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​Chapter 1

      Branches snapped, loud as pistol shots in the night, and three figures burst from the woods along the river’s edge. Two white faces and a black one, each bearded and streaked with sweat and a darker substance that might have been mud or blood or both, shone in the light of a waxing moon. The men were hatless, dressed in gray. They panted hard, looking around wildly. In the moonlight they seemed half formed only. Not ghosts but not flesh and blood either. Smoky conjurations of an unfinished spell.

      “Where’s the durn thing?” gasped one of the men, swiping dark hair out of his eyes with a hasty hand. The other hand grasped the arm of the other white man tightly above the elbow. That man’s face wore the pinched look of a sleeper assailed but not yet awakened by some alarum of the lower intestine.

      “Hush now,” said the black man. He was older than the others, his polished pate throwing back a lesser shine. His big fist clamped the other arm of the white man who had not yet spoken. “It’s right where you left it. Up here a ways.” 

      The two men dragged the silent man between them as they picked their hurried way along the bank, which was thick with spring growth as well as fallen branches and logs washed down from upstream in the last big storm. Here and there were reminders of the armies that still faced each other miles away: scraps of clothing, splintered fragments of crates and ammunition boxes, strips of paper bleached white as bone, fearful shapes, half sunk in shadow, that first drew the eye and then repulsed it by too marked a resemblance to human parts disunited by shot, shell, or saw. Each man had seen too many such sights to seek them out, but after a certain point you became predisposed to spot them, whether they were there or not.

      “Here it is,” said the black man.

      Sharp cracks sounded from the woods behind them. A buzzing creased the air. 

      “Shit,” said the dark-haired white man, ducking. “Get down, you fool!” He wrenched the other white man down. The ghastly expression on that man’s face suggested that he had awakened to the situation at last.

      Meanwhile the black man had dismembered a loose piling of branches to reveal a skiff. Without a word between them, he and the dark-haired white man pitched the third man into the boat. He fell between the thwarts, raising a misty splash and striking his head against one of the oars. He whimpered but did not cry out, huddling there in water scarcely deep enough to be called wet, as though wishing to submerge himself entirely. 

      “Easy there,” said the dark-haired white man. “Ain’t nobody going to hurt you.”

      More cracks. Lead balls zipped by, loud as bees but faster.

      “Do they know that?” the man squeaked in the clipped English of a Dutchman. 

      “Grab on here,” instructed the black man. His voice was as calm and unhurried as the flow of the river that spread before them. “Come on now, honey. Slide her in smooth and easy. Smooth and easy she goes.” 

      The two men pushed the boat into the shallows and came stalking gracelessly after it, boots splashing as, for the first time, shouts were raised behind them. The lights of lanterns bobbed in the dark like will-o’-the-wisps. The air was a muttering disputation. The men gave the skiff a last shove and threw themselves over the sides, the black man to the stern, the white to the bow. Without a word, they snatched the oars and began to row with powerful strokes that sped the boat away from shore. The bulky craft seemed a sleeker thing under their expert handling; they were men at home on the water. Splashes like jumping minnows and the occasional thwack of metal impacting wood punctuated murmured prayers from the vicinity of the black man’s boots. He grunted with each stroke, only once, briefly, falling out of time, so that the white man in the bow glanced over his shoulder, lips pursed in annoyance within the bristle of his beard, but already the black man had found his rhythm again.

      White men in blue were waiting on the far shore. The three in gray were bundled into a carriage that brought them to a four-car train, which sped at once toward the capital. 

      “Getting too old for this,” the black man said, collapsing with a groan onto a wooden bench alongside an unoccupied stall in the stable car.

      “Hell, you’ll outlive us all,” the white man replied breezily, producing a cheroot from within his jacket. He bit off the end, spat, and lit up. “Get some shut-eye. I’ll have vittles sent back. And a change of clothes. I know you ain’t comfortable in no rebel grays.”

      Expressionless soldiers conducted the two white men forward. “What’s all this about, boys?” asked the dark-haired man between puffs as they marched single file up the narrow aisle. No reply was forthcoming. There was no sign of other passengers. The Dutchman cast nervous glances about but said nothing, save to decline the offer of a cigar. A bruise had blossomed on his forehead, where it had struck the oar; the swelling gave him a peculiar squint-eyed expression, as if he were a strutting general-staff officer on an inspection tour.

