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Aft er approximately 30 minutes that felt like three hours, the group was 
rejoined by their hosts. Each of the men of science now wore bright fl ow-
er-printed Hawaiian shirts, colorful fl ower leis, cargo shorts and sandals on 
their feet instead of the work boots they had been wearing previously. Dr. 
Schmidt was accompanied by an attractive platinum blonde, middle-aged 
woman in a light and poufy pale yellow sundress. Marija wondered when she 
would get a chance to change out of her clothes and get more comfortable 
herself. Th e vacation-clad scientists were also joined by a handful of the el-
derly and wealthy residents of the island, whose money had funded all of this 
plus Schmidt’s undead research. 

Th e sun had almost completely set. Th e group gathered around the dining 
table could only see a small red sliver of it still shining over the water. A red 
glow refl ected across the ocean water and the white sand beach surrounding 
them. 

Dr. Schmidt stood at the head of the table, on the far end from his guests. 
Th e table was lined with blazing tiki torches for light, positioned and lit by 
the shambling undead servants who showed none of the fear of fl ame that 
the guests had come to expect from observing “wild” zombies. Th e zom-
bie servants continued shambling back and forth to and from the table, 
still bringing a seemingly endless supply of food to the table and trays with 
glasses of champagne along with them. Th e table was now covered in a large 
buff et: roasted pig, roast beef, pineapple, mashed potatoes, succulent coconut 
pies, the largest roasted carrots anyone unaccustomed to dining on the island 
had ever seen, and much more.

“WELCOME!” Schmidt proclaimed. 

Schmidt, still standing with a grand sweeping gesture, introduced his crew 
and kin seated at the table before him. 

“You’ve met Dr. Atlas Romero and my brilliant son Hugo. Th is is my ravish-
ingly beautiful wife, Doreen!”

Romero and Hugo sat opposite each other at the table, both looking down 
the table toward their guests with grins on their faces. 

Schmidt’s wife Doreen was a little plump. On closer inspection, her hair had 
probably been a much darker blonde when she was younger; the white creep-


