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Welcome to the absurd side of a zombie apocalypse, where human survival instincts face the ultimate test against the undead—only to reveal their hilariously ridiculous demises. 

In these pages, discover fifty-one tales of doom, from the reckless to the dimwitted to the foolish. Each story showcases humanity’s knack for fatally stupid decisions in the face of danger. 

And that’s not all! Dive into interactive trivia, deliberately bad survival tips, poems, jokes, and beloved movie and TV quotes for some lighthearted fun. 

So grab your puke bucket, lace up your shoes, gather your loved ones, and brace yourself for a journey through the silliest—and most entertaining—doomsday scenarios ever.
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Jack the Elevator Enthusiast had always marveled at the ingenious invention that allowed people to move effortlessly between floors. His passion for vertical transportation bordered on obsession. His knowledge of their inner workings rivaled that of more seasoned engineers. He spent countless hours studying elevator designs, memorizing every detail of their mechanisms, and he even had a collection of themed memorabilia that adorned his apartment.

He had received a call to investigate a possible malfunction in an elevator in a high-rise building. Busy with other jobs at the time, he had put it last on his to-do list. When he arrived at the towering complex, he rode the elevator to the top floor and his ears picked up the fault straight away. Recognizing it as an issue with the braking mechanism, he was about to seal it off and head down the fire exit to start fixing it. But then, without warning, zombies appeared.

The sight of the flesh-eaters impacted his cognitive abilities, leaving him undecided whether to take the stairs or the faulty elevator. As the undead drew closer, he opted for the fastest way to escape, in spite of the warnings going off in his head. Setting aside his vast knowledge of elevators, he rushed back to the lift, stepped inside, and pressed the button for ground level. 

While he prayed that the brakes wouldn’t falter on the way down, the doors closed and the elevator began its descent. Two levels down, it screeched to a halt when the power died, leaving him suspended between floors in the claustrophobic confines of a metal cage. As darkness enveloped him and panic set in, he fumbled for the emergency button, only to realize it was as lifeless as the elevator itself during an electrical outage.

With a groan of frustration, his eyes darted to the hatch in the ceiling above, now his only means of escape. Summoning his inner kangaroo, he bounded upward with all the grace of a spring-loaded toy, his arms waving like windmill blades in a hurricane. However, his fingertips barely grazed the latch as he reached for it.

Undeterred, he attempted to scale the walls like a demented spider. But his feet slid off the smooth surface like an ice skater on a frozen lake, and he landed squarely on his ass with an undignified thud.

As the severity of his predicament sank in, Jack plopped down on the floor. Contemplating his dire situation while frustration bubbled in his mind like a pimple ripe with pus, his thoughts raced a mile a minute. Each passing moment adding to his growing sense of unease. 

Distressed, he repeatedly tried to jump up again, each failed attempt causing the elevator car to sway ominously. As he frantically struggled, noises from the shaft finally reached his ears. He knew the grinding and screeching meant one thing—the brakes were about to give out. The eerie sounds sent shivers across his neck, amplifying his perception of impending danger. All at once, the car began to plummet, descending ten floors with a stomach-churning drop that left Jack’s heart lodged in his throat as he braced for impact.

The abrupt stop jolted him about like the sudden snip of a puppet’s strings. Flung to the floor with a loud bang, he found it momentarily impossible to catch his breath. With quivering hands, he tried to pry open the doors. But they remained stubbornly sealed, mocking his feeble attempts at escape.

Panic set in as he realized he was trapped in this metal coffin. Despite his encyclopedic knowledge of elevator mechanics, he found himself unable to resolve the situation. Frustration bubbled up inside him again, and he began to leap up and down once more in a fruitless attempt to access the latch, again causing the elevator to sway.

His frenzied movements sent Jack plummeting another five floors, the elevator’s descent a chaotic whirlwind of terror. As he grasped for any semblance of control, his mind raced with anxiety. Then, with newfound resolve, he focused his energy on prying the stubborn doors open.