      They came to a closed door in front of which stood a clean-shaven, pink-cheeked corporal. The corporal rapped at the door, and a voice from within bade them enter.

      The smoky interior of the car resembled a lavishly appointed drawing room. Only the swaying of the train and the steady clack of the wheels belied the illusion. The polished dark wood of the furniture and fixtures gleamed in the lapidary light of oil lamps. A brass-cased clock on a table indicated a time of just past three. Red damask curtains were drawn on the windows. The car had a single occupant, a middle-aged white man with a peppery beard, high forehead, and ruddy cheeks wreathed in smoke from the cigar clenched between his teeth. 

      “Good to see you again, Captain Finn,” he said.

      The dark-haired man managed a nod. It was not often these days that Allan Pinkerton left the comfort of his Washington, D.C., office, where he customarily sat like a spider at the center of its web or, perhaps a more apt metaphor, a puppet master behind his screen. Finn knew all too well the feel of Pinkerton’s peremptory tug. Not even his Bowie knife could cut those strings.

      The assignment had been thrust upon them without warning or explanation scant hours ago. Back in the capital from a long and exceptionally harrowing reconnaissance that had taken them as far south as Georgia, half dead on their feet, filthy as pigs, they had barely taken a bite each of their steaks before Pinkerton’s men had snatched them up and marched them into the presence of the great man. He had issued them secesh uniforms that looked and smelled like they had been salvaged from dead men and dispatched them posthaste to Winchester, where Mosby had continued his resistance, to fetch back this foreign sawbones for reasons that were none of their damn business, apparently. It didn’t take a genius to figure that something was up. 

      Pinkerton was sitting behind a desk strewn with papers, on which also rested a bottle of whiskey about three fingers down, a glass that held one of those fingers, and an ashtray in dire need of emptying. He stood, dressed in a rumpled dark suit, and came around the desk. His open jacket lifted as he did so, revealing a small pistol holstered against the swell of a prosperous paunch. Quick, canny eyes went to the bruise on the forehead of Finn’s prisoner.

      “Apologies, Doctor, for the roughness of our invitation.”

      “Aw, that ain’t—” Finn began, but Pinkerton cut him off with a raised hand.

      At which the doctor, clearing his throat and tugging at the hem of his gray uniform jacket, stained and torn and wet as it was, as though if he but jerked sharply enough, the garment would spontaneously clean and mend itself, launched into a complaint in his unfortunate accent. “See here! I must protest this outrageous treatment, which goes against all the rules and customs of war! I am a medical man, not a common soldier. An officer. A healer. This man and his ​​n——, posing as a wounded Confederate officer attended by his bondsman, murdered my orderly in cold blood and kidnapped me. I insist that you release me at once. The lives of innocent men are at stake.”

      “I am certain Jeff Davis can spare us one sawbones,” replied Pinkerton amiably, rolling his cigar between thumb and index finger while casting an admonitory glance Finnward. “As for the, ah, death of your orderly, well, sir, we are, after all, at war. Still, I do not wish to be an inhospitable host. Is there anything I can get for you?”

      “My freedom.”

      Pinkerton laughed appreciatively at this sally. “Very good! You will be released, you have my word. But first there is a task we would have you perform.”

      “And if I refuse?”

      “I do not believe you will refuse. Captain Finn can be quite persuasive.”

      The doctor paled, perhaps recalling the brutal efficiency with which Finn had dispatched said orderly, knocking him unconscious with a savage blow to the head and then cutting his throat with two quick strokes of the same Bowie knife sheathed at his waist now, all while that damned impudent n—— held him at gunpoint. “I’ll have a glass of that whiskey, if you don’t mind,” he said, indicating the bottle on the desk.

      “Perhaps later,” said Pinkerton. “You are going to need a steady hand.”

      “So there is a patient,” said the doctor. “Well enough. I will see what I can do. I am no monster, sir. I have taken an oath to preserve life... even Yankee life. But really, I am afraid you have mistaken me. I am nothing special. I have no particular expertise. You said that Jeff Davis could spare me—true enough. He has far better surgeons. But so does your side.” 

      “We shall see about that.” Pinkerton drew on his cigar. “Well, there is no explaining it. You will have to see for yourself. Captain Finn, I want you there as well. You will keep things from getting out of hand, if you understand me.”

      “I do, sir.” Finn bared his teeth in a carnivorous smile. 

