and it was a real bad mistake
for three reasons.
A) He’d turned away from a zombie he’d only
smashed once.
B) He’d lost focus on what he was doing.
C) He’d forgotten, or he never actually knew,
that zombies go hard and never give up.
Sparkesy’s wife screamed because the
zombie stood up again. The baby screamed because
it had made its nappy dirty. I screamed because there
was a spider on the ground near me. The zombies
groaned because that’s what zombies do.
Sparkesy turned around and smashed the
closest zombie with a full swing of the wood. Oh
yeah, classic Sparkesy shot. He’d played that in the
second test against England at the SCG to reach his
hundred. The zombie’s head flew off and rolled into
the gutter. Sparkesy waved the wood like he was
waving his bat to an adoring crowd.
The zombie’s body gave up … after its fingers
twitched and wiggled for a while.
The other zombies didn’t give up. They
actually seemed to get excited and tried even
harder. They kept coming and Sparkesy had to pull
out all his shots. A cut shot to the ribs; a hook shot
to the head; a straight drive between the legs. It was
so cool. He had worked hard and was reaping the
rewards of his work.
Total inspiration for sure!
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Like I said, I never really went that hard. You
have an excuse if you only ever go half-hearted.
I could have done better but I didn’t really try.
It was way scarier to take a risk and put
yourself out there.
Zombies didn’t care about that. They were
the scary ones.
Sparkesy fought on, but the zombies never
stopped coming. They grabbed his lump of wood and
threw it away. They shuffled closer, no matter what
Sparkesy threw at them. And he started throwing
whatever he could get his hands on. Flower pots,
bricks, a wheelbarrow, his baby ... whoops, I don’t
think he meant that. The wife screamed and ran to
save the kid, which meant it was all over for both
of them. Sparkesy tried to save his family but he
couldn’t. It was too much for him, and he gave up.
The zombies didn’t give up.
The zombies had a three-course lunch.
I sighed. I started to think maybe I was a jinx.
Every person or bird I had chosen as my inspiration
had been slurped up like Sunday leftovers.
Stacey was thinking something much less
selfish.
‘I have to see if Mum’s okay, Wally,’ she said,
breaking into my thoughts. ‘We can grab the spare
bikes from my place.’
I nodded. Then a zombie came and tried to
eat my guts, so we sprinted off towards Stacey’s
house to check on her mum.
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Before we reached Stacey’s house, six zombies
found us. That was bad. Worse was that I had left
my cricket bat back at the tree. Worst of all was I
realised Matt, one of my best mates from school,
was now a zombie! Oh no, this was definitely bad.
It was time for me to take action though. I
was sick of watching other people. I wanted to be
a doer. While I was thinking that, Stacey leapt into
action.
‘FORE!’ she shouted, before smashing
zombie Matt in the earlobe with my golf club. It
rocked him, but he didn’t fall - he was always pretty
strong. She swung again and then he did go down.
Of course he did. His head was rolling down the
road. It was a really good shot too, went at least 50
metres.
I high-fived Stacey. That had been awesome.
She was like a golf-ninja-zombie-killer.
It was sad, seeing that happen to Matt. I
mean, I guess he had been trying to rip our faces off
and eat our brains, so I figure Stacey was justified in
smashing his head down the road.
Try explaining that to his parents though!
That was hard, especially when they were zombies
and were trying to rip our faces off and eat our brains!
You can’t explain anything to people like that!
They went down pretty quick though,
especially after Stacey grabbed the bazooka off
James and blasted them with it. She was so cool.
Cooler and tougher than any guy I knew.
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We eventually got to Stacey’s, and were
glad to see it was clear of zombies. It was clear of
everyone else though, too.
Her mum was nowhere to be seen.
‘She’ll be fine, Stace,’ I said. ‘She’ll be hiding
out somewhere.’
She nodded, but wasn’t totally convinced.
She just sniffed, took a deep breath, and said she
would look for stuff we could use as weapons.
I grabbed some garden shears for myself.
Stacey took a big knife out of the kitchen, and James
came out of Stacey’s mum’s room with a pump action
shotgun.
Seriously, how did he find these things?
We jumped on a bike each and rode around
for a bit. We didn’t really have any direction though.
‘We could head for High Street and the
shops,’ Stacey suggested, riding along with no
hands. ‘If we get in trouble we can hide in the bank.
That should be pretty secure.’
‘Yeah, but what if all the zombies go there to
take out money so they can buy stuff?’ James asked.
Stacey and I stared at him for a bit, realised
he was serious, and then moved on.
‘Good idea, Stace,’ I said. ‘You wanna take
the lead?’
‘I dunno,’ Stacey said, ‘I had thought we
could go to a café and grab a coffee but the zombies
will be there sitting around chatting about brain food.’
She was teasing James. He fell for it.
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‘Oh man, you’re right! Let’s avoid the cafes!
The bank’s a good idea. Let’s head there. We can
hide in the safe and lock it and they’ll never find us.’
Stacey patted James on the shoulder and
then pushed him so he almost stacked his bike,
making all of us laugh. James steadied and caught
up to us.
‘Hang on, what if the zombies are in the safe
taking all the money? Then we’ll be locked in with
them! It’ll be a death-trap!’
We ignored him and rode on.
The streets were pretty deserted, and it was
kind of boring. We saw a few groups of zombies,
shuffling around, always moving. They never stood
still. I mean, they looked like they were in some sort of
trance, but they were seriously on the lookout. If they
spotted or got a whiff of a non-zombie type person,
they would be straight at it. They were always on the
move, always looking for ways to reach their goal of
a brainysnack (that’s like a Brainiac, but much tastier
… for zombies).
I wondered briefly if smart people’s brains
tasted better, then realised that was a stupid thought.
Smart brains would be overused and tough. Some
doofus who sat on his couch all day watching telly
would have a juicy, fresh, hardly used brain that
would be so tasty.
Woah. Wait a second. That was it.
If I wanted to survive the zombie apocalypse,
I needed to get them chasing after the doofuses.
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They were the ones with the freshest, tastiest
brains. I know, that sounds cruel, but there had to be
sacrifices! But how would I set this plan in motion?
It turned out the zombies didn’t need my help.
For starters, zombies have a goal, which they
are totally focused on achieving. They also try as
hard as they can and don’t quit at the drop of a
hat. They keep on the move, and are always going
after the brain, the goal. Even if the path they shuffle
along takes them away from the original brain, they
just look for a different brain to eat.
Far out, I really needed to find someone to
inspire me. This was getting depressing!
I checked my phone. It was as dead as Bill
the Milk Bar guy. Damn. I asked Stacey the time.
She always wore a watch. She figured if electricity
died and no one could charge their phone, only she
would know the time and so she would be like the

Time Lord of the World.

Anyway. It was 3:45. Less than 24 hours
before my assignment was due. I had to find
someone to write about! I realised that I was actually
feeling kind of motivated to do this assignment.
Weird!
I smiled, and smiled wider when I saw four
people wandering towards us! Awesome! They
had supplies! Bags of food and drink, clothes,
sleeping bags, everything! They were obviously
really prepared and smart and totally inspiring in
this situation! Maybe they could be the ones who …
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... no. No they couldn’t be my inspiration.
They weren’t as incredibly intelligent as I’d
given them credit for.
In fact, they were total doofuses.
They ran straight at a whole bunch of
zombies, yelling and screaming and waving little
branches they’d broken off a tree. Yep, it seemed
like they had decided to wipe out the entire zombie
population in one go.
With twigs.
They all got killed. No surprises there. I
mean, the doofuses were surprised, but that was no
surprise either.
Because they were doofuses.
Doofuses don’t think about what might
happen when they do something totally stupid. They
just do stuff, and don’t care who it might hurt.
It didn’t hurt the zombies. They had an allyou-can-eat-doofus buffet.
It did hurt the doofuses though.
Hurt them real bad.
Hurt them in the face.
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We rode off, but I was worn out. We’d done a fair
bit of walking. We’d done a fair bit of running. We’d
ridden a bit, too. I was also really unfit, and was
finding it hard to keep going.
The zombies weren’t. They always kept
on the move, always shuffling, every day they’re
shuffling.
I got a song in my head and started singing it.
Stacey looked over at me like I was cuckoo bananas,
but then the song got in her head and she started
singing it. James leapt off his bike and started
dancing. Stacey and I sang and James danced
and we got off our bikes and danced with him. I got
carried away and really went for it, needing a release
from the tension of seeing a lot of people get their
brains ripped out by disgusting, eyeball-dribbling,
pus-oozing zombies.
We danced like crazy people, and laughed
like crazy people as well. I grabbed Stacey’s hands
and twirled her. She giggled and went with it, so I
twirled her some more.
James moonwalked backwards until he
crashed straight into a tree. We all fell onto the
ground laughing at that - well, James was sort of
laughing/crying because he’d hit his head pretty
hard, but he was fine. In a world of zombies, a knock
on the head is the least of your worries.
‘That was awesome fun,’ Stacey said.
‘So good,’ I panted, totally out of breath. I
was really REALLY unfit!

