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Walking down the halls of Brookhaven was like walking down the corridor to death's door. At least that's what Chrissy (with two S's) thought. They used to call these places old folks homes. Later, they changed it to retirement homes. But now they were regulated to assisted

nursing facilities. 

Didn't matter to Chrissy. She got paid the same no matter what you wanted to call a place that housed the elderly patients, so close to the grave that they were practically slow walking stiffs as soon as they arrived. 

No matter how you said it, this was the last junction for old people. That's how it is though. This is a dumping ground for the least worthy of society. Just like you would dump a mattress that had seen better days off in the trash. It had it's use but it's someone else's problem now. 

Chrissy was fine with that, and had been for the past three years. She did her duty with precision and attention to detail. She'd been puked on, grabbed, choked, and been present for the eventual deaths of the residents. Just another day. Just another old person going to the great beyond. She told herself this but, deep down, she was never ready for what her rounds at Brookhaven brought. 

Despite what the movies and TV shows told you about these places, you couldn't actually imagine what really took place. Chrissy had walked in on Tom Peterson beating his meat like it owed him money. She'll never forget what an eighty seven year old man looks like as he masturbates. 

Stan Jameson and Claire Horthawn (eighty one and ninety respectively) doing the nasty deed, their colostomy bags banging a tune on the sides of their handrails in time to their wrinkled love making, would forever be etched in her mind. 

And Peter Strome (seventy nine) snorting what looked an awful lot like cocaine from his desk with a rolled up dollar bill would give her nightmares. 

But Chrissy was fine with all of this. What are you gonna do? People fuck, people do drugs, people are animals no matter their age,  she thought. She did her due diligence every night, round after round. 

It wasn't until she entered the room of Alice Walker, ninety three, that she doubted her job. Sex, drugs, and jerking off was one thing. No problemo. A-OK even. But this...

Alice Walker (maiden name Seares) had led a good life, all things considered. She was an original settler and married young to an older man named Delbert Walker, a lawyer by trade but a philanderer and miscreant by nature. Her life with him wasn't necessarily happy but not completely shit so she stayed with him until his untimely death from a heart attack at age sixty seven. Truth be told, she was happy when death came calling for him. He had five other children with just as many women that she was aware of. Probably more but she had no way to prove that. 

Delbert was a man full of sin but he was also very good at business. He owned a chain of porn theaters and money came from all directions (as did the people who frequented his theaters). Delbert and Alice never had children together but that was fine with Alice. When he died, there was nobody to share his wealth with and Alice had enough to live comfortably. 

She took her inheritance and moved to Joring Michigan, a town that accepted her with open arms. She dated again, started her life over again, and didn't regret her past. 

Chrissy really liked Alice Walker. Alice was always kind and almost never needed her assistance in cleaning or eating. A good egg. An independent woman who just happened to lose her way in the latter stage of her life. 

This is the thought that would stay with her when Chrissy walked into Alice's room on February 12th 2023. 
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Blood. Lots of it too. The windows, the door, the floor. There wasn't a surface that was once painted white unaffected by the crimson. Chrissy first took in the scene, eyes darting back and forth like they were two swinging lanterns in the night. She wanted to act professional. She wanted to pretend that this was a perfectly normal thing. Instead, she screamed. 

A not professional thing to do but what other reaction could possibly have been appropriate? The body of Alice Walker was desecrated, as Chrissy would tell anybody who listened later. Others would use phrases like flayed, gutted, and massacred but Chrissy would only think of this as a desecration.  

Alice's body laying in her bed, cut open from neck to navel. Her intestines spread like a spider in eight different directions. Her heart was missing from where it should have been but placed on her forehead. 

Chrissy let her screams out and then some. She was only halfway through her shift.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​CHAPTER 3


[image: ]


Things are different now, Stephanie Sawyer thought. She walked up to the second floor of Brookhaven and made her way to the nurses station. She didn't need anyone to tell her something was going on since she could see the police and ambulance guys hanging around but she figured she better check in anyway. 

The night nurse, Marge Ekelson, greeted her by waving her hands and stepping out from behind the desk.