This time, they creaked reluctantly apart—only to present him with a ghastly sight. A decomposing hand, its flesh mottled with shades of sickly green and gray, emerged from behind the opening. The putrid odor of rot wafted into the cramped space, assaulting Jack’s senses with its foul stench.

The hand’s skin was peeling and blistered, revealing patches of exposed muscle and bone beneath. Short, yellowed fingernails, cracked and jagged, protruded from gnarled fingertips like misshapen talons. Slimy tendrils of ichor oozed from the decaying tissue, leaving a trail of viscous slime in their wake.

With sickening squelches, the hand groped blindly, its movements jerky and erratic as it reached for anything nearby with urgent, grasping motions. Jack recoiled in horror, his heart pounding in his chest as he fought the urge to retch at the gruesome spectacle before him. 

Pulling himself together, he pushed the doors shut, severing the hand from its decomposing owner. But to his shock, the detached hand continued to twitch and crawl across the floor, its fingers flexing and curling like tiny legs.

With a mixture of disgust and terror, he leapt onto the walls of the elevator car, only to slide off as he tried to dodge the alarming advance of the animated appendage. In a desperate bid to get rid of the undead hand, he stomped on it with all his might, expecting that to do the trick. Yet, to his dismay, it refused to stay down. 

With mounting shock and horror, he watched it scurry across the floor, grab hold of his pants, and begin rapidly climbing up toward his throat. With shudders of revulsion, he engaged in a frenetic game of tug-of-war, pulling it off his body only for it to keep returning with renewed vigor.

In a last-ditch effort to fend off the unrelenting hand, he shoved it into his jacket pocket and zipped it up, hoping to contain its determined assault. With the ghoulish appendage safely stowed away, he resumed his frantic jumping, his movements fueled by a dire urge to get out of his steel prison. 

His hysterical bouncing dislodged the brakes again, and the elevator descended with a resounding bang. The sound echoed in the metal cage, its reverberations echoing through the enclosure like a thunderclap in a confined space. With each gut-wrenching lurch downward, his stomach churned with nauseating dread. 

As the car hurtled toward the ground, the sound of the air filling with grinding gears was punctuated by the panicked beating of his heart. With a final, bone-rattling impact, it slammed into the ground at bottom of the elevator shaft, the effect of the collision sending shockwaves rippling through Jack’s body like a violent earthquake. The doors, weakened by the crash, buckled under the strain, blowing outward with explosive force to leave a ragged, gaping hole in their wake. 

By sheer miracle, he emerged unscathed. Dusting himself off, he staggered through the opening. Then a roaming group of zombies charged at him with bloodcurdling, hungry moans. With a nervous gulp, he helplessly accepted his fate.
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	In George A. Romero’s classic Night of the Living Dead, where does the zombie outbreak begin?

	What is the name of the virus that causes the zombie apocalypse in 28 Days Later?

	Which actor played the lead role in World War Z, a film based on Max Brooks’ novel of the same name?

	In Shaun of the Dead, what item does Shaun use to fight off zombies in the pub?

	What is the iconic rule #1 that Columbus follows in Zombieland?

	In Dawn of the Dead (2004), survivors take refuge in a shopping mall. Where is the original 1978 version set?

	Which 2009 zombie comedy film features Jesse Eisenberg and Woody Harrelson as unlikely allies in a post-apocalyptic world?

	What is the name of the security operative team sent to investigate The Hive in Resident Evil? 

	Who directed the 2016 South Korean zombie film Train to Busan?

	In Warm Bodies, what unusual trait does the zombie named “R” possess?


Answers will be found after the next tale.
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In the vibrant realm of internet gluttony, Jasmine reigned supreme as a YouTube mukbang sensation with a penchant for theatrics. Famous for her captivating videos and boundless energy, her channel was a haven for food enthusiasts seeking entertainment alongside their gastronomic adventures.

