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The old fort was shrouded in the pitch darkness of midnight.

That night, there was no moon in the sky. The stars appeared dim in the deep, earthy sky, and a hazy fog blanketed the forest, the fort, and the graveyard. Dr. Felix and Justin were sound asleep in their respective bedrooms, exhausted from the day's work. The old servant, Anthony, was also lying in his small room, snoring away. Only in the fort's laboratory, on the stretcher, lay the corpse with its eyes wide open, staring at the ceiling. The laboratory items appeared blurry to the corpse, and a faint humming noise stirred in its mind. The corpse's brain was that of a madman. But the intense jolt of heavenly lightning had silenced that brain. The corpse's mind could no longer think of past things. It saw some objects, and it reacted only to those. The corpse was bound to the stretcher with thick iron chains.

Suddenly, movement stirred in the corpse. It gave a light jerk to one hand. The thick iron chains snapped. It jerked the other hand, and that chain broke with a crack as well. Similarly, the corpse gave light jerks to both legs and shattered the powerful iron chains. Now the corpse was free. It lay on the stretcher for a while, staring at the ceiling and trying to listen to something. It was the hoot of an owl coming from the graveyard. Inside the room and outside in all directions, there was a heavy silence. The corpse slowly rose and sat up on the stretcher. From afar, it looked like a giant sitting on the stretcher. The corpse looked carefully and saw that its entire body was wrapped in bandages, with bloodstains at some bone joints. The corpse stood up. It was so tall and broad that its head was touching the bulb hanging from the ceiling. It began to walk step by step in the room. The corpse walked as if a key had been wound in a toy, making it move slowly. To turn its neck, the corpse had to turn its entire body around. Its long arms dangled down to its knees. The stitches on its skull were clearly visible. The corpse walked up to the mirror on the wall and stood in front of it. It saw its terrifying shape in the mirror. But no fear or horror appeared in its stone-like dead eyes, nor did any effect show on its face.

The corpse's face remained lifeless like stone and as emotionless as a dead man's. It began to move toward the door.

The owl's hoot from the graveyard was still coming. The door was very sturdy and locked from outside. The corpse raised its left hand and struck the door. One panel of the door broke off and fell away. Immense strength had awakened in the corpse. Three men together couldn't have broken that door, which the corpse had shattered with just a strike from its left hand.

Outside in the corridor, it was dark, but the corpse's lifeless white eyes could see everything even in the darkness. It descended the corridor stairs and reached the circular gallery on the first floor. Here, in one corner against the wall, a dim bulb was lit, its light falling only around itself. The corpse advanced step by step like a mechanical man. As it passed near a small room, a strange sound came from inside. In the room, the old servant Anthony was sleeping, and this was the sound of his snoring. The living corpse stood for a while listening to the snoring; it couldn't understand what kind of sound it was. The corpse looked at the door with its stony dead eyes and raised its long powerful hand to push the door inward—the door felt as if a ton of weight had hit it, and its latch broke from inside. The door swung wide open.

The corpse entered the small room. The snoring was coming from the cot against the wall, where the old servant was sleeping soundly. The corpse slowly approached the old man's cot and began to stare at him intently.

There was no surprise or astonishment in the corpse's dead eyes. It felt as if some animal was grunting. The corpse bent over the old servant. Then its powerful hand rose, and it slapped the old servant so hard that his skull shattered into pieces. Anthony didn't even utter a sound. The corpse listened carefully. The snoring had stopped. The corpse calmly turned its entire body around and exited the door, coming back into the circular gallery.

The circular gallery stretched far into silence and darkness. The corpse walked up to the bulb and stopped, staring at the lit bulb intently. Then suddenly, the corpse grabbed the bulb in its hand and crushed it. The bulb went out. Shards of broken glass pierced the corpse's palm, but neither did it get electrocuted nor did blood flow. Now pitch darkness enveloped the place. But the corpse could see everything dimly. It walked step by step to the door that opened from the fort into the desolate garden.

This door was very sturdy and tall. The corpse approached the door like a machine and pushed it, breaking it open. As its hand touched the iron of the door, a spark like flame shot out, but the corpse's hand didn't burn at all. It exited the fort and entered the ruined desolate garden, then began walking toward the forest in the foggy dark night. The tall, broad corpse wrapped in white bandages looked exactly like a tree freshly covered in snow in the darkness. The corpse's direction was toward the graveyard. The owl's continuous hooting was coming from that side. This eerie sound had made the atmosphere of the graveyard and forest even more mysterious.

