


The wizard needed a first class 
zombie.

So he chose a grave, poured a magic 
potion over it, and waited… But the 

zombie didn’t come out on his own, and 
the wizard had to dig him up!



The lazy zombie didn’t move an inch.
“I don’t think I made a good choice,” 
muttered the wizard.

“Let me sleep a 
little longer...”
	 begged the 
zombie.



Finally, the zombie got up out 
of the grave and the wizard had 
to show him what to do.
“Stretch your arms out, for heaven’s 
sake, and roll your eyes up!”




