Once an aspiring writer,
Frankie was bitten while
he was reading War and
Peace on a weekend
excursion to the
mountains. He got the
glass stuck in his head
when he wrecked his jeep
and went flying out of the
front-shield window. He
can still be sighted
carrying his copy of
Tolstoy’s classic, though
most of the pages have
been burnt and chewed
out.
Lazlo had just signed his
contract to play football
for the Oakland Raiders
when a swarm of zombies
burst into his press
conference and made a
mess of the place. Lazlo is
aggressive and faster than
most zombies. He carries
strong resentment for
having his dreams of
playing professional
football dashed. He is
easily distracted by sports
reels of any kind. His
purple color is the
byproduct of a blend of
sports “supplements” he
continues to take.

-Aside from having a
penchant for human
brains, Frankie still
possesses many of his
higher faculties. As such,
he loves literature,
classical music, coffee and
cheese. Frankie doesn’t
care much for sports. He
also doesn’t like fire and
cars because they bring
back bad memories of his
accident. He wants to
write again, but he is
unable to hold his pencil
right.
-Lazlo loves sports.
Anything that involves
any kind of athleticism is
pure ecstasy to him. He
possesses an Olympian
spirit about himself. He
loves food with a highprotein content to keep
his muscles healthy and in
shape. He can often be
seen trying to work his
quads by climbing up and
down the long stairs at
the abandoned stadium.

Frankie is not a very
“good” zombie. He still
sympathizes with humans
and there is still a strong
trace of who Frankie used
to be. Frankie has been
known to come to the
rescue of people in
danger. He is constantly
fighting his instinctual
cravings for human flesh
with his respect for
human life. It’s an
uncomfortable balancing
act which puts Frankie in
many bad situations.
Lazlo is a brute. He is
stronger and faster than
most zombies. But he
loses all focus around
sports or exercise
equipment. He really has
a heart of gold and will
take a liking to anyone
who also likes sports. He
is a good friend to have
around, especially if there
are other lesser-zombies
nearby. He will come to
the defense of any friend.
He is as brave as a lion.

Harold is lazy as hell but
he loves to eat. That’s
actually how he became a
zombie. He was standing
in line for a sub-sandwich
when a group of zombies
attacked the city. Rather
than running for the hills
like all the other sane
people, Harold took the
kitchen to finish making
the sandwich he ordered.
Right when he was ready
to take the first bite of his
awesome sandwich, a
zombie came at him from
behind and took a bite of
him! His orange color
comes from the countless
bags of Cheetos he is
constantly devouring.

There are zombies and
then there is Harold. A
veritable sloth in every
other pursuit, Harold will
wonder the streets for
days without rest looking
for something to eat. He
loves all food and doesn’t
care if it is rotten or not.
He especially likes pizza
and hotdogs and chips
and anything salty he can
get his hands on. Usually
the first to find a human
survivor on the streets, he
doesn’t care much for the
taste of human flesh,
which is lucky for you.

Harold is driven by one
thing and one thing alone:
to find the long lost
sandwich he was never
able to eat. At first
seeming like an unreliable
friend, Harold is merely
distracted by the longing
in his heart to recapture
that moment right before
he bit into that subsandwich which was
stolen from him. Easily
distracted by foods, he
loves to have
conversations about it.

