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	See you in the shadows,
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Cheat Code
By Simon Cluett

	 

	The Hotel Polissya’s name is spelled out across a rooftop balustrade in corroded Cyrillic letters. From this vantage point, Pascal has an unrestricted view of the abandoned city. Directly below, an arched colonnade sweeps around to the derelict Palace of Culture. Ash-white apartment blocks, municipal buildings, and other towering shrines to urban decay loom on all sides. To the north, the upper carriages of a Ferris wheel are visible above gently swaying treetops. To the south, a gleaming megastructure contains the devastated remains of Reactor No. 4 at the Chernobyl Nuclear Power Plant.

	Pripyat was once a thriving area with a population of almost fifty thousand. Now it is deserted. Its streets reclaimed by nature. Trees have erupted through the roads and pavements. Trailing bushes sprout from crumbling brickwork. This lush greenery is in stark contrast to the muted colors elsewhere.

	A few wispy clouds are all that spoil an otherwise clear, blue sky. Despite the dazzling early morning sunlight, there is a chill breeze in the air. Pascal’s fingers tingle with cold from cradling the rifle for so long. Through its scope, he tracks a feral dog as it stalks across Lenin Square. The animal stops to sniff the weed-spotted ground. Pascal lines the crosshair up with a point between the beast’s narrow eyes. His finger tightens around the trigger but before he can fire, he is disturbed by a scraping sound from behind. Spinning on his heel, he pans the weapon around. A withered hand grabs the barrel and wrenches it aside. Pascal scrambles for his knife but he’s too late. His world turns red as the dead soldier’s teeth sink deep into his neck.

	 

	***

	 

	Pascal gasps for breath as he tears off the virtual reality headset. Pulse pounding, he slumps onto his bed. Where had the zombie come from? Not through the service door. His trip wire would have pulled taut and smashed a bottle. It must have been lurking on the roof the whole time.

	It was one of the game’s unique selling points—players had one life, and one life only. Once you’re dead, that’s it. You go all the way back to the point of entry. The clock, and your inventory, are reset. On the one hand, it makes you value your health points and adds to the constant sense of dread. On the other, it often meant redoing hours of game play.

	With its photo-real graphics, groundbreaking physics engine and immersive atmosphere, The Zone was heralded an instant classic by critics and consumers alike. Chernobyl had been featured in other first-person shooter games, but only The Zone had captured the environment in such immersive detail. The Pripyat exclusion zone offers a thousand square miles to explore and threats including environmental challenges, wild animals, and zombies.

	The next generation headset contains proprietary software designed to trigger sensory stimulation. But while it was possible to feel wind, rain, varying temperatures, and even become out of breath in certain situations, the developers sensibly refrained from causing actual pain. Since the groundbreaking game’s release almost six months ago, Pascal has played nothing else.

	 

	***

	 

	Alberto is a cantankerous bedbound agoraphobic. His deep-seated fear of strangers means the only person he sees, other than his son, is Doctor Pablo.

	“Pascal,” says the elderly physician as he treats a bedsore. “You must encourage your father to do his exercises.”

	“I’ve tried. He won’t listen.”

	“You must listen to your son, Alberto.”

	“Pah!”

	“No! Not ‘pah’! I’m serious. And all these chocolate bars…!” he paused, indicating a pile of empty wrappers. “All this sugar, it’s not good for you.”

	“I’m sorry,” says Pascal, his manner sheepish. “That’s my fault. Papa gets cranky if he doesn’t get his candy.”

	“Then you must let him get cranky. It’s for his own good. He needs to eat healthily. Lots of fruit and vegetables.”

	Pascal nods, although it’s not the first time they’ve had this conversation.

	“And how are you, Pascal?”

	“He’s fine,” snaps Alberto. “Fit as a dog.”

	“I’d like to hear that from Pascal. Well?”

	“I’m fine,” says Pascal, forcing a smile.

	“You look tired.”

	“I’m good. Really.”

	 

	***

	 

	Before slipping the headset on, Pascal stops to listen. The apartment is in silence. He went to great lengths to ensure Alberto was settled as early as possible. Supper, followed by an evening of his father’s favorite television programs and as much chocolate as the old man could stomach. There was no attempt at forcing him to eat salad, exercise, or give him a bed bath. The plan worked, and by 9:30 PM, Alberto was sound asleep.

