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      Carl closed the folder lying on the desk in front of him and looked up at the two men watching him. “I’ve read the file, what little there is of it. So let me get this straight. You want me to do an autopsy on a living corpse. Have I got that right? A living corpse?”

      Detective Ausberg’s face hardened. “The person it used to be is already dead. Has been for some time. You’ll understand better when you see her. I mean, it. We need you to find out why it’s still ticking, and if you can, tell us how we can turn it off.”

      “Turn it off, as in kill it,” Carl corrected him. “Kill it so it stays permanently dead.”

      “That’s right,” Police Chief Dorman confirmed. The man pointed to the folder on the desk. “Ever since this…whatever you want to call it, plague, infestation. Ever since this crap started happening, and these corpses became reanimated, we were told to shoot ‘em in the head. Put a bullet between the eyes, and that would stop them in their tracks.”

      Carl chuckled. “Who told you that? The movies?”

      “We know now that doesn’t work,” Ausberg conceded. “Neither does chopping off the head. Fucking things just keep moving.”

      “If it’s dead, how does it know where to go?” Carl questioned.

      Both men looked at each other before Dorman replied, “We don’t believe it’s capable of thought anymore. We think these things just randomly…”

      “Randomly what? Attack people?” Carl supplied. “Like it goes after anyone who stumbles into their path?”

      Dorman winced. “Whoever it can get its hands on, it attacks.”

      “So what you’re telling me is if one these animated corpses ‘sees’ someone…” Carl made air quotes around the word. “Seeing someone won’t trigger it to go after that person?” Immediately, he could tell he’d raised an unwanted issue, and he challenged the two men on it. “I thought you said these things are no longer capable of rational thought.”

      “We don’t know what it’s capable of,” the detective admitted. “The body still moves around without the brain. We want to know why.”

      A grin formed on his face. “Have you thought about torching the bodies?” Carl suggested.

      “Yes. We tried. It doesn’t work,” Dorman solemnly told him. “It just slows them down.”

      “It eventually stops them, once they’re nothing more than ashes,” the detective lightly chided him with a grin.

      Carl almost dropped his jaw. Before he could say anything more, the police chief continued.

      “We’re not the only community with this problem. These creatures are popping up all over the place. The governor’s calling in the National Guard. In the meantime, every police and sheriff’s department has been put on alert. We’ve been ordered to find out the cause of this outbreak.”

      “Hence the autopsy,” Carl surmised.

      “That’s why we brought in the thing you’re gonna be examining,” Dorman said.

      “Just one?” Carl meant it as another teasing jab, but apparently these two men weren’t in the mood.

      “We risked lives getting this sample over here,” Ausberg almost growled. “You tell us how to shut ‘em down for good, and we’ll bring you all you want. Promise.”

      “It’s been set up in Room B. Oren’s on his way over here to offer his assistance. If there’s anything you need, don’t hesitate to holler,” Dorman said.

      Carl nodded. The medical examiner would be a big help. “Out of curiosity, what are you doing with the other reanimated dead things you find?”

      “We’re corralling them over at the high school tennis courts. They’re locked up behind those tall wire fences,” Dorman admitted. “We’re hoping that’ll keep ‘em contained.”

      The detective snorted. “Until they figure out a way to climb their way out.” The man’s comment didn’t sit well with the police chief, who shot him a dirty look.

      Carl got to his feet. “Let me get started then. The sooner I do, the sooner we can put an end to this bizarre mess.”

      Ausberg reached out and placed a hand on the coroner’s shoulder. “Just a couple of words of warning, Ferrault. Never face one of them alone. We still don’t know what all they’re capable of. When you go in, make sure you’re fully gowned and masked up. Better safe than sorry.”

      Carl nodded, casting the guy a smile of thanks. “Got it. I’ll get everything prepared while I wait for Badgette to get here before I go in.”

      Both men turned to leave, but before they exited the office, Dorman turned around to add, “Try to get as much evidence as you can on video and audio. That way, if something should happen, and we need to continue the investigation elsewhere, or on another subject, you’ll already have laid out some groundwork for them to work with.”

      Carl gave them an inquisitive stare. “What do you mean, if something should happen? What kind of ‘something’ should I be on the alert for?”

      Neither man volunteered an answer. Instead, they left the office without saying another word, which pissed him off to no end.

      One of the advantages of using Room B was the huge window that divided the actual examination room from a smaller viewing room. That way, if certain individuals needed to watch and observe what was going on inside during the autopsy, they could do so without contaminating the site, getting in the coroner’s way, or putting themselves in harm’s way. Carl couldn’t begin to count the number of times a know-it-all attorney or law enforcement officer accidentally slipped on blood or other crap that had dripped onto the floor and ended up injuring themselves. Not to mention falling onto some of the instruments, like the bone saw. Or, in one case, when a D.A. had knocked over a pan of entrails, which completely invalidated the point of the entire dissection.

      Carl was studying the subject lying on the stainless-steel table when there was a knock on the door behind him. Badgette entered without waiting for Carl to respond.

      “What’ve we got here?” the ME inquired as they shook hands in greeting.

      Carl handed him the folder. “Name’s Amisa Chandra. White Caucasian female. Age, twenty-two. Died six months ago from an overdose.”

      Badgette grunted. “Okay. My first line of reasoning would be, do we already know what the main cause of death is for the other reanimated corpses?”

      Carl snickered. “If you’re thinking drug overdoses are causing this, I’m already ahead of you. I did some research while I was waiting for you. Dorman sent me the files of all the known reanimated corpses. I’ve only scanned a few of them, but so far the CODs are all unrelated. There’s cancer, car accidents, heart attacks and strokes, homicides, suicides, and one drowning, just to mention a few. So the assumption that all the undead are related through drug usage is a bust.”

      The ME nodded. “Let me guess. Same goes for ethnicities?”

      “Yep. No one ethnic group shows more of an inclination to be resurrected. Same for ages.”

      “Or sex,” Carl included, getting a chuckle from Badgette. “One more thing. While I was checking over dates of death, I also noticed most of the corpses are fresh. Sometimes barely a week gone. This one…” He tapped the glass with the folder. “She’s one of the older ones, if you want to call six months old. I only found two others who were as old or older.”

      “It’s possible the older corpses aren’t able to move around as much because of—” Badgette cut himself off in mid-thought. “What the hell, Carl! We’re overlooking the most obvious!”

      Carl raised an eyebrow at the man. “What?”

      “How the fuck did they get out of their caskets?”

      The question left him just as stunned. “Hell if I know. Come on. We better get in there and get started. The sooner we can figure out this mess, the better off we’ll all be.”

      The ME nodded and followed him out of the room and into the dressing area where they suited up into lightweight hazmat suits specifically kept there for when examinations were needed on possibly contagious victims.

      As they were getting prepared, a pervasive stench was already seeping into the side room. Badgette nudged his arm and handed him a small vial. Carl took it and used the eyedropper inside to dose his mask with peppermint oil. Although the N95 masks would protect them from any contaminants or germs, it wouldn’t filter out the reeking odors they’d be forced to smell.

      Even with the oil, they weren’t prepared for the wall of foulness that hit them when they entered

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/autopsy.jpg
A@Opgy






OEBPS/images/maplogosq.jpg





