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ZOMBIES

​The Glowing Dead

by Michael McCarty & Jody R. LaGreca

Ready, set, glow... 

Angel Falls, Florida had been inundated with rain for over an entire month. Normally the end of March would give hints of balmy days, but the gloominess of the rainy season brought only darkness and chill. Sheriff Courtney Strout stood at the Lazarus Cemetery with a black umbrella overhead as mourners gathered around to pay their last respects to Steven Banister, her boyfriend Roland’s brother. Roland Banister was the President of Angel Falls University, a sharp contrast to Steven, who owned a saloon in town called Whispers. 

Steven had driven his motorcycle clear off the road and ended up in a ravine, fifty feet down under a precipice known as Death Valley. There was a feeling of shock and disbelief how the twenty-five-year-old Steven could be so reckless. 

Courtney stood beside Roland as the rain began to drench everyone in inclemency that seemed like it could rattle the dead. Roland wrapped his arm around Courtney’s slender waist, beneath his own umbrella. 

“I’m getting impatient,” Roland said with agitation. “How could Father McWilliams be late to a funeral? Everyone is standing here getting soaked and he’s still nowhere in sight.”

Courtney surveyed the landscape which spanned the horizon with mottled earth marked by gray tombstones, many of which looked ancient and weathered. Off in the distance she spotted a black clad figure with a black umbrella overhead. “I think that’s him,” she said hopefully.

The crowd was murmuring their sentiments about Steven, who was known for being a daredevil with a big heart. Tears streamed down many a cheek like the rain which washed away all sense and reason. Courtney and Steven watched as the priest approached. 

“I’m so sorry,” Father McWilliams whispered to Roland, who stood at the threshold of the burial plot. “But I had car trouble and had to walk a half a mile to get here after my car stalled out on Forest Lane.”

“Don’t worry about it, Father,” Roland said with a sigh. “Let’s please begin,” he added with terse lips.

Father McWilliams began his graveside ceremony and as he did the rain began to become heavier and crash loudly against the tombstones. Wind roared and a few umbrellas turned around about, making it apparent the priest had to speak more rapidly than usual as the sky began to light up, looking like lightning was imminent. 

Afterward, the crowd dispersed. Courtney and a few of Roland’s relatives headed toward Wyoming Grill, a favorite lunch spot which served up home cut fries and hamburgers in every imaginable way. Courtney did her best to be sociable with his relatives, which consisted of his parents, Bill and Janet, both school teachers, who were too inconsolable to even speak at the moment, and a few first cousins who had traveled to Angel Falls for the funeral, but had not been in touch with the family for years. Courtney wished her sister Cassie had attended the funeral to show her support, but understood how difficult it was for her to take off a day from work.

* * *
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“My brother was a fun lover with a big heart who will be sorely missed,” Roland said as he made a toast in honor of his late brother. 

Everyone clanked their glasses. Roland continued.  “Steven was the last of the daredevils. I warned him not to ride his motorcycle in the rain. The roads around here wind up to the falls like a snake and Lord knows they can be just as treacherous.”

Courtney rubbed Roland on the shoulder as they both shook their heads in remorse. 

“Steven wouldn’t listen to anyone when it came to being a daredevil. What about the time he got stuck in the air balloon?” Courtney asked.

“Don’t remind me,” his mother Janet grimaced before she broke down in tears which made her fair-skinned face look all the more fragile.

Courtney leaned over to embrace her and they both wept into each other’s arms. Roland’s cell phone rang and he hurriedly got up to retrieve the call. When he returned ten minutes later Courtney could not help but wonder who had called and why he had disappeared for such a long time. He had a distant look on his face, making it obvious whatever had transpired during the phone call was not her business. 

“Your hamburger is ice cold,” Courtney said with annoyance.

“That’s okay; I don’t care about eating right now. I had to take the call,” he said with terse lips.

“Who was it?” Courtney asked in spite of herself.

“Personal business at work, nothing to concern your pretty little head about,” he answered, giving her a forced smile. 

