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The Dead Shall Rise.

Mikhail's wife is dead. He knows this, and he remembers it. Not only does he remember the event, he remembers all the little events that led up to it that conspired together to take her.

From the sea of zombie-like Reps that exist between their outback home and the nearest hospital, to the totalitarian Reamer police that guard against the forces of Celena and her hound, Mikhail lives in a dark, dystopian future with threads that tie back to events in the present day.

And he can change it all, if he has the will.

Twelve amazing short stories from Engen Books' top talents, including internationally best-selling horror icon Paul Carberry, Erin Vance, and Matthew LeDrew. Download this amazing collection now!

If you enjoy this novel, sign up to my newsletter to receive updates and news. Sign up now and get an exclusive FREE horror eBook from the Engen Team!

Sign-Up for the Engen Horror Society Newsletter by clicking this link!
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TIMELINE I
 


[image: ]


I can recall with perfect clarity the day my wife died.

It was early in the fall of my thirty sixth year. I remember that the summer’s crops were not looking promising this year. I suspected that the ground was becoming fallow. The water basin along the eastern ridge of town had started to go dry, and the seasons... well, the seasons have been slowly becoming one long season since I was a small boy. Without a change in season, it becomes harder to make a change in crop, and without a change in crop the group become fallow and unsustainable.

I’d managed to keep this fact from Jennifer by eating considerably less than her... she was eating for two, after all.

Actually, I’m fairly certain she noticed that I had only been eating a third as much as she was. We’d been living together for the better part of fifteen years, had been married for the last two — she probably knew more about me than I knew about myself.

In any event, on this day I woke up in my bed alone. I remember my eyes opening on their own on or about 7 am staring straight up at the ceiling. The sun was bright, brighter than it was in my boyhood at seven... time moved differently now. The children of town thought that that was a myth, but any of us lucky enough to have survived to near forty would tell you: the world was slowing down. 

The ceiling was low in its middle, a reminder that I’d have to reinforce the roof sooner rather than later.

I sat up and dangled my legs over the edge of the bed. After a moment, a smile I couldn’t fight came to my lips: I could hear her, just down over the stairs. Nothing specific or significant, just the regular sounds of her going about her day.

The first thing I noticed was the sizzle of bacon on the frying pan: that constant hiss and occasional pop of several thick, fatty strips as they became crisp and hard. There were almost assuredly eggs next to it, although I couldn’t really hear those. I could smell them though, thick with the smell of savory and garlic. It made my mouth water.

Every few minutes there would be a fresh slosh of water as she gave the hand pump another push, along with the whine of the copper handle as it arose again. That was another thing to fix, that one sooner rather than later. The last thing I needed was for Jennifer to strain herself because of a rusty joint. I wasn’t sure why she was filling the basin, but it’s either to wash dishes or wash clothes... and given the time of morning, I’d lay wager on clothes.

There were vultures outside doing their morning greeting, harping at the rising sun and scraping their feet along my roof. I could hear them pecking at the beehive far in the back, trying to coax out a yellow-and-black meal. They’re out of luck; the hive went dry several seasons ago.

Everything dies here.

Some mornings the birds were unbearable and gave me a headache from the get-go, but today they were almost peaceful. Like all the parts of the morning were coming together to make a song just for me.

And singing to the tune of that song was my wife.

She was humming along to no particular tune or beat I could recognize, intermittently switching to “da da da’s” and “la la la’s”. She must have been in a great mood, and that put me in one, too.

I got up and checked myself in the mirror quickly, then headed down the stairs.

Our house was small, even by this town’s standards. Two floors and only about nine hundred square feet, we opted for having several small rooms rather than big, unnecessarily large ones. Small rooms were easier to heat, and we wanted children. Lots of children.

Our bedroom was on the eastern face of the house and was barely big enough to fit our bed into lengthwise. The dresser and mirror were next to it and served as out night table as well, but other than that there was barely enough room for two people to stand. Especially me, with the ceiling on the top floor so low that I felt certain I’d have a hunch by the time I was forty. The room was blue... that wonderful sky blue that blended in with the view outside of truly nice days.

The hall outside was equally narrow. The carpet was a rusty colour that had been on sale at Sal’s. Neither of us really liked it. It was knobby and rough but kept our feet warm in the colder months. Our bookshelf was out here, the top shelf mine, the bottom hers. Mine were mostly historical texts, hers fiction. Any kind of fiction, really. All the books were lined up carefully except for whichever one Jennifer was reading at the time, which always lay perched on the corner nearest our room.

