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Fair Warning


This text includes approximately the first 20% of The
Sick and the Dead.  It is the fourth episode in the
Zombies! series.  The first episode, Shawn of the
Dead, can be downloaded in its entirety for free here on
feedbooks.  If you'd like the complete manuscript
for The Sick and the Dead or any of the other
episodes, you can download them for any of several reading devices
via smashwords.com or for your nook or kindle.  They are 99
cents apiece.

 

Thanks for giving this a try.  Feedback is always
welcome.

 

Ivan Turner

gnrlwoundwort@gmail.com










What has come before


Shawn Rudd, a high school senior in a hurry to meet up with
his secret boyfriend, encounters a zombie on the streets of
Brooklyn.  With no hesitation, Shawn confronts the zombie,
stabbing it and then bludgeoning it with a lead pipe.  He then
turns on the zombie's hapless bite victim, killing her with a blow
to the head as well.

 

Investigating the crime, Detectives Johan Stemmy and Anthony
Heron are confounded and chilled by the fact that the man Shawn
killed had been dead for twelve hours at the time of the
incident.  Their investigation takes them to the apartment of
the Koplowitz family where they

confront Mrs. Lucy Koplowitz, and her eight year old
daughter Zoe, already zombies.  Zoe bites Stemmy in the leg,
thus infecting him.  He dies hours later and Heron sees to it
that he will never turn.

 

A week later, a customer, of Push Ups gym, Karl
Rappaport, becomes ill while working out and drops a weight on his
foot.  Abby Benjamin wheels him to the Sisters of Charity
ER and waits for a doctor to attend him.  While waiting,
Karl dies from the infection.  The doctors bring him straight
back and try to revive him but to no avail.  Minutes later, he
awakens on his own.  A nurse comes to help him only to be
bitten by the zombie that he has become.  Her wound is severe
and it only takes seconds for her to die.  Shortly thereafter,
there are two zombies in the ER.  While the chief of emergency
medicine tries to get everyone out, a young doctor named Peter
Ventura recognizes the threat and locks down the ER.

 

The Sisters of Charity event causes a nationwide
panic and people disappear from all of the major cities.  But
the panic is premature.  The zombie infection doesn't spread
like people fear.  Within a couple of weeks, people begin to
trickle back into their homes and their lives.

 

Out of the clear blue, Lance Naughton comes to see Dr.
Denise Luco, finding her submerged in her work.  In an effort
to pull her out of her funk, Naughton takes her to dinner. 
Their awkward encounter blossoms into an unexpected
connection.

 

John Arrick's date with his girlfriend, Suzanna, goes
poorly.  She'd sick and, when he suggests she see a doctor,
she gets angry and storms out.  Later she returns and stays
the night.  By the next night, however, she is very sick and
it's clear that she's infected with the zombie plague.  Arrick
manages to get her to her own apartment and sits with her while the
infection runs its course and steals her life.

 

Awakening in the dark, Arrick is confronted by the zombie
that Suzanna has become.  They struggle their way into the
bathroom but Arrick manages to fend her off, smashing her head
against the bathtub.  He struggles his way out of the
apartment, soaked in her blood, and finds his way home.  After
a bout of cleaning and a shower, Arrick discovers the bite mark and
realizes that his victory over the zombie is hollow and
worthless.










The Sick


AT about four o'clock Sunday afternoon, John
Arrick pulled himself out of bed so that he could go and get some
water.  It had been more than eight hours since the symptoms
of the zombie plague had first begun to show.  It had started
with sneezing and coughing.  Quickly, body aches had set
in.  He was almost forced prone by the pain in his back, which
he had wrenched while fighting off his zombie girlfriend and
subsequently cleansing himself and his apartment of the
infection.  All in vain.

 

On Friday night, Suzanna, his late girlfriend, had come by for
their date.  She was already sick by that time and his mention
of it had sparked a fight.  She had left, but returned later
and forced herself into his apartment.  With no other options,
Arrick himself had left his own apartment and spent the night and
following day out.  He returned Saturday night only to find
Suzanna deathly ill.  In hindsight, he felt that he should
have fled the apartment, called the police or the health
department, and gotten himself tested.  At this point, all of
that was moot.  He'd done the chivalrous, if stupid
thing.  At Suzanna's request, he'd struggled her back to her
apartment and stayed with her while she'd slowly died.  After
she'd turned, they had fought.  Arrick had won the battle,
braining her against the lip of her bathtub, but the victory had
been hollow and short lived.  Suzanna had bitten him.

