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“A GOOD YARN TOLD IN a well written and engaging style.” —The Rotting Zombie, 7 of 10 zombie heads
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“HISTORICAL FICTION without ruining the original story or creating an entirely false world... A cool twist on an old mystery.” —Melanie, FangFreakinTastic Reviews, 4 fangs

––––––––
[image: image]


“I'D DEFINITELY HAVE to recommend this book to any horror, history, or zombie lover. Very much worth the read.” —Stormi, Boundless Book Reviews
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“LIZZIE BORDEN IS BACK, and so are the zombies shambling their way through this fun and engaging book. Lizzie has lost none of her bad-assitude!”—Angela, Horror Maiden’s Book Reviews
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“A COMBINATION OF HISTORICAL mystery, romance, and zombie mayhem, tied together by the infinitely fun premise that Lizzie Borden had a very good reason to give her father and stepmother forty whacks! Loved the first in this series and the second is just as fun.”—Dana Fredsti, author of the Ashley Parker series.
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—Rebbie Reviews 
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EVERY FAMILY HAS ITS secrets...
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ONE HOT AUGUST MORNING in 1892, Lizzie Borden picked up an axe and murdered her father and stepmother. Newspapers claim she did it for the oldest of reasons: family conflicts, jealousy and greed. But what if her parents were already dead? What if Lizzie slaughtered them because they’d become... zombies?
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Q. You saw his face covered with blood?

A. Yes, sir.

Q. Did you see his eyeball hanging out?

A. No, sir.

Q. Did you see the gashes where his face was laid open?

A. No, sir.

—Lizzie Borden at inquest, August 9-11, 1892
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August 4, 1892
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LIZZIE BORDEN DRAINED the rest of her tea, set down her cup, and listened to the sound of furniture moving upstairs. My, my, for only ten o’clock in the morning my stepmother is certainly energetic. Housecleaning, already?

THUMP.

For a moment, Lizzie forgot her plans to go shopping downtown. THUMP. There it went again. It sounded like her stepmother was rearranging the whole room. She paused at the bottom stair, her concern growing, when she heard another thump and then, the oddest of sounds—a moan. Uh-oh. What was that? Did she hurt herself?

“Mrs. Borden?” Lizzie called. “Are you all right?”

No answer.

She wondered if her stepmother had taken ill, yet the shuffling, moving, and other unusual noises continued. Lizzie hurried up the stairs and paused outside the partially opened door. The strange moans coming from the room sent a shiver up her back.

When she pushed the door open wider, all she could do was stare. Mrs. Abby Durfee Borden stood in front of the bureau mirror clawing at her reflected image. And what a horrid image it was! The sixty-seven-year-old woman’s hair looked like it had never been combed and stuck out like porcupine quills. Her usually spotless housedress appeared wrinkled and torn. Yet, that wasn’t the worst. Dark red spots—blood, Lizzie’s mind whispered—dotted the floor and streaked the sides, of the older woman’s dress and sleeves.

Lizzie gazed about the room in alarm. The tips of Father’s slippers peeking out from beneath the bed also glistened with the same viscous red liquid. All that blood! What happened here? What happened?

She gasped, which got the attention of Mrs. Borden, who jerked her head and growled. Lizzie choked back a cry of alarm. Abby’s square, plain face now appeared twisted and ashen gray. Her eyes, once bright with interest, stared from under a milky covering as if she had cataracts. She resembled a female version of The Portrait of Dorian Gray. Another growl and a moan, and the older woman lunged, arms rigid, her stubby hands held out like claws.

“Mrs. Borden, Abby!” Lizzie yelled and stumbled backward as fast as she could. “Abby, do you hear me?”

Her stepmother shuffled forward, her steps slow but steady. She showed no emotion or sense of recognition. The only utterances she made were those strange low moans.

Lizzie moved back even further, trying to keep out of reach of Mrs. Borden’s grasping fingers. Then her foot hit something. Lizzie quickly glanced down at the silver hairbrush that had fallen to the floor. Too late, she realized her error.

“No!” Lizzie shivered at the feel of her stepmother’s clammy, cold hand around her wrist. “Abby, what happened? What’s wrong with you?”

Mrs. Borden said nothing and moved in closer. Her mouth opened and closed revealing bloodstained teeth.

“No! Stay away!” Lizzie yelled. “Stop!”

She didn’t. Instead, Mrs. Borden scratched and clawed at her. Lizzie leaned back, barely escaping the snap of the madwoman’s teeth at her neck.

“Mrs. Bor—Abby! No, no! Stop!”

Lizzie’s slight advantage of being younger offered no protection against her stepmother’s almost demonic, inhuman strength. The older woman bit and snapped like a rabid dog. Lizzie struggled to fight her off and shoved her away, yet Mrs. Borden attacked again and again, her hands grabbing, her teeth seeking the tender flesh covered by Lizzie’s long, full sleeves.