"It's so awful", Marge said, "there's blood everywhere. Looks like someone butchered her. It's just..." Marge broke down. 

Stephanie walked past, giving Marge a nod. Whatever was going on here, she needed to reserve her strength. She saw the police and medics but focused on Chrissy, sitting on a bench outside of the room, sullen and unmistakably traumatized. 

"Hey, girl." she said, not really knowing what to say, yet better than nothing. Stephanie rubbed Chrissy's back, unsure of what to do given the circumstances. She looked at Chrissy and saw a person that was broken. 

"I'll take it from here, no worries ", Stephanie said. With no response from Chrissy except for a shudder, she walked into the room that once belonged to Alice Walker. 
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Mrs. Delphine Hardwick toked until her face turned almost purple. She slowly exhaled the smoke and offered it to Gabe Albright. 

"NO THANKS", he yelled as he always does, "I DON'T WANNA GET HIGH. ALICE IS DEAD".

Gabe is deaf and always yells even when he thinks he's being quiet. He was in god damn VIETNAM and figured the world owed him something even if he was just an officer that never saw the first sign of combat. 

"GIMME MY JUICE", he said. By "juice", he means Wild Turkey. Delphine flips him off, "Take what I give ya or go and fuck yourself", she says. Gabe's face scrunches up. 

There's a lockdown. Not a standard one. Generally when one of the walking dead (as they've all come to think of themselves) dies, they have to sit in their rooms and reflect on what happened. Gabe thinks this is dumb. He's ninety years old and doesn't need the drama. This lockdown is more intense. They were locked in their rooms like prisoners and he didn't like that one bit. 

Sure, Alice was dead. Hell, she was carved up like a turkey on Thanksgiving at the hand of Michael J. Fox. That didn't mean he had to suffer the indignity for it though. Goddamn fascists.

But, despite Delphine's harshness when offering the joint, he does want to get high or drunk, to feel something. 

He accepts grudgingly, but he tokes deep, knowing that the good Lord above has his back. "PISS AND FIRE", he says. It's his favorite expression when something goes wrong as if yelling this phrase makes everything alright. Delphine only responds with a snort. 

"You can barely piss anymore and the only fire you have comes from that rot gut you call whiskey", she says.

Gabe takes a long drag and holds it in as long as his deteriorating lungs can handle before blowing the smoke out with a coughing fit that would normally alert the medical staff. 

"WANNA FUCK?", he yells. 

Delphine gets red in the face. She's actually pretty disgusted by Gabe but, she had to admit, the man was hung like a torpedo. She gives him an unsteady glare and shushes him. "You need to leave my room. Get out", she says. She actually wants to bang Gabe but he's being much too loud about it and she has a fine respectable Southern Belle reputation to uphold. 

Gabe looks at her kind of funny and yells "GOUT? I DON'T HAVE THE GOUT". 

Delphine shakes her head and takes back the joint. 
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Three days later seems like a lifetime because, at their age, three days could actually be a lifetime. But the residents of Brookhaven get back into their daily routines and nobody mentions Alice Walker. There are now forty four full time inhabitants left and life is too precious to focus on the dead. 

Unless your name is Winona B. Nobody except staff and medical personnel knows what the "B" stands for. Gabe thinks it's BITCH because she's one of the very few females here who refuse his advances. Beaufort, Belmont, and Barry have been mentioned but who knows for sure? 

Winona is between ninety eight and one hundred and five, her age being just as much of a mystery as her Christian name. The only black person at Brookhaven, she has done her best to avoid the verbal pitfalls of racism from the others who claim I'm not racist. It was just a different time when I was growing up. 

Bullshit and excuses, she thought. As if, at some point in their lives, the others experienced the violence of the civil rights movement and just threw their hands up in the air and decided afro American or negro was not as offensive as the N-WORD. Like they just took the least offensive (but still offensive nonetheless) terminology and cemented in their minds that this was acceptable. 

Why not just friend or person? She might be as old as Moses but Gabe could go fuck himself when he said he wanted
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