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Prologue
In a small town, much like one you may know, there lives a little girl named Abigail. She isn’t like other little girls, or other children even. You see, she has a pet zombie. This is just one of their adventures. 
 







Chapter One
It was a day like any other day, but it wasn’t. Today Abigail has some big choices to make. Abigail sits in her class, bored and with her mind roaming over many thoughts. She doesn’t hear the math lecture. She ignores her English lesson. In fact, she almost doesn’t hear the bell chiming for the end of the day!
She doesn’t wave goodbye to her friends. She doesn’t see Mrs. Lamb’s watchful expression. She walks right past the crossing guard without even offering the normal ‘high-five’. Abigail’s mind is very, very far away.
“You okay, Abs?” Margaret asks, slightly out of breath from catching up with her friend.
“Mmhhmm,” Abigail half-heartedly answers. Her mind is still a swirl of her inner thoughts.
“You were awfully quiet in class today,” Margaret says as the two walk their normal route home. She’s still trying to coax her friend from her thoughts.
“Mmhmm,” Abigail says, again.
Abigail’s long braids sway as the two walk, much in the same style as Margaret’s red pigtails. Where Margaret wears bright colors, Abigail prefers her darker, subtle shades. It’s not just their clothing which separates their two personalities. Margaret is the true outspoken one of their group. With Margaret’s annoyance for her friend’s demeanor growing, she shows her short temper once again.
“Okay,” Margaret declares, stopping in front of Abigail’s path. “What is going on with you, Abigail Masters? You didn’t say goodbye to Lilly or Teddy. You’ve hardly said a word all day AND,” Margaret pauses adding extra emphasis, “you didn’t even eat your cookies with lunch! They were Mrs. Bell’s cookies. No one ever says no to Mrs. Bell’s cookies!” Margaret states with an almost soft, dreamy voice. 
Abigail shrugs, unmoved by Margaret’s devotion to the lunch lady’s cookies. “I just have to figure something out.”
“Figuring something out?” Margaret asks, hooking her arm with the other girl’s. “That’s what friends are for! Once, Lilly spent all day trying to remember where she put her favorite necklace, you know, the one with the angel wings? Well, guess who helped her figure it out?” Margaret pauses as long as her excitement allows her to pause. She flashes Abigail a proud smile before answering her own question. “Me!”
“I remember,” Abigail offers, still keeping her thoughts to herself.
“So?” Margaret stares, waiting patiently as the two begin to once again walk home. 
At least to Margaret she waited patiently. 
“Well??” Margaret demands, her patience having ran out.
With a sigh, Abigail confesses her confusion. “My parents have decided I’m old enough for a pet of my very own, but I don’t know what I want.”
Margaret’s whole body sags upon finding out the big debate isn’t such a big thing after all. “That’s it? THAT’S what you have been so mopey about? You wasted two of Mrs. Bell’s cookies over that?”
Abigail shrugs again, feeling rather silly now having said it out loud and having watched her friend’s reaction. “It’s kinda a big deal. They said it’s a lot of responsibility.”
“I mean, I get it.,” Margaret says talking over her friend’s distress. “Before I found Mr. Snickers, I must have looked at over a dozen kittens searching for just the right one.”
Abigail scrunches her face trying to remember when Margaret had a kitten. “Mr. Snickers?”
“Yeah. My cat.” Margaret smiles.
“But Margaret, you don’t have a cat.” Abigail states with a questioning tone.
“Well, I did,” Margaret explains. “But we found out my dad is allergic to cats. Now, my aunt has Mr. Snickers which Mom says is fine because she says my aunt needs the company.”
The two walk in silence for a while, waving at neighbors they pass along the way with welcoming faces and kind greetings. Both are lost in their own thoughts about the current conversation. 
“I mean I still get to see her sometimes,” Margaret offers when the conversation has lulled too long for her comfort.
“Her?” Abigail asks, once again confused by her friend’s confession. 
“Yeah. Mr. Snickers.” Margaret smiles again thinking of her furry friend. “Oh,” she says sensing Abigail’s confusion. “I didn’t know she was a she when I named her.”
Abigail slowly nods, staring at Margaret with a baffled face, but she doesn’t say anything.
Margaret stops so suddenly she almost pulls Abigail off her feet - since the two still have their arms entwined.  
“You know who does have a cat?” Margaret asks, her face beaming with excitement again. 
“Lilly!” Both girls shout at once.
Abigail smiles her first smile of the day remembering the little tabby Lilly often talks about in class.
“We could go over there. See if a cat is what you want?” Margaret gently asks, lifting one eyebrow with her question.
Thinking to herself, Abigail nods. It would be a very easy way to discover if a cat is what she wants.
“Okay,” Abigail agrees, eager to test the theory.
“See you there after homework?” Margaret hopefully asks.

“Sounds like a plan. Meet you there!” Abigail waves goodbye to her friend still wearing a hopeful smile.
“See, Abs?” Margaret shouts to her friend’s back. “Friends are great for figuring things out and you’re super lucky to have one of the best figure-er-outers for a friend. Don’t you worry, Abs,” Margaret continues to shout at the departing Abigail, “we’ll find the perfect pet for you!”
 







Chapter Two
It seems to take forever for Abigail to finish her homework and chores. In her mind, each second ticks and tocks slowly on the large clock. Its little hands seem to reluctantly bounce forward despite Abigail’s aggravation. Time, for Abigail, has crawled until she finally skips along her path to Lilly Hawthorn’s house, eager to test Margaret’s plan.
As Abigail arrives, she can already hear her friend’s laughter from the back yard. It seems, only she took forever to finish her work. 
Perhaps, Abigail thinks to herself, I should pay better attention in class.
“Hey slowpoke!” Margaret shouts, in her normal energetic voice confirming Abigail’s thoughts. “We were wondering if you were coming.”
“Got stuck on math,” Abigail admits. 
Lilly, laying on the grass, looks to Abigail with a smile. “Me, too. Luckily, my sister Ashley wanted to prove she’s super smart and helped me.”
“Helped?” Abigail asks with a smile, remembering the many stories of Lilly’s older sister.
All three girls begin to laugh together when Lilly winks. 
“Did you want to pet Lickalot?” Lilly asks when the girls stop giggling. 
There, sitting unseen before, is the little tabby which has launched Margaret’s great plan. Lickalot bounces around the thick grass. She searches and perches along a circle path the pink leash allows for her to roam. As cute as she is, Abigail just isn’t thrilled. 
“What do you do with a cat?” Abigail asks, once again retreating into her many thoughts.
“What do you mean?” Margaret asks, her face scrunched with her confusion. 
“Can you take her for walks?” Abigail ponders.
“Only if you’re Cat Lady Goodwin!” Lilly remarks.

