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				Editorial — Journey into Dimension6

				Keith Stevenson

				Rounding out our third year of Dimension6, it’s mindboggling to learn that total downloads of the last eight issues have topped 11,000! Our mission has always been to provide a platform for our authors to show their work to as wide an audience as possible. By anyone’s estimation, we appear to be succeeding. And this issue we have another diverse selection of all new fiction that takes you beyond death, to other planets and into our most primal fears.

				So sit back and prepare to journey into Dimension6.

				



			
				The Plastinarium — Zoë Harland

				You’re shopping around for a good corpse in Guben, Germany. Though, technically, only the left half is in Germany, while everything on the eastern side of the Lusatian Niesse belongs to Poland. The glassy, dark blue river snakes through rich green banks; on a sunny day, everything is saturated with wholesome, countryside colours. From an airplane window, the town could be a model made of plastic: squarish white houses with pottery-orange roofs; long, red-brick buildings that line the streets like massive blocks of Lego.

				The roads are all named things like ‘Karl-Marx Street’ and ‘Anne-Frank Street’, but the humble Uferstraße (Riverside Road) that runs parallel to the Oder-Niesse Line is where you can find the museum. In one of those giant Lego block buildings, the entrance would be almost indiscernible from the dozens of windows that are lined neatly along the sides if it weren’t for the angular, red sign suspended above the door. ‘PLASTINARIUM’, it says.

				You wait until nightfall before you enter through the front door. ‘Through’ in the most literal sense, because the glass melts away at the tips of your fingers. Passing through it feels like walking under a waterfall, but you are dry on the other side and you can look back and see that the glass has been restored behind you.

				During the day the lobby is garish with blood-orange carpet floors and bright blue plastic chairs, clustered around tables covered in magazines for waiting patrons, but at night the colours are subdued. The exit signs glow green and you find your own way to the exhibition rooms in the darkness. Tiny red lights blink in the corners of the ceilings, and the clever eyes of the security cameras gaze right through you. Medea’s chain protects the wearer from detection in the most subtle sense – you shouldn’t appear on the security footage at all, or trip any alarms, but were a real person to bump into you, you wouldn’t quite be ‘invisible’, but merely unnoticed. You’ve tested it yourself before, walking into traffic in the middle of Berlin, and while the cars all screeched to a halt there was no cacophony of honking horns or angry shouts. To the drivers, you appeared to be a natural, inevitable part of the environment.

				Making your way through the museum, you pause at every corner, listening for the breath of another human being. Two or three scientists – it’s hard to tell the exact number when they’re close together – are still working late hours in the Lernwerkstadt, and another, lone soul is dawdling in another distant part of the building. Probably a security guard doing his last rounds before locking up. You have time, it seems, so you can choose your specimen carefully.

				The first section of the museum is dedicated to the history of the place. Whole paragraphs describing the early days of the Plastinarium printed on the walls and little plaques in front of the glass cases. Inside the glass sit various body parts, propped up and posed in different ways. Disembodied heads, hands with curled fingers, skinless arms bent at the elbow to show how the biceps stretch and contract.

				Taking up the entire length of one wall, eight horse heads in various states of decay – upon reading the little plaque – demonstrate different preservation methods. Water-drying, paraffin, block embedded. The very last one, the fruit of the Plastinarium’s efforts, is the silicone plastinate model. It’s impressive, but you’ll have to wait and see if the same level of preservation can be achieved on a full cadaver. You continue through the museum.

				A preserved giraffe is comically posed, climbing up a tree in the middle of the Gallery, one side of its ribcage hanging open like a cabinet door. It is the first suitably whole cadaver you’ve seen. It’s impractically large, so you don’t linger too long on it. Another giraffe, this one poised in mid-gallop, has its head and neck pulled apart into sections, like a diagram on paper, but suspended by wires. One layer is the skull, another the plastinate muscles, another the skin, complete with eyelashes and lips and the splotchy pattern on its coat. A lot of the specimens are displayed like this, spread apart like puzzle pieces, and you wonder if this could be a problem. They might be too flimsy to support themselves.

