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CHAPTER ONE
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Dylan was a heavy sleeper. His parents had always joked that he could sleep through anything. So, it came as no surprise that he had slept deeply right through the beginning of the zombie apocalypse. 

When he slowly opened his eyes, the first thing that Dylan noticed was just how quiet the house was. He was used to hearing his parents listening to the radio while they made breakfast. Mom would always sing loudly, the pots and pans clattering as she cooked fried eggs, and pancakes. Dylan’s parents would bicker back and forth, trying to coordinate their daily schedules, while rushing around making brown bag lunches for Dylan’s school day and their work lunches. Mom and Dad would be tripping over each other in the galley kitchen, as it was very small and cramped. 

But not that morning. The house was unusually quiet. As Dylan stared at the glow-in-the-dark star stickers above his bed, he wondered if his parents had slept in. He couldn’t hear any cars on the road, any dogs barking outside, or the birds singing their usual morning songs. It was so quiet, like the whole world had completely stopped. 

He got out of bed, yawning, as he glanced over at his alarm clock. To Dylan’s surprise, it was nearly eight thirty in the morning. He usually got up at seven to get ready for school. Oh, no! He must’ve forgot to set his alarm last night! Dylan frowned, realizing that he was going to be late for school. The school bus was going to leave in just a few minutes. He would barely have enough time to get dressed, never mind make his lunch. It was so strange that his parents hadn’t come in to wake him up. They must’ve noticed how late it was getting, and that he hadn’t gone downstairs to eat breakfast. 

Dylan ran over to his bedroom window. He pulled back his Star Wars curtains, and peered outside. It was extremely foggy out, the sky thick and grey. It was so foggy, that Dylan couldn’t even see all the houses on his street. They disappeared in the fog, the houses invisible. It was like the rest of the world had disappeared. There were no cars on the street, and none of his classmates were running down to the end of the street to catch the big, yellow school bus. The whole street was deathly quiet. Oh, how strange. Dylan frowned. This was like a nightmare – except that he knew he was awake. 

“Mom?” Dylan shouted out over his shoulder. “Dad? It’s almost eight thirty. Can you make my lunch? I don’t want to be late for school.” 

Dylan tilted his head slightly, listening for a response, but neither of them answered. Weird. Dylan was about to turn away from the window, when he saw something strange. Down below on the street, there were three people walking down the pavement. They were moving slowly, shuffling forward at a snail’s pace. Their arms hung loose at their sides, chins dropped down to their chests. They were groaning – loud enough that Dylan could hear them through his closed bedroom window. He stared at the three figures with abject horror. Zombies! 

“Oh, my God,” Dylan whispered, his heart thumping in his chest. He couldn’t take his eyes off them; they were horrifying, while also intensely intriguing. He had seen zombies on TV, but never in real life. Dylan didn’t think they were real. But there they were, in the flesh. It was like he’d stepped into one of his favourite horror movies. Zombies. Oh, this was not what he had expected to see that morning. 

“Mom!” Dylan shouted out, stepping back from the window. He ran to his parents’ bedroom, but he found it empty. The blankets were pulled back, so he knew that they’d slept in the bed last night. Their pyjamas were strewn on the bedroom floor, and it looked like they had gotten up earlier, and got ready for work. “Mom? Dad? Where are you?” 

Dylan started going room to room, looking for his parents. But he couldn’t find them anywhere. The eggs were sitting on the counter, and the pancake batter in the bowl. But no parents anywhere. As Dylan continued searching the house for his parents, he saw that the front door was wide open. They were both gone, and he had no idea where they were. 

Maybe, Dylan thought, they’d heard the zombies outside and gone to see what was going on. He peered outside, and saw that their car was still in the driveway. He didn’t think they’d gone to work, because his father’s briefcase was still in the front hall beside the coat hook. And he’d never go to work without it. They were gone, and Dylan had no idea if they were ever going to come back. 

Dylan locked the front door, worried that the zombies might try and come into the house. He didn’t want them to bite him, or attack him. But as he watched the street from inside the safety of his house, Dylan could see that the zombies were long gone. They’d continued on down the road, disappearing in the fog. He didn’t know how many of them were out there, if it were just those three, or many more. But he wasn’t going to venture outside to find out.  It just wasn’t safe out there. 

Dylan’s stomach was growling, and so he went back to the kitchen. There was no way he was going to school that morning, not with zombies walking around town. Dylan started making pancakes. He knew how to cook; his parents had insisted on giving him cooking lessons when he’d turned seven – and that was ages ago. He was nine, now – almost ten. 

Dylan stood at the oven, carefully flipping the pancakes when he saw the bubbles appear on the top of the pancake batter. And when he was done, he had a large plate of pancakes, drizzled with syrup, and some jam. Dylan put the egg carton back in the fridge, thinking that he could use them later. A fried egg sandwich sounded good for his lunch. He slowly ate his breakfast, listening to the fridge hum. The house was unnaturally quiet. He didn’t like that at all. 

When he was done his breakfast, Dylan curled up in his favourite armchair by the living room window, and cupped his chin in his hand. He pulled back the curtain a few inches, staring out at the foggy street. He wondered what he was supposed to do now. He didn’t like that he was alone, when there were zombies running around the neighbourhood. As he sat there, Dylan saw a few more zombies walking past, but they paid him no mind. The zombies growled and groaned, hunched over, as they slowly stumbled down the road. 
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Dylan knew that he needed to be prepared for anything. He was alone in the middle of a zombie apocalypse, so he didn’t have anyone to protect him if something happened. Though he’d waited all morning, his parents had never come back home. He’d run across the street, and rung the doorbell for his neighbours’ houses, but nobody responded. Dylan had tried calling some of his school friends, but nobody picked up. The phone rang and rang. He tried calling the school, with no answer. Dylan even tried calling the pizza place on Main Street, thinking that it would be good to talk to any grownup at that point. Again, no answer. Dylan realized that he was very much alone. And he knew that he had to start making a plan for his own survival. 

Dylan decided to use his backyard treehouse as his home base. He could sleep out there in a sleeping bag. He’d done it before; Mom let him sleep in the treehouse sometimes. Dylan thought about how he could keep a secret stash of food, and other supplies in his treehouse. It would be his secret hideout from the rest of the world – especially if someone decided to break into the house, or if zombies came onto the property. He could pull up the treehouse ladder, and he’d be safe up in the treehouse. And it was really high up, so it’d be perfect for him to keep an eye on the neighbourhood. 

Dylan grabbed his school bag, and tossed his binder, and textbooks on his bed. He wouldn’t be needing them. Now that there were zombies, Dylan knew that he wasn’t going to go to school any time soon. He started looking around his room, trying to figure out what to bring with him into the treehouse. He grabbed his flashlight from under his pillow, and crammed it into his bag. He threw a few changes of clothes into his bag, and a few books. Dylan filled up his large water bottle, knowing that he needed to be prepared for anything.  

As he went out to the treehouse, Dylan stared up at it. It was high up, which was nice. He’d be able to see a fair distance, especially with his binoculars. He would definitely get to be a lookout, keeping an eye out for zombies. But the treehouse wasn’t exactly the nicest place to live. It was pretty basic. Dad had said that he’d upgrade it in the summer – but that was a few months away. Dylan frowned, wondering if he’d ever get to work on the treehouse with his father. He sure hoped so. 

Dylan slipped on his backpack, and climbed up the ladder. When he got to the top, he quickly pulled the ladder up so that nobody could climb to the top. He looked around the treehouse. There were leaves, and bugs, and small twigs all over the treehouse
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