“Yeah that’s more of a dog thing,” Margaret offers. 
Abigail ponders, tilting her head to find a better view of Lickalot. “Does she do any tricks?”
Lilly thinks for a moment, watching the kitten play. “Not really. She mostly just scratches things or licks her paws. A lot.”
“Does she help with chores or homework?” Abigail asks.
Lilly and Margaret both look to Abigail with confusion. “No,” they both say in different ways.
With frustration, Abigail asks, “What kind of pet is a cat?”
Lilly tils her head, hearing her friend’s distress. “They really just do their own thing until they want attention. They don’t do tricks. You can’t take them to the park. Sometimes she cuddles. Sometimes she won’t. Mostly, she does what she wants.”
Abigail watches the kitten play. She watches how it completely ignores the girls, unless batting at Margaret’s hand. She doesn’t think a cat is what she wants. 
“Sounds like you may want a dog, or even a puppy,” Lilly suggests.
Abigail nods. “Maybe.”
“Teddy has a dog,” Margaret states. “Want to go see what they are doing?”
With a sigh, feeling already quite defeated, Abigail agrees. “We can try.”
Pulling Lickalot along behind her, Lilly shouts, “Wait for me! I’ll put her inside and join you.”
“If she were a dog, we could just take her,” Margaret whispers to Abigail. “Total bonus to dogs, by the way.”
“But aren’t people scared of dogs?” Abigail ponders out loud. 
Margaret makes a rude noise with her mouth to vocalize her frustrations. “It’s Murksville,” she says, as if it clears up any doubts. 
Abigail looks to Margaret only more confused, but before she can ask her questions, Lilly returns. She’s pulled her blonde hair high into a ponytail and it bounces with every movement she makes. 
“Ready?” Lilly asks the other two, oblivious to their conversation. “I haven’t seen Biscuit in so long!”

In classic Lilly style, she doesn’t wait for Abigail or Margaret. She proudly leads the trio onto the next step of Margaret’s great plan. As the three stroll along the sidewalk, they laugh and comment on things as often friends will do. They wave to the neighbors they pass. They even wave to the ones who don’t wave back.
“What if I don’t like a dog?” Abigail whispers her question, worried over their answers.
“Who doesn’t like dogs?” Margaret wrinkles her face with her question.
“Oh!” Lilly grows excited hearing the question. “My mom!”
“Why?” Margaret and Abigail ask together, each with different reasons and expressions.
“Dunno,” Lilly offers. “Something about their smell and how they destroy the grass. Which won’t be a problem for you since your parents don’t care about their grass.”
“How do you know my parents don’t care about our grass?” Abigail doesn’t need to ask. She already knows what Lilly is about to say.
“Just something else my mom said,” Lilly answers, and both Margaret and Abigail roll their eyes. 
“Your mom sure has a lot to say.” Margaret frowns. 
“That’s what my dad says!” Lilly laughs with her answer. “You should see it when they both have a lot to say.”
“But seriously, what am I going to do if I don’t like dogs?” Abigail voices her concern. “My parents want a decision very soon!”
“Abs,” Margaret begins, turning to face her friend, “what did I tell you earlier? There isn’t a better figure-er-outer than me! If I can find a necklace, I can find you a pet. We’ll figure out what’s the perfect pet for you.”
“Yeah,” Lilly agrees. “Just don’t ask her to figure out anything in social studies and you’ll be fine.”
Abigail laughs when Margaret sticks her tongue out at Lilly with her response, but even Margaret must join in the laughter. After all, that’s what friends do. 
 







Chapter Three
Teddy just so happened to already be outside when the three girls arrived. He was riding his bicycle in long circles around the cul-de-sac where he lives. Biscuit happily greets them, darting from the front yard where he was sunning.
“He’s awfully loud,” Lilly remarks to Biscuit’s eager barking. 
“That’s his happy bark,” Teddy tells the girls, struggling with the leash to bring the dog back into the yard. “You should hear him when he’s angry.”
“Biscuit’s never angry,” Margaret scoffs. “He loves everyone.”
“Yeah, mostly.” Teddy agrees. “You should see him, though, when my dad won’t share his food. He gets super angry then.”  
Margaret makes a face of doubt. “You sure? He doesn’t look like he’s missed any food.”
“What do you mean?” Teddy asks, still struggling to bring the dog back home. 
The irony isn’t lost on the girls. Secret giggles turn into full laughter when the large white dog finally gets free from Teddy, landing Teddy right on his rear in a mud puddle still soaked from the earlier rain. 
“Biscuit!” Teddy shouts, soaked in muddy water. “Stay!”
Biscuit, having finally reached the girls, rolls over onto his back with glee. He waits for belly rubs with a wide smile on his face. He ignores the angry sounds from Teddy coming from across the yard.
“Does he ever listen?” Abigail asks.
“Sure,” Teddy replies trying to shake the excess water from his shoes. “When someone has food, or when my dad gets super angry. Otherwise, he pretty much just lays around until someone comes over.”
“What happens when someone comes over?” Abigail asks.
Teddy, covered in mud and water, gestures to where Biscuit lays. “That.”
Abigail watches as the two girls lavish the dog with attention. They both talk in exaggerated voices most reserve for babies. They scratch his ears and rub his wide belly. In fact, Margaret and Lilly seem completely lost in their affection for the dog. Lickalot didn’t inspire such emotions. Lickalot was happier to be exploring than being petted, but perhaps it isn’t the same with every cat and dog.
“Are all dogs this friendly?” Abigail asks Teddy as they both stand watching Biscuit become the new favorite.
“Yeah. I mean all the ones I’ve met. They just want treats and belly rubs.” Teddy beams a smile to Abigail. “It’s why I like them so much.”
“Does he know tricks?” Abigail asks.
Teddy scratches his head pondering for a moment. “Knows, yes. Doesn’t mean he always does them.”
“Like what?” Margaret asks overhearing the conversation.
“He knows sit, shake, roll over, bedtime, go potty. The basics, I guess.” Teddy tells them.
“But not stay?” Margaret asks with a mischievous smile. 
“No. Not so much.” Teddy admits. “But that’s just because he loves people so much.”
“He is super friendly,” Lilly remarks still petting the dog who has become pretty much a giant marshmallow. “Lickalot only really likes Ashley. The rest of us she will sometimes let cuddle her.”
“That doesn’t sound very fun.” Teddy makes a face over the thought. 
“It’s fun to watch her run around the house or play with her toys.” Lilly offers. 
Abigail listens. She hears what each person is saying. She grows more undecided the more she hears what is being said. 
“Why all the questions, anyway?” Teddy asks, finally asking one of his own.
“Abs is trying to find the perfect pet!” Margaret shouts. “I’m helping her figure out which one.”
“There’s no such thing as the perfect pet,” Teddy tells Abigail with sincerity. “They’re all different.”
“What do you mean?” Abigail asks.
“Well, it’s like people. We each have our own personalities,” Teddy explains. “Not too many dogs are as lazy as Biscuit, and not all cats are antisocial like Lickalot.”
Abigail groans hearing Teddy’s advice. How will she ever find her perfect pet now?