      Pinkerton stubbed out his cigar and gestured for Finn to do likewise. He took a deep breath, and suddenly it seemed to Finn as if the weight of the whole war had settled onto those already slouched shoulders. All trace of affability fled his features, and his face grew grim and gray as stone. “Come,” he said and led them back through the train, to the stable car, Finn bringing up the rear. Finn wondered again at the absence of other passengers; there were only soldiers who stood mute as caryatids at the ends of each corridor. One whispered something to Pinkerton, who frowned and nodded tersely.​​

      The stable car was deserted; Finn had not marked before now the absence even of horses. No sign of his partner either. No doubt he had stepped out for some fresh air. Finn wished he could join him. 

      “Brace yourselves, gentlemen,” said Pinkerton and ushered them into another car.

      It was a surgery. Lamplight reflected from white sheets and curtains and the polished metal of sharp instruments that rattled and hummed with the movements of the train. After the gloom of the other cars, this was like walking from the interior of a cave into broad daylight. The three men paused, blinking, letting not just their eyes but also their minds adjust. 

      There was an array of equipment such as Finn had never before seen in any hospital, or anywhere else, for that matter. Machinery as far beyond his ken as the dark side of the moon. Glass and metal merged into twisted forms as beautiful as they were strange, like relics of some unimaginably distant future. There was nothing in them to hint at their function, nothing familiar to grasp. His gaze could find no purchase. Instead, it slid to the table in the center of the car, where, covered in cotton sheets and blankets as white as snow, mostly, lay a man whom Finn had only, until this instant, seen upright and at a distance. But even recumbent there could be no mistaking the lanky, long-limbed form, not even with his grizzle-bearded head sporting a turban of bloody bandages in place of the customary stovepipe.

      “Ah, God,” he gasped, and would have fallen had Pinkerton not taken him by the arm.

      “Steady, Captain.”

      “But... But what...”

      “A cowardly assassin put a bullet into the president’s brain last night. The wound was mortal. He is dead.”

      “But why is he here, aboard this train?”

      Before Pinkerton could answer, the doctor gave a cry of anguish such as seemed entirely out of keeping for a secesh in such circumstances as these. But as Finn turned, he realized that the doctor’s distress did not stem from the man upon the table, or rather the corpse laid out there, but from the machinery he had noticed earlier. The doctor flung himself toward the door they had just entered.

      “Captain!” Pinkerton cried.

      Finn hauled the doctor back. He felt black rage rise up in him, as if this man were the one who had fired the fatal shot that robbed Lincoln of his victory and the country of the one man, perhaps, who could bind up the nation’s wounds. He struck with his fist—had he been holding the Bowie knife, he would have used it without hesitation—then drew back his fist for a second punch, but another command pulled his strings taut.

      “Captain Finn!”

      That tone slapped his rage down. Rage was the birthright that had plagued him all his life, a curse passed from father to son. He had run from it, but it had pursued him. He had come home, and it had been waiting. When would he be free of it? 

      The doctor was weeping, hanging limp as a rag doll in Finn’s grip, blood and snot leaking from one nostril. Now, where rage had been, Finn felt shame. And a grieving he kept at bay, afraid it had no bottom. 

      “Set him down, gently now,” said Pinkerton, indicating a chair near the door. 

      Finn did so.

      “Now, Doctor,” said Pinkerton, “I suspect you know the task we require of you.”

      “No, no,” the man said dully. “It can’t be. Where did you find these”—he groped for the word—“abominations?” 

      “We built them,” said Pinkerton. “From your brother’s notes.”

      “What brother? I have no brother.”

      “Please, Doctor. There is no point in this charade. You have followed in your brother’s footsteps. He too was a doctor, was he not? Victor—” 

      “Oh God,” the man interrupted, burying his face in his hands. “Those notes were destroyed. I burned them.”

      “It seems copies were made. For obvious reasons, we have been interested in the theories of your brother.”

      “He was a madman.”

      “Perhaps, but also a genius. If his notes can be believed.”

      “They cannot.”

      “You believed them. You followed the instructions there, built these same devices, conducted experiments. We know all this. It has been documented. We have been looking for you a long time, Doctor. And now—”

      The doctor surged to his feet. “You fool! You don’t have any idea what you are asking!”

      “Your brother created life,” Pinkerton continued calmly, gesturing Finn back, who had stepped up to restrain the doctor. “He took a corpse and reanimated it.”