The two of them grappled and wrestled, bumping into the bedposts and banging into furniture. Lizzie yelped each time her soft flesh hit something hard. She felt her strength wane as the crazed woman’s gnarled hands clawed at her. How much more she could endure?

Her cries for help came out hoarse and weak. “Em-Emma!” She tried again. “Help! Help me!” Lizzie knew her sister had come in late last night from her trip out of town. But if Emma already woke and went downstairs, will she even hear me?

Lizzie reeled back in panic as her spine pressed against the fireplace. She pushed and fought in an attempt to keep this monster away, yet Mrs. Borden’s ugly face and snapping teeth edged closer and closer.

Then Lizzie spotted it: the worn hatchet Father had left behind after he’d last brought in the newly chopped wood. No, no! Her mind filled with horror, but when her stepmother came at her again, Lizzie whispered a prayer for forgiveness and grabbed the handle. She lifted the hatchet high overhead and swung as hard as she could. It hit her stepmother’s skull with a sickening thud.

As impossible as it seemed, Mrs. Borden snarled and continued her attack.

Lizzie hit her again and again and again. The blows raked her stepmother’s face and scraped deep furrows into tender flesh. The metal hatchet head pounded her stepmother’s shoulders and arms, the bones giving way with sickening crunches. Mrs. Borden’s broken arms dangled, hanging limp and ugly at her sides... and yet, dear God, she continued her attack.

With her last bit of strength, Lizzie raised the hatchet again, bringing it down on Mrs. Borden’s head. Only then did her stepmother crumple and fall into a pile at Lizzie’s feet. It took a few minutes for Lizzie to comprehend the horrible scene. It didn’t seem real, but it was.

With a cry, she threw the bloodied hatchet aside. She gagged as the weapon caught in the braided artificial hairpiece hanging from the back of Mrs. Borden’s gore-encrusted scalp.

Retching, Lizzie ran to the other side of the bed, bent over, and vomited into the chamber pot. She crossed the room and leaned against the wall, her shoulders shaking with each heart-rending sob.

Her hands trembled so hard she could barely hold them still, but she managed to cover her eyes in a feeble attempt to block out the carnage. It didn’t stop the horrific images that flashed in her mind, or the many questions. And it certainly did nothing for the soul-crushing guilt that filled her.

“Why?” she cried. “Why?” Dear God, what have I done? What have I done?
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Q. What time did you come downstairs?

A. AS NEAR AS I CAN remember, it was a few minutes before nine.

—Lizzie Borden at inquest, August 9-11, 1892
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LIZZIE STAGGERED TO the bureau mirror and stared. A wild-eyed woman gazed back. Mousy brown hair stuck out around her head in a disheveled halo. Spots of blood and gore dotted her clothes and face. She broke from her trance and looked up in alarm when someone called from downstairs. Oh, no, Emma! She couldn’t let her sister come up here!

“Lizzie? Is everything all right?” her older sister called. “What’s Abby doing up there?”

“It’s nothing.” Lizzie forced herself to sound cheery. She acted like nothing was wrong. “No need to worry. I’m helping Mrs. Borden pick up a box she spilled while cleaning. I’ll be down in a minute.”

Lizzie hurriedly ran back into the room, grabbed a cotton gown, and dipped it in the jug of water on the bureau. She rubbed the bloody streaks from her face, hair, and hands. Her blue morning dress was too soiled and stained to fix. It would have to be discarded. For now, she put on the old pink wrapper Mrs. Borden had left hanging in the closet and tied it around her waist.

She inspected herself again for any errant spots, and seeing none, rushed from the room. It was only when she got halfway down the stairs that she saw the red blotches on her shoes. Oh, no! She looked around and seeing nothing of use, pulled down her plain white petticoat and thoroughly wiped the tops of both of her sturdy black shoes. She breathed hard, fearing Emma’s appearance any minute. The bloodied undergarment tucked out of sight under her voluminous skirt, she almost got down the stairs when she remembered—the hatchet!

Every nerve on edge, she rushed back upstairs and peered into the room. Mrs. Borden’s body lay slumped on her knees beside the bed, like she’d been praying. Choking back tears, Lizzie pulled the hatchet free from where it had hooked her stepmother’s raggedy hairpiece and let the blood-drenched braid drop to the floor. A jagged Z remained on the back of the dead woman’s scalp, a gruesome memento of her fate.

A horrific image of a gory Mrs. Borden flashed in Lizzie’s mind. “No, please, no,” Lizzie muttered. She pressed her temple. “I can’t think of that now. I can’t.”

Forcing herself to stay focused, she wiped and wrapped the hatchet in a towel before hiding it between the folds of her skirt. With each step, her heart hammered in her chest. All she had to do was make it downstairs without Emma paying attention.

