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		Geeks vs Zombies

		‘Today is World Book Day.’

		‘No, it isn’t.’

		‘Yes, it is.’

		‘No, it isn’t. It’s a crap
			day like any other.’

		‘I’m telling you, today is World
			Book Day.’

		‘How do you know?’ said James.
			‘I bet you don’t even know what the date is.’

		Wiki shrugged. James was right. He
			didn’t know the date. None of them did. He didn’t know the date and, now he
			came to think about it, he didn’t know what day of the week it was, either.

		‘I thought you were supposed to know
			everything,’ James sneered. ‘You’re Wiki, the walking Wikipedia. Wiki,
			the little boy with the big head like a bulb. Stuffed full of useless facts. And you
			don’t even know what date it is.’

		‘It doesn’t matter what the date
			is,’ said Wiki patiently. ‘If we say it’s World Book Day, then
			it’s World Book Day.’

		‘Who’s
			“we”, then?’

		‘Well, mainly Chris Marker,’
			said Wiki. ‘He says books are important and …’

		James swore at Wiki and laughed in his face.
			‘I might have known it was Chris Wanker’s idea.’

		‘So you won’t be coming,
			then,’ said Wiki’s friend Jibber-Jabber, who’d earned his nickname
			because of his habit of talking too much. He was trying to keep a lid on it now, though,
			in the face of James’s mocking laughter.

		‘Coming where?’ said James with
			mock politeness. He was a good two years older than Jibber-Jabber and Wiki, with a puffy
			face, untidy hair and a very sarcastic attitude. He had always reminded Jibber-Jabber of
			one of the guys off Top Gear.

		‘We’re having an all-night book
			vigil,’ Jibber-Jabber muttered.

		‘Yeah? And what’s that,
			then?’

		‘We’re going to try and stay up
			all night reading books.’ Jibber-Jabber sensed that he hadn’t impressed
			James with this idea, and now, instead of shutting up like he should have done, he
			started to blurt, which he always did when he was nervous. ‘It should be
			good,’ he said. ‘We’ve got loads of books, which we’ve piled up
			on the big table, and we’ve collected all these, like, candles, and we’re
			going to dress as our favourite characters from books, and Chris is going to read to us
			from –’

		James cut him off. ‘That sounds like a
			riot,’ he said, with as much sarcasm as he could – which was quite a
			lot.

		Jibber-Jabber shut up. Wiki stared at his
			shoes. James looked at the two of them like they were five-year-olds, and slowly shook
			his head.

		They were standing in the large courtyard at
			the Natural History Museum. It had once been the staff car park, back in the days before
			the sickness had come and the world had gone crazy. Now the kids who lived at the museum
			used it for their own needs. Surrounded on all sides by tall museum buildings, it was
			safe and secluded. There were two large chicken runs, an area where the children piled
			up their rubbish, a makeshift football pitch, a basketball hoop and an old Tesco
			delivery lorry parked at one end.

		Wiki and Jibber-Jabber knew what was on the
			lorry. Three diseased adults, chained up like animals. An older boy called Paul looked
			after them, and James had been helping him feed them when Wiki and Jibber-Jabber had
			come over with their clipboards and asked if he wanted to join their event.

		James was one of the Scientists, a group of
			kids who were using the facilities at the museum to try to find out about the sickness
			– what had caused it, how it worked and whether there might be a cure. He wore a
			white lab coat in an attempt to look the part. It didn’t work. He looked more like
			a boy playing doctors and nurses than a real scientist. He might have been rehearsing
			for a school play. It was the same everywhere – kids were pretending to be
			grown-ups, filling their shoes. With no real adults around, it was the best any of them
			could do.

		The disease had killed nearly everyone over
			the age of fourteen. They were the lucky ones. The unlucky ones lived on, like the three
			sickos on the lorry, so ravaged by disease they were no longer really human at all.
			Their bodies were rotten with decay, their brains turned to mush. They were animals,
			motivated simply by killing and eating. The younger kids were scared of the lorry. It
			was a forbidden place, the bogeyman’s truck, a box of dark secrets.

