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  A. The bite.


You’re on your way home from a successful hunting session. You have your bow and a couple of rabbits strung over your arm. As you walk through the clearing, you hear a groan, and out of nowhere, a zombie launches itself out from the bushes and bites you on the arm. 
You scream and twist out of its grip and sprint away from the clearing. You only stop running when you find an old abandoned farmhouse to hide in. You pause briefly before entering, and you remember hearing weird rumours about this place before the fall. But beggars can’t be choosers.
You look down at your arm in horror. The skin is already starting to blister, and you gag at the smell of rotting flesh. It is only a matter of time before you become one of the walking dead. You vaguely remember others at camp talking about a theory where chopping off the infected limb can prevent zombification.
What do you do?
B. Chop off the arm.
C. Accept your fate.






  
  B. Chop off the arm.


You have nothing to lose. You are a dead man walking, and soon that might be literal. You stumble down the hallway, past a painting of a chicken wearing fishnet stockings, into the kitchen. Surely there must be something here you can use to cut your arm off. You fling open drawers and cupboards while your bitten arm hangs uselessly by your side. You open a cupboard near the hall and find the mother lode. They must have kept livestock on this farm. Every size of cleaver and knife you can think of is here. You grab a big, hefty meat cleaver, hoping its weight will make the job easier. 
You head back to the kitchen, where there is a solid timber chopping board. You rest your arm on it and start to psych yourself up for what needs to be done. Then you look at the blade. The previous owners mustn’t have cared too much for safe meatworking practices, because the end of the blade is covered in dried blood. Who knows what it was from or how long it had been there?
What do you do?
D. Try to sterilise the blade.
E. No time to sterilise.






  
  C. Accept your fate


You realise that those tales are probably old wives tales, or what passes for old wives tales now that no one really lives to old age anymore around here. You decide to just make yourself comfortable and wait out the inevitable. You wonder how long it will take someone from camp to notice you are missing. Hopefully, they don’t come looking for you. 
You wander through the farmhouse,past paintings of chickens in fishnet stockings, past the kitchen and enter what appears to be a large ballroom, complete with a disco ball hanging from the ceiling. You spy a bar in the corner and steal yourself some tequila. Suddenly, the doors at the far end of the room burst open, and two zombies wander in. You duck down behind the bar out of instinct, though you slowly feel yourself getting weaker and realise you will be one of them soon. You look around the bar and notice a large red button labelled ‘press in case of emergency.’
What do you do next?
H. Press the button
I. You’re too weak






  
  D. Sterilise the blade


As ridiculous as it sounds, you can’t hack into your zombified arm with this cleaver covered in who knows what. You would hate to survive a zombie attack to get struck down by some other weird animal virus. 
You glance at your arm, it tingles uncomfortably as the necrotising tissue inches towards your elbow, but you gamble you still have a little time. You head through the next doorway, looking for antiseptic, hand sanitiser, anything. You come into what appears to be a large ballroom. Red velvet curtains flutter in the breeze from an open window. Glancing up, you even notice a disco ball hanging from the ceiling. What kind of farm was this? But at least you see a bar in the corner. Stumbling over, you find a bottle of 21-year-old scotch. If all else fails, it would be a suitable final meal, so you take a swig. Smooth!
As you take another swig of liquid courage, a door at the far end of the room bursts open and two zombies stagger in. You duck behind the bar before they can see you. In front of you, there is a large red button labelled ‘press in case of emergency.’
What do you do?
F. Press the button
G. Leave and chop your arm off






  
  E. No time to sterilise


You are out of time. Your arm is starting to look more and more gangrenous by the minute, and you can literally feel your skin rotting. You don’t have time to sterilise the blade. You rest your arm on the chopping board and hold the cleaver high above your head. You briefly wonder about how much it might bleed, but before you can second-guess yourself, you close your eyes and bring the blade down quickly. With a swish and a thunk, the blade chops through your arm. 
You scream in agony and stare in horror at the blood cascading out of your arm. Your vision starts to dim as you grab a tea towel and start trying to mop up the blood, but it is too late. You feel light-headed and dizzy, then slump to the floor. Your eyes flutter closed as your blood slowly covers the entire kitchen floor. The last thing you see is a bizarre picture of a sheep dressed as Marilyn Monroe.






  
  F. Press the button


You press the button, and the lights and music start up out of nowhere, making you jump. There must be some residual power here somewhere. Lights shine on the disco ball, casting tiny reflections all over the room, while Staying Alive blasts loudly from the speakers. You glance up and see the zombies have stopped moving, looking around them in confusion at the dancing lights. 
You use this opportunity to sneak out from behind the bar and get back to the kitchen, bringing the scotch with you. You cast a final glance back at the zombies as you leave the room. You double-take as they appear to move their arms in time to ‘ah-ah-ah-ah stayin alive’ blasting from the stereo. You smile at the irony before leaving them to their boogie and heading back to the kitchen.
Go to G.
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