It's 4:26 AM when Laura s dreams are rudely interrupted by the bedside telephone ringing in her
ear. She looks over at Dion, who is deeping very soundly, and picks up the phone. “Hello?’ she whispers
groggily.

“Laura—Albert. There' s—"

Laura sighs deeply. “Albert, look, can this wait until morning? | mean, I'll be seeing you in a
couple hours.” She closes her eyes and lies back.

“No. Listen to me. Thisisimportant. There' s—"

“If you absolutely have to talk to me now, let me pick up the phone in the kitchen so | don’'t wake
everyone else up,” she sputters angrily. “Some of us are deeping. Or trying to. You must be the most in-
considerate person |'ve ever met.” Laura hits the hold button and deliberately puts the receiver in its cra-
dle. Upon getting out of bed, she fishes around for her robe and wraps it around herself in silence.

She tiptoes to the kitchen, where she picks up the phone and says, “Go ahead, if it's so damn im-
portant.” She leans back against the wall and nudges the fridge open with her toes, searching for some-
thing to gnaw on while Albert is gnawing on her nerves.

“Someone' s broken into the lab.”

Laura jumps to attention and the fridge door dams. “What?’

“There are files al over the place. | haven't even looked at the computers yet...but our hard files
areamess. | can’t begin to tell what might be missing. Y ou’ d better get over here ASAP.”

Laura, numb with shock (there were so many files! how many years of work? how could they be
recovered?), hears hersalf whisper, “I’ll be right there,” and she lowly hangs up the phone.
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“All the files?” Dion asks. He' s awake by now, sitting up in bed and yawning.

“I think so. | don’t know. God, Dion...do you know how much work has gone into those? Those
are the records of at least ten years of the Bureau’ s pathology work—if not more!” Laura hops around the
room with only one foot in her nylons. “And if our computers are missing any files...I hope the head of -
fice has the backups...| feel so stupid for not safeguarding them better.”

“It's not your fault. I mean, you can only do so much. Whoever did this had to get past a lot of
security...| wonder. Thisisweird.”

Laura has finished dressing—in a natty dress suit, stylish and professional. She briskly walks to
the mirror and begins to put in her earrings. “Dion, could you give me a cigarette?’

“| thought you were trying to quit.”

“I am, but...well, one cigarette doesn't mean I’'m not trying, does it?’ She whirls around to face
her husband, and gives him one of her endearing smiles.

Dion is enraptured. He leans over to her bedside table, picks up her pack of smokes, and hands it
to her.

“Thanks, sweetie. Hey, about Emily. | don't think it's fair to take her to David's, seeing that it's
so early.”

“And we know he's not awake. And won't be until at least noon.” He smiles wryly.

“Dion, that's not fair. He's a fine babysitter, and a great uncle. Anyway,” she continues, lighting
up, “I can't take her in. How about you? Y ou’ re working today, right?’

“Yeah. In fact, | suppose | could go in early and do some paperwork. | hate paperwork.”

Laura smiles. “Don’t we al. Em should be deeping...and she deeps long and hard—like her un-
cle—so she shouldn’t be a problem at the Bureau. Besides, once she wakes up and gets rambunctious, you
can take her to David's. I'm sure he'll be awake by then.” She takes a deep breath and checks herself out
in the mirror. “Too bad you' re not that adept at fatherhood,” she says, pseudo—playfully.

Dion diffens. “I think I'’m a damn fine father,” he says, hurt.



“Oh, Dion, you are. | was just kidding.” She turns around and plants a chaste kiss on his cheek.
“I"m going now, swestie, so take care. And beep me if you need anything.”
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“Good morning, Laura. Great to see you,” Albert smiles sarcastically, stirring his cup of steaming
hot java. “Coffee?’ he asks, holding the mug out to Laura.

“By name if not by nature,” she remarks. “So where' s the mess?’

“1 couldn’t stand the chaos, so | cleaned most of it up.”

“Did you—"

“No,” Albert interrupts, and sips his tainted coffee. “I figured anyone who would go to these ex-
tremes to take hard files and screw with the database—which they did—would have the foresight to pre-
vent any fingerprints from showing up. | caled in the loss to HQ before | so unkindly woke you up.” He
smirks.

Laura considers this for a moment. “ So there are files missing? Do we know how many?’

“Like | said, | asked the computer geeks at HQ to do a comparison. Apparently the backup data-
base was untouched. They ought to be getting back to us pretty soon, unless they’re wasting our time
playing Salitaire or something.” He compulsively stirs his coffee.

Asif on cue, the phonerings. “I'll get it—it’'s still my lab,” Albert snaps as he bats Laura s hand
away from the phone and grabs the receiver.

“Rosenfield, Pathology. Yeah, the missing files..What? Two? Okay, which ones?... All right.
Okay.”

He hangs up, and shakes his head. “Bad connection. Can you believe it? The place is within
walking distance, and they can’t even get the connection right.”

Lauralooks desperately at Albert. “Two files. Which? Did they know?”’

“Cam down, Spencer—you're making me nervous. It's just two John Does, apparently, two
murder cases, unrelated. No sweat. We can obviously recover the data.”

“Great.” Laura heaves a huge sigh of relief. The phone rings again, and she picks up even before
Albert redizesit.

“Laura Spencer, Pathology...Dion? What' s up?’

The hollow connection seems to echo. “Laura, | just got here and heard about the files. Seems we
have three files missing here at the Bureau.”

“Two John Doe murders? Same here.”

“Y eah, two John Does...and a comprehensive case history going back almost twenty years.”

“On whom?’

“Looks like Windom Earle.”
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A Telephone Conversation between Two Unidentified Persons:

1: Yes?

2: Uh, yeah...hi. | have the files.

1: Excel l ent. And the dat abanks?

2: As requested. (Pause.) Everything's a ness over here. They couldn’t
find their asses with both hands and a detailed map. (Laughs.) It'|l be
a while before they get it together again.

1: Good job. | nmust admit, I'mquite inpressed.

2: | guess I'mjust very good at follow ng orders, hey. (Laughs.)

1: Do they suspect anyone?



2: Doubt it...they haven't even gotten that far. They're still running
around |ike chickens, you know, with their heads cut off. “Wat’'s m ss-
ing?” and “Where's the file?” and “Don’t blane nme!” You know...the
st andard governnment excuses. (Silence.)

1: (After a pause:) Can you get those files to ne?

2: Oh, yeah, sure, no problem | can do it. Hey, hold on a sec, will ya?
(Sound of receiver being put down on a hard surface. Faint whistling
sound. After about a mnute:) Okay. Now, where were we?

1: A drop-off.

2: Oh, yeah.

1: ["11 let you know.

2: No, look, I'"'msorry, but I can’t hold onto these things for too |ong.
Can | dunp ‘em sonewhere?

1: You have to be patient if you want to get anywhere in this world.

2: (Pause. Then neekly:) Yeah, okay.

1: After a week—

2: A week? | can’t wait a whol e goddam week, for Chrissakes!

1: Your attitude is getting you nowhere.

2: Yeah, okay, |I'msorry. A week. Okay, after a week, what?

1: After a week, take themto—wait.

2: VWhat? |I's soneone |istening?

1: "Il see you soon

2: Wait! What about the drop-off?

1: | expect we'll run into each other sooner or later. At which point ['1]I
be sure to procure the required reading fromyou. Be prepared.

2: Dammit, don’t |eave nme hangi ng! Don't goddam do this to ne!

1: Take care, ny friend.

***END OF TAPE***
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“No...Oh my God, Albert...What do you think this means, exactly?’

// don’t scream. don't. be rational, rational, rational, detached...jesus, what if he comes here?is he
already here? dear god, please |et this be another terrible dream, that’s al... //

Lauratakes out a cigarette and fumbles for her lighter. “Albert, what does this mean?’

“I thought you were trying to quit that trash,” he says with no kindness or sympathy.

“How much did Dion pay you to hassde me? Albert, do you think Earle is close by? Do you have
any idea where this file might be?’ she asks desperately as she lights up.

Albert politely excuses this. “Nothing. | don’t know. And | have no idea, respectively. We have
to come up with some ideas awfully damn fast, though. This is an embarrassment to the Bureau. Y ou stay
here and finish your coffee and that bad habit and I’'ll be back in a few.” He gets up and walks out the
door.

// done @ last...alone? done. //

She stands and walks around the room, looking at Albert’s various wall-mounted degrees, certifi-
cates, pictures of dead Presidents, and mutters, “Oh, Albert, you're soooo impressive.” She puts out her
cigarette and sits again.

I/l done. //

** A sharp, vivid image of Windom Earl€’ s face shoots into her mind. He says, “Alone.” **

When Albert returns, he finds Laura passed out in the chair.

Misirlou



Striding into the lab my eyes catch Laura dumped in a chair—

“Christ, she gtarts smoking again and this is what | have to look forward to.” Part of me is dis-
gusted with people who cannot handle their vices...ironically, my coffee cup, bearing a dight dusting of
white on the edge of the cup, sits on the desk nearby.

| go to Laura, check her pulse and find signs of an elevated heart rhythm. Her respiration seems
normal. | gently raise her head and support it with my hand behind her neck to cradle her head. | open her
right eye, then her left. The pupils are dilated, but react normally to the light in the room. It could be
stress or exhaustion.

“Laura, Laura, can you hear me?’

She stirs, regaining her senses.

| continue, “You were out. You know, you really should stay away from cigarettes.” My voice
carries that typical caustic edge. “ Seems that you can’t handle them anymore. Y ou check out fine, except
for the dightly elevated heart rate possibly resulting from a mild stimulant such as caffeine’—my |eft
eyebrow arches—"or nicotine. Do you wish to obtain another medical opinion for this episode? Will this
be aregular occurrence?’

Genuine concern fills my voice as | continue on in a softer tone. “Do you remember anything be-
fore you lost consciousness? Anything unusual ?’

I/ unusua, hell, the whole damn day has been one fun—filled jam—packed carniva ride, admis-
sion—free! //

As | wait for Laura's reply both she and | become aware of the small blinking red light on the
phone.

“Voice mail,” | mutter, picking up the receiver and punching the button. An obviously altered
electronic voice—

Drivin’ that train
High on cocaine
Albert you'd better
watch your speed
Trouble ahead—
you' re no match for me
better pay me my fee.

“It'spersond,” | say, as| hang up the phone.
Carlotta
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umm...trouble...”| want you to kidnap her...use this gun...this warehouse... rewarded...”... “He's
dangerous!”...Then, from a song: “This man is utterly mad—you're playing a lunatic!” “That’s the prob-
lem: He's a brilliant lunatic, and you can’t tell which way he'll jump. Like his game, he's impossible to
analyze. You can't dissect him, predict him...which of course means he’s not alunatic at al.”...David, it's
just adream...David, wake up...David...David!

David blears awake to find himself on the couch, Meg shaking him gently yet firmly.

“David, wake up!” She looks honestly concerned.

He smiles deepily. “My angdl..What time isit?’

“Seven. Please, David, wake up. | have to go to work. Dion is here with Emily.”

“1 won't be, much longer,” Dion says from the foyer. “Y ou're not exactly ingtilling me with con-
fidence, David.”

“No, no, I'm awake,” David says, and sits up clumsily. “Really. What's going on?’

“Something came up at the Bureau. It’'s confidential,” he adds, when Meg looks at him question-
ingly.

David smiles, and reaches out to take Emily. “1 know. I1t's Windom Earle.”



Both Meg and Dion stare at David in absolute disbelief.

“How...how did you know?’ Dion manages.

“So | was right. Chalk one up for the bad old big brother,” David says softly. “Never mind how |
know. | know.” He turns his attention to his niece. “Hey, swesetie, how’s my little bunny? How's my
honey pie?” Emily squeals with delight.

Dion watches them envioudly for a moment, then clears his throat and turns to Meg. “Anyway,
like | said, it's confidential. | don’'t even want to know how he found out about it. But don't tell anyone
else. | have to get back to the office. There's a lot of work that needs to be done. Take care” With an
obligatory nod to his brother, Dion is out the door.

“So how did you know?’ Meg asks, as she prepares herba tea for the two of them and pours dry
Cheerios for Emily.

“Lucky guess. No, redly,” David says, “I was just dreaming about him, about the time | kid-
napped Laura for him. | don’t think | dream...I think | have visions...divine inspiration...and you—you're
my angel!” He smiles shyly and looks right into Meg's eyes.

She blushes. “Oh...you're just silly.” She giggles, embarrassed.

“No, I'm not silly,” heingsts. “I'm...I'm...it's the heroin.” He falls silent and stares into his tea-
cup.

Meg takes his hand. “Every day, David, | try to understand alittle more about you. | think | know
alot right now. But that’s one big thing | don’t think I'll ever understand.” She sighs. “I’'m here for you.
Don't forget that.” He closes his eyes, squeezes her hand, and heaves a shuddery sigh. They kiss.

“Um, um, um!” Emily cries, and waves her spoon around happily. David smiles at Meg, and they
al laugh.
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The engine cranked to a noisy stop and | just sat in the lot of the Bureau office for a moment,
fresh from David's “prescient” vison. A car ride's worth of time to think had left me with some nasty
thoughts in my head. Was Earle using David to get back into both the Bureau and our lives? | kept flash-
ing back to the hell of the warehouse, tied to a chair and high beyond comprehension on Earle’'s coke.
Now was he back? Or was the missing file indicative of someone just looking for Earle? Regardless, the
demon of our pasts has once again insinuated himsalf into the present. And through that damned brother
of mine!

| dammed closed the car door and went up to see Laura and Albert, letting them know of the po-
tential nastiness of the situation.

“Morning, Dion—your wife's whacked again,” barked Albert, in his ever—happy greeting tone. |
saw an obviously worn Laura dumped just awake in a chair.

“Hold a second, | got some more bad news.”

“Just what | need,” groaned Laura, grabbing for the nicotine once again. This time | was amost
tempted to join her.

“It's David—I think he might be working with Earle. He knows Earle is involved with the case,
he told me so. | didn’t even have time to think about it when | was dropping Emily off, but in the car...Oh
God, and | left Emily with that bastard!”

“I wouldn’t worry about David much; he’'s harmless,” sighed Laura, remembering his kidnapping
attempt.

“l don’t care, Earle might be back—and if it's David that let him back in, there' s gonna be hell to

pay!”



A brief silence engulfed the room as we al contemplated the return of Windom.
“Hey, Albert, make me one of your cups of coffee, will ya? | really need one today...”
JArgent
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Dion’s request takes Albert by surprise. He surreptitiously catches the young agent’s eye and
raises an eyebrow. Dion looks at him impatiently.

The phone rings in Laura s observation—oom—turned—office. “Just what we need—more bad
news,” she groans, and picks herself up off her chair, grabs her cigarettes, and walks briskly to her office.

Albert pours coffee for Dion, and looks at him archly. “Are you sure you want my coffee?’ he
asks carefully. “This is so unlike you, Spencer. Remember when—"

“Look, | asked for it, didn’t I?" Dion interrupts. He nervoudly bites a fingernail. “Just do it, okay?
Don’'t worry about me.”

“Hey, I’'m not worried about you. Please. You and your hedth and well-being happen to be the
furthest things from my mind,” Albert adds sardonically, as he opens a small Ziploc bag of cocaine into
Dion's coffee cup. “Laurawill be extraordinarily pissed.”

“So now all of a sudden you're worried about my wife's reaction?’” Dion snaps. “Is everyone out
to get me?’

Albert puts down the mug and folds his arms across his chest. “Look, | don’'t think you need this.
Y ou're paranoid enough as it is.”

Dion glares at Albert. “I never said | needed it.” He begins to pace around the lab area.

“You quit, didn’'t you? After the ‘incident’ 7" Albert asks.

“Waell, yeah...for awhile...Look, thisisn’t any of your business,” Dion says furioudly.

“You think your brother had something to do with the break—in?" Albert pours a huge amount of
sugar into Dion’s cup and gtirs the concoction thoroughly.

“Hey, he knew about it before | said aword.” He takes his coffee from Albert. “Goddam junkie.”
Hetakesasip. Albert can’t help but smile.

* % %

Laura returns to find Dion, flushed and a little manic, examining the rat and mouse cages lining
onewall of the lab. Albert looks up at Laurafrom his seat and says, “He's had a hard day.”

“WEell, | just got some more news. That was Meg. David's file at the hospita is incomplete—as
though someone had erased hdf of it. | don’t know—"

“Hal” Dion cries, and spins around to point afinger at his wife. “I knew he had something to do
with this! God, | knew it!”

Laura looks shocked. “Dion, nobody said he had anything to do with anything. That's like saying
these two John Does we |ost were the ones who stole the files.”

Albert smilesto himsalf. “Laura,” he points out, “they’re dead.”

“Yes, | know they're dead,” she says, exasperated. “But David is a victim here just as much as the
John Does are, and as much as we are, and...”

“But what about Windom Earle? Huh?’ Dion smiles a bit crazily. Albert makes a mental note to
tone down the java next time. “Is he a victim, too? No way, Laura, | still say David is in cahoots with
Earle. Give me afew daysto proveit.”

Laura regards him curioudly. “Anyway, as | was about to say, she's missing another file, too, but
she doesn’t know whose it is yet. She thinks it's a cocaine abuser”—pointed look at Albert, and, incredi-
bly, straight at Dion—"although it could very well be a heroin addict”—Dion smiles defiantly at Laura
and Albert—"and that he or she may be the key to this case. We might have to do a search.”

“David ismine,” Dion grins.

“And I'll talk to you later,” Laura adds.



David caps the needle, pops it off the syringe, and throws both away. He absentmindedly mas-
sages the ingde of his left elbow and sighs. He closes his eyes and lets the familiar tide overcome him,
then turns to his computer. He turns it on and loads up his word processor. After staring blankly at the
screen for afew seconds, he beginsto type:

It’s like this: Wen you |ive your entire

life under a stormcloud, eventually you
stop hearing the rain

David lights a cigarette while he searches for whatever comes next:

But when it’s quiet, and you' re al one, you

realize it had never stopped raining, and it
never will.

He frowns. The phone rings and he picks up. “Hello?’

“David, hi, it's Meg. How’swork? I’'m sorry I'm disturbing you.”

“No, | needed some disturbance.” He laughs ruefully. “I decided to forego the manuscript today
and start something new. It sucks, | think.”

“Give yourself some credit. Y ou're a very famous author.”

“Mmm-hmm...well, not right now, I’m not.” He smokes his cigarette and stares at the screen
again. “So what's up?’

“Well...I fed | have to tell you. Your file here is incomplete. Like someone wanted to stedl it, but
decided to corrupt it instead, you know?’