				You sweep through the exhibits, looking for something suitable. A gorilla stands on two legs, leaning against a tree, skinless to show off its powerful muscles. On the other side of the tree a bundle of organs hangs from one of the branches, like a piñata. The gorilla is close to what you are looking for, fully preserved from head to toe. You consider using the animal exhibits for another test on another night, but it’s the human corpses that you are here for right now. An animal corpse would not fulfil the coven’s criteria.

			

			
				The Showroom, as the final exhibit section of the museum, is mostly humans. Bits and pieces, ears and eyes and cross-sections of faces are suspended inside glass cases. In one long display case is a head that has been sliced like a tomato, each sliver of skull and brain and flesh spread out so the innermost details are visible. Against one wall are a series fragile, intricate things that looks like moulds of various animals and body parts, shaped out of thin red wires, looking like they would belong better in an art gallery. They are actually whole systems of blood vessels, stiffened into place so that they retain the form they once had when they pulsed with life.

				There are quite a few full bodies to choose from. Most of them are posed in the middle of some sort of sporting activity. One is leaping over a high jump, back bent, the right side of his chest cut open to show one lung and half of his diaphragm. A skinny torso is suspended in front of a football goal, arms raised to defend, but for some reason it has no legs. From the head down to the stomach it is split down the middle, the muscles of its biceps pulled apart like a banana peel to show the bones inside. You’re not sure what this is meant to demonstrate. You’ve never seen something like this happen during a football game.

				Most of them, somehow, look more ugly than the animals. Anything short of a living, breathing human is rather disgusting, no matter how used to it you are, and these cadavers with their plastinated intestines exposed to the air, and their bones that do not quite line up don’t really appeal to you. Eventually, you settle on what looks like the most natural-looking one. Instead of performing some kind of athletic feat, this body is sitting down, casually slouching over a chess board. He’s waiting for his opponent to make a move.

				The floor around the exhibit is carpet, so you can’t use chalk like you’d prefer. You do happen to be practiced in using stones, so it isn’t much of a drawback. An even thirty-four smooth, black obsidians are enough to encircle the cadaver and the chess board, hugging closely to the corners of the glass case. After some consideration you decide to simply levitate the glass display case up and away from the posed body, rather than smashing it, or leaving it as a barrier between yourself and the subject, where it could cause interference. Now the glass case rests on the carpet near the closest wall, you reach into the near-infinite depths of the inside lining of your cloak and bring out all the necessary scrolls. You’ve memorised the spell, of course, but the coven appreciates decorum.

				Scrolls unfurling and swirling around you like ribbons, stones beginning to glow one at a time, each passing the bluish light onto the next, you recite the incantation.

				The chess-player blinks. After a moment he looks down at the chess board and, without even glancing at you, uses the hand that had been propping up his head to try and move one of the pawns. It’s stuck to the board and he frowns, tugging at it. At last he seems to notice that there is no opposing player sitting behind the white pieces, and he looks up at you.

				‘Guten abend,’ you say, nodding politely. The way he narrows his eyes tells you that he doesn’t speak German.

				‘What’s going on?’ he says. ‘I’m not. . . I shouldn’t be. . . can you take me back to the hospital, please?’

				‘You can speak,’ you say, pleased. ‘Can you stand?’

				He looks down, and an expression of mild surprise appears on his face when he sees that he has no skin.

				‘Oh. . . am I dead?’ With wobbly legs, he is able to stand up. He accidentally knocks the chessboard, which swings on its wires, but the pieces stay in place. ‘Is this what happens when you die?’

				‘Not usually,’ you say. ‘I’ve reanimated you. We don’t really have time to go into the details, but I can introduce myself. . . ’

			

			
				‘Are you a witch?’ he says, pointing at your cloak.

				‘Would that make you feel better?’

				‘No.’ He looks around, noticing the other display cases. ‘Are we in a museum? What’s. . .?’ He moves to step down from the platform.

				‘Stop!’

				You hold out a hand and he is forced to obey. He stiffens back into a statue, one leg still raised.

				‘I know you may not want to, but since I’m the one who reanimated you, you have to do as I say. I can’t have a dead person wandering around without supervision. Especially one in your state.’ You release him from the shoulders up, allowing him to move his head again. ‘Do you understand? Stay where you are.’

