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PICK HER UP,
YATOOL. M




OUR MOM WAS BITTEN
ON A FOOP RUN ABOUT
TWO MONTHS BACK.

7

SHE RETURNED

s

==———=\ BLEEPING BADLY, BUT

5 4 DAC, WHO WAS WITH
HER AT THE TIME,
. NEVER CAME BACK.
I I

THEY WERE SURFRISED BY B

A GROUP OF SCAVENGER=S, [N

JET A BUNCH OF STARVING [

BUT SHE ANP PAP

MOM MANAGED TO
WERE SEPARATED.

SHOOT HER WAY OUT
OF THE SCRAP... -




IN HER HASTE, SHE
= RAN RIGHT INTO A
‘ CROWP OF ZOMBIES.,

SHE HAD YET TO COMPLETELY
DIE, AND THE FACT THAT SHE cOULD
TALK MAPE |T IMPOSSIBLE FOR US
TO PUT ONE IN HER BRAIN.

/ SHE WAS OUR
MOTHER, AFTER

YOU PON'T KiLL HER JUST B
BECAUSE SHE SUPPENLY
PREFERRED THE TASTE
OF HUMAN FLESH TO AN

5 h OLD CAN OF BEANS. !




THE NATURE OF
THE FLAGUE WAS 50
UNPREPICTABLE.

IVE SEEN MANY
OF MY FRIENDPS PIE
AT THE MOUTHS OF

ZOMBIES,

SOME TALKED,
SOME PIPNT.
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SOME OF THEM PIEC ANP
STAYED PEAC. OTHERS

W TURNED IMMEDIATELY INTO
RABIP FLESH-EATERS.

SOME RAN LIKE SPRINTERS
IN A RELAY RACE, WHILE OTHERS B
SHAMBLED 50 sLOW YOU coOULDP
WALK RIGHT AROCUND THEM.

IT WAS GETTING 5O THAT A
FERSON COULDP HARDLY TELL
THE SCAVENGERS FROM THE
ZOMBIES.







MAX BARRETT.

SECOND PERIOP &¥M
CLASS WHO ALSO USED
TO LIVE IN THE BUILEING.

A KiP FROM MY

IT SRAE MY RIFLE ANC
BLOW POOR MAX'S BRAINS
ALL OVER THE INTERSECTION,

BUT I KNOW BETTER.

IT's A WASTE OF AMMO ANP YOU NEVER
KNOW WHO WOULDP HEAR THE SHOT AND
COME RUNNING... OR SHAMBLING. SHOOT
ONLY WHEN YOU NEED TO, NEVER FOR
FUN OR KICKS, SOMETHING MY JACKHOLE

Us INTO MORE THAN ONE BAD SITUATION.

BROTHER NEVER LEARNED, AND |T GOT

———




GRAB ME SOME
BATTERIES WHILE
YOU'RE OUT.

AND SEE
IF THERE ARE
ANY GAMES AT
TARGET.

THE TARGET
IS WIPED OUT OF
EVERYTHING.
AND THERE'S NO
WAY IN HELL I'M GOING
ALL THE WAY TO ORANGE
COUNTY TO THE OTHER

ONE.

YOU'RE SUCH A
LITTLE TOOL, MIKE. 1
SHOULD COME OVER

I THOUGHT ABOUT TAKING THE
CHALLENGE, BUT HE OUTWEIGED
ME BY AT LEAST 70 FOUNPS.

PEREK WAS THE BIGGEST
BULLY IN SCHOOL, ANP HE'S
ONLY GOTTEN BIGGER SINCE
EVERYBOPDPY ELSE IN THE

WORLE PIER.
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IT HAP ONLY BEEN A
COUPLE MOMENTS SINCE I
CHECKELD THE PEEPHOLE,
BUT SOMETIMES THAT'S
ALL T TOOK.

/ 28
/ MISTER BARRETT,
MAX'S DAD.
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FORGOT ’ ; x GODPDAMNIT, :

TO CHECK THE ‘[ DEREK, WHY'D YoU

PEEFPHOLE, YA o USE THE SHOTGUNZ!
RETARD! ~ I WAS RIGHT IN THE

g CROSSFIRE, :

LY




TOO BAP MR. BARRETT |5 50

ROTTEN OR I COULD FEED HIM TO

MOM, BUT THE ZOMBIES ONLY LIKE |
FRESH MEAT

» //
ILL HAVE TO FIND ANOTHER RECENTLY
TURNEP ZOMBIE, O WORSE, sHOOT §
A SCAVENGER. I HATE POING THAT
BUT A WHOLE BOPY cOULP KEEF
MOM FEDP FOR A MONTH.







1 WHEN THE FLAGLE BEOKE, AFTER THE
B GENERAL PANIC AND FEEDING FRENZY OF
THE ZOMBIES HADP SETILEP POWN, SURVIVORS
IMMEDPIATELY RAIPED EVERY SINGLE CHAIN
STORE AND STRIP MALL IN THE VALLEY.

FUNNY. THE ENP OF THE WORLD
ROLLS AROUND, THE PEAP ARE
WALKING THE EARTH, BUT ALL
EVERYBODY WAS WORRIEP ABOUT
WAS CLEANING THEIR ASS.

IN FACT, INSTEAD OF GUNS
ANP AMMO, MOST PEOFLE

WENT AFTER THINGS LIKE
CLOTHING ANP TOILET PAFPER.

MOM AND PADP HAD BEEN SMART. THEY
MAPE CAREFUL RUNS GATHERING FOOPD,
AMMO, WATER AND BATTERIES ANP THEN
SEALED US ALL IN THE APARTMENT FOR THE

FIRST SiX MONTHS WHILE EVERYBOPY

OUTSIPE WENT CRAZY.

