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      Listen up, you rotten-toothed legend. The dead are walking, the shops are on fire, and every posh cunt on Instagram is suddenly a “survival expert” because they watched three seasons of The Walking Dead while eating quinoa. Meanwhile, you’ve got 94 tins of 18p beans under the bed, a cricket bat you nicked from the school in 1999, and the cold, dead heart of a man who’s been emotionally dead since Britpop ended.

      This isn’t some American prepper bollocks with AR-15s and a bunker full of freeze-dried lasagna. This is a proper Northern guide to outlasting the zombie apocalypse while spending less than a tenner a week. Because when brains are on the menu, the last thing you want is to waste money on anything that isn’t lager or ammunition you made from nails and desperation.
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      Don’t Be the Soft Twat Who Dies in His Onesie

      

      Day one and the news is calling it a “viral outbreak”. Translation: your neighbour Keith just bit the postman’s face off because he was two days late with your universal credit letter. Society’s collapsing faster than your ex’s standards after six Bacardi Breezers.

      

      Rule 1: Do NOT go to the supermarket

      Every mug with an iPhone and a death wish is currently doing the trolley-dash of doom, fighting over the last pack of Andrex like it’s the cure. Let them. They’re tomorrow’s zombies. You already did your big shop in 2017. You’ve got enough Value beans to outlast nuclear winter and the half-life of a Spice Girls reunion.

      

      Rule 2: Barricade the house with shite you already own

      That broken wardrobe in the spare room? Drag it downstairs. The sofa held together with gaffer tape? Perfect. The stack of Final Warning letters from Scottish Power? Burn them for warmth and morale.

      

      Rule 3: Weapon choice – keep it cheap and cheerful

      Forget katanas and crossbows, you’re not a fucking ninja. Grab the claw hammer from the shed, the rolling pin your mum left in 2003, and the broken snooker cue you’ve been meaning to glue back together since Blur split up. All free. All capable of turning a skull into paté.

      

      Rule 4: Never, ever help anyone

      Your mate Dave from the pub will turn up crying, covered in blood, saying “Let me in, pal, it’s madness out there.” Dave owes you £40 since 2011 and once shagged your cousin at a wedding. Leave him. He’s zombie chow and a valuable early-warning system. When the screaming stops, you’ll know it’s safe to nick his trainers.

      

      Top Tip: If you see a sexy survivor in skin-tight yoga pants wielding a machete, do NOT offer her your last tin of beans to impress her.

      She’s been surviving three days without a working toilet. She smells worse than you. She will eat the beans, then eat you. Keep the beans. Wank later when it’s safe.

      

      The Golden Rule of Day One

      Panic buys the bullet. Patience inherits the earth (and all the tinned hotdogs the panicking twats dropped while running).

      Stay indoors, eat cold beans with a spoon you found down the sofa, and laugh at the screams outside. You’re not hiding. You’re tactically repositioning your broke arse for long-term survival.

      Now crack open a warm can of pre-apocalypse lager, toast the end of civilisation, and remember: every zombie was once a cunt who paid £4.50 for a coffee.

      You beautiful, bean-farting, apocalypse-winning bastard. This is your time.
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      Or: How to Pick Mates Who Won’t Eat You First When the Beans Run Out

      

      Right, you antisocial goblin. You’ve survived the first week by hiding under the kitchen table with a torch and a family-size tin of hotdogs. The streets are quiet apart from the occasional scream and the sound of someone discovering that Lush bath bombs aren’t edible. Time to face facts: you can’t wank yourself to death forever. Eventually you’re going to need other humans. Preferably ones who can do things you can’t, like reach the top shelf or run faster than a shambling corpse with athlete’s foot.

      But choose wrong and you’ll wake up with your own femur being used as a toothpick.

      

      Rule 1: Never team up with anyone who was middle-management before the fall

      These are the pricks who once sent you an email titled “Going forward – let’s action some learnings.” In the apocalypse they’ll try to organise a stand-up meeting every morning and create a rota for who gets eaten first “for the good of the group.” Leave them to the zombies. The dead deserve a treat.

      

      Rule 2: The ideal squad is four blokes max

      One to watch the door, one to cook beans, one to nick stuff, and you to sit in the middle complaining that the beans are cold. Any more than four and you’re running a hostel for mouth-breathers who’ll murder you over the last Rich Tea.

      

      Rule 3: Recruitment interview questions (conducted from behind a locked door with a shotgun you don’t know how to use)

      •	“How many tins did you loot before coming here?” (Anything less than 20 = fuck off)

      •	“Can you hot-wire a Vauxhall Corsa?” (Bonus points)

      •	“Did you ever vote for Brexit?” (If yes, open the door and push them straight into the horde. We’re trying to rebuild civilisation, not repeat it.)

      

      Rule 4: Useful professions only

      •	Builders – can barricade a house faster than you can say “load-bearing wall.”