				He nods.

				‘I can’t hear you.’

				‘Yes.’

				‘What did you say?’

				‘Yes, Master,’ he says, finally getting it. You point and he returns to the seat in front of the chess board.

				‘This is a museum that displays dead bodies,’ you say. ‘This is what you signed up for.’

				‘I thought I was just going to be used in an experiment, or something,’ the chess player says. ‘You know, how cool would it be if they discovered some kind of cure for an incurable disease in my body?’

				‘It doesn’t seem like that has happened,’ you say.

				‘Can I ask something. . . um. . . Master?’ he says.

				‘Go ahead,’ you say.

				‘So. . . where’s the rest of your undead army?’

				‘I don’t have an undead army.’

				‘But what do you need me for?’ he says.

				‘Just some tests.’ You take your clipboard out from your cloak and write down notes on the conversation. His vocabulary seems good, and his cadence and volume don’t seem to be affected by his larynx being plastinated. ‘I’m doing my doctorate on Necromancy. We’ve never documented how this particular form of preservation affects reanimation.’

				‘A. . . a doctorate?’

				‘Yes.’

				He looks like he’s about to question you more, probably doubting that there is such a thing as a PhD in Necromancy.

				‘That doesn’t sound so bad, I guess,’ he says. ‘Here I was thinking you’d force me to go out on the streets and eat people’s brains.’

				‘See, it’s stereotypes like those that really hurt the community,’ you say. ‘Public opinions on Necromancy have gone way down ever since those zombie movies, but we’ve long known that the state of decay can have negative effects on the viability of the spell. Anyone who’s serious about the art knows that you need to use a fresh corpse. If it’s properly refrigerated in a morgue, the deceased can retain their mental capacity – even their memories and personality – after they’ve been reanimated.’

				‘Really?’ the corpse says. ‘How long have I been dead?’

				‘I have no idea,’ you say. ‘A while, probably. That’s what the test is. To see how well-preserved your body is, and what effects it will have on reanimation.’

				‘Okay.’

				First you write down a few more notes. His demeanour seems rather relaxed. Fresh corpses tend to panic a bit, and deteriorated corpses become unintelligible at about two weeks of decay. Mummified bodies were in vogue for a while because they were still in good physical condition yet were completely, robotically obedient. They could never handle more complex orders, however, and couldn’t retain memories at all, so unless the master was in total control at all times they would wander away from their tasks and. . . well, the results are never pretty.

			

			
				The long-held theory was that a soul separated from its body would lose its intelligence, regressing into a child, and eventually an animal, the longer the body was dead. It looks like your experiment is already proving that theory wrong. You can just imagine the look on Medea’s face when you tell her about your findings.

				‘Can you tell me your name?’ you say to the chess player.

				‘My. . . name?’

				‘You can’t have forgotten that much,’ you say. ‘I’m not going to tell anyone. This is a private study, so your personal details will be kept confidential. I think I’ve already thought of an alias I can use for you in my thesis.’

				‘Oh, yeah?’

				You nod at the chess board. ‘Deep Thought.’

				‘That sounds kind of cool,’ he says. ‘What’s your name?’

				‘That doesn’t really matter. . . ’ you say. ‘But you can call me. . . Medea.’ Without meaning to, you touch the chain with your fingers. It’s not too much of a stretch, really, because it’ll be your supervisor’s name on the top of your research paper. Her name being nodded at when your thesis is passed around the coven. Her name being credited first on the plaque if you ever do win the Würzburg Prize.

				‘Is something wrong?’ the corpse says.

				‘Nothing you need to worry about,’ you say. ‘I just need you to focus on the tasks that I give you. This is an experiment.’

				The corpse stares at you.

				‘I’d appreciate it if you simply do as you’re told,’ you say. ‘I can force you to obey me, but it does take a bit of effort. If you are compliant by your own will, then this shouldn’t take very long at all.’

				He nods. Good. Attached to the clipboard underneath your ‘preliminary notes’ page is the test paper, ready to go. ‘First, I’ll need to test your strength and flexibility. With and without magical enhancements.’

				‘Uh, okay. . . ’ He nods again, brow furrowed.