Later that night Abigail finds herself laying wide awake in bed. She has tossed and turned, unable to get the idea of the perfect pet from her mind. She knows a cat is not what she wants. She knows a dog is not what she wants. Nor does she want a fish, a bird, or a lizard.  In fact, Abigail knows exactly what she doesn’t want. It’s just what she does want which alludes her. Right now, Abigail’s pet doesn’t seem to exist, but tomorrow is another day and another chance to discover the perfect pet. 
 







Chapter Four
“Good Morning, Abigail,” Mrs. Masters, Abigail’s mom, called to her, placing a rather large bowl of cereal on the table.
But for Abigail it wasn’t a good morning. It didn’t feel like morning at all. Abigail tossed and turned all night, pondering what would be her perfect pet. She had dreams of chasing rabbits, petting ponies, taming turtles, and swimming with fish. None of them felt right, though. 
The rabbits didn’t play. The ponies wouldn’t fit in the house. The turtles weren’t interested. The fish always swam away. 
What good is a pet if it doesn’t stay? Doesn’t fit? Or doesn’t play? Abigail grumpily thinks to herself. 
“Well someone is being super cranky today,” Mrs. Masters says after receiving no greeting from Abigail. 
“Sorry Mom,” Abigail offers. “It’s just this pet thing is starting to be no fun.”
“But pets are supposed to be fun,” Mrs. Masters counters. “It’s part of the reason we have pets.”
“What are other reasons?” Abigail asks, trying to escape her mother’s curious eyes. 
“Well,” her mom begins, “there’s companionship; something to keep you company when Michelle babysits or to sleep in your room when you’re feeling scared.”
“No pony then,” Abigail mutters under her breath between spoonfuls of the small sugar-coated circles. 
“There’s entertainment.” Mrs. Masters adds. “Someone to make you happy or to play with when bored.”
“Definitely not a turtle or fish,” Abigail mutters again, not wanting to distract her mother’s train of thought for advice. 
“Honestly, people get pets for all sorts of different reasons. Why do you want one, Abigail?”
Abigail pauses, having never been asked that question before. 
Why do I want one? Abigail asks herself. “I guess,” she starts and pauses again. “I guess I want one for friendship. Something to be lazy with like Lilly’s Lickalot or something to be playful with like Teddy’s Biscuit. I want something which kind of does it all, but I don’t know what that is.”
“What about a pet zombie?” Mr. Masters asks, entering the kitchen after overhearing their conversation. 
Abigail stares at her father, then looks to her mother before returning her stare back to her father. 
“A pet zombie?” Abigail asks. 
“Sure. Why not?” Mr. Masters returns her question with one of his own. Stroking his long black mustache, he says, “In fact, I had one when I was your age. We were the best of friends. I think it’s the perfect pet.”
“Yes,” Mrs. Masters agrees. “I think it would be.”
Abigail stares from her mother to her father with complete confusion. 
“That is unless you want something else?” Mr. Masters asks, sitting beside Abigail at the long table. “It’s your choice.”
Abigail ponders for a moment. Thinking over all the options and the questions asked and answered. 
“Can it stay inside?” Abigail asks.
“Right by your side,” her father responds.
“Can it go on walks?” Abigail asks.
“If it’s not too hot, sure, why not?” her father answers.
“Will it play games and learn tricks?” Abigail wonders. 
“If you show it how,” her father declares. 
Abigail smiles, feeling confident in her answer. “I think a pet zombie would be the perfect pet!”
“Good, he will be here when you arrive home from school.” Mr. Masters promises, smoothing his dark vest and slacks when he stands. 
“Really?” Abigail questions.
“Really!” Abigail’s parents answer. 
Abigail once again looks from parent to parent. She can’t believe what she is hearing. Is she finally going to have her perfect pet?
“Pet zombies are a lot of work,” Mr. Masters states. “It’s a lot of responsibility. They can sometimes be a handful. Do you think you’re ready?”
Abigail nods, with no voice to answer him. It’s escaped in her excitement. 
“He won’t be content to just sit around the house,” Mrs. Masters states. “You will have to play with him, walk him, and tend to all his needs.”
Abigail nods again, still not believing she may finally be getting her pet; a pet of her very own. 
“Well then!” Mr. Masters exclaims. “I guess it’s decided. Now, if you’re finished with breakfast, go ahead and place your bowl in the sink and off to school you go.”
Abigail rushes to finish her morning routine. Her mind is racing almost as fast as she is as she dashes about securing her books, her lunch, and her shoes. The moment she’s been waiting for is almost here. She just has to make it through one more day of school. 
“Oh, Abigail,” her mother calls when Abigail opens the door to leave. “Don’t tell your friends about your new pet.”
“But why?” Abigail asks, with disappointment thick in her voice. 
“Not everyone will think it’s the perfect pet,” Mrs. Masters tries to explain. “You know how the town can be.”
“Yeah,” Abigail agrees. “It’s Murksville.” 
Mrs. Masters smiles. “I’m afraid so, my dear.” 
Abigail’s mother walks her to the end of the yard, pulling open the large iron gate which surrounds their home. All around them, the town is waking up as people begin their day. Some look with caution to where the two stand; Abagail wearing her dark dress and her mother wearing a tight black dress with a wide hem. Some wave and wish them a good day. Some just completely look away. It bothers neither of them.  
“Hurry home, Abigail,” her mother calls before blowing her a goodbye kiss. “We love you!”
“Have a good day!” her father shouts from an upstairs window. 
Abigail smiles to herself. Today is going to be an amazing day. Today is the day she gets her pet zombie!
 







