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CURT WOKE UP WITH A mixture of sour cream and onion chips and vomit on his breath.  He closed his mouth, but the taste made him gag and he leaned up and tried to spit, but the gang war going on in his head quickly put an end to that nonsense.  No vertical positions for a while, it said.  But lying horizontal wasn’t helping, either.  The world spun around him, and Curt felt like his head was rolling from side to side, even though when he opened his eyes that notion proved to be wrong.  He was perfectly still, and perfectly confused.

“Where the hell?” he muttered.

While he couldn’t move his head, his eyes, blurry and on the verge of bulging from his sockets, still worked, more or less.  He rolled them around, taking in light, color, shapes, what little of all three the world offered.  It’s dark, he decided.  What time?

He felt his pants and found a large rectangular shape in one of the pockets.  He pulled out the phone and activated the screen, the sight blinding him and sending off fireworks in his skull.  The shock took his breath away and Curt had to take a few seconds to calm down, then tried again.  Three-fifteen in the morning.

Lava coursed through the grooves of his brain, melting his skull.

He tried to sit up again, with slightly more success this time in that he did manage to be upright for a second before his torso lolled forward at his hips and he had to catch his head in his hands.

He squeezed his eyes shut again and when the pain died down once more, he opened them again and, through slitted lids, found the flashlight app on his phone.  The back of the phone roared to brilliant life and Curt aimed the beam away from him, trying to figure out where he was. 

How he got here.

Why his pants felt the way they did.

Okay, that one was easy.  He had pissed himself.

“That sucks,” he croaked.

Now to figure out the rest.  Starting with what the hell had he been drinking last night?  He had no recollection, so it must have been something really good.

Now for where was he.

He climbed to his shaky feet and immediately felt like he could vomit again.  He leaned forward and breathed slowly.  He stared at the floor.  Rock?  Concrete?  Something like that.  He raised his head slightly and peered ahead, into the beam of the light shining into the distance.  Not that there was much distance.  Another thirty feet?  Maybe.  He appeared to be inside some kind of structure.  Several feet behind him was a door, hanging ajar.  Rain poured outside and cold wind blew into the building.  Curt thought of closing the door, but until he knew where he was, maybe he’d leave it open anyway, just a little longer, just in case.

He walked a few steps deeper into the building and suddenly it hit him where he was.  He and his buddy Drew had broken into one of the family crypts at the Angel Hill cemetery.  Why?  Because they were twenty-year-old college students, they were drunk, and they were stupid was the conclusion Curt came to.

Okay, he was here, so where was Drew?

Curt crept further along, not wanting to be here, but if his friend was in here with him, he wasn’t going to leave Drew behind.  They’d both been hitting some pretty hard stuff, and, yep, there he was.  Curt had found him, three-fourths of the way inside the crypt.

He was about to lean down and shake his buddy awake so they could get out of here when something else caught his eye.

The crypt was lined on each side by a number of slots in the walls, most of them adorned with a plaque bearing a name and a set of years.  One of these spots, the plaque naming Elliot Cross and claiming he had lived between the years 1943-1960, was open.

Not a lot, but enough for Curt to notice.

He wanted to grab Drew and get the hell out of here.  But something about that open panel on the wall of the dead ...

Just a quick peek.

He wrenched open the panel all the way, letting stale cold air waft out into his face.  He winced at the smell, realizing he was smelling death, literally, and covered his mouth and nose with his palm until the stench passed him.

He took a look at Drew again to make sure his friend was still alive, still asleep, then he aimed the beam from his phone into the hole.

It appeared empty at first, but as he moved the light further into the shadows, more of the crypt was revealed.  And what he saw was not the coffin of Elliot Cross, died 1960, but a bare human foot.  And slightly above that, another one.  Further up, Curt saw two bare legs, hairless and pale.

His heart beat as if it were trying to vibrate through his chest and Curt felt every joint in his body weaken and threaten to fail.  It was all he could do to keep from collapsing on the spot.

“Drew!” he said, trying to get his unconscious friend’s attention.  “Dude, wake up, you have to see this!”

He moved the beam up further to see a naked rear, then a back.  Someone was inside the crypt, and Curt saw movement from them.  They were breathing.

He turned back for a second and nudged Drew with his foot.

“Dude, wake up, you have to see this.  Help me out.”

Finally, Drew roused, barely.  He spent forever rubbing his eyes, then finally sat up and rubbed at them some more.

“What’s going on?” Drew asked, his voice rough and nearly gone.  “Where are we?”

“Check this out,” Curt said.  “Come here, man.”

Drew turned to try to find Curt in the darkness, and the light from Curt’s phone nearly blinded him.

“Dude, enough with the light, come on.”

“Sorry,” Curt said, and moved the beam out of Drew’s face.  “Come here.”

Drew looked around again, trying to see anything, scratched his head, then got to shaky feet and came over.

“What is it?  Man, where are we?”

“Cemetery,” Curt said.  “I don’t remember, either.  Look at this.”

He aimed the beam back into the crypt and showed Drew what he’d found.

Drew looked inside and said, “Who is that?”

Curt shrugged.  “Help me.”

He reached in and touched the foot, receiving a slight electrical shock for his efforts.  “Fuck!” he yelped and pulled his hand back to suck at the fingers.

“The fuck was that?” Drew asked.

“I don’t know,” Curt replied.  He took off his shirt and wrapped it around his hand, then reached in again.  He nudged the foot again and got nothing from it, so he grasped it fully in his hand and shook it.

“Hey,” he said.  “You okay in there?  Hello?  You alright?”

“You sure they’re not dead?” Drew asked.

“Naw, man, I saw ‘em breathing.  Help me pull ‘em out.”

Curt and Drew each grabbed a foot and hauled.  The body was heavy with deadweight, but they soon managed to work it out far enough for Curt to cradle it and bring it the rest of the way.  He noticed several disturbing things all at once.
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