David swives around. “Trés bizarre. But why are you telling me? All is not lost. | can certainly
update it for you.”

Meg hesitates. “I think Dion is very, very suspicious of you. He thinks you were working with
Mr. Earle on this file fraud. Laura doesn't agree...but | wanted to warn you to be careful.”

“Okay. | will...thank you. | don’'t know why he has such a vendetta for me lately.”

A pregnant pause. “David...did you do it?’

“No! Of course | didn’'t!” he answers hotly. “I can’'t believe you would think | would!”

“No, | didn't, David, honestly,” Meg says hastily. “But | wanted to make sure.”

“I believe you, angdl,” he says softly. “I should get back to work. Thank you again. | love you.”

“Loveyou too,” Meg answers, and she hangs up.
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“He sounded serious—I redly don't think he did it...”

“Thanks, Meg, I'll get back to you later.”

“Goodbye, Dion. I'm sure I'll see you tonight.”

“Okay, I'll be over to David's apartment to pick up Em in afew hours.”

“Do you want me to meet you somewhere?” Meg' s voice had a very pleading tone to it.

“Are you kidding? In public? On today, of all days?’

“I’'m sorry, Dion.” She redlly sounded like she was, too. “I’ll cdl you later.”

| just hung up. | didn’t fedl like | needed any more anxiety to add to this day. Time to evaluate.

“What's up, champ?’ Albert walked in, on histhird cup of coffee.

“I just talked to Meg. David told her he had nothing to do with it.”

“And let me guess: Y ou doubt his integrity.”

“Oh, not me!” Brief laughs were exchanged before the overdl gravity of the situation came back
down on the room.

“So what's our course of action, Dion? There's nothing we can legally do with David, even if
you' re sure beyond a reasonable doubt—"

“l am.”



“Okay, fine, but that still doesn’t change the fact that we' ve got jack on the elder Mr. Spencer and
anything we do to his ass will get yours thrown in the gutter.”

“God, | know you're right, but there has to be something we can do...”

A brief moment of silence. There was a warm breeze from somewhere that was oddly distracting
inour current states.

“Okay, Albert, we'll drop this for now. Any word on the two John Does?”’

“None yet; the Records department is too busy picking bugs out of each others fur to get any-
thing done for us.”

“Okay. Any thoughts on David's corrupted file?’

“WEell, sounds like stock Earle. Do some minor thing somewhere to throw us off. Hold a minute.
Think about that for a second.”

“Wait, | hadn’t even considered that.”

“Stay on track, laughing boy. David is the perfect red herring here. We know he and Earle have
worked together before, and however he does, I'm sure Earle knows that David is now a big part of your
married life. | wouldn’t be surprised if he knew about Meg, too.”

That stung. | didn't think even Albert knew about Meg. I’ll deal with that later. Still, the coffee
mix helped me keep a poker face.

“Wait, Albert, | don't want to make any damn conjectures about David's guilt, innocence or
whatever until we know who the hell those two John Does are.”

“Fine. I'll be downstairs badgering Records.” He chugged his coffee and stared at me for a split
second, just enough to show his smug little feeling of power over me. | knew that to a degree, | was his
whipping boy now, but a quick gulp from the mug on the desk made it all go away...

JArgent
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Andersis staring out the window at the falling snow.

“You know what would be a great murder weapon?”’

“What?" Rebekka asks, dightly startled, and looks up from the hearty breskfast she's preparing.

“I’'m not saying it hasn't been done before...but how about a sharp piece of ice? You could cut
someone' s throat with that, and it would melt, so there’d be no murder weapon. Also, icicles. You could
stab someone with that, and it would be very, very nasty, don’t you think?’ He traces circles on the table.

“Anders,” Rebekka says carefully, “why are we talking about killing people?’

He turns around to look at her. “We're not. We're just talking about great murder weapons. Hy-
pothetically,” he adds, and rolls his eyes.

“Okay,” Rebekka replies, and puts a big plate of eggs, sausages, and pancakes on the table. “Will
you eat some breakfast?’

Anders stands up and begins to pace nervoudly. “I’m not hungry.”

“Are you sure? | made sausages, and eggs, and...”

“I said I’'m not hungry, dammit.”

Hurt, Rebekka sits down to the breakfast she had daved over. Somehow Anders has taken the
wind out of her sails, however, and now the mea looks utterly unappetizing. She sighs and moves the
eggs around unhappily.

“Have you heard of a David Spencer?’ Anders asks.

“He' s an author, fairly famous, from what I’ ve heard. Why?’

Andersignores her question. “How about an Albert Rosenfield?’

“Um, yes, | recognize the name,” Rebekka answers hesitantly. “I believe he's a pathologist, and
an FBI agent.”

“Hmm. A doctor...There could be some money in this, dear sister. How do you recognize the
name?’

Rebekka brightens. “Oh, he works with Thomas. He—"



Anders swiftly approaches her and gives her a dap that makes her eyestear up. “I don’t want you
to ever, EVER say that name in my presence again. Do you hear me?”’

Rebekka s cheek burns with pain, embarrassment, and the feeling that somehow she deserved it.
“Yes, Anders...”

“Areyou gtill...seeing him?’

Rebekka chokes back tears. “Yes...”

Anders regards her expectantly, and returns to his pacing only after she beginsto cry.

“An author and a doctor, eh?” Anders continues, as if he had never laid a hand on her. “Very in-
teresting. Do me a favor and finish your breakfast before we make our visits, will you?’

Rebekka wipes her eyes on her sweater deeve and silently begins to eat her breakfast.
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Laura finishes up another cup of coffee and stares at the phone, pleading silently with it not to
ring. She then lights a cigarette and inhales deeply, savoring it, alowing herself to cadm down as much as
possible. Dion then walks in and looks at her very disapprovingly.

“Laura, what the hdll are you doing? Now honey, you know how hard it was for me to quit, but |
did it and it was only by a strong will that | did. Honestly, you women aways have to have something to
run to when things get tough.”

“Mmmmmm...you're so right, sweetheart. Thank God | have you to keep me grounded. Maybe
it's not al women, Dion. Maybe it's just your wife who's weak. Maybe I’m just no good under pressure.
Jesus, Dion, you're a damn mess! I’'m weak? How much coke did you have with your coffee this morn-
ing?’

“You are paranoid, my dear,” he laughs condescendingly. “Honestly, Laura, where do you get
your ideas? Did David tell you that? There's a good reference point! he junkie tells the ex-whore some-
thing and you believe him.”

// don’t even flinch. don’'t even acknowledge it. no...get him later. you know how to make him
crumble. it will be so much sweeter later. //

She smiles wholeheartedly hatefully and giggles at him, then spesks in a cam and chocolatey
voice in between puffs.

“You're so predictable, Dion. | mean, redly. | barely ever speak to David. You know that.” She
gets up and stands next to him, stroking his arm. “Y ou sound jealous, lover. Why don’'t you be a good boy
and go help Albert, okay? I’m sure he could use you to take some notes for him or something. | need my
office to myself and you look like you need another pick—me-up. | have work to do,” she says, opening

the door, scooting the transfixed Dion out. “I’ll make us a very special dinner and we can talk after | put
Em to bed.” She waves as though to alittle kid: “Bye-bye, Dion. Bye-bye!”
She shuts the door.
Misirlou
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INT DARK ROOM — Night

A man is gitting at a chair in front of a roaring log cabin fireplace. His back is to us and the fire
creates a silhouette of his body. The window to his left is open, and tall green trees are swaying in the dim
moonlight. Severa birds can be heard chirping, and ironicaly there are no owls tonight. There is an im-
mense scraping sound that is growing louder by the minute.

ECU [Extreme Close-Up]

The glint of metal on a smal silhouette white object. The metal, now recognized as a small
pocketknife, strikes the object. Back and forth. The fire continues to roar, the trees continue to sway. A
pile of shavings is dowly collecting on the floor. The man stands up and kicks the shavings into the fire-



place where they melt. He dowly turns around and we begin to recognize his hair...then his eyes...then his
teeth... and hisface.

ECU

Windom Earle places the knife and lump object, now shaped like a potato, on the table.

WINDOM: The night is long and dreams are caling.

Windom turns his back to us once again and exitsto the right. A fierce wind rips through the trees
and the curtains, flickering in the firelight, blow wildly through the room as we FADE TO BLACK.

MikeL OGtp

“Albert, go get some take-out, will ya?’

“Thought Laurawas making a big ‘family bonding’ dinner tonight.”

“Y eah, but | want some Chinese now.”

“Pushing the boundaries of a hedlthy relationship al the time, eh, Spencer?’ Albert looked way
too cocky for his own good. “But serioudy, we gotta finish wrapping up whatever loose ends we can
about this morning's fiasco. I’ ve dready been here twelve hours and it looks like I'll be here another eight
analyzing whatever forensic clues will give us any info.”

“Okay, where do we start now?’

“How did the burglar gain access?’

“l have no clue, Albert.”

“Nor do I; there are no traces of picked locks, broken windows, anything. This is one of the
cleanest break—ins|’ve ever witnessed in my career.”

“Who's good enough to get in without a trace?’

“Only a handful of the world's best, especidly in this place. Chrigt, this is the FBI—we don’t
leave the doors unlocked too often! The only way to comfortably get the kind of access that was offered
here would be to have your own set of keys.”

“David...”

“That’s my guess offhand, but we shouldn’t rule anything else out either. Anyone could have
gotten a key off of anyone who works in this section.”

“How many peopleisthat?’

“Twenty, maybe thirty. I’m never sure who the front desk is giving keys nowadays—some of the
temps even get them.”

“It is thoroughly conceivable that David could have taken my keys for an hour, copied the ones
that looked official, then dipped them back to me. | don't think he has enough gall to pull off the break—
in, though.”

“David's not that good, either, Dion. There wasn't a fingerprint in this place. Also, whoever did
the job hit the files with surgical precision. The rest of the chaos was smokescreen.”

“What makes you think so?’

“Why would someone break into an FBI office with unclassified files and take only two? There's
alot juicier stuff right down the hall. Whoever came in here did so with a definite intent.”

“What?’

“I don’'t have a clue. But there's got to be some connection between those John Does. And where
Windom Earle fits into this, | don’t know. But it makes my skin crawl more than just a bit when | think

what he might be up to.”

“Want me to bug David' s phone?’

“Get awarrant.”

“No prob—I’1l do that tomorrow. And I'll tell Meg to keep an ear out for anything odd. Mean-
while, I'm gonna go home and eat. Not Chinese, but hell, I'll live.”

“I'll cdl thereif anything turns up.”
“Goodbye, Albert.”

10



The engine revved after a long day of stress, crime, intrigue, adultery and cocaine. Today has
seen many vices | wish it didn't have to. For now off to a night of relative peace which will surely be
punctuated by the fights with Laura, bouts of her nicotine and my coke. Ah, one happy family again...

JArgent

(C:4

Albert has returned to his office at the Bureau; most of the others have gone home. He sits a his
desk and pulls out alega pad to make notes on the case. After pouring himself a cup of coffee, he scrib-
bles:

%/éfz V% WW%—MM&M/Z7

Albert buzzes his secretary on the intercom. “Hey, is there anything on those John Does | told
you to look up?’

She replies, “Not yet, sir. We know they’re murder victims, but they were never identified.” He
notes this. “ Anything else?’ she asks.

“Y eah. How about some food in here?’

“Yes, gr.” The intercom goes silent.

He continues to jot down notes.

Dwvid cgjame% LDsor Sw, Lrwra CS’W posaible”

IWntivation: /&MM—W 0@%——%&/@%7 W? Lwra—"7

He leans back in his chair and takes a good, strong gulp of coffee. Out of the corner of his eye, he
sees a young man and woman, the man apparently grasping the woman's wrist, walk quickly past the
open office door. Albert frowns, and gets on the intercom again.

“Hey, who was that? Hello?’ He taps the TALK button repeatedly, much as someone would flick
a burnt light bulb on and off in the hopes of regenerating the filament. “She's getting my dinner,” he
mutters. “ She's actually getting my dinner. Hot damn. Ladies and gentlemen, we have awinner.”

Albert writes some more, continuoudly watching his door. Sure enough, the young couple breezes
by again, this time in the opposite direction.

Albert dams the pencil and pad down on his desk and jogs to the door. He sticks his head out af-
ter the two and says, irritably, “Hey! Where do you think you're going? This is federal government prop-
erty, you know. You can't just run up and down these halowed hals as if it were a track course, for
God' s sake!”

The two immediately stop and turn around, as if drawn by Albert’s voice. An extraordinarily at-
tractive young man with a Nordic air about him approaches Albert’s door with a sense of purpose, more
or less dragging the young woman with him. She is extraordinarily attractive as well, and one can see the
family resemblance.

“Doctor Agent Albert Rosenfield,” the man says with a smile. “How nice to see you. May we
comein?’

Albert doesn't recognize either of them, and eyes the young man warily. “Do you have a pass?’

“Certainly.” The man produces one from the breast pocket of his down jacket and shows it to
Albert, who nods his approva and grudgingly beckons the two inside.

(C:4
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“May we take a seat?’ the young man smiles.

“Sure, go ahead,” Albert says, indicating a couple of utilitarian chairs in the corner. The male
visitor drags them in front of Albert’'s desk, turns to the woman, and says, “Business time, dear. Please
busy yoursalf for a while. I'll be out shortly, | hope.” He kisses her cheek, whispers something into her
ear, and leads her pointedly to the door. She obediently exits into the hallway, and the young man closes
the door behind her.

Albert is very suspicious. “What's going on? Do | know you?’

The man doesn’t answer immediately. He moves one of the chairs back to the corner, saying,
“We don't need that anymore.” Then he turns to Albert. “Yes, | believe you do know me. | doubt we' ve
ever redly officialy met, however. I’'m Anders Nilsson—a pleasure to finally make your acquaintance.”
He holds his hand out to shake.

Albert doesn’t reciprocate the action. “What the hell are you doing here? Get out immediately.”
He springs from his seat and begins to move toward the door.

Anders heads him off at the pass and forcibly restrains him with strong hands on Albert’s shoul-
ders. “Relax, Doctor Agent Rosenfield, you're in no danger. Please, have a seat.” He gestures toward
Albert’s plush office chair, and Albert carefully sits down.

“May | call you Albert?” Anders asks with an ever—so—subtle tilt of the head.

“| suppose it would save time,” Albert replies sarcagtically.

“Very well. | suppose you know why I’'m here. It concerns your...your account, let's cal it.” He
pulls a scrap of paper from his pocket and writes a number on it. He folds this scrap in two and carefully
placesit on Albert’s desk, diding it toward the agent as he does so.

Albert looks at Anders, then at the paper. He picks up the paper and unfolds it. His eyes go wide.
“What the hdl is this? Is this how much | owe you?’

“Yes, ar.”

“It's quite a bit of money, isn't it?’

Anders laughs softly. “Well, you use quite a bit of cocaine.”

Albert glares a him, seething. “What about this?” he asks, indicating some miscellaneous
charges.

Anders cranes his neck to see what Albert is pointing at. “Oh, I’'m so sorry—did you want item-
ized billing?’ he remarks dryly. He snatches the paper from Albert’s hands and fills in descriptions of the
charges, then hands it back to Albert, who examinesit criticaly.

“Labor? Travel expenses? What the hell...?’

“It's a pity you didn’'t pay your bill earlier. | had a very hard time trying to track you down; of
course, | had to tack onto your bill the expenses incurred during said tracking down. It's only fair.”

“I can't pay this.” Albert nervoudy gulps his coffee, his eyes on the dip of paper.

“Then you'd better start taking very, very smal sips of coffee,” Anders says quietly. “You'll get
no more cocaine until you pay. It's in the rules. And being the shrewd businessman | am, well...money
and the prompt delivery of it is quite important to me—I believe you have this same fedling toward co-
caine; am | correct?’

Albert looks panicked. “Let me get back to you. Will you give me aweek?’

“Tell you what,” Anders suggests, leaning across the desk, “I’ll visit you again within a week or
two. | strongly recommend having the money by then, Albert. | can’t overemphasize that point. Mean-
while...take your time. Y our supply can't last forever; we both know that.”

He stands up. “It was nice speaking to you, Albert. | have faith in our business relationship.”
Anders smiles a smile that somehow strikes terror into Albert’s heart. “ See you later, then?’

“Yeah, later,” Albert mutters, and clenches the paper in his hand as Anders saunters out the door.

o3



It's 8:00 PM, and David lays Emily down to deep. He smiles at her angelic expression, and re-
turns to the computer. He runs his fingers through his hair, stares at the screen, and begins to write some
more.

There's a knock at the door. David immediately looks at Emily to make sure she's adeep; sheis.
He opens the door a hand' s width to find Anders on his stoop.

“Mr. Spencer. Good evening. May | comein?’ he smiles.

“Um...I redly wish you wouldn’t. My nieceis adeep, and I’ d hate to wake her.”

Anders grins. “Oh, | love babies!” he gushes, with a hint of sarcasm. “May | see her?’ He edges
in the door, past David, who watches him helplesdy. As David closes the door, he sees Anders's red
Miata in the driveway; in the passenger’s seat is a woman who must surely be a model. She takes a drink
from an Evian bottle, then catches David's eye.

help me

David is startled, and looks around to see who might have spoken. There is no one. He shakes his
head and closes the door.

Andersislooking Emily over critically. “She's a very beautiful baby. Y our niece, you say?’

David gently picks Em up. “Y es—my brother’s daughter.”

Anders nods. “I see. You're not married, are you?’

“No...no, I'm not.”

“Yes, well, we're young; there's still time for marriage, right?” Anders sits down and lights a
cigarette. David frowns and shifts Emily to his other shoulder.

“Let’s cut to the chase, shall we?’ Anders says. “I’m sure you know why I'm here.” He blows a
perfect smoke ring straight up into the air.

“Yes, yes, | do,” David replies. “Let me get your money.”

“I’d appreciateit.”

David takes Emily to his bedroom. He opens the drawer containing his drug supply and parapher-
nalia, and scansit for money. There is none. David begins to swest.

“How about a check?’ David asks as he walks back into the living room where Anders is making
himself comfortable.

“Ooh...bit sticky, aren’t they? Eminently traceable. I'd rather not.”

“I have no cash...please, | can pay you. Let me make it out to Cash. And if you come into any
trouble because of it, I'll take the blame.” He bites his lip and waits for a response.

Anders considers this offer. “Yes...okay. | suppose that’s fair.”

David whips out his checkbook and makes out a check for the amount Anders dictates. He rips it
out of the book.

“Here you go. Thanks for being so understanding.”

“Oh, no problem,” Anders replies, taking the check. “Pleased to have done business with you.”
He smiles. “And you have a wonderful niece.” He pinches her foot, not too hard, but enough to wake her
up.

