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Chapter One 

  

OK, so I may be a little nerdy! I do wear glasses, and I’m on the 

computer a LOT. Some kids call me a nerd but I ignore them. Some of the 

kids have the worst insults ever, like “Nobody likes you” or “You have no 

friends”. I mean come on! I always wake up at around 6:30 in the morning 

on school days, but I like to hit the snooze button. I’m always up by 6:45 so 

I have time. This day was like no other; I woke up like normal, got up, got 

ready and went outside to catch the bus. When I got on, it was surreal; I was 

the only one on the bus! I’m the last stop to school, so the bus is 

CRAMMED when I get on! I asked the bus driver where everyone was. He 

said that none of the kids were waiting at their stops, so he didn’t wait. I was 

the only one to get on. I sat in my usual place, even though I could sit 

anywhere I wanted to, which was near the front. I got dropped off at school 

like normal, at the side door. I walked in and down to my locker, which was 

on the other side of the school. I twirled the lock on the locker like normal. 

32……..22…….08. I pulled down and the lock clicked open. I started 

grabbing my textbooks and such when I realized that there where only 4 

other classmates with me. Normally there are at least thirty kids at their 

lockers. No matter to me, more room for me! I walked up to my class on the 

second floor, the one of three upstairs areas in the whole school. Not 

surprisingly, only a handful of kids were in the room. An eighth-graders 

voice came on the loudspeaker:  



“Will homeroom teachers please turn your TV’s to channel three at 

this time” 

The T.V flickered on as the school morning newscasters came on. The 

reports were fairly normal; 

“Lunch today is a chicken quesadilla with a fruit cup. Basketball 

tryouts for grade 6 are tomorrow at 5 o’ clock in the gym.” That’s where the 

normal news ended. The end of the news went something like this: 

“ Hey look, it’s our fellow newscasters Jimmy! Hey Jimmy…….Oh 

my goodness are you OK? Hey what are you…AH!” The T.V got static then 

it went to black. The principal’s voice boomed over the loudspeaker 

“ Every teacher would you please initiate code blue lockdown actions 

immediately!”  

*Chapter Two* 

The principal didn’t exactly hang up the phone right, (you could use 

the phone to access the loudspeaker) so you could hear what was going on in 

the background. 

“Get the keys for the front door NOW. I’ll take the ones for the side 

doors. Mazy you go get the doors near the sixth grade wing. I’ll take the 

ones in the eighth grade wing. Mike go get the ones in the seventh grade 

hall. Move quickly and quietly. Here take this pistol…..” Then it got hung 

up.  

“ The office has PISTOLS?” Victor, a kid in my class asked 

incredulously. 

“ They must, if they’re handing them out to the janitors.” I said.  

“Now keep it quiet, we’re in code blue, remember?” Mr. Poor said. 

Then someone banged on the door, which startled us. It looked like 

the janitor, but he was all bloody, and his clothes were a bit tattered. I pulled 



out my reading book to read while this whole thing blew over, “The Zombie 

Survival Guide”. It gave you real tips on how to barricade and use household 

objects as weapons in your defense. Very entertaining, because everyone 

knew that zombies weren’t real. Mr. Poor went over and unlocked the door 

for the janitor to come in. It was a code blue after all, and any teacher must 

take in anybody in the hall. But as he opened the door the janitor attacked 

him, making drop the key to the door underneath his desk. The janitor 

started to stumble towards when I stood up and took charge, after all I was 

reading the Zombie Survival Guide.  

“Victor, get the key from under the desk. I’ll get the janitor out of 

here. Ryan grab the desks and slide them towards the door.” I found myself 

kicking the janitor outside while Victor searched for the key. Most kids were 

scared and escaped through the door to the other classroom. Then it was 

only us three. I slammed the door and Victor handed me the key. I locked 

the door and the three of us started to barricade with whatever was handy. 