		‘Do you think Paul will want to come
			to the World Book Day all-night reading vigil?’ asked Wiki, sounding lame even to
			himself.

		James laughed again. ‘I doubt
			it,’ he said, ‘but why don’t you ask him yourselves?’

		Wiki glanced at the lorry. It was caked with
			dirt and bird droppings, but you could still see that it was blue and white, and
			plastered with supermarket logos. It hadn’t moved for over a year. The tyres were
			deflated. It sat there like a beached whale, or a dead dinosaur. Just another huge
			fossil like the ones inside the museum. The relic of a lost world.

		‘Is Paul on there?’ asked
			Jibber-Jabber.

		‘Yeah,’ said James. ‘Why?
			You scared?’

		Jibber-Jabber shrugged.

		‘Course you’re scared.’
			James leered at him. ‘Scared the sickos are going to get you. Going to snap your
			scrawny bones and eat your guts for breakfast.’ James did a horribly accurate
			impression of a sicko, lumbering towards the smaller kids, tongue lolling out, eyes wide
			and unfocused.

		‘Don’t be an arsehole,
			James,’ said Jibber-Jabber.

		‘How about I chuck you in there and we
			have a little game of Geeks versus Zombies?’ James laughed.

		‘Well, technically speaking,
			they’re not zombies, are they?’ said Wiki. ‘They haven’t exactly
			died and come back to life, have they?’

		‘Yes,’ Jibber-Jabber agreed.
			‘They’re not literally zombies

		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		
		

	
		 

		You can’t run from

		THE ENEMY

		When the sickness came, every parent,
			police officer, politician – every adult fell ill. The lucky ones died. The others
			are crazed, confused and hungry.

		ONLY CHILDREN UNDER FOURTEEN REMAIN, AND
			THEY’RE FIGHTING TO SURVIVE.

		Read on for a mind-blowing extract
				from the first book in the heartstopping series.

	
		1

		Small Sam was playing in the car park
			behind Waitrose when the grown-ups took him. He’d been with some of the little
			kids, having a battle with an odd assortment of action figures, when it happened. They
			weren’t supposed to play outside without a guard, but it was a lovely sunny day
			and the little kids got bored indoors. Sam wasn’t the youngest of the group, but
			he was the smallest. That’s why they called him Small Sam. There had originally
			been two other Sams, Big Sam and Curly Sam, who had curly hair. Big Sam had been killed
			a few months ago, but Small Sam was stuck with the name.

		It was probably because of his size that the
			grown-ups went for him. They were like that – they picked out the youngsters, the
			weaklings, the little ones. In the panic of the attack the rest of Sam’s gang got
			back safely inside, but Sam was cut off and the roving pack of grown-ups trapped him in
			a corner.

		They had come over the side wall, led by a
			big mother in a tracksuit that might once have been pink but was now so filthy and
			greasy it looked like grey plastic. She had a fat, egg-like body on top of long skinny
			legs. Her back was bent and she ran stooped over, but surprisingly fast, her arms held
			wide like a scorpion’s claws, her dirty blonde hair hanging straight down. Her
			face blank and stupid. Breathing through her mouth.

		Small Sam was too scared even to scream or
			call for help, and the grown-ups made no noise, so the whole scene was played out in
			horrible silence. The mother blocked off the route back towards the building while two
			lanky fathers ran at him from either side. Sam dodged them for a few seconds, but he
			knew they’d get hold of him in the end. By the time help came from inside, the
			grown-ups were gone back over the wall, with Sam stuffed inside a sack.

		Maxie led a group of bigger kids out into
			the car park. Even though they were armed with spears and clubs and good throwing rocks
			they moved cautiously, not knowing exactly what to expect.

		‘We’re too late,’ said
			Callum, scanning the empty car park. ‘They’ve got him.’

		‘Shame,’ said a stocky,
			dark-haired kid called Josh. ‘I liked him. He was funny.’

		‘That’s the second attack this
			week,’ said Maxie angrily. ‘What’s going on? Either the grown-ups are
			closing in on us or they’re getting braver.’