Emily whines, then turnsto look at Anders. She begins to bawl.

“Hmm...maybe | take that back,” Anders laughs. “Later, Mr. Spencer.” He backs out the door. A
moment later, the Miata fires up and tears away.

David carefully bounces his niece and whispers, “Shh, baby, it's okay...Emmie, your daddy’s
gonna come for you soon...”

Emily cries even louder. David sighs.

(¢4

The Miata speeds into the darkness of the night. Rebekka finally gets up the courage to spesk:
“Anders, where are we going?’
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Anders replies, his eyes on the road as they go ever faster, “Lydia s hotel.” He glances at his sis-
ter. “New girl.”
“Oh,” Rebekka says smply, and looks out her window.

* *x %

They pull into the parking lot of a midclass hotel. Anders turns off the car, gets out, and dams the
door. He heads for the hotel entryway without even waiting for his sister to catch up—which she eventu-
ally does, choking for breath.

The twins breeze into the lobby. A short-haired brunette is at the front desk, and she looks up as
they enter. “Anders,” she says. “I’ve been waiting for you.” She stands up and walks languorously toward
him.

“Lydia,” Anders smiles dmost sincerely, and wraps his arm lithely around her waist as she cozies
up to him. “I’ve been waiting for you.” They kiss. Rebekka shifts uncomfortably and scans the pictures on
thewalls.

“Lyds,” Anders continues, “book.”

“Excuse me?’ she says. “Book?’

“Yeah,” he says sarcastically, “one of those squarish things, you know, with these really thin pa-
pers all piled up between a couple heavy sheets of cardboard? A book.”

“I know what abook is, asshole,” Lydiareplies. “There re somein the little library area off to the
side there.”

“Fan—damn—astic,” Anders mutters, and walks swiftly to the library. Lydia and Rebekka follow
him.

Once in the library, Anders carefully selects a hardbound book, one with no jacket. He puts it flat
on awriting desk in the corner, and pulls out a small Ziploc bag of cocaine, which he proceeds to empty
onto the book’s cover. Lydia turns to Rebekka. “ So,” she asks, “how’ ve you been?’

“Oh, fine, thank you,” shelies. “And you?’

“Not bad...the hotel business is going pretty well,” Lydia replies. She turns to Anders, who is
carefully cutting the cocaine into lines with arazor blade. “Y ou' re here to speak with the new girl?’

“Mmm-hmm,” Anders says, distracted. “An interview, of sorts.” He begins to snort his neat lines
with atightly—rolled bill.

“1 think you'll be pleasantly surprised,” Lydia adds. She turns to Rebekka. “He aways uses a
book? Not a mirror? How strange.”

“WEell, he doesn’t like the sound...you know, the sound of a blade on glass.” Rebekka bites her lip
nervously. “May we talk about something else?’

Lydia smiles. “There s really not that much to talk about, sweetie. Just relax.”

Anders picks his head up, sniffs a couple times, and carefully wipes any residue off his nose.
“Bekkers, you stay down here. I’'m going up to see her.” He stands up. “Lydia, you can clean up.” He
gestures vaguely toward the desk.

“Clean up after your own damn slf. I’'m not amaid,” Lydia says bitingly.

“I'll do it,” Rebekka interjects. Anders glances at her. “Fine, fine, great, super. I'll see both of you
later.” He heads for the elevator.

“I'll be at the front desk if you need me, Bekkers,” Lydia offers, and puts an almost reassuring
hand on Rebekka s shoulder. She heads off to the lobby, leaving Rebekka to tidy up after her brother.

As she dutifully dusts off the book and replaces it in its dot on the shelf, pockets the tiny bag and
finally runs her hand over the surface of the desk, she thinks, My God, look a me, look what I’'ve be-
come. She falsinto the desk chair and begins to weep.

o3
Anders knocks confidently on the door to room 233. After a couple seconds, a youngish girl, per-

haps 26, opens it. She has amost shoulder—ength wavy dark brown hair and is dressed in a sensua gown;
she looks tired and lost. Anders smiles and walksin.
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“Hello again,” he says. “How are you tonight?’

“I'm okay, | guess,” the girl answers nervoudy. She's still standing by the door, not quite sure
what to do with herself.

Anders gestures toward the bed. “Please, sit down. Would you like some ice water?’ He walks
over to the cold, swesting carafe of water on the dresser. The girl nods, and Anders pours a glass for her.

As he handsit to her, he says, “I can tell you're alittle nervous. There's no reason for that. Relax.
Thisis just alittle interview.” He smiles and picks up a clipboard from the dresser. “Are we ready?’ he
asks, and pulls up a chair across from her. He sits in it backwards and looks at her expectantly. She takes
asip from her glass and nods, unsure.

“Well, then—let’s get started. Y ou’ re from where, now?’ Anders asks.

“Washington state. Twin Peaks.”

He notes this. “Can’t say |'ve ever heard of it.”

“It' skind of asmall town...that's partly why | left.”

“Understandable.” He writes down a few more things, then looks up from the clipboard. “Why
are you doing this?’ he asks.

“I...I need the money.” She swallows hard.

“But surely there are other means of making money,” Anders points out.

The girl smileswryly. “Not this kind of money.”

Anders nods. “Good point. Okay, now, have you done this kind of thing before?’

“Yes.”

“Where?’

“One-Eyed Jack’s. It's in Canada.”

“I see.” He sniffsand writes this down. “Y ou were a ‘ hostess 7’

“Yes.”

Anders smiles softly to himsalf. “Would you...” He leans in to whisper in the girl’s ear, a lewd
half—smile on his face. The girl blushes and says, “Yeah, | guess s0.”

“Really? Hmm. Good.” He makes a few more notes, examines the sum total of his interview
notes, then writes down three figures and shows them to the girl. “This,” he says, indicating the first
number, “is what you could charge. This,” pointing to the second, “is what I’d receive. “And this is your
share.” He circles the final number and hands the clipboard to the girl.

Her eyes go wide. Anders smiles and takes back the notes. “ So, do we have adeal ?’ he asks.

“Yeah, | think we do.” The girl looks up a him happily.

“Great. We won't regret this,” Anders promises. He stands up to leave. At the door he turns
around and says, “Oh, one more thing. What was your name again?’

“Oh,” the girl says, “it's Ronette. Just Ronette.”

“Ronette,” Anders repeats. “I'll be seeing you later, Ronette.” He leaves the room, closing the
door behind him.

o3

Anders bounds out of the elevator and over to Lydia. “Hey, where's Bekkers?' he asks.

“She’ s outside—said she needed some air,” Lydiareplies. “So when are we going to have another
date?’ She bats her eyelashes at Anders.

He laughs, stoned. “One of these days, Lyds. | promise.” He puts on his lecherous smile again
and leansin for akiss.

Lydia forcibly pushes him away. “Get away from me, Nilsson, you libidinous jerk,” she says
half5okingly. Anders backs off and laughs, running his hand through his hair. “I’ll see you later, Lyds—
and that’s a promise. Or athreat.” He bows extravagantly and giggles, hysterical, as he heads out the front
door to his sister.

* k% %

15



Rebekka is shivering on the front step, hugging herself for warmth. She's smoking a cigarette,
which Anders pulls from her lips and throws to the pavement. “Nasty habit, Bekkers,” he chides, tsking
her.

She turns to face him and looks straight into his eyes. “Why did you drag me aong with you to-
night?” she demands. “Did you think | would be even remotely interested in the next whore for your col-
lection? Or did you want me around just to clean up after your ‘nasty habit’?” Her blue eyes flash with the
anger she's never expressed. “Lydia s not exactly my friend, either,” she continues, “and | was forced to
make small talk with her for ages while you pulled in yet another unsuspecting girl, am | right? And
you're so stoned—"

Anders nonchalantly produces a handgun from his pocket. Rebekka immediately focuses on it
and puts up her hands as if to shield herself. “No, no, Anders,” she whimpers. “Don’t hurt me. Don’t
shoot me, Anders. No, please...don't kill me...” She backs up against the wall and closes her eyes.

He puts the gun against her heart. “Open your eyes, you silly bitch,” he says. Rebekka takes one
look at the gun and begins to sob. “Oh, relax, I'm not going to kill you,” Anders says, exasperated. He
watches her cry for afew seconds, then grabs her hair and pulls her head back. He whispers violently into
her ear: “I don't care if you're my family. | don't care if you're my sister—my twin sister. It al boils
down to the fact that | own you, just like | own all the other girls. Remember that. Never forget it.”

He lets go of her long hair and dlowly puts the gun away. Rebekka dides down the wall, heaving
huge, wrenching sobs. Anders regards her curioudly, then pulls her up by her aready—bruised wrist and
walks camly to the car. He throws his sister into her seat and drives home.

(¢

Why does he aways take so damned long to get to the door? | rang the bell for the fifth time, and
finaly I could hear a response other than Emily crying in the kitchen. A toilet flushed and David stum-
bled out into the hall, or so it sounded from outside. “David, open the door, will ya?’

The lock clicked swiftly and David hunched back away from the door. | waited a second and then
entered. Emily’s bawling was amplified by the acoustics inside. My entrance failed to soothe her. She
could always smell the stuff on me. David had hunched into a corner, looking pretty sick. From the smell
of it, he'd just vomited all over the bathroom. “What happened to you?’

“Just go away, take Em and go home.”

“No—what the hell happened here?” | looked down at his inner elbow and saw what | didn’t
want to see, afresh track mark. “Jesus, David, with Emily in the room!? My God...”

“You don’t understand, I—"

“The hdl | don't. | leave my daughter with you and you go shoot up in front of her? Realy damn
dick.” David just dumped down in the corner. He had no explanation and offered none. His checkbook
was lying out beneath the lamp and it looked freshly written in. Next to it was a crumpled—up check. No
amount had been written, but the name read “ Anders Nil—" and then was crossed out. For some unknown
reason this rang a bell, but | wasn’'t sure why. David had by now officially passed out in the corner, an
impressive feat with young Em crying in the corner. Thinking that if nothing else, now would be a good
time to check and see if David was involved with Windom Earle at all, | began quickly searching through
whatever papers and notes were lying around. David wasn’t exactly the filing cabinet type, and it was not
unlikely that | would find something incriminating lying on the coffee table.

A moment of searching revealed nothing, and from behind me, Meg let herself in. “Hi. David's
passed out on smack over there if you want to check him out.” She gasped and ran to his side. | think she
dialed 911, but | was too far away to tell and too close to Em to hear. Deciding that there wasn't much
more | could accomplish here, and realizing that tonight was probably not the best of nights to be late for
dinner with Laura, | grabbed Em, much to her displeasure, and bolted out the door.

JArgent
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// he's only 20 minutes late. don’t get mad. it’s been worse. it'll get worse. it's okay now. //

Laura turns the oven off completely, hoping the chicken will stay warm but not dry out. She
checks the place settings again, uncorks the wine, and pours herself a glass. She then goes out on the
porch, lights a cigarette, and has a drink.

/I wine is nothing without a good smoke. if i quit, i’d only be a bitch and dion certainly wouldn’t want
that. //

A car windsits way down the road and Laura looks expectantly...but it's not Dion. Neighbor.

/I damn you, laura, why did you do this to yourself? married? a baby? thank god for em. if it weren’t for
you, em, i’d be certifiable by now. //

Dion’s car pulls into the driveway and he carries Emily up to the porch, looking at Laura disgust-
edly.

“What's the problem, Dion?’

“You're smoking again.”

“At least I'm killing myself dowly, darlin’. How is she?’

“What do you mean?! Who?!”

“I mean Emily, sweetheart. Were you doting on another ‘she’ tonight?’

“That'sit, Laura. I'm putting her to bed and then you better say what it is you want to say!”

Dion does so while Laurafinishes her cigarette and wine outside. Then Dion comes down and sits
on the floor at her feet. “Can we talk after dinner, Laura? I'm starving.”

“Why, Dion,” Laura says in a mock southern—belle voice, “I do beieve you are humbled. What
on earth for?’

“Look, | had a scare tonight. David had overdosed and thrown up when | went to pick her up. We
can’t have her around that anymore. It's going too far now. He booted up right in front of my little girl!”

“Oh, and where was n little girl? Huh?’

“You know what | mean.”

“All right. We'll find a drug—free babysitter. But I'm going to call David later and tell him he's
lost the babysitting gig. Bastard. | had to give up al that stuff. Why shouldn’t he have to? What are we
gonna do about work tomorrow? Neither of us can afford to not go. It's not like that place is any more
straight—edge than David’s house.”

“Laura, where do you get these ideas?’

“I don't know, honey. Guess I'm just bein’ silly,” she giggles through her anger and hugs Dion’'s
neck.

/l'i can't talk to him right now. i'm so tired i might lose control. i don't want em to wake up because
we're screaming at each other. //

They proceed into the dining room and Laura serves the dinner. They eat silently, cautioudy, and
decide they’ll talk “another time.”

Misirlou

o3
That night...

A Telephone Conversation Between Laura and Ronette

Lauraz  Helo?

Ronette: Y es—Laura?

Laurac  Speaking.. .How may | help you?

Ronette:  (Pause.) Laura, it's Ronnie.

Lauras  (Shocked silence. Then:) Ronette? Isit you?
Ronette:  Yeah...

Lauraa  Oh, my God, | haven’t seen you since—
Ronette:  The wedding.

Laura  Thewedding? Wow.
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Ronette: | missyou, Laura.

Lauraa  Where are you, Ronnie?

Ronette:  In town.

Lauras  You left TP?

Ronette: Well, after you moved out, the town kinda died. It was empty without you. | had like no
friends...| wanted to start over, like you did. | figured we both had a chance, you know?

Laurac  Hell of aplace to start over. (They laugh.) Do you have ajob?

Ronette: Well, yeah, sort of.

Lauras  You haveto tell meal about it, all about everything. We have some catching up to do. Where
are you staying?

Ronette:  Oh, thislittle hotel. Pretty nice—not as nice as the Great Northern, but hey, I’m not complain-
ing.

Lauras  You awayswere atrooper.

Ronette: (Long pause.) Can | meet you for lunch sometime?

Lauras  Yeah. Lemme check my schedule, and I'll get back to you, okay?

Ronette:  That’ s right...you’ re the career woman now.

Lauras  (Laughs) | guess so. And I’'m amom, too—you knew that, right?

Ronette:  No, you never told me.

Lauraa  Weéll, we have alot of catching up to do, then. Can | pick you up sometime?

Ronette:  Let me meset you.

Lauras  Yeah. Soon, | promise.

Ronette:  (Pause.) Love you, Laura.

Lauras  Youtoo, Ronnie. Bye.

Ronette: Bye.

(G

Rebekka stands at a pay phone with a handful of change. It's past midnight and more than alittle
freaky out on the street, but Anders left to do God—knows-what and this is the only time she has to cal
Thomas.

Damn, she thinks to herself, this would be a great time to have a calling card. The phone rings at
the other end—a voice tells her to deposit the precise amount of coinage for the calling area. She shoves
the quarters in the phone, dropping two of them in her haste. When she's nervous she gets
clumsy...Anders always told her she couldn’t do anything right...

Thomas picks up the phone a his apartment. “Hello?’

“Thomas, it'sme. | need aplace to stay. | can't take Anders anymore.”

“Y ou can aways stay here. Y ou know that.”

“Thanks, Thomas—you're the one good thing | can depend on in my life.”

“Areyou at the hotel? | can come and pick you up nearby...”

“No—wait, I'm at a gas station a few blocks away. Anders is gone right now; running an errand
for a client, | suppose...I didn't want a record of our cal on the bill a the hotel...Anders keeps track of
stuff like that. I’ll be at your place in a half-hour. | didn’t take anything with me...didn’t want Anders to
know I’'m leaving.”

“Okay, Rebekka, see you soon.” He adds in a softer tone, “You still have stuff at my apartment
from the last time you were here.”

“Bye.”

She hangs up, looks around to see if Anders could be anywhere watching her; satisfied that he
isn't, she takes off down the block and hails a cab—no small feat during the transit strike in Philadelphia.

As she reaches for the handle of the cab, aguy near her tries for the same car.

“Hey, how much for adate?’ the nondescript “suit” asks.
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“Get lost!” Bekkers sneers at him as she dives into the vehicle and gives the driver Thomas's ad-
dress. God, she thinks to herself, I hope Thomas has the money to pay the cabbie. She counts the few
meager bills that she managed to take with her. She didn’t dare rip off any of Anders's cash. If she had
done that, she would really be dead.

As the cab pulls away from the curb, the “suit” watches it leave, then walks over to the same
phone that Rebekka had just used a few minutes ago.

He punches the numbers on the phone. Not reaching the person he wants, he leaves a message.

“Hey, what gives? | just saw your girl tonight and she was none too friendly.”

Carlotta
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Thomas is standing outside in the apartment complex parking lot, settling the bill with the cab
driver. Rebekka has aready gone inside and has curled up on the sofa, just happy to be somewhere safe,
someplace normal. Thisiswhat life should be. She should be in a nice little place with nice furniture, with
someone who cared about her. Lots of laughter—good stuff. Warm fuzzy stuff. Not this whacked—out life
Anders has dragged her into.

She sighs and pulls a pillow towards her and cuddles it like a stuffed animal.

“Rebekka, is there anything you need? You look exhausted.” Thomas locks the deadbolt behind
him now that he’s back in his place.

“God, you wouldn't believe it...he pulled a damn gun on me. Said he wouldn't use it, but | don’t
trust him right now...”

“I believeit, ‘Bekka.” He sits down next to her on the sofa. “Y ou have got to get away from him.
He' s draggin’ you down with him. Y ou deserve to be treated better than this.”

“But, Thomas, he is my brother and my only family here. | can’'t leave him...He wasn't aways
like this. It can be good again.”

Thomas sighs, and puts his arm around her. “Rebekka, | can never change your mind about your
brother. But you can start alife of your own. | love you.”

The two settle in for the night. Thomas puts Rebekka in his bedroom and he deeps on the sofa, a
ritual they follow every time she comesto his place to seek refuge. He checks the clock on the wall before
turning in. It's 2:20 am...tomorrow is another workday. Lights off...

His deep is shattered by pounding on his apartment door.

“BEKKERS, BEKKERS, | KNOW YOU’'RE IN THERE! YOU THINK YOU'RE SO DAMN
CUTE RUNNING AWAY TO YOUR LITTLE HERO.”

The pounding continues as Anders raves like a madman in the hallway. “DIDN’'T THINK I'D
FIND YA, HUH? BUT | GOT FRIENDS, YOU KNOW—THEY TELL ME STUFF. | CAN FIND YOU
ANYTIME | WANT. REMEMBER THAT, BEKKERS...”