There were three more small rooms (each a different colour: yellow, white and a kind of dusty rose) and a small washroom very close to mine. There was also a closet at the far end where we kept all out clothes, not having any in the rooms themselves. I headed there now and grabbed myself an asparagus green tee shirt and jeans that were suddenly too loose for me. I grabbed a belt and hoped Jennifer doesn’t notice.

The stairs were narrow, and the carpet made them slippery. There’s a small writing desk at the foot of it that I hated, kept meaning to move but don’t.

The downstairs was largely dominated by the kitchen, which despite my protests Jennifer insisted be tile. The tile for that one room cost almost as much as the lumber for the rest; and there wasn’t enough of any one pattern so we ended up with a patchwork looking floor... but tile she wanted, so tile she got.

The kitchen itself was the largest of anyone we knew and gave Jennifer the room to do the things she really loved. Only a small section to the left of the stove was actually used for cooking, the rest was much more functional. The table was meant to be for a big family and hopefully would be yet.

There was an easel not far from the bay window that looked out onto the rest of Long Bay, along with two stools: one for her to sit on, one for the mixed paints to rest on. Sometimes she painted what she saw out the window, sometimes she’d just look out until she got a gleam in her eye and then paint something completely different. Either way, it was almost always beautiful.

There were chairs, so many chairs. More chairs than we ever had need for. There was a wine rack in the corner, and I always bragged about making the rack and its contents the best. She usually chimed in at that point and commented that she wasn’t sure which smelled woodier.

There was a small sitting room off of the kitchen and a porch, but that was all. There was a sink in the porch that I put there while I was building the house to clean my hands and still hadn’t bothered to get rid of, but beyond that it was simple. It was humble. But it was ours and it was wonderful.

Jennifer was next to the stove, moving the frying pan from the fire to a cool one as the bacon and eggs started to crisp.

“Good morning,” I said, smiling. My voice was hoarse. I didn’t notice how sore it was until I tried to use it.

“Morning,” she said, turning to me and smiling. There was nothing wrong with her voice, still as smooth and silky and perfect as ever.

That smile was the first thing I ever fell in love with. Long before I ever loved the girl as a whole (which happened fairly fast I’ll admit, but not at first sight), I loved that smile. It was cheeky and wide with thin lips and perfect teeth and more than anything it was real. Jennifer never faked a smile in all the years I’d known her. She would pretend not to be angry, pretend not to be annoyed, even pretend to be enjoying herself... but she would never fake a smile. And nothing made me feel better in life than when she smiled at me, in knowing I caused this one small miracle to happen.

She turned back to her work without another word, humming her little tune. She’d been humming more the last few months... but then, so had I. Her brunette hair was pulled back in a ponytail to keep it out of her eyes and our food, but a few strands still escaped the elastic defiantly, falling into her forehead. Her eyes were a wonderful shade of green, like freshly picked limes. Her skin was pale and clear... even more so lately, but always had been as far as I was concerned. Beyond all that, she was tiny. I was convinced we must have looked comical when we walked to The Market together, me a great deal over six feet and she just shy of five. Every part of her was tiny and sweet, with one exception:

Her stomach bulged, barely contained by the loose white blouse she wore. It looked like she’d stuffed a watermelon underneath it.

I stepped up behind her and kissed her on her neck, then rested my chin on her. I knew she hated the wiry scruff of my beard, but she didn’t complain. Hell, she smiled again. I brought my hand up her shirt and felt her stomach and couldn’t stop myself from smiling like an idiot. “How’d you sleep?”

“Wonderfully,” she hummed, her speech still musical and warm.

“Did she kick any?”

“A little earlier, while I was singing... I think she was trying to tell me not to quit my day job.”

“She was probably just keeping time.” I laughed and wrapped my other hand around and giving her as tight a squeeze as I dare.

There was really no way for us to know the sex of the baby. That type of technology existed of course, but it wasn’t easily accessible. The nearest medical center with that type of technology was in Parse, and the danger of a trip across the Badlands to Parse wasn’t worth something so trivial as being certain what colour nighty to knit.

Besides all that, we were certain it was a girl. All the signs were against us. She was carrying low, craved lemon juice like it was air, and had gained weight in her face. Despite all that, we were sure that we were having a little girl. So sure we hadn’t even talked about any boys names. It was a girl, and we were naming her Gwen. Gwendolen Jennifer Hunt.

“Can I help with anything?” I asked, sliding my arms out from around her.