I REMEMBER THOSE SIX MONTHS
WITH AN OPP KIND OF FONPNESS.
PAD WAS STILL ALIVE, MOM WASN'T
A ZOMBIE, AND EVEN PEREK WAS
NICER TO ME.

MOM AND PAP DIP THEIR BEST TO KEEF US
SAFE AND HAFFY WHILE THE WORLD OUTSIPE
PEVOURED EACH OTHER. WHEN THE SCREAMING,
YELLING ANP SHOOTING &GOT TO BE TOQ LOUD,
DAP WOULP PLAY THE GUITAR ANP SING
SONGS TO COVER THE NOISE.




PEREK ANP I WERE JUST KIPS AT THE TIME, BUT
MOM AND PAP TAUGHT Us HOW TO SHOOT, ANP
EVEN HOW TO DPRIVE. THEY TAUGHT US EVERY-
THING THEY cOULP TO HELF Us SURVIVE A5 A

FAMILY, AND, IF WORSE CAME TO WORSE, ON
OUR OWN.

BUT EVEN THOUGH THEY WOULD TRY TO
BUFFER THE WORST OF [T FROM U's, MOM
AND DPAP PIPN'T HIPE THE TRUTH. THEY
COULPN'T REALLY.

PEREK ANP I WOULP SIT IN
THE WINCOW ANEP WATCH THE
FIRES BURNING AND THE
FIGHTING IN THE STREETS.

WE EVEN SAW THE MUSHROOM cLollP | . -
FROM THE BOMB THEY PROFFEDP ON SAN
DIEGO WHERE A LARGE CONCENTRATION

OF ZOMBIES EMERGED.




SCAVENGERS, TRYING TO BLOW
OUT THE STEEL-COVERED TIRES,

IlL TAKE A PIFFERENT
ROUTE ON THE WAY HOME. |.




e S 7
ZOMBIES, EATING A SCAVENGER. I
N COULD FROBABLY STOF ANP SEE IF
THERE |5 ANY MEAT, BUT FROM THE
LOOKS OF [T..

O
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~THERE'S PROBABLY NOT
MUCH LEFT FOR MOM.
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I'VE NEVER BEEN TO THI= FART
OF THE VALLEY BEFORE. BY THE
LOOKS OF [T, SOMEONE'S GOT
A REALLY 6O0P SET-UP GOING. - .

()
9
4

THE HOUSE HAS LIGHTS GOIN a .‘
A5 LIGHTS GOING ) ,OQ
INSIPE AND OUT 50 THAT MEANS 7,0'!9: diie"e
THEY HAVE A GENERATOR. '.,‘l‘._ X A
i W, " -
) " -
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A GIRL... ABOUT MY AGE,
MAYBE A BIT YOUNGER,
PLAYING N THE YARD.

HOW coULp sHE JUST BE OUT IN THE

OFEN LIKE THATZ FENCE OR NOT, SHE

COULDP GET HURT ANY NUMBER OF
Ways.

/|

THOSE THINGS AT EACH CORNER OF
THE FENCE... THEY LOOK LIKE CAMERAS,
BUT THEY'RE GUNS MOUNTED ON

\ SMALL ELECTRONIC TURRETS,
V. AL —
I GUESS THOSE LIGHTS ARE N
SOME FORM OF SENSORS.
N /ranvvBooy or anyTHING WeRE
PETECTED BY THOSE FERFETUALLY
ROVING LIGHTS, THEY WOULD SET
OFF THE WEAPONS. 4
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S STILL, THE GIRL COULD GET HIT

. v = BY A SNIPER. SHE SHOULDN'T
% S BE IN THE YARD.




THEY'RE A FAMILY... LIKE I USEDP TO
BE A PART OF. NORMAL IN EVERY
RESPECT EXCEPT FOR THE PISTOL
THE WOMAN WEARS AS A SIPEARM.
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HE LEFT Us.. LEFT MOM B HE ABANDONED HIS FAMILY X » ’ ! SN HANG ON A
7O DIE IN THE STREETS f TO BE WITH THIS ONE/ S SECOND.

ANP HIS KIP5 TO SURVIVE
ON THEIR OWN.

EY,
PICKHEAD, YéU FOUND
ANY FOOP YET?

I TOLDP HIM WHAT I FOUND, I TOLP HIM TO MAKE SURE
WHO IT FOUND. THERE WAS MOM WAS OKAY. TO CLEAN UFP
A LONG SILENCE. ¥ THE AFARTMENT.

"T1L BE BACK INA FEW ||
HOURS WITH FOOP.."




AN
A SETTLED

—
o
. :r-‘n.r-_$=-"
i 8N Ei‘.’é’?







YOU LYING,
PITCHING SON
OF A BITCH!

M... MIKE. IT'S
©O0P TO SEE YOU
AGAIN, 5... SON. CALM
POWN NOW. I CAN
EXPLAIN EVERY--

A oy’ \




M..MIKE, PLEASE...
YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND...
Y.. YOUR MOTHER AND 1
HAD... I55UES...
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YOU SHOULD HAVE . | 1
TALKED TO US. . -
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I A - Jll
I STOPPED LISTENING THE

SECOND I SAW HIM ON THE
LAWN WITH HIS NEW FAMILY,

I WASN'T EVEN

o LISTENING TO HIM.

I HAP ONLY ONE THOUEHT
EOING THEOUGH MY HEAL.

ONE MISSION.
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I RADIOED PEREK
ASAIN.

I TOLP HIM TO MAKE SURE |
MOM WAS OKAY. TO CLEAN UP
THE AFPARTMENT.

“ILL BE BACK IN A FEW
HOURS WITH FOOP..”




“.ANP A THREE-MONTH SUFPFLY
OF MEAT FOR MOM.”
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A TALE OF THE UNDEAD
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