
The Live Room 
By JulianGlenn Padgett 
This is an excerpt from Chapter 25 of the novel-in-progress “The Penal Code Crimes.” 
The medical staff finished checking all of the equipment in the Live Room at 4 A.M. that morning. Hours later in 
the well-lit gallery, the scene before Natalie Prager felt oppressive and unreal. She watched people in 
conversation, a young male correctional officer barking orders. She saw mouths moving, yet all she could hear 
was the tic-toc sound of the second hand on the clock as it quietly killed each second, thoughtfully murdering 
each minute of time. Tic… Toc… Tic… Toc… 
“Why is it so cold in here?” she asked the older Black officer standing to her left. 
“Medical procedure.” 
“I don’t understand,” Natalie replied. 
“It’s kept cold, so the ambient temperatures in the Live Room don’t spoil the chemicals before they’re 
administered to the prisoner.” 
“Spoil?” Natalie asked. 
“The new cocktails cause immediate brain death, and ambient heat could distort the chemicals, Mrs. Prager,” 
he said, looking right at her. 
“You know me?” she asked, surprised. 
“Of course. I remember when the news camera caught you crying as they took her out of the court room,” he 
said. 
“That made me look weak,” she said. 
“No, it made you look human, Mrs. Prager.” 
Before Natalie could reply, a female correctional officer nodded at the Lieutenant. He turned crisply and 
pressed a button on the wall. When the gallery curtain opened, the forty spectators got their first look inside the 
Live Room. 
The woman lying on the table was Emily Lorraine Johnson. She had been found guilty of shooting her pimp 
years ago. Texas prosecutors had employed the legal theory of transferred intent, allowing the state to try and 
convict 14-year-old Emily as an adult. During that trial Natalie had established that Emily had never intended to 
fire the weapon. That it went off while Emily had struggled to pull her infant son from the arms of her pimp. 
Now in her mid-40’s, she lay there strapped to the table. Emily turned her head and looked out at Natalie and 
mouthed the words, “IT’S OKAY,” then closed her eyes. 
Natalie watched in horror as the chemicals traveled intravenously into Emily’s left arm. 
The gathered onlookers observed Emily take one, two, three, then four long breaths and then… stop. 
Everyone who had wanted her to pay for her crimes watched as Emily Lorraine Johnson simply left. 
The lead nurse checked Emily’s pupils with a penlight. “No brain activity,” she said without expression. Then 
she went through the three criteria mandated by the Texas Medical Association. Emily’s eyes did not move 
when the nurse flushed her ears with cold water. There was no facial grimace when the nurse poked a pin in 
her nail bed. And finally, Emily did not cough when her throat was swabbed. 
“Official time of death, 9:06 AM. Official time of brain death, 9:11 AM.” 
Natalie and the lieutenant both stared down at Emily through the gallery window. 
“Do you think she’s still in there?” Natalie asked. 
“No,” he replied with a slight quaver, looking straight ahead. 
While officers removed straps from the dead woman’s wrists and ankles, Elizabeth Smith, the Deputy District 
Attorney who had opposed Natalie in this case, got up and walked to the window just as all hell broke loose. 



Emily Lorraine Johnson, the dead woman in the Live Room at Brillsmore State Prison, bolted up, her back 
ramrod straight, gasping for air. She clawed at her chest over her heart area, then with both hands grabbed her 
head and screamed. Her final act of defiance of death came when she faced the Deputy District Attorney and 
puked, the gallery window intercepting the yellowish chunks of near digested food. Officers, spectators and 
nurses screamed and called on every name of g-d they could utter, and the young male correctional officer 
who earlier had been barking orders released his bowels in his pants. 
Natalie banged her fist on the gallery window. “Emily, Emily!” she screamed. “Can you hear me!” 
Natalie turned to see Elizabeth Smith pull out her phone and furiously begin punching numbers. When their 
eyes locked, Natalie took to banging on the glass with both hands. 
“Emily!” Natalie hollered above the noise in the gallery. Emily gave no response. Natalie almost lost her footing 
as her arm was yanked by the lieutenant. 
“Come with me, Ms. Prager. Now.” 
He pulled her forcefully through two doors, then they made a right turn which led straight to the late Emily 
Lorraine Johnson. Seconds later the Deputy D.A. came rushing in. 
“Emily, do you know who I am?” insisted Natalie. 
“No,” said Emily, wiping her mouth. “Wha--wah happened, where am I.” She threw up again. 
“Arrest that woman, Lieutenant, do it now!” ordered the D.A. 
“I don’t have the authority to arrest her, she’s dead!” the lieutenant retorted. 
“Do you know who you are?” Natalie asked, wiping Emily’s face. 
“I’m, I, I’m Emily, I’m Emily.” Emily said, trembling violently. 
“She knows who she is,” Natalie said as she locked eyes with her courtroom rival. 
“Put her in custody now, Lieutenant, now, damn it!” the Deputy District Attorney screamed. 
“What is happening?” Emily demanded, sobbing so hard her chest and sides were heaving. “My God! Why am 
I here?” 
“Emily, you’re dead. The state just executed you and I’m your new attorney.” 
Tic… Toc… Tic… Toc… 
  
  

“...and the story continues” 
 