She stifled her laugh, almost spitting up the orange juice she’d been drinking and bringing her hand up to her nose just in case she did. She swallowed, then turned to me to laugh until she saw that I was serious. She still laughed a little, in her eyes.

“Here,” she smiled, handing me two plates and a handful of cutlery. “You can set the table.”

“Why don’t you ever let me help with any of the cooking?” I asked as I took the dishes and brought them to the table.

“Because, Mik, I’d like to be able to actually eat it afterwards.”

I gave her my hurt face.

She laughed. I loved that laugh. Devilish, really. She was the sweetest girl in the world, but she had a demon’s sense of humour. Could be a real bitch when she wanted to be... but thankfully, she very rarely wanted to be. Even when she was in one of her moods, she was heads above any other woman I’d ever met.

I set the table and poured us each a fresh glass of juice before sitting at my place. A minute or so later she brought the pan over, its contents still sizzling as she scooped them onto the spatula and then onto our plates.

I remember that meal better than any other in my entire life. The bacon was perfect... each strip was thick and crispy on the outside, just a little wriggly in the middle. The eggs were underdone, but I didn’t mind... actually kind of liked them that way. When we’d first been married, I wouldn’t have been able to eat sunny side up eggs and keep it down, but if you live with someone long enough their habits become your own.

She sat across from me the whole while and talked about our plans for the today and the dreams she had the night before. The last seven months she’d had some of the weirdest, most lucid dreams of her life, and she attached great meaning to each and every one of them. I don’t particularly buy into that myself, but I listened intently. I didn’t have to agree with her to be interested in what she was saying. We talked about our plans for the baby’s room and whether or not we were going to christen her, and if so, in what faith (our faiths differed). We didn’t talk about anything terribly important or meaningful... we just talked and enjoyed our meal and, most important of all, enjoyed each other.

I think it was the best meal of my life.

If only the rest of the day had gone so well.

***
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My farm lay of the far northern edge of York, and had ever since my father had completed his erection of it when I was a boy of nine. The truth was that it was by some distance removed from York, but nobody from York (Jennifer included) liked to admit that we were alone. In fact, the only men who enjoyed the solitude that the distance from town brought us had been myself and my father.

York was the largest of what remained of the colony towns, those that had been erected originally as a baseline to keep the Reps from getting too far East and to man the border with the salt water. They’d been built where work could be found, around mining and forestry and the needs of food and water and shelter: hundreds, sometimes thousands of huts and houses built almost on top of each other, like Tanagers huddling together for warmth. Each home had a small plot of land to till, and sustenance was built on the notion of shared coexistence. If Mr. Dumpling grew tomatoes this season, then Mr Creed next door would grow green onion, and the two would trade one for the other so that neither diet went without. It was a system built of checks and balances that worked very well and yet I, and my father before me, could not get behind. Were we loners from the start? I had never thought so, but I wonder now what part that played in what would come.

York and Signet and Goin were the three communities I’d known well enough to say I knew them in my thirty-six years. They dotted the inland of the coast like the stars in Orin’s Belt. York, with its largest market, was the furthest north of the three and my farm was the furthest north structure in it. Beyond the ground of my farm — ploughed and tilled to fertility despite the fallow that the constant summer had wrought — lay the No Man’s Land of the desert, and beyond that was 300 miles of Reps territory. I had ventured out there twice, once on my twenty-third birthday and a second time when Jennifer had come down with a pox, and both times shook me to think of.

Beyond the Reps territory was the central wall and beyond that was Parse, the last of the civilized free cities. Things in Parse were close to as they’d been in the days of old, if you believed the way people spoke: water that ran without a pump, food that didn’t have to be bartered, and light that didn’t have to be burned from oil. The latter at least I could vouch for, but as for the rest, I hadn’t stayed long enough to find out on my one trip there. Parse had the best hospital in the land, and Jennifer had had a pox that had lasted ten nights. Signet had a clinic that serviced York and Goin sure, but what she’d needed had been in Parse.

Beyond Parse were the Green Lands and the Snow Caps — but honestly, the thought of my life taking me any farther than Parse in one direction or any farther than Goin in the other seemed ludicrous. 

Everything we could ever need was here.

