

  [image: cover]




  Giustina Gnasso




  


  





  Infected Zone




  translations from Italian by


  Carmelo Massimo Tidona




  


  





  


  [image: tmp_3769d77d59eaab73dbeec26e38ea1044_H0lOuk_html_m4682f931.jpg]




  [image: tmp_3769d77d59eaab73dbeec26e38ea1044_H0lOuk_html_4cf152a9.jpg] 




  www.quellidized.it / zedlab




  [image: tmp_3769d77d59eaab73dbeec26e38ea1044_H0lOuk_html_m3bf80c5b.jpg]




  www.0111edizioni.com




  [image: tmp_3769d77d59eaab73dbeec26e38ea1044_H0lOuk_html_5ec236b3.jpg]


  www.facebook.com/groups/quellidized/




   




   




  INFECTED ZONE




  Copyright © 2014 Zerounoundici Editions 
 ISBN: 978-88-6578-304-7 
Cover image: Shutterstock.com




  


  





  


  





  


  





  Dedicated to all those




  who take the subway




  at 8:30 in the morning.




  


  





  


  





  


  





  Biography




  In 1980, a team of scientists was selected to work on the creation of an alive and biodegradable weapon: Giustina Gnasso. Today that thing, while waiting for an alien attack, works as a label anti-counterfeiting clerk at Hyper-Market.




  


  





  


  





  


  





  Forewords




  Following the unscrupulous use of the K222 food preservative by a well-known confectionery company called Sugary Treats, a weird form of food intolerance starts developing among the people. Acting on the nervous system, it creates in humans a bulimic and ravenous hunger for human flesh.




  Sugary Treats recalls all products containing K222, but it’s too late. The preservative accumulated for years in the bodies of people and, like a sleeping disease, wakes up even after a few decades. It’s not possible to predict who and when it will affect. A leading company in pest and rodent control, the Zeta Group smells the deal and creates a new department within its premises, to deal with the elimination of polluted, that is men and women who developed the infective intolerance to K222.




  


  





  


  





  




  Zeta Group




  Jacopo, wide-eyed, stares at the TV, broadcasting one of the usual information programs. Blessed, he picks his nose as if it were a virgin cave and he its first explorer. With the boogers he shapes spheres so well-shaped as to be close to perfection, almost elevating his gesture to a form of art.




  "After the major broadcasters made public the shocking video of the Olfi family" the reporter is saying from the 14-inches screen "today there are thousands protesting outside the headquarters of the Zeta Group, claiming rights for the polluted. How will you react to the people’s discontent?"




  "For twenty years, our company has been a leader in pest and rodent control, and, as you know, after the discovery of the consequences of the K222, also in the elimination of polluted" replies a public relations officer of the Zeta Group, "this should be a guarantee of professionalism, especially on the part of our Executors, men chosen and trained to save thousands of lives, accustomed to risk their own in each mission. That said, I find the discontent and the indignation that are now being turned to us disconcerting."




  "But what is your view on the Olfi case?" growls the journalist.




  "Simple. I think the media distorted the truth in order to boost their audience. The Olfi family was already dead, we did not kill them. I don’t understand the label of ruthless killers we have been saddled with."




  "Dead? What do you mean dead? It is you who deem polluted as dead, it is your opinion. In the video that the whole world saw, the Olfis weren’t decomposed at all. They were frightened people who cried and begged for their lives. Ms. Olfi struggled to death to protect her son, until she was burned down with a flamethrower..." the woman sighs, shocked.




  "I repeat that the Olfis had to be considered dead. K222 just acted erratically and the polluted retained their memories, attitudes and expressions as if they had been still alive. But this should not deceive you: a polluted is always a polluted, thus already dead. The Olfis have eaten, in their restaurant, more than thirty customers. I’d rather speak of this. The flamethrower is only a minor detail."




  "Yes, but now people are wondering whether the Olfis could be cured, or at least not be killed in such a barbaric way."




  "I repeat once again that they were already dead. Ask the relatives of the thirty victims whether there was a way to save the Olfis. And now, I have a question for you: who used the K222 in cookies, cakes, pies and puddings for ten years without worrying about the consequences that this preservative would have on the human nervous system? Certainly not us. But nobody ever mentions Sugary Treat, do they?"




  The man's face turns red like Rudolph’s nose, and his small, thin lips mimic words of anger. "We do the dirty work, repair the damage caused by K222, it is our Executors who risk their lives to clean everything up. And they do that also to allow you to be here today, not polluted but alive, asking me these silly questions and looking for the scapegoat of the moment. So, now I address all the protesters, and all those people who have felt moved, with their sensibility," he says sarcastically. "If you want to complain against someone, you should do that against those who experimented the K222 on your skin, without worrying about the intolerance it could trigger after years of continuous intake. Attack those who do not respect life and death, who are the root of the problem, not the Zeta Group, that washed the dirty laundry for the good of the community."