Chapter Five
The school day took forever. As soon as the bell rang, she ran as fast as she could all the way home. She didn’t stop to walk with Margaret. She didn’t wait to wave to Lilly or Teddy. She didn’t even acknowledge the neighbors calling out their hellos as she raced by them. For Abigail, only one thing mattered. 
Abigail pauses only long enough to latch the gate before running to where her mother stands pruning the black rose bushes. 
“Is he here?” Abigail asks, gasping for breath.
“Is who here?” Mrs. Masters asks trimming another long stem to place in her basket. 
“My pet,” Abigail questions, feeling confused and a touch of disappointment. 
“What pet?” her mother replies still focused on collecting her blooms.
Abigail feels heavy with her disappointment. She was so sure her parents had said he would be here when she returned from school. She was positive. 
Mrs. Masters turns with a smile sensing her game may have gone too far. “I guess you’ll have to go in the house and see,” she tells Abigail. 
Abigail almost trips over her own feet as she rushes into the house. 
I wonder what he will look like, she thinks to herself. Will he like me? Will he like my friends? 
All these questions and more rush through her head as she runs into the house. She looks in the living room, but it’s empty. She looks in the kitchen, but it too is empty. She searches the den, the hallways, dining room, even the bathroom, but there is no pet zombie. 
“Have you looked in your bedroom?” her mother calls from the front door, hearing the commotion Abigail’s search is causing.
Abigail sprints up the stairs, taking them two at a time in her haste. She almost stumbles on the landing before she can recover her footing. She’s in such a hurry she almost collides with her father before she can catch herself. 
“Woah there,” he calls out to avoid the crash. “Someone is in a hurry!”
“Is he in there?” Abigail asks, pointing to her room.
“He’s been waiting all afternoon.” Her father reassures her. 
“Is he nice?” Abigail whispers, just in case he’s listening.
“Very nice,” her father whispers, lowering himself to sit on the floor beside Abigail.
Abigail sits with her father as they both stare at her bedroom door. “Do you think he’ll like me?” she nervously asks. 
“Who wouldn’t?” her father responds with genuine honesty. 
“Well, I am a little different, Dad,” Abigail explains in a tone of worry.
“So is a pet zombie,” he reassures her with a wink and a smile to curve his mustache. 
Smiling, Abigail pauses thinking about her next worry. “Do you think he will want to play a lot?” Abigail asks keeping a hushed voice.
“I’m sure he will.” Mr. Masters agrees, also keeping his voice lowered. “Are you ready to meet him?”
Abigail swallows nervously. The moment she has been waiting for is here and she’s too nervous to move. 
“Come on,” her dad prompts, standing and offering her his hand to help her up.
His hand doesn’t just help her up. He gives Abigail’s hand a little squeeze for comfort as the two walk towards the door. When Abigail pushes the door open, there, in the middle of her purple painted room with its hanging bats, a pet zombie stands waiting for her.

He’s dressed in a long-sleeved white shirt. His pants are a dark brown, which match his dark brown boots, as of both being the same shade. His skin is a light green. Even with his imperfect smile, its warm and kind. All the worries and all the doubts Abigail felt now float away as he waves a gentle wave of hello.
“Hi,” Abigail tells him and his smile grows even larger. 
For the rest of the afternoon, and well into the night, the two play together. They chase each other around the house having to be reminded to be careful. Together they create blanket forts and houses built of cards until both come tumbling down. When night finally falls, Abigail tucks her pet zombie into his bed; a bed she’s placed right beside her own. 

“Good night pet zombie,” Abigail tells him.
Opening one very sleepy eye, her pet zombie says to her, “Raaaa.”
Abigail’s pet zombie doesn’t bark or meow. He doesn’t chirp or squeak. Abigail’s pet zombie she’s learned says, “Raarrr” and it means so many different things. 
Abigail watches him fall asleep and she thinks to herself how lucky she is. Abigail didn’t pick a cat or a dog. She didn’t fall in love with a bunny or a bird or even a hamster. Abigail has a pet zombie and he is the perfectly, perfect pet for her. 
 







Chapter Six
The weekend slipped away as weekends tend to do. Whereas before, the two were inseparable, now Abigail has to go to school. Much to their disappointment the pet zombie must stay. 
“Why can’t he go?” Abigail whines when her parents explain he must remain home.
“Pets stay home, Luv,” Mrs. Masters explains. 
“Frankie took his hamster to school!” Abigail declares.
“Raaaaarrr!” Agrees the pet zombie.
“Hamsters stay in cages. Do you have a cage big enough for him to live in?” Mr. Masters asks with complete sincerity. “Would you want him to live in a cage?”
Abigail and her pet zombie exchange glances. Her pet zombie shakes his head, hoping it’s not his future.
“Of course not,” Abigail answers them both. 
“Then how would he stay safe at school?” Mrs. Masters asks when placing their breakfast before them. “Part of owning a pet is keeping the pet safe, Abigail.” Mrs. Masters gives her daughter a meaningful look. “Even if that means we must do something we don’t want to.”
 “Well, Biscuit sometimes comes to class,” Abigail interjects, “and he doesn’t live in a cage.”
 “Biscuit stays on a leash, unable to really roam to present any danger, and I’m willing to bet he doesn’t stay all day,” Mr. Masters explains. “Would you like to stay on a leash the whole visit?”
The pet zombie once again looks to Abigail. He has stopped chewing the little sugar covered circles to hear her answer. “Rarrrr?” he asks her. 
“No,” Abigail admits. She would not want that for him. 
“So, we agree?” Mr. Masters asks, waiting to hear his daughter’s answer. 
“Yes,” Abigail answers, swirling her cereal with her spoon.
“Raaaa,” the zombie says between mouthfuls. 
“Then let’s hurry up and get off to school,” her mother remarks casting them both a wink. “Well, at least one of you.”
“What will he do all day while I’m at school?” Abigail questions.
“Have no fears. Your mother and I will keep an eye on him.” Mr. Masters glances over his morning paper to reassure her. “He will be well rested and ready to play.”
The pet zombie smiles when hearing the word play. “Raaaaa!” He says with excitement. 
“When she returns,” Mr. Masters tells him upon hearing him.
“Ra.” The pet zombie nods ignoring the milk from the spoon dripping onto the table. 
Abigail quickly reaches over to clean his mess with a smile to her Mom, “I guess I better get ready