She sat in front of the camera, surrounded by a cornucopia of culinary delights and ready to devour three times the usual amount. Knowing the world was ending, she decided to do one last show before retreating to a bunker.

Eager to get started, she made her announcement and began with a colossal seafood spread, complete with generous servings of crab legs, shrimp, and lobster tails.

Dismissing some odd sounds coming from beyond her room as likely just noisy neighbors, she concealed her concerns and dug into the feast. She devoured most of it, but struggled to crack open some of the remaining shells. With mocking glances aimed at her audience through her video camera, she continued sucking down the food.

More strange noises from outside her room interrupted her mukbang madness. Jasmine, ever the dramatic diva, silenced the presumed audience with a finger to her lips, pretending to be in a suspenseful movie scene. However, her attempt at theatrics was cut short when she realized the racket was growing louder, and not in a good way. Her breath caught in her throat as she strained to listen over her chewing, her muscles tensing with unease. It sounded like... Running footsteps? But that was impossible, she lived alone.

With worry in her eyes, she stared into the camera, doing her best to ignore the commotion outside by overeating and putting on a show. With every glorious crack of a crayfish shell, she leaned closer to the lens, her excitement palpable as she showcased her culinary conquests. Each succulent bite of shrimp sent a tremor of pleasure down her back, her taste buds tingling with delight at the burst of briny sweetness.

But as hard as she tried, the background noise was getting to her. With a swift shake of her head, she dived in again and was transported to a world of gastronomic bliss, a sanctuary of flavors and textures where worries should have melted away. In spite of the distractions, she remained focused on her audience, using exaggerated gestures and animated expressions to turn her meal into a captivating spectacle for the eyes and ears of her viewers.

Her usual cadence and happy demeanor grew less apparent as she attempted to hide her concerns by shoving even more food into her mouth. Making a mess was something she wasn’t used to. Juices dribbled down her chin as she wielded the crab legs like weapons, flinging bits of food in all directions. With a smirk directed at the lens, she sucked down the remaining meaty pieces, then moved on to the sticky honey-coated fried chicken.

With an occasional pause and a slight tilt of her head, she listened as the noises grew closer. Despite the escalating disturbance, she assured her audience not to worry and mentioned, between mouthfuls, her imminent retreat to a bunker. With another cheeky wink, she diverted her gaze from the camera and resumed eating. A quick swipe across her lips with one hand, and then with the other hand dove into the crispy skin.

She waved the wings around, and bits of meat and sauce flew everywhere. Some pieces landed on the table in front of her, while others ended up on her clothes and in her hair. She jumped when a sudden booming sound rattled her door, causing her heart to skip a beat with fear. For a moment, she hesitated, considering the possibility of danger lurking within her house. 

Her eyes darting to the ring light, she quickly dismissed the idea, reassuring herself that she was safe in her room. However, a nagging realization crept into her consciousness—she hadn’t prepared an escape plan in case things went south. Despite this unsettling awareness, she pushed it aside and resumed devouring the meal before her.

When groans sounded from beyond her bedroom and increased in volume, panic began to set in. To distract herself from the disconcerting noise, she moved to the noodles, consuming them with haste until her attention zeroed in on the camera with wide-eyed, fearful intensity.

Her messy hands, slick with sauce and crumbs, clawed at her throat as she fought for air, each gasp coming harder than the last. With a sense of desperation, she leaned forward, hoping the force of her movements would dislodge the obstructing food. But it remained willfully lodged, mocking her frantic efforts. 

Her eyes widened in panic as the lack of oxygen became more pronounced. A strangled sound escaped her lips, and her face contorted into a shade of purple, blood vessels pulsing at her temples. In her distressed struggle, she inadvertently knocked her camera askew, tilting the image of her erratic actions.