* * *
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Steven Banister’s funeral was three days ago and Courtney had not heard from Roland since. She knew he had taken his brother’s loss badly, but still, she felt slighted by being there for him only to have him become distant. The sheriff glanced up from her keyboard for a moment, taking note of yet another thundershower, and then went back to typing her report on the Mac computer. The April rainfall had a somber rhythm to it which sounded like the storm was playing a dirge against Courtney Strout’s office window. 

She stopped for a moment and took off her hat; cascades of flaxen hair fell to her shoulders she brushed a few strands away from her face and continued her work.  Her workplace was quickly filling with shadows. Flashes of lightning illuminated the room sporadically, but now the only light was the glow of the flat screen monitor. Recent problems niggled and nipped at her. Not to mention Roland had not been answering his cell phone for hours now. Troublesome images of the funeral and his disappearing to take a phone call kept interrupting her thoughts; her uncertainty was more distracting than the crashes of thunder outside.

Next week she was going to turn thirty – the big 3 0. She reviewed how in her three decades on this planet she got knocked up when she was only fifteen, got married, and had a son – Jimmy Strout, who would be turning fifteen this summer. She became sheriff of Angel Falls at twenty-eight, and the youngest sheriff in Deep County and then divorced just two years ago. Things were getting a little complicated with her ex – Lenny Strout, who wanted their kid to move in with him in New York; he said things had changed during the last six months after he became clean and sober. Jimmy wanted to stay in the Sunshine State not the Empire State. Lenny was threatening for another custody hearing.

Well, at least my life isn’t boring, she thought as she turned off the computer and left her office to pick up her son at her sister’s.

* * *
[image: image]


Courtney pulled the black Navigator into her sister Cassie’s driveway. Before she could turn the vehicle off, her sister and son quickly approached the SUV.  Nobody ever mistook Cassie and Courtney for sisters – Courtney was ten years older, a petite fair-skinned blonde, with bright sky-blue eyes and a smile that could break hearts.  Cassie was of average height, but her voluptuous figure was anything but average and her brunette hair and darker complexion set her apart.

Jimmy sat in the front seat and threw his laptop computer bag in the back. Cassie was standing beneath a blue and white polka dot umbrella. Courtney pushed the button for the window to come down.

“All the reports I’ve heard so far is that this storm is going to last another two days,” Courtney informed her younger sibling.

“Great,” Cassie sighed. “Just what we need – even more rain.”  

“You know what they say about April showers,” the sheriff said.

“Yeah, they bring May flowers.”

“Nope, floods.”

“I wouldn’t worry about that. We haven’t had one of those for a long, long time,” Cassie replied before she waved goodbye with a dismissive expression.  

The black Navigator drove past the abandoned amusement park called Seaside Slide. The amusement park looked scary, dark and desolate on the bluff. Courtney could see the eight-story high, yellow Seaside Slide faded and covered with barnacles and seaweed; in contrast to once being famous for being the biggest waterslide in Florida. Other decrepit attractions lingered in various states of disrepair; the rickety, wooden roller coaster, Speed Demon which would ground to a screeching halt, a cracked Mirror Maze and a dilapidated haunted house called Spook Central. On the outskirts stood the Woman-Into-Gorilla tent, a Freak House, Silly Silo and rusty Tilt-A-Whirl, the Scrambler, and a murky dunk tank called “Ice Station Zero.” Pharaoh’s Fury stood in its lost grandeur and last but not least, a monstrous Ferris Wheel, and the infamous Hell on Wheels. All the rides of yesterday resembled a graveyard now; the fun times had died many years ago. 

* * *
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Jimmy went to bed soon after dinner. Courtney changed into her blue flannel pajamas and stood at her bay window in the master bedroom watching the storm. From this vantage point, she could see the whole town. She scanned the familiar sights of the now closed Seaside Slide next door. Down the bluff she spied the old Angel McAllister place (she and that comedian moved out of there about six months ago) and the lighthouse. In the skyline loomed Castle Hotel & Lounge, Gator Gas Station, St. John’s Methodist church, Lazarus Cemetery, Corcoran Chemicals, WOWW radio station, Handy Tools Hardware Store, Better Horizons Real Estate and a slew of restaurants; The Runway Café, The Old Man of the Sea, The Snack Shack, Heavenly Ice Cream, Boozie Hound Burgers, Blonde Giraffe, Mr. Pizza, and Pizza On Wheels. All the businesses would be booming in the summer months, except for Corcoran Chemicals, which went out of business eighteen months ago. A dike was clustered between all the businesses on one end of town and a floodwall on the other. The dike was built around Black Lake and the swamp area and the floodwall wound around the Crystal Lagoon that went into the Gulf of Mexico. 