				You turn back to your clipboard, about to read out the instructions for the first test, when something tingles on the very edge of your perception. A living soul, the security guard you had sensed earlier, moving quite fast in this direction. You wonder what could have attracted his attention – maybe he is one of those occasional few humans who are sensitive to occult presence. The ones who claim to get chills down their spine in ‘haunted’ buildings. Then again, while you yourself have been protected from detection by Medea’s chain, the corpse has been talking very loudly. . .

				‘Are we going to start?’ the corpse says.

				‘Just a moment,’ you say, holding up a hand for him to be silent. ‘We might need to change locations. I had hoped that this would be quick, but. . . ’ You pause and think. Your first instinct was to take the test subject and leave for somewhere more secure, but the guard would surely notice that one of the exhibits is missing. The other option is standard: to break the spell and put the cadaver back in place until the guard leaves, but then it would just take even more time to set up all over again.

				‘Here,’ you say to the corpse, pointing him back towards the platform that he was seated on. ‘Someone’s coming. We’ll have to wait for them to go past.’

				‘What?’

				‘Here.’

				Once the two of you are up on the platform, teetering a little because it was only meant to hold one body, you pull Medea’s chain out of the front of your cloak and throw it over his head. The two of you wait, yoked together by the thin threads of woven silver.

				The corpse reminds you of a curious child, or even a monkey, fiddling at the chain, holding it close to his eyes, frowning at it with an open mouth. ‘Just don’t take it off,’ you say, slapping his hands away from it.

			

			
				‘What is it?’ he says, wide-eyed. ‘It’s pretty.’

				The guard enters through the far door and you watch him carefully. He flashes his torch around the room, covering every inch of every exhibit. White-moustached, portly, thoroughly desensitized to the rooms full of deceased that he walks through every day. He looks right at you, eyes unfocused, but his gaze sharpens again as soon as he looks away.

				‘He can’t see us?’ the corpse says. Then his eyes widen and he slaps his hand over his mouth.

				‘He can’t hear us either,’ you say. He takes his hand away from his mouth to reveal a goofy, lipless grin.

				‘You really are magic,’ he says.

				‘Yes, yes, it’s very impressive,’ you say, fixing your attention on the guard. ‘It looks like he’s on the way out. Just wait a second and we can get back to the. . . ’

				You can’t speak anymore, because the slack weight of the chain around your neck is suddenly pulled taught. The dainty, woven silver cuts painfully into the flesh around your windpipe, squeezing so tight that you can only splutter. You look back at the corpse, and he’s got both his hands balled into fists around the chain, pulling, pulling, pulling. . .

				You feel air flood your lungs again as you land hard on the carpeted floor. Your molecules are still fizzling from the short-distance teleportation, and your hand immediately goes to your throat. The skin isn’t broken, but there are definitely some blood vessels burst beneath the surface.

				‘Fräulein? Miss, you can’t be here,’ the elderly security guard says, standing over you. He looks fairly unperturbed by your sudden appearance, probably after-effects of the chain. ‘We are closed. Here, let me. . . ’ He reaches down to help you up, and you almost pull him over with how quickly you grab at his hand and yank yourself to your feet.

				‘I need to. . . ’ you start to say, breathlessly, as you look around. The revived corpse is gone. Medea’s chain hides him even from you. ‘This is bad,’ you say under your breath, watching the confused security guard out of the corner of your eye as you assess the situation. ‘I need. . . this is very bad.’

				‘I’m sorry?’ the security guard says, tilting his head to one side. ‘You have lost something?’

				‘Ja,’ you say. ‘And I apologise in advance. I’ll need to borrow you for this evening.’ He continues to look questioningly at you as you take him by the hand and lead him out of the exhibition room. ‘Is there a way to lock down the building so that no one can leave?’

				‘I do not see why. . . ’

				‘One of your exhibits has been stolen. See?’ You point back to the platform with the chess set.

				‘S-stolen?’

				‘So, is there a way to lock down the building before the thief escapes?’

				The security guard stumbles over his English. ‘I-I do not think we have something like that. . . The front door should be locked. . . We have never had a break-in. . . ’

				‘No matter, then,’ you say. ‘Just one more thing. Can you tell me how these specimens are procured?’