		‘They ain’t brave,’ said
			Josh, spitting on the ground. ‘If they was still here I’d show them brave.
			I’d mash their ugly faces. Nothing scares me.’

		‘So why were they here?’ asked
			Maxie.

		‘They’re just hungry,’
			said Josh.

		‘We’re all hungry,’ said
			Callum.

		‘We should have been here,’ said
			Maxie. ‘We should have been watching over them.’

		‘We can’t be everywhere at
			once,’ Callum pointed out. ‘There’s not enough of us, not with Arran
			out with the scavs. Our job’s to keep a look-out from the roof. The little kids
			knew they weren’t supposed to be out here. Nobody should be out here. We should
			all stay inside.’

		‘We can’t stay inside all
			day,’ scoffed Josh. ‘We’d go crazy.’

		‘It’s good inside,’ said
			Callum.

		‘You’re just scared to come
			outside,’ said Josh with a smirk.

		‘No I ain’t,’ said Callum.
			‘No more scared than you.’

		‘Nothing scares me,’ said
			Josh.

		‘Then you’re just stupid,’
			said Callum.

		‘Nah,’ said Josh. ‘The
			thing about grown-ups is, some of them are strong, some of them can run fast and some of
			them are clever, but the strong ones are slow, the fast ones are stupid and the smart
			ones are weak.’

		‘Tell that to Small Sam,’ said
			Maxie angrily, ‘and to Big Sam and Johnno, and Eve and Mohammed and all the other
			kids we’ve lost.’

		‘Grown-ups won’t get me,’
			said Josh.

		‘What?’ said Callum. ‘So
			it was their fault they got taken? Is that what you’re saying?’

		‘Yeah, I am,’ said Josh.

		‘Shut up,’ Maxie snapped at the
			two of them. Then she said the thing that nobody wanted to admit. ‘We can’t
			go on like this.’ Her voice was heavy with bitterness. ‘Soon we’re all
			going to be dead. I can’t stand it any more.’

		She threw down the spear she had been
			carrying and sat on the ground, resting her head in her hands.

		It was her fault. That was all she could
			think. It was all her fault.

		When Arran was away she was supposed to be
			in charge. She couldn’t remember when it had been decided – Arran was the
				leader, she was second in command – it must have happened early on, when most of
			the kids had been too frightened and confused to do anything for themselves. Arran and
			Maxie had just got on with it, organizing everyone, keeping their spirits up. Arran was
			clever and likeable. Right from the start he’d kept his head and not panicked.
			He’d been captain of the football team at William Ellis School and nothing ever
			seemed to freak him out.

		The two of them had worked together. A team.
			Maxie had always been good at getting other children to help out. There were better
			fighters than her, true, but they were happy for her to tell them what to do. They
			didn’t want the responsibility. And when Arran wasn’t there, she was the
			leader.

		So, it was all her fault. Another kid gone.
			She shut down part of her mind. She didn’t want to think about what the grown-ups
			would do to Small Sam.

		She started to cry. She didn’t care
			who saw it.

		Callum looked at Josh. They both felt
			awkward. In the end it was Josh who squatted down next to her and put an arm round her
			shoulders.

		‘It’s all right, Max,’ he
			said quietly. ‘We’ll be all right. Something’ll happen, someone will
			come. Something’s gonna change. When Arran and the others get back we’ll
			talk about it maybe, yeah? Make a plan?’

		‘What’s the point?’ said
			Maxie.

		‘When Arran gets back,
			yeah?’

		Maxie looked up into Josh’s concerned,
			grubby face.

		‘Sorry,’ she said.

		‘Come on,’ said Callum.
			‘Let’s try and find out how they got over the wall. Then we should get back
			inside.’

		‘Yeah.’ Maxie jumped up. It was
			OK as long as you were doing something, as long as you didn’t stop and think.

		She wished Arran were here, though. She
			always felt safer when he was around.

		It was just … What was he going to
			think?

		Another kid gone.

		All her fault.
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