With fear coursing through her veins, she took a deep breath, or at least attempted to, but it felt like sucking air through a straw clogged with thick syrup. Her vision blurred at the edges, darkness encroaching on her consciousness. Gathering every ounce of strength she had left, she hurled herself toward the door, her hand shaking as she gripped the doorknob and turned it. 

When the door swung open, the zombies piled in. Mid-choke, the dead grasped at her. She twisted her body around, using a decaying corpse as a barrier, and attempted to mimic the Heimlich Maneuver. However, the undead had other plans. The creature gripped her torso and sank its teeth into her neck. 

Along with the excruciating pain, the pressure of its hold on her dislodged the stuck food from her windpipe, allowing her to gasp for a much-needed lungful of air. With a heave, she managed to pull away from the zombie momentarily. But before she could escape, she was yanked back in.

In agony and bleeding, Jasmine surveyed her room one last time. Seafood, chicken, and noodles littered the walls, floor, and table—a chaotic aftermath of her mukbang session. With a tight grimace, she prepared herself for what would come next.

As the video concluded, Jasmine’s appearance epitomized the delightful disarray of her room. Her clothes bore splashes of tartar sauce, and her hair was adorned with errant bits of shell. The tabletop, a demonstration of her indulgent dedication, was strewn with remnants of her feast.

With the lens capturing her final breath, Jasmine collapsed to the ground as the rotter released her. As she awaited her transformation, a thought surfaced. Would she still be able to film mukbangs in the afterlife? The idea of consuming human flesh on YouTube lingered in her mind as her eyes glazed over with a blinding, inky fog.
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	A cemetery.

	That was a trick question. No name was given. But fans labeled it ‘Rage Virus’ Within the movie it is simply referred to as ‘virus or infection.’

	Brad Pitt.

	A cricket bat.

	Cardio.

	Monroeville Shopping Mall in Pennsylvania.

	Zombieland.

	Umbrella Corporation.

	Yeon Sang-ho.

	He has the ability to remember the memories of the humans he consumes.
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Peter’s heart pounded against his chest like a drum as he raced through the unforgiving terrain of the rocky mountains, his boots kicking up clouds of dust with each frantic step. The harsh sunlight beat down upon him with unrelenting intensity, its scorching rays casting long shadows across the rugged landscape.

The stony ground offered little in the way of cover, and Peter could feel the oppressive heat pressing in on him from all sides. Sweat dripped down his brow, stinging his eyes as he squinted against the glare of the sun.

Behind him, the relentless growls of the undead pursued him like a pack of hungry wolves, their eerie cries echoing off the towering cliffs that loomed overhead. He knew he had to find a place to hide, a sanctuary where he could catch his breath and regroup before it was too late.

With desperation driving him forward, his eyes scanned the horizon for any sign of refuge. And that’s when he spotted it—the entrance of an old coal mine nestled within the craggy peaks of the mountains, its yawning mouth beckoning to him like a beacon of hope.

Without hesitation, he veered off course and dashed toward the dark opening, his muscles burning with exertion as he pushed himself to his limits. The rocky terrain was treacherous beneath his feet, and more than once he stumbled and fell, losing his glasses and scraping his hands raw against the unforgiving surface of the rocks.

Devoid of his spectacles, his sight was reduced to almost nothing. Yet he pushed forward. He slipped into the cave and was immediately enveloped by darkness so thick, it was like plunging into fog. Panic surged through him like a bolt of lightning as he fumbled for his lighter, his trembling fingers struggling to find purchase on the small metal device.

With a flick of his wrist, the zippo ignited, casting a feeble glow that barely penetrated the inky blackness surrounding him. He held the flame aloft, its flickering light projecting eerie shadows on the walls of the cavern as he took hesitant steps forward, his heart hammering in his chest.

The air was thick with dust and the musty scent of decay, and Peter’s stomach churned with a nauseating mixture of fear and revulsion. He pressed on, his footsteps echoing in the silence as he ventured deeper into the bowels of the earth.