54

‘Oweeee,’ James said, rubbing his head.
I kept trying to catch my breath. I had danced
for like two minutes and was totally exhausted. Man,
I needed to get into shape! How did I know?
A) I was kind of shaky, and
B) my mind just wouldn’t think clearly, partly
because my heart was beating pretty much
in my head.
The zombies sensed that, too. It must have
been the head heartbeat. Five or so zombies came
at us, arms outstretched. I didn’t actually know how
many it was because my vision was totally blurry
from the tiredness. I stood up and wobbled on my
jelly legs. James and Stacey got on their bikes. I
stepped towards my bike, but was so out of breath
I was confused, and I actually stepped towards the
zombies!
Whoops.
I turned and got onto my bike and rode off,
James and Stacey by my side.
I realised as I rode that I had forgotten the
garden shears, so was weaponless. I looked back,
but the zombies were there. I couldn’t go back. It
didn’t matter. James had the shotgun strapped to his
back and Stacey had the knife.
We rode on. It was lucky the zombies were
the slow shuffling kind, because my legs were still
wobbly from the dancing. I had to stop every couple
of kilometres and have a rest ... and when I say every
couple of kilometres, yes, I mean every kilometre ...
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look, it was every 500 metres ... okay, fine, I had to
rest every 50 metres ... so I rode 50 metres total and
stopped three times!
Whatever!
Fine!

I was tired!

You happy now?
The zombies were happy, that was for sure!
They gained ground on us every time I had to rest.
They didn’t stop. They never stopped.
I took a deep breath and we rode at full pace
for a bit, then skidded to a halt. More zombies were
coming at us from the other direction. We were
trapped, and I was finding it hard to breathe after
that last burst.
Stacey and James weren’t much better, I
realised, and were puffing and panting as we rode.
The groans got louder and louder. Stacey threw her
knife and it got a zombie right in the eye. What an
awesome shot! He just kept coming though, a knife
sticking out of his eyeball.
It was both gross and impressive.
I was totally exhausted. I couldn’t think
straight. I just wanted to lay down and take a nap.
My body screamed at me to stop.
My survival instinct screamed at me to keep
moving.
A zombie screamed because it wanted my
brains.
I screamed because a bird swooped me.
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Then I was done. Finished. I pushed on the
bike pedal. The bike went nowhere, and I toppled
over onto the ground. James and Stacey got off their
bikes to help me up, but we were surrounded.
My heart pounded and my throat stung.
I needed water.
‘Mummy,’ I said in a hoarse voice. ‘Please
feed the baby cows.’
I was delirious. From my spot on the ground
I saw someone running away from some zombies.
They were totally fit and sprinting. It was so inspiring.
With my last bit of energy, I decided they would be
my inspiration person.
Then they turned around as they were
running and ran straight into a tree and knocked
themselves out.

DAMMIT!

The zombies caught up then.
Fitness doesn’t matter if you’re out cold on
the ground.
I got up, left my bike where it was, and
stumbled five more metres. That was it. I fell flat
on my face. James and Stacey tried to help me up
again.
It was no good.
‘Leave me,’ I said dramatically. ‘Save
yourselves. Tell Joanna I never meant to take her
princess tiara.’
What was I talking about?
The zombies closed in.
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James and Stacey stood in front of me,
weapons at the ready, defending me to the end.
I smiled and closed my eyes. They were the best
friends ever.
Suddenly Jason Marsh leapt in front of them.
He was two years older than us but we were all in
ther same class. He wasn’t the brightest spark. He
was a cheese-slice short of a cheese sandwich. He
was a brain short of a zombie.
He proved this because he was standing in
front of five zombies holding a toothpick.
‘Damn you, zombies, you ate my mother’s
brain. Damn youuuuuuu!’
His mother ran up.
‘They didn’t eat my brain, Jason. I’ve been
trying to tell you that. I’m fine!’
‘Mother!
You’re
a
zombie
now!
Nooooooooooooooooooo!’
Jason
yelled,
before trying to stab his mother with the toothpick.
What a doofus.
His mother screamed, slapped him across
the head, and then the zombies ate both their brains
and sucked the marrow out of their bones.
I walked off as best I could, an arm over
James and Stacey’s shoulders. Our bikes were
with the zombies, lost to us forever. I felt a bit more
alert after my little lie down, but I knew that if I was
going to survive a zombie infested world, I needed
to get fitter. It wouldn’t happen overnight, but it had
to happen.
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We got away from the zombies and then lay
down for a sleep in what we hoped was a safe spot,
a fenced-in yard with a locked gate.
I dreamt that Krueger was alive and I was
stroking him behind the ears. I found out later that
I had actually stroked James behind the ears as I
slept, but he thought it was nice and so comforting
he hadn’t wanted me to stop.
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That night was hard. Like, rock hard. Seriously. I was
literally sleeping on a stone, and after three hours I
woke up and my butt had gone to sleep. That was
fine for my butt, but I was wide awake!
Stacey was awake too. James snored away
like an old man.
‘Do you really reckon my mum’s alright?’
Stacey asked me.
I sighed.
‘Dunno. I really don’t. I want to say yes, but
who knows? I hope she is though, for you.’
‘Yeah.’
A spider crawled past me then and I freaked
out, but kept quiet. I didn’t want to wake James.
Stacey picked up the spider.
Why do you hate spiders, Wally?’ she asked.
‘They just freak me out. I’ve had some bad
stuff happen with them. And they have all those legs
and eyes and they’re hairy and they scuttle. That’s
the worst. They scuttle!’
She smiled and held the freaky little biter out
to me.
‘Hold it.’
‘No way!’ I whisper shouted. ‘I would never
touch a spider. Not for anything! I’ll never be as
tough as you, Stace!’
Stacey stared at me for a second. She looked
kind of sad, which was weird. I figured I’d given her a
compliment. I figured being tough was a good thing.
I could tell by Stacey’s voice it wasn’t. Not always.
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‘Yeah. Tough. That’s the only thing I want to
be known as,’ Stacey said, then she looked away
from me and sighed.
‘Never say never, Wally. If it means enough,
you’ll do it.’
She turned away and let the spider go. It felt
like she’d been trying to tell me something more than
what she’d actually said. I couldn’t work it out though.
I lay there for a while, and eventually I drifted
off to sleep.
In the morning, I massaged my butt back to
life and we headed to my place. The first zombie I
saw lurched towards me, tongue hanging out of her
mouth, arms outstretched, groaning and trembling.
She leapt at me and I flipped her into the
bushes. Then she poked her head out and I realised
it was my neighbour on the right, Mrs Hondurus.
‘Adam, I just ... wanted ... some milk.’
I groaned.
‘Sorry, Mrs Hondurus.’
‘And a smoochy-woochy kiss.’
Eeeewwwww. Come on now! What was
with these weird old ladies? Anyway, despite her
weirdness I went to help her out but was too late.
A zombie was already chewing on her legs.
Eeeewwwww again.
The zombies had fully taken over my place.
They were everywhere, shuffling around, gruntimng
and groaning, looking for people, for brains, always
moving.
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Stacey grabbed a shovel from the front yard
and we raced inside. It wasn’t any better in there.
James yelled out and I saw him facing a crowd of
brain-eaters. He was swinging the shotgun, but not
firing it, which was weird. Stacey used the shovel, I
made loud noises, and before long zombie heads
rolled down the hall.
‘Let’s get out of here!’ I yelled to the others.
‘Good idea,’ James said, relieved he was still
alive. ‘But how?’
More zombies closed in. I grabbed our
hatstand and smashed my way into the lounge. We
stood back to back, using whatever we could. Then
I looked at James. He wasn’t using whatever he
could. He still had a shotgun! I grabbed it off his back
and pulled the trigger … nothing happened!
‘I took the bullets out. They’re dangerous,’
James said. ‘Mum won’t even let me use those
scissors little kids use. Or real glue either. She says
I’m kind of clumsy with stuff.’
As he said that he took a step, slipped on
zombie goo, and slid forward. He crashed into a
zombie, knocked it over, and it landed on top of
him! He screamed and tried to get it off, but it went
crazy, trying to get to his face. Stacey grabbed the
shotgun off me and swung it, smashing the zombie
away. James got up, panting.
‘Woah, that was close. I think it tried to kiss
me,’ he said, wiping his cheek.
‘Yeah, that or eat your lips off!’ Stacey said.