 for school and get him settled in for the day.”
Mrs. Masters agrees as she finishes cleaning the table while Abigail hurries her pet away.  “What do we do with a pet zombie all day?” She asks Mr. Masters with a sigh.
“I suppose we’ll find out,” Mr. Masters smiles at his wife. 
“I suppose we will find out,” she repeats, mostly to herself, for Mr. Masters has already began reading his morning paper again.
Abigail quickly settles her pet zombie in for the day. She makes sure he is groomed, fed and has enough to do while she’s away, but every time she goes to leave, she has to remind him he has to stay. 
“Raaaa?” He asks her with sad voice.
“It’s only for a little while,” Abigail reassures him, sitting him once again down on a bench in the yard. “Mom and Dad promised to keep you busy. You won’t even notice.”
Abigail tries to leave again, only to have him follow once more to the iron gate. 
“You really have to stay here and wait,” Abigail tells him, trying to sound firm. “If you keep this up, I’m going to be late! I’ll have to stay after then, making it even longer before I come home.”
“Raaaa,” he mutters, but he agrees this time to stay where she insists, he stay. 
The pet zombie watches his friend wave goodbye and he does the same, but he doesn’t smile. Sitting patiently on the wooden bench, he watches until she slips from view. Only when he can no longer see her does he move from the bench. 
He climbs one of the tall stone pillars surrounding the yard. Pouting, the way only a pet zombie can, he sits, waiting for Abigail to turn around. She wasn’t really going to leave him, was she? This must just be a new game. When she doesn’t turn around, and when she doesn’t return, the pet zombie doesn’t find the game amusing. 

He isn’t amused by the crows who come to caw. He finds the neighbors not wanting to play. In fact, without Abigail, he doesn’t believe he’s going to have a very fun day. Without much more thought, or debate, the pet zombie does exactly what he was told not to do. The pet zombie follows Abigail to school. 
 







Chapter Seven
The pet zombie follows the same path he remembered watching Abigail take. He tries to ask those of the town starting their day where she may have gone, but most just run away. 
“Raaaaarr?” He calls to other children he finds, trying to ask if they have seen her, but most just ignore him, unsure of what he is saying.
He follows, thinking surely all children must go to the same place. He follows those riding their bikes. He trails behind the ones walking in pairs. He shuffles along until he finds himself standing right in front of the building for which he was searching. The one where he is not supposed to be.
He claps with delight when he sees Abigail walking up the wide steps. He doesn’t wait for her to see him. He rushes proudly right to her side. 
“Raaaaa!” He calls when she turns towards him. 
Abigail’s eyes widen, looking around at the other children who have stopped to stare. “How did you get here?” She asks him.
The pet zombie smiles, pointing down the path he’s traveled. “Raaaa!” He declares, rather proud of himself.
“Does Mom and Dad know you’re here?” Abigail asks pulling him down the hall before they are seen by teachers.
The pet zombie stops to think to himself. “Raaa..” he says, unsure if they do or do not.
Abigail sighs, asking him, “You didn’t tell them you were leaving, did you?”
The pet zombie shakes his head with a worried face.
Abigail ponders for a moment over what to do, but since he’s already here, what harm could there be to keep him for the day?
“Come on,” Abigail tells him. “Let’s go meet my friends.”
The pet zombie happily follows her. He waves at the other children. He sniffs the lunch boxes in their hands. He admires their colorful bookbags. He becomes so distracted Abigail must keep calling to him to keep him focused.
They dart past teachers. They sneak around hall monitors. Motioning for her friends to keep their secret, they finally make it to the classroom where, unfortunately, it’s Margaret who spies them first. 

“Woah!” Margaret shouts, pulling the whole class’s attention. “Is he your pet??”
The pet zombie is oblivious to their shock. He roams the room pulling on posters, touching their artwork and examining the many words on the board. 
“Yes,” Abigail says proudly.
“When did you get a pet zombie?” Lilly asks from across the room.
Lilly, and a few other kids have huddled in a corner unsure of what to make of Abigail’s new pet. They don’t like his green skin. They aren’t sure about his toothless grin. These children have all heard rumors about zombies and now they whisper their fears to each other.
“Last week,” Abigail tells Lilly, unsure of why she’s hiding in the corner. “He’s used to me being home all day because of the weekend and didn’t want to be alone.” Abigail watches Lilly still so hesitant. “He’s really gentle,” she tells her.
The pet zombie turns, hearing the change in the room. “Raaaaa?” He asks the children staring at him.
Teddy and Margaret are the first to approach him. Teddy walks around the pet zombie with a thinking look upon his face. Margaret simply stares in wonder. 
“What’s he eat?” Teddy asks curiously.
“Yeah,” another child repeats, “what’s he eat?”
“Whatever I eat,” Abigail explains.
“Where does he sleep?” Margaret wants to know. 
“In my room. He has his own bed.” Abigail isn’t sure why her friends are so curious. 
Abigail watches the pet zombie spinning to keep up Teddy who is still circling him. The pet zombie begins to laugh, thinking of it as a game. He begins to spin in different directions. He laughs each time he comes face to face with Teddy. Teddy chuckles, too. 
Margaret, not one to be ignored, walks right to the pet zombie holding out her hand. “My name’s Margaret,” she tells him.
The pet zombie stares at Margaret’s hand and holds out his as well. “Raaaaa!” He answers. 
Seeing his antics, Lilly is the first to move from behind the desks. She cautiously steps beside Abigail. The two girls watch as Margaret hangs from the pet zombie’s arm in a handshake gone wrong. It’s Margaret’s laughter which brings the rest of the children from the back of the room, but it brought someone else as well. Someone who isn’t amused to have a pet zombie in her class.
 