	 

	***

	 

	A low mist covers the tree-lined road leading to Pripyat. Pascal is equipped with a torch, a radiation meter, Geiger counter, compass, and hunting knife. There are certain collectable items such as a medical kit, rope, axe, and crowbar he can skip, at least for now. But to kill the dog, he needs a loaded rifle.

	There are no specific objectives within the game other than to survive for as long as possible. At least, that’s what the developers would have their customers believe. The prospect of exploring such an inhospitable, albeit beautifully rendered land, is worth the price tag alone. Killing zombies along the way is a bonus. At some point in the game, most players find themselves donning an air filter and hazmat suit to venture into the Chernobyl plant itself. Pascal has watched online videos of gamers discovering routes into Reactor No. Four. The sight of them almost wetting their pants as Geiger counters go into overdrive, and the undead stumble out of the gloom, is hilarious. It’s part of the experience for sure, but—as in life—prolonged exposure to such a deadly level of radiation is not advisable. Pascal prefers instead to remain in the city, convinced there are secrets waiting to be uncovered.

	It takes Pascal almost an hour to acquire the rifle and return to the hotel’s rooftop. After closing the service door and setting the trip wire, he carries out a thorough search. He finds the undead soldier hunched under a girder, part of the steel frame onto which the hotel’s enormous sign is attached. The zombie’s rotting features twist and contort as it senses fresh meat. Pascal stabs it on the cranium with his hunting knife.

	The scrawny flea-bitten dog gets halfway across Lenin Square before pausing to sniff the weeds. Previously, Pascal had been so focused on watching the dog that he’d paid no attention to the ground upon which it was standing. Whoever replicated Pripyat for the digital realm not only captured its natural decay but also the many acts of vandalism that have been committed.

	In the real world, this ghost city is a magnet for “dark tourists”—thrill seekers and adrenaline junkies. To gain access, they wade through ice-cold rivers and sneak past armed patrols. Some use drones to capture magnificent aerial footage for their YouTube channels. Some are urban explorers who take only photographs and leave only footprints. Others, more arrogant and reckless, steal trophies, cause damage, and daub the area with graffiti.

	Under the mangy mutt’s paws is one such tag. Stylized lettering in faded spray paint.

	Bang!

	The rifle’s butt jolts against Pascal’s shoulder as the shot rings out across Pripyat.

	The dog looks up, beady eyes narrowing. Its snout crinkles over discolored fangs. Sensing danger, it runs for cover, streaking away with the speed of a whippet.

	Cursing under his breath, Pascal yanks back the bolt to chamber another round. How did he miss? He’d had a clear shot. Was the game play so sensitive that a change in wind speed had affected the bullet’s trajectory? He fires again but for a second time, the shot goes wide off its mark.

	Ragged figures shamble out of the buildings, groaning and clawing the air. But with no dead animal to draw them together and satiate their bloodlust, they look around… searching… sniffing the air. The plan had been to pick them off one by one to thin the herd, but they are scattered too far and wide to guarantee success.

	So, what now? Should he press on with his plan and risk drawing them toward him, or cut his losses and move on? As he considers his options, Pascal’s focus returns to the graffiti tag and the malnourished hound. He can’t shake the feeling the two are somehow connected.

	He is wrenched from his thoughts by the sound of breaking glass. Another undead soldier has appeared through the service door and blundered into his trip wire. Pascal takes aim and fires. The zombie’s face explodes. It falls to the ground in a mess of dark blood and brain matter, but a dozen others follow it onto the rooftop. Pascal shoots and keeps on shooting until the bolt clicks onto an empty chamber. Staving their heads in with the rifle might work with one or two of the snarling fiends, but not this many. The route to the service door is cut off, and with no viable hiding places, there’s only one way he can go. He clambers onto the steel frame and hoists himself up onto the nearest of the huge Cyrillic letters. It’s a dead end for sure, but he refuses to quit. If he can just haul himself out of reach then maybe, just maybe…

	A bony hand grabs his boot. Pascal kicks out and attempts to pull away but loses his grip and falls into the clamoring horde.

	 

	***

	 

	Alberto’s body odor has become unbearable. Despite the strategically placed alpine-scented air fresheners, the apartment stinks of bad meat and onions. Pascal can’t put off the inevitable any longer. It’s time to give his father a bed bath. Alberto keeps his eyes fixed firmly on the TV, enduring some banal game show as Pascal washes him with a sponge and wet wipes. The old man’s pale flesh is mottled with broken blood vessels and cord-like veins. Pascal can’t help but think of the undead in The Zone.