  Jacopo turns off the TV, his face is reflected in the black screen. His cheeks are hollow, his beard unkempt, and his big mouse-gray eyes seem to look without seeing. Bored, he runs his hands on his blond skinhead head.




  "Fuck it," he mutters, "in ten years no one ever complained about the Zeta Group or ever worried about the rights of the polluted, then just a video on television is enough to awaken the conscience of the people. The average Italian only perceives reality if it goes on TV in the prime time, shit!"




  He goes to the stereo and presses play. The speakers spread the voice of Frank Sinatra singing L.O.V.E.




  The neon light buzzes like a mosquito gone crazy, filling the room with a pale shade of yellow.




  Jacopo inherited the basement by his father, who used it as meat storage. He was a butcher.




  Dragging his feet, he goes to the steel table that looms in the centre of the room.




  On the cold metallic surface a woman is laying.




  Hands and arms tied with a rope, crossed, mouth gagged with tape. Her eyes are narrow and red from crying, her eyebrows frowning in terror. She cannot be older than thirty. Blonde hair, brown eyes, long nose and narrow face.




  Jacopo holds a scalpel in his right hand. He moves it close to the girl's neck while singing along with Frank.




  "L is for the way you look at me. O is for the only one I see."




  The girl’s moans provide backbeat to the buzz of neon. The death pace becomes more and more pressing. The sharp blade cuts the skin, reaching deep into it, as if it were butter.




  "V is very, very extraordinary. E, is even more than anyone that you adore can" sings Jacopo, as if he were a housewife busy with Sunday cleaning.




  The woman's blood tinges the steel. There are no more moans to be heard.




  With a steady, light hand, he puts the scalpel down on a shelf. Then he takes a chainsaw.




  The serrated blade screeches like a hungry baby. Upon his passing, flesh is torn, bones grated like prized truffle, blood squirts in an explosion of colour.




  "Love is all that I can give to you. Love is more than just a game for two" Jacopo vocalizes, marking time with a foot while he cuts away the arms first, then the legs, the head, and finally the torso, that he cuts into two parts. He takes the plastic wrap off the shelf and, like a seasoned housewife, he wraps the steaming meat and stores it in a large freezer.




  "Two in love can make it" he keeps singing out of tune, "Take my heart and please don’t break it. Love was made for me and you."




  Jacopo keeps out of the freezer an arm and a leg and puts them in a bowl. He goes to the refrigerator, sets the thermostat to three degrees and enters.




  Waiting for him there is a woman. Her neck is tied with a long chain to a hook in the wall. Her face is pale, bluish, her lips red, not with life but with blood, the blood of someone else. Her long blonde hair falls matted and knotted on strips of cloth pretending to be a dress. It seems she tore her clothes with her fingernails.




  "Hello Anna, I raised the temperature. Forgive me for all this cold baby, but they say you're dead and cold, I thought it will help you stop the rot. But if I exaggerate you’ll become Hyper-Market meat". He smiles tenderly and throws her the leg and arm while Frank continues his serenade.




  The woman runs screaming towards the dead prey. She sinks her teeth in the tendons and muscles, drenching her mouth and hair in blood.




  Jacopo, blows her a kiss with his right hand.




  "Eat everything, honey. See you later, I’m going to work. I love you, Anna. "




  The woman does not raise her head from her lunch, she greedily gnaws the thin bones.




  "I won’t let you down baby" he whispers as he leaves, looking down.




  Jacopo goes back to the room with the steel table; there is a shower stall in a corner.




  He takes off his T-shirt covered with blood and pulls down his jeans. From his pants pocket he pulls out his wallet, opens it and looks at a picture. It shows him smiling as he hugs the bluish woman, but she has a rosy carnation there, like a porcelain doll.




  He snorts as he puts everything on the ground, with care.




  He turns the hot water and the cold water faucets, searching for the perfect balance.




  The spray erases the traces of blood and sin.




  He dries himself hastily. From a chair, he takes the black vinyl and leather suit, perfect to protect him against the bites of the polluted. He has been wearing this uniform for eight years.




  The uniform of the Zeta Group, Executors Department.




  Before becoming an Executor, Jacopo had had a long apprenticeship in pest and rodent control. For three years, mice, cockroaches and pests of all kinds had been his daily bread. Then one day the company offered him the opportunity to attend a specialization course to respond to the polluted emergency. He agreed, but only because of the higher salary.
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