Desks, chairs, it all went into the barricade. We heard screaming from the 

other room, alerting us that they had broken into the other room. Luckily for 

us, the key that locked the front door also locked the door to the side. We 

looked in and saw one kid standing on the desk, holding what looked like a 

glock, franticly shooting at them. His pockets bulged with ammo. 

“Just jump from the desks to us!” I screamed. The whatever those 

things are were moaning and growling. He looked up and leaped, and as if in 

slow motion, flew over the thing’s heads. He landed on the carped in our 

room and rolled to the side. The ghouls stumbled towards us. Victor and I 

slammed the door and barricaded with whatever desks were left.  

“What the crap are those things?” said the kid with the gun. 

“If we knew, we’d know how to stop them.” I said. 



“And who ARE you?” Victor asked. 

“My name is Steven. I was reading the Zombie Survival Guide after a 

test when they piled in the room. The teacher wasn’t prepared, and she 

started knocking things over. She knocked over her giant pot that she told us 

to never look in, and out came a pistol with ammo. For intruders, I suppose. 

I grabbed as much as I could and jumped on my desk. Since I was reading 

the Zombie Survival Guide, I knew how to kill them. Shoot ‘em in the head 

and they go down.” 

“No kidding, I have the same book.” I said 

“The Zombie Survival Guide?” Steven asked. 

“No, the bible. Of course the Zombie Survival guide you retard.” I 

said with a laugh. 

Victor turned on the T.V and set it to channel 4, our local news.  

“*beep* *beep* this is our emergency broadcast system. The country 

has declared martial law. There is no mistake. This is the end of the world. 

*beep* *beep*” 

“Bull, they said it was the end of the world on December 31, 1999”, 

Victor said. “And even then I didn’t see no end of the world.”  

“God, we may be the only living people in the state!” Steven said. 

“And how the hell do you know those things are dead? How do you 

know they aren’t escaped mental patients?” I said. 

“Well for one, they’ve got giant gashes and bloodstains all over them. 

And whoever they bite turns into one of them.” Steven said. “I watched it 

happen” 

“And you expect us to believe you?” I said incredulously. 

“Yes, because they almost bit you too.” Steven replied. 



“What the hell started this crap?” Victor said, interrupting the 

argument. 

While looking in the Zombie Survival Guide, I replied. 

“It says Solanum, a virus that infects the bloodstream and while 

killing the brain cells, mutates its own, mutating the brain into a totally new 

organ, but how do I know this book isn’t just fiction?” 

“If it was fiction, would it be happening right now?” was the response. 

“Well, we have to get supplies. Food, drinks, any weapon you can 

find, and some basic things like soap, water, ect,” I said 

“We can’t stay here forever.” 

 “Me and Victor will go to the office. We’ll take the pistols because 

it’s probably more dangerous down there. We’ll take our backpacks to 

gather supplies. Ryan and Steven, you go check the rest of the 6
th
 grade 

hallway. We’ll meet back here in 15 minutes. If me and Victor aren’t back 

until then, come look for us. We’ll leave a sign somewhere.” I said. 

 

*Chapter Three* 

Me and Victor left the room with the pistols. As we were walking 

down the stairway he looked at me and said 

“Now we really ARE playing Zombies and Humans, eh?” He 

chuckled to himself. 

“Yeah, but this is pretty serious. You realize what is happening 

right?” 

“If I didn’t I would probably be already dead.” 

The walls were stained red in some places, like the lockers and doors. 

Even the windows had blood on them. 

“God, it looks like a friggin apocalypse!” Victor whispered 



“It is.” I reminded him. 

If you know what the smoke from plastic smells like, then you know 

what it smelled like in that area of the school. We tried some of the doors, 

but they were locked. The result of Code Blue. We walked carefully to the 

office.  

“It seems quiet. A little too quiet for a zombie outbreak.” I said 

“Maybe only a few zombies got in before Code Blue and the 

lockdown?” Victor said. 

“I seriously doubt it. Did you see all the blood in the hallways? Even 

if a few zombies did get in, they’d be way more casualties than this. The 

only real zombies we saw were the janitor and the three zombies we saw in 

the classroom, remember? 