After what felt like an eternity of stumbling through the darkness, his foot collided with something solid, sending him sprawling to the ground with a grunt of pain. Swearing under his breath, he picked himself up and dusted off his clothes. His fingers brushed against a wooden crate that had been hidden in the shadows.

Without hesitation, he pried open the lid and peered inside, his heart racing with anticipation. To his surprise, the box was filled with all manner of odds and ends, their surfaces coated with a thick layer of dust and grime.

But it was the item nestled at the bottom of the box that grabbed his attention. It was a dusty cylindrical object wrapped in brown paper, with a stubby bit of string protruding from one end. His brow furrowed in confusion as he picked it up, turning it over in his hands as he tried to make sense of what it could be.

The words printed on its side had long since faded, leaving behind nothing but a smudged blur of ink. Peter screwed up his face in concentration, racking his brain for any clue that could help him identify the mysterious item. With his poor eyesight, he thought it might be a candle, but the texture didn’t feel like that of any wax candle he’d touched before.

Then, in a sudden flash of inspiration, it hit him—a cigar! That must be what it was, he thought to himself with a grin. Without hesitation, he used his lighter. He held it to the end of the object, waiting for it to catch fire and wondering if he should put the other end in his mouth and draw on it. As the flame licked at the paper, a sizzling sound reached Peter’s ears. With his arm stretched out in front of him, he believed the noise he heard was due to its age of it, assuming the tobacco stick to be ancient. 

Within seconds, pain shot through his hand as the fuse ignited the detonation. A deafening explosion echoed through the cave like thunder. Before he had a chance to react, the force of the blast sent him flying backward, his world spinning as he tumbled head over heels into the darkness.

While he lay there, dazed and disoriented and in agony, the acrid scent of smoke filled his nostrils. Peter realized with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach that he had made a grave mistake. With his hand blown off and a hole in his chest, he now understood that it wasn’t what he first thought. Instead, it was a stick of TNT left behind by miners long gone.

With his last ounce of strength, he tried to push himself to his feet, but it was no use. His vision swam before his eyes, and darkness crept in at the edges of his consciousness as he succumbed to the inky blackness of the cave and whatever would come after. 
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	What is the primary mode of transportation used by the survivors in The Walking Dead?

	In what exotic setting does the zombie outbreak begin in Dead Alive?

	What is the setting of the majority of the film Pontypool? 

	Warm Bodies is based on what novel, and by whom?

	What is the primary objective of the player character in Dead Rising?

	What iconic line is repeated throughout Return of the Living Dead regarding the zombies’ desire to eat brains?

	In The Girl with All the Gifts, what sets Melanie apart from other zombie-like creatures?

	Who portrays the character Madeleine Short in the movie White Zombie?

	Who played the role of Tallahassee in Zombieland?

	What is the signature weapon used by Michonne in The Walking Dead?


Answers will be found after the next tale.
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In the midst of a zombie-infested world, Charlie frantically sifted through the scattered bags of provisions at the campsite. Everything he ever knew had devolved into mayhem, overrun by the ravenous undead. With each rustling movement, he couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched by unseen eyes.

His hands moved with practiced speed, snatching up cans and packets of food as if his life depended on it—because it did. As he stuffed the last can into his knapsack, the tranquility of the forest shattered into chaos.

Bullets whizzed past his head, slicing through the air with deadly imprecision. But one of them found its mark. With instincts honed by survival, Charlie ducked and weaved through the overgrown grass, his breathing ragged as he sought cover. The clamor of gunfire deafened his senses, each shot like Russian roulette to him, a game of life and death.

In the pandemonium that ensued, the sounds of shooting acted as a siren call to the zombies lurking in the shadows. Drawn by the commotion, the deadheads wandered out of hiding, their groans mingling with the gunshots in a tornado of frightening noise.