To her relief, she managed to slip into the kitchen unnoticed while Emma dug around in the icebox. It gave her a scant few minutes to shove the hatchet out of sight behind the containers of lard Maggie had failed to put away.

Emma still paid no mind, instead rummaging around for who-knew-what, given they’d breakfasted not more than an hour ago. No wonder she’s getting a tad pudgy, Lizzie thought. She took another deep, cleansing breath, and struggled to calm herself. She couldn’t let Emma know what was going on! She had to act like everything was normal.

“Emma? What are you looking for? Mrs. Borden said she felt a cold coming on so we should all fortify ourselves. Care for a cup of tea and honey?”

Emma ended her rooting around and bit into an apple with a shrug. “Maybe a few sips. I am feeling a bit sluggish. It’s so hot. Where’s Maggie?”

“Still sleeping, I suppose. She mentioned feeling sick after washing the windows in this heat.”

“I’m surprised Abby isn’t yelling for her to get out of bed. You know how she feels about sloth.”

Lizzie merely nodded, and bit back a retort about her sister’s own habits, when a noise in the adjacent sitting room caught her ear. Was Father back from the bank? She glanced quickly at Emma, who paid no attention to the sound of furniture moving in the other room. But then she heard something that sent a shiver up her back—a low moan.

The sound even got Emma to stop munching her apple and look up. “What was that? Is Father sick?” She took a step toward the kitchen door. “Maybe I should see—”

“No, wait,” Lizzie warned, trying to rein in her panic. “You sit and have your tea before it gets cold. I’ll check on Father and bring a cup in to him.”

To Lizzie’s relief, Emma agreed and plopped into a kitchen chair. Lizzie hurriedly grabbed the tea kettle, poured hot water in the cups, and added some sliced lemon. She paused as the gruesome image of Mrs. Borden came to mind. What if something was wrong with Father, too? She had to keep Emma here until she could check if everything was all right! But how?

Lizzie went to the pantry and grabbed the jar of honey when she spotted the answer—a small bottle of Laudanum tucked behind the baking soda and jars of spices. Father must have left it there for use when he couldn’t sleep. Much less than the usual dose should do the trick, she guessed. All she wanted was to keep Emma out of the way for a while.

After putting a drop in one of the three cups, she quickly put the bottle back and finished her preparations, being sure to add a pinch of cinnamon and a good dollop of honey to mask the bitterness. The room filled with the crisp scent of lemon and the spiciness of the cinnamon as she let the tea steep.

Everything ready, she set the tray on the table and gave Emma her tea before sipping from her own cup—undoctored, of course. “Mmm, this new English Breakfast tea with cinnamon has a very nice flavor to it, don’t you agree?”

Emma took two unladylike slurps before nodding. “Hmm, it’s not bad. I like the honey in it, but it has a bitter aftertaste I think.”

Lizzie stirred hers and took another taste. “Maybe there’s too much cinnamon, or it could be the lemon. I think that can make it a trifle bitter at times, but you know Father likes his strong. I’ll take his cup—”

Hearing another sound in the sitting room, Lizzie nearly dropped her spoon in alarm. This time, her sister didn’t seem to notice. Her eyelids drooping, Emma slurred her last few words, “Getting kind of shleepy,” and with that, she dropped her head on her arms.

Lizzie pushed the chair in a bit closer to the table to be sure her sister wouldn’t fall to the floor. Emma remained slumped at the table, her soft snores filling the room. Lizzie moved quickly. She took the hatchet in hand and stuffed the bloodied towel inside a bag of refuse that had to be burned.

A quick peek through the doorway told her Father had returned home, or maybe as she suspected, he might not have ever left. How odd to find him still sprawled across the old black settee this late in the morning. She tiptoed into the room and set the hatchet by the fireplace before approaching him.

“Father? Are you ill?”

He moaned in response. Lizzie moved closer. Her heart beat like a marching band in her chest. Her nose twitched at the odd smell in the room, like something foul, or meat going bad. “Father? Are you—?”

She gasped as he turned enough for her to see the ghastly grin on his face. Horrified, she stumbled away from him as fast as she could. Dear God! Whatever could cause such an awful change?

Her father’s face, never handsome yet commanding just the same, resembled an image from one of her childhood nightmares. His open mouth revealed rows of yellowing teeth that chomped at the empty air. His eyes had rolled back, showing the whites. Lines of red-tinged drool dribbled down his chin and spotted the brilliant white of his Lincolnesque beard.

Usually a fine dresser who took pride in his appearance, his once pristine vest beneath his black coat now looked like he had worn it on a battlefield. The shiny, yellow-gold fabric was crinkled and splotched with spots of what she recognized as blood. She crept a few steps nearer and stared, trying to understand what had happened to him. Did he, too, become ill with whatever Mrs. Borden had?