64

‘Oh,’ James said thoughtfully. ‘Well, that’s
way worse! I think. I don’t know any more. A kiss
would be really gross, but if it ate my lips off how
would I whistle? AAAGGGHHHHH! This is too
much to think about! Let’s get out of here.’
We ran. I took the chance to nick into the
kitchen where there was a roast on the table. They
were leftovers I had been planning on eating for
dinner, before I realised zombies were taking over
the world. I noticed that the zombies were walking
straight past it! Seriously? It was a good roast, why
didn’t they ... and then I realised.
They didn’t need it, so they didn’t eat it.
Huh.
Interesting.
I ate junk all the time. I even ate food I wasn’t
allowed to, because it makes me sick. See, I’m
allergic to stuff. Dairy, too much sugar, nuts, and
being bitten by a zombie.
That last one would actually give me the
worst reaction, but the other things are pretty bad
too! I don’t nearly die or anything, not like some
people I know, but I do get really farty and rashy and
end up sitting on the toilet for half a day.
Yep. I know. Classy.
The thing is, I still ate that stuff, because my
friends did and because it tasted sooooo good. I
knew I shouldn’t, but I did. Anyways, I grabbed the
roast and got out of there, James and Stacey close
behind.
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We made good time after our escape. Well, I
went back to grab some napkins for when we ate the
roast, but then we were out of there.
We went to my friend Benny’s house. No one
was there, so I assumed they had all been turned
into zombies. The fridge in the basement bar was
fully stocked, so I grabbed a drink. It was a soft drink,
of course. I know! Again with the sugary liquid, but I
really felt like it. So I had it. I ate some of the leftovers
too.
James went to the pool table and started
rolling the balls around, and Stacey searched the
house to see if there was anything we could use.
I thought about how no one had inspired
me yet, or, actually, how the ones who had inspired
me seemed to instantly die a horrible, gruesome,
zombie death.
I sighed and sipped my drink, feeling a little
sick again. I knew I had to be on my game to do my
assignment, beat the zombies and stay alive, so I
decided then and there to ease up on the sugary
drinks and the milkshakes and stuff that made me
feel worse.
I threw the drink away and laughed. I felt
better already. James didn’t. The bottle hit him in the
head. He leapt into a wrestling pose. I leapt off the
couch and into a wrestling pose, and it was on like a
Katy Perry song!
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I dozed off for a bit after wrestling James, and
waking up was a massive shock. This was partly
because it was 11:35am! Under four hours to go till
my assignment was due! Mainly, though, it was a
shock because there was a zombie in the house!
I knew this because I heard a single, dreaded
word from the level above.
‘Braaaaaaains.’
Yep. A zombie. And it was after brains.
How did I know? Because it said, and I quote,
‘Braaaaaaains.’
It was kind of obvious.
Zombies meant what they said, and they
said what they meant.
There were no hidden messages. No one
misunderstood zombies because they didn’t beat
around the bush. They beat the bush to a pulp. They
took the bush, punched it in the face, stepped on it,
stuck their fingers up its nose, rubbed stinky socks in
its face, and then gave it a noogie.
Luckily, I was in a listening mood. James
and Stacey had their bags and were good to go. We
searched for some new weapons. I found a shovel,
Stacey got a saw, and James somehow found a
cannon. He tried pushing it … until he reached the
stairs.
‘Well that won’t work!’ he said, before leaving
the cannon where it was and being happy with the
flame thrower he found behind the bar.
He was like a weapon sniffing dog!
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I picked up my pack, and we all snuck
upstairs.
The zombie was shuffling in and out of
rooms, obviously hungry.
‘Braaaaaains.’
We waited until he ... whoops, waited too
long. It got a whiff of human and turned around,
looking straight at us with that vacant stare zombies
have.
‘BRAAAAAAAINS!’
He started shuffling towards us, and he was
excited. We ran, it chased. Luckily for us, I knew
the house pretty well … except they’d done some
renovations, and we ended up with our backs against
a wall. It was a dead end.
This was bad. This was real bad.
The zombie groaned and black goo dribbled
out of his mouth and all over the carpet.

EEEEEWWWWWWWW!!!

It lunged for us. I ducked under its arms and
started running, but the zombie grabbed James and
started pulling him back! I didn’t have time to worry
about being a hero, or what I should do.
My friend was in danger!
I spun around and gripped the front of James’s
shirt. Then Stacey got hold of the back of my shirt!
Stacey pulled me, I pulled James in one direction,
the zombie pulled James in the other direction, and
James waved his arms around in the air.
That was the least help of all.
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‘BRAAAIIINNNSS!’ groaned the zombie.
‘NOOOOOOOOOO!!’ I groaned back in my
best groany voice.
‘BRAAAAIIIINNNNSSSS!!!’
‘NOTTTTT TOOOOODAAAAYYYY!!!!’
‘BRAAAAAIIIIINNNNSSSSSSS!!!!!’
‘STOPPPPP PULLLLIIIINNNNGG