	No attempt by the software developers has been made to explain the zombie outbreak. Nor do they give any reason as to why players find themselves trapped in such a hostile environment. Convinced there is more to the game than meets the eye, Pascal has trawled the online message boards, searching for hacks, clues, and cheats but has always come away empty-handed. Even the most hardcore gamers speculate about the existence of a “secret level” but can offer only vague theories.

	Pascal is washing his father’s private parts when he stops and gazes at the wall.

	A dog…

	A graffiti tag…

	Alberto’s eyes shift away from the television and stare at his son.

	“Are you finished yet?”

	“Hmm? Oh…”

	Pascal’s cheeks flush red, and he hurries to finish the awkward chore.

	 

	***

	 

	Once again, Pascal follows the tree-lined road to Pripyat. For the past few months, his first task within the game has always been to acquire a rifle. There is no shortage of undead soldiers roaming the woods, but only a few carry loaded guns. Previously, there has seemed little point in wasting time and risking health points dispatching unarmed zombies. This time, however, he has a theory to test. Staying low, and moving slowly, he picks his way through the trees. Ahead of him, feet scraping along the mulchy floor, is a typically bedraggled biter. Moving in from behind, Pascal slams his knife into the back of its head. The zombie slumps to the ground in a heap. Sheathing his blade, Pascal hauls the corpse onto its back and rips open its jacket and shirt. Strung on a stainless-steel ball chain around its neck is a pair of shiny dog tags. Pascal plucks it free for closer examination. Where the soldier’s name, rank, and regiment would normally be stamped is a ten-digit number in recognizable Western Arabic numerals.

	 

	***

	 

	“Pascal?”

	No! Not now. Please, not now…

	“Pascal? Where are you, boy?”

	Pascal removes the headset. It dangles from his hand as he heaves the weariest of sighs.

	“What is it, Papa?”

	“I need you.”

	Alberto, cranky at the best of times, sounds even more fractious than usual. The game would have to wait.

	He can tell why he’s been summoned the moment he opens the door.

	“Oh Papa, no… Why didn’t you use the bedpan?”

	“It’s too far away.”

	“It’s right there, Papa!”

	“Don’t shout at me.”

	“I’m not shouting.”

	“You are shouting, and I don’t like it.”

	Pascal takes a breath, fighting to keep a lid on his temper.

	“I’m sorry, Papa.”

	“So, are you just going to leave me like this?”

	“No, of course, not.”

	“I’m tired. I need to sleep.”

	“Yes, Papa,” says Pascal through gritted teeth. “Of course.”

	Pascal cleans his father, changes the sheets, and loads the dirty bedding into the washing machine. By the time he’s finished, it is almost 3 AM.

	 

	***

	 

	Pascal returns to the game only to find he has been mauled to death by a pack of wolves. With no option but to start over, he retraces his steps, kills the nearest zombie, and retrieves its dog tag.

	Okay, so what next?

	Is he meant to key in the ten-digit number somewhere?

	There is no power in the city or at any other location on the map.

	Do the numbers even mean anything? Was it possible they were nothing more than a red herring, or some obscure in-joke only the coding team would understand? Maybe he’s just looking for something that isn’t there.

	But then, from nowhere, a thought occurs. If there is a secret waiting to be discovered, and the only way to unlock it was to enter a code somewhere, then there really was only one place to go.

	 

	***

	 

	Pascal has no idea his every move within the game is being watched. Like millions of other players around the world, every heart-pounding, nerve-shredding, jump-inducing moment is harvested by the supercomputer, Cerberus. This global phenomenon is the brainchild of Janika Arubios. A meditative, almost ethereal soul who, like Alberto, is a recluse. But while Pascal’s father lives in a two-bedroomed high-rise apartment, Janika’s home is a luxurious coastal mansion in Thailand. Her creation has garnered worldwide acclaim, scooped prestigious industry awards, and made her a king’s fortune. However, none of these things are of the slightest interest to her. The Zone was designed for one reason and one reason only—to provide her with sustenance.

	She floats in darkness within a purpose-built immersion tank. Naked, but for a sleek, translucent headset. Its built-in sensors allow her to see and, crucially, feel everything. Amongst a seemingly infinite kaleidoscope of game play images, her attention is drawn to one she finds of particular interest. Someone is on the brink of a discovery that will shatter their world.