A nervous quiver began in Lizzie’s legs and worked its way up her body as she studied him. Her stomach roiled. Her stepmother’s appearance had been terrible, but her father looked much worse. Blood framed his mouth. It smeared his chin. The sight made her turn aside and begin to heave. How had he become so beaten and bloody? Was it an accident? A fight? Or worse—had he also been attacked? Would the horrors never end?

Once the nausea abated, she sighed and struggled with what to do. Maybe I should try to get his attention, let him know I’m here to help. She moved closer and took his hand in hers. Just as quick, she dropped it and shivered. Brrr! His hand was so cold! Even the gold ring she’d given him years ago, which he still wore, felt like it had been dropped in a snow bank. She shook her head. But how was that even possible in the heat of summer?

She moved back in alarm and waved her hand to see how he would react. She gasped as he turned his odd white eyes in her direction and moaned. Like her stepmother, her father showed no real signs of recognition. He paid no mind to his surroundings. It was like he’d just stepped from a meat locker, or had been holding a block of ice, or...

The words failed her. He, too, felt as cold as death.

She gulped, hesitant to even consider such a sacrilegious improbability. Her stomach roiled at the thought. No, it’s impossible. As she watched, he attempted to pull himself upright, his movements as awkward as a fresh-caught fish flopping around on the deck. Her mind reeled. I don’t understand this. I don’t. His condition was simply unfathomable.

The thought that maybe he’d been wounded, or had some other malady, prompted her to lean in closer. Suddenly, he gave a deep-throated growl and lunged. His cold fingers tightened around her arms. She struggled to free herself to no avail. It was like trying to shake free from a pair of iron manacles.

Despite his inability to get up, and the flabbiness he kept camouflaged under expensive, well-fit suits, her seventy-year-old father was a strong man. His belief in hard work, or maybe it was his stinginess, had led him to continue chopping wood and doing other back- breaking chores he could have left to hired help, or someone much younger.

Lizzie screamed as he pulled her closer. His yellowed teeth clacked together; his fetid breath blew in her face. Whatever this disease that had affected him, it was worse than anything she’d ever encountered.

She cringed at his gut-wrenching moans. Oh, God, I don’t know how much more I can take! It’s awful. I have to get away from him, I have to!

“Oww!” Lizzie yelped as he pulled her toward his gaping maw. It felt like her arms were being yanked from their sockets, but she kept fighting. I have to get away from him! She kicked and pushed with all her might. She struggled against him until finally, her bid for freedom worked.

She tumbled to the floor with a hard, bruising thump, but as Lizzie struggled to her feet, her father somehow rolled over. He fell onto his back, flopping around like an upside down crab. His arms and legs beat the air until he suddenly reached out, grasping her arm with his claw-like fingers.

Lizzie screamed, no longer caring who heard, as her father’s well-muscled arms pulled her toward his gnashing teeth. “Someone, please, someone help me!”

Every muscle quivering, Lizzie fought with everything she had to keep his mouth away from her body and limbs. Her strength waning, she hoped to fight for as long as possible when Emma yelled from the doorway.

“Father!” Emma screamed. “Lizzie, what are you doing? You’re hurting him!”

A quick glance told Lizzie her sister was still not herself. Lizzie struggled to talk while she fought to keep her father at arm’s length. 

“Emma, help.” She panted with the effort. “Please, help. He’s sick, he’s gone insane. Help me.”

Emma finally blinked and stared like she was seeing everything for the first time. “Lizzie! What should I do?”

“The hatchet!” Lizzie pleaded. “Get the hatchet. Hurry, please hurry! I can’t hold out much longer.”

—Continued in Lizzie Borden, Zombie Hunter

Buy for Kindle or Print:

http://getbook.at/LizzieBordenZombies1
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The Real Life Crime
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TO THIS DAY, THERE is no clear consensus as to who actually committed the double murders of Andrew J. Borden and his wife Abby Durfee Borden at 92 Second Street in Fall River, Massachusetts, on a hot August morning in 1892.

While many believe former Sunday School teacher Lizzie Andrew Borden was guilty, there is no evidence directly linking her to the crime. A handle-less hatchet found by police in the cellar was presumed—but never proven—to be the murder weapon.

Lizzie, a 32-year-old spinster, reportedly discovered her 70-year-old father, Andrew J. Borden, lying dead on the settee in the sitting room near 11 a.m. on August 4, 1892. He had been struck 10 times with a hatchet or axe. The body of her 64-year-old stepmother, Abby Durfee Borden, was found bent over on her knees by the bed in the upstairs guest bedroom. She had been struck 18 times, according to the autopsy report.

Lizzie was arrested for the murders following a three-day inquest held August 9 to 11, 1892. A grand jury began hearing evidence in November, with Lizzie indicted for the crimes on December 2.

The “trial of the century” held June 5 to June 20, 1893 in the New Bedford Superior Court garnered nationwide media attention and interest worldwide, especially once the verdict came in: not guilty. The sensational crime would have been punishable by an equally grisly death—hanging on the gallows.