      •	Chefs – can make beans taste like 12 different kinds of shit.

      •	Scallies – natural-born looters with the moral compass of a seagull.

      Useless: Yoga instructors, life coaches, anyone who uses the word “manifest” unironically. They’re protein.

      

      Rule 5: The “sexy survivor” trap – revisited

      Yeah, she’s rocking the tight combat trousers and the ponytail that somehow still looks bouncy after society collapsed. She says she was a nurse, she’s got a crossbow, and she’s smiling at you like you’re not a walking advert for clinical depression.

      She’s lying. She’s either going to rob you blind, recruit you into her cannibal harem, or both. The only pussy you’re getting in the apocalypse comes with whiskers and will bite your face off if you stop feeding it Whiskas. Stick to the lads.

      

      Rule 6: The loyalty test

      Week three, beans are down to six tins and everyone’s looking at each other like it’s Hunger Games. Announce you’ve found a crate of Stella in the garage that you’ve been “saving for a special occasion.” Watch who smiles and who reaches for the knife. The ones who reach for the knife get volunteered for the next supply run to the Tesco Express that’s now basically Jurassic Park with shopping trolleys.

      

      Top Tip: If your new mate starts calling you “bro” and suggesting you’d all be safer if you “shared resources more equally,” he’s two days away from wearing your skin as a waistcoat. Sleep with the hammer under your pillow and piss in his cornflakes when he’s not looking.

      

      The Golden Rule of Alliances

      Friends are temporary. Beans are forever.

      Surround yourself with people just competent enough to keep you alive, but not clever enough to work out you’re the weakest link. And if it all goes tits up, remember: you can outrun at least one of them if you trip the bastard first.

      

      Now go and recruit some mugs who think you’re the leader because you’ve got half a bag of sugar and a working lighter.

      You devious, back-stabbing, bean-guarding legend. This group’s going to last exactly as long as your patience does.
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      Or: How to Nick Stuff from the Dead Without Becoming One of Them

      

      Week four. The beans are now a fond memory, the cat’s looking at you funny, and your stomach sounds like a cement mixer full of pebbles. Time to leave the house, you brave little soldier. This isn’t Tesco on a Saturday night; this is proper post-apocalyptic shopping: everything’s free, the staff are all dead, and the only loyalty card you need is a crowbar.

      

      Rule 1: Never go out hungry

      You’ll make bad decisions. Like trading a perfectly good hammer for half a Twix because the wrapper’s still shiny. Eat the last cold spoonful of spaghetti hoops, smear the sauce round your mouth like warpaint, and tell yourself it’s for intimidation purposes.

      

      Rule 2: Dress like you’re already dead

      Hood up, face mask (the one you nicked in 2020 and never used), and the shittiest trainers you own. You want to blend in with the scenery. If a zombie clocks you from 50 yards, you’ve dressed too well and deserve to be lunch.

      

      Rule 3: The Holy Trinity of Targets

      1.	Corner shops – small, dark, usually only one or two rotting owners still shambling round the crisp aisle.

      2.	Abandoned ambulances – proper drugs, bandages, and sometimes a half-eaten paramedic who’s still got a full packet of Hobnobs in his pocket.

      3.	Rich people’s houses in the posh estate – they panicked first, left with their Range Rovers full of Prosecco and left the pantry stocked like Fort Knox. Karma’s a bitch.

      

      Rule 4: The Backpack Hierarchy (what to grab first)

      •	Tins with ring-pulls (no can-opener roulette)

      •	Loo roll (worth more than gold now the sewers are backing up)

      •	Tampons (not for you, you daft sod; trade currency with any surviving birds)

      •	Booze (morale, disinfectant, and currency for the lads back home)

      •	Batteries (because your torch is now your girlfriend)

      Leave the fucking kale chips and the oat milk. This isn’t Shoreditch anymore.

      

      Rule 5: The “one in, one out” rule

      Backpack full? Drop the three tins of Value sweetcorn to make room for that bottle of Jack you found in the off-licence manager’s drawer. Priorities, mate.

      

      Rule 6: Zombie etiquette

      They’re slow, thick, and usually stuck behind a chest freezer anyway. Walk don’t run, keep something solid between you and them, and if one does grab you, shove the nearest loaf of expired bread in its gob. Gives you three seconds to leg it while it tries to work out if it’s a brain or not.

      

      Rule 7: The “sexy survivor in the pharmacy” trap – part three

      She’s bent over the counter, arse in the air, looking for paracetamol like it’s a bloody Vogue photoshoot. You’re thinking “result”. She’s thinking “fresh meat with a rucksack full of biscuits”. By the time you’ve decided whether to say hello, she’s already caved your skull in with the fire extinguisher and is wearing your trainers. Learn from Dave. Dave didn’t
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