Chapter Eight
“What’s this?” Mrs. Lamb asks upon entering her classroom in such a commotion.
The children scramble to their seats when hearing their teacher’s voice. This leaves only Abigail and the pet zombie standing. Abigail looks bashful, waiting to try to explain, but the pet zombie simply waves, as that’s been the routine of the day. 
“Raaaa,” he says to Mrs. Lamb with a smile, completely unaware of her disapproval. 
“Abigail?” Mrs. Lamb waits for an explanation. 
“Sorry, Mrs. Lamb,” Abigail offers. “He just wanted to see the classroom.”
“Did he want to see the classroom, or did you want him to see the classroom?” Mrs. Lamb questions.
Abigail blushes. “Both,” she admits. 
“A classroom is no place for a pet zombie,” Mrs. Lamb states, sending them both a stern look only a teacher can give. “He will have to return home.”
“Can’t he stay?” Margaret asks. “We have spare desks.”
“He won’t be any trouble,” Teddy promises.
“I’ll stay right by his side,” Abigail offers.
“He doesn’t talk a whole bunch,” Lilly says.
Mrs. Lamb shakes her head, disagreeing with the children’s pleas. The room erupts into sounds of disappointment. 
As Abigail begins to walk the pet zombie from the classroom Mrs. Lamb tells her, “As long as no other teachers complain, he may wait for you on the playground until recess.” When the children begin to cheer, some louder than others, Mrs. Lamb repeats, “As long as nobody complains. Please show him the way, Abigail.”
Abigail leads the pet zombie from the classroom. He waves goodbye and the children return his wave. They know they will be seeing him again soon.
When they reach the rather large sand pit, Abigail sits the zombie down. She sits beside him and tries to explain again what it means to stay.
“You have to wait here,” Abigail tells him. “We’ll come out at recess and we can play then, okay?”

The pet zombie looks around thinking this won’t be such a horrible place to wait. “Raaaa,” he answers in agreement. 
He stays, drumming his fingers along the wooden frame of the sand pit. He waits for Abigail to return exactly where she requested, he stay. 
Mostly exactly where she requested, he stay.  Other classes come and go, but they aren’t Abigail’s. Still, he plays with the children who want to play and then he waits. He shares a sandwich with a little girl and returns to waiting. He chases the crows who seem to always be around before returning to, once again, wait. He waits what seems to him all day until he doesn’t have to wait any longer.
Abigail and her friends rush from the double doors of the school and right to the spot where the pet zombie sits.
“You’ve been sitting here all this time?” Margaret asks.
The pet zombie smiles, maybe a bit mischievously. He says with a wink, “Raaaaa.” 
Abigail and her friends laugh, understanding it’s a ‘yes’, but maybe not completely truthful. Even Lilly giggles a little as her fears of the pet zombie slowly begin to fade.  
Lilly, with a mischievous smirk of her own, reaches over to touch the pet zombie on his shoulder. “Tag!” She yells sending everyone around her running.
The pet zombie watches with wide eyes, but unmoving. Abigail told him to stay and wait, but this seems to be a new game. 
“Come on,” Abigail shouts, waving for him to follow them.
She doesn’t have to ask twice. The pet zombie is up and running as fast as his legs will allow. He runs after each laughing group, but he still doesn’t fully understand the goal. As each group is slowly worn out from the constant running, he dashes off to chase another. 
“I don’t think he gets the point,” Teddy tells Abigail while their group pants to recover.
“It’s okay,” Abigail tells him. “I think he’s moved on to something else.”
She points to where Lilly is coaxing the pet zombie to push her on the swings. The whole group exhales and almost collapses to the ground in relief. 
“Does he ever get tired?” Margaret asks, clutching her ribs as she pants sitting beside Abigail and Teddy. 
“Not really,” Abigail admits. “He always wants to do whatever I’m doing.”
“Everything?” A girl laying on the grass with them asks.
“Pretty much. We read together. We play together. We eat at the same times. He really is the perfect pet” Abigail smiles as she tells them.
“Yeah, but…” the same little girl trails off her words, unsure of how to ask what she really wants to ask.
“He’s a zombie?” Abigail offers, filling in the words the other girl couldn’t.
There’s an undeniable sound of agreement from those around Abigail.
“Yup,” Abigail says, ending the conversation. “He’s a pet zombie.”
“We have a problem,” Teddy says pointing to where Lilly soars on the swings.
The pet zombie stands motionless with panic upon his face. It seems the swings hold more than just Lilly. There, hanging on to the chain, are the pet zombie’s arms where they have come loose. 
“Oh no!” Abigail says as she runs to the rescue. “This happens sometimes!”
“We better fix it before Mrs. Lamb sees!” Teddy shouts running after Abigail.
“Wait for me!” Margaret demands unwilling to miss how they are going to fix the pet zombie.
 







Chapter Nine
“Now what?” Margaret asks.
It took some time to pry the hands from the chains. It took even more time to convince Lilly to stop screaming. Luckily, Mrs. Lamb was distracted by another classmate and she didn’t hear the commotion. 
“Not sure,” Abigail admits. “My father fixed him last time he broke.”
“How did he break last time?” Teddy asks, holding a sniffling Lilly’s hand.
“About the same. He got too excited with a jump rope. He kept going faster and faster until his arm went too fast.” Abigail tells her friends while she holds one of the arms awkwardly.
Margaret lifts the other arm, shaking it to wave the hand. “Well, you better figure something out. If the other kids weren’t freaked out before they will be when they see this.”
Abigail sighs trying to remember what her father did to solve this problem. 
“Stand still,” Margaret tells the pet zombie. “You have to wait before we can play again.”
The pet zombie is pacing back and forth with frustration. He just wants to go play. To him, this is just a minor inconvenience not a real problem. He doesn’t understand why it’s such a big deal.
“Raaaaa,” the pet zombie tells them with annoyance.
“Sure would be nice if he had a decoder ring,” Lilly says between sniffles from crying earlier.
“You kind of figure it out as you go,” Abigail tells them. “He is just annoyed we won’t let him play.”
The pet zombie rolls his eyes as if to say, “Duuhhh”.
Margaret struggles to hold the heavy arm. She lifts it to where the shoulder should be and with a little maneuvering, she finds that the arm slides into place. “Oh, it just slides back in,” she informs them. “Go ahead. Your turn.”
Margaret had meant for Abigail to ‘go ahead’ but the pet zombie heard something else. When Margaret said those words, he took off to go play with a crowd of kids. Even with Abigail and her friends chasing after him, waving his other arm, he doesn’t stop.
“No!” Abigail yells after him. “Stay!” 
“Seems Biscuit isn’t the only pet who doesn’t know that command,” Margaret mutters while running.
“I know one he knows.” Abigail stops running and shouts, “Hide and seek!”
The pet zombie smiles and dashes off to where a few tall trees have been planted to provide shade on hot summer days.
“He’ll stay until we find him,” Abigail says. “It’s his favorite game.”
“Better hurry,” Lilly reminds them. “Mrs. Lamb will call us in soon.”
“Right,” Margaret says. “We have one in. One left.”
“Let’s go,” Abigail lifts the arm and tries not to laugh when it waves at her, pointing to where the pet zombie is hiding.
“That’s a little creepy,” Lilly makes a face as she states her opinion of the arm.
“I’ll wait here with Lilly,” Teddy says, trying to hide his unease by being helpful.
Margaret and Abigail both cast him a look of irritation. 
“What?” Teddy asks them. “Someone has to buy you time if Mrs. Lamb calls us in….” His words trail off as he’s trying to think of more to add to his plan. 
“Yeah,” Lilly offers perking with the thought of being in the opposite direction of the waving arm which is overly dramatically gesturing to where the pet zombie’s spot is behind a nearby tree. “We’ll go distract Mrs. Lamb.”
“Sure,” Abigail agrees, not pressing her friends. “Let’s go Margaret.”