Rebekka cowers under the covers in the bedroom, too frightened to move. If only he'd just go
away, she prays.

Thomas, in the living room, makes no move to the door, just stays quiet. The noise stops and the
slenceis amost as scary to Rebekka as the violence that preceded it.

In the night Thomas and Rebekka hear the crack and retort of three rounds of gunfire. In the
morning Thomas will find the windshield of his car cracked and shattered where the bullets entered.

Carlotta
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Anders peels off a hundred—dollar bill and givesit to the cabbie.
“I told you that if the information you gave me was good—that you would be rewarded with
more money...the good shall always be rewarded,” he laughs.
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If it hadn't been for that call he got from one of his regulars, he wouldn't have known that
Bekkers got into a cab around here. Finding the cab wasn’t that hard. He smiles; this was the first time he
ever got a handle on where Bekkers would disappear at times. Now he felt smug. He was in control
again...to some extent. At least he knew where to find his little sister when he needed her. Bet he rattled
her chains with his little act at the apartment complex...

Morning in Thomas's apartment finds Rebekka pouring a cup of coffee into a mug. Neither she
nor Thomas got much seep. Thomas has just left to go to work so she's pretty much on her own right
now...She hears the tumblers of the deadbolt click and holds her breath as the door opens.

“God! Thomas, you gave me ascare. | thought you left!”

“Yeah, wdl, | thought I'd be merrily fighting the traffic on the highway too—but | found out
what that noise was last night. Y ou oughta see my car.”

“What happened?’ Rebekka puts her coffee down on the table.

“Looks like Anders took his frustration out on my windshield.”

“Oh. Thomas, I’'m sorry—I shouldn’t have gotten you into this. He's never found me here before.
I’m sorry, redly, thisisterrible.”

“Hey, Anders is nothing—the scary part comes now. | gotta talk to the claims department of my
insurance company,” he quips with a half-hearted smile on his face.

He picks up the phone and dials a number. Looks like I'm gonna be late for work today, he thinks
as helistens to the ringing at the other end...

Carlotta
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After avery long day, Albert arrives at his spacious townhouse apartment and slams the door be-
hind him. He shrugs off his trench coat and drapes it over the back of a chair; he's too tired to be neat. He
heads straight to his bedroom where he removes his tie and unbuttons the first two buttons of his shirt,
then collapses onto his plush bed and deeps. His mind and body are exhausted from being denied rest for
nearly 24 hours; he does not dream.

Meanwhile...

In the back of the ambulance, Meg holds David's hand and gently brushes the thick black hair
back from his forehead. Damn, David, she thinks, not again. I’ ve done this so often for you that it's a-
most rote. But it sill hurts, every time. She looks up at the technicians, trying not to cry. “I’'m Doctor
Wilson, the chief pharmacologist at the hospital. Thisis my patient,” she says. “I can take care of him.”
The medics shrug, having stabilized David for the ride. “Okay, Doctor,” one of them nods.

“WEe're going to need naloxone 1V stat, and epinephrine on standby if he goes into arrest,” Meg
dictates, and one of the medics immediately injects David with a healthy dose of naloxone, a strong anti-
dote for narcotic overdose.

Meg takes a deep breath. “David, can you hear me?’

David dtirs; his eyes open dightly. “My angel...”

“David,” Meg says sternly, “David, hang on—we need you!”

He takes a difficult breath. “I didn’t do it in front of her. Tell him that,” he manages.

She looks at him curioudly. “Tell who, David?’ she prods, trying to keep him conscious.

“Dion. Tell Dion | never, ever did.” He sighs. “Anders.”

The name rings a bell; Meg's eyes narrow. “Anders...Anders Nilsson?’ she asks. “Did he do this
to you?’

“Too strong, maybe,” he mutters. “Did he mean to...? | didn’t do this...I didn’t want to die...”

“You won't die,” Meg says firmly. Anders Nilsson, she thinks. Isn’t he a patient of mine? Yes,
that smooth—talking Jekyll-and—Hyde Swede with the severe cocaine addiction and, | see now, a penchant
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for sadism. His poor, poor sister. “And I'll be speaking personaly to Mr. Nilsson,” she adds under her
breath, and squeezes David' s hand reassuringly as the ambulance speeds in to the hospital. He's taken out
on a stretcher, bound for the ER.

(C:4

Thomas stops at the grocery store on the way home from work. He picks up food from the deli
section for supper, and then some flowers at a kiosk—an odd assortment of tulips, daisies, a couple of
roses and statice. Kind of a country garden thing, he thinks as he heads for the check—out line in the store.

As he leaves he has to remind himself to look for the loaner car he's driving while his car is get-
ting fixed. It's a damn good thing his policy covers the expense of getting the loaner; at least it's decent.
Right now if he had to rent a car on his own it'd probably come from Rent—-A—-\Wreck. Not that he doesn't
make a decent paycheck, but, hey, aguy’s got expenses...

Fifteen minutes later he arrives at his apartment and unlocks the door. Rebekka is till there. He
cals out, “Oh, June—I’m home!”

“Isthat you, Ward? Y ou need to have atak with the Beaver.”

Out of character, he replies, “Boy, would | like to ever!”

Bekkers, smiling, swats him. “Get your mind outta the gutter! Boy, have you been watching too
much Nick At Nite kinda stuff.”

Thomas hands her the bouquet. “For you...”

“Geg, thanks.”

Rebekka pads over to the kitchen and rummages through the cabinets to find an oversized glass to
put the flowers in water. Tom follows with the bags of food. She takes them and checks the contents of
the deli cartons. “Hmmmm, looks like a little veggie lasagna, and some salad. How thoughtful.”

“Yeah, | spare no expense.”

He watches her get out the plates. She's wearing one of his white shirts, a pair of jeans, and is
barefoot. He finds it tempting, but tonight he is too exhausted to even try anything.

Grabbing a plate of food, he heads toward the living room, plops down on the sofa, and flings one
leg easily up on the coffee table. His foot taps against an open book on the table...Clinical Laboratory
Tests: Values and Implications.

“Geez, Rebekka, what are you doing reading this stuff? Some light entertainment?’

“Uh—you forget—I did have aspirations of being a doctor at one time, remember?’ She avoids
his eyes when she talks.

Thomas, changing the subject: “Work has been a bear lately.”

“You wannatak about it?’

Thomas sighs, “You know | can't tell you much...but the place is a rea disaster. Albert, you
know, my boss, Albert Rosenfield; he's been worse than normal. He's usualy acerbic, but now he's
reaching for new heights in office etiquette. Seems like his outside life is redlly starting to creep into the
office. Someone mentioned that some strange people came to pay him a call about some persona busi-
ness...glad | was occupied el sewhere in the building. Got a lot of reports to catch up on...”

Rebekka concentrates very hard on dishing out food for herself and takes a deep breath. She re-
members. She remembers the nameplate on the desk when she accompanied Anders on a business visit
the other day. Anders made her wait outside the office while he talked to the “client”. Albert, Albert
Rosenfield. Oh shit...

Carlotta
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Rebekka answers the phone while Thomas is out of the apartment.

Rebekka: Hello?

Anders.  Yes, hdlo to you, my loving sister.

Rebekka: What do you want, Anders?

Anders.  I’'m just calling to check on you, love.

Rebekka: [groang]

Anders.  Don't worry, | have no intention of disturbing your home away from home. | must say | am
feeling refreshed and that | am on a much more even temperament today. Hope | didn’t disturb
you on my visit the other night.

Rebekka: [quietly] What do you want, Anders?

Anders.  [smiling] Why, Bekkers, | don't want anything now. Y ou should have told me about your boy-
friend—and who he works for.

Rebekka: | didn't think it was important...

Anders.  Aucontraire [he snaps]. Take your time playing house for now. | am occupied with new busi-
ness interests at the present. But come home soon or I'll come and get you. Are you sleeping
with him? Are you?

Rebekka: No! No...not yet, it's just—

Anders.  Listen to me carefully, now: | want any handy information about his boss or his work that you
come across. It may be useful to me one day. Bye, Bekkers, for now.

Tearswell in Rebekka' seyes.
Carlotta
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It sounds like Thomas is at the door. Rebekka arranges herself on the couch and brushes the tears
from her eyes. She takes a few deep breaths, blinks a few times, and smiles, just as the door opens and
Thomas walksin.

“Hey, Bekka Sorry about that,” he says as he closes and locks the door behind him.

“Oh, no problem,” she assures him. He sits down next to her and puts his arm around her. “ Say,
Thomas,” Rebekka begins, snuggling closer to him, “1 want to know more about this Albert. Maybe | can
help you make your office situation a bit more bearable if | can get insde this guy’s head, you know?’
She laughs; inside she is berating herself for being Anders's puppet. So willing to be used.

“Well, it's really hard to get into his head,” Thomas says. “He's redlly taented, | mean, he's the
best there is. Me, | don’'t work with him much, because I'm till low man on the totem pole, you know?’
Rebekka smiles. “1 know we have this other pathologist on staff, Sam Stanley...I haven't seen him around
much either. | hear he cracked some big cases some years back. Anyway, somehow | suspect Albert's
relegated him to tests and stuff, you know, nothing too complex. And that’s a shame.” He shifts a little to
get more comfortable. “And Doctor Spencer, same thing. And she's redly good.” Rebekka thinks,
Spencer. David Spencer, right? Oh, God...

Thomas continues, “Albert knows he's the best, and | think he thrives on that. He doesn't like to
give the rest of us a chance. Hey, do you want some wine?’ He stands up and heads for the kitchen area.

“Um, sure, but only one glass, okay?’ Rebekka smiles. She tries to collect her thoughts as
Thomas pours two glasses of wine. “Does he have any family?’ she asks.

“He’'s an only child, I've heard,” Thomas replies, as he hands a glass to Rebekka. “And his par-
ents are still around somewhere, but | don't think he's very close with them. He's definitely single,” he
smiles. “And no significant other, either. Too bad, en?’

Rebekka takes a sip of wine. “Y eah, too bad,” she echoes.

Thomas appears to be on aroll, happy to get out his frustrations. “He drinks coffee constantly—I
mean, we al live on caffeine, but he's alittle different...] don't know.” He drinks his wine thoughtfully.



“I don’t know enough about him to postulate on that particular habit.” He turns to Rebekka and smiles,
truly happy.

Rebekka returns the smile, dightly less genuine, and is sick to her stomach at her false shows of
affection. “Thanks, Thomas; | think that by telling me al of this, you're alot more secure in your profes-
siona relationship with Albert, right?” She grins.

He laughs. “You know, you'reright! | guess| just needed to get all that out. Thanks, Bekka.” He
kisses her gently. Rebekka smiles mournfully and puts down her wineglass.

“I have to go, Thomas.” She stands up sowly; Thomas rises as well. “Anders Il kill me if | don’t
get home soon...I’'m sorry. | wish | could stay here forever. | fed safe and...and norma here.” She puts
her arms around him and buries her face in his neck. “I don't want to leave; | don't ever want to leave
herel” she whispers.

“So don't leave. You can stay here.”

Rebekka shakes her head violently. “No, no, no, | can't, | can’'t! | have to go home.” She cries,
helpless.

Thomas holds her reassuringly. “Hey, sweetie,” he says softly and takes a step back. He wipes the
tears from Rebekka s face and smiles. “It'll be okay. You're strong. You can make it. And I’'m aways,
aways here for you. Now go on home, because | know you have to. Let me drive you,” he offers,

“Oh, no, no—I couldn’'t ask you to do that. It’'s...too dangerous. | can walk, | guess. It's not too
far, and it's a nice day. And, look, I'd even left some good walking shoes here from last time.” She
smiles, trying to cheer hersdlf up.

“I"m keeping an eye on your brother. If he so much aslooks at you funny, | swear, I'll—"

Bekkers puts a finger on his lips. “Don’'t swear anything, Thomas. You can’t plan anything with
my brother. He's very voldtile. You have to take him one day at atime.” She gazes into his eyes, then
turns to go. “I think I’'m all set...Oh, your shirt,” she redlizes. “I’m wearing your shirt...” She fingers the
collar nervoudly, silently wondering what Anders would do to her if he saw her wearing Thomas's shirt.

“It's okay, Bekka. You can keep it. | want you to have it,” Thomas manages. “Or you can use it
as an excuse to see me again—you know, like, ‘But | have to return this shirt, Andersl’” He smiles
brightly.

Rebekka laughs despite hersalf. “Okay. | will.” What the hell, she rationalizes. If he would kill
me for being here in the first place, what could possibly be the punishment for wearing a shirt? She picks
up her purse and her bag of clothes and dides into her shoes. She kisses Thomas. “Bye,” she whispers,
and dips out the door.

(C:4

Meg sneaks into David's room, where he's staying overnight. She has put on her lab coat and
tries to be professional. She picks up his chart and looks it over. David wakes from a light deep.

“Hello, David,” Meg manages. “How are you feding?’

“Okay, | guess,” David answers. He regards his IV absurdly. “What' s this for?’

“Just glucose. Y ou were alittle hypoglycemic—nothing to worry about,” Meg assures him.

“Why am | till here?’

“It’s procedure.”

“No, it's not.”

“You know, that worries me, David,” Meg says carefully, replacing David's chart on the end of
his bed. She pulls up a chair at his bedside. “The very fact that you know this...this ‘ritud’ by heart is un-
nerving. That's not normal...it"s not normal for someone to have gone through this so many times. |—"

“Margaret, when will you learn? When will you goddam let me go?’ He sinks back onto his pil-
low and closes his eyes.

Meg is startled. “You said you didn’t want to die.”

“No...I didn't. But since I’ ve been holed up here, stone cold sober and drifting in and out of con-
sciousness, |I've been doing some thinking. My life is shit. It is,” he insists, before Meg can contradict
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him. “1 write worthless books, | teach a bunch of no—good, ambitionless jerks, | can't commit to a rela
tionship, the only family ties | had going for me were severed today by a misunderstanding, and I’ve more
or less sold my soul to heroin. What do | have left?’

“You...you have me,” Meg chokes.

“Y ou want to change me. And | can’t change.”

Meg considers this. “David, you don't believe those things you said. | know you don’t. Your
books have won awards. Y ou love teaching. Y ou...we have a good relationship. I’ ve never made you feel
like you have to commit, have |7’

“No,” he admits. “You haven't.”

“There you go. As for family..wdll, if it was a misunderstanding, I’'m sure you can patch it up.
And | can put you on detox.”

“Again? Meg, it doesn’'t work. It's never worked for longer than aweek at mogt. | hateit.”

“David, thisisn't you. You're never o bitter. | don't like this.”

David sighs. “Meg, please go away. | don’t want to talk to you right now.”

Meg stands up slowly and silently leaves the room.

(¢4

Rebekka lets herself in once at her and her brother’s largish apartment. “Anders,” she calls out.
‘P

She stops abruptly when she hears the strains of serious fluting from the bedroom. Rebekka rec-
ognizes the piece Anders is playing as a particularly intricate Mozart sonata, one of which he is very
proud. To disturb him now would mean trouble later. She opts instead to remain silent. She carefully puts
her bag of effects on the kitchen table and, grabbing a magazine, heads for the couch. This isn’t so bad
after al, she thinks. | like it when he's involved in his music—that means he's not involved with me. |
wish | could change out of this shirt before he sees me in it, though, and he's in the bedroom, so | can’t.
She frowns and flips through the magazine aimlesdly.

After al five movements, the music stops. Rebekka is leaning back on the couch with her eyes
closed, relishing the relative normalcy of life at the Nilsson household at the moment. “Anders?’ she
cals, lifting up her head and looking down the hallway to the bedroom.

There is no response. Rebekka peels hersalf lazily from the couch and ambles to the bedroom.
Anders is putting away his flute and music. He doesn’t look up at his sister, who has wrapped one arm
around the doorframe. “Anders? Did you hear me?’ He continues to tidy up. “I’m home. Are you hungry?
| could make something—" Anders stands up and looks at her coldly for a split second as he heads past
her out the bedroom door. Rebekka follows, ready to offer a few choice words. Anders douches into a
chair and grabs a catalog. His sheer indifference somehow ruins the effect, and Rebekka loses her nerve.

Defeated, she sinks into a chair across from her brother. “I have some information for you,
Anders,” she whispers. “Do you want to hear it now?’

Anders does not respond. He continues to leisurely glance through the catal og.

Bekkers looks at him desperately. “Anders, do you want to hear what | learned today?’ Again, no
response. “Is this my punishment? That you won't speak to me?’ she cries. “I don't understand. | came
home...I came home to you. | did exactly what you told me to do. | don’'t understand! Why won't you
speak to me?’ Sheis confused and upset, and beginning to become very, very afraid.

Anders smply says, “Nice shirt, Rebekka,” then stands up, tosses the catalog onto the chair, and
heads out the door. Rebekka runs to the door and yells after her brother, “Where are you going?’

“Out,” he replies, gets into his Miata, and speeds off. Rebekka stands at the door, dumbfounded.
It dawns on her: He's probably going to Thomas's place! She retreats into the apartment and slams the
door so hard that the glasses rattle in the cupboards. She throws herself back onto the sofa, folds her arms
across her chest, and seethes.

| can’t control him, she thinks. But I’'m sick of him controlling me. | wanted to get angry, |
wanted to have an argument—but he wouldn’t let me. She pushes herself deeper into the soft plush of the
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couch and halfheartedly plots a kind of revenge. Eventually the rage evaporates, and she falls adegp on
the sofa.

INTERIOR LOG CABIN — Night

The room is lit with candles. WINDOM EARLE is seated at an oak desk with a quill pen. He is
writing on a piece of lined paper and the pen tip is making incredible scratching sounds. There is a pile of
white shavings on the ground near the floor. Some near—recognizable white lumps lay casually on top of
the edge of the table. Windom's eyes gleam in the fire.

WINDOM (reading from the middle of the note):

Always give your best, never get discouraged, never be petty; always remember, others may hate
you. Those who hate you don’t win unless you hate them. And then you destroy yourself.

WINDOM chuckles to himsalf and picks up the pen tip briefly. He puts the pen tip back to the
paper and finishes scrawling on the paper. He folds the paper in half and places it in a plain white enve-
lope.

Windom gets up and admires his handiwork while walking about the room and begins to talk, al-
most asif an unseen force were in there with him.

WINDOM:

We aretorn by divisions, wanting unity. We are.

(after apause)

And now al we need...(snapping his fingers) is a stamp.