While the gunmen were distracted by the onslaught of undead, Charlie seized the opportunity to make his escape. Through a haze of pain and the blur of his surroundings, his strength of will remained steady. Emerging from the dense foliage of the woods, he stumbled onto the desolate streets, his senses heightened by the threat of imminent danger. The abandoned area loomed before him, a manifestation of the destruction that had consumed the world.

Crashed cars littered the roadside, their twisted metal frames serving as evidence of death. Houses stood out like specters in the fading light, their windows and doors boarded up to guard them against the infected. He wondered for a brief moment if anyone was still living behind the barricaded homes he walked past. He doubted it, given how dilapidated they had become. The pavements were strewn with the remains of the fallen, their lifeless forms attracting flies, rodents, and birds.

Charlie limped through the deserted streets, his pulse racing in time with the throbbing of his injury. With each step, he drew closer to his destination, his mind fixated on the image of the rundown hospital he had passed hours earlier. The memory motivated him, propelling him forward despite the overwhelming odds he faced.

He stopped to tie his shirt around his gunshot wound and grimaced at the pain, then continued on as his vision began to blur further. Bugs filled the air, attracted to the lifeless bodies scattered on the pavement and their noxious smell. He glanced toward a house on the corner, where a lone zombie lurched and groaned in the front yard, much of its lower half missing as it clawed at the air.

Further down the road, another scene of horror awaited him. A rotter trapped inside a rusted car, its mangled hands clawing at the windows in a desperate bid for freedom. The sound of its rough moans reached Charlie’s ears, making him nauseous, but he held down the bile. His gaze remained fixed dead ahead, his focus set on reaching the hospital.

With each step, his heart beat faster. The terror coursing through his veins was driving him forward despite the agony that wracked his body. He gritted his teeth against the pain, his willpower propelling his every move as he pressed on to the medical center.

As he approached the looming building, he couldn’t help but be consumed by a sense of dread that washed over him. The formerly majestic front now existed as a deteriorating remnant of history, with shattered windows and decayed bricks and wood.

Weeks of overgrowth were reclaiming the structure, dissolving it into decay. With a shaky breath, he pushed open the doors and stepped inside, steeling himself for the horrors that awaited within.

Charlie’s heart pounded like a drumbeat in his chest as he stumbled through the dark corridors of the abandoned hospital. Blood seeped from his bullet wound, leaving a crimson trail in his wake. The endless growls of the undead echoed in the distance, drawing closer with each passing moment. He was burdened with regret at his attempt to steal from other survivors He hadn’t anticipated that they would shoot at him. If he hadn’t been quick enough, another gunshot might have found its true mark—his head.

Desperation gnawed at his mind as he searched for a place to hide and tend to his injury. With every step, the pain in his leg intensified, sending waves of agony coursing through his body. He knew he couldn’t outrun the zombies in his current state. He needed medical attention, and fast.

His breaths came in ragged gasps as he pushed open the door to one of the hospital’s operating rooms, his eyes scanning all over for any sign of salvation. To his relief, he spotted an oddly yellow-colored scalpel lying on a nearby table, its edge glinting in the dim light. On a tray were bandages and half a bottle of hydrogen peroxide. In that moment, he believed he had hit the jackpot.

He staggered over to the table without hesitation, snatching up the blade. Though doubt briefly nagged at his mind, he forcibly suppressed it and plunged forward with resolve. He knew he had to act fast if he wanted any chance of survival.

With shaky hands, he sat on the operating table and began to slice through the fabric of his torn pants, revealing the extensive hole in his leg. Blood trickled from the wound, painting the floor with drops of a macabre shade of red. Ignoring the searing pain, he gritted his teeth and pressed the surgical knife against his flesh, bracing himself for what was to come next.

Inexperienced and lacking proper equipment, he knew he was taking a gamble by attempting to perform surgery. But with zombies closing in on his location, he had no other choice. Inhaling a deep breath, he made the first incision, his hands steady despite the fear coursing through his veins.