The reality of the rain loomed more authentic than any reality show which had survivors competing for cash prizes; celebrity firing other celebrity works or stupid people in some idiotic race. It was a cold dark rain which plagued Courtney with bad memories and she felt certain in its path many would suffer the ramifications of their own private demons. 

Courtney heard a gentle knock on her bedroom door. She opened the door to see Jimmy standing in the hallway looking exhausted. 

“Mom, it’s almost midnight,” he said. “Do you want to have dark circles under your eyes at work tomorrow?” 

“I couldn’t sleep,” Courtney sighed. 

“Yeah, me neither, the storm has been keeping me up.” 

“I haven’t been sleeping that good ever since the divorce.” 

“That worries me, Mom,” he said scratching the ears of his pet black lab named Lucky Lou. 

“It worries me that you read all those comic books and play all those video games, instead of going on dates.” 

“But Mom,” Jimmy said with a sigh. “Most of the girls think I’m too weird to go out with.” 

“You are,” Courtney said with a laugh. 

Jimmy stepped in the room and looked out the window too. 

“I know Aunt Cassie thinks I’m overreacting to say all this rain will cause a flood, but the rising water of Black Lake is putting a lot of pressure on it. The Flood of 1970 was at twenty feet, and we are currently at eighteen. The Army Corp of Engineers has been saying for years that both dams are in dire need of major repairs.  I’m just worried, I guess as my job as sheriff, I get paid to worry.”

“I don’t want you to worry,” Jimmy said giving her a hug. 

“Thanks, sweetie, but you need to get some sleep too or else I won’t be the only one with dark circles under my eyes tomorrow.” They both shared a laugh. 

* * *
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Cassie was sprawled on her queen-sized bed wearing a skimpy black negligee with Roland Bannister, lying next to her. They had been having an affair for the last nine months. 

The English professor hadn’t planned on sleeping with her boss, and betraying her sister, but it just happened. It started during Homecoming last year after the festivities ended. She intended on going home and hitting the sack since she had a lot of papers to grade on Saturday morning. Roland had parked next to her Volvo in his black Mercedes-Benz. The driver’s window came down when she unlocked her car. 

“I’ve been waiting for you all night,” Roland said in a sultry tone. “You know you’re much hotter than your sister. I’ve always had a thing for you, but you kept turning me down. Come on, give me a chance. Courtney will never know; she’s too busy being sheriff. I know just what you need, trust me. You won’t regret it for a minute,” he said while his bedroom eyes undressed her.

Now Roland was sitting on the couch watching television, sporting saggy boxers with a potbelly and scratching his five o’clock shadow. “Can I have a beer?”

“All I have is lite and they’re in the refrigerator downstairs.”

“That’s fine.”

Roland left to go downstairs; she went into the bathroom to take a shower.  

Cassie was about to turn on the water, when she heard a loud noise. Then she heard it again. At first she thought lightning had crashed by her house, but listening to it closer, it sounded more like when they were tearing down the old Weinstein Building last summer.  

* * *
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Shortly after midnight the dike broke up. Torrents of the waters from Black Lake flooded into Angel Falls. The flashflood swept through the town with such velocity that before long the water level rose to as high as most rooftops. The dingy lake water spun and sped at horrific speed taking everything in its midst. The flood turned crimson red after filling up the abandoned Corcoran Chemical warehouse, which was a huge supplier for military research before it went out of business. The chemical infused waters looked like they had suddenly started bleeding instead of flooding. 

The blood-red water appeared apocalyptic and like Angel Falls was bleeding to death in a deluge. The reddish waters quickly rose and flooded Lazarus Cemetery. The sepulchers were soon underwater, and the watery graves released several hundred rotting corpses. They floated to the top of the water like a tomato-red zombie soup, each cadaver an alphabet letter in its own right.