 

Every time his mind cleared enough for him to think about it, he
laughed.  Because, really, it was comical. 
Zombies.  Zombie bites.  Head shots.  It was
fiction!  But the pain in his body and the pus filled, flaming
red scratch on his thigh were not.  His ebbing life was a
reality from which he could not escape.  As he stumbled out of
the corridor and into the kitchen, he wiped his nose with his
sleeve.  A streak of red was left in its wake.

 

He breathed in once.

 

And breathed out.

 

And then his nostrils filled up once again.

 

John Arrick knew that his time was coming close.  What
horrors would he commit as one of the undead?  Forgetting
about the glass of water, he rummaged through a counter drawer and
pulled out a yellow legal pad and a red marker.  With weak
teeth that were only hours from seeking the flesh of other humans,
he ripped the cap from the marker and began to write in large shaky
letters.

 

BEWARE!  ZOMBIE INSIDE!

 

There was some scotch tape in the drawer (he could do with some
actual scotch instead).  He ripped off four uneven pieces, the
last one leaving behind a jagged trail on the cutter.  Halfway
to the front door, he stopped.  What would he be when it was
all over?  Was it a complete death and then a
reawakening?  Would there be anything of John Arrick left in
the body?  He thought of Suzanna, of her empty eyes, and the
hunger that had driven her to attack him.  Certainly, she had
seemed to be nothing more than an animated corpse, the soul having
long since fled.  But he was scared.  He was so
scared.

 

When he got to the door, he made sure that the chain was secure,
turned the deadbolt, and moved the end table up against it. 
He stood there for a few minutes, just breathing in and out through
his mouth, praying, hoping, doing nothing.  Then he turned
himself around and marched back to his bedroom.  On his way,
he tried to drop the note on the kitchen counter but it slipped to
the floor and he just didn't have it in him to pick it up.  He
completed his journey, the last he felt he would ever make as a
living human being, and flopped his exhausted body onto the
bed.  He thought once about calling his mother, once about
calling his brother.  But in the end, he just closed his eyes
and waited for the inevitable.

 










Playing Politics


REALITY came blundering back through Denise
Luco's dreams during Monday's mid morning.  She was in bed and
she was at peace and she was dreaming of Lance.  And then the
zombie plague returned full force.  There was Lance, infected,
starved, hungering for her flesh in a way that was very different
from their experiences of the weekend.  She came awake with a
start and realized that she wasn't in her own bed and she wasn't at
home.  At least she wasn't at the lab.  After their
intimate encounter Saturday night, Lance had pushed her to spend
Sunday with him.  Despite the overwhelming responsibility she
felt, she was able to convince herself that a day off would do more
good than another day spinning her wheels in the lab.  Because
it was in her nature, she played hard to get, but there had never
really been a decision.  And Lance had shown her a wonderful
Sunday.

 

Now it was Monday.  She'd spent the night with him again,
but today she would have to head back to the lab and immerse
herself in the plague.

 

She was alone in the apartment.  Lance had mentioned that
he was going in early.  She'd made him promise to wake her
before he left but before they'd drifted off to sleep, he'd
promised to break that promise.  As she thought about it, she
giggled a little bit, both delighted and embarrassed by her own
girlishness.

 

The moment passed.

 

In an hour, she had to be at the lab and be Dr. Luco
again.  She needed to be a shark because she was meeting with
lawyers today.  Lawyers and bureaucrats and PR men.  All
morons.  Yesterday, before anything else, Lance had gotten on
the phone and started connecting the dots on the whole Head
Shot fiasco.  Head Shot was the new name of a
popular cold and flu medication.  It was the strongest
anti-viral you could get over the counter and it really did work if
you took it within eight hours of becoming symptomatic.  With
a cold.  That they'd labeled it the "perfect defense against
the zombie virus" was a travesty.  And, oh yeah, a big
lie.  So Lance had made some calls to the health
department.  They had made calls to the representatives of the
pharmaceutical company responsible for the manufacture and
distribution of Head Shot.  Denise had wanted a court
order forcing an immediate recall.  No such thing was going to
happen on a Sunday.  Even the press release she wanted had to
be forestalled until Monday afternoon.  Well it was Monday now
and it was time for the wheels of justice to start grinding
forward.

