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To my two English teachers: Wendy Schofield and Terese Reeves. Thankfully NEITHER of you will ever have a pupil like Ed Bagley.
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My name is Ed Bagley … and I might just be your best friend. You know why? I’ll tell you. One day, the things that happened to me might just happen to you … and if they do, you’re going to need some serious help. Well, here it is …

Forget everything you’ve ever seen or heard about werewolves, zombies and vampires. Done that? Awesome – now, listen up because I’m going to tell you the single most important fact you’ll ever learn:
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… especially if you’re a kid.



The three most miserable guys I know are all vampires; werewolves go insane really quickly, and ghouls cry all the time. Me? I’m a zombie … and that’s no picnic. Of course, I didn’t used to be like this. I used to be just like you: a normal boy from a normal school in a – well, OK – semi-normal town.



First things first: if you’re going to learn anything about the undead, you need to grasp the three BIG rules:



1) Everything dies … not just your hamster. Dying is a natural part of life (unless, like me, you’re hit by a massive truck on your thirteenth birthday – there’s nothing natural about that). You live, you die. Get over it: I did.

2) Living people don’t see or hear the dead. You know why? It’s because they don’t want to. Nobody wants a corpse for a friend. It’s logic, really – you’d be the same. If you don’t believe me, ask yourself this simple question: if you were in a room with two other people and one of them was dead, which one would you talk to? Exactly. When you’re oozing pus and slime from a lovely variety of flesh wounds, you’d be amazed how many people will look right through you.

3) The dead have their own problems. They can get upset, they can fall out and, more importantly, they can die. Yeah, that’s right: the dead can die. They just don’t do it very often.



So … I guess it’s time to tell you my story. I’ll go right back to the beginning, so you can throw up in all the right places …
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I live in a place called Mortlake. It’s a fishing town, and most folks think it’s hidden. In fact, it’s as easy to find as any other town on the south coast of England, but people tend not to see things that upset them … and Mortlake upsets people. The dead run riot here – and I’m not kidding: the place is full of zombies, vampires, ghouls, werewolves and all the other horrors you can think of. Trust me, if it oozes slime, eats flesh, drinks blood or chomps on bone, there’s a good chance it lives here.
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Mortlake is a real dump. There’s a rumour that it became the way it is because, back in medieval times, the people of Mortlake got into some sort of dispute with a band of local witches and the town was cursed. It’s an easy story to believe. You can tell Mortlake is cursed just standing on the cliff and looking down: it’s all lopsided streets full of collapsing houses with crooked chimneystacks and no windows. If you want to make the place seem halfway normal, you have to stand on your head and squint.

I was thirteen years old on the day I died, and I’d lived in Mortlake all my life. I guess I was a weedy kid: I once broke a rib by sneezing, and I’m pretty sure I’m the only person ever to cut themselves opening a packet of crisps (they were salt and vinegar, too – that really hurt).
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A year before I died, I electrocuted myself on the back of a carnival truck at the local circus. I was being an idiot, trying to get some mates a free ride on the bumpers by jerking around with a control panel: the shock went right up my left arm and practically fried my brain.

I didn’t actually die, but after the accident I would faint a lot: one minute I’d be walking along the street and the next I’d wake up back at home in bed. How off is that? The doctors told my folks it was a ‘psychological’ problem, which means they didn’t have a clue what was wrong. All I know is that I had really weird dreams afterwards: running around in odd places and basically trying to kill myself in a million ways, always using my left hand. Rough, huh?

Well, it gets a lot worse …
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There was a depot about half a mile from the edge of Mortlake. Apparently, it was a ‘distribution warehouse’ for an internet company, whatever that actually meant. The people of Mortlake hated the place …

… and that was because of the trucks.

No one really knew why they went so fast along the Outskirts Road. It was like they filled up with rocket fuel instead of petrol before they left the port. Max’s mum always said that it was a miracle no one had been killed on the road, but the thing about miracles is that they tend to run out …

On the night I died, I was on the Outskirts Road doing a school project on insect behaviour. It was dark and stormy, and I was totally bored; I’d taken to peeing on dead seagulls for something to do.
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Anyway, I decided to quit the project and head to my best mate’s house: he had a PS3 in every room, because his dad got compensation after an accident at the morgue.

It was cold as well as wet and windy, so I was totally shifting it through the pouring rain. Then it happened.

Running across the widest part of the road, I suddenly felt the most incredible, crippling pain shoot up my left arm. At first, I thought maybe I’d been stung by a massive wasp, but then the pain got worse and worse and worse.

Unable to move my arm for the pain, I cried out, twisted myself around, staggered slightly and made for the far side of the road. In doing so, I failed to look where I was going and stepped through a broken grate in the middle of the road. Yeah: through it.

I doubled up in pain, twisted my foot and folded over like an old deckchair. As the sky emptied gallons of water on my head, I made everything worse by wriggling to get free: I jammed my ankle under the bars and wedged my shin between them, and pulled what felt like a tendon in my other leg as I tried to wrench myself free. My left arm still hanging limp at my side, I gritted my teeth and swore with frustration.
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It was no good: no matter which way I twisted and turned, my foot wouldn’t work loose. If anything, the storm actually helped to kill me: it blocked out the flash of the headlights and the noise from the oncoming truck.

Looking back, I guess I did everything I could have done: I shouted out and waved my arms and stuff … but the truck wasn’t stopping. It hit me head on.
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It ripped my leg off and then rumbled over me as if I was a puppy dog’s chew toy. I was thrown into the air, hit a tree and cracked like an egg on the side of a frying pan. To make matters worse, it then skidded to a halt and reversed over me, neatly removing my head and catapulting my left arm into a nearby tree.

Have I mentioned how much I hate truck drivers?

Anyway, I know all this because I saw it. There I was, drifting away from the scene like a very thin handkerchief blowing in the breeze, further and further until the road became a thin grey line and the trees melted into a shimmering sea of green. The world swam away and the lights of Mortlake all bled together …
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When I woke up, I found myself lying in a stinking, foetid sewer. The whole place was glowing with a strange, yellow-green wash of light … which turned out to be coming from me. I was covered from head to toe in something that might have been mud but that I strongly suspected – due to the smell – was something worse.

I felt dead.

I had been … decapitated. I know: I saw it happen. I saw my own head rolling up the road: I think it even knocked over a traffic cone.
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I tried to raise a hand to my throat, but it wouldn’t budge. Nothing would. My muscles were frozen. I tried to blink, or sniff, or swallow, but failed to get the slightest reaction from my body. All I could do was lie completely still with my eyes wedged open, observing the weirdest stage of my sad, pitiful existence.

Then … then something started to move.

My left arm, which was stretched out in front of me, twitched: once, twice, three times. After that, nothing happened for a few seconds.

I watched, and waited … feeling nothing.
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Then, with the speed of those very tiny ceiling spiders that leap when you try to squash them, my left hand flipped over and all four fingers clawed into the slimy cracks on the sewer floor. They wriggled a bit, hooked themselves well into the cracks and then flexed, dragging my body towards the edge of the weedy, scum-covered bank.
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