As if that wasn’t bad enough, the grotesque corpses glowed from the toxic substances in the flood. Then in the darkness of evening one by one—they came back to life, thrashing in the crimson waters and moaning guttural sounds which resonated like a curse to all who were in earshot ...

* * *
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Jack Taylor climbed out of the round-topped window onto the balcony and hoisted his older body onto the concrete tiled roof. A little bit of his open bottle of whiskey spilled but he was too inebriated to even notice. He lived at The Mission Apartments, aptly named because the rental building, circa 1912, formerly Spanish Mission had been converted into apartments.

The retired maintenance man couldn’t believe the other five tenants didn’t make it outside before the flashflood. He was on the rooftop with his black cat named Midnight, who didn’t like the rainfall.

“Midnight,” he said to his cat that huddled against the brick chimney. “This rooftop is sorta like an oasis, an island among all this red water. It’s like Gilligan’s Island. I used to watch that show all the time before I went off to ‘Nam. People would ask me, ‘Who would you sleep with Ginger or Mary Ann?’ – hell, I’d bang ‘em both,” he said with a laugh, and then he took another swig.  

He could hear the panicked screams of the other tenants resonating in the night, but before long he heard only silence. He celebrated his luck in living on the top floor.

Jack tried to climb higher on the roof, but the red tiles were very slippery, so he took a sip of his whiskey instead. He surveyed the colored water, thinking it reminded him of the rivers of blood he saw when he was over in Vietnam. Horrific images of war came to mind, along with his reoccurring nightmares.

He took another drink to quell the memories and the horror of the moment. The water stank of ammonia, bleach, sulfur, formaldehyde, mixed with gasoline and cat urine. 

“What the hell!” Jack’s attention became fixated on the cemetery across the street. He thought he was having a flashback to the carnage in Vietnam as hundreds of corpses were floating to the top of the scarlet water. It reminded him all too much of Vietnam and he opened and closed his eyes, hoping it was just a mirage.

He took another drink.

Then the corpses started to glow, like a field of lightning bugs, armies strong. 

“It’s probably nuclear waste,” Jack said, scratching his gray beard. Then he remembered his grandfather Max, who fought in World War II, who had informed him after the bombing of Hiroshima – it didn’t glow, but burned and charred everything; people, animals, buildings and land – anything in the area of the explosion. 

“Midnight, stay where you are.”  

Then the corpses started jolting and jerking about, Jack tossed his bottle into the murky water. “I drank too much,” he muttered beneath his breath. “Lord, have mercy –”    

* * *
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Courtney and Jimmy were both wearing raincoats and hats. It poured as heavy and gray as elephants over the scarlet landscape. Jimmy got in the back of the bass fishing boat; Lucky Lou was next, then the sheriff gave the motorboat a slight push as she climbed inside. There were a ton of people she was supposed to call for an emergency of this nature, but there was no power, no phones – even her cell phone and laptop weren’t working. There was no way she could reach anyone. Courtney decided the best course of action was to take the boat, some flashlights, her 12-gauge shotgun, an emergency medical kit and pray for the best.

* * *
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Roland tried to rush upstairs, but the toxic waters killed Cassie instantly. Cassie’s body floated as the flashflood filled up her house. He barely escaped before the complete place became swamped in the mire.

Then Cassie came back to life with her eyes opened wide in terror. Her bronzed skin was now covered in burn marks with blisters and oozing. Cassie was under the Mission Apartment’s rooftop when she emerged. Old Jack Taylor was facing the other direction, wearing only boxers, which made it easy for her to bite into his leg. His screams where heard all over Angel Falls.

Cassie jumped downward and swam in the floodwater, the undercurrents swarming around her. Her nightgown clung to her skin, and her skimpy black panties glowed in a bright green light, with her form visible beneath the floodwaters.

* * *
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“Look over there,” Jimmy said, pointing to the middle of the lake. He spied someone swimming in


















[image: image]













[image: image]






[image: image]





















































[image: image]

































































[image: image]




















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MIGHAEL MCCARTY





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