In the forest trees, birds were sleeping in their nests. A dove peeked its beak out from its nest and looked down to see a living corpse slowly passing under the trees. The dove shuddered, pulled its beak back into the nest, and covered its chicks under its wings. The corpse advanced through the dense shadows of the trees. No one knew why the corpse had left the old fort and was heading toward the graveyard. The forest ended. Now the broken wall of the graveyard began. The corpse stopped at the graveyard wall. It struck the wall hard with its broad foot. A section of the wall crumbled and fell to the other side. The corpse didn't even have enough sense to notice that a bit further was the graveyard gate, which was open. The corpse was walking straight ahead on its nose.

Upon entering the graveyard, the corpse began walking toward the gravedigger's hut on its own. The graves looked terrifying in the night's darkness. Some gravestones had fallen and were tilted. Some graves were demolished. From a deep pit in one such grave, a large black dog emerged and started barking upon seeing the corpse. The corpse stopped while walking. It turned its broad shoulders to look at the barking dog. A strange noise echoed in the corpse's closed mind. It extended its long arm, grabbed the dog by the neck, swung it, and slammed it against a tree with a crack. Just from the corpse's touch, electricity coursed through the dog's body, and after hitting the tree, it shattered into pieces as if someone had smashed a glass jug hard on the floor.

The dog didn't even whimper and died. Its sound stopped.

A terrifying silence descended over the graveyard once more. The corpse was walking on its own toward the old gravedigger's hut, whose head had been attached to this corpse's neck. The gravedigger's hut door was closed. Dim light from a lamp was filtering out through the window. The corpse stopped at that window for a minute or two. Then it turned and came in front of the hut's door. It placed its hand on the door, and the hut door opened. The corpse entered the hut. After the old gravedigger's murder, a new gravedigger had come from the city. This gravedigger was a sturdy young man and was lying on the cot, deep in sleep. The corpse approached him, bent down, and kept watching him sleep. As the corpse raised its hand, a cup placed on the table fell down.

The noise of the cup falling woke the sturdy gravedigger. What he saw was a terrifying giant, its entire body wrapped in white bandages, bent over him, glaring with its lifeless, cold, stony eyes. He thought some spirit had risen from a grave and entered his hut. He wasn't afraid of spirits or ghosts and demons. He was a brave young man. In a second, he leaped up from the cot, grabbed the spade leaning against the wall, and attacked the corpse. The corpse stood still in its place. It made no attempt to move, defend itself, or flee. As the gravedigger advanced the spade to attack, the corpse raised its long hand and caught the spade in its strong grip. As soon as the corpse's hand touched it, a flame-like spark shot from the spade, scorching the gravedigger's face. The gravedigger screamed and placed both hands over his burning eyes. At the same time, the corpse stepped forward, grabbed the gravedigger with both hands, and lifted him above its head. The corpse had lifted the six-maund sturdy young gravedigger like a mouse. The gravedigger flailed his arms and legs wildly, but the corpse's grip was as strong as iron clamps. Moreover, the electric rays emanating from its body were scorching and incinerating the gravedigger. The gravedigger let out another scream, and the corpse slammed him hard onto the floor. The poor gravedigger's back, neck, and leg bones shattered into pieces. It felt as if he had fallen from an eight-story building onto the floor, and upon falling, he died.

The corpse trampled the gravedigger's dead body under its feet, crushing it. It felt as if the living corpse was taking revenge on the gravedigger for coming to live in his place in the hut. The corpse bent down to the ground and stared at the spot on the floor where its head had been cut off, and Dr. Felix had buried its body there, from where the police later exhumed the corpse. The living corpse sat with its head bowed near that pit for a long time. Then it rose and calmly exited the hut, coming out into the graveyard. There was no sound in the graveyard. A state of hush prevailed everywhere. Now even the owl had stopped hooting. The corpse walked on its own and stopped at that raw grave where its headless torso was buried. Dry leaves from the trees lay on the grave. The corpse sat on a large stone and stared at its own grave with dead eyes fixed.

No one could know what the living corpse was seeing there or what it was thinking with its rigid, silent mind.

Suddenly, the corpse heard a sharp hissing sound. The corpse paid no attention. Then the same hiss sounded again. The corpse turned its shoulder and looked to the right. Nearby, a black snake with its terrifying hood spread was swaying toward it, glaring with bloodshot eyes and repeatedly flicking its forked poisonous tongue while hissing. The corpse stared at the snake with its stony eyes. The snake also stared back at the living corpse with its red eyes. Neither did the corpse's mind register what this hood-spread thing standing before it was, nor could the snake understand what this gigantic thing sitting on the stone in front of it was.
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