				Sensing living humans is second-nature for a witch. She must be always careful, always wary of discovery. Learning to sense other witches is necessary too, for fears that a rival might spy through use of a familiar to learn secrets. A reanimated human, however, is usually something that can be detected with the five basic senses. Their stench, their shuffling walk, their damaged vocal chords, their visible decay. So it is unusual, though not impossible, to resort to locating one via sixth sense.

				The guard watches you curiously as you pull more and more items out of the lining of your cloak.

				‘Are you some kind of performer?’ he says. ‘Is this a stunt? Am I being filmed?’ He looks up at the corners of the ceiling at the blinking lights of the security. Then he looks down again and flinches in surprise. ‘Was. . .! Die. . . what happened to the exhibits?’

				You look up from your equipment. The Showroom floor is covered in shards of broken glass. Standing cadavers have been knocked over, and a few of the smaller ones are missing entirely.

				‘He’s being mischievous,’ you say, shaking your head. ‘Right now he could be doing something to one of us, but it remains hidden from your perception until he has moved away.’ You pause. He should be able to hear you, so you wait a few seconds to see if you find yourself knocked to the ground. Nothing. ‘Maybe you should check the other rooms. To see if there is any more damage.’

			

			
				‘Oh, no, Fräulein,’ he says, shaking his head. ‘I cannot leave you here alone. Bitte. Please stay with me. I will call the Polizei.’

				‘You know what would be more useful?’ you say. You draw out from your cloak a velvet, drawstring bag and shove it into the guard’s idle hands. ‘I need a circle. About. . . ’ You hold out your arms just wider than shoulder-width. ‘. . . That diameter.’

				‘Die-ameter?’ he says. He almost drops the bag when he takes it, not expecting it to be so heavy. He tugs the opening wider and pears inside at the dozens of rounded, black stones. ‘I do not. . . ’

				‘I’m very sorry, but you’re slowing me down.’ Out of your mess of objects on the floor you pick out a small glass vial, about the length of your finger. Before the poor, confused guard can even register what you’re doing, you’ve grabbed his hand and pricked his thumb with a tiny needle and caught a drip of blood in the vial. As soon as you seal the lid, he snaps to attention, eyes clouded. ‘The circle, please,’ you say, and he marches off to clear the carpet of glass so he can start laying down the stones.

				You give the vial a little shake and frown. This wouldn’t have happened if you had just overridden the corpse’s will from the very start. Explaining everything to him, giving him even the smallest degree of agency over his reanimated body was unnecessary for the experiment. The ‘Great Ethical Dilemma’ of Necromancy, as Medea calls it, regarding the dignity of the deceased – your supervisor was always on the side that preferred the safety of the caster over the dignity of the deceased, while you thought yourself a bit more compassionate. But you’re starting to think that tonight might change your opinion.

				You turn back to your equipment and find it has been scattered across the room. ‘Very funny,’ you say, kneeling down to pick some things up again. ‘So then, you’re not going to try and escape onto the streets? No greater purpose you have for your newfound immortality than to mess with me?’

				You leave him that little thought to chew on while you gather up the pewter saucer and five dice made of bone that are needed for the locator spell. With the saucer’s base flat on the floor, the dice gather together when you toss them in, sliding down the polished sides to the bottom of the curve. You place your hands on the sides of the saucer, channelling energy through the highly conductive material, and the dice start to move.

				Behind you, the security guard yells out and you feel a stab of pain in your side. It’s exhausting, having to keep track of so many things at once: control over the security guard, continuously scanning for any other human presence, and trying to start the locator spell. And now your connection to the guard is under stress. You look over your shoulder to see what has happened to him, and immediately feel the saucer whisked out of your hands.

				The old security guard is lying on his back, spread-eagled.

				‘Sir, I don’t have time for you to be unconscious,’ you say. Concentrating, ignoring the pain, you force him into a standing position. Eyes closed, head lolling, he goes back to finishing the circle. You can feel the connection beginning to whither as your energy levels start to decrease. You have to be fast.

				The saucer and the dice are gone. A quick look around the floor and it seems like he’s moved them to another room. Keeping your fingers closed tight on the vial, you move into the Gallery and immediately spot the saucer teetering on top of the giraffe’s head.