Lizzie and Emma were later estranged, but Lizzie continued to live in Fall River until her death on June 1, 1927 at age 67. She is buried next to her parents and sister in the family plot at Oak Grove Cemetery. 
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Bonus! Excerpt from, Lizzie Borden, Zombie Hunter 2: The Axe Will Fall!
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WHEN HER SISTER EMMA becomes a pawn in the growing war against the undead, Lizzie’s only choice is to pick up her axe again. But can she overcome her personal demons and the rampaging monsters, no matter the cost?
Chapter One

––––––––
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“WE PRAY THEE THAT INNOCENCE may be revealed and guilt exposed...”

—The Rev. M.C. Julien, opening prayer,

Trial of Lizzie Borden, June 5, 1893
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FALL RIVER, MASSACHUSETTS—OCTOBER, 1893

––––––––
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LIZZIE BORDEN SPRANG awake, startled by a sound she never expected, or wanted to hear again—a low, eerie keen that made her skin crawl and the long, straight hairs on her neck curl up into tight ringlets.

“No, no!” She jumped out of bed and ran to the window, her heart pounding in fear. “Please, don’t let it be!”

The chaotic scene on the street below filled her with disbelief and horror. No matter which direction she looked, she saw pure evil—groups of the undead she’d truly thought were gone forever. They’d been vanquished—or so she’d been told. Who had lied?

Then she had another unexpected, but this time much more pleasant, shock—seeing her former self-defense instructor Pierre Moret. As the monsters shambled closer, he stood a moment as if in contemplation before closing the wrought iron gate. He waved for her to come down and disappeared out of view by the front door. 

Why is he here? Why now?

The ghastly roars and growls outside quickly made her realize it didn’t matter. Her panic rising, Lizzie threw off her nightwear and slipped on one of the old pair of bloomers she’d worn in previous fights. For some reason, she’d kept the costume in her armoire, though she’d expected to never, ever, be doing this again.

So much for that, she thought. Or had I really believed it was over?

She shoved her feet into sturdy black shoes, her worry level rising higher than the smoke spewing from the stacks of the numerous textile plants down by the river. Were these new masses of undead? Or worse—had those who’d been infected and hidden away secretly at home by family members managed to escape?

The questions dogged her as she ran down the polished oak staircase, a litany of muttered protests on her lips. “No, no, how can this be happening? Dearest Lord, how?”

A pounding on the front door made her move faster. “Lizzie, hurry, please, let me in,” Pierre called.

“Coming, I’m coming.”

She twisted the shiny gold lock and pulled the heavy oak door open. Her nose wrinkled at the sudden stench of rot and death that fouled the air. Pierre rushed in, pushed the door shut, and turned to embrace her. To her surprise, it felt like she’d seen him only yesterday instead of months ago.

“Pierre! I didn’t expect you.”

“Obviously, though I’m glad to see you had your fighting dress at the ready.”

The low moans from outside made further conversation impossible. She moved closer to the door and peered out the window, her heart pounding as she viewed the motley mob of ghouls clamoring at the gate. She counted eight, ten, fifteen of the decayed monsters and saw more approaching.

The bastion of quiet she’d enjoyed in the past few months since moving to the more prestigious section known as “The Hill” had been replaced by bedlam. She watched a group of men run into the street swinging axes, garden tools, and almost anything they could get, at the approaching foes. She turned away and wrung her hands, not daring to look at Pierre when he gave a snort of disgust.

“Why did you lead them here?” she asked. “Why? I don’t want to deal with it.”

“You think I do? A thank you might be more in order since I wanted to make sure you were safe. Sorry to say, they’re up and down not only this street, but the whole area. We have no choice but to help.”

“No, no, I-I can’t do it. I can’t.” She inhaled sharply when Pierre reached out and spun her around.

He tucked his finger under her chin and raised her head. “Look at me. You can’t, or you won’t?”

“No, I can’t.” She bit her lip and shook her head harder. “I can’t do it.” 

Her resistance faded as he pulled her near. She breathed in his masculine scent and the lingering musky, ambergris shaving lotion on his skin, wishing this was any other time, any other place.

The horrific sounds of the undead made Lizzie’s skin crawl. Her first impulse, to let him and others take care of things, did battle with her innate sense of duty. She peered out the window again, relishing the satisfaction of seeing others out in the streets now, men with guns, women with garden tools. Even the neighbors who had turned their back on her were out doing their part to keep the monsters at bay.

Let them handle it, she thought.

Still, her feelings of obligation niggled at her. Yes, she’d trained for this. She had fought this fight before. She couldn’t let others do all the work for her.

With a deep sigh, Lizzie pushed herself from Pierre’s embrace and regarded him. “I guess I have no choice about getting involved, do I? I have to do it, for Emma, if nothing else.”