SOOOOOO HAAAARRRRD MYYYYY
ARRRRRRMMMMS AAAARRRRRRRE
GETINNNNNG TIIIIIIIIIIRED!!!!!!’
Suddenly James’s shirt ripped in two. I fell
backwards and rolled down the hall. The zombie fell
backwards and smashed into the wall. Wall. Hall.
Hey, that rhymed!
Everyone was up in an instant. We bolted
out the front door and slammed it shut, hearing a
satisfying thud as the zombie crashed into it.
‘Phew, that was close,’ I said, puffing hard.
‘And now I’m cold,’ James said. ‘Do either of
you have a shirt in your backpack?’
Stacey did. It was one of hers. Stacey usually
wore really cool t-shirts, but this wasn’t one of them.
I laughed.
‘What?’ Stacey asked. ‘I didn’t have a lot of
time, you know. Anyway, it’s actually Benny’s sister’s.
It was the first one I grabbed and besides, not only is
it super, super cute, it’ll fit James.’
James put on the shirt and I laughed again.
‘Okay, Wally,’ James said. ‘Relax, it isn’t that
funny.’
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‘It’s pretty close to that funny,’ I said.
‘Seriously. There are happy little elves dancing with
mushroom fairies around polka dot trees!’
‘Has Benny got bikes?’ asked Stacey, trying
not to giggle but also changing the topic to save
James. ‘Bikes make it way easier to get away. We
need bikes! I WANT A BIKE NOW!’
I think she wanted a bike. We ran around the
back of the house to the garage. I grabbed Benny’s
bike. Stacey grabbed his brother’s bike, which
meant James was left with Benny’s little sister’s
bike … which was too small for him … and had pink
streamers on the handlebars … and a basket on the
front with a little pony picture on it … and a pink flag
off the back wheel … and those clicky clacky things
on the spokes of the tyre … and a sparkly seat.
I wondered what his reaction was going to
be. I figured there were four options.
a) He would crack it and throw a tantrum.
b) He would throw the bike into a zombie’s
face.
c) He would use the flame thrower to burn off
my eyebrows. I did NOT like this option!
d) All of the above.
Actually, the correct answer was
e) None of the above!
James stared at the bike. He took a deep
breath.
‘This bike is …’
We waited.
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‘… AWESOME!!!!! Look … at … these …
sparkles!!!’
Okay. So James liked the bike. He put his
flame thrower over his shoulder, sat on the sparkly
seat, and we were away.
‘Let’s head for school,’ James suggested.
‘I’m kind of busting to go to the toilet.’
‘It’s a zombie apocalypse, doofus,’ Stacey
said. ‘I think you can pretty much pee anywhere you
like.’
‘Yeah, well Mum says it’s nice manners to go
in an actual toilet, and besides …’
He leaned in close as we rode.
‘It’s number twos.’
‘EWWWWWWWWWWWWW!!!’ Stacey
and I groaned, riding away.
‘Too much info, dude!’ I said, sprinting on my
bike, trying to keep up with Stacey.
James’s legs pumped on the flashing pedals,
but he fell behind, his bike clicky-clacking away.
‘I can hold it in!’ he yelled. ‘It won’t sneak out!’
‘We’re going to school!’ I called back. ‘Keep
up!’
We did slow down a little, so James could ride
with us, although we made him stay downwind. Just
in case any sneaky farts escaped. It was common
sense.
As we rode, I wondered if any other people
would be at school. Surely there would definitely
possibly hopefully be someone there to inspire me.
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Oh no! Mr Collins would probably be there
too. He never left school. I think he lived there.
I really needed to get this assignment done!
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We rounded the corner to Manuka Rd, which
was the street our school was on. As we did, we
stumbled across a group of ... OMG! HUMANS!
Awesome! Not so awesome was the fact that they
were getting attacked by zombies, and they were
losing the fight. We got off our bikes, but it was too
late to do anything to help them.
Or was it?
Suddenly a car flew along the street. It
smashed into three of the zombies, sending them
flying. A guy leapt out of the car, no weapons besides
a pair of nunchakus. I was a watcher. This guy was
NOT a watcher. He was a nunchak-zombies-inthe-facer. He knocked them left right and centre.
The people who had been attacked crawled away
to safety and collapsed. The guy kept fighting the
zombies.
He was AMAZING!
I needed a notepad. This guy was SO my
hero. In the world we now lived in, no one was going
to be more inspirational than him. He made Bill look
like a little baby playing with a fake baby chainsaw.
My hero finished off the last zombie and
stood there in a hero pose.
Because he was a hero.
I was in awe. I didn’t want to just write about
this guy, I wanted to be friends with him.
More than that, I wanted to actually be him.
I looked at the others. Stacey was in awe too.
She was staring at the guy with a huge grin on her face.
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Oh. That made me feel a weird feeling in my
stomach. I didn’t know what it was, but it felt weird.
Then I saw something. The people the guy
had saved started moving. It wasn’t normal moving
though. It was been-bitten-by-a-zombie-and-haveturned-into-a-zombie moving. They were zombies!
We screamed out to the guy. He waved to us and did
some more hero poses. They looked awesome, but
he was too into himself.
He wouldn’t listen.
‘You have to move!’ I screamed.
‘Yes,’ he said, ‘I was in the groove. Bam!
Bam! BAM! Take that, zombies ha ha ha!’
Man, he even had a deep hero voice. This
guy rocked!
‘Listen to us, you handsome dish! Zombies
are there!’ Stacey shouted.
‘Yes, mission accomplished and yes, I do
have amazing hair.’
‘Don’t be dumb!’ James yelled.
‘Yes, I do have a firm bum. Watch these
moves!’
He posed again, flexing his butt. It was
definitely firm, but disgusting at the same time. He
also just hadn’t wanted to listen to us. He only heard
what he wanted to hear. Unfortunately for him, the
next thing he heard was a zombie jumping on his
head and biting off his chest hair. The guy went
down, screaming.
‘My hair! My beautiful chest hair!’
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I groaned.
‘Seriously? Does every inspiration die?’
Stacey looked at me, shocked.
‘Wally, that is so unfair. That guy is down
there getting the snot sucked out of his nose, and
all you care about is your stupid assignment that’s
stupid?’
‘Yes, I do care about that! If I fail this
assignment, Mum’s going to crack it with me.’
‘AAAGGGHHH!!! It’s biting my eyeball!’ the
guy screamed as the zombies had dessert.
‘Oh, that’s so terrible,’ Stacey replied to my
comment. ‘Your mum will crack it? Well that guy
just got his skull cracked. Like an egg. And now the
zombie is scrambling his brain. Oh, but your mum
will be angry? Far out, Wally. You are SO selfish!
‘You never see anything but what you want
to see, and you never take a chance. You’re a wuss.
You sit back and take the easy way and guess what?
I never thought I’d say this, but Collins was right.
You’re going to drift through a boring, dumb life.
Dude. We’re in a ZOMBIE APOCALYPSE! Get
over yourself.’
Woah. That was full on. It was full on
because Stacey had never said anything like that to
me before, and it was full on because she was right.
But her being right didn’t make me feel any
better about it. Actually, it made me feel worse. And
what could I say? I always got too scared to say
what I really felt.
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So I couldn’t say to Stacey that Mum wouldn’t
let me hang out with her and James until my marks
got better.
I couldn’t say that hanging with them was the
best time I had.
I couldn’t say that I thought she was
awesome.
I got so angry then. Angry at what Stacey had
said, but mostly angry at myself for being how I was.
‘I’m not actually dead yet!’ came a scream
from the pile of zombies. ‘Why don’t you help me?
They’re chewing on my firm buttocks!’
I ignored him.
I didn’t care about the zombies.
I didn’t care about my hero or my assignment.
I totally lost the plot.
I said something I knew was so mean, but I
couldn’t stop the words coming out.
‘Yeah, well my mum might crack it, but your
mum is probably dead. She’s not alright. A zombie
probably ate her. She’s probably in a zombie’s guts
somewhere right now.’
‘Wally!’ James cried. ‘What the hell?’
I snapped back to reality. Oh no.

NO NO NO!

I tried to take back what I’d said, but Stacey
was staring at me, tears in her eyes. She was the
tough one. She was the cool one. I had never seen
her cry before. I stepped forwards. She sniffed and
held out a hand, pointing straight at me.
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‘Wally, don’t you dare come near me. If you
take one more step, I swear I will flatten you.’
I stopped.
‘Stace, I didn’t …’
‘One more step. Actually, take it. I really want
you to take it.’
Her fists were balled at her sides, and she
stared at me, tears running down her face.
I stopped.
There was nothing I could say to make it
better. Nothing I could do. Stacey turned around and
got on her bike. I looked at James. He shook his
head at me.
‘Geez, Wally. That was really wrong.’
I hung my head. My stomach was swirling
and my mind was racing and my eyes were stinging.
James picked up his bike, rang the bell, and
got on. They slowly rode off. I watched them go. I
wanted so much to go with them, but at the same
time I knew I didn’t deserve to.
‘I’m sorry, Stacey!’ I yelled after her.
She kept riding.
I sighed and picked up my bike, just as a
zombie was about to throw itself at me and knock
me to the ground then try and bite my mouth while it
was lying on top of me.
I realised this because a zombie threw itself
at me and knocked me to the ground then tried to
bite my mouth while it was lying on top of me.
I screamed and scratched and clawed and
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punched, and held the zombie’s face at bay for as
long as I could, but I started to weaken. This was it.
I was done. I sighed and thought about what I had
said to Stacey. What a sucky thing to have as my
last words. Then I made a big mistake. I opened my
mouth to say some better last words.

AAGGGGGGGHHHHH!!! BAD MOVE!!!
THE ZOMBIE DRIBBLED GROSS BLACK
GOO INTO MY MOUTH!