***
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After breakfast we went into York for The Market. Once we left our Jeep, it was hard walking with Jennifer, as her added weight slowed us considerably. Seven months ago, she would have moved from table to table as swiftly and deftly as a hummingbird moving from one flower to the next. It was amusing to watch the change in her, but not in a mocking way. Any change in her theses last few months brought a satisfied smile to my face: her changes in diet, in how she walked, in the weight of her next to me on our bed... all these things were tangible signs that Gwendolyn was in the world. Watching their signs was like watching the leaves rustle on the trees in Goin, a small sign that let you know the wind was there even though you couldn’t see it.

The York Market was something to behold. It arrived at noon out of a cloud of dust and humidity and remained for just three hours, cluttering the scant alleys between homes and making the entire town pulse with life. For most, the home was their storefront: a canopy extended on three poles from over the owner’s front door and a table was laid beneath it, and voila! You could start selling.

As I said, each home produced their own foodstuff or product. While one member of the household, typically the patriarch, minded the family booth another member (matriarch, often with children in tow) ventured forth for the items they need. Everyone sold and everyone bought. Almost everything was done on the barter system. Credits were as rare as owl’s teeth and treated accordingly. Credits typically only came from Parse, either by way of a Yorker who had returned from selling his wares there or via a Parser who had come into town, looking for the artisan crafted originals. These credits, once given, were rarely spent but handed down from generation to generation, in the unlikely event that some future descendant would one day accumulate enough to live and be educated in Parse itself. 

I had under my arm a baker’s dozen of beets to barter with. Before she became of child Jennifer would carry some too, but there was no point. We could not barter for more than we could carry back.

Cultivating the beets was difficult, as they took hardship on the soil they fed from. My father and his father’s father had developed a method by which beats were planted along only one edge of the farmland, and that edge changed each season: first east, then south, then west, then back to east again (the northern wall shared the house). This made for small but steady crops and a Hunt family secret and kept our crops producing when others had failed. As a result, the Hunt beets could be bartered for more than their objective worth: that baker’s dozen would feed us for the week in what we could get for it.

Jennifer stopped at Zelda Goodkind’s booth. She was an old woman, whose husband had passed some five seasons ago when he struck ill and Parse could not be reached in time. Now she knit shawls and made small children’s trinkets with balls and dried stalks and twine: cheap toys that she could produce on her own and be bartered for the necessities of life. 

Jennifer was eyeing a small woolen one-piece, the size of a newborn. It was the light blue of undyed wool, and Zelda had made a small design on the left breast... a duck I thought, though it was hard to tell as it was not coloured, and I had in truth never seen a duck. 

Without turning back to see me, she reached her hand back and placed it into the basket under my arm and withdrew a beet. She handed it to Zelda who took it and nodded once. With anyone else she might have inspected the egg, but we had dealt with her many times before and she knew we only brought good beets: any slightly irregular eggs were kept and cooked, and several generations of growing had made their appearance slight.

Jennifer picked up the one-piece and held it up by pinched shoulders for a moment, as though presenting it to anyone around to see. Then she folded it over her arm and nodded once more at Zelda.

That one beet could have bought us corn or wheat or beans enough for the week, but I said nothing. Jennifer had lived her entire life acting as though she were in want whether she was or she wasn’t: this time was hers. She had sown the seeds of life and now it grew within her, and she intended to live. 

At The Market were all things. There were swords fashioned from fine metals and bone and stone, crafted by those who had honed their forges for ten generations. There were fruits and vegetables and small quantities of dried meat, though that had become rarer as the seasons had come together more and more. There were arrows that flew straight and true and arrows that bent in their middle. There was black powder and oil and petrol that came in from Parse. There was medicine, but not of the sort you would want. Real medicine was in Parse or, failing that, in the Signet clinic: the medicine sold at The Market was the sort of serpent oil that only helped the buyer’s delusions and the seller’s wallet.

Children ran in tattered earth-toned clothes with the knees scraped out, unwatched by parents who bickered and haggled whether two tomatoes were truly and equal swap for two limes or not. In an alley between two houses, four girls of about nine were playing skip-rope and chanting to keep the time.

Red eyes bad

Green eyes worse

Beware the demon pain has cursed.

He tries to trick

He tries to sway

Don’t be the fool don’t be his prey.

I remembered the jingle — and others like it — from my youth. My friends and I would recite it while playing jacks, timing the bouncing of the ball to the beat of the song until the words themselves lost all meaning.

The memory made me smile. Jennifer must have seen it, because she squeezed my arm and elevated herself onto her toes to give me a kiss on the cheek. It was a motion she had performed many times before, but this time was somehow... ephemeral.