“At least it won’t be hard to find him,” Margaret states, watching the arm with its over dramatic motions. 
The friends split up. Two going towards the trees and two going towards where Mrs. Lamb sits on a bench watching the yard. She glances up from her book randomly to be sure there’s no trouble brewing around her. Little does she know, there’s an armless pet zombie wandering in the trees. 
Margaret and Abigail follow the gesturing hand to find the pet zombie’s hiding spot. It waves and points, frantic for them to find the pet zombie as Abigail carries it toward the trees. Margaret does her best to hide the arm from the other passing kids, but a few stop and stare with bewilderment.
“Murksville,” Margaret mutters to Abigail. “Mind your business!” She shouts to the kids who won’t leave, scattering them before they face her wrath. 
“He should be behind there,” Abigail states, using the pointing hand to guide her. 
The two girls quickly hustle to the selected tree. The pet zombie smiles ready to cover his eyes so the two girls can go hide. Making noises of counting to himself, Abigail stops him.
“Not right now,” Abigail must tell him. “We need to fix you first.”
The pet zombie looks to his own arm which is waving at him. He had completely forgotten about it. “Ra,” the pet zombie says, with a little shock and touch of amusement. 
“Okay, stand still big boy,” Margaret asks of him, while lifting the white long sleeve for Abigail.
Sticking her tongue between her lips, Abigail fits the arm back into place. When it slides in, securing it, she smiles to her pet. “All better!” Abigail declares. 
“Perfect timing too. Look who is waving at us.” Margaret smiles a false smile and waves to where Mrs. Lamb is waiting for them.
“We better hurry. She doesn’t look very happy.” Abigail takes the pet zombie’s hand and leads the three back to where their teacher waits by the double doors. 
“What are we going to tell her?” Margaret whispers her question, still wearing her false smile.
“We were just saying goodbye?” Abigail offers, still unsure herself how to explain that they are running late because the pet zombie lost his arms. 
 







Chapter Ten
“Thank you, ladies, for joining us,” Mrs. Lamb remarks as the girls draw closer. 
The rest of the class snickers or smirks but one of Margaret’s trademark glares hushes them quickly. 
“Sorry,” both Abigail and Margaret echo. 
“Where do you think he is going?” Mrs. Lamb motions towards the pet zombie. 
“Raaa?” the pet zombie asks pointing to himself, uncertain of what Mrs. Lamb means. Surely, she doesn’t mean him. 
“Can’t he stay?” Teddy asks. “There’s only a little bit left of class.”
“I’m afraid not,” Mrs. Lamb objects. 
The class gathers around the pet zombie with sad sounds and hugs him goodbye. Mrs. Lamb watches him with caution, and a wary eye. It’s not every day a teacher has to figure out what to do with a pet zombie. She watches as he gently hugs each kid or returns offered high-fives. She’s amazed when he waves and seems to talk when spoken to. In fact, Mrs. Lamb is rather surprised. 
“Is he always this polite?” Mrs. Lamb asks Abigail.
“Yup,” Abigail boasts proudly. “My mother said he’s better behaved than my dad.”
Mrs. Lamb bites back a laugh, unsure if what Abigail said is something she should encourage a conversation about. “Does he listen to instructions?” She asks, quick to change the topic.
“Most times,” Abigail says with a shrug.  
“Not stay,” Margaret tells Mrs. Lamb. “Boy does he not know stay.”
Mrs. Lamb debates what to do. The children are obviously happy to see the pet zombie and Teddy is correct. There are
only a few hours left to their day before the children go home. 
Besides, Mrs. Lamb has to admit to herself, I am curious about this pet zombie.
“Alright students,” Mrs. Lamb calls out, aware of how if they linger much longer they will fall behind schedule. “Let’s all go in.”
Mrs. Lamb watches as the children finish their goodbyes with the pet zombie. She listens to their sighs. She hears their moans and just when Abigail waves goodbye, Mrs. Lamb asks, “Are you coming?”