That was it. That stunk me into action, I mean
stung me into action.
I punched the zombie in the face. She
screamed at me. I looked at my hand and I screamed
at me – the zombie’s eyeball was stuck on my
knuckles!
I grabbed anything I could. I smashed the
zombie in the head with a brick, a stone, a used tissue
… okay, so that was both useless and disgusting.
Why?
a) IT WAS A USED TISSUE and
b) IT WAS A USED TISSUE!!!
Here’s a lesson for you, people. Don’t throw
used tissues on the ground. Strange as it may seem,
your snot is actually much grosser than zombie goo.
Seriously!
Suddenly though, the zombie screamed,
and I felt massive heat across my face. The zombie
rolled off me and stood up. It was on fire, and not in
a good way. It actually was on fire! And so was I!!!
Well, my eyebrows were at least!
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The zombie got blasted again and dissolved
into a pile of dust. Standing behind it was Stacey,
flame-thrower in hand. She looked at me sadly.
‘We’re going to school. Come if you want, but
don’t ride with us.’
She turned and got back on her bike and
started pedalling. I patted out my burning eyebrows
and watched them go. I was all alone, the only sound
the slight sizzling of the zombie and the click-clack of
James’s bike wheels.
I took a deep breath and stood up,
determination coursing through my veins. I had just
dodged death, and all I cared about was getting my
friends back.
It was up to me.
I had to do something.
I had to stop being a watcher.
It was time to stand up and be counted.
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We reached the school in good time. This was partly
because it was just up the hill, partly the fear of
zombies, and partly the fear of James not reaching
the toilet on time. I hung back from the other two and
let them go in first.
I really, really wanted to say sorry to Stacey,
but my timing had to be right. It was also really hard. I
didn’t know what to say, and I knew that she wouldn’t
want to speak to me anyway.
But I had to try.
I slowly cruised into school. It was a ghost
town. James had gone to the toilets near the top
portables. Stacey was waiting outside, hanging out,
doing tricks on her bike. It was awesome watching
her ride. All she had was a bike, a road, a kerb and
some dirt, and she did things I could never even think
of. It’s like some people are creative with writing or
drawing or whatever. Stacey was creative on her
bike.
After a little while she stopped and sat on the
ground, drawing stuff in the dirt with a stick. I rode
over, dropped my bike, and went and sat near her.
‘Nice tricks,’ I said.
She nodded, not looking at me, pretending to
concentrate on what she was drawing.
‘Nice elephant too. You’re a good drawer.’
‘It’s a monkey.’
I looked a little closer.
‘Oh yeah, of course it is. And what a monkey!
He’s awesome. Look at that arm that weirdly looks
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like a trunk, and man has he eaten a lot of bananas.
Yep, that is definitely a monkey, for sure!’
Stacey kept drawing, trying not to grin,
wanting to stay angry at me.
‘Maybe it’s an elekey,’ I said. ‘You know, half
elephant, half monkey?’
Stacey shook her head.
‘No.’
‘Oh.’
‘It’s a Babonkeyphant. Half elephant, half
monkey, half baboon.’
I laughed.
‘That’s some good adding right there. This is
what a day off school does to you. You’ve created
another half! Now there are three of them.’
Stacey threw the stick without looking. I
ducked, but ducked the wrong way and it got me in
the head.
‘I deserved that,’ I said, checking for blood.
‘I’m really sorry, Stace. I was pretty mean back there.’
‘Pretty mean?’ Stacey said, looking at me
now. ‘You were like the meanest person in the world
who just took a mean pill that multiplies meanness
by a billion percent and then you went into a mad
scientist’s house and he did an experiment on you
to see if he could make you nicer but it misfired and
it made you a gajillionn times meaner. That’s how
mean you were. At least.’
I nodded. I knew she knew I knew she was
right.
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‘Yeah. And I’m really sorry. It’s just, well, you
were right, you know. And that’s the worst.’
‘Oh thanks, Wally. I feel heaps better now.’
‘No. Agggghh. I mean, it’s the worst because
it means I’m the worst. I am selfish. You’re worried
about your mum. I haven’t even thought about my
family. And I’m never going to do anything worth
anything. I’ll do what other people think I should, and
then I’ll die. I’ll never try anything too hard, and I’ll
never go 100% because I’m too scared of looking
like a loser.’
Stacey nodded.
‘I totally know,’ she said. ‘I do. I know about
being seen as something other than how you want
to be seen. But seriously, Wally, you can be better
than that.’
‘Yeah. Maybe. Thanks Stace. I really hope
your mum isn’t dead, you know.’
‘I know, Wally. But I think you were right before.
She might be dead. It’s a zombie apocalypse. I just
hope she isn’t a zombie. And if she is, I hope I never
see her again. That would be the worst.’
She wiped her eyes then sniffed and stared
at me, a sad smile on her face.
‘Nice eyebrows, by the way,’ she said. ‘Well,
what’s left of them.’
I fake laughed at her. Then she went serious.
‘Even though I meant all that stuff, you are
kind of awesome, Wally. Well, you can be. You just
have to find your thing.’
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I stared at her. She had said I was awesome,
which was awesome. I was almost tempted to put my
arm around her shoulders, but that would have been
too much. She was right about one thing though.
I had to find my thing.
I had to find something that got me pumped.
Not my dad’s thing, or Mr Collins’ thing. My thing.
Something I actually wanted to be awesome at.
In ten years’ time, when Collins gave kids an
inspiration assignment, I wanted to be the guy they
wrote about.
I just didn’t know how to get there.
And then inspiration hit me. It hit me right in
the face. ZOMBIES! No, seriously, a zombie hit me
in the face. I screamed and leapt to my feet, Stacey
by my side. The zombie stuck its face right next to
mine and then it LICKED MY CHEEK!

IT WAS TASTE-TESTING ME!!!

I punched it in the guts, and ignored the fact
that its guts were on my hand. The zombie grinned
and moved in for the kill.
Not this time. I was in this now. I broke away,
grabbed the flame-thrower and blasted the zombie
so good, burning it to ashes.
More zombies appeared, and I took them
down too. My eyes were shining. I was so in the
moment. Stacey leapt in with the shovel and
smashed a couple as well, and then we were clear.
I looked at Stacey, feeling energy in my eyes, in my
entire body.
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‘I know who to do my assignment on,’ I said.
‘And I know we’re going to get out of this. I am so
going to be like the best zombie hunter ever.’
Stacey grinned, and then I really did want to
hug her, I was so excited. I hesitated though, and
James finally appeared.
‘Wooooeeeee!’ he said. ‘I would not go in
there for about a year. Smells like a zombie died in
there or something. What’s going on?’
I laughed, although I did mentally punch
myself for hesitating. I hadn’t moved and the moment
was lost. I was rapt James was back again though. It
was so cool being the three of us again.
Yep, just the three of us.
Forever.
The three of us would be the BEST!
‘Hey, losers!’
We spun around at the sound of a human
voice. James and Stacey laughed, and I groaned. It
was Johnno. Johnno was one of the cool kids, and
he knew it. He looked cool, acted cool, and spoke
cool. He also made me feel really uncool.
But, he was another human being, and the
extra body would come in handy.
‘Hey Stacey, you look great! It’s so good to
see you,’ he said, flashing his dumb super cool grin.
Stacey wouldn’t fall for that junk, I knew that much.
But she smiled and blushed!!! What was that
about? Just because he showed her attention and
made her feel like she was special … ohhhhh.
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squeal.