“Neither do I. I trained you. I’ll be right there with you and will help you any way I can. You know that. Should I ask how is your sister faring?”

“The same, nothing has changed.”

She went to the hall closet and took out a large leather satchel. It clanked with the sound of metal on metal. She sorted through the bag, pulling out a hatchet, a bat, and several small knives.

“Have you been practicing? Keeping in condition?”

She gave a small laugh. “Somewhat... Well, a little. I stopped going downstairs to practice or use the equipment since the noise bothers Emma too much. So, I do what I can up here. I’ve been doing my basic exercises and I practice my throwing out in the carriage house. It’s not ideal, but it’ll suffice.”

“If only others had been as careful and prepared, we wouldn’t be in the mess we are again.”

She snorted. “Possibly. Too many people kept their infected family members at home without sufficient preparations—”

“Or really knowing what they were dealing with,” Pierre said.

“Agreed. The awful cycle continues. I truly thought it had ended.”

“Yes, so did I.”

Pinning her hair into a tighter bun at the back of her head, Lizzie pulled the multi-pocketed apron she’d refashioned for her own use from the satchel and tied it around her waist. She slipped the knives and other tools into the pockets.

Pierre gave her an appraising look. “Well done. I see you haven’t forgotten anything.”

She took a deep breath and steeled herself. “Some things you never forget, ever, no matter how much you might wish it. Are you ready?”

“When it comes to you, always.”

A frown on her lips, Lizzie opened the door and rushed out, hatchet in hand. The picturesque street, lined with well-kept homes, now resembled a waking nightmare. Mobs of the monsters stumbled up and back on the road, and the sidewalks. Some strayed closer to the front walks, their rotted limbs gouged by misguided attempts to claw past iron spiked gates, or reach through long, spiky bushes. The frantic yells of people coming to the fight, weapons in hand, mixed with the bone-chilling laments of the creatures. 

Pierre lunged ahead. He stopped, whacked one creature in the head with his short sword, and ended another’s un-life with a fatal blow. The head rolled away, tracing a bloody path through the piles of dead leaves.

Lizzie followed him through the gate, her grip tightening on the hatchet. UNHHH. ARGGH. The monstrous sounds made her think again of their earlier battle. She prayed this one would be shorter, and far less disastrous. The thought was enough to make her hesitate as the horrors of the past year came rushing back—her father’s gruesome face ... her stepmother Abby’s monstrous stare ... the terror and loneliness of being arrested ... the shame and horror of standing trial for their murders.

She shook herself out of the memory. The hatchet held high, she charged at the first monster that turned her way. The ghoul shuffled closer, mouth open in a fixed grimace, a hungry shriek on its half-decayed lips. She slammed the hatchet into the creature’s head, crushing the skull with a loud crack and a splatter of black goo. Its undead life gone, the ghoul fell at her feet in a grisly pile. A parade of insects skittered from the remains.

Lizzie yanked the tool from the creature’s smashed skull and wheeled about, hitting a second monster and then a third in a fluid, almost ballet-like rhythm. She moved gracefully and with purpose from one creature to the next, her hatchet flying, leaving one monster after another truly dead in her wake.

With each hit, with each ghastly crack of the small axe on bone, the images fluttered in the back of her mind... His yellow clacking teeth ... the blind stare ... Abby’s unearthly strength ... Lizzie gasped and staggered a moment, yet she fought on.

Anyone watching her would never have guessed that she’d been mostly idle for so many months. She attacked and spun, stabbed and leaped, her face showing not one shred of emotion, though inside, she felt herself dying a little bit more with each strike.

—Continued in Lizzie Borden, Zombie Hunter 2 
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Bonus! Excerpt from, The Haunting of Dr. Bowen


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


[image: Bowen-Borden Cover2.jpg]

––––––––
[image: image]


Gruesome deaths haunt the industrial city of Fall River, Massachusetts.
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CAN DR. BOWEN DISCOVER who, or what, is shattering the peace before Fall River runs red? Or will he be the next victim?
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Prologue
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“NEVER DID I SAY TO anyone that she had died of fright. My first thought, when I was standing in the door, was that she had fainted.”

—Testimony of Dr. Seabury W. Bowen,

Trial of Lizzie Borden, June 8, 1893
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“WHY WON’T ANYONE believe me? Why, Phoebe, why?”

Dr. Seabury Bowen shoved back the shock of white hair hanging over his forehead and wiped a wrinkled hand across his stubbled chin.

His appearance, like his surroundings, could stand a bit of major housekeeping, not that he cared a whit.

“Here, it’s here somewhere,” he mumbled.

The old man rummaged among the giant pile of documents, books, and what-not littering the large walnut desk in his study. Several minutes later, and after the search through dozens of loose papers, he saw the faded red book lying beneath a tottering pile. He pulled at it, sending the rest of the stack falling like so much unwanted garbage.