The scalpel sliced through his skin like a laser through a sheet of paper, eliciting a guttural cry of pain from Charlie’s lips. Blood pooled around him, staining his clothes and dripping onto the operating table. But Charlie pressed on, consumed by a singular focus, survival.

With each slice of the instrument, his stomach began to knot, and his movements grew sluggish. The throbbing in his leg threatened to overwhelm him, but he fought through it with grim determination born of desperation. Probing with a finger, he rummaged about in search of the bullet. Unable to find it, he knew he had to cut deeper.

But then, disaster struck. In his haste and panic, he accidentally severed an artery, unleashing a torrent of blood that he was powerless to stop. Alarm surged through him like a tidal wave as he realized the gravity of his mistake. His vision darkened, and blackness crept in at the edges of his consciousness.

The sound of approaching disjointed footsteps jolted him back to reality. With a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, he became aware that the zombies were almost upon him. He had failed in his desperate bid for survival, and now he would pay the ultimate price.
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	On foot.

	The zombie outbreak begins in the Rat-Monkey Exhibit at the Wellington Zoo.

	Pontypool takes place in a radio station located in the small town of Pontypool, Ontario, Canada.

	Isaac Marion.

	The primary objective of the player character is to survive the zombie outbreak while completing various missions and rescuing survivors.

	“Brains! More brains!”

	She retains her ability to think and learn.

	Madge Bellamy.

	Woody Harrelson.

	A katana.
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Geoffrey’s wild scramble through the meadow unfurled like a daisy-strewn tapestry. Each petal was a feathery wisp of hopelessness as he deftly maneuvered through the incessant zombie horde. Panic and determination melded, weaving together like the intricate, interlocking pieces of a jigsaw puzzle.

His frantic heartbeat pounded against his ribs, synchronized with a pulsing rhythm emanating from his neck that created a powerful surge of adrenaline that fueled his every move. It was as though uncertainty and resolve had assembled as one, completing the mosaic of his emotions. 

Hurrying through the chaotic grassland toward a forest, he sought refuge from the hungry abominations with their odd, mismatched movements. Rushing through the landscape, his vision landed on a few trees ahead, and something large dangling from a branch. Drawn to it like a spider to a fly, he sprinted harder. When he was near the trunk, he was able to discern what it was, and it gave him an idea. He stopped running, looked back to catch sight of where the freshly turned zombies were, and was satisfied he had time.

He climbed a tree and got above the hive he had spotted. When the zombies got close enough, he would drop it on their heads, a plan he believed was foolproof. The rotters chasing him were unable to find him and started to walk in circles. So he called out to them, “Hey dumbasses, I’m up here!” and threw some twigs down. But they were too light and fell silently.

“Come on, shitheads, I’m right here!” he yelled repeatedly. Each time, the living dead would snap their decaying mouths at the source of the noise. But unable to figure out where it was coming from, they would continue moving about, getting farther away from where Geoff needed them to be. 

Without their apparent inability to look up, he had to come up with another plan. He eyed the hive, and a lightbulb moment struck him. He lowered his body enough to reach the hive and wriggled it free from the branch.

He carefully he descended from the tree with the hive. As soon as his feet touched the grass, he called out to some creatures that were ambling away. “Here! I’m over here! Come and get me!” he said. He watched as they made their way toward him, giving him the chance to ready his aim. He took a single step back, spread his legs a little, and raised his arm, ready to throw the hive.

A few of the bees didn’t like the sudden movements and flew out, landing on his outstretched hand and stinging him. In his panic, he rushed forward and his foot collided with a boulder. He inadvertently launched the hive into the air, and it came crashing down upon his own head, enveloping him in a swirling storm of angry pollinators. The buzzing horde, once sufficiently disturbed, retaliated with a vengeance.

Running around now in frenzied circles, he resembled a
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