Fade to Black

MikeL OGtp
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“Well, if nothing e se, maybe today will be the calm after the storm.”

| couldn’t tell whether she meant the office or home. Last night had ended in a subdued conver-
sation and evening of lovemaking that basicaly served to let off steam on both our parts. “I hope so0.”
That applied to both cases. It's never nice to be fighting with the wife. I'll try to keep off the coke today;
that’ s probably why | was so jumpy last night. Oh well...

“Oh, honey, have you talked to Meg? How’ s David doing?’

“Not sure yet, and I’'m having trouble motivating myself to give a damn.” We both sensed a fight
arising, and shut up for amoment. “Em still aseep?’

“Yeah. What are we going to do with her? David's ‘under the weather’ and it's pretty hard to get
adtter at 7:30 AM on aweekday.”

“I'll take her. I’'m going to leave in a few minutes—can you go wake her up and get her dressed?
I’ll get a bottle or something.”

“Sure, I'll bedown in afew.”

| finished my coffee and the phone rang. Of al people, it was Albert. Wanted to make sure | was
up and coming into work on time. He knew |'d been out late. He seemed awful perky, and unfortunately,
I knew why. Maybe bringing in Em isn't such a good idea. Unfortunately, there’s not much recourse. |
threw some formulain a bottle just in time for Laurato bring the little angel down.

“Heresheis! Isn't she cute! Gagagal”

Laurawas one of the few people | knew who could speak babytalk without looking asinine. “1 got
her. When will | seeyou at work?’

“Not much longer. | have alittle bit to take care of.”

“Okay. I'll probably bein the lab, doing more analysis of what the hell happened yesterday.”

“See you soon, honey.” A light kiss on the cheek and | was off into the wacky world of Federal
Law Enforcement.
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In the car, seeing Em deep again, | was reminded of last night, most specifically the crumpled
check. “Anders Nil—...” Where do | know that name? I'll ask Meg if she knows it; she'll probably stop by
to inform me of David's condition. And she'll probably want to “do lunch”. Well, al will be dealt with in
time. For now, one step at atime is good enough...

JArgent
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Laura arrives at the lab to find Dion and Albert engaged in a healthy argument. Rather, Dion
seems to be doing most of the arguing—Albert is surprisingly cool and collected.

“Let me see the body, Albert!” Dion says.

“I’ve dready told you: no,” Albert replies, and sips his coffee.

Laura approaches the two. “Hey, you guys—fill me in. We have a body?’

“Albert won't tell me anything about it. It's my case, too. And as far asI’m concerned, you're ob-
structing my investigation. I'll call in Gordon,” he threatens.

Albert laughs cynically. “Yeah, sure you will, you little punk. We have no evidence that this is
even related. Dead bodies are not your area of expertise. | was waiting to tell Laura. My partner,” he em-
phasizes. “Cam down, for God' s sake. Have some coffee.” He gestures toward the coffeepot at the end of
the worktable. Dion considers it for a moment, then catches Laura’s pointed look and mutters, “I’'m not
thirsty.” He sits down unhappily, massaging his temples. A headache, already.

Albert turns to Laura. “Thirty—five-year—old white male. We're waiting on an ID. Turned up in
some agent’s office. Scary, eh?’ Laura nods, spooked. “Strange thing is,” he continues, “the man’'s been
embamed. Perfectly embalmed. A refugee from a funeral parlor.” He smiles. “I’ve done some basic ex-
aminations, but nothing invasive. As I’ve said, | was waiting for you. Y our husband was just excited that
he might actually have some work to do.”

Dion fumes, speechless. Laura, trying to change the subject, asks, “Honey, where’'s Emily?’

“As soon as | saw we both had some work to do, | asked Albert if he knew someone responsible
who could watch her until we got off work. So | took her to this guy Thomas's office before | came here.”

Albert adds, “He's not working too hard today—just a little paperwork—and he said he'd be
happy to take care of her.”

“Do you know a Thomas?’ Dion asks.

“Yeah, he's a pathologist,” Laura says. “He's a good guy. | trust him completely.” She smiles,
trying to convince her husband.

“Anyway, Laura, let's go to work. Dion, you can get started on some leads. Y ou wanted to look
up David,” Albert points out.

Laura actually agrees. “It might be worth it, Dion. He has been acting kind of strange, even be-
forethe...'incident’.”

“Not before | see that body.”

“Oh, fer Chrissakes. Of al the juvenile, bull-headed...Fine.” Albert scomps off into the lab’'s
morgue/exam room, the Spencers trailing behind him.

(¢4

Albert pulls the body onto an examination table. It is in wonderfully good condition—the em-
balmer was obvioudly very talented. Laura marvels at the skill with which they did their work.

“The bad thing—or good thing, depending on whose side you're on—about a redly good em-
balming job is that it's often pretty difficult to see any wounds, especialy any glaringly obvious fatal
wounds. If this guy had a hole in his forehead, we might not notice it too easily. Serioudy,” Albert says,
seeing Dion roll his eyes. “The embamer’s job is to cover that kind of thing up. And if whoever pickled
him aso killed him, it would be really easy to disguise a fatal gash as a routine incision for drainage of
body fluids. Do you understand?’
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Laura nods, intrigued. She indicates the corpse’s eyes and mouth. “ They’ re sewn together. Stan-
dard?’

“Yes,” Albert replies, “but under the circumstances, we might as well cut the stitches and start
our more in—depth investigation.” He walks over to the head of the body. “Laura, give me a pair of sharp—
sharp scissors.”

Laura locates the sharp—sharp scissors (so named because both blades end in a point) on the in-
strument tray and hands them to Albert, who expertly snips the sutures on the left eyelid without touching
the eye itself. “Aha. Laura, tweezers.” Laura obediently hands him the tweezers. She's aware that she's
become the assistant on this body, but somehow she doesn’t mind too much. It's fun to sit back oncein a
while and watch while someone else does al the dirty work.

Albert carefully extracts atiny strip of thin paper from under the eyelid. He spreads it open on the
specimen tray. Dion leans over to read it. “* See no evil’,” he reads aoud.

Laura frowns. “ Open the mouth, Albert.”

He cuts the stitches very skillfully, and Dion begins to wonder whether Albert may be involved in
this case. He' s just too perfect, too precise, too good at what he does.

Albert picks up a pair of forceps and pulls another dip of paper and a gold coin from the mouth.
He deposits them on the specimen tray. “Under the tongue,” he says, tapping the coin with the forceps.
“Ancient Greeks put gold coins under the tongues of their dead as fare for Charon, boatman on the river
Styx. If the souls couldn’t pay the fare, they would haunt the living. The practice continues today in many
cultures.” He flattens out the second paper. “* Speak no evil’,” Laura reads.

Albert crouches down to the level of the body and searches in its left ear. He stands up and circles
to the other side, then crouches again. He carefully inserts the forceps and pulls out a third piece of paper,
rolled up tightly. He unrolls it and reads, “*Hear no evil’. Well.”

He tosses it with the others and puts the forceps back in their place. “Looks like we have some
more work to do before we actualy cut into this guy. We need to analyze the papers thoroughly. Type of
paper, brand of ink. And the coin.” He picks it up and squints at it. “It's not any kind of American coin.”
Albert puts it back on the specimen tray and shrugs. “We have a lot of work to do. Excuse me.” He
abruptly heads for his private office in the lab and closes the door behind him.

Dion’s eyes follow him. “That was weird.”

“Y eah—whoever did this was redly good. He had a reason for it. Otherwise, he wouldn't have
put those papers where they are. He has a message for us. The ID on this body would redlly help us, |
think.”

“Oh. Yeah. But | was talking about Albert. How he just kind of ran out of steam at the end there.
| thought he'd be even more interested in the case, and he shrugged and said, ‘We have a lot of work to
do’.” You don’t think that’s weird?’

Laura sighs. “Unfortunately, no. He's in his office injecting himself with cocaine. He does it less
every day; he's either getting stronger stuff or he's running out.” She turns to the specimen tray and be-
gins putting each piece of evidence into its own bag. “Why don’'t you get to work, Dion? ID this guy for
us.”

“Okay,” Dion says dowly, even more suspicious. “See you later.” He kisses her and heads out the
door.

(C:4

Albert closes the door to his office and settles in at his desk. He indulges himsdlf in his habit to
fine-tune his skills; he leans back in his chair...his mind going through past events.

He's seen it before...the bodies, the pithy little messages left for them to find; you think that at
least with dl the trouble that this killer went to that he—"Could you be a little too sure of yourself here,
Albert?’ he considers this thought in his mind; “No, no self doubt here...”
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It had al the earmarkings of their old friend Windom. But he did have to admit the embalming
was a nhice touch. It wasn’t in Earle's repertory of known skills; however, Windom was always given to
the bizarre. He could learn. But could he learn so well what it took others so long to perfect...?

A cynical grin crept across Albert’s face.

If it was Windom, he knew that when they caught Earle the FBI would never make the mistake of
letting him loose again. They'd probably keep him locked up under security with lots of wires attached to
him to find out what the hell makes him tick. They would dissect his brain while he was till dive...and as
vile as this thought was, Albert felt no remorse in the pain that would be involved.

Albert just smiled.

Reaching across the desk, he picked up the phone recelver and dialed an interdepartmental exten-
sion. “Yes, thisis Dr. Albert Rosenfield. | want to initiate a wiretap...”

A few minutes later he was satisfied with the course of action he had decided upon. Perhaps now
it was time for him to get out of the office.

Carlotta
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Albert, having left the office, is now in his BMW, sunglasses on, heading out into the traffic. As
he negotiates a turn not far away from work he clips the fender of Meg's Camry as she is driving to the
hospital. He doesn’t stop.

Meg recognizes Albert, and is furious. No matter how great this guy is—The-Oh-So-Brilliant—
Dr.—Albert—-Rosenfield—the time has come for him to face reprisals due to his actions. How can the
authorities continue to overlook his...his problem? He seems more unglued lately.

The BMW prowls the city streets of Philadelphia until Albert guides the car into a space in front
of Anders's hotel. He cuts the engine, gets out of the vehicle; the door of the car closes with the rich, low,
soft sound of an expensive road car.

Albert’s timing is perfect. Anders has just arrived at the hotel himself and has yet to enter. He is
not far from his own precious car, the Miata on which he lavishes more attention than on his sister,
Bekkers, or his girlfriend, Lydia.

Anders feels a hand on his shoulder that roughly spins him around to bring him face to face with
Albert.

“Hey! Watch the stormtrooper tactics—"

“Listen, and listen well, my little fair—haired land—of—the-midnight—sun lemming: | don't take
kindly to your latest demands for payment. Now | have an ultimatum for you—you will supply me the
commodities that | demand on a prompt schedule. Otherwise the DEA is going to make it very difficult
for you to maintain your style of living. Think of this as a smple business expense.”

“Oh, c'mon...” Anders shakes off Albert’s grip angrily. “I’ll just be in and out of the system...”

Albert leans against Anders's Miata casually. He can see the reaction in Anders's eyes when he
touches the car. Thisisit...thisis the bargaining tool. Albert pats the finish of the highly polished car.

“Nice machine here...I can see you wouldn’t want anything to happen to it.” Albert moves his
hand across the car turning his wrist so that the bezel of his Rolex scratches the paint off with a small
harsh accompanying sound.

“What are you doing!?” Anders screams, his face turning red in anger.

“Remember...a business dedl. You keep me supplied and nothing happens—to this fine vehicle.”
Albert smiles, turns, and leaves, getting into his own car; he is gone in minutes, leaving Anders looking at
asmall, rude scratch on the once perfect little Miata.

Carlotta
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[VANDAL, n. One who willfully or ignorantly destroys or
disfigures, especially that which is beautiful or artistic.]

Lydia comes running out of the hotel. Anders is in shock; he compulsively traces the nasty scrape
in the finish of his beautiful car.

“Anders?’ She puts her arms playfully around his neck. “What was al that about?’

“My car...” he murmurs, taking no notice of her. His finger follows the scar along its length, a-
most caressing it. Lydia peers at the finish, but it doesn’t take her long to notice the gash; she disentangles
herself and inhales sharply.

“My God. Who...who did this?’

Anders doesn’t answer. He stares blankly at the blemish for what seems like ages, then snaps out
of it. “Bastard,” he hisses. His hand forms a fist over the scratch. “Bastard.” He whirls around. “Where's
your car?’

“In back. Why?’

“Give me the keys.”

“What?’

“I said, give me the goddam keys! 1I’'m going after that son of a bitch!” He licks his lips; there is
firein hiseyes.

“Take your car.”

“I can't. I...I can’'t. Just give me the keys, will ya?’

Lydia digs in her pockets for her keys and holds them out to Anders, who snatches them out of
the air and heads for the back. Lydia follows, angry.

“Who was it? Anders, where the hell do you think you're going?’

Without aword, Anders dides into the driver’s seat of Lydia's sporty, unharmed coupe, dams the
door, and puts the key into the ignition. He fishes out his handgun, checks it for ammunition, and casually
tosses it onto the passenger seat. He rolls down the window. “Our date will commence when | return. |
shouldn’t be too late,” he says. “Have a book ready for me when | get back.”

Lydia doesn't have time to reply as Anders lays on the accelerator and screeches off in pursuit of
his vandal.

Anders tears through the streets.

“Freakin A! Freskin A!” he yells as he grips the steering whedl. His mind is working in overtime
as he drives; he devises the perfect revenge. He cuts the wheel sharply and heads the car back to the hotel.

Lydiaisstill outside.

“Get in,” he barks to her.

“But | thought you wanted me to get a book ready for you.”

“Get the hell in the car now!”

She hops in the car and barely gets the door shut as Anders speeds off again.

* *x %

Albert, being a bachelor, follows a pattern of habits. He frequents the same few places in his
neighborhood for dining. Anders is aware of where Albert resides; after al, the guy owes him a massive
debt now and he has made it his business to be able to find him anytime, anywhere, to collect. Anders
cruises Albert’ s neighborhood until he spots the car at a quiet bistro. He pullsinto the lot.

Heturnsto Lydia “You stay here and wait until 1 come out. You'll know what to do then.” Lydia
douches down in the seat, crossing her arms over her chest.

Going into the restaurant, he sees Albert, and with all his power controls the urge to blow
Albert’s head off right there. He has a better plan. Anders dlides into the seat across the table from Albert.
“Okay, Rosenfield, you have a dedl. | have adelivery. Can we do the transfer out in your car now...I don’t
want to pass the stuff here. Y ou never know who's around.”
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Albert’ s face radiates satisfaction. His visit must have worked on Anders.

They adjourn to the parking lot, which is dimly lit, and get into Albert's BMW. Anders puts the bag of
cocaine on the dashboard of the car. As Albert reaches for it, Anders pulls out his Beretta 84 semi—
automatic [with the warm, polished wood inlaid grip, 13 rounds in the clip—one in the chamber] and puts
the muzzle up against Albert’s temple.

“My turn now, Rosenfield, | have adeal for you...” He has Albert keep both hands in view on the
dash, while he reaches into Albert’s suit coat and relieves him of his ID and weapon. Albert is forced to
get out of the car as Anders informs him that he is taking possession of the BMW, in replacement for his
damaged Miata...and of course Albert’s debt.

Albert is stunned that he has been outmaneuvered by Anders and is left standing in the parking lot
as Anders takes off in the black Beemer. Lydia sees what's going down and it doesn’t take a brain sur-
geon to figure out she's suppose to get out of here. She follows in the other car.

Anders loves the feeling of power that the luxurious car offers. He could get used to this red
easy. Heading back to the hotel, he enters an aley that leads to an old garage behind the building. “Home
again,” he thinks quite pleasantly to himself. Lydia pulls in behind him and sees Anders now walking to-
wards her with alook of fulfilled satisfaction on his face. She sighs with relief.

Carlotta
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“WEe Il goin my car,” Anders grins from the driver’s seat of his new—well, kind of nev—BMW.
“Getin.”

Lydia hops into the passenger seat. “Mmm. Pretty cushy.” She runs her hands over the dash.

“Hey, let's see what's in the glovebox.” Anders leans over and releases the catch gently. The
glovebox opens smoothly and silently. “Gloves,” Anders says, a little disappointed. “How unimagina
tive” He smiles wryly. “Perhaps | should return those. They don’t look my size.” He looks around. “This
car has a lot of little hiding places, doesn’t it? But there’ll be time enough for archaeologica digs later.
lsn't that right, my sweet?’ He laughs, dizzy, the adrenaline rush almost compensating for the lack of co-
cainein his system.

“Sure, Anders.” Lydiarolls her eyes.

“Anyway...we're off!” Anders puts the car into gear and starts it; they enter the night as quickly
and noiselesdy as a panther on the prowl.

The phone rings ingstently. Rebekka's eyes flutter open; she reconnoiters her surroundings—the
apartment—and frowns as she identifies the obnoxious sound. She leans over and picks up the phone.

“Hello?" she says cautioudly, the word pendul ous with sleep.

“Rebekka, hi. It's Thomas.”

“Oh! Oh, hi yourself.” She smiles and stretches.

“I was just calling to check up on you. After...you know...you were called home.”

“No, no, I'm fine.”

“Hedidn’t do anything to you, did he?” Thomas asks, suspicious.

Rebekka stands up and pads around, trying to wake her body up. “He didn’t lay a finger on me,
Thomas...honest. | swear.”

“Good. So...what are you doing?’

“Nothing much. | just woke up from along winter’s nap.”

“Do you wanna go out somewhere?”’

Rebekka thinks about this. “1 don't know,” she saysfindly. “Andersisn’'t home right now, so—"

“You don’'t have to ask his permission, Rebekka,” Thomas reminds her.

“Well...that's along story.”

“Tell me over coffee? Thomas counters hopefully.



She thinks fast and formulates a plan—an excuse, something to get Anders off her case, should he
give her the third degree. “Okay,” she says thoughtfully. “Where shall we meet?’

“No, no—I’ll pick you up. Remember, though, I’'m in the rental car. But you'll know it's me.”

“Okay. Thanks, Thomas. See you soon.” She hangs up. Better go change, she thinks. | should
give back his shirt.

She heads into the bedroom, strips off Thomas's shirt, and selects an intricately woven sweater—
warm and fuzzy, her favorite. She pullsit on over her head and peersinto the closet. Finally she sees what
she's looking for; she reaches deep into the pocket of a rarely used wool jacket of hers and pulls out a
small box. She opens it and removes a wad of bills—saved for just such an occasion—which she shoves
deep into her jeans pocket. After carefully replacing the box, Rebekka closes the closet door, picks up
Thomas's shirt, and heads back out into the living room to wait.

(¢

Anders and Lydia arrive at a rather trendy coffeehouse. After Anders snorts severa chubby lines
of cocaine in the BMW, they walk in, go up to the counter, and order.

“A double mocha latte for me,” Lydia says.

