
NANA AND THE ZOMBIES

By Cyndy Green

Copyright © 2014 by Cyndy Green. All rights reserved.  

This book is dedicated to my husband, Eric. Thanks for loving me through all my 'Zombie' days-when I walk around moaning and then bite your head off! You are the best, Big Man. 

Click here to sign up to receive FREE offers and be notified about new books!

​TABLE OF CONTENTS

Prologue

Chapter One: Just Another Thursday?

Chapter Two: The Friday before "D" Day

Chapter Three: In the Dark of Night

Chapter Four: Plagues, Zombies and Other Dance Dilemmas

Chapter Five: Surviving the Dance

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Prologue
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The children had finished their warm cider and s'mores and were all snuggled comfortably in their chairs around the fire pit in their Nana's backyard. It was a cool evening in October, a Friday night so they could stay up late, and they were ready for story time.

"Tell us about the vampires again," Ethan suggested.

"No, we want a different story, not the same one we heard before," Elijah said.

"Tell us about Giant Papa!" Braden said with a laugh. His brother Aaron nodded in agreement and pointed at Nana.

"Yeah, Nana, tell us about Papa," Aaron said.

"Well, I do have some stories about Papa, that's for sure, but since it's October and almost Halloween I have a different story to tell tonight," Nana said. She sipped her hot cocoa and looked at each of her grandchildren.

"It's not scary, is it?" Lauren asked. She was Elijah, Ethan and Emerson's mom and she did not want to end up with all three boys sleeping in her bed tonight.

"Mom, you get these kids all spooked up and they will be spending the night with you," Cami promised. She kissed Heaven, Aaron and Braden on the forehead and waved as she walked toward the gate to the driveway. "We will be back around eleven."

"You guys have a good time," Nana said. "We will, won't we?'

"Yeah!" the kids yelled in unison. 

The flickering firelight lit up Nana's face just enough to be seen by her young audience. They quieted down as soon as their parent's had gone and all looked expectantly at their grandmother.

"You're telling a Halloween story?" Heaven asked.

"Trick or treat!" Emerson called happily. Nana smiled.

"It's about what happened one Halloween," Nana told them. "When zombies invaded my home town."

"Zombies!" Aaron exclaimed.

"Cool," Elijah said.

"There aren’t any zombies," Ethan said.

"That's right, not anymore," Nana said. "But things were different when I was a kid."
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​CHAPTER ONE: Just another Thursday?
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I love Thursdays. Since the beginning of this school year, my seventh grade year, Thursdays have been awesome. The junior high football games are on Thursday night, which means that I get to wear my cheer uniform to school. 

I’d worked hard to make the squad, and I was still pleasantly shocked and completely thrilled to be cheering for my hometown team. It’s not that I am a huge fan of football, or any sport for that matter; it's the uniform. I enjoy cheering, it is a lot of fun and I am actually somewhat good at it. I like the sounds of the crowd, and the band and even the deep, crashing sound of the players tackling one another and I think it’s fun to be outside on a cool evening, jumping and shouting and cheering for my team. There is a cool ambiance at a small town football game; but mostly, it's the uniform.

I was in orange and black, our school colors, from the orange ribbons tied around my ponytail, to the black knee-high socks with the orange band around the top. Our uniforms were orange skirts with wide black pleats and a lightweight pullover sweater, also orange, with a large embroidered black "B" centered on the front. In my opinion, nothing is cooler than a cheer uniform.

Well, except maybe having your picture in the school yearbook wearing a cheer uniform. I was looking forward to seeing my picture with the caption, “Cindy Walker, cheerleader”, in this year’s Bremen Junior High yearbook. That is the epitome of cool. (Epitome is word of the day in my English class.)

My best friend, Becky, met me in the hall outside of math class. Whoever scheduled math for the last class of the day should be severely reprimanded; no one should be expected to expend the kind of brainpower that math requires during the last forty minutes of the school day. It was unfair.

"Ugh, math," I said to Becky. She nodded sympathetically and walked beside me to our lockers. Becky understood my complaint about math being my last class of the day (even though she is in advanced math) because physical education was our first class each day. Becky liked P.E., she didn’t like the way her hair was messed up and she spent the remainder of the day fighting with her unruly curls. Last hour was the only class that Becky and I did not have together, so it would have sucked no matter what the subject. 

We shoved our books into our lockers (which were next to each other) and made our way down the busy main hall to the front exit. Bremen was a small town, so the high school and junior high were combined in one building. It made more sense than having another whole building for eighty kids, but it sure made the main hall a sometimes dangerous place for a seventh grader! We were easy targets for the older kids, especially if you’re a seventh grade boy... which I’m not. Becky and I ducked our heads and scooted around the cluster of boys blocking one side of the hall. 