The good doctor, but a shadow of his once- robust self, flipped the pages. He stared at the offending journal entry before setting the book aside with a heartrending sob.
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Chapter One
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“I SAW THE FORM OF MR. Borden lying on the lounge at the left of the sitting-room door. His face was very badly cut, apparently with a sharp instrument; his face was covered with blood.”

—Testimony of Dr. Seabury W. Bowen,

Trial of Lizzie Borden, June 8, 1893
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THE MAN REACHED toward him with long, lean fingers. Dr. Seabury Bowen blinked and tried to make out the features of the unknown figure standing in the corner. The unexpected visitor had a broad, dark face and what looked like a band across his forehead. Bowen stretched out his arm in turn and jumped when their fingers touched, the jolt surging through him like the electricity he knew would soon replace all the gas lights.

“Seabury, dear, are you all right?” His wife, Phoebe, sounded concerned. “What’s wrong?”

Bowen breathed hard. He bolted upright and held a hand on his chest, trying to catch his breath. Still stunned, he gazed about the room, disturbed at the odd shapes until he recognized familiar things... the bureau, the armoire, the paintings on his bedroom walls. He swallowed and nodded.

“Ye-yes. I-I’m fine. A bad dream, that’s all it was. Just a dream.”

“A bad dream? Dear, you’re breathing so hard, your heart must be pounding like a drum in Mr. Sousa’s band! Are you sure you’re fine?”

The doctor took his wife’s hand and kissed it, relieved to feel his heartbeat return to normal. He had to admit his reaction worried him for a minute, too. “I’m fine now, Phoebe. Really, it’s all right. Go back to sleep. I’m too wrought up to rest. I think I’ll go downstairs and read awhile.”

He gave her a loving smile before he rose and slipped on his robe, his thoughts in a whirl. To tell the truth, these dreams, or hallucinations, or whatever they were, appeared to be getting stronger and more frequent. Not that he’d tell her, of course. It made Bowen wonder if he was losing touch with his faculties, something he’d never dare mention. Nor did he want to even entertain the thought, but he did. Am I going mad? Am I?

The doctor mulled over the idea as he tiptoed down the stairs. A cup of coffee sounded good. If he were truthful, he’d admit that these strange visions or hallucinations had begun that ghastly morning two years ago.

After his neighbor Miss Lizzie’s frantic call at his back door, he’d grabbed his worn leather medical bag and rushed with her to the adjacent Borden home, not sure what he would find. Despite the horrors he encountered, by instinct he’d switched to professional mode, making sure the Borden sisters weren’t harmed. Of course, nothing could, or would, help the horribly butchered Mr. Borden. Then they discovered Mrs. Borden’s body, and all hell broke loose.

He put the iron coffee pot on the burner and turned the flame on high. While the coffee warmed, he pondered how many lives had changed that day, his included. He’d tended to many terrible accidents and injuries over the course of his nearly thirty years serving the medical needs of the families of Fall River, but this had affected him the most.

Maybe it was the proximity of his own home, and the underlying fears he naturally had about the safety of his wife and daughter. No matter what, it was enough to make him decide to retire sooner than he’d planned. It made him try to forget those other strange incidents, too. Not that he could.

“How can I ever forget?” he wondered. “How?”

Indeed, the odd occurrence was etched on his mind as much as anything else that fateful morning. He recalled how he’d glanced up a moment after checking Mr. Borden’s body. In that instant, he’d caught what looked like a dark shadow lingering near the door of the sitting room. He’d stopped and almost cried out in alarm when the odd thumping sounds started. He remembered his panic, and the questions he’d had: Was the killer there? Was someone trying to break in?

A quick glance around told him no one else seemed to hear it. But he did. THUMP. THUMP. THUMP. He listened, hand on his chest, and realized the thumping wasn’t his heart, though it was pounding hard. No, it was inside the house, and sounded like... a drum?

* * *
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BOWEN SHOOK HIMSELF out of the memory, taking care as he poured the coffee with trembling hands before making his way to the study. Setting the cup down, he turned the jet on the gas lights and burrowed among the haphazard piles of journals and papers covering most every inch of the worn, walnut desk in search of a certain book. He spotted the faded red leather cover in the pile, picked it up, and flipped it open to the first page. It was dated the year 1892.

The pages contained his records of house calls and patient interactions, his observations and actions scribbled in a somewhat legible, far from neat handwriting. The entries varied in length, some a paragraph or more, others only a short line or two.

His thumb caressed the page marked August 4. He wasn’t surprised when he turned the page to find no more than a couple words entered, the rest of the day’s events far too terrible to mention. Not that he needed to write anything down. It was still etched in his memory.

Or maybe he’d realized it best to not repeat anything else in writing, especially in light of the arrest of Miss Lizzie, and the unfolding farce of putting someone of her gender and social standing on trial for such horrific murders. He’d been called to testify at the trial, of course, though he had nothing much to say beyond his professional observations.