Anders scans the menu. “Y ou don’t have Turkish coffee?’

“Um, no,” the teenager behind the counter says.

“Wel, I'm sure you can make it for me. Ask your boss for the recipe. | want it done right.”

“Yessir.” The kid passes Lydia’s latte request to someone else, and scuttles off in search of his
boss. The two find a small table smack in the middle of the place. Anders starts complaining almost im-
mediately.

“Lydia, | can’t sit here. It stoo...obvious. Everyon€' |l be looking at me.”

“Oh, | think they’d rather look at me,” she smiles, and strikes severa model—esque poses.

Andersis not amused. “Let’s just move over there, to the corner,” he indicates.

“Fair enough.”

They walk over to the corner booth. Lydia opts to look onto the whole of the room while Anders
faces the wall; everyone's eyes on his back? the better to rile up his paranoia, my dear. The kid comes by
with Lydia’'s latte and something resembling coffee pudding for Anders, who tastes it cautioudly. “Not
bad. Thank your manager for me. Oh, and keep atab for us, would ya?’

“Yessir.” The kid heads back to his sanctuary behind the counter.

Lydia sips her latte. “How can you drink that sewer dudge?’ she asks.

“Easy. The same way you can drink that thin milk concoction and call it coffee.” He smiles.

Lydialeansin and puts her hand on Anders's. “It's called ‘ skim’ milk, dear,” she whispers.

“I meant to say ‘thin’,” he saysairily. “Anyway, so how’slife?’

“Not bad,” Lydia admits. “Looks like it's on the up—and—up for you, eh? New girl, new car.”

“Oh, yeah,” Anders says enthusiastically. “It's gonna be great.” He grins and takes a good gulp of
coffee.

“How’'syour sister?’ Lydiadelicately sips at her oversized latte mug.

Anders concentrates on his coffee cup and runs his fingers around the handle. “All of a sudden,
my place isn’t good enough...I'm not good enough...I don’t provide enough for her...or whatever. She's
running away to that pathologist bastard, Thomas something. But now | know where he lives.” He smiles
craftily.

Lydiafrowns. “Anders, relax. She's alowed to have friends, you know.”

“They’re not just friends!” Anders exclaims, and pounds the table hard enough to make the
spoons tink against each other. “ She was wearing his shirt! Damn him! Damn her!”

Lydia grabs Anders's shirtfront. “Get a grip, Nilsson. You want people to look at you? You're
doing a great job of getting their attention. Now shut up and eat your coffee.”

Anders sits back, sullen. He chews on a fingernail, then leans across the table. “1'm so glad | have
you, Lyds,” he smpers, saccharine-sweet.
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Lydia sees right through it. “Knock it off, Anders.”

“Oh, come on—let’skiss.” He leans in farther, eyes closed.

Suddenly Lydia sees something, and she pushes Anders away. “Hey, your new girl’s here—and
she' swith someone.”

“Grest, gredt...getting started right away, | see.” He makes a second attempt at a passionate Kiss.

Lydia pushes him away yet again. “No, she's with another girl.”

“Fine, whatever. Let’'s kiss, dammit.” He reaches across the table and grabs Lydia's shoulders
forcefully.

Lydia pushes him back into his chair, hard. “Nilsson, you ass. Don’'t you ever hurt me. Save that
for your sister.” She stands up. “I’m going home. Thanks for the date,” she says colorlesdly.

He looks up at her in disbelief for a moment, thrown off—balance by the way she so explicitly hit
the OFF switch for the evening, then stands up as well. “Yeah, | gotta visit someone at the hospital any-
way.”

“Business or pleasure?’

“Lucky me—my business is my pleasure.” He smiles faintly and fishes a bill from his wallet to
throw on the table, covering the check and alight tip. “Can | drive you somewhere?’

“I'll walk, thank you. And I think a walk in the cool night air would do you some good too,
Nilsson. Raging hormones and al. Good night.” She walks out briskly, casting a glance toward the new
girl and her “date” as she goes. Anders looks blankly at the door for a split second, then heads out to his
car, not paying heed to anyone on the way.

(¢

At atable on the other side of the coffeehouse, Rebekka is trembling with a combination of relief
and the remnants of fear. “He saw us...he heard us,” she whispers, eyes wide.

Thomas takes her hand reassuringly. “I’m sure he didn’'t, Bekka. He seemed preoccupied. He
didn’t even look our way.”

Rebekka says nothing and tries to breathe deeply. She closes her eyes and squeezes Thomas's
hand desperately. “What' s he gonna do to me?’ she whimpers in spite of hersalf.

“If 1 have anything to say about it, nothing,” Thomas guarantees. “Come on. Let's go.” They
leave silently, Rebekka barely holding back tears.

Once outside in the chill wind of December, Thomas enfolds Rebekka into his arms and holds her
tightly. “I love you, and | don’t want you to be hurt again. Stay with me tonight.”

Rebekka embraces Thomas just as firmly, then rests her head on his shoulder and begins to weep.
“I can't. | want to, but...I can’t. Why won’'t you understand?’

“I can't believe you would choose to go back to someone who treats you like so much chattel, to
be used and abused...”

Rebekka closes her eyestightly. “1 can’'t explain, Thomas...| just—just—" She sighs.

Thomeas takes a step back and looks deeply into her eyes. He gently wipes the tears from her
cheek, then tilts her head up gingerly and kisses her, a sweetly romantic (and serious) kiss that is a prom-
ise of better things to come. A small group of teenagers traipses by and gawks at the two.

Thomas takes Rebekka s hands. “Will you come back with me?’

Rebekka is overwhelmed. “What—what time isit?’ she asks, alittle dazed.

“A little after eleven.”

“Yes,” she smiles.

Thomas returns the gesture and walks her to the car.

(¢

“And that's just about it,” Ronette finishes, and sips her soda. “| decided to come out here mostly
because you were here, and | knew you made it kind of big.”
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“Mmm-hmm,” Laura nods, stirring her hot chocolate lazily. “Redly big.” She smiles. “I do have
agood job, though. And a...husband—"

“Do | detect some problemsin this marriage?’ Ronette asks innocently.

Laura sighs. “Sometimes he's just such ajerk. Emily hates him. She redlly does. He' s been doing
coke off and on for awhile, and | hate that. What a coward.” She samples her steaming cup of cocoa. “I
guess | don't regret marrying him, though.”

“Y ou never wish you were...available?’

“No, not realy. Well, once, maybe. See, Dion’'s got this brothe—" Ronette leans in, interested.
Lauralooks up at her and laughs. “That was a long time ago, when | was available. Before we were even
married.” She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear. “What about you? Do you have a ‘significant other’ 7’

Ronette's eyes drop to the cocktail napkin under her soda. “No...but...]| met someone a while ago
that I'd really like to get to know better.”

“Oh yeah? Do | know him? 1 can set you two up.”

“Oh, | don’'t think you know him. He's...oh, maybe you'd call him ‘dangerous’, | don’t know.”
She smiles wistfully. “But | think I’m in a position to become...closer.” She looks up and winks at Laura,
who giggles with her hand over her mouth.

“God, Ronnieg, it's just like old times. Wéll, not just, | suppose. But | fed like a kid again. You
know—"

She's cut off when Ronette suddenly looks up at a leaving customer, her eyes following him out
the door. Laura turns around to catch a glimpse, but only notices his height and build in the split second
before he' s out on the street. She turns back to Ronette, who is ssmply captivated.

“Was that...him?" she asks.

“Uh-huh,” Ronette breathes. “God, he's gorgeous! You should see his car. It’'s this cherry red
Miata...| wouldn’t mind being taken for aride in that baby.”

“Ronnie, sweetie, he was with someone,” Laura says carefully.

“Yeah, | figured as much,” Ronette admits, crestfallen. “He's gotta be real popular with the girls,
looking the way he does.”

“Where did you meet him?’

Ronnie becomes very shy. “Oh, you know...wherever you meet people,” she shrugs, blushing. “It
doesn’'t matter.” She looks at her watch. “Oh, look at the time. We have work to do in the morning, don’t
we?’

Laura nods enthusiastically with the last gulp of cocoa in her mouth. She swallows and says, “We
should do this again. Maybe next time we can bring dates.” She grins, giddy. Ronette laughs. They hug,
then exit to their respective vehicles and drive home.

(¢4

David glances at his IV drip, then stares blankly at the institutional-white ceiling for a while and
closes his eyes. He's scheduled to go home soon; it’'s the waiting that’s the worst. And the pain...the ach-
ing pain of something missing. Something vital.

“Well, at least | could get some writing done,” he mutters. He looks down at the legal pad—a
while—you’ re-here—you—might—as—-well-work gift from Meg—at his left hand, and half-heartedly picks
up the pen at his right. He sits, pen poised over pad, but his muses appear to be just asill as he is. David
digs around, searching for even the dightest hint of an idea. Nothing. Frustrated, he leans over to place
the pad on his bedside table, and the pen rolls off his lap onto the daborately tiled floor. He sighs and
closes his eyes again, utterly uninterested.

The door opens. Anders dides in without a sound. “David. I’'m so sorry to see you... under the
weather. How are you feeling?’ He sidles up to David' s bedside and pulls up a chair.

David is speechless with a kind of confused rage. “Wh—what are you doing here?’ he manages.
“Y ou have some nerve! You amost killed me, you son of abitch,” he accuses hotly.

Anders looks surprised. “Really? | did? How?’



“The stuff...was too strong. It put me here...again. And | wasn't even trying this time.” He looks
away. “You screwed up my life. Now | won't ever see my niece again. Or my brother. Or, possibly, my
sister—in-Haw. Or even my girlfriend. Shit.” His eyes begin to tear up.

Anders smiles sadly, dmost condescendingly. “I didn't do any of that to you. Apparently you
were unused to the strength of my supply, am | correct? Y ou should have cut it, David.”

“I never do. It's never that strong.”

“Excuse me for appreciating quality goods. I’ll try harder to do worse next time,” Anders saysic-
ily.

David is dlent. Then: “No...no...I learned my lesson. Let’s...let’s just put al this behind us.”

Anders shrugs. “Fair enough.” He stands up. “You'rein pain.”

“Yes,” David winces. “And Meg'll make me quit. I’ve been clean for, oh, about twelve hours or
50, and | dready fed asthough I’m being dowly torn apart...can’'t wait to see what | fed like in aweek.”

“I’ve brought something for you.”

“Oh yeah? If it'snot anoose, I'm not interested.”

“You will be.” Anders produces a hypodermic syringe from his jacket pocket. “And I’ve cut it.”
He grins.

David is stunned. “How the hell did you get in here with that?’ he asks wonderingly. “You're a
goddam angel.”

Anders laughs. “An angel? Two minutes ago you thought | was Satan himsdlf. | guess | know
now exactly how important thisis to you.” He uncaps the needle and flicks the syringe. “I think | should
inject this carefully into your 1V bag. That way, you'd get a dow stream of it in your system along with
the glucose. And no one the wiser—no new tracks. What do you think?”

“Sure. Makes sense.”

“Now. Are you sure you want this? | mean, twelve hours.” He holds his hands out expansively.
“You're well on your way to kicking your—what isit, ten—year addiction?” He smirks.

“Yes, of course | do—of course | want it,” David whispers.

“Very well.” Anders dowly inserts the needle, bevel side out, into the IV bag, right above the
level of glucose solution. He presses the plunger expertly and removes the syringe. “Done,” he says sim-
ply, and recaps the hypodermic. “Y ou should be fegling it soon.”

“Thank you...thank you so much,” David says.

“Don’t mention it. It's better than flowers, en?” Anders smiles knowingly, and picks up the pen
from the floor. “Y ou, ah, you might be wanting this.” He puts it on the bedside table. “Later, Spencer,” he
whispers as he backs out the door.

(¢4

Anders closes David's door behind him and, after looking furtively down the hallway in both di-
rections, heads out toward the lobby of the hospital. On the way, he passes an orderly wheeling a cart of
biohazardous materials in the other direction—presumably down to the incinerator—and offhandedly de-
posits the syringe in the box emblazoned with |CAUTION! IBIOHAZARD!. The orderly does not notice.
Satisfied, Anders continues to the front of the building.

“Mr. Nilsson.” Anders looks up, startled, to see Meg, who has apparently just stepped out of her
office and into Anders's path. “What a surprise to see you here, of dl places.”

Anders recovers quickly. “Doctor Wilson. And how are you doing this fine evening? Rather late
to be working, isn't it? Y ou should go home to...what's your sweetheart’s name? David.”

“David is not at home, Anders. He's here, in the hospital. And he says you put him here.” Her
eyes narrow. “Come into my office.”

The two enter Meg's neat office. Meg sits down and gestures for Anders to make himself equally
comfortable. “1 prefer to stand, thank you,” he answers.

“That's fine. But we need to talk.” She settles into her chair. “First of al, Anders, you haven't
been coming to rehab.”



“Smart girl.”

“May | ask why?’

“I’'ve quit.” He grinsimperioudly.

“No, you haven't.” She sighs. “Look, your sister signed you up here out of a sincere desire to help
you, and—"

Anders approaches Meg's desk, and with both hands on the edge nearest him, he leans across ve-
hemently, his face inches from the doctor. “I do not want to talk about my sister. She does not want to
help me. She is worthless and useless and certainly of no concern to you,” he snarls.

Meg stands up, furious. “Then we won't talk about her. We'll talk about you, Anders.” She cir-
cles around to the other side of the desk and approaches him with no fear. “What did you do to David?’
she demands.

“Nothing. | did nothing to him.”

“Why are you here?’

“I was visiting afriend.”

“Who?’

“Doctor, that is not your business.”

“Anders, you are absolutely hopeless. How do you live with being what you are?’

He laughs. “And just what am |, Doctor?’ he challenges.

Redlizing that they are dangeroudly close to blows, Meg stops and steps back. Anders looks at her
expectantly; she takes a deep breath. “Maybe...maybe you'd better leave now, Mr. Nilsson. | have other,
more worthwhile patients to tend to.” She dowly walks back to her chair and sits down, picking up some
records.

Anders shrugs, then bows. “As you wish, milady,” he proclaims ostentatioudy, then ambles out
the door. His journey to the parking structure is henceforth unobstructed.

(¢4

After putting Emily to bed and making sure she was adeegp—finaly—Dion settles down at the
kitchen table with a cup of strong coffee and the case files. He opens one manila envelope to a bevy of lab
tests, technical stuff that is not exactly his area of expertise. Dion sighs. He takes a sip of coffee and pre-
pares to get to work.

The phone rings. Dion grabs the receiver before Emily wakes up. God, she's been touchy lately,
he thinks. “Spencer,” he says flatly. Y ou know, Dion, a nice cheery hello would' ve been nice. You're not
at the office, he reminds himself.

“Hello, Dion. It'sMeg. Sorry I'm calling so late. Is Laura there?’

“Hey, Meg. She's not home yet. Went out for coffee with an old friend.”

“How areyou?’

“I’'m stressed. I'm redlly, really stressed,” Dion asserts. “What do you prescribe, Doctor?’

“Abstention from certain illegal and possibly job—endangering substances,” Meg replies. She
sounds tired—no, weary.

Dion sits up. “How did you know about that?’

“I wastold.”

“By whom?’

“I’'m sorry, Agent Spencer—that information is classified.”

“Meg—"

“Don’t even start with me, Dion. Don't tell me how stressed you are. This is my day: Albert clips
the fender on my new car; David refuses to speak to me; | find out about your...lapse; | nearly come to
blows with an uncooperative patient of mine; said patient proceeds to give David heroin, practicaly kill-
ing him again and forcing me to keep him in the hospital for another night; and finaly, | call you and get
ahig ol’ sob story about how goddam stressed you are.”

Dion frowns. “I’'m sorry, readly | am...What can | do?’



“Nothing,” Meg grumbles. “1 called for areason, and it was important, too. Now | don’'t remem-
ber. If it comesto me, | may call back. But don’t count on it.” She hangs up.

Dion stares at the phone for a second, surprised. He hangs it up and gets back to work. Funny
thing, he thinks, | bet | could use a certain illegal and possibly job—endangering substance right now. He
picks up a pencil and taps it aimlesdy on the table.

The phone rings again, and Dion picks it up. “Hello?’

There is alongish silence on the other end. “Dion? It's...it's David.”

Dion says nothing.

“Don’t hang up, please, please don’t hang up,” David pleads. “Judt...just listen to what | have, uh,
what | have to say.” His words sound ponderous and deliberate, as though he's thinking carefully about
each and every syllable. Probably the heroin, Dion reasons. That patient of Meg's must’ve given him
quite the dose. Despite whatever feelings he has for his brother, Dion stays on the line.

David takes a deep breath. “I...just wanted to, uh, say, I’'m sorry, I'm so sorry for the, uh, the
mis...understanding.” He sounds a little choked up. “I love Emily...I would never, uh, never...do anything
like, like, like what you thought | did with her, uh, in the room. Never. | don't even like people to smoke
around her. She's...too precious. Very, uh, sensitive, you know, like when you...um...”

Dion clears his throat. David senses his impatience and attempts to tie up his weepy apology.
“Anyway...as family, you, uh, you're all p—precious to me and | don't want to...to...lose that bond, or
whatever. | would, uh, understand, of, of course, if you...didn't want me to, uh, watch her for a while
or...or something...but please don’t, like, forbid me from...from seeing her. It would kill me to be without
her, Dion... redlly...I'd, uh—"

Thereisaloud clunk on the other end which makes Dion jump. “Are you okay, David? David?’

he asks urgently.
A flurry of muffled activity greets him on David's end. “I’m okay, Dion...just, uh, dropped the
phone,” David replies. Dion rolls his eyes. “Well, uh, Dion...I gotta, um...I gotta go, but I’ll, I'll...I gotta

go,” he whispers, and hangs up.

Dion replaces the receiver in its cradle. Boy, sure did get alot of work done, he thinks, looking at
the clock. Hope Laura comes home soon. After a few minutes of blankly staring at the file, which has lost
any meaning it may have had before the telephonic ordeal, he decides to cal it a night. He sumps off to
the master bedroom and falls onto their bed. He's adeep almost before his head hits the pillow; Laura
comes home alittle later and joins him, quietly.

(C:4

Albert stands in the parking lot of the restaurant, his hand till clutching the plastic bag containing
the cocaine. “Damn,” he thinks, “goddam bastard.” At least he had enough stuff to make it through a few
more days, but what a price he paid for it, he fumes to himsdlf.

Going back to the restaurant, he enters through the bar and heads to the pay phones. Cab rides
weren't his style, but under the circumstances—and the last thing he wanted to do was call an acquain-
tance. Too many questions to answer. He sure the hell had no intention of calling the local copsto report a
carjacking. Albert gets the taxi dispatcher on the phone. “Yeah, | need a pick—up at...”