I heard the laughter and the complaint, "Give it back, my mom made that!" and I did have sympathy for the kid. I knew from experience it was better for all parties if I stayed out of it; mostly it was better for me.

"I am so excited about the dance," Becky said once we were out of the building and away from any possible senior-high harassment.

"Yeah, about that," I began.

"Don't even start! You promised months ago that you would go to the Halloween Dance, and you are going," Becky said, and then continued, "Mr. Johnson said we can wear costumes if we want, since the town is trick-or-treating that night."

"I think it’s weird to have trick-or-treat on a night that's not actually Halloween," I said. "What's wrong with doing it on the thirty-first, like every year?"

"Mom said they voted to change it to Saturday this year so kids will not be up late on a school night, since Halloween is on Monday," Becky patiently explained. 

"Whatever," I grumbled. I wasn’t too upset about the change, I was too old for trick-or-treat anyway, but I was dreading the dance.

"You don't have to dance if you don't want. You can watch me," Becky reassured me. She grinned and then added, "I will be dancing with Mike for sure."

"What?"

"He asked if he could dance with me."

"When?"

"At the dance, Saturday."

"No, I mean when did he ask you?" 

"Oh. Today, during last hour. He's in advanced math class with me," Becky said. I slugged her on the shoulder. "Oww! Hey," she complained.

"I'm just hearing about this now! You should’ve told me immediately," I said with mock anger.

"I wanted to surprise you," Becky said.

"Oh, I’m surprised. So, you like Mike now?" I asked her incredulously.

"Yeah, a little. He's smart and tall and he’s nice to me," Becky said.

"What happened to Mikenstein?"

"Oh, that," Becky said. She waved her hand in front of her face as if she was shooing a fly, then said, "That was fifth grade. I’ve matured and he’s not so much taller than everyone now." Becky had started calling Mike Miller Mikenstein (like Frankenstein) a couple of years before and the nickname had stuck.

"Great. You’ll be dancing with Mike and I’ll be standing by the wall like a dork, just watching you," I said. I knew I was being a whiner, but I didn’t want to attend any type of function that might require me to move in a graceful manner. I am exceptionally ungraceful. 

I can cheer; cheer routines are precise, almost robot-like and can be practiced repeatedly until perfected. I don’t choreograph the cheers that our squad performs, that’s someone else’s job. I learn the moves and then practice, practice, practice! It’s not like dancing at all.

Thinking about dancing, actually moving rhythmically to a popular song and not looking like a hopeless weirdo while doing it, makes me a little nauseous. I have seen other kids dance, like at the street party this past summer, and I am positive my arms and legs will not move that way of their own volition.

“Suck it up, Cindy,” Becky instructed, “You already promised, and you always keep your promises, right?”

“Yes,” I said. I know better than to try to argue with Becky; she may be tiny, but she usually wins any argument we have.

Becky’s mom met us as we entered the kitchen door.

“I made some sandwiches and cookies, girls, help yourselves,” Mrs. Mason said. 

“Wow! I like your hair,” I exclaimed. 

Mrs. Mason had curly hair, like her only daughter’s, but she usually always had some type of scarf over it. Today her hair was loose, touching her shoulder in masses of strawberry blonde curls. 

“Thank you. I decided it was time for a change,” Mrs. Mason told us.

“Her birthday is next week,” Becky whispered, “She’ll be thirty-five.”

She lifted her eyebrows and looked at me significantly. I nodded.

“Looks great, mom,” Becky said. She grabbed a sandwich and two cookies and crossed the kitchen toward the stairs. I did the same.

We always ate whatever after school snack Becky’s mom made for us; Becky had to or her mom worried about her, but I enjoyed them because my mom was gastronomically challenged. In other words, most of her cooking was awful!

Becky’s room was upstairs next to her twin brothers’ room. Becky’s favorite color was blue so everything in her room was one shade of blue or another. It was like being underwater. She still had her white princess bed with a blue canopy. Becky tried to act as if she was tired of it, but I knew she loved that bed. I did, too. We climbed onto the bed and sat facing each other while we ate our sandwiches.

"David is going to the dance, too," I said between bites.

"Vampires dance?" Becky asked. It was her turn to sound incredulous. I shrugged. I hadn’t asked my boyfriend if dancing was something vampires normally participate in; I assumed he’d be standing in the dark by the wall with me.

"I don't know. He just wants to hang out with us."

"Cool. You can dance with David, or whatever, and I can dance with Mike," Becky said and then added, "It’ll be so fun!"

I nodded in agreement, but I didn’t give voice to my doubts about dancing with David. Somehow, stomping clumsily all over my boyfriend's feet did not sound like fun. Not fun for him or me.

Becky, after a cautious trial period, had finally accepted David as one
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