 

Denise showered and dressed in a smart new outfit that Lance had
gotten her yesterday.  She would have gladly gone back to her
apartment to get something to wear but he had insisted that she not
leave his sight for one instant.  She could have bought her
own new outfits but he didn't allow that either.  He was so
different from everything that she expected.  He was so very
typical in many ways and yet he pulled it off without
bluster.  Though they had been working together on and off for
a month, she felt that she had gotten to know him only in the last
two days.  And she was impressed.  In fact, she could not
ever remember a time when she had been as impressed by a man. 
As she buttoned up her top, she wondered if it was possible to fall
in love in a weekend.

 

She giggled again.

 

But by the time she was out the door and into the street, Denise
was put to rest and Dr. Luco had settled firmly into place. 
The meeting was in thirty minutes and she expected to arrive ten
minutes early.  The people from the health department would
most likely be on time and the people from the pharmaceutical
company would most likely be late.  By all rights, the health
department people and she should present a unified front but
somehow she didn't think that would be the case.  Bureaucrats
one and all, she anticipated a boat load of red tape and nonsense.
 She surmised that it would only be a matter of time before
she was so completely frustrated that she would have take a stand
and bring out the big guns.

 

She was ten minutes early.  Almost to the second.  The
conference was being held at Arthur Conroy Memorial
Hospital in upper Manhattan.  It was where she kept her
lab, where they had brought Detective Johan Stemmy when he'd been
bitten, and every single victim thereafter.  Her lab was in a
bunker, literally a bunker, three stories beneath the ground. 
In case of contamination, the place could be locked down in under
three seconds by manual switch or voice command.  The voice
authority required a spoken sixteen digit key code which she and
four other doctors had committed to memory.  The manual
switches existed in every staff room, including the
cafeteria.  There were no windows.  It took a keycard, a
fingerprint, and an eye scan to get inside the complex.  She
wondered how Lance was always able to get in.

 

Nine minutes after she arrived, the men from the health
department arrived.  The first was a fat old man named Alan
Lochschenborgh.  He was a health department representative
that Luco had met before.  They had been introduced, shaken
hands, and gone their separate ways.  Her limited experience
with him gave her no clue as to how he would handle the
conference.  In his company was an attorney named Mikael
Seaver.  Seaver was young and handsome, almost as handsome as
Anthony Heron though not nearly as intimidating.  Seaver wore
his inexperience on his chest.  Though well groomed, she could
detect a faint line of sweat at his hairline.  When he shook
her hand, it was tentative, encrusted with anticipation.  Luco
wrinkled her nose in disgust.  This attorney was going to make
their job a lot harder.  She was sure the people from the
pharmaceutical company would send their best.

 

And they did.  They sent their best and their most
obtrusive.  Luco and the two men from the health department
had already taken seats in the large conference room when their
opponents walked through the door.  Lochschenborg and Seaver
had taken seats next to one another while Luco had chosen to sit
apart.  The men from the pharmaceutical company took seats
opposite their counterparts.  The teams surrounded her.

 

"Good morning," the first of the two men greeted them.  He
had a wicked bright smile that highlighted his round face.  He
wasn't nearly as good looking as he thought he was but his
overinflated sense of self seemed to work for him.  He was
exceptionally well groomed, wearing a grey suit with just the
barest hint of pinstripes.  A dark dark dark red tie hung from
his neck, outlining a pinkish shirt.  It cried out, real
men wear pink.  He introduced himself as Louis Juarez,
representing the public image of Candid
Pharmaceuticals.  The other man, much more stolid, wore a
standard blue business suit with a matching tie.  There was
nothing exceptional about Joseph Solomon, attorney at law, beyond
the rock solid stance he took against all things that did not
coincide with the best interests of his client, the aforementioned
Candid Pharmaceuticals.

 

Everyone shook hands.

 

Everyone smiled.

 

Everyone was a friend to everyone else.

 

And then it began.  Mostly, the lawyers bandied back and
forth.  They spent the better part of forty five minutes
discussing Head Shot and why, legally, they should or
shouldn't be forced to implement a recall.  The
representative, Juarez, stayed mostly silent.  It didn't take
long for Luco to realize that his job was to observe the
proceedings and spin everything properly so that Candid
didn't come out looking like the bad guy in all of this.  To
his credit, Lochschenborg fought the good fight.  He was loud
when he needed to be and rational when the situation called for
it.  He offset Seaver's inexperience with his own knowledge
and understanding of the the game.  But after forty
five minutes, Luco became impatient.  She was caught between
the need to get back to work and the need to make sure that
Head Shot was pulled from the shelves.  Another five
minutes and she was sure that her side was losing this
battle.  Seaver's incompetence was so blatant it almost seemed
intentional.  And he kept looking over at her as if trying to
see if she approved of him.  She didn't.  And she waited
just long enough for him to say There just doesn't seem to be
any legal reason to force a recall before interrupting.