We bought a small basket of tomatoes, some dried fish, a sliver of pork and some black powder. We sat on a large flat stone and ate the two remaining baysrif eggs with the sun warm on our backs before heading back to the jeep.

It was a simple day without incident, like many others that had come before it.

By the time we got home, we were tired. We portioned the meat and stored the tomatoes. Then as evening fell, we sat together in our chair. I read Odysseus to her by lamplight with her head resting gently on my shoulder and our daughter kicking mildly at my side.

***
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I also recall the day I met my wife.

I was twenty-one and my father was still alive. Those two things had one cumulative effect: making the young fool I was believe he was indestructible. 

I was in Goin to barter for a rather large supply of comfrey and myrrh seeds. I was going to have to buy enough to fill up the Jeep — which at that time was new — but the upshot was that until the sale at end-of-day Lastday I had it to myself. If it seems an odd thing to remember, the specific sort of plant and seed I was in Goin to pick up, it’s because it’s linked directly to my first memory of seeing Jennifer.

She was standing near the counter at Oz’s Emporium, bent slightly over the counter. Her dress was new and was red and had yellow flowers printed on it, with straps that went over her shoulders and a matching red ribbon keeping her hair up. She was surrounded by flowering dandelions that caught the light and cast a golden glow all around her, and the air was so thick with aloe and mint that it made the hair on the back of my neck tingle.

I had fully intended to haggle with Oz on the price of myrrh before catching a show at the theatre and possibly checking at the recruitment office to see if any Remer hiring stations were active. But something about seeing Jennifer changed my priorities all at once: suddenly, the only thing that mattered was speaking to this woman.

She turned and caught me in her gaze. She was seventeen and her lashes were long in a way I did not understand then and do not understand now. Her nose was perfect, her chin angular, her mouth small even when she smiled. She stepped away from Oz’s counter, her business apparently complete and she had since been making small talk.

“Good ‘morn,” she said, with a voice like fine sugar.

I attempted to reply, and do not recall what I said, only that it was unintelligible. The disuse of my tongue took me off guard: it had never happened to me before. It was too big for my mouth and would not form words, any more than my mind would form coherent thought.

After a moment’s pause, she smiled and nodded at me, either understanding or suspecting me a patient, and then said goodbye to Oz and walked from the Emporium and into the bright sun of the street.

Oz watched me with a knowing smile, then took out a box of myrrh seed and placed it on the counter in front of him to begin our business.

I left the shop without a word and went out into the street.

If you’ve never experienced it, there’s something about meeting the love of your life that focuses your priorities. Until that moment my future had been like the trunk of a kraken: diverging out into multiple arms with multiple outcomes. Would I take the farm? Enlist with the Remers? Move to Parse and try to make a life there? There were countless possibilities all narrowed down to one by a small smile and a flowery dress: whichever one allowed me to meet her.

I stayed some distance behind her as she visited several shops, always occupying myself outside until she came back out of them. I didn’t intend on following, I was only biding my time and keeping her within eyesight for when I thought of something to say. What could I say? What do you say to someone you don’t know who doesn’t know you?

I watched as she stopped to talk to some children that were playing pick-up with lines drawn in the gravel road. She gently took a stick and helped one draw a cleaner circle for his base, and the child smiled reassuringly. She went to a deli and ate, she walked by the theatre but did not go in. Then finally she stopped by the range and leaned against the fence to watch the archery match happening at the time.

I found out many years later — when I was recounting this same story to another couple — that she had known I was there the entire time and had been waiting for me to gather the courage to say something.

Though I had spent the majority of my life in a desert climate, my mouth had never been so dry. Though I had faced danger and the fear of death every day, I had never been so scared. I was standing five feet behind her for what seemed an eternity, as her nimble fingers danced along the wire mesh of the fence and her head twitched minutely from side to side, watching as the archers set their arrows to flight, followed the arrow, then turned her attention back again.

I couldn’t think of what to say. Anything I thought of sounded like a line or a lame attempt to get her into the back of my Jeep. Nothing sounded genuine, nothing could: I barely knew her. That was the truth of the matter, and it slowly dawned upon me: I did not know this girl and had no idea what to say to her. Aside from a few scant words, I had no real proof she even spoke English.

I was turning to walk away when a chilled breeze came over the sand, the sort of Chinook wind that used to be commonplace in the Northlands. She bristled against the cold, her hands rubbing the opposing arm and she clutched into herself.

“Here.”

That was the first word I said to the woman who would become my wife as I placed my coat gently around her shoulders. She turned to me and smiled, then we both watched the archery.