A hdf—hour later, back at his place, he's on the phone again. This time to check in with the wire-
heads operating the tap he requested.

Albert: What have you got so far?

Wirehead: Usua persona stuff, boring as hell. There was a mention of illega drug activity.

Albert: | need atranscript by tomorrow morning. No one else isto receive acopy. Thisis imperative.
Wirehead: Y ou want usto keep up the surveillance?

Albert: Yes—

Wirehead: How long are we going to keep this operation up?

Albert: Until 1 give you the order to cease. Is that beyond your comprehension?



Wirehead: Wdll, it is tying up a whole team. Would you mind letting us know what we are looking for?

Albert: That would be a security breach...just send the information and al the tapes to my care...and
only my care.

Wirehead: [emits afaint whistle under his breath] Yes, sir.

Albert hangs up; thoughts of possible collusion against the Bureau run through his head...no one is to be
trusted.
Carlotta
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The next morning finds Albert on the highway driving into work a couple of hours late. The smell
of new leather envelops him even though he has the windows down. He desperately wants the feeling of
fresh air hitting him in the face as he drives. The hell with the air—conditioning...That little s.0.b. of a drug
dedler isn't going to get the better of him, he tells himsalf.

The people at the Lexus dedership were oh—so—happy to help him out. They even sent someone
to his place to pick him up so that he could sign the lease papers for the new black Lexus. You know, they
redly are first in customer satisfaction, he muses. The two—year lease was quite reasonable and he figured
he could bresk it when he gets his car back...

He guides the car into his usual space at work, gets out and locks the car door. He enters the
building like any other day.

Carlotta
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“I'll pamper you like a princess tonight,” Thomas promises as he leads Rebekka into his apart-
ment. “Wait here a sec.” He leaves Bekkers in the front room as he bustles around back by the bed and
bath area. She hears water running and, curious, heads back to investigate.

Thomas pops out of the bathroom and smiles. “No, Bekka—back to the living room!” He gently
pushes her back out. “But, Thomas!” she protests, laughing. A while later the water stops running.
Thomas comes back to Rebekka and takes her arm.

“Thomas, what's up?’

“I told you—I’m gonna baby you like you' ve never been babied before, Rebekka.” He ushers her
into the bathroom where a steaming bath awaits, crested with lavish bubbles and faintly scented with
wildflowers. There is a thick white (expensive) terry robe hanging on the door, and dainty rose dippers
beside the sink. Apparently he had bought both—and perhaps the bubble bath, too—with Rebekka in
mind. A plush towe is folded on the sink.

She is stunned. “Oh, wait!” Thomas exclaims. “Almost forgot!” He dashes back out into the
kitchen and returns with a flute of champagne on a silver salver, adorned with red rose petals. This he
places gingerly on the edge of the tub.

Rebekka laughs and claps her hands, delighted. “Oh, Thomas! This is fantastic!” She throws her
arms about his neck. Thomas grins and blushes. “It's nothing, redly. Just thought you needed to be
spoiled a little)” he explains. “Now you take your time and enjoy yourself. Come on out front when
you're done.” He kisses her shyly and closes the door behind him.

Rebekka grins from ear to ear, truly flattered and thrilled that anyone would go to these lengths
just to make her happy. It's so rare that someone considers my feelings, she muses as she disrobes, neatly
folding her clothes. Good thing | put my hair up today, she thinks, patting her ‘ do.

She finally eases into the bath and relaxes. It is bliss—huge, frothy bubbles surround her, floating
inamist of heavenly perfume. She takes a careful sip of the excellently chilled champagne and revelsin
the perfection of the moment.

* % %
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Some time later, Rebekka emerges from the bathroom flushed and happy, wrapped in the robe
which smells delicioudly clean. The dippers suit her just aswell. “Hi,” she says, beaming.

“Hi,” Thomas answers. “Are you relaxed?’

“Yes, oh, yes,” shereplies. “ Thank you so much.”

Thomas escorts her to the couch. There are candles lit throughout the living room, and a platter of
sweet grapes and various cheeses sits on the coffeetable, accompanied by two more flutes of fine cham-
pagne. Rebekka takes a place on the sofa; Thomas sits on the other end.

He clears his throat nervoudy and picks up a book from the table. “Comfortable, Bekka?' he
asks.

“Yes, Thomas...I'’m absolutely contented,” she assures him.

Thomas seems heartened. He opens the book and begins to read her line after line, page after
page of love poems—some naive, some saccharine, some passionate, most sweetly romantic. His voice is
strong and pure; he molds each verse into something living.

As Rebekka lazily listens to Thomas's rhymes and snacks timidly on grapes, her troubles seem to
evaporate. She finds herself aimost transported, to a place where time means nothing, where she is safe
from al who would wish her harm, where she is in love. This is what my life should be, she reflects.
Cherished and secure, being read poetry and not the Riot Act. She sighs and closes her eyes.

Thomas finishes with an appropriate stanza from Edward Fitzgerald's “The Rubaiyat of Omar
Khayyam”:

Ah Love! could you and | with Him conspire
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,
Would not we shatter it to bits—and then
Re—mould it nearer to the Heart’s Desirel

He closes the book carefully, then leans over and replaces it on the table. Both are silent for a
moment. Rebekka turns to Thomas and fals into his arms. “Thank you,” she whispers. “Thank you for
everything tonight. | love you so much.” She holds him tightly.

I love you, too,” Thomas returns. “1 redly love you, Rebekka.” They hold each other for what
seems like ages. Rebekka finally disentangles hersalf and reddens a little, amost bashful. “ Tonight was
perfect. I’ve never been treated so well. | can’t thank you enough.” She kisses him chastely, and notices
the clock. “I'd...better go.” She stands up; Thomas does the same. “I’'m going to change...be right out.”
Bekka heads into the bathroom, leaving Thomas to wonder: Did she redly like it? | think she did, he af-
firms, happy with himsalf.

Rebekka comes back from the bathroom in her jeans and sweater. “So I’ll see you... sometime?’

“Yes! Yes, definitely,” Thomas replies. “Let me drive you home.”

“Okay,” Rebekkanods. “I'd like that.”

They get into Thomas's rental car and drive to the apartment. Before Rebekka gets out, she leans
over to Thomas and they kiss. (If they were teenagers, her dad would probably be blinking the porchlight
a them.) Exhilarated and out of breath, Rebekka says, “ Thank you again, Thomas. | love you.” She opens
the car door and hurries to the apartment, stopping once at the door to turn and wave a Thomas, who
waves back and pulls out of the driveway, equally satisfied. Turned out to be a good night after al, he
admits as he drives back home.

(¢4

Rebekka lets hersdlf into the apartment and carefully closes the door behind her so as not to wake
her brother. The lamp on the livingroom endtable is on. She frowns and walks over to turn it off.

“Where were you?’ Anders asks suddenly from his place on the sofa.

Rebekka jumps, startled. “God, Anders! Don’'t do that!” She peers down at her brother, who is
laying on the couch and staring blankly at the ceiling, quite still. “ Still up?’

“Mmm-hmm.”



She scans the coffeetable and notices a book with a razor blade resting on its cover. “Did you
just...?”

“Yeah,” Anders replies without much feeling. “I forgot.”

“Forgot what?’

“Forgot not to.” His eyesfocus on his sister. “ So where were you?’

“Out.”

“Out where?’

“You know, | could ask the same question. Y ou kind of ran out on me, remember?’

“Just answer me.”

“Out on business.”

“Yeah, right.” Andersturns over on his side.

“No, really—here.” Rebekka digs out some bills from the wad in her pocket and hands them to
Anders, who eyes them suspiciously for a moment, then takes them and tosses them on the coffeetable.
“Thanks.”

Rebekka nods. I'm in too good of a mood to let his weirdness bring me down, she promises her-
sf. “Anyway, I’m going to bed. Will you stay out here?’

“Yeah, until | feel deepy...| might just deep out here tonight, just for the hell of it.”

“Okay. See you in the morning, Anders.”

“Yeah.”

Rebekka pads into the bedroom, changes clothes, and promptly falls asleep.

* % %

“I hate to say it, but | think it’stime we put Em in daycare,” Dion says as he straightens histie.

“Redlly?1 don’'t want to, but...you'reright.” Laurasighs. “Where else can she go?’

“Exactly.” Dion backs away from the mirror and stretches. “There've got to be plenty of good
daycare out there somewhere. | mean, we're not the only working parents in Philadelphia.”

Laura cranes her neck and applies lipstick. “Well, we can sign her up at the little daycare facility
at HQ until we find aplace. Let’'s ask around.”

Dion nods. “ Sounds fair. Let me take her to HQ today.”

“Okay.” Laura puts her arms around her husband and rests her head on his shoulder. “I love you,
Dion.”

“I love you too. Say, how was your friend?’

Laura takes a step back. “Ronnie was fine. We had alot to talk about.” She walks out of the bed-
room and stops just outside the open door. “Y ou remember Ronnie. She was at the wedding.”

Dion pauses. “ Oh, yeah—she was one of your, uh, bridesmaids, right?’

“Yep. That's Ronette.” Laura smiles. “I’m gonna go say goodbye to Em, and then I’ll see you at
work. Bye!”

“Bye!” Dion responds, and walks over to kiss her. Laura heads into the nursery, then leaves for
the lab. Dion checks his suit, picks up Emily and all her baggage, then takes off for FBI regiona head-
quarters—his office.

(¢

The phone rings, and David leans over in his computer chair to pick it up, still alittle fuzzy from
last night. “Hello?’

“David, it's Martin. Remember me?’

“Martin, yeah, hi. Of course | remember you.”

“That was a joke. | haven't had any manuscripts from you in awhile. What good is an editor with
nothing to edit?’

David laughs softly. “I know. I’'m working on a couple things now that may cheer you up.”

“Good. I'm looking forward to seeing them.”

“Soam|.”
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“Y ou know you're in the papers, David?’

“What?" David looks panicked. “Oh, no!”

“Yep. ‘Author Spencer ODs, in ICU’.”

“Shit!” David says with feeling, then heads out of his makeshift office to the kitchen table, where
he picks up the morning edition and leafs through it franticaly until he finds the article. Short but to the
point, with a stock photo from the cover of one of his earliest works.

David doesn't say anything. After a few moments of silence, Martin points out, “At least it's a
nice photo.”

“Yeah, well...I wonder if they meant to leave in that comma in the headline...” He bites his lip
and puts down the paper.

“Are you okay?’

“I’'m fine, Martin, but...”

“Y eah, thiskind of screws up your market.”

“No, no, not at all.”

“What do you mean?’

“I mean, I’ ve been pretty upfront about al that, and...”

“Wouldn't this garner some sympathy? It happens al the time. Some artist gets totally screwed
up and the public laps up their work like a starving stray. All in al, it was probably not a bad move.”

David manages a sarcastic laugh. “It wasn’t a move, Martinl My God!” He shakes his head. “I
can’t believe | know someone who actualy thinks like you.”

“Cdll it a gift.” Martin chuckles. “Anyway, take care, and I'll be talking to you later, unless of
course you call mefirst...?’

“I'll try. Thanks for calling.” David hangs up.

When Laura enters the lab, Albert rushes up to her with ady look on his face. “We got an ID on
the body,” he grins, holding up a FAX sheet. Laura takes it as Albert steps back and folds his arms across
his chest, smug.

“Robert Emilio,” she reads. “DOB 29 April 1958.” She looks up at Albert. “He was an Agent?
My God.” Her face freezes in an expression of helplessness and shock.

“Yeah..worked in Balligtics,” Albert reveds grimly. “Can’'t say either of us ever worked with
him, though. We gave our evidence to his boss. Emilio was a gofer, and, well, you know how | run this
place. Nothing but the best.” He walks down the central counter. “The FBI connection is worrisome, |
admit. Earle—I mean, if it was Earle, which it probably was—seems to be hitting close to home, most
likely on purpose. Y ou know, him and his messages.”

Laura continues to stare at the report. “Robert...Robert...” She turns to Albert. “That's a mes-
sage,” she saysin avery shaky voice. “That nameis most certainly a message.”

Albert walks back to Laura and plucks the sheet from her hand. “Robert...yeah,” he says softly.
“Yeah, that is. Hmm.” He puts the paper on the counter. “Wdll, I'm till waiting on a couple tests. Mean-
while, have some coffee and try to relax. You're not his target, Laura,” he assures her as he pulls up a
stool and picks up his coffee cup.

“Who is?’ she mutters. “I’'m going into my office. I'll be out after I’ve calmed down. Thanks,
Albert,” she says faintly, then walks into her office asif in atrance and locks the door behind her.

(¢4

After her morning shower, Rebekka wanders out into the kitchen area of the apartment in a robe,
rubbing her damp hair with atowel. “I’ ve gained some weight, Anders,” she says, trying to sound casual.

Andersis seated at the kitchen table. “Mmm,” he replies, and takes a pull off the cigarette in his
right hand as he turns over the newspaper with his left.

“I mean, I’'m not that worried about it...it's not alot, but it does register on the scale. | should try
to take it off.”



“If you didn’t eat like a goddam pig, you would never have gained the weight in the first place,”
Anders notes.

Rebekka begins to nod in blind agreement. “You're right. If | didn’t...” She redlizes what she's
saying and her tone turns to pure indignation. “Wait a minute. | don't eat like a pig. | barely eat at al.”
She dides into the chair across from her brother. “I’m probably just saving up fat for the winter.” She
smiles cheerily, happy to have been able to convince herself of such an easy explanation.

“Mmm.” Anders peers intently at the paper. Suddenly, his right arm begins to shake, amost as
though it had been tensed for too long and its muscles were releasing their pent—up energy. Ashes flake
off the tip of his cigarette and float to the table. Rebekka is astonished; Anders calmly straightens his right
arm with his left, and the arm stops shivering.

“What the hell was that?’ Rebekka asks, bewildered and more than alittle apprehensive.

“A nervous tic or something. It happens once in a while. Nothing big. Anyway, it doesn’t inter-
fere with anything. Lucky I'm left-handed. Writing with this hand would be interesting,” he remarks as
grinds the cigarette into an ashtray. He stands up, flexing his right wrist back and forth absentmindedly.
“So what will you do today, my darling, darling sister?’

“I'll probably go to the bookstore,” she replies. “And you?’

“Oh, you know—I have some business to take care of,” he says breezily. “Places to go, people to
see, things to do.” He picks up his ski jacket from the back of the couch and carefully fits himsdlf into it.
“We may be going south soon.”

“Really?’ Rebekkais disappointed. “But it's December. Don’'t we usually go west in winter?’

“Yes, we do,” Anders explains patiently, as to a child, “but this year | want to go south. | love
South Miami. | haven’t been in ages. And besides, there are plenty of tourists there who would surely find
my services beneficia.” He heads for the door. “So I'll see you later.”

“Sure,” Rebekka says, trailing her brother to the front door. “Take care.”

“Of course.” Anders kisses Rebekka and leaves the apartment. Rebekka closes the door behind
him.

WEéll, she thinks. Wasn't he in a good mood this morning? Must be his night on the couch. After a
few moments of reflection upon the events of the morning—especially the strange arm tic (and what was
that all about? she wonders)—Rebekka returns to the bedroom, puts on comfortable jeans and a deep
fuschia sweater, then exits to her part—time job at the bookstore.

(¢

Laura sits at her desk, dazed and shaky. She takes a few deep breaths and closes her eyes.
“BOB?’ she whispers. “I thought you were through with me. | was certainly through with you...Why
now? Why are you back?’ She puts her head down on her desk, not out of despair, but out of a desire to
pull herself together.

There's a tentative knock on the door, and Laura jumps out of her seat. “Y—yes?’ she asks, sitting
up straight in her chair.

“Spencer, your, uh, brother—in-aw is here,” Albert says through the frosted glass of the office
door. “Says he wants to apologize.” Then, his voice turned away from the door, plausibly toward David:
“Again?’

“Okay,” Laurareplies, and gets up to unlock the door. She opensit to a gloomy David.

“Good morning, Laura. May | comein?’ he asks.

“Sure,” Laura responds coolly, trying to regain her composure. She moves away from the door
and allows him to enter the observation room cum office.

“How areyou?’ he begins carefully.

“Not too good, David,” Laura sighs. “We have a body, and we think Earle killed the guy, and the
man was an Agent—the dead man, not Earle, but Earle was an Agent, too—and his name was Robert.”
The words come out in a rush. She stops to catch her breath. “And I’ ve probably told you too much. I'm
so scared...l don’'t know what to do.”
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David gently puts his arms around his sister—inHaw, and Laura accepts his comfort. He holds her
as he holds Emily: sweetly and without words, reassuring. Eventually Laura cams down, and extricates
herself from David's arms. He smiles and heads to the back of the room.

“I just wanted to apologize for the recent...incident,” he says. “It was redly all a big misunder-
standing, Laura. You know | would never...Anyway, | already apologized to Dion—not that he accepted
my apology; nothing new there—and | felt | should try to make amends to you.” He clears his throat and
looks down at his shoes.

Laura can’t help but smile. He looks exactly like a boy who's being forced to apologize for
breaking the neighbor’s window, she thinks. He aimost reminds me of Bobby...so cute. “1 accept your
apology, David. | don’'t know why...but | know you're sincere.”

David brightens a bit. “Thank you, Laura. | redly appreciate it.” He walks over to Laura's desk
and leans on it. “Where will Emily be going now?”’

“Daycare, I'm afraid. I'm so sorry we have to do this to you, David...but you understand why.”

“Yeah, | guess| do,” he admits glumly. “Promise me I'll still be able to see her?’

“I promise,” Laura assures him. “Now go on back home and do some work, okay?’

“Okay. And thanks again.” He walks over to the door. “See you later.”

“Take care of yourself, David,” Laura reminds him. She stands on tiptoe and kisses David on the
cheek. He smiles and leaves the office.

Laura stands at the open door, contented. Amazing how David can cheer you up, she muses. He
just has a way, sometimes, of comforting you when you need it most. Even when he's the one you need
comforting about.

Albert walks by. “What the hell was he doing here? Looking for a handout or what?”

“He was here to apologize, just like he said. Stop worrying about my life and get on with the piti-
ful thing you call yours,” she smirks.

“Touche,” Albert admits.

“That reminds me. Where's your beloved BMW?’ Laura asks.

“Oh, | got tired of it. Bought a Lexus. Best thing | ever did,” Albert explains hurriedly. “Are we
going to work, or are we going to talk about the wonderful world of auto sales?’

“Work, | guess,” Laura frowns. They meander over to the lab counter, pick up some paperwork,
and begin reviewing the case files.