Johnno punched me on the arm. I did a little

‘Hey Wally,’ he said, as I wiped away a single
tear. ‘What are you doing anyway? Didn’t you know
there’s like a zombie invasion?’
Well der.
‘Yes we DO know that, Johnno,’ I said,
rubbing my arm. ‘There are a bunch of them chewing
on a guy at the bottom of the hill. And can’t you see
the dead zombies here? I just wiped out like ten of
them.’
Johnno looked.
‘Nope. All I see are some piles of dirt. Still, it’s
good to know we have a zombie killing master here
now, hahaha!’
Zombie killing master? Well, that was nice of
him to … HEY! I think he was mocking me! Well, I
was going to give him one huge piece of my mind ...
not like I would give to a zombie, but ... you know
what I mean!!!
Before I could say anything, though, Johnno
walked off.
‘Come on. The rest of us are in the gym.’
‘Rest of us?’ I asked, my voice coming out
squeaky. ‘Other people are here too?’
So much for it being just the three of us.
Johnno laughed.
‘Hahaha, of course there are, dork. What do
you think? I’m going to survive on my own? We have
to stay in a big group. It’s the only way we’ll win this.’
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No. He was wrong. Staying in a big group
wasn’t the answer. But James and Stacey followed
him, so I grabbed my bike and followed too,
wondering how many people the “rest of us” actually
was.
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The front doors to the hall were unlocked,
which was weird. When we went in, I discovered that
the “rest of us” was about a hundred people, hanging
out on the indoor basketball courts. They were in
small groups, and they seemed pretty relaxed. A few
of them saw us come in and then everyone ran over.
‘What’s going on?’
‘What’s it like out there?’
‘Are they everywhere?’
‘Did you bring some chips with you?’
‘I’ll have chips, too.’
‘Can I have a drink with my chips? That’d be
great, thanks.’
I waited till they finished talking. I wasn’t very
good at public speaking at the best of times, and this
was a pretty big crowd, so I was nervous. Stacey
gave me the thumbs up, but I thought about it too
much. I waited too long. Johnno jumped in.
‘There are zombies chewing on some people
down the bottom of the hill,’ he said. ‘They won’t be
here for a while, but they will get here eventually.’
I had to say something. I wanted to be cool.
‘ME KISS ZOMBIE!!!’ I yelled, way louder
than I’d meant to. ‘ME KISS ZOMBIE GOOD!’
KISS??? Really? I meant to say KILL.
Seriously! I really did.
Johnno put a hand on my shoulder.
‘Wally here is a super zombie killer, and
apparently a pretty good zombie kisser, too. We’re
lucky to have him.’
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I thought he was serious, but then he burst
out laughing and everyone else joined in. I blushed
and looked at the ground. Stacey came to my rescue.
‘You need to lock the front doors,’ she said.
‘Otherwise the zombies’ll get in here and then we’re
all lunch.’
‘The doors aren’t locked? OH MY GOD!’
someone yelled in a fake scared voice. Everyone
laughed again and then Johnno spoke.
‘It’s okay. They can’t open doors.’
I stared at him.
‘Yes they can,’ I said. ‘They seriously can.’
He laughed and told me we were totally safe,
and that we had food and there were showers in the
change rooms.
‘They can get through doors,’ I yelled.
‘How do you know?’
‘Because there’s one just over there,’ I said,
pointing. The crowd spun around.
‘BRAAAAAAAINS!’ said the zombie.
Everyone started screaming. I ran over and
smashed the zombie with the shovel. It grunted and
kept coming. I smashed it again, right on the funny
bone. It kept coming! Wow. I swung the shovel
horizontally and chopped off the zombie’s head.
Damn straight I was a super zombie killer.
People started talking wildly, asking how it
got in and if there were more.
‘You left the doors open,’ I said. ‘That’s how it
got in. Like I said, zombies can do doors.’
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I found out later that was totally wrong. It
had come through a broken window, but that wasn’t
the point. There was very rarely just one zombie.
You smash one down, there’s always another one
waiting to take its place. Stacey ran off to lock the
doors.
I looked at the crowd. Some of them were
worried now. I wanted to say that we could take
care of the zombies ... as in kill them. We wouldn’t
look after them, feed them dinner and change their
nappies.
But I didn’t say anything. Like I said, I’m not
good at public speaking. I don’t say what I mean,
and even if I speak, I get all nervous and it comes
out wrong. That was kind of proven with the “kiss
zombies” thing. So I stress about it. I don’t act like
the real me. I hang back, and someone else always
takes my place.
I miss out.
It happened again.
Johnno and his totally cool mates stood up
the front and said it was going to be okay, that we
would take care of the zombies. The crowd cheered.
They could have been cheering me.
But they weren’t.
Because I stood there like a stupid baby and
did nothing.
There’s always someone waiting to take
your place.
If you don’t do it, someone else will.
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Stacey got back and Johnno walked over
and put his arm around her shoulders, to comfort
her. I laughed. Stacey didn’t need comforting, she
was like the toughest, coolest person I knew. But
she seemed to like it. She didn’t punch him. She just
smiled and relaxed a little. I really hated Johnno. He
thought he was so cool. James punched me on the
arm.
OW! Why did people keep doing that?
‘Coulda been you, Wally,’ he said.
‘What? No. Why would I want that to be
me? Me put my arm around Stacey? No Sir no way
no how! I don’t want that to be me. I wouldn’t ever
never want that so ner ner nee ner ner ya sucks boo
to you and shows what you know.’
James smiled at me.
‘Okay, gotcha. Ever never. Right. Good one.
She won’t wait forever, dude.’
He punched my arm again and walked off.
‘Nice t-shirt!’ I yelled after him. ‘I think the
pretty widdle baby wants it back soon.’
He waved and kept walking.
‘Has anyone got any ideas?’ someone asked.
I did. A couple of them, and they didn’t
involve staying all together in one big smorgasbord.
But I thought about the “kiss zombie” thing and I
got nervous again. I just stood there, thinking of my
answer, saying it over and over in my head.
We need to split up and keep on the move.
We need to split up and keep on the move.
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‘We have to stay together,’ Johnno yelled.
There’s safety in numbers!’
There’s always someone waiting to take
your place.
Everyone cheered. Again with the staying in
a big group. No. It was wrong. I knew it was wrong.
I stared around the room. Everyone sat back down,
chatting in their groups. I watched them, thinking
about how often I didn’t speak up, didn’t act, didn’t
do what I wanted to do, and had someone else move
in and do it; take my place; tell my joke; comfort the
awesome girl.
It happened all the time.
I thought about the zombies, how if one
hesitated, another one came in to eat the tasty brain.
There’s always someone waiting to take
your place.
I sat with James and some other people I
knew and gave Johnno the glaring of a lifetime. He
thought he was so cool (he was) and awesome (he
kind of was) and good looking (he definitely was).
Man, I hated him.
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Johnno had done well, I had to give him that.
He could work a crowd. I guessed this was a good
thing, but it also meant people weren’t going to be
ready if - no, not if, when the zombies attacked.
And they would attack. One had got in already. I
breathed deep, looked over at Stacey standing with
Johnno, and decided it was time for me to stand up
and be counted.
No one was taking my place this time.
I stood up. Then a bird swooped me so I
squealed like a little baby, put my hands over my
head and lay on the ground. Everyone laughed. I
sighed and stood up again.
‘One!’ said James.
Thanks James. It was good to be counted.
‘EVERYONE!’ I yelled, my heart racing.
‘SERIOUSLY! We have to split up. If we stay here,
we are a human buffet breakfast. If you’re with me,
say YES!’
‘YES!’ shouted James.
‘YES!’ shouted Stacey. I looked at her. She
smiled. It was good to have her on my side again.
‘Ummm yes? No? I don’t know!’ said Johnno,
wanting to stay but wanting to be with Stacey too.
‘NO!’ everyone else shouted as one.
Then people started shouting random stuff.
‘What are you doing, Johnno?’
‘There’s safety in numbers. You said so!’
‘Where are my chips? I ordered them ages
ago!’
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I sighed and looked at James and Stacey.
They nodded, and we headed for the door.
‘Adam!’ a voice said. A stern voice. I turned
around. It was Mr Collins. He tapped his watch.
‘It’s 3:15. Where’s my assignment?’
I stopped short. I knew what I wanted to write,
but I hadn’t written it yet. I was doomed.
I went to speak, but nothing came out.
‘Okay then,’ Mr Collins said, stroking his
beard. ‘I take it you have nothing. That will be a fail.’
‘He still has 15 minutes,’ Stacey said. I looked
at her. She flashed a smile at me, which made my
guts churn ... in a good way. It gave me courage.
‘I’ll get your assignment to you, Mr Collins.
And it’s going to be awesome!’
He went to answer, but before he spoke
something happened. Johnno ran to the front door.
Everyone followed. There was a mob of zombies
milling around outside.
‘I’m going to go with these guys,’ Johnno
shouted to the crowd, ‘but before I do, there’s
something I need to do!’
Then he unlocked the doors. The zombies
grabbed the handles and tried to get in.
‘What are you doing?’ we screamed at
Johnno. He just laughed.
‘Don’t worry about it. This is to prove zombies
can’t do doors! Look at you, you dumb zombies
with dumb brains! Pulling like losers. Don’t you know
you have to push?’
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The zombies stopped in an instant, staring at
us. Then one moved forwards and pushed gently on
the door. They could understand us? This was BAD.
This was a whole new breed of zombies.
Oh, and by the way, thanks Johnno!
The door moved inwards and the zombies
roared. Everyone panicked. We ran back to the
basketball courts, but it was too crowded. We were
the buffet. No one there knew what to do.
James, Stacey and I did though.
We were the battle-hardened ones. James
proved that by letting rip with the flame thrower. I
mean, sure, he set off the sprinklers, he burned a
few doors, but he also took down a horde of brainchewers. They kept coming though, totally focused
on their goal, not giving up, and there was always
one to take their place.
We bolted.
The zombies shuffled onto the courts and
started chewing on people. They were basically
cheering they were enjoying it so much … the
zombies, that is. The zombies were cheering. The
people weren’t enjoying it. I mean, I couldn’t really
tell because their brains were being eaten but, you
know, I’m guessing they didn’t like that.
The zombies poured in through the front
door. Johnno grabbed the shovel off me.
‘I’ll take care of this,’ he said, and he winked
at Stacey. What a dork. We sprinted down the side
hall just as the zombies lunged at us.
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We reached a window and Johnno swung the
shovel at it, but it was that special super tough glass
and the shovel jarred in his hand, bounced back, hit
him in the head and knocked him out. Some zombies
caught our scent and started towards us.
We tried to wake Johnno but he was out cold.
I slapped him a few times, but it didn’t work. I slapped
him again, because I thought he was getting too cute
with Stacey. Then James slapped him, because he
wanted to join in.
The zombies closed in. We had to either
wake Johnno or carry him. Stacey started fighting
off the zombies, but there were so many of them.
James’s hands were shaking and he couldn’t fire the
flame thrower. I shook Johnno but it wasn’t working.
Nothing was working.
‘WALLY!’ Stacey screamed. ‘COME ON!’
I shook Johnno super hard. He wouldn’t wake
up. I seriously did NOT want to give him mouth-tomouth. I was no prince and he certainly wasn’t a
princess. James ran over and kicked Johnno really
hard on the butt. Johnno yelped and jumped up,
swinging his fists. One of them got me, and knocked
me into the window. I was dazed, but was next to the
shovel. I cleared my head, and when I looked over, I
saw Stacey and James were in trouble.
The zombies were relentless.
I had to do something.
I had to step up.
I didn’t want to be selfish anymore.
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I grabbed the shovel and threw it hard at
the closest zombies. It took out one of them, but
the others kept moving forward. James was getting
tired. He was swinging the flame thrower like a club,
but really weakly and he wasn’t going to last much
longer.
Stacey was amazing, fighting off the zombies
and protecting James, but she was tiring too.
I looked at Johnno.
‘Have you got a weapon?’ I yelled. He
nodded.
‘In the hall. A chainsaw and an axe.’
Stacey smashed a zombie and turned to me
for an instant, pleading with her eyes.
‘Wally! Hurry! PLEASE!’
That was her voice. She didn’t say that with
her eyes.
Anyway. This was it. It was time to stop
hanging back. It was time to be a hero. I was scared
stiff, because I knew this could be the end, but I had
to do it.
I had to save my friends.
So I ran straight at the zombies.
I know! Crazy huh? But I figured that if they
could understand us, like back at the door, maybe
we actually had a chance. Maybe the thing that
made them scarier could actually help us.
‘Hey! Over here! Yo! Ugly gross butt faces!
Check it out! Look at this tasty yum yum brain right
here!’
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I pointed to my head. The zombies turned
around and stared, confused now. I ran right up to
one and yelled in his face.
‘I HAVE THE TASTIEST BRAIN IN THE
WORLD! COME AND GET IT!!!’
‘Wally NO!’ Stacey screamed.
I ignored her. I didn’t even look at her. I
couldn’t. If I stopped for an instant I would actually
think about this, and then I may never go through
with it.
The zombie tried to grab me but I ducked and
ran. All the zombies followed. Even if I didn’t make
it, at least I’d given James and Stacey a chance to
get away. Then, as I ran, I realised I didn’t have the
slightest clue where to look!
I ran even harder, groans and roars behind
me. I flew through the swinging doors back onto the
basketball courts. It was like a Sunday morning buffet
breakfast, just with no hash browns. Any people still
alive were screaming and running in circles. The
zombies ate like it was the last meal they would ever
have. I couldn’t see the chainsaw, but I did see the
axe. It was on the ground near a wall.
A gunshot went off and a hole appeared in the
wall just above the axe. Didn’t matter. I ran towards
the axe, and then stopped short as the edges of the
hole went black. Then the wall underneath the hole
did too. The black flowed down to the floor.
I looked down at the axe as the black covered
it in an instant. What was that stuff anyway?

