Hello, wonderful human! Let me be the first to say, “Congratulations” for picking up this book. Let me introduce myself…well, on second thought, that might not be a good idea. For now, just call me, Mr. Narrator, because my real name will just be a distraction to you. Regardless, I’m so glad you’ve decided to try to understand your fellow earth sharers, zombies. 
Oh? 
You didn't think there was anything to understand? 
You think that zombies are horrifying creatures out for your blood?

I understand that you've seen movies portraying zombies as savages. I'm sure you've read books about how to kill the creatures before they can touch you with a ten foot hoagie roll. However, all of those things are simply not true. You, my fellow human, have fallen victim to one of the world’s biggest lies. 
In the pages that follow, you will find no offensive Hollywood zombie stereotypes. Just the story of how humanity and zombanity realized that our violent relationship was just a big misunderstanding.

I know you’re not reading this to listen to me go on about the cultural lies about zombies. I know you want to meet the hero of this book, the Nobel Prize winning Zed, one of my best friends. Zed isn’t much of a writer, so he’s given me the task of compiling, writing and presenting this story. I want it to be informative, and semi-educational for you, so it would be best for you to think of it like a narrative school book about zombies. You can do that right?

Before we begin, Zed’s asked me to clarify a few small details. First, I can’t tell you how Zed looks. That would be like explaining to you the differences between two lady bugs. It would be useless for me to tell you, “one has three spots, and the other has one.” 
I’m sure you’d get very angry and say something like, “Oh, is that so? Well, why don’t you to tell me the differences between two flies while you’re at it.”


To which I would respond, “One is big and the other is small.”  

Do you see how that wouldn’t do? 

I can tell you that he is a zombie, and because Zed is a zombie, he looks…well…grayish. He has grayish skin, grayish finger nails and a grayish tongue. The list of grayish things goes on.

You should also know that before the events of this book, Zed, like all zombies, had a skin condition called Speezles. Speezles was a rash that turned the skin of a zombie into blood red splotches. Often times, because the skin of a zombie is so loose, the skin would even peel back and expose the innards of the zombie body. In other words, when humans saw a Speezle outbreak, we saw bloody open wounds. Gross, I know, but imagine how the zombies felt about it. For Zed and most of his friends, Speezles were the main source of their insecurity, and no medicine could cure it. Trust me, Zed had tried them all.
Zed’s always been a caring zombie. His mother, Zarlene, told me once that she’s had very few issues with him. She said the only issue she ever had was that he never wanted to socialize with other zombies. He was always too busy volunteering at local charities like Eyes for The Eyeless, Zonald McZonald Speezle House, or Doctors without Hearts International. 


What’s that? 


How old is Zed? 

Well, as with most Zombies, they don’t really have an age. They don’t count themselves by years, or by time really, they just exist. Zed has existed for a while now, but he wouldn’t be considered old, mind you. If that answer isn’t good enough for you, then picture him as old as you are. If you are twelve, then by George, so is Zed. If you are fifty five, well then so is Zed.


Where was I before you interrupted? Oh, yes. Zed had always dreamed of finding a cure to Speezles. He still tells me all the time about how he would sit at his house thinking about how much better zombies would feel about themselves if Speezles were cured. At first, Zed’s own Speezle insecurities were his main inspiration to find a cure. He never wanted to be seen. He said that during that time he always felt like he looked like a blind sea monster wearing a neon pink wig. However, he quickly realized that if he let Speezles rule his life, he’d never be able to go out to his favorite place in the entire world, Wilmer Wilmerson’s Wishful and Wistful Frozen Yogurt Wonder.

Once he over came his own insecurity, Zed’s inspiration to find a cure for Speezles became two fold: he wanted his fellow zombies to be able to enjoy life without thinking about how Speezled they looked, and he had a crush on a beautiful zombie-girl named Zaylor that had a particularly severe case of Speezles. Out of all of the zombies he knew, he wanted her to be the happiest.
When Zed wasn’t curing Speezles, he ran his own clothing business. 