 

"Excuse me," she said to them, but not in the polite way that
asks for an allowance of the interruption.  She said it in
more the way people say excuse me to alert morons to the fact that
they are, in fact, morons.

 

Four heads turned in her direction.

 

"Dr. Luco?" Lochschenborg addressed her.  "Do you have
something you'd like to add?"

 

From her purse, she pulled a small bottle of Head Shot
and presented it to them.  She looked at Juarez, rather than
at the hired lawyer.  "Your label says that your product is a
defense against the zombie virus.  Do you have any research to
back that up?"

 

"Ma'am," said the laywer.  "There's a disclaimer on the
bottle indicating that no definitive research has been…."

 

"Have you done any research?"

 

"We're not at liberty to say."

 

Seaver shook his head.  "Unfortunately, Dr. Luco…"

 

"You shut up," she said.  "I don't think you people
recognize the severity of this situation.  Mr. Juarez, Mr.
Solomon, your ignorance, and the ignorance of your company is
astounding.  Somebody like you, Mr. Juarez, deciding on a
marketing ploy with absolutely no information is criminally
irresponsible.  There is no zombie virus.  It's an
infection.  We treat it with antibiotics and even they have
very little effect.  Your medicine probably isn't even strong
enough to treat the symptoms."

 

At least Juarez seemed affected by her remarks.  Probably,
his discomfort was due to the fact that he couldn't readily see his
way clear to explaining how a pharmaceutical company could suggest
an anti-viral for a bacterial infection.  But the lawyer was
one step ahead of him.  "Unless I'm mistaken doctor, you
haven't trademarked the zombie plague and therefore can't
really speculate on what it is Head Shot is designed to
treat."

 

This floated about the room for a moment.  It passed
through the minds of each individual present and was interpreted
differently.  Seaver was impressed with the legal loophole
Solomon was suggesting.  He learned something. 
Lochschenborg felt defeated by the constant barrage of litigious
blather that prevented him from doing his job, which was protecting
the public.  Juarez was actually trying to reconcile the
conflict between what was his job and what was clearly the right
thing.  Dr. Luco was stunned.

 

"Are you kidding?" she asked.  "Are you trying to argue
ownership of the disease?  Listen to me, Solomon, you can
fucking have it."

 

"Dr. Luco, please…"

 

"No, no.  I mean you can have it.  And when you're
strapped to a table and moaning in pain because you know you're
dying, I'll be sure to get you a double dose of Head
Shot.  And maybe a nice warm glass of milk to go with
it."

 

He stopped talking after that but not because she'd managed to
put him in his place.  He was too controlled for that. 
Her comments had convinced him that she wasn't worth his time.

 

"I think this conference is concluded," Solomon said,
rising.  "Unless you wish to file a formal injunction,
Candid will continue to distribute Head
Shot.  And just so there's no misunderstanding, any
public attacks against Head Shot will be considered
slanderous or libelous and we will press charges."

 

"I have an idea," Luco said and paused.  They all turned to
look in her direction, even Solomon who was more inclined to
dismiss her.  She waited just a few moments until she was sure
that she had their attention.  Then she offered, "How would
you like to have a tour of the facility?"

 

"I think not."

 

"No, really."  She addressed Solomon directly.  "You
and Mr. Juarez should come down into the complex and have a look
and what the doctors are doing.  You should also see
what the patients look like so you can go back to your jobs with a
clear conscience."

 

Solomon puffed out his chest and turned to leave.  "That
will not be necessary, Dr. Luco."

 

But Juarez hesitated.  "Can we really do that?"

 

She looked at him and grinned.  "Absolutely."










The Morgue


SHE led them to the stairway that would take
them down into the labs.  The staircase was well lit but, for
once, Luco wished for dim lighting.  Just to set the
mood.  This ploy was a Hail Mary attempt at appealing to their
consciences.  Solomon was likely untouchable.  The things
he would see might rattle him, but once back in the comfort of his
own life, his brick wall will be rebuilt at blinding speed. 
Juarez was something else entirely.  A lasting impression left
on him would mean something.  It meant everything.  She
needed these people leave there with the impression of impending
doom, the understanding that there is no comfort to which they can
return.  The lighting at the bottom of the stairs suited her
purposes much better.  As she led them through a second set of
security doors, and the dimness enshrouded them, she could feel
their apprehension grow.  Let it build, she
thought.  I'll start them off light and give them a finale
they'll never forget.