	 

	***

	 

	“Pascal? Where are you, boy?”

	Pascal removes the headset and pinches the bridge of his nose, struggling to maintain composure. “Yes, Papa?”

	“Come here.”

	Thankfully, he is not greeted by the stench of feces upon opening the door. Instead, his father sits upright, his legs hanging over the edge of the bed.

	“Do you see? Well, do you?”

	“Are you all right, Papa?”

	“You think I lay in bed all day, doing nothing but watching nonsense on the television, don’t you? Well, you’re wrong. I’ve been practicing. Look…”

	He shuffles forward and plants both feet on the floor. Then, very slowly, he stands up.

	“Papa, that’s fantastic.”

	Father and son grin at each other but the moment is short-lived. Alberto loses his balance and topples back onto the bed. Pascal dashes over to steady him.

	“Are you all right?”

	“I’m fine. But did you see?”

	“Yes, Papa,” says Pascal, tears welling in his eyes. “I saw.”

	 

	***

	 

	The Geiger counter beeps wildly, as if goading Pascal to turn back. Even in a scavenged hazmat suit and air unit, his health is slowly draining away. If this were the real world, he would be at risk of radiation sickness with every second that passed. And while he is in no danger of experiencing actual symptoms, the game plays tricks with his mind. As he follows his torch beam along a debris-strewn corridor, he feels anxious, nauseated, and claustrophobic.

	It’s all in your mind. It’s just a game.

	A route to the control room of Reactor No. 4 is available online but getting inside the vast containment shell is not the problem. For the purposes of the game, design flaws and breaches are included. The challenge is in staying alive long enough to find a working keyboard, or wherever it is the numbers are meant to be entered. A zombie could be lurking in the shadows or waiting for him around the very next corner. He has taken more than one wrong turn and has found himself wandering around this infernal place for longer than intended.

	Then and there, he decides enough is enough. If his hunch is wrong… if the ten-digit code doesn’t lead to infinite health, trigger a supply drop, or give him access to a previously hidden part of the map, then he would stop playing. As good as the game is, he has wasted so much time on it, and for what purpose?

	With this unwelcome thought comes a flood of regret and bad memories. His mother dying. His father retreating from the world. His own hopes and ambitions snatched away, as if they should never have existed.

	As he enters the cavernous control room—epicenter of the worst civil nuclear disaster in history—a shiver runs down his spine. He is surrounded by banks of decaying equipment from a bygone age. Dust-covered computers, monitors, switches, actuators, meters, and dials. Panning the torch around, he finds himself hoping that his health will hit zero or that he will be attacked by a zombie and killed. At least this worthless pursuit would finally be over. When it was, he would join a dating site and find the love of his life.

	Then he sees it.

	A desk panel, among so many others, with missing components, exposed circuitry and wires spilling out here and there. In its center is a chunky set of buttons and a single turnkey. This is where the safety test was carried out that went so catastrophically wrong. The reactor exploded, sending the radioactive core into meltdown.

	Pascal knows, instinctively, that the code must be entered here. The arrogance of the game’s design team—their sheer contempt for human tragedy—is not lost on him. Nevertheless, he has reached a point in the game that no other player has experienced. He is not about to give up now.

	 

	***

	 

	The kaleidoscope of gaming imagery is gone. Janika Arubios is now focused on a single player. She watches as he leans his rifle against the control desk and taps the ten-digit number into a keypad. He appears to be nervous. Excited even. Blissfully ignorant of what he has just done. Janika would have laughed if she were not already in such a heightened state.

	She views the tawdry ambition of her bloodsucking cousins with disdain. Her needs are infinitely more exquisite. The joy of listening to an aria… the awe of gazing upon a great work of art… even the euphoria of orgasm pales into insignificance by comparison.

	The misery and suffering in the world would be enough to sustain her for decades but it is not enough. Her genius has unlocked the latent power of escapism. The bored and the disaffected now channel their frustration, inadequacies, and rage into a virtual world designed with the sole purpose of provoking pure and undiluted fear. But the crowning glory of Janika’s achievement is to fuse the wonders of modern technology with an ancient power—a conjuration that is moments from being invoked.

	 

	***

	 

	“Pascal?”