Then we heard it. It sounded like a screech, but with a lower tone of 

sound. I cocked my gun, ready for anything. I looked behind me. There were 

almost ten zombies shambling down the hallway.  

“Victor-“ I started to say 

“I’m already on it.” He interrupted. 

We turned the safety off and aimed. I pulled the trigger. I missed, but 

I fired another shot. It connected with the zombies head and sent deep red 

blood and bits of brain splattering everywhere. Victor nailed two in a row. I 

stopped to reload before I shot again. With a full clip I shot down two 

zombies and Victor got the rest.  

“I think its time we headed to the cafeteria. We have to get some 

food.” Victor said, breathing heavily. 

“Let’s go.” I said. 

 

 



 

*Chapter Four* 

 

We made the walk through the eighth grade hallway, which was very 

spooky. There was only one working light at the end of the hallway, which 

was flashing on and off. I know it sounds like a generic zombie story 

atmosphere, but it was creepy as hell! I tried some of the doors periodically. 

I saw the door to the nurse’s office and I tried the door. It was unlocked. 

“Go on, I’ll be there in a second.” I said to Victor 

I searched around for supplies until I hit the storage closet. Upon 

opening it, I realized I found all of the medical supplies we’d need. I 

grabbed 3 med kits, 5 packages of painkillers, and some aspirin. I put them 

in a pocket of my backpack and ran off to catch up with Victor. I found him 

in the cafeteria, gathering some snacks. I figured we could come down here 

and make some pizza or something if we wanted to. I grabbed as much food 

as I could fit in my backpack then we went back to the classroom. We 

walked thru the seventh grade hallway opposite to the eighth grade hallway 

because the school is designed like a circle. If you keep walking, you’ll 

eventually end up right where you started. The seventh grade hallway was 

better lit, but the blood and gore was the same. We walked past a classroom 

with an open door and I looked in. Only one word can describe what I saw: 

Genocide. There were bodies of killed students just waiting to be reanimated 

by Solanum. 

“My god.” Victor whispered as he saw what I was looking at. 

I shut my eyes and remembered my first day at the middle-school. I had 

been excited and nervous at the same time. I didn’t know what to expect. 

The school seemed so big that I feared I would get lost. All of the sixth-



graders assembled in the auditorium. There, the principal gave us our 

homeroom teachers. I was then whisked away to my homeroom. My 

homeroom teacher, Mr. Poor, was a very nice man. He was funny too. The 

school was so clean and new. The cleaners had done a good job over 

summer vacation. It was now a war zone, a survivors versus zombies war 

zone. Everything felt wrong now. Like there was a presence of an evil spirit. 

I’m not religious but I know one thing for all those people praying to God. 

 God didn’t do this. We did. There was no cure, no hope. All we could 

do was wait. Wait and see our fate. As we walked, tears trickled down my 

face. 

*Chapter Five* 

  

 We passed the library on the way back to the classroom. I figured we 

should stop and see if they had any books on survival. As we walked in, I 

heard an audible gasp from Victor. There had to have been twenty zombies 

in here. I cocked my pistol; so did Victor. We started shooting. One was 

down, then another, then another one. We had diminished the zombie 

population in there greatly when Victor ran out of ammo. I threw him a clip 

as I fired with one hand. We eventually killed all of them, and turned on one 

of the computers there, which was splattered with blood from our endeavor. 

It sprang to life, and I used the library catalog program. I found a survival 

book and went off to find it while Victor looked around. I heard some 

gunshots and ran with gun drawn to assist. In an office on the other side of 

the library was another person, with a gun, shooting at a pack of five 

zombies. I finished off the last ones and walked over to the office to help the 

person. We found another survivor. 

 



“Hey, Zack, what’s going on?” Patrick said in his normal, carefree voice. 

“Oh nothing, just killing a bunch of zombies. You know, the usual.” I said 

with a grin. I figured this might be the last time I ever had a good laugh with 

a friend. 