Wait…really? You didn’t think zombie’s cared about clothes? Well they do and Zed’s clothing business was doing amazingly well.

Early in his existence, Zed designed a clothing line he called “tattered style,” and it spread like a virus. Tattered Style ended up on fashion runways in New York. Some indie fashionistas you probably haven’t heard of would probably say that he’s the “father of the zombie style.” At one point, Zed even had a zombie CEO call him everyday for a month, asking him to design a line of flavored toothpastes, and every day he would politely respond, “I am not a designer of mouth accessories, but of body clothes.” Zed would never say this, but he was kind of a big deal.
However, it wasn’t fame that drove Zed to wake up, put on his well-made pants and hit the fashion industry, it was curing Speezles. Zed was saving all of his stores earnings to buy a laboratory and start his scientific quest to rid the world of the disease. 

You’ll be delighted to know that it is on the day that Zed got enough money to buy his laboratory that our tale starts. For Zed, that day was the biggest day in his life, a day that he welcomed with an open chest cavity. (He asked me to leave the chest cavity joke out of the final copy of the book, but I couldn’t resist. It was just a really bad Speezles inflammation. He couldn’t help it). However, for him and the rest of the world, that day was the start of a global disaster that would leave the world in chaos. 
Zed Makes Pants for A Doomsdayer


Zed felt weird, and he couldn’t decide whether it was the deli-sliced undead turkey he had for lunch, or the fact that some zombie-man had just made an appointment to get a new pair of pants. Normally, pants didn’t faze Zed. Pants were, if you will, his peanut butter and jelly, his specialty. However, the zombie-man used phrases like “my last appointment,” and “last pair of pants. Ever.” It all seemed very final, and Zed didn’t know how to take it.
Zed sat behind his register perplexed, eyes wide as a sausage patty, chin rested on his fist. Zed picked up the package of turkey again and again. He checked the expiration date at least ten times before taking a walk around his store to get his mind off of making someone’s self-appointed, “last pair of pants.” 
At the back of his store, his best selling shirts—ones covered with rips and holes, little drops of red behind the “Support Speezle Society” scribed on the back—were running low. He walked into the stockroom to grab a few boxes when the front door bell buzzed. Zed jumped, and put his hand over his non-beating heart. 
“Every time!” he muttered. “Someday, that will give me a heart attack1.” 

1. Zed didn’t really understand what “give me a heart attack” meant. Because even if he ate one hundred fried Oreos dipped in soda and slathered in bacon grease, he could not have a heart attack. I only know this because Zed himself proved it a few weeks ago at a dinner party on a dare from Jennifer Lawrence.
Zed wandered back into the showroom, plopped the boxes down next to the back wall and walked up to the zombie-man that had entered his store. 
 “Hello, may I help you?” Zed asked, curious as to why the zombie was looking around his store like it had been made out of bubbles.

“You can,” the zombie said. “If you would just…give me a minute. I want to gaze upon a retail store one last time.” 
Zed pulled a measuring tape out of his pocket. “Ah, you must be my appointment.” 

“How on earth would you know that?” the zombie asked, head cocked, his thick brows furrowed.
“Well,” Zed said. “You seem to consistently use words like final, last and end. You know words with a sense of…uh…finality.”

The zombie scoffed. 
Strangely, Zed had gone his whole life without ever being scoffed at. So, he thought the zombie was sneezing and offered him a tissue. 

“Well you should be using words with finality too,” the zombie said.

“Should I?”

“Yes! Don’t you know?”

“Well, apparently not. Otherwise, I’d be agreeing with your every word. I’d be saying things like, ‘finally, you are here.’ No—no, that’s not right. I’d be saying things like ‘would you like your pair of pants before or after the end of the world?”

The zombie’s lips slid into a grin. “Ah, so you do know.”

“Gah!” Zed yelled, throwing his hands into the air. “I don’t! Didn’t you hear my entire explanation?”