 

The underground complex was comprised of several main areas,
including living and recreation space should circumstances warrant
that staff be required to spend an extended period of time down
there.  Certainly, none of those areas were on the tour. 
No, the first place she took them was the morgue.  Before the
zombie plague, this complex had been used to study infectious
disease, mostly different strains of the flu.  The morgue, a
large room with three rows of drawers, had been expanded to
accommodate the number of dead.  Previously, if there were
four occupants in the morgue, it was considered a packed
house.  Not anymore.

 

On the outskirts of the morgue proper, they passed a thick steel
door with a tiny window.  Not by accident, Luco glanced
through the window as she went by.  The others, following her
lead, also glanced in and were horrified by what they saw. 
This room, known by the staff as the Butcher Shop, had
four medical tables, each with a body on it.  Though the
bodies were covered by drapes, the drapes were stained dark
brown.  The tables had runoff trenches for fluids that leaked
during autopsies.  Buckets lined one wall and though it was
impossible to see what was in them, there was definitely
something in them.

 

"What's that room?" asked Juarez, his façade replaced completely
by an expression of anxious wonderment.

 

Luco stopped, feigned surprise at his question.  "At one
time it was an operating theatre.  We used it for the
occasional autopsy but it largely went unused."

 

"It looks well used now," Solomon said.  He'd brought a
handkerchief up to his nose as if to ward off the awful
smell.  But all they could really smell was
disinfectant.  Any odor would be contained behind the steel
door.

 

"It is, Mr. Solomon.  Well used.  You see,
we've been conducting research on the dead.  The dead that
stay dead."

 

"What kind of research?" Lochschenborgh asked with an edge to
his voice.

 

"We need to determine the extent of the contagion.  We take
regular samples from the dead and test them for signs of living
bacteria."

 

"Samples?"  Juarez glanced back toward the Butcher
Shop.  Though they were well out of range of the window,
he could see the interior in his mind's eye.

 

Like a mad scientist, Luco continued with a tour guide's
affectation.  She did not enjoy cutting pieces out of the dead
but she felt it was important that she maintain the air of
familiarity with what she considered to be a horrible place. 
"Without a functioning circulatory system, the bacteria tend to
collect in different parts of the body.  We have to take cuts
of the flesh and the organs and even the bone to see if there are
still active bacteria."  When no one asked, she added, "There
are.  In our oldest specimen, which is a month old and
was…disabled before it could turn into a zombie, there are
still active and reproducing bacteria all over the body."

 

She turned away from them.  Then, as an afterthought, she
said, "Although we haven't tried giving the patients regular doses
of Head Shot."

 

Without any further delay, she led them into the morgue. 
There were two doctors in there, a man and a woman, each
nondescript in a white coat with a name badge.  His hair was
short and hers was pulled back into a pony tail.  They glanced
up as the troupe walked in, but gave them no further
attention.  The four armed guards didn't regard them at
all.

 

"As you can see…" Luco began before being interrupted by
Juarez.

 

"Why the guards?"  He stammered out his question as if he
wasn't quite sure that he should ask it.  Poor, slick Louis
Juarez was probably a crackerjack PR guy, but he was no match for
this reality.  He was, however, giving her every opportunity
to give them information without having to volunteer it.

 

Luco smiled in spite of herself.  "Like your product
suggests, you can put down a zombie with severe head trauma. 
A bullet does the trick nicely.  You see, the bacteria
actually maintain a symbiotic relationship with the human. 
Once the organs fail and the undamaged brain dies, they can restart
the motor functions and use the host to feed themselves."

 

Solomon harrumphed.  "And the guards?"

 

She looked at him demurely.  "Every once in a while, you
think one's brain has been damaged enough to keep it dead only to
learn that it hasn't.  You need to be very careful opening
these drawers.  We learned that the hard way."

 

That sank in as they looked around the room, noticing the
security features that wouldn't normally exist in a morgue. 
There were heavy doors at both ends of the room and lock down
switches for just that area.  Luco pointed out that
each drawer was labeled with a name and date.  The bodies were
arranged in chronological order according to date of death so that
they could keep track of the bacteria's age when they were finally
moved into the Butcher Shop.  When she was done with
her oration, she asked them to gather around one of the
drawers.

 

"You're not going to open that," Solomon insisted.

 

Luco gave him a hard look.  "When you leave here, Mr.
Solomon, you will have a very clear idea of what it is you're
defending.  I promise you that."

 

He swallowed but did not reply.