	Alberto takes another tentative step away from the bed. It is the farthest he has managed unassisted for years. At heart, Alberto is a proud man, and the indignity of messing himself has been a wake-up call. For too long, he has relied on his son for everything. Well, no more. Doctor Pablo’s exercises have worked wonders, not only strengthening the muscles in his arms and legs but also in improving his balance. He opens his mouth to call out again but thinks better of it. Instead of dragging Pascal away from whatever he’s doing, he will make the effort this time.

	 

	***

	 

	When the last number has been entered, Pascal steps away from the control panel and glances around. He sweeps the torch beam left and right, expecting something to come lurching toward him out of the gloom. The Geiger counter continues to beep, a reminder that he is on his last reserves of health. If something doesn’t happen, and soon, it will be game over.

	Idiot, he thinks, realizing his error. While the code may have been entered, nothing will happen until he turns the key. Taking a deep breath, he reaches across the desk, gloved fingers closing around the hexagonal bow. With a flick of his wrist, he hears a small click, and the deed is done.

	There’s a burst of static as the environment glitches for a moment, but there’s no time to ponder the reason. Sensing movement, he grabs the rifle, spins around, and slams the hard wooden stock into the face of a walking corpse. It stares at him, a look of confusion in its watery eyes, before slumping to its knees and keeling over.

	Something is wrong. The usual heads-up display no longer appears in Pascal’s field of vision. But that’s not all. He feels chilled to the bone, as if the temperature has dropped by at least fifteen degrees. The ground itself feels more solid beneath his feet and the air—even through the filtration unit—leaves a sour taste in his mouth. His gaze turns to the crumpled body at his feet. A body that, rather than wearing military fatigues, is dressed in pale blue pajamas. The wretched figure emits a low moan that sounds vaguely familiar.

	Pascal drops to the floor to cradle his barely conscious father. If anything, it’s a blessing. The radiation here is forty-thousand times higher than in Alberto’s bedroom. The old man’s DNA is already under attack, causing cell damage at a molecular level. Sickness, convulsions, and acute blistering will follow all too soon.

	“Papa,” moans Pascal, stroking the old man’s swollen cheek. “I’m sorry. I’m so, so sorry.”

	The words die in his throat to become a scream. A scream that is heard by just one person. A woman in an immersion tank a thousand miles away. The plaintive sound fills her veins with starlight.

	 

	* * *


Window to the Soul
By Ian Fortey

	 

	It was just after five in the evening when Lindsay’s car crashed into the tree. A truck driver had fallen asleep at the wheel, plowed through a red light, and clipped the back end of her Nissan. She spun out of control and smashed into the tree. When the branch shattered her windshield, her eye had been open. She had not been able to focus on the shards of glass coming toward her. She could only feel the effects as the tiny fragments shredded the tissue, destroying her eye.

	When Lindsay awoke, she was in a hospital bed. It was a day later, and her face was bandaged. She had broken ribs, and a broken wrist. There was soft tissue damage in her abdomen, and her cheek and forehead had been cut up by the glass as well. The worst of the damage was to her right eye, the doctor had said. She remembered thinking she would be blind.

	“We had to remove the eye completely,” the doctor told her. So blind, but somehow worse. She would have a hole in her head. She would need to use an eyepatch like some kind of pirate. Or a creepy glass eye that would scare children and make any date she was ever lucky enough to get stare at her in fear and revulsion. She felt like her life was over.

	“Lindsay, this doesn’t have to change the way you live your life,” the doctor had said. His name was Dr. White. He was very old and didn’t show a lot of sympathy when he spoke.

	“How could it not?” she asked.

	“There are options. You are a prime candidate for a transplant surgery. You are in relatively good health, you are young and strong, with no genetic markers for illnesses that might preclude you.”

	Lindsay stared at the doctor with her good eye. She had to move her head to the left and right to focus on things now. She had not even seen her own face without the eye yet. They said the bandages would come off by the end of the week.

	“I could get a new eye?”

	“Yes. The surgery has been very successful in the past, the few times it has been performed. There are no guarantees, of course, any transplant surgery has inherent risks. But many patients have gone on to have a quality of life the same as what they experienced prior to their injuries.”

	The thought of having another person’s eye in her head made Lindsay feel uneasy. She was still adjusting to the idea of having lost her own. She didn’t even know what her own face looked like. It was too much, too soon.