      “He created a monster. A creature that could not be controlled, could not be killed. A devil is what he created, sir. A vessel into which Satan himself poured all his malice and envy and deceit. If you have my brother’s notes, and have replicated his experiments, as you say, then you know this to be true.”

      “We have the notes. We replicated the experiments. Of course we did. Think of all the lives we could save in this bloodbath of a war! But... we could never make it work. Some final spark is missing. It would seem that your brother left something out of the recipe. The secret ingredient, as it were. But you know that secret, Doctor.”

      “Your president is dead,” said the doctor. “If you loved him, you will leave him that way.”

      “But of course you would say that,” Pinkerton replied. “We have assembled everything necessary to restore the president to life. All that was lacking was you. Now, my good doctor, you will do what is necessary—willingly or not.”

      “I beg of you,” the doctor said. “You have won the war. Mosby will not continue fighting much longer. Johnston will surrender soon. It is over. The Confederacy is ended. The dream is dead. Let this man stay dead with it. His work is done. He is not needed anymore.”

      “He is needed more than ever,” said Pinkerton. “News of his death will rally Mosby and Johnston and other commanders in the field. Davis has fled, no one knows where. Like a snake in the woodpile, he will strike when it suits him. The North needs unity now. It needs certainty. It needs Lincoln. And by hook or by crook, sir, it will have him.”

      The doctor slumped back into his chair as though Finn had struck him again. But Finn felt more like he was the one who’d been struck. There was a buzzing in his ears, as if the ghosts of those Minié balls had pursued him all the way from Winchester. “Are both of you plumb crazy? There ain’t nobody in this world that can bring a dead man back to life.”

      “If I’m crazy, then so is Secretary Stanton,” said Pinkerton. “He ordered this, Captain. What, you think I can have the president’s body loaded onto a train in the middle of the night on my say-so? You think I’ve got that kind of pull?”

      “Well, shoot, I guess not, now that you mention it. But what the hell! I never signed on for nothing like this. Neither of us did.”

      “Nobody knows the president is dead. Not even his missus. There are rumors, but nobody knows the truth. Stanton is running the show. If this works, we’ll put it out that the president’s injury was not as serious as first appeared to be the case. And if not, well, we’re no worse off than we are right now, are we?”

      “I reckon not,” said Finn.

      “I won’t do it,” said the doctor. 

      “Captain, change his mind,” said Pinkerton.

      Finn slid the Bowie knife from its sheath and let the razor-sharp edge catch the light. It still bore traces of the orderly’s blood.

      The doctor’s face turned as white as the face of the corpse on the table. But he shook his head grimly. “You won’t kill me. I’m the only one who can help you.”

      “Who said anything about killing?” asked Finn. “You know, Doc, I ain’t a medical man like you. I never even finished school. But I reckon we got one thing in common.”

      “I highly doubt it,” said the doctor.

      Finn displayed the Bowie knife again. “Why, we both know our way around a blade. This here knife of mine is as sharp as any scalpel, and my hand is as steady as any surgeon’s.”

      “Surgeon!” The doctor barked out a laugh. “You are a butcher!”

      Finn’s arm darted in a blur. 

      “Captain!” cried Pinkerton.

      The doctor glanced down as though expecting to see his guts spilling out onto his lap. Another laugh escaped him, very different from the first: a high-pitched giggle. “It is as I said. You have nothing but bluster and empty threats. You don’t dare lay a finger on me.”

      “I never said nothing about no finger,” Finn said. “Look closer.”

      The doctor raised his hands to his coat. The fabric was sliced neatly through, as was the shirt worn under it. A thread of blood stitched through the pasty skin beneath. His eyes widened.

      “I have watched you so-called surgeons at work on the battlefield,” Finn said. “To my eye, it is you who are the butchers. I have waded through mounds of limbs severed and cast aside with less care than kindling gathered for a fire. I have no love for surgeons. I sometimes think you lot have more deaths to your credit than all the battles of this war put together. So it will be a pleasure, a positive pleasure, to carve you up piece by piece, inch by inch. First, I will cut away every stitch of clothing. Then I will start on the skin—the ‘epidermal layer,’ I believe you men of science call it. And then—”

      “All right, all right!” the doctor interrupted. “I’ll do it, damn you!”