 

As she reached for the drawer, the men, especially Seaver,
noticed that two of the guards readied their weapons.  She
pulled it open without hesitation and revealed a male anywhere from
forty five to sixty years old.  He was naked but covered with
a sheet.  Some of his hair had fallen out, literally
fallen out.  The exposed portions of his scalp were
red and blistered.  The remaining hair was almost entirely
white but was, or had been, thick and soft.  A black and white
mustache, thick with dried gore, was plastered to his upper
lip.  Through his forehead, left of the nose, was a bullet
hole.  Another, almost dead center, looked a bit more
recent.

 

"This is Mr. Radcliffe.  His drug purchase went bad. 
Very bad.  That hole just above his left eye was given to him
by police at the scene.  It was an execution shot and should
have done the job but the bullet went in at an odd angle and
ricocheted off of the eye socket.  It damaged the brain enough
to stun the zombie for almost twenty four hours.  In that
time, no less than twelve people had their hands on him. 
Saturday evening, Dr. Mwabi opened up this drawer to have a
look.  Despite a shattered pelvis and two broken hips, caused
by a fallen shelving unit, and a bullet in the head, the bacteria
managed to repair this zombie well enough that it sprang out of the
drawer and bit Dr. Mwabi on the cheek.  Dr. Mwabi died
yesterday afternoon.  You'll get to meet her in a little
while."

 

"I think we've seen enough," Solomon declared, wiping his upper
lip with his left forefinger.

 

"Oh, I don't think so," Luco replied.

 

"You listen here, Dr. Luco.  I tell you enough is enough
and I demand that you show us out."

 

This time, Luco prevented the smile from crossing her
face.  She suddenly felt bad for Joseph Solomon.  Even as
the sweat on his upper lip spread to the rest of his face and she
could detect the odor of his poorly disguised flatulence, she
realized that he was way out of his element.  This man was a
juggernaut in court and around the conference table.  She had
witnessed it.  But this particular arena seemed to strip him
of even the most basic level of dignity.

 

She chose to say nothing to him directly, instead addressing
them all.  "Let's go meet some of the patients."










The Ward


THERE was a short corridor that took them from
the morgue into the laboratory sections.  They passed numerous
people, each with their minds on their own tasks.  There were
guards at every junction, each with an automatic rifle.  The
men wore uniforms but they weren't police uniforms and they weren't
army uniforms.  Lochschenborgh thought they might be part of a
private security force but dearly hoped not.  More than
likely, they were military, part of some branch he didn't
recognize.  If they were, that would suggest that the federal
government had taken an interest in the situation.  He
wondered if there were zombies elsewhere in the country and even
the world?

 

Dr. Luco did not stop them in any of the labs.  She did
comment that her work area was not for them to inspect and the
people there were too busy trying to discover a medicine that
actually would effectively combat the disease to take any
time out of their days.  As they passed her lab, she glanced
in, remembering that she hadn't seen it since Saturday night when
Lance had come and swept her off her feet.  She smiled once
and then got back to business.

 

Through the labs and down another bare hallway and they came to
a solid white door marked with a hazard sign.  This was the
Ward.  The door in front of which they stood was the
outer door.  There was an inner door as well.  Luco
swiped her card and pushed her thumb into the pad for
identification.  The outer door opened and they all stepped
inside.  Solomon hesitated, looking into the room tentatively,
like an animal that knows it's going into a trap.  But, like
that very same animal, he was no longer master of his own
fate.  He was caught in the flow of a rushing river and all he
could do was hold on and see where it took him.

 

As the outer door closed behind them, trapping them in the small
space between, Luco addressed them once again.  "This is the
Ward.  This is where we treat the sick.  As you
walk through this area, I want you to remember something. 
Every single patient in the Ward is going to die.  We
don't have a cure.  We don't even have effective
treatment.  Some of them have only hours to live.  Others
will last a bit longer.  But they will all die and
become zombies.  Some of them will end up in the morgue and,
eventually, the Butcher Shop.  Others will end up in
the Zoo."

 

"What's the Zoo," Juarez asked.

 

"You'll see," Luco said with no expression at all.  And
with that, she swiped her card, placed her thumb, and waited as the
inner door opened up.