	“The window of opportunity is a short one. If your wound is allowed to heal, then the surgery will not be an option,” Dr. White warned. “But if you wish to proceed, we can have it done within the next twenty-four hours. We have a viable donor already.”

	“A donor?” Lindsay asked. She knew what that meant. Knew that someone had died and given their eyes to science. She would see the world through the eyes of a dead person. She didn’t know if she could handle that.

	“Do I have to decide now?” she asked. Dr. White shook his head. The machines monitoring her vitals beeped and whirred. The sound of the city outside of her window provided a dull, white noise in the background. Life was moving on while she was stuck in the hospital room. She could get back to it all, she thought.

	“Not right now, but soon. The surgery takes around six hours. If you want it, we’ll need to know within the next six to twelve, at the most. Talk to your family, think it over, and let me know.”

	Lindsay’s parents lived back on the east coast. She had no one in town to discuss the transplant with beyond her friends. She had spoken to her mother that morning and told her not to worry and that she would be fine. Her mother, never one to accept such an explanation, had booked a flight moments later. She was probably over the Midwest already.

	She could call her best friend Sandra, but she was coming to the hospital later to visit as well. For now, she had just her own thoughts to consider. Did she want someone else’s eye?

	She had filled out her own organ donor card years ago but had never really thought about it beyond that. She would happily let someone else have her heart or liver if they needed it to survive after she had passed. But taking the organs from someone else was not something she considered. And an eye, especially. A kidney went in your body, hidden away. The eye would always be there. If it were a different color, or size, everyone would see and wonder. If the person had worse vision than her, would she need glasses just on one side?

	Lindsay had never experienced a long stay in a hospital before in her life. The worst sickness she ever had was the chicken pox. Her mother had been fairly healthy, as had her father. This was a foreign world to her. Surgeries and transplants were as unknown as the Outback of Australia to her. She didn’t know what to do.

	Rushing into a medical decision seemed like a bad idea, that was obvious. Rational people took time to decide on things like that. You didn’t just implant parts of another human in your body with a few hours’ notice. But sometimes life didn’t give you reasonable timelines.

	Sandra was coming after she finished work. It would be another five hours. Her mother’s flight would still be another two hours, plus perhaps an hour for her to get from the airport to the hospital. Time was slipping away.

	Ever since she was a child, Lindsay had been indecisive. Her parents had been very front and center in her life all the way through school. Mom always helped with her homework, helped her shop for clothes, organized parties and after school activities. She was what people later called a helicopter parent. She had to be involved. When Lindsay had chosen to go to school on the west coast, it had been a real blow to both of her parents.

	At first, her father said she simply couldn’t go. Her mother agreed. They wanted her to stay in town. There was a perfectly good college in town, and she could even stay at home without having to worry about paying for a place to live or having a roommate. The fact she actually wanted those things was something they had trouble understanding.

	It was her father who cracked first. He had never been as involved as her mother. Not that he didn’t care, but he didn’t thrive on the control. He didn’t need to be the final word in all things like her mother did. She when Lindsay went to him and explained that she would never feel like an adult if she couldn’t be on her own, to succeed or fail on her own strengths, he relented. He wrote a check for the first year’s tuition and later faced the wrath of his wife.

	In time, Lindsay’s mother grew to accept she was leaving. That didn’t mean she liked it, though. Even now, years after she had graduated and was working, living in her own apartment, paying her own bills, her mother still disapproved. She would ask when Lindsay planned on coming back home every time they spoke. Not to visit, although she also wanted that all the time. But to stay. She had graduated, after all. She didn’t need to be across the country anymore.

	As much as Lindsay had tried to break free and be independent, there were still small, insidious ways she found herself unable to make choices in the moment. She had to spend twenty minutes before bed choosing her next day’s outfit. She’d scroll through Netflix for hours, trying to find a movie to watch. If she was with friends and they were ordering a pizza, she would inevitably say ‘Whatever’ when asked what toppings she wanted. She was just never able to be firm and fast on any decision.

	Lindsay pressed the call button for a nurse. She couldn’t sit on this. Her entire life, how she would live, could rest on this. It couldn’t be something to brush off simply as letting someone else order pepperoni and mushrooms for her.

	“Everything okay in here?” a nurse asked, popping into the room. Lindsay looked at her, touching the bandages on her face.

	“Could you ask the doctor to come back? I want to know more about the transplant surgery. I think I’d
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