103

I leaned over and looked closer.

OH COME ON NOW!!!

The axe was totally covered in spiders!
They were the black streaming out of the wall. Like,
millions of them!
I breathed deep. This was it. Images of all my
experiences with spiders throughout my life flashed
before my eyes.
The time a spider had come down onto my
leg when I was four, and I was sitting on the toilet,
and I jumped up and ran off screaming, but I wasn’t
quite finished going to the toilet.
The time when I was eight and I was
sleeping and I was having a dream that someone
was tickling my face, and then I woke up and it was
a giant huntsman spider crawling over my face and
I screamed and it went in my mouth … and then I
panicked and closed my mouth to stop it going in
but I was too late and I bit it in half … and then I
screamed again and accidentally swallowed the half
spider that was in my mouth.
The time when I was twelve and a spider was
on my desk at school and it crawled up my arm and I
only saw it when it was near my face and I panicked
and didn’t want to swallow it so I screamed and ran
away, knocking over my desk, and then I crashed
into Mr Collins and his coffee spilled all over him and
everyone laughed at me.
Then one final image flashed in front of my
eyes, and it had nothing to do with spiders.
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It was Stacey and James being attacked by
zombies.
Stacey was right. If it meant enough to me, I
would get to it. Well, Stacey meant enough. Her and
James, they meant more than enough. I didn’t even
think. I ran over and plunged my hand into the pile of
scuttling disgustingness.
I ignored the tickling sensation on my hand
and arm.
I ignored the vomit that was building up
inside me.
I ignored the bird that swooped me.
I ignored it all, and I grabbed the axe.

YES!

I did it!
If I could do that, I could do ANYTHING!
I held the axe up above my head and shook
it, screaming out a triumphant war cry.
Then about a thousand spiders fell off the
axe onto my head so I squealed and brushed them
off and danced up and down like a scared little baby.
Okay, so I wasn’t totally cured yet!
When I was confident I was finally clear of
spiders, I settled down and looked up.
Oh yeah. The whole zombie thing was still
going on.
And I was surrounded.
The zombies closed in, licking their lips,
smiling their evil gross gooey grins. I held up the
axe, ready, but I was severely outnumbered.
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I was a goner.
And then a chainsaw started up. I had never
heard such a beautiful sound in my life … oh, except
for the time I heard a fart noise come from Miss
Smith’s chair when she sat down in it, oh man that
was SO funny!
Bits of zombie started flying everywhere.
Arms, heads, ears, legs. I swung the axe as fast as
I could, but the chainsaw did most of the damage.
Suddenly, the zombies parted and there,
legs apart in warrior stance, chainsaw in front of her,
was Stacey. James and Johnno were behind her.
She grinned at me.
I laughed and ran over to hug her. She
flinched away.
‘Dude! What are you doing?’
Oh. Right. Okay, well, wow, that was
awkward. But then Stacey smiled and put the
chainsaw on the ground.
‘The chainsaw was still on,’ she said. ‘Hug
me, you idiot!’
I hugged her, tight, and didn’t want to let go.
Then we realised the zombies hadn’t stopped eating
people so we broke it off and got out of there, James
and Johnno close behind.
The front door was clear, so we raced through
it and kept running. I was puffing hard, but was
already better than I had been, so figured I might
be getting fitter. We found a spot out the back of the
oval where we could relax.
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asked.

