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    For Mary Augustine 
Perhaps one day you will read this and think your dad was pretty cool.

      

    


Chapter 1 Waking

Bernard caught the moth on his way up the stairs to the top floor of the Turner House. He ate it without thinking, just caught it and popped it in his mouth. Shortly after his grin dissipated, but not from the animal’s bitter taste and wet, gritty texture. He pulled up his coat sleeve and gazed at his arm and felt that familiar tingling sensation. A large wisdom spot, brown and blotchy, was evident halfway between his veiny wrist and the crook of his elbow. He looked at it intently in the gloomy light of the stairwell. Slowly the spot began to fade. Within a few seconds it disappeared altogether, leaving nothing but his pail white skin and blue green blood veins. He rolled his eyes and sighed.

Foolishness. He'd have to be more careful. For the past sixty years he had lived in this town where the desert met the pines, carefully managing his diet so that he appeared to age along with the general population. Letting his appetite get away from him was dangerous. One bloody meal and he'd be thirty, or maybe even twenty-five years old again. He wasn't prepared for that. His holdings had not been prepared for transfer yet. His new identity hadn't been established, though some basic elements were in place. Plus, he rather liked his current life. Things were ... interesting.

Sure, technology had changed so much that it was hard to keep up. He laughed at himself. A two hundred plus year old zombie worried about smartphones and widgets. It was just one of the multitude of adjustments he'd had to make in his unlife. The old, well dressed, zombie finished his walk up to the penthouse of the Turner building, and knocked on the door. There was a high tech finger print scanner, but he never used it. Fingerprints were evidence.

A few seconds later, a young woman with black hair and deep, but disturbingly feral eyes, jerked the ornate door opened. The scene was quite a dichotomy. He was a pasty old zombie in a three piece suit, and she was a young, wild werewolf in yoga pants and a tank top. Though, truth be told, she would be a middle aged woman by now if she weren't in her unlife. 

"You're late," she stated flatly.

"Observant as ever, my dear."

Bernard walked into the lavish suite and took off his jacket. His suspenders held up his loose fitting trousers over his boney frame. It was time to get to work. Looking like a president touring a factory with a bunch of blue collar workers, he rolled his sleeves up past his pale, knobby elbows. Any casual observer would see a frail old man being tended by his young granddaughter. That observer would be quite wrong. Both were incredibly powerful, physically and otherwise.  

"The others are waiting in the drawing room. We should get there soon too."  

"Yes, yes. Sorry for the delay. There were quite a few people to pay off with this ... situation. The press was all over this one. But no excuses I suppose. Let's have ourselves a wake."

With that, the two supernatural monsters opened the interior door and entered the drawing room. It wasn't really a drawing room in the traditional sense. The posh chamber literally had a huge drawing taking up the whole marble floor. It was four circles in each corner, a large square in the center, and a huge X connecting them. Again, the causal observer would only see a simple drawing made of black tiles. The ancient gilded  runes that were scribed underneath, however, he would never see. It was another play on words too. The drawings were meant to help draw out new initiates into the local undead community as safely as possible. They were going to come back anyway, but the runes helped to prevent other guests from crashing the party.

Two men were standing inside two of the circles in the far corners of the room. One was short, but roguishly handsome. The other was as tall and pale as Bernard, but far younger in appearance powerfully built. This was the ghoul and the vampire, respectively. The four of them led the undead community alliance in their region. All four representatives nodded to each other in formal acknowledgement. Bernard and the werewolf took their places in their own circles. The werewolf spoke first.

"We are at J now. Jack is a good name."

Again, all four nodded in acknowledgement. They faced the center of the room. Lying in the middle of the square was the dead body, the corpse of a young man. The cadaver had been cleaned, but its injuries were apparent, on the upper torso anyway. There was a hospital sheet covering the man from the waist down. 

The werewolf called out, "Jack Turner, come forth!" The vampire raised his hands and called, "Jack Turner, come forth." The ghoul crouched down to touch the floor and called, "Jack Turner, come forth." Finally, the zombie crossed his arms over his chest, much the way he was positioned when he was buried so many years ago, and called out, "Jack Turner, come forth."

There were many things going on under the floor. The runes were glowing and getting excessively hot. Eventually, they glowed bright enough to show through the black obsidian surface. As they appeared, it seemed as though blood trails were flowing from the four circles, down the long lines of the X, and into the square. Finally, little tendril like flares and flourishes of the rune script ran under the cadaver. The dead man then opened his eyes, sat straight up, and screamed.

That wasn't supposed to happen.

Georgia

1864

My dearest Millie,

This long march to the sea vexes my soul. I fear reality is much like a foundation of sinking sand. Perhaps it is all the blood, death, and grief I have witnessed over the past two years that has caused such distortion in my perception. In truth, I fear that you will only have half the man I used to be left to marry upon my return. If we are even that fortunate. Even so, it is solely your devotion that keeps me living through this terrible war.

Now there is something I must tell you so that you would know what ails me supposing postwar madness interferes with our marital bliss. I should not be writing this on paper, but we have promised to always be truthful to one another. It is for that reason I must tell you what I saw. More than a fortnight has passed, yet I am still haunted by the occurrence.

As you know, my new post has me guarding some officers considered crucial to the war effort. Forgive me, but there are some things I cannot currently relate to you for fear of espionage. Even so, let me say that I only wish my story were centered around such trivialities. I was standing guard with Corporal Gilbert in front of a plantation house, a real life cotton plantation with slaves’ huts just as described in the abolitionist pamphlets we used read together. The owner was away, serving in the rebel army. We commandeered property, and made use of the cattle and food stock. What happened that night, as I stood guard with Corporal Gilbert, I still do not fully understand. It seemed like a wicked dream. My dear Millie, how I wish it were fantasy!

There were stories about our commanding officer, but I did not believe them, tales of how the trials of war had perverted him to wickedness with an appetite for the enemy’s women. I will not write down what I heard from the enlisted men in this letter. But my Millie, they were all true! My captain was a vile man conceived in the depths of perdition. I do not write these words lightly. God forgive me for not acting as quickly as I should. Perhaps it is the Lord’s punishment for my inaction that I was forced to witness what we saw that terrible night.

There were three of them, the captain and his two personal guards. We saluted them as they approached the front door of the estate. Most of the women of the house were in the parlor, but were allowed to occupy any room they saw fit, which is why it took a few minutes before the screaming started. Corporal Gilbert and myself were shocked. We knew not what to do. If we intervened, we could be killed in the struggle, and what good was our word in a court martial? Even so, my heart raged at what those Cretan men were doing to the poor women and young girls of the house. It was a fate worse than death, though mortality certainly was not out of the question, whether they be enemy or not.

Oh my Millie. The decision was made for us so
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