      “Put up your blade, Captain,” said Pinkerton. “Doctor, I will leave you to your work. You will find the, er, materials you need behind that curtain.” He gestured toward the far end of the car, where a curtain hung. Then he glanced sharp-eyed at Finn again. “Captain, I’m sure I don’t have to impress upon you the importance of this work to the future of our country. I want you to assist the doctor in any way you can.”

      Finn nodded.

      “And when it’s done?” asked the doctor tremulously.

      “You’ll be released,” said Pinkerton. “You have my word.”

      “I’d be a fool to believe it. This man isn’t here to assist me: he’s here to murder me.”

      “Captain, no matter what happens, I want you to keep your temper in check, is that clear? There will be no killing.”

      “I understand, sir,” said Finn.

      “We have suffered a grave loss, you and I. We must rise above our pain and anger, and put the country first.”

      “I do understand.”

      “You see,” said Pinkerton, addressing the doctor once more. “There is nothing to fear.” 

      “How little you understand,” the doctor replied.

      “I will post two men outside the door,” said Pinkerton. “Captain, you will notify me as soon as there is a result.”

      “Of course.”

      “I wish you good luck, Doctor,” said Pinkerton, and left the car.

      Finn and the doctor regarded each other warily. At last, Finn spoke. “Well, Doc, I reckon you best get on with it.”

      The doctor rolled his eyes. Or, rather, his one good eye. The other had swollen shut. “I’m going to examine the body. While I do so, I want you to secure the arms and legs.”

      “What for? He ain’t going nowhere.”

      “Trust me, Captain. You will be glad of the restraints.”

      Finn accompanied the doctor to the table. The expression on the leathery face of the corpse was one of profound calm, though blood had pooled behind the eyes, giving the flesh a ruddy hue. The worn visage, familiar to Finn from photographs and drawings, and from sight—though of course he had never been this close to the man in life—struck him by its peaceful cast, as if death had sanded away the rough edges of worry and care, leaving a face that bore all the marks of intense suffering yet seemed also aloof from that suffering, from all earthly things. He felt black rage bubbling up in him again, but he clamped it down. He would do his duty, even if, in truth, it seemed like sacrilege. Not that he believed in God. He had lost that belief when still a boy, had it beaten plumb out of him, and the horrors of the last four years would have killed it in any case. But there were still some things he held as sacred in the godless world. Maybe all the more sacred because godless. 

      The table was equipped with heavy leather restraints, and Finn secured them to the arms and legs of the corpse—the legs were so long that the restraints meant for the ankles had to be fastened to the calves. As he worked, cinching the straps tight, a story he’d once heard flared to life in his mind. It seemed that someone had inquired of the president just how long a man’s legs should be. Long enough to reach the ground, came the considered reply. But now the ground was forever beyond the reach of these legs, the longest Finn had ever seen, like a stork’s legs, or a cricket’s. 

      The doctor had peeled away the bandages and was examining the back of the president’s head, frowning as he did so.

      “Well?” asked Finn.

      “The brain has been too badly damaged,” the doctor said without glancing up. 

      “What’s that mean?” He touched the hilt of the Bowie knife but did not draw it.

      “Oh, I could bring him back.” The doctor’s gaze went from Finn’s hand to his eyes. His squint lent him a piratical look. “He’d be a vegetable, a drooling idiot.”

      “What do you care? Seems like you’d prefer him that way.”

      “My preferences count for little, it seems. Let us see what materials are waiting behind the curtain.” The doctor made his way to the rear of the car, pushing the curtain aside to enter.

      Finn followed. Inside, two gurneys rested side by side, rocking gently with the movements of the train. On one lay the naked corpse of a beardless young man. His head was shaved, eyes closed, skin pallid as rice pudding. There was not a mark on him, so far as Finn could see. Who was he? How had he come to be here? A sheet lay over the second gurney, and beneath that sheet, to judge by the shape, a second body reposed. 

      “What’s this?” Finn asked, the hairs on the back of his neck prickling as if in a chill breeze.

      The doctor, who had bent to examine the corpse, straightened with a grin. “Spare parts, I suppose you might say.”

      Finn considered this for a moment. Then: “You’re gonna take the brain out of this man and put it into the president?”

      “Why, Captain, you are not as stupid as you look,” the doctor said.

      “Just gonna scoop it out and slap it down like ice cream into a bowl? That about right?”