‘How did you know we should leave?’ Johnno

I smiled.
‘Haven’t you ever seen a zombie movie? It’s
always the big groups in the big cities that die off or
get changed into zombies first. The people who are
still alive at the end of the movie are always the ones
who do it differently, who are out on their own. So I
figured that was what we had to do.’
The others nodded. I asked Stacey the time.
‘3:25.’
‘I have to get back in there,’ I said.
The others looked at me like I was nuts.
‘Wally, no!’ Stacey said.
James agreed with her.
‘You’d have to be crazy! It’s pouring with
zombies.’
I nodded.
‘I know. But I never get anything done. I never
go full bore. This stupid assignment that’s stupid? I
have to hand it in. I have to. I can’t even explain it,
but I have to.’
Stacey walked over to me and looked me
straight in the eye.
‘I’m just getting over myself,’ I said, smiling.
She smiled too.
‘Yeah, well, not on your own, you aren’t. Come
on, boys. We’re helping Wally get his assignment in.’
James rolled his eyes. Johnno groaned.
‘You’d better get a good mark for this, Wally.’
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‘Not a problem,’ I said. ‘These zombies might
have chewed on people’s brains; they might have
turned everyone we know into some gross-faced
brain dead monster; they might even have tried to
kiss me, but aside from that, they’re getting me an
A, DAMMIT!’
I raced off, the others close behind. We were
weaponed up, and we were ready to go.
It was time to hand in my assignment.
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CHAPTER 16
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Things had quietened down when we got to the
hall. Basically, there were zombies munching and
crunching on people’s brains.
We tiptoed around them, because otherwise
they would try to bite our faces off and/or eat our
brains. I grabbed a piece of paper out of someone’s
hand and wrote down my assignment, remembering
all the things that had happened in the last day.
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I showed it to Stacey, who smiled. I showed
it to James. He nodded. I held it out to Johnno. He
waved it away.
‘I don’t want to see your stupid assignment,
Wally. Can we just get out of here?’
I looked around for Mr Collins, and then I saw
him. He was walking towards me. That was good.
His arms were outstretched, blood dripped out of his
eye, he was missing an arm, and half his brain was
hanging out of a hole in his skull.
That was bad.
He seemed to recognise me. That was good.
He said, ‘BRAAAAAAAAINNNNNNS!’
That was bad.
I handed him my assignment.
That was good.
He ate it.
That was bad.
I realised he was a zombie.
That was THE WORST! I had gone
through all this and now he wouldn’t even mark my
assignment?

SERIOUSLY?

I grabbed the flame thrower off James and
set it alight, and then fully torched zombie Mr Collins.
The other zombies lifted their heads and saw me,
but I didn’t care. I kept torching. A few of them came
towards us and I torched them too.
After a while they kind of got the message.
Flamethrower Kid CRAZY!

112

Eventually Stacey, James and Johnno led
me out of there and we ran.
I still couldn’t believe it!
We slowed down when we got near High
Street. We were heading for the bank, despite
James’s weird fears of zombies in the safe.
‘That seriously is the worst,’ I said. ‘He was
a zombie? I’m doomed.’
‘Wally, the assignment doesn’t matter. You
got it in. You did it!’ James said.
‘No. You don’t get it. Mum won’t let me hang
with you guys if I fail.’
Stacey put a hand on my shoulder. I stopped
walking.
‘Dude,’ she said seriously. ‘We’re in a zombie
apocalypse. Collins is dead. Pretty much everyone
is dead. All you’re going to do from now on is hang
with us. This is it.’
She was right. And besides, if I saw Mum,
and by some fluke she wasn’t a zombie, I could tell
her my assignment got Mr Collins fired up. If she
happened to assume that meant I passed, well, that
was all well and good!
I grinned and we headed to the bank. A few
zombies saw us and looked like they wanted to bite
off our faces and/or eat our brains.
I remembered the 10th thing I learnt off
zombies. So, even though it would take us longer,
we turned around and took a different route so we
would make it to the bank safe and sound.
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That was just common sense.
Unfortunately, Johnno wasn’t one for
common sense. He said there was no way he was
going the long way. He wanted to get to the bank
first, because then he would be able to set it up for
us and make it totally cool.
He took four steps and then the zombies bit
off his face and ate his brains.
Shoulda read my assignment, dude.
Shoulda ... woulda ... coulda.
The three of us walked on. The bank would
be our safe house. We were alive, and we would
survive the zombie apocalypse together.
I am Adam Wallace, master zombie kisser, I
mean killer! Killer killer killer killer KILLER!

MASTER ZOMBIE KILLER!!!

Oh man. Right, I’m going to try that again.
I am Adam Wallace, master zombie killer,
yeah, that’s right, you know it, I am a master zombie
killer, and that was my story.
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So that’s it. I mean, heaps of stuff happened after
that, but we survived! How it happened doesn’t
matter here (Stacey saved me about twenty times,
and James ate a rat one time when he was really
hungry).
The point is, without zombies, I wouldn’t be
here today. I wouldn’t be writing a story for you to
read. Of course, because of the zombies there are
heaps of people who never got to write a story …
because they got turned into a zombie … and so
they couldn’t write … and they had to dictate their
story … and all they could say was brains … so that
was all that was in the story … and it was a dumb
story ... and then they died when I shot them with the
cannon from Benny’s house.
Swings and roundabouts.
Anyways, that’s that then. The next page has
got a quick recap of all the things I learnt during the
zombie apocalypse.
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1
Zombies set a goal they REALLY
want to achieve, and they take action to get it.
2
Zombies have
have awesome focus when
they go for their goal. They are totally in the moment.
3
Don’t’t squeal
Don
squeal like a little baby, put your
hands over your head, and lie on the ground when a
bird swoops you.
4
Zombies give like 100% and don’t
give up and don’t do a half-hearted job.
5

Don’t throw your baby at a zombie.

6
Zombies always move towards their
goal, and don’t mind changing direction if a certain
way isn’t working.

eat.

7

Doofusess are dumb.
Doofuse

8

Being fit is important.

9

Zombies eat to live. They don’t live to

10
Zombies say
say what they mean and
mean what they say.
11
There’s always someone waiting to
take your place. If you don’t do it, someone else will!
crowd.

12

It’s NOT always best to follow the

13
It IS always best to avoid someone
who looks like they want to bite off your face and/or
eat your brains.
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I hope these lessons can help you one day.
Maybe in a zombie apocalypse or maybe just in your
general life, I don’t know. Whatever. I’m going to bed.
It’s like 1:30am and I haven’t slept in days.
Why? Well, it’s kind of obvious. There have
been hundreds of ninja sightings … and when I say
sightings, I mean that there have been sightings of
the results of what ninjas do.
No actual ninjas have been seen, because
here’s a fact for you … if you see a ninja, that is NOT
a ninja!
Okay, I’m out. Until next time, or until a ninja
throws a ninja star into my eyeball, remember this:
Even zombies - those gross, disgusting, pusoozing, scab-weeping, brain eating monsters - can
teach us lessons to make ourselves awesome.
So don’t let Johnno’s death go to waste.
Make it worth something.
Make your life worth something.
You don’t have to be average.
You don’t have to drift along with the crowd.
You can be AWESOME!
Now go for it AAAGGGGHHHHHH NINJA

ATTACK HELLLLLPPPPP!!!!!!!!
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TAKE IT TO THE NEXT
LEVEL
This is your chance to get to

AWESOME.

There’s a zombie inside you and
you need to set it free, because
IF YOU REALLY WANNA LIVE …
YOU GOTTA BECOME UNDEAD!

www.zombieinspiration.com
Don’t let someone take your place.
Release your zombie. It’s time to

BITE SOME FACES!!!
(not literally)

www.zombieinspiration.com
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