 

The Ward was a large area comprised of rooms and cubed
off enclosures.  Each space had a bed and a table as well as
various accoutrements, whatever was needed to care for the
patient.  Doctors, nurses, and orderlies who had volunteered
their time and their safety milled about the rooms, seeing to the
needs of the sick.  Most of the beds were empty but it was
easy to envision the place overflowing with people whose futures
included a grisly pallor and a steady diet of, well, each
other.  The beds that were filled were filled with mostly
healthy looking people.  They weren't wasting away and they
hadn't developed blisters, lesions, or other marks that might be
associated with a terrible disease.  Of course, the disease
ran its course so quickly that there was really barely any time for
these symptoms to manifest.  Luco noted that most of the beds
that had been full when she'd left on Saturday night were empty
now.  Others had patients in them, patients she hadn't
met.  Only Mrs. Wilson, poor sweet Mrs. Wilson held on.

 

"Don't touch anyone or anything," Luco warned.  "In the
air, the bacterium has a life expectancy of about three seconds but
that doesn't mean that a stray drop of spit or blood on your finger
won't spawn a swarm of them in your bloodstream.  Keep well
away from the patients, also.  One well aimed sneeze or cough
and it's the end of you."

 

Satisfied that they respected the risks, she led them over to
where Mrs. Wilson lay.  She was a fighter, Mrs. Wilson. 
To date, she was the only patient they'd had who had not contracted
the disease from another zombie.  Her husband, the late Mr.
Wilson, had died of the disease during dinner and turned right
there.  He'd attacked his wife with a face full of mashed
potatoes and she had fended him off with a butter knife, escaping
out the front door of their house and locking him in.

 

But it had all been in vain.  She had contracted the
disease long before he'd died.  She had no idea where he'd
gotten it and vigorous testing of all of his acquaintances yielded
no results.  They would never know.  So now Mrs. Wilson
lived in the Ward.  She had an unusually strong
immune system and Luco had treated her aggressively with varying
courses of antibiotics and other medication.  The good news
was that the bacteria had slowed its advance.  In fact, Luco
was sure that Mrs. Wilson could go on indefinitely with the
bacteria as long as she kept getting the proper rotation of
medicines.  Unfortunately, those very same medicines were
killing her.  On the small table next to the bed was a picture
of the family.  Mr. and Mrs. Wilson sat in two chairs,
surrounded by their children and grandchildren.  The photo was
maybe three years old.  In it, Mrs. Wilson was a plump woman
with a deep smile and puffy cheeks and chins.  Now she was as
thin as a rail.  The medication had decimated her digestive
system.  She could barely eat, and even then it had to be
liquids that broke down very easily.  She'd gone into kidney
failure twice, and coded four times.  Under Luco's orders,
they kept bringing her back.  Most of the staff didn't see why
it was so important.  What could they learn about the pathogen
by making this poor woman suffer?  But Dr. Luco noticed things
the others did not see.  She had a whole notebook filled with
just Mrs. Wilson.

 

The older woman looked up from her magazine as they
approached.  From the perspective of the visitors, she could
have been in for a routine procedure.  Her expression was
placid, her movements seemingly normal.  There was an oxygen
tube running under her nose and an IV in her arm.  There were
monitors everywhere.  But she seemed nonplussed.

 

"I didn't see you yesterday, dear," she said to Dr. Luco.

 

Luco looked away sheepishly.  "I took the day off."

 

But the woman brightened at the news.  "Good for you! 
I hope you spent the time wisely."

 

Luco cleared her throat, a little embarrassed.  "Well, Mrs.
Wilson.  How do you feel today?"

 

"About the same I suppose."

 

Luco nodded, making a show of checking her chart.  "Those
are good instincts because it doesn't look like there's any
change."

 

Mrs. Wilson nodded sadly.  "I had a little bit of
breakfast."

 

"Really?  That's good."

 

"I don't know which is worse for my appetite.  The medicine
or watching all of these people die every day."  There was a
momentary silence while the poor women wallowed in her
misery.  But then it passed and she put on her face
again.  "And who are these gentlemen?"

 

"Well," Luco said.  "We have Mr. Lochschenborg from the
Department of Health here and his associate, Mr. Seaver. 
These other two gentlemen are here representing Candid
Pharmaceuticals.  They make Head Shot."

 

"Oh?"  Mrs. Wilson's eyes narrowed as she focused first on
Juarez and then on Solomon.  "I'm suing you people, you
know.  Just as soon as I get better."

 

For a moment, Luco thought that Solomon was going to come back
with a retort, but he held it.  It's possible he felt cowed by
her condition and had the decency enough not to argue with a dying
woman.  More than likely, though, he just felt it wasn't
prudent to engage her in any conversation regarding a law suit.

 

"Well," Luco began.  "I have to take these men to the
Zoo, now."

 

"I wish you wouldn't call it that."

 

"You feel better, Mrs. Wilson."