 “Come on, Patrick. We have a safe place upstairs in our homeroom.” I said. 

We left the library and continued our walk.  

“Stop, there’s the office.” Patrick stopped us. 

“Good idea, it might have some more ammo and medical supplies” Victor 

said. 

“I’ll go in first.” I volunteered. 

I readied my pistol and tried the handle. Locked. 

“On the count of three, run into the door!” I yelled. 

“One, Two, THREE!” 

We lunged into the door. It broke open. We searched around for any ammo. 

One cabinet held a load of ammo. 

“Grab as much as you can, and then some. We need some for Steven and 

Ryan.” Victor said. 

No cabinet or door went unopened. Unfortunately for us, one shouldn’t have 

been. As that certain door opened, a sheer look of terror appeared on all of 

our faces. A zombie was in the room. Not a big deal, but he had managed to 

unlock the front doors to the school. I quickly shot the zombie and ran over 

to the controls. 

“What’s the code, what’s the code!” I said frantically. 

“It has to be here somewhere.” Victor had come behind me looking for it. 

“I’ll keep watch out here” Patrick said out of sight. 

We looked everywhere for the code. It was nowhere to be found.  

 



 Down at the other end of the sixth-grade hallway, Steven and Ryan 

were having some trouble of their own. About 25 troubles, to be exact. If 

you guessed zombies, you’re one smart cookie! In the technology lab Steven 

was shooting his pistol, but was aiming for the body instead of the head. He 

should have known better, he had read the zombie survival guide. One lucky 

headshot and he would get it. He and Ryan were standing on the windowsill, 

a foot higher than the zombie children. Ryan went into panic and tried to 

crowd surf the zombies to get away. Devoured quickly, he was. Steven soon 

ran out of ammo while the horde surged towards him. He dove for the exit, 

but a zombie grabbed his ankle. His screams were muffled by the moans of 

the crowd. Nobody could save him now. Not even the Zombie Survival 

guide. 

 

*Chapter Six* 

 

 So, back to the code search. Well, it wasn’t going well. The code was 

nowhere to be found, and the situation was progressively getting worse. 

Zombies had broken through the front doors.  

“Retreat!” I yelled.  

“But what about the door?” Patrick said to me. 

“But what about the zombies?” I said. 

“If we lock the front doors, they’ve already broken them down! It’s no use! I 

said. 

 We ran like heck to get out of there. We didn’t bother to shoot. Our 

accuracy would’ve been crap from that distance. We ran past the bloodshed. 

I didn’t know how much more genocide I could see before I lost my lunch. 



Or what would’ve been my lunch if we’d have made it through the day far 

enough to have it.  

We got back to the sixth-grade hallway. We walked back into our 

room and shut the door. We locked it and barricaded it with desks. Steven 

and Ryan were nowhere to be found. 

“Where could they be?” Victor asked. 

“I’m not sure. Do you think we should look for them? They said they 

were only checking the rest of the sixth-grade hallway.” I said.  

“We might as well. There’s nothing else to do.” I said. 

We left the classroom again, which probably wasn’t a smart move on 

our part. We walked down to the other end of the hallway. We knew that we 

had to find Steven and Ryan. What we didn’t know was that something 

worse was down at the end of the hallway. Our first sign that something was 

amiss was bloody footprints going into the technology lab. Our second was 

that we could hear moans. Patrick walked into the technology lab. Then we 

heard the pistol being fired. Me and Victor ran in after him. There were the 

27 zombies I told you about earlier. You must be thinking “He only talked 

about 25 zombies.” You can see what’s wrong with that.  

“Oh god, its Steven and Ryan!” I yelled. 

They both shambled towards us. I shot Ryan in the head. Another one 

bites the dust. We didn’t want to shoot our best friends, but we had to. You 

can’t help the enemy. There were too many to fight. We ran back to the 

classroom and shut the door, locked it and barricaded it once again. We 

opened our backpacks of food and grabbed three bags of food. One for all of 

us. Even though we probably wouldn’t be full, we had to ration it. We had to 

survive as long as possible. We were very tired, but we had to sleep in shifts. 

