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 as luck Would have it, I avoided being thrown 
out of college by the end of civilization as we know it. I 
was attending a United Students for a Universal Class 
(USUC) rally for zombie rights. Maggie, the Pied Piper 
of campus was speaking. In the front rows, zombies 
were sitting sedately. White Castle’s Impossible Slid-
ers, it turns out, kept them under control. 
 “The Impossible Burger is too important,” 
Maggie proclaimed, “to be controlled by transnational 
FDSLWDOLVWV�ZKR�FDUH�RQO\�DERXW�WKHLU�TXDUWHUO\�SUR¿W�
reports and not the needs of the people. The state 
PXVW�WDNH�FRQWURO�RI�WKH�PHDQV�RI�SURGXFWLRQ�´�$�
PowerPoint presentation of oppressed workers turning 
icky goo into Impossible Burgers, began. Clearly the 
USUC’s leadership never read the Rogers report on 
the Challenger Disaster, or understood the inherent 
hazards of PowerPoint. The zombies, however, real-
L]HG�WKH\�ZHUHQ¶W�JHWWLQJ�WKHLU�5'$�RI�KXPDQ�ÀHVK��
One lurched onto stage and proceeded to make himself 
D�0DJJLH�EXUJHU�IURP�WKH�VRIW��SDOH�ÀHVK�RI�DQ�DUP��
 I threw myself at the zombie, managing to 
knock down the podium with my head. When I came 
WR��D�GR]HQ�93V�RI�6WXGHQW�$̆DLUV�DFFXVHG�PH�RI�
agitating the zombies —who were now huddled in a 
corner grumbling to themselves — and said they were 
JRLQJ�WR�KDYH�PH�H[SHOOHG��$�FRXSOH�MRFNV�GUDJJHG�PH�
out of the auditorium. That’s when it started.
� :H�UDQ�EDFN�WR�WKH�DXGLWRULXP��+DYH�\RX�HYHU�
seen the movie &DUULH? Remember the prom scene? It 
was worse. 8