The zombie waved his hand like he was trying to keep the smell of a colony of farting ants from his nose. “Someone’s Webblixitonin has been activated. We don’t have time for any more explanation. I need my pants.”
Zed let out a powerful huff. He’d never met a man he found more frustrating. “Right, pants.” 

Zed unrolled his measuring tape and measured the width of the zombie’s arms and torso. When he knelt down to measure the zombie’s waist, the zombie objected. 

“No, no, no. My zombie measurements won’t do,” he said. “I need pants that will fit me when I turn into a human.”

“Oh, right,” Zed said, putting down his measuring tape, feeling slightly embarrassed he didn’t measure for human pants first. 

Wait, human pants? 

Zed gawked at the man. “A human? Are you barking mad?”

“Not mad at all,” the zombie said. “Quite the contrary, I have a few degrees and certifications in human studies.”

“There’s a school program for human studies?”

The zombie frowned. “Absolutely, why is that a surprise to you?”

“Well, it’s kind of like, you know, saying you have certificates and diplomas in unicorn studies.”

“Do unicorns not exist?” the zombie asked.

“I don’t know, I guess they do.” Zed laughed awkwardly. “If you know where I could find one, point me that way.” He squatted down to measure the zombie’s ankles and rolled his eyes.

“No time for unicorns. Hurry on with these pants because we’re running out of time. Humans have twice as much muscle as Zombies, so take that into account when you measure.”

“Wider legs, coming up,” Zed said. 

Humans. This zombie was watching way too many horror movies. Surely, he must have escaped from the loony box, or at least had some of the same undead turkey Zed had for lunch. 
Zed went on with his measurements, but no matter how hard he tried to ignore the peculiarity of his client, every second that passed made Zed more and more curious. After almost three minutes of silence, Zed couldn’t help himself.

“So, is there a reason you are turning into a human?” he asked.
“Because of the human apocalypse. It’s coming. Today as a matter of fact.”

“Human Apocalypse? Today? A matter of fact?” Zed repeated.

“Aye.”

“How?”

The zombie shook his head. “My Shaun, Zed, are you not prepared? Today, at precisely six thirty, a human apocalypse will end our world as we know it. It will spread to China, Greece. Heck, maybe even Australia.”

“Humans in Australia?” Zed asked.

“You’re a very repetitive fellow aren’t you? Yes, maybe even Australia.”

Zed had no idea how to respond to zombie. His claim seemed so preposterous. As a matter of fact, it shocked Zed so much that he was silent for rest of the appointment.
Zed finished measuring, picked out denim and went to work on making the zombie’s ridiculously baggy pants. He broke his silence only to tell the zombie he could leave and come back later to pick his pants. However, the zombie just wandered around in Zed’s store, touching the walls, shelves and everything in reach. 

A few hours later, when the pants were ready, Zed called him over to the cash register. “Ok, here they are.” He held them out to his strange client, brushing off a small loose thread by the zipper. “Original and incredibly baggy Zeds.” 

The zombie sauntered up to the counter with a “Support Speezle Society” shirt and put a big brief case on the counter. 

He turned to leave. “Thank you very much, Zed. Remember, six thirty!”


“Uh, Zir? Can you pay please? I’m a business, not a panda.” 


The zombie turned on his heel. For a zombie claiming the world was ending, he was strangely happy. “The money is in the brief case. I’m sure that there will be enough for you. See you later, Zed.” 

The bell rang as the zombie walked out the shop door. Zed jumped in fright and his knee hit the brief case. It flew off the counter. The case popped open and stacks of hundred dollar bills scattered all over the floor.

“Shaun me to Canada,” Zed said, looking at the green stacks of cash. He launched himself over the counter and landed on top of the pile. He threw stacks in the air, built houses out of them, pretended like he was Zill Zates by throwing a stack at the occasional fly that landed on his counter. After his initial excitement wore off, Zed counted everything and realized if he combined the pile of money he was just given with his savings, he finally had enough money to buy the laboratory he’d been dreaming of for the last five years. He forgot all about the crazy zombie who bought human pants, and ran to Costco to purchase his laboratory as quick as his undead feet would take him.

