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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 also 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 as I
write this.
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.

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.

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?

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.

CHAPTER 1

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

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!

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

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!

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!

CHAPTER 2

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

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.

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.

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!

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.

CHAPTER 3

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.

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.’

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.

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.

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!

CHAPTER 16

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.

The person who inspires me
by Adam Wallace
The person who inspires me is a zombie.
Actually, it’s ALL zombies! Why? Here’s my list of top
things I have learnt from zombies that will make me
awesome.
1.
Zombies set a goal they REALLY want
to achieve, and they take action to get it.
2.
Zombies have awesome focus when they
go for their goal. They are totally in the moment.
3.
Don’t 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.
7.
Doofuses are dumb.
8.
Being fit is important.
9.
Zombies eat to live. They don’t live to eat.
10.
Zombies say what they mean and mean
what they say.
11.
There’s always someone waiting to take
your place. You have to do it or someone else will!
12.
It’s not always best to follow the crowd.
13.
It is always best to avoid someone who
looks like they want to bite off your face and/or eat your
brains.

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.
He had his arms outstretched, had blood dripping
out of his eye, was missing an arm, and I could see
half his brain 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.
Flame Thrower Kid CRAZY!

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 13th 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.

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.

CHAPTER 17

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.

1
Zombies set a goal they REALLY
want to achieve, and they take action to get it.
2
Zombies have awesome focus when
they go for their goal. They are totally in the
moment.
3
Don’t 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.
7
Doofuses are dumb.
8
Being fit is important.
9
Zombies eat to live. They don’t live
to eat.
10
Zombies 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!
12
It’s not always best to follow the
crowd.
13
It is always best to avoid someone
who looks like they want to bite off your face and/
or eat your brains.

I hope these lessons can help you one day.
Maybe in a zombie apocalypse or maybe just at
school. Or maybe when you’re thirty, 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, pus-oozing,
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!!!!!!!!