Had it not been for that breeze, I know not what I ever would have said.

It’s amazing how small things can affect larger things.

***
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We were exhausted by the time early evening hit, her from hauling our child around all day, me from hauling the extra weight she no longer could because of said child. 

I had horrible dreams. I dreamed the Reps got past the blockades and into the township and were running amuck everywhere. Jennifer was atop a high hill across a long wheat field, the sort I hadn’t ever seen outside of books. It stretched on forever, and no matter how far or how fast I ran, it only seemed to get farther and farther away. Eventually I came across a trap door in the wheat, the sort that look like cellar doors flat to the ground. It had a heavy iron handle but when I pulled at it, I woke up with Jennifer screaming next to me.

Jennifer was screaming next to me.

It took a moment to register as not a part of the dream, but when it did, I was on my feet immediately. She was curled and lurched into the fetal position, her face a taut mask of pain in such a way as I had never seen it. Had someone shown me a picture of that face and that face alone, I would never have recognized it as my wife. Her hair was soaked with sweat and pasted to her scalp and forehead, the rest of it tumbling around her like a pool of blood in the low light.

I was as helpless and useless and speechless as the day we met, standing by her with my tongue at my feet. “Jenny?” I managed finally.

She screamed, clutching at her midsection. She’d wet the bed with urine and tears and sweat and who knew what else, but there wasn’t the wet of water breaking. The baby was coming, but what was wrong? I had seen birth before and had been preparing for it for months, but not like this, and not this early.

“Mik!” she screamed between gasped breathes and screams, and I realized stupidly that her eyes were clasped shut: she didn’t know where I was. I jumped over the bed and over her to crouch next to her on her side of the bed. I clutched her hand and pushed her hair back from her forehead and kissed it; she tasted like fried chicken. My God, how long had she been suffering while I slept? By the moon it was only half-passed nine. 

She opened her eyes at my touch and found mine. She was full of fear, crazed with it. There is a point of pain where the brain shut off sanity, it shuts off the cultural norms and etiquette and leave you only with base instinct. The lobes of our brain don’t know how to deal with that and become confused. Jennifer was like that now, and again I didn’t recognize her. Such was her pain that one pupil was a pinprick and the other so wide it was like she’d had milk of the poppy. 

She grabbed my face in both her hands and tried to focus on me, as though I were spinning in her vision and she were trying to stop it. “Guh,” she said, and I still don’t know what that was supposed to be. Saliva came out of her mouth, as though she were choking on it.

“I’ll ready the Jeep,” I said, standing quickly. “I’ll ready the Jeep!” My voice was cracking and panicked. I wasn’t even sure where I was bringing her, but I knew I couldn’t help here.

I was at the door to our bedroom when her water finally broke, although that’s not quite the right term. The red that came from her could not be called water by anyone who had ever seen it. She let out a loud, long scream and I ran back to her as more and more red came, soaking through the mattress into the feathers beneath. 

Every time I stepped away from her, she screamed, and I ran back.

She never uttered another word I could decipher. 

She was dead within the hour.

Preeclampsia, complicated by acute anemia, complicated by something else I had zoned out for.

I can recall with perfect clarity the day my wife died.
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LIVING LIGHT
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The moon was high over Turkey, its pale light the only thing visible in the night sky. Aysenur ran, her dirty blonde hair bobbing with every stride. Her chest heaved with every breath as a stitch grew in her side. Her footsteps echoed off the abandoned buildings that hemmed her in, their darkened windows offering no sanctuary. As she desperately searched for an open door or window, somewhere to get out of the open, a helicopter crested the hill.

The harsh yellow light from its searchlight brought her slight frame into sharp relief. She stopped and turned to face the helicopter, her hair pushed into her eyes from its downdraft.

She brushed her hair out of her eyes, and began to count.

One.

Her hair began to billow around her, changing to a platinum blonde. She closed her eyes.

Two.

Her skin seemed to glow, the thin hospital gown she was wearing seeming to become translucent. 

Three.

She opened her eyes, and the world exploded.

One week, twelve hours earlier, roughly fifteen kilometers away.

Aysenur stared at the bowl of so-called ‘food’ placed in front of her. It was grey and lumpy, but she knew it didn’t have any texture whatsoever. Sighing, she picked up her spoon and dipped it into the soupy mixture. It filled the cup of the spoon lazily, the grey puddle slowly growing. She lifted the spoon to her mouth, and ate the grey slop. It was disgusting. As she slowly ate from the seemingly
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