				‘You’re a good climber,’ you say aloud. ‘That’s interesting. Most corpses can’t hold their own weight if they’re more than a few weeks old.’ You blink, closing your eyes for just a fraction of a second, and the gorilla has been moved right in front of you, staring you down with its teeth bared. ‘I’m getting tired of this game. Would you like to make a deal?’

				You blink again, and the gorilla is lying on its side on the floor. ‘You’re interested? Because the reanimation spell I cast was powerful, but you seem to have figured out already that it will fade if you move too far away from me. Isn’t that right? I’m still your master.’

				Next, the gorilla appears flipped over, lying the other way.

			

			
				‘I have no idea what you’re trying to tell me,’ you say. ‘Why don’t you take off that thing and we can talk. I won’t force you to do anything. Just tell me what you want.’

				Somewhere in your peripheral vision, you see movement. The air itself appears to be shaking, shimmering like a mirage on a hot day. The corpse of the man pops back into existence, sitting on the back of a plastinated elephant on the far side of the room. He’s holding the chain up over his head, like a halo, ready to put it back on if you try anything.

				‘I hope you haven’t broken it,’ you say. ‘It’s very valuable.’

				‘What do you mean a “deal”?’ he says warily.

				‘I mean a deal, of course,’ you say, rolling your eyes. ‘I can’t have an invisible dead man wandering about.’

				‘Why not?’ he says, pouting. ‘I was just having fun.’

				‘Let me be more specific,’ you say. ‘I can’t have an invisible, stupid dead man wandering about.’ He frowns at you, like a child being teased by an older sibling. ‘I have an experiment that I’m trying to do, and I can’t be babysitting you while you have your “fun”. Now, if you give me back the pretty necklace, I’m sure there’s something I can do for you.’

				‘Can you bring me back to life?’ he says. How predictable. ‘I mean, you know, properly?’

				‘Maybe. . . It would require. . . hmm. . . ’

				‘What?’ He lowers the chain a little.

				‘I can do it,’ you say. ‘I don’t think I’ll be able to restore your former appearance, but I can make you a new face. A new identity. And you’ll need to promise me that you won’t be a liability – you can’t tell anyone about what happened to you, and if you hurt anyone or break the law then I’ll be held responsible by my superiors.’

				‘Sure,’ he says, nodding vigorously. ‘Yeah, that makes sense. . . wait, will I be immortal, or will I just die again eventually?’

				You grin the wickedest, witch-est grin you can manage. ‘Whatever you like. Either is within my power.’

				He says something beneath his breath, and though you’re not an expert at lip-reading people who have no lips, his expression suggests, ‘Cool. . . ’

				‘I have made the preparations,’ you say, motioning, like a gracious host, back to the Showroom.

				You approach the security guard, who is standing vigil beside the completed magic circle. His body is rigid, twitching slightly, and it appears as though his eyes have rolled upwards so that only the marbled whites are visible – it’s only your control that is keeping him standing. Your hand tightens around the vial of his blood, ready to give another command in case of emergency.

				The corpse has followed at a distance, now holding the chain in only one hand and letting it hang by his side.

				‘It’s just like what I did before,’ you say, gesturing to the circle. ‘It might take a little longer. I have to replenish the energy I spent on the first one.’

				He’s no longer listening to you. ‘So it’s like I’ll be double alive,’ he says stupidly, expression awed.

				‘You remember what I’m asking in return, right?’ you remind him as he moves towards the circle. He looks down at the chain in his hand, taking a little too long. For a moment you think he is going to change his mind.

				‘Okay,’ he says, tosses the chain at you and steps into the circle.

				‘I thought for sure that wouldn’t work,’ you say. He doesn’t even realise what’s going on as the stones begin to glow orange, like hot coals. ‘If there’s anything worse than a zombie with no sentience, it’s a zombie with no common sense.’

				‘What?’ he says. He tries to turn around and look at you, but finds that his feet don’t move.

				‘I guess I didn’t need him after all,’ you say. With a quick squeeze, the vial in your hand shatters, and you hear the security guard collapse behind you. ‘I thought it was going to be a lot trickier than that.’