      “Even if I had the time or inclination to explain the procedure, you would not understand it. However, I will require your assistance in moving the gurney.” The doctor’s gesture was midway between an invitation and a command. 

      Finn ignored it. “Tell me one thing, Doc. Assuming you bring him back to life, like you claim you can do, and I ain’t saying I believe it, who’s he gonna be? Abraham Lincoln or this fellow?”

      “A bit of both, I would say. Mostly this young man, whoever he is.”

      “That’s what I want to know,” said Finn. “Who the hell is he?”

      “Someone suitable, I’m sure. Now...”

      “And who’s—” Finn drew down the sheet covering the second gurney, and it was as though the body there had risen up and placed its hands around his throat and squeezed. Choking, he staggered back, dragging the sheet to the floor, shaking his head to throw off the effects of a punch he hadn’t seen coming.

      “Why, I wondered what had become of your n——,” the doctor said.

      Finn blinked in disbelief, wishing the sight away, but it was carved into the world and could not be blinked or wished away. He felt that there would never come a time, should he live for a hundred years, that this moment would not be as present and immediate to him as it was right now. A pit yawned in his heart, and from the lightless depths of it he felt the stirrings of a brute black rage.

      The doctor, meanwhile, performed a cursory examination. “He has been shot. Look here—just below the shoulder. The bullet must have pierced a lung.”

      Finn remembered the moment aboard the skiff when there had been a break in the rhythm of the rowing. “But... there is no blood... He didn’t say anything...”

      The doctor shrugged. “I have seen stranger things in the surgical tent after a battle,” he said. “Men dying of wounds they never knew they’d received. Or perhaps the bullet did not kill him after all. Perhaps his heart simply gave out.”

      The Bowie knife was in Finn’s hand before he knew he had pulled it. His vision swam, and the train rocked under him like a raft on the slow rolling tide of a wide river.

      “Captain, remember your promise,” the doctor said, trembling hands raised, as if to fend him off. “This is not my doing.”

      Finn recalled Pinkerton’s words. We have suffered a grave loss, you and I. We must rise above our pain and anger, and put the country first. Recalled how one of the guards had leaned close to whisper in Pinkerton’s ear, and the look Pinkerton had shot him before continuing on through the train. He had known. Of course he had known. But the man was right, damn it. Finn tamped down his rage, corked it tight. He would settle with Pinkerton later. But first... 

      “There has been a slight change of plans, Doc,” he said.

      






​Chapter 2

      Finn moved through what followed in a waking dream. His body performed what tasks were asked of it, then seated itself on a nearby chair as if to view the proceedings. But all the while his gaze was turned inward, miles and years distant, adrift under summer skies. That had been a life fit for kings. Catfish for supper, pipe always full, easy conversation all day and into the evening as the shore slipped by in endless green unfurling, the river adding its voice to their own. He would have stayed there forever if he could.

      But then the strange devices whose shining wire and steel appendages he’d attached to the president’s corpse as though that broken body were a kind of machine past healing but not repair came crackling and sparking to life as if struck by a bolt of lightning whose electrical force remained trapped within the metal coils and limbs and, like some wild creature constrained against its will, paced the circuit of its captivity, growing fiercer with each iteration, until the hair on Finn’s arms and head stood to attention, and the doctor’s hair likewise, and the president’s too, what was left of it, and the air of the car sizzled with pinwheeling blue-white sparks that put Finn in fear of his life, though when they touched him, he felt no more than a tickling sensation that, under other circumstances, might have been pleasant. The doctor seemed to find it so, for he laughed in childlike wonder as the sparks, like living things possessed of curiosity if not intelligence, darting minnows of the aether, crowded about his body, outlining it in light. The same was happening to Finn, the sparks pressing close almost playfully, darting against him as if desiring to enter his flesh. Yet that way was barred to them. They bounced off, recoiling with fizzes and snaps. 

      The body of the president proved more hospitable. There the questing sparks met no rebuff, but slid smoothly into the pallid flesh, sinking deep and lighting it from within, hundreds and thousands of them, a brilliant, lively swarm, so that for a moment the corpse shone like an angel, so bright that Finn threw a shielding hand before his eyes and beheld veins, bones, washed in reddish fire. 

      Then the fire dwindled, winked out. He dropped his hand. The glow was gone from the body, save for the eyes, open now, staring, ablaze, electric, but sightless surely, surely not alive: no, not alive, surely.
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