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DEAD (as a doorpost)

Prelude

“Eurgh.”

“Oh, you’re awake!”

The man on the bed stares until the blurry outline sharpens into a man in a nurse’s uniform, friendly-looking, sitting on the side of the mattress and beaming at him.

“Umm,” he says, not entirely sure he wants to be.

“Hey, cheer up! You’re not in pain, are you?” the nurse says.

“Errr…” he swallows to moisten his throat. “I don’t think – no, no, I’m not.”

“Good!” the nurse says, and stays right where he is, looking expectantly at the patient.

After a few minutes of scrutiny, the patient is feeling a little uncomfortable.

“I can’t feel my legs – or any of my body, actually,” he says. “I suppose it’s the painkillers?”

“All perfectly normal,” the nurse says, still smiling, still watching him with that odd look of anticipation.

“What…happened?” the patient asks, starting to worry that his situation isn’t quite as normal as he’d like, or at least – not normal for the category of hospital patient he’d like to be.

“You died,” the nurse says casually, leaning forward to flick something or other off the patient’s face.

“Shit! No wonder I’m doped up! What happened? An accident? Where am I?”

“Heaven,” the nurse says.

“WHAT?”

“You’re still dead, dearie.”

“I am not!”

“You definitely are, pet.”

“Stop calling me stupid names! What the hell is this?” he yells.

“Hey!” the nurse says, drawing back. “No need to overreact, it’s not like you never saw it coming, right?”

The accusation of overreacting to his own death leaves the patient speechless for a few seconds, long enough for the nurse to pat his hand, get off the bed and saunter out of the room.

“Dead?” he whispers to himself.

Surely this is a stupid med student prank, he thinks, but what med student would risk his career messing with the patients like this?

He struggles to lift an arm, with no success. Leg, ditto. Then he laughs, lifts his head instead. He’d already known he had control of that, once he thought about it. He focuses in on his body, and blinks. It almost looks as though – he’s see-through?

He screams.


(Melissa)

I walk along the beach, admiring the sand and the ocean and the clouds. It’s never the same, this beach, it’s like Monet’s waterlily paintings, all the same, but all different in little and big ways. I find a quiet patch of sand and lie down on the towel that magically appears, and stare at the clouds. Shapes form in the clouds, but a little more blatantly than down below…ducks, rabbits, a whole zoo of animals slowly parading across the sky.

Sighing, I stare at the blue sky and wonder how long I’ve been here. I know it’s not the done thing to care about time when you’ve got an eternity to be dead in, but I care. I want to know how long I’ve been here so I know how long it might be till he comes. And that’s not cool either, right? To want your loved ones with you? It’s supposed to be the other way around, isn’t it, that your loved ones wish you were still alive and in their world, and you live happy and carefree in heaven, knowing that the more fun you have, the less time will seem to pass till you see them again. Except I think my loved ones just wanted to see me gone, by the end, they don’t want me back in the world because all they remember of me now is my pain and misery and ugliness. And me – I just want to see him, and I miss him every day.

He had blue eyes, and brown hair, and a smile that I loved to see. A smile I loved to make appear. I didn’t see that at the end, he used to try but it just wasn’t the same. I was miserable and he couldn’t smile while I was in pain. I think that hurt more than all the rest put together, but I couldn’t fix it. Not one little bit. Even the jokes fell flat, because nothing was funny any more.

I sigh, turn onto my stomach and rest my head on the backs of my hands. One day everything will be so much better. All I need to make Heaven the best place in the world is my man.


(Linda)

I’m sitting in my hot-tub, lavender-scented bubbles fluffing around me, hot water taking tension out of muscles I know I don’t have any more, but I can’t resist indulging. Death’s funny, you know? It feels a lot like life sometimes, and if you let it, it’ll convince you it’s exactly the same. Until a huge difference smacks you in the arse, anyhow.

Someone clears their throat behind me, and I sigh. I’m really not in the mood for Ms Archangel and her dodgy missions. But I turn around, if slowly, and much to my surprise it’s not an archangel - it’s a fellow deadie. Recent, I guess, judging from the fact he’s actually wearing clothes – well, only pants – and that there’s a blush spreading over his face. What, I’m naked? Big whooptidoodah. But he’s got a kind face, and he’s sort of cute, and holy crap, look at those abs?

I think on a swimsuit – nothing too demure, because I’m dead not old, dammit – and climb out of the tub.

“Hi,” I say imaginatively.

“Hi,” he mumbles, still red and looking at the ground.

Damn, he’s really new.

“What’s up?” I ask.

“Umm…Sephenia told me to talk to you.”

Ms Archangel herself. What, she sent me a present? I didn’t know she cared.

“…she said you’d…show me around?”

Oh boy, and it ain’t even Christmas! That girl’s earnt herself a thank-you card.

I smile, and think. What to show him that won’t freak him out too much? I’m pretty sure asking him to hop in the tub for a massage is out. Pity.


(John)

I stop dead. Straight in front of me is a hot tub, sure enough, with a blonde woman sitting in it. All I can see is a heap of hair. Well, Sephenia did say the hot tub near the beach hut, and I can’t see any other tubs round, so…

I walk closer, clear my throat, and try to work out what to say. Hi, I’m John, I’m dead. I hear you are too, nice to have something in common, isn’t it? I choke down a giggle. Think I’m hysterical or something. This dead lark is freaking me out.

The blonde woman stands and turns around, and all I can see is that she’s naked all the way down. No clothes, no nothing, just skin…whoa. Then I realise that I’m staring at her. God, she must think I’m a freak, ogling her like that. Like we’re alive or something.

Kindly, like she suspects my village is now mourning its idiot, she asks me what I want, prods the story out of me. How I was sent to her to learn the ropes of – well, of being dead, eh? She nods and smiles, and I silently bless her for being so nice. Then she grabs my hand, and I start thinking about her naked again, even though she’s midway clothed now in a swimsuit that covers the most embarrassing bits. Darn it.

Then I manage to get my attention off rude thoughts, because the scene around us fades away and a beach fades in. Bright blue water, white sand, waves that are a surfer’s dream. Wow. If I only had a board…

Linda lies down on a towel on the sand, suddenly dressed in a skimpy bikini, and I lose my train of thought. I tear my eyes away, look around…and there are a few other people stretched out or swimming or surfing. The lot of them, everyone but Linda and I, are stark naked. Holy mother, it’s a nudist colony!

Linda’s not a bit concerned. But then, she was naked when I met her too. What in Heaven has Sephenia thrown me into?


(Mack)

I slap my alarm clock to the floor and bury my face in the pillow. Bloody hell – another day, another bloody waking nightmare. I don’t want to get up. I don’t want to see the sun. It’ll only remind me I’m mad as a roo with sunstroke.
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