				‘Wait. . . you’re turning me back?’ the corpse says.

			

			
				‘Of course,’ you say, sighing. ‘The experiment is over.’

				‘Did I. . . pass the test?’ he says, eyes widening as his body starts to freeze up. First his legs, then his arms. His torso wobbles backwards and forwards, like a hinge, before his waist turns back into plastic.

				‘Yes, I got some very conclusive data,’ you admit. ‘But I’m afraid it’s unusable. I’ll have to find another test subject who is. . . less of a handful.’

				The last thing to be robbed of artificial life is his mouth, which hangs open, trying to force out a last word before it is repositioned shut. The ridiculous corpse returns to the state she found in him – appearing deep in thought, ruminating on his lost second chance at life.

				‘I do not know what is taking them so long,’ the security guard says. He has you in temporary handcuffs – the plastic kind that are intended to keep cables bundled together, bound around your wrists – standing on the side of the road in front of the museum.

				‘It is late,’ you say. ‘Maybe they’ve all. . . fallen asleep.’

				He looks at you and stifles a chuckle. Silly foreigner, he is probably thinking, the police station is open twenty-four seven. He is still smiling serenely to himself when a blue and silver car glides down the road through the darkness of early morning. He does not take notice of how suddenly it appeared, or how quietly, but stands at attention when the police officer opens the door and steps out.

				‘Thank you for waiting,’ the police officer says warmly. She takes you by the elbow and pushes you into the backseat. You watch as Medea and the security guard converse in German for a couple of minutes – he asks when the department will need his report of the incident and she asks about the extent of the damage. When he answers he keeps pausing and stammering, trying to recall. The memory’s starting to go, he says, grinning amiably. He’s thinking about retirement soon.

				He waddles back into the museum, locking the front door, waving at the nice policewoman as she drives away with the vandal. About a hundred metres down the road, Medea stops the car and lets you climb into the front seat.

				‘Not impressed,’ she says curtly. She doesn’t look at you, keeping her eyes on the road. A thrumming sensation beneath your seat tells you that the car is already morphing back into its regular appearance.

				‘Yes,’ you say. ‘I know.’

				‘But since we’re not going to use the data. . . between you and me, how well did the spell work?’

				‘Oh, it worked just fine,’ you say. ‘The plastination preserved the tendons and the muscles excellently. He moved just like a fresh one.’

				‘But perhaps a bit too lifelike,’ Medea says, a smile tugging at her lips.

				‘The “donor” was on death row in the States,’ you say. That’s what the security guard told you. ‘He signed up to donate his body because he thought it might lessen his sentence. He was in jail for half his life. It’s no wonder he reacted so badly to being under my control.’

				‘You think that so much of his original personality remained in his reanimated brain?’

				‘Maybe.’

				She grins at you. ‘Sounds like you should be rewriting your thesis statement.’

				



			
				Author Loci

				Zoë Harland

				There’s not much more inspiration behind this story than seeing photos of real plastinated corpses and thinking, ‘Wow, imagine that thing coming at you in a dark alley.’ That, and just a general sort of fascination with modern fantasy. Would witches and wizards really be running around in robes and big hats today?

				Second person is kind of like a guilty pleasure for me. It has its roots in choose-your-own-adventure novels and text-based adventure games and other hokey things like that, so it can feel weird when it’s trying to do anything but be silly. But, at the same time it’s also sort of intimate. Like you’re reaching inside the reader and taking control of them.

				Hence the not-so-subtle theme of control going on in this story. The whole time our main character is forcing her will over this zombie, she literally has a chain around her neck. Maybe one day she’ll escape from the shackles of academia.

				This is pretty exciting for me since it’s my first publication in a magazine (and one that I really like!). By daylight I’m a technical writer for a software company, but if that doesn’t thrill you, try my blog instead: http://zoeharland.blogspot.com.au/
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				The first interstellar exploration vessel Starburst sets out from Earth in 2157, but this is no NASA science mission, it’s funded by the mega-corporation ExploreCorp. A planet suitable for colonisation means not only massive profits, but a chance for Commander Janzen to restore his family’s exulted position. But is the executive turned space-explorer, Janzen, equipped to deal with a real crisis?