I would be awake the first part of the night. Victor would be awake the 



second. Patrick would be awake during the third part. So while everyone 

else went to bed, I was up, making sure everything was locked and shut. I 

looked out the window. A small blanket of snow had covered the ground, 

and more was falling. The moonlight reflected off the snow creating an odd, 

foggy effect. Quite frankly, it creped the hell out of me. Even after what I 

had been through, the atmosphere was like out of a horror movie. And we 

were the stars. We must fight to survive. Screw the rest of what’s out there. I 

woke Victor and Patrick up and told them that my shift was over and that I 

was going to search some more. They both advised against it, but I left 

anyway, toting a pistol and my backpack full of food and drinks. I shut the 

door, taking care to note it was locked. So I turned away from the door and 

sighed. What a way to die. Well, die in a sense. Dying while fighting bravely 

against zombies. I laughed to myself. I walked down the stairs and headed to 

the front doors. Zombies were still piling in through the doors. Their 

numbers were in the hundreds. I remembered that in the gym there was a 

ladder to the roof. So instead of fighting, I ran to the gym. Sure enough, in 

the back room, there was a ladder. So I climbed it and stood on the roof 

looking around at the sky. Then I heard it. The sound of rotating propellers. 

A helicopter. I saw it and frantically searched my backpack for anything I 

could use to signal it. Finally, I found a small mirror. I pointed it at the 

helicopter and jumped up and down. I think it saw me, because it went by 

and turned around. It landed on the rocky roof of the school. An armored 

man jumped out and walked over to me. 

“Are you the only survivor?” the man asked. 

“No, I have two friends who are in a classroom on the other side of 

the school.” I said 

“What’s your name, son?” he asked 



“My name is Zack. Who are you?” I replied 

“I am Nicholai, head of USAR, United States Assault Recon. We 

were dispatched here because of those things. Why don’t you go get your 

friends. We’ll wait here and make sure those things don’t get to the 

helicopter.” He said. 

I thought that was OK, so I climbed back down the ladder. The 

zombies were already in the gym, but I ran around them. Quickly running 

back up the stairs to the classroom where Patrick and Victor were, I heard 

gunfire. I banged on the door as hard as I could and yelled 

“It’s Zack! Open the door!” 

Victor came to the door. 

“What?” 

“There’s a helicopter waiting on the roof, I came to get you and 

Patrick.” I said 

“Oh, about Patrick, um, he went into the other classroom to look 

around and didn’t come back.” Victor said. 

“Grab Patrick’s and your backpack full of food and let’s go. We can 

talk about that later. The helicopter can’t wait forever.” I said. 

We walked down the stairs again and headed to the gym. As we were 

walked I tapped Victor on the shoulder and said 

“GO! GET TO THE CHOPPA!” 

We had a good laugh then. When we got to the gym, we saw zombies 

congregating around the ladder we had to climb. I heard sub-machine gun 

fire from above. They were fighting fiercely. We joined the gunfight and 

shot some zombies. I lost count of how many we killed, but I was soon out 

of ammo. I asked Victor for a clip but he was out too. So I made the 

executive decision and bashed a zombie in the head with the pistol and ran 



to the ladder. I climbed up while Victor ran after me. We got to the roof, and 

Nicholai was waiting for us. We got on the helicopter. It rose from the roof 

as zombies were just getting to the top. We all saw a fighter jet zoom above 

us. Nicholai’s face turned pale. 

“What’s wrong?” I asked 

“They’re dropping a bomb here. We have to go faster.” He said 

I looked out the window and saw a small thing falling to the ground. 

Then, it hit the ground. I saw the shockwave getting steadily closer and 

closer. Then, it came to us. Things were falling everywhere. 

The last thing I heard was 

“We’re going down!” 

And then I blacked out. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