But deep down inside he wondered yet again at his mental state when he reviewed what he’d written. Two words, only two, covered the page: darkness, drumming. That aspect of the day still made no logical sense to him.

He closed the journal, regret filling him. What he didn’t know about that day—the why and how— haunted him still. But what he did know, and had felt certain of when he looked at the agitated face of the youngest Borden daughter, Lizzie, and the sour, disapproving face of her elder sister, Emma, was this—neither of them had been at fault.

He stared at the book and rubbed his finger over the textured leather cover. Again, not for the first or last time, his thoughts returned to the day of the murders. Nothing had changed his mind about his initial impressions. Nothing.

A noise at the door pulled him out of the memory. He gazed at his wife standing in the doorway, her forehead creased with worry.

“Dear, are you sure you’re all right? I’m concerned about you.”

Bowen put the journal down, knowing he should ease her worry, and walked to the door. “Dearest, I’m fine.” He took her hands. “Since we’re both awake, let’s go have something to eat. I’ll make you some toast, how’s that?”

She chuckled and shook her head. “Now Seabury, you sit. How about I make us some eggs to go with that toast?”

In the kitchen, he got out the ingredients, glad to be doing something. But try as he might, he couldn’t get away from the one thing that still bothered him. He fought to stay silent, but had to ask: “Phoebe dear, do you think I’m being haunted?”

He speculated that maybe he’d gone too far in asking when she stopped in mid-beating of the eggs and turned her wide blue eyes on him. “Haunted? Seabury, whatever do you mean?”

Now I’ve done it, he thought, and wished he’d kept his mouth shut. “You know about the dream I had this morning and that moment at the cemetery, at the Borden funeral, remember?”

She looked at him, confused at first. “Oh, now I remember. You looked like you’d seen something, but you said everything was good.” She paused. “It wasn’t, was it?”

He shook his head. “No. I mean beyond the terrible situation, of course.”

A sad affair it had been, made even sadder once the Borden sisters learned there would be no burial, and their parents’ bodies would be held for evidence. Necessary he knew. Unthinkable just the same. Then he’d glanced at the gravestones across the way—and for the first time in his married life, he’d told his wife a lie.

“I couldn’t tell you,” he admitted. “I-I didn’t want to worry you. It was already upsetting enough with what was happening at the funeral.”

He felt emboldened at the encouraging smile she offered. She’d never been anything but understanding and supportive.

“I think I saw the man from my dream.” His voice was soft. “I first saw a shadow in the Borden house the morning of the murders. Then at the funeral I noticed a tall, dark-skinned man standing behind a tree out beyond the gravestones. You could hardly see him, he blended so well with the color of the tree trunk.”

“Who was he?”

“I don’t know. It doesn’t make sense. I still can’t figure it out. You touched me on the arm and asked what was wrong, remember?”

She nodded.

His smile wavered as he continued. “And when I looked back, whoever the man was, he was gone. He simply disappeared, if he had even been there.”

His answer made Phoebe shake her head as she resumed her breakfast preparations. “I think we were all a bit upset that day. Whoever it was, he left. I wouldn’t make much of it, dear.”

Maybe she was right. Leave it to his always practical wife to see the sense of things. Whoever it was, the man had gone without any notice, the same way he arrived. But it still seemed rather strange.

The conversation faded as the two of them had breakfast in companionable silence, Bowen trying to bury the memory in the back of his thoughts. Something still bothered him about it, though. Just what he wasn’t sure. The idea eluded him.

He chewed on the thought as he put the dishes in the sink and decided to do more research in his study. Maybe the answer was somewhere among the towering piles of books and papers he’d insisted on keeping these many years. If not, whatever had he saved them for?

Or maybe, just maybe, this was all the musing of a madman. Maybe he was as mad as a hatter. The thought depressed him.

“Seabury? You’re still not thinking on all that, are you?”

He hated to worry his wife, but at this point it felt wrong to keep everything to himself.

“Something bad’s going to happen again, Phoebe,” he muttered. “I feel it. It’s like an ache in my bones.”

“It’s the rheumatism, dear. Don’t worry so much. You need to stop being your own doctor and use that salve Dr. Dolan gave you.”

He shook his head. “I suppose you’re right. I think I’ll go read awhile in the study.”

“That’s a good idea, dear. Get your mind on some other things. Don’t forget there’s a freshly washed quilt on the back of the settee.”

Having gotten up so early, Bowen laughed at his wife’s knowing remark that he’d end up taking a nap before he did anything else. “No wonder we got married. Whatever would I do without you?”

Like he’d done every day before he’d left for work, Bowen told his wife he loved her and went to his study. Getting some sleep sounded attractive, especially if it came without any bad dreams. He shut the door, a silent plea on his lips. “Let them stay away, at least for an hour.”

—Continued in The Haunting of Dr. Bowen
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