The pet zombie looks all around confused by her question. “Raaaa?” He asks. Surely, she can’t mean me, he thinks, again. 
“Yes, you.” Mrs. Lamb holds the door open, waiting for him to follow the class inside.
When the class sees what is happening, they cheer. They fill the hallway with so much commotion, other teachers open their doors to glare. 
“Shhhhh,” Mrs. Lamb tells them. “Let’s hurry back to class before we get caught.” 
Together, they quickly make their way back to class. Abigail has to keep pulling on the pet zombie to keep him with them. He wants to stop and stare at the artwork on the walls. He wants to skip in a patterned path on the pastel tiles. He’s so excited and curious, Abigail can’t help but smile.
Mrs. Lamb motions for everyone to quickly go to their desks, and before she shuts the door, she quickly peeks up and down the hall. “Okay,” she tells the class who is giggling with almost naughty glee, “let’s all open our math books.”
Abigail quickly settles the pet zombie into a spare desk beside her. “You have to be quiet,” she says holding a finger to her lips to signal what he must do.
The pet zombie copies her motion, placing one finger over his lips. “Raaaa,” he whispers, letting her know he understands.
Mrs. Lamb, not wanting for him to feel left out, places a spare math workbook on his desk with a wink. As she starts the math lesson, Abigail reaches over and opens it to the correct page. She hands him one of her pencils to use and he sniffs the chocolate scented wood. Before he can remark on this new wonder, Abigail motions with her finger to her lip to remind him. 
When Mrs. Lamb begins to write the math problems on the board, the pet zombie forms a very serious face just like the students around him are wearing. He holds his pencil, scribbling down the little lines to show how to solve the problem on the board. He checks his work with Abigail’s to be sure he’s following along, but it isn’t a lot of fun. The pet zombie sighs happily when Mrs. Lamb takes the workbook back. He sighs so happily the class melts into soft giggles again. 
“You can say that again,” Margaret tells him, and the classroom is filled with louder laughs.
“Some of us like math,” Lilly calls over her shoulder to Margaret.
“You mean Ashley, your older sister, likes math.” Margaret sticks her tongue out to the other girl. 
Before Lilly can respond, Mrs. Lamb brings the class back to attention. “Let’s all move on to art before we finish for the day.”
The pet zombie watches as those around him start to pull art supplies from their desks. He lifts the wooden lid on his but finds nothing inside of it. He peers over the edge of the wooden lid wondering what to do. 
“Raaa?” the pet zombie whispers to Abigail.
“Here,” Abigail says, sharing her colored pencils and construction paper shaped lamb. “We are finishing our pet lambs to put on the wall.” Abigail points to where some are already hung. 
Abigail and the pet zombie work together on their lambs. The pet zombie draws a little smile upon its face before gluing the little wiggly eyes to his hands by accident. He then, in a panic to remove the eyes, ends up with little cotton balls glued to his arms. 
Embarrassed, he holds his arms out for Abigail. “Raaaaa…” he says, asking for help.
Abigail slowly peels the now tacky cotton balls from his arms and shows him how to place them on the paper cut out. With renewed glee, the pet zombie begins to strategically place them, sticking his tongue between his lips like he’s seen Abigail do so many times when concentrating. 
When the lambs are done, Mrs. Lamb has them come up one by one to place them on the grass decorated walls. The pet zombie proudly places his with its lopsided smile by Abigail’s. 
“Well done,” Mrs. Lamb tells him and the pair share a high-five.
As the class packs their bags for the day, Mrs. Lamb calls the pet zombie to the front of the class. He shuffles his way to her, looking nervously over his shoulder to where Abigail sits. She doesn’t look worried at all and it settles the pet zombie’s fluttering stomach just a little bit. Margaret sends him a thumbs up signal when he passes her and he returns the motion with a big smile.
“Can everyone say, ‘thank you’ to the pet zombie for being our guest today?” Mrs. Lamb asks the class.
Together as one the children clap and thank their guest. 
“Today class we have learned that not everything we think of as scary is actually scary at all. Abigail and her new friend have shown us that today.” Mrs. Lamb says, pulling a gold star sticker from her desk. “And for that, I have a gold star for our new class friend for being one of the quietest guests we’ve ever had.”

She places the gold star on the pet zombie to the cheering of the class behind her. When the bell rings, signaling for the day to end, Mrs. Lamb is very happy to admit Abigail really did pick the perfect pet.
 







Chapter Eleven
It took some time before the pet zombie fully understood he couldn’t always come to school. A few times he tried to follow, but having been fooled once already, Abigail’s parents keep a better eye on him. 
On this particular morning, the pet zombie walks with Abigail to the edge of the iron gate. He knows now whenever she leaves, she’ll eventually come back. 
“You have to wait,” Abigail tells him. 
“Raaaa,” the pet zombie agrees, but pouts just the same.
“Come along our little friend,” Mr. Masters calls from the doorway. “You know she will return home.”
“Raaaa,” the pet zombie answers, knowing he won’t be able to sneak away this time. 
“Don’t worry,” Abigail whispers. “I’ll bring home some friends.”
The pet zombie smiles, waving goodbye before returning to the house. When he settles himself down to color in the various books Abigail has collected for him, Mrs. Masters sets a clock showing the pet zombie just how long he must wait before Abigail returns. It looks like forever to the pet zombie and he sighs with boredom. 

After lunch, the pet zombie goes to sit on his wooden bench. He doesn’t shoo away the many crows around him. He’s come to think of them as friends, very chatty friends, but friends just the same. He lingers and lingers, waiting for what, to him, feels like days as the crows caw their private language all around him. He waits with hopes that every minute will be the last.
“She should be here any moment,” Mrs. Masters tells him, showing him the clock she had set. 
She comes to sit beside him on the bench in her long black dress, and as the little bells softly chime letting them know the wait is over, Abigail and her friends come through the iron gate. 
“Was he any trouble?” Abigail asks when she sees her mother waiting with the pet zombie.
“None at all,” Mrs. Masters replies. “Who wants snacks?”
“Chocolate chip cookies?” Margaret asks hopefully.
“I’ll see what I can do.” Mrs. Masters tells Margaret before shooing them all off to play.
It didn’t take much encouragement for the kids to rush off and play a game of tag. The Masters’ yard provides the perfect place to run and weave around the large yard statues, even if the grass isn’t perfect. The many trees provide the exact place to hide and jump out at each other causing small shrieks and screams. None of this bothers the Masters at all.

“How charming,” Mrs. Masters tells her husband as they watch the children and the pet zombie play. 
“The sounds of little devils,” Mr. Masters agrees. “Music to a parent’s ear.”
As the pet zombie jumps out, scaring Margaret before running off again, the two laugh. 
“He seems to be getting along well with everyone just as mine did when I was her age,” Mr. Masters remarks before stealing a cookie from the tray. “I think we did a good thing.”
“A very good thing, dear,” she tells him, turning to take the tray outside. “Bet your pet zombie wasn’t always so perfect.”
“Whatever do you mean?” Mr. Masters shouts to his wife. “Mine was the most perfect of all!”
Mrs. Masters just smiles, answering him softly before bringing the snacks outside, “If you say so, dear.”

The pet zombie and Abigail’s friends come and go for the rest of the day. No one is scared of the pet zombie anymore. No one looks at him with curious stares. 
There are no more whispered conversations behind their hands. In fact, when anyone asks what they think of Abigail’s pet zombie, they always remark that Abigail has the perfect pet. Abigail has a pet zombie. 
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