 

Luco didn't take them to visit any of the other patients. 
What was the point?  Mrs. Wilson was the only one with whom
she'd developed a relationship.  Any that had been in the
Ward on Saturday were so close to death that they wouldn't
even be able to speak.  At the other end of the Ward
was another set of doors that matched those through which they had
originally come.  Luco took them through the inner doors and
stopped once again before letting them all out.

 

"We're going to Zoo now.  That's where we keep
them, the zombies.  If you've never seen one before, and I
guess you haven't, you'd better brace yourself."

 

"That woman," Lochschenborg asked.  "What keeps her
going?"

 

"I do," Luco said, and then swiped her card.
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	Forty
Leap (2006)
SAMPLE ONLY. This is the first 4 chapters of the novel Forty
Leap. Please see inside for details. -- What if you could travel
into the future? What if you couldn’t stop travelling into the
future? You might lose a minute or an hour. You’d get bewildered
stares from your family when it takes you five minutes to retrieve
your sister in-law’s cup of tea from the next room. You’d have to
beg for your job when you missed a week because of jumping into the
future. Blocks of time would suddenly be behind you. And during
those blocks of time, people might leave. People might die. The
world might change around you. What happens then if you start to
lose years? Then people finally start to believe your story? Then
they want to study you. They want to harness your curse as a power.
As the generations pass you by, what does the world become in your
absence? Who are you when you finally emerge into each new era?

I’ll tell you who you are. You’re Mathew Cristian, that’s
who.



	


The
Book of Revelations (2008)
When a psychiatrist discovers a way to see into people’s past
lives he becomes judge and jury. Seeking the advice of clergymen,
he meets Rabbi Guetterman and discovers that, in his past life, he
was of Adolf Hitler. This discovery sparks events that push the
limits of society, test the bounds of faith, and put the rabbi in
mortal danger. Because when the Jury is after you, there is no
escape.



	


Life
Broker (2010)
If you're like Mr. Davis, you're unsatisfied with your life. Of
course, if you're like Mr. Davis, you've reached the end of your
life and a none too happy ending it was. Ready for a new life, Mr.
Davis now has the opportunity to make sure everything goes the way
he wants it to go. And with Jimmy as his broker, everything's sure
to turn out just right.



	


Zombies!
Episode 1: Shawn of the Dead (2010)
THE coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Shawn of the Dead is the first of a
series of episodes that focuses on the more personal aspects of
people as they face their regular lives against the backdrop of a
zombie infection.



	


Zombies!
Episode 2: Abby's Bad Day (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Abby Benjamin is a typical working mom.
But when one of the customers at the gym where she works falls ill,
Abby gets a close up look at a completely different world, a world
that is ever creeping into the lives of normal people. It is a very
bad day.



	


Zombies!
Episode 3: Love Bites (2010)
The coming of the zombies to the world is not necessarily the
coming of the apocalypse. Relationships are hard enough without
having to worry about the undead knocking on your door. Follow John
Arrick, Shawn Rudd, and Denise Luco as they try to put their fears
of the undead aside in order to grapple with the much more
dangerous effects of romance.



	


Zombies!
Episode 5: Sinners and Saints (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual?Zombies have become a part of
society now, the truth of their existence common knowledge. And as
policemen like Anthony Heron and Francis Culph must deal with the
consequences of fighting them, others have embraced their existence
in surprising ways. Their common ground? Lots and lots of
zombies!



	


Zombies!
Episode 6: Barriers Collapse (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual? The walls that separate the
characters of Zombies! begin to collapse. Abby and Peter embark on
a crusade to warn people of the threat of zombies while John Arrick
discovers that his miraculous recovery from the zombie infection
does not come without side effects.



	


Zombies!
Episode 8: The Good, the Bad, and the Zombie (2011)
Is the apocalypse a world wide event or is it something that
happens privately to the individual? It's Christmas. While Greg
Smith is reunited with his estranged parents, Anthony Heron must
battle his demons in order to find his way back to the family that
is rapidly slipping away.

After an unprecedented phone call from his mother, Greg Smith
and his wife agree to allow them into their lives despite a prior
conflict. As they are resolving their issues, Smith must deal with
the rapidly deteriorating Anthony Heron and a piece of intelligence
that names all of the Zombie Rights Association officers and the
locations of their safe houses.

When Naughton steps in to help Smith run the operation, they
implement a plan to exterminate hundreds of zombies and take back
control of the city. But, of course, when an operation is spread
out over six locations and involves dozens of people from all
different branches of law enforcement, things are bound to go
wrong.
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