(¢

Andersis at the local hedlth club, doing a little working out just to keep in shape. While doing a
few reps for his back muscles, he spots Lydia, who enters the large gym all decked out in a Spandex leo-
tard with a cropped tee—shirt cover—up. She's obvioudly looking for Anders, and once her searching eyes
train on him, she makes a bedline straight for the guy. Anders amiles.

“S0,” she begins cheerily. “What are you doing here?’

“Janitorial services,” he quips. “What does it look like?’

“Don’'t get smart with me. You don’'t want to work too hard,” she warns him in a playful tone.
“Wouldn’t want to strain your heart.”

“Now, who told you | have a heart?’ he asks in all seriousness. He disengages himself from the
meachine and wipes his face with atowel. “What do you want?’

“Y ou'’ re going south soon.”

Anders looks up, suspicious. “Who told you?’

“No one. | kinda figured it out, al on my own.”

“Rebekkatold you.”

Lydialaughs derisively. “When the hell could | have talked to her, Anders? I'm telling you: | just
figured as much. Anyway,” she continues, trying to get his mind off of his sister, “you’re taking me.”

“What? Oh, no, I’'m not,” Anders says, shaking his head vehemently. “You are not coming with
me anywhere. Period,” he emphasizes.

V)



“Yes, | am,” Lydiainsgts. “You will take meto Florida. W€ Il have asmply lovely time.”

“Lydia,” Anderswhines, “you are not invited. Not to be rude, but you just wouldn’t work out.”

“I wouldn’'t work out?’ Lydia repeats, enraged. “1 wouldn't work OUT? Give me a freskin’
break, Andersl You will do what | say and take me to FLORIDA!” She glares a him and practically
stamps her foot like a spoiled child.

Anders eyes her cautioudly. “Fine,” he allows quietly.

“Sol You'll let me know when you're ready to leave?’ Lydia asks brightly.

“Yeah,” Anders mumbles, amazed at his powerlessness. His beeper, placed under his seat, goes
off. He fishes around for it, checks the number, and looks up at Lydia. “I gotta cal on this. I'll see you
later.” He stands up and kisses her, then goes off in search of a telephone. Having got exactly what she
wanted—again—Lydia grins like a Cheshire cat and bounces off, out of the gym.

(¢

On his way back from leaving Emily at the Bureau’'s child care facility, Dion stops by his secre-
tary’s desk. “Hey, Sandra. Could you ask around and get a few names of daycares? Laura and | have to
find a permanent daytime place for Em, and pronto.”

“Sure, Agent Spencer. I'll get right on it,” she nods, and heads out of the office. Dion gets into his
trench coat and leaves the building.

A short and uneventful drive later, he pulls up across the street from David's place, intent on get-
ting information that could seriously incapacitate his brother. It doesn’'t look like David's car is around,
but that doesn’t necessarily mean anything. Dion runs through his excuse if David is home: “Just thought
| should check up on you. I’ve been worried.” He says it a few times to make sure it sounds convincing.
Dion approaches the front door warily and rings the doorbell. After a few jabs at the button, he calls,
“David?’ No answer. He pulls his keyring from his pocket, locates David's key, and lets himself in. Nice
to have a brother that’s so trusting, Dion smiles.

A quick look around affirms that David is, indeed, out of the building. “Good thing, too—I don’t
think | could have reeled off that excuse with a straight face,” Dion mutters to the empty room. He ambles
into the bedroom and goes straight to the top dresser drawer, grasping the wooden drawer knob and pull-
ing it dowly. Amid a shambles of heroin and various paraphernaia, he spies a dip of paper bearing the
name “Nilsson” and a phone number. Jackpot. He grins and carefully extracts the small creased paper,
then dides the drawer shut.

Dion walks back out to the kitchen and picks up the phone. He punches in the digits on the paper
and gets a standard beeper message. Leaving David’'s number, he pulls up a chair and waits for the call-
back, which arrives only afew minutes |ater.

“You rang?’ the voice on the other end says, bored.

“Isthis Mr. Nilsson?’ Dion asks.

“Yes..why are you even asking?’ Anders responds alittle testily. “Thisisn’'t David.”

“No. ThisisDion. I'd like to set up a meeting.”

Anders laughs. “Um, okaaay...Dion, huh? Emily’s daddy. David's little brother.”

“‘Little’ isreative. I'm only five years younger than heis,” Dion says defensively.

“Making you...twenty—four. Not so young after al. I’'m only twenty—three, myself.”

Dion feels a tiny surge of power. I’'m older than this guy, he thinks. He therefore comes to this
grade-schooler conclusion: | can kick his ass. He clears his throat. “Enough small talk. When can we
meet?’

“Wdll, I'm awfully busy, Dion. |s there some incentive for me to shove you into my hectic sched-
ule?’

“There may be,” Dion says enticingly. “I could become your newest—and best—customer.”

“Hmm. How about...look, I’ll call you when I’'m available for a—a ‘meeting’, okay? What's your
number?’

Dion gives Anders his beeper number. “I’ll be hearing from you soon?’ he asks.



“Soon. | promise. Later.” Anders hangs up.
Dion replaces the phone on the hook and smiles to himself. This is going better than | had
planned, he thinks, and leaves David' s apartment to go back to the office.

(C:4

“Anything come up?’ Albert asks, taking asip of coffee.

Laura shakes her head. “Nothing important, | don’'t think. I’ve analyzed the paper. Acid-free
Hammermill Bond. Pretty high quality, but nothing out of the ordinary. You can do the ink.” She holds
out the three evidence bags, each containing one of the three messages left on the body of Robert Emilio.
Albert disdainfully takes the bags and heads over to his microscope across the room from Laura.

Laura jots down a few notes on the report, then picks up the bag with the gold coin. She carefully
opens the bag and shakes the coin out onto the counter. So far, this coin smply could not be identified; it
provided no clues. God, this job sucks sometimes, she sighs. | hate when nothing gives anything away.

Shetilts her head and absently taps her finger on the coin. She examines her fingertip out of sheer
boredom and, to her surprise, notices atiny fleck of gold. “Albert!” she calls. “This coin is plated.”

“Plated?’ he asks, turning from his ink analysis. He approaches Laura s working space. “It was
originaly...?’

“Looks like silver,” she remarks, examining it closer. “We have a bath that’ll take this off, right?’

“Try that,” he suggests, pointing to a flask on a shelf behind Laura. Laura promptly brings down
the flask and prepares a bath for the coin, dropping it into a glass beaker of solution. The gold plating dis-
solves, leaving only the original silver coin beneath. She fishes out the coin, blots it carefully with athick
wad of paper towels, and places it underneath a magnifying lens.

“Konungariket SVERIGE. Krona,” she reads hatingly, sounding out the unfamiliar words.
“Krona,” she repeats. “Krona. Isn't that like Norwegian or something?’

“No, that’s the kroner,” Albert corrects. “* Sverige', en? Sounds like this is a Swedish coin. Earle
probably gold—plated it in keeping with the gold—coin—under-the-tongue tradition.”

“So the fact that this coin is from Sweden must mean something, or he would have used just any
old gold coin,” Laura continues.

“That's my guess.” Albert picks up the report and scribbles a few notes regarding the coin. “Good
work.”

“Thanks, Albert,” Laura smiles. “But shouldn’t you be doing your ink analysis?’

“Don’t remind me,” Albert groans, and returns to his microscope. A Swedish coin, he realizes as
he sits at the counter. Something big may come of this. Something very big.

(G4

Meg sits down at her computer and shuffles a few files around. Time for some updating, she de-
cides. She pulls up David's file for modification, adding a record of his latest visit, checking his charts
thoroughly and including the whole Anders incident. She sighs as she clicks on the Save button. Every-
thing’s gone from bad to worse, she thinks. Might as well work on Anders sfile while I'm at it.

She moves out to the main menu and scrolls up to NILSSON, A., then clicks on it. The file un-
foldsitself below his name; Meg clicks on the COMMENT section and begins to fill it out carefully.

Suddenly, the lights dim and brighten, as if a huge bolt of lightning was coursing through the
power lines, and the computer winks out. Baffled, Meg stares at the dead screen for a moment before
snapping out of her daze and hitting the ON button again. She goes through the whole rigmarole of login,
passwords, and authentication—all of the hospital’s files are very well safeguarded—and pulls up her
database program. She clicks on “Open File’ and silently prays the program did a backup of the two files
she had modified. The computer blows a raspberry and this message pops up on the screen:

Mo files found.




Meg stares at the announcement, not comprehending, not wanting to comprehend. She clicks
“OK” and triesit again.

Mo files found.

Panicked, she does a quick search for her database file; it comes up empty—handed. She grabs the
phone and dials the hospital pharmacy.

“Steve, hi, it's Margaret. Could you check your database files for me? Something’'s wrong with
my computer.” She stands up and begins to pace atiny path by her desk, waiting for Steve’ s news.

“Wdll, Doctor Wilson...my files seem to be kaput,” he informs her. “Joan down in Accounting is
having the same problem. Musta been that surge.”

“Great. Thanks, Steve. I’'ll call Data Management and let them know.” She presses the FLASH
button on the phone and dias up the hospital department responsible for the computers and files.

“What' s going on down there?’ she asks. “ The computers are completely wiped of datal”

An equally panicked voice responds. “1’m sure we don’t know, Doctor. There was a power surge
or something, and everything was lost. Everything,” he gibbers. “I don’t know how we're gonna piece
this together from paper files. What a mess.”

“You're telling me,” Meg says dryly, and presses the FLASH button once more, cutting off the
connection to Data Management. She's in the midst of diaing Dion when she reconsiders...biting the
bullet, she dials Albert at the |ab.

“Rosenfield.”

“Albert, it's Doctor Wilson.”

“God, you must be bored to be calling here. What' s the matter, no patients?’

“Actualy, yes. Our computers have lost all data. We're screwed.”

Albert sounds interested. “So now your computers went down?”’

“Yes. And we'll have aredly hard time restoring everything. | think this is the same person who
did a number on your files.”

“Do you want me to do something about it?’

“I just thought you should know,” Meg replies, and hangs up. That just takes the biscuit, she
thinks. She turns off her computer—fairly useless now—gathers her things, puts on her coat, and goes
home.

(C:4

“Any luck?’ Dion asks his secretary as he returns from his solo outing at David's.

“Actually, yes. | found a fantastic little daycare-dash-nursery school that would simply love to
have Emily,” Sandrareplies proudly.

Dion nods. “Tell me more.”

“It's called *Forest Friends Nursery School’, it's got a great location, caring staff, and one of the
best pre—primary education systemsin the state.”

“Wow,” Dion murmurs.

“And it's not even that expensive. I've spoken to a few people around here who use Forest
Friends and they’ve said it’s quite the bargain, considering the extent of the services offered. | mean, you
are paying for daycare and some actual education, so—"

“Great. Sounds great,” Dion interrupts. “When can | sign her up?’



Sandra smiles awkwardly. “Well, that’s the only problem. This place is so popular that there's a
waiting list to get in, especialy at your daughter’s age leve. | can make afew calls and get her on the list,
though. The sooner, the better, after al.” Sandra reaches for the phone.

“No, that's okay—I’ll take care of it,” Dion says, and takes down the school’s phone number.
“You've been a great help, Sandra. | mean it. Thanks alot.” He forces a smile and walks past her into his
office.

“Oh, no problem, Agent Spencer! Any time...” Sandra calls after him.

| just need to get her somewhere, Dion tells himsalf as he pours himsaf a cup of coffee. Any-
where. Just...out of here. This Forest Friends place sounds pretty good. And won't Laura be proud of me,
of the way I'm taking care of business. He smiles to himsalf as he remembers the standing appointment
he has with Anders. Taking care of business in more ways than one, | guess, he admits. He picks up the
phone and dials Forest Friends Nursery School.

“Forest Friends Nursery School—how may | help you?’

Dion cringes at the bouncy voice assaulting him over the phone lines. “I'd like to register my
daughter, please.”

“I’m sorry, sir, but our enrollment is full. There is no way we can accept new charges at this time.
We can place you on awaiting list, though.”

“All right. If that’s the only choice | have.”

“I'm afraid it is, sir. Your daughter’s name and age?’

“Emily Spencer, seven months.”

“My, that’s young. She'll be very hard to enroll, indeed. We accept only a very few children un-
der one year of age.” The woman takes down this information and asks, “What is your name, sir?’

“Specia Agent Dion Spencer, FBI,” Dion replies, with as much emphasis as he can muster.

There is a pause on the other end. “Y ou're with the FBI, Agent Spencer?’

Dionrollshiseyes. “Yes, | am.”

Another long pause. “Let me take down your phone number, Agent Spencer, and I'll get back to
YOU as Soon as a space is made available.”

Dion gives her his office number and hangs up. “Cross your fingers,” he says aoud.
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Dion barely has time to relax when the phone rings. “Agent Spencer,” he says as he cradles the
receiver againgt his shoulder.

“Yes, Agent Spencer, thisis Stacy at Forest Friends. It so happens that we' ve had a sudden can-
cellation, and we' d love to have Emily here.”

“Oh. Oh, redly?’ Dion is taken by surprise. “Oh. Oh, that's great.” | sound like an idiot, he real-
izes, and shuts up.

“You may bring her in right now, and we'll take care of the paperwork,” Stacy continues cheer-
ily.

Dion checks the clock on the wall: 11:16 AM. “Yeah, I'll beright there.”

“We're looking forward to having Emily join our group,” Stacy bubbles. “See you soon, Agent
Spencer!”

Dion grins. There are times when being in the FBI has certain merits. He heads down to the Bu-
reau’ s facility to collect his daughter and escort her to Forest Friends.

* % %

The phone at the lab rings, making Albert jump. Laura peers a him curiously. “I'll get it,” she
says, peding off her gloves to pick up the receiver. “Agent Laura Spencer. How may | help you?...who
may | say iscaling?’

“One moment, please.” Lauralooks over a Albert. “An Anders?’



“Give me that,” Albert snaps, and grabs the phone from Laura, without stopping to take off his
rubber gloves. “Hold on,” he barks at the phone, then presses the HOLD button and dams the receiver
into its cradle. “I'm picking this up in your office,” he says over his shoulder as he briskly walks to
Laura's room.

Laura shrugs. “Okay, whatever.”

Once in Laurd’s office, Albert takes a deep breath and picks up the phone. “What do you want,
you brazen little punk?’

Anders laughs softly. “Relax. I’'m calling to—"

“Apologize for commandeering my vehicle? | swear I'll—"

“—to invite you to a party.”

“—I’ll—what? A party?’

“Yes. You've...been to aparty before? Or am | assuming too much?’

“Of course. | don't like them. | won’t come.”

“Oh, cheer up. If you come to this gathering—tonight, in a magnificent penthouse, formal dress,
bring a date if you can—I promise you you'll get what you need.”

“What | want.”

“What you need. So: What do you say?’

Albert considers it for amoment. This could be the perfect opportunity to check out Anders's op-
eration, to find his fatal flaw, to bring him down. | have that tuxedo from Laura s wedding, and | don’t
need a date, so...why not? Besides, | definitely have something to gain. “Fine,” he replies at last.

“Wonderful. Let me give you the specifics.” Albert studioudly takes down the info for the get—
together. “See you tonight, Agent Rosenfield,” Anders says, and hangs up.

(C:4

“So what's the definition of ‘literature 7 David asks, tossing a piece of chalk into the air. He re-
places the chalk in its tray and turns toward his class of eleven students, leaning lazily on the back of his
desk chair. “The dictionary defines it as ‘writings in prose or verse, especially writings having excellence
of form or expression and expressing ideas of permanent or universal interest’.”

He leans more heavily on the chair and checks his watch. A few of his students glance at each
other. “So, uh, so the author has to strive to create not only excellent work, but work that’s eternal. Of, of
course, the dictionary aso says that, uh, that basically all ‘writings in prose or verse' are literature. That's
debatable.”

He scans the room. Silence. “And that's what you're going to do now. Debate.” His students
groan dightly and David smiles. “Oh, quit yer whining. Get in, in groups, or...whatever..."—he gestures
vaguely—"and discuss. Is Austen literature? Is King? Is your average romance novel literature? How
about Sandburg? How about the verses you've read scrawled on the bathroom wall? Talk about perma
nence.” He grins. “I’ll be back in abit,” he adds, and heads out into the hall.

David checks his watch nervoudy as he heads into his tiny makeshift office. He dides into his
chair, picks up the phone, and dials Meg's number at work. After a few minutes, a voice comes over the
line:

“Héllo, you' ve reached the office of Doctor Margaret Wilson. If you'd like to leave a me—"

David bites his lip and depresses the receiver button before replacing the handset. “Damn,” he
whispers, head in his hands. “ She’signoring me.” He sits at his desk, profoundly alone; his head and arms
dowly dide down to his blotter.

He's nearly adeep in this comfortable position when the phone rings right next to his head, jerk-
ing him out of his stupor. He fumbles with the receiver as he bringsit to his ear. “Hello?’

“Ah, David. Good morning. Sorry to call you at work,” Anders says brightly.

“*Sno problem, really,” David manages.

“Anyway, I'm having a get—together tonight and was wondering if you could make it. Are you
free?

47



“Yeah, um, sure,” David answers. “Can | come stag?’

“Oh, you won't be bringing Dr. Wilson, then? Too bad. Is something wrong?’

“I don't know. Probably,” David sighs.

“Well, you might meet someone new there. Anyway, it's formal dress. Take this down, would
you?' He proceeds to read David directions to the penthouse, which David scrawls down onto a Post—t
note on his desk. “Gotcha. I'll be there,” he affirms.

“Looking forward to seeing you there,” Anders replies, and hangs up.

David hangs up as well, and checks his watch. He hurriedly grabs the note from its pad and prac-
tically runs down the hall to his class, where he closes the door behind him.

Rebekka closes the door behind her. “Anders?’ she cdlsout. “I'm home.” She stepsin afew feet
and stops as though she had reached an invisible barrier. Andersis sitting at the kitchen table, doing some
paperwork. Rebekka sees his face in profile.

“Mmm,” he replies, and taps the end of his pencil pensively on his lower lip. Rebekka shrugs her
purse off her shoulder, down her arm, and into her hand, then hangs it on the chair near the entry. She
then stands stock still, like amaid on inspection day. Occasionally, she finds herself holding her breath.

“I’m having a party tonight,” Anders says.

“Oh?’

“Yes, oh. | assume you have something appropriate to wear.”

“I'll find something.” She shifts her weight to one foot. “Why are we having a party?’

“We'renot. | am,” he replies. “I fell into a bit of money and decided to have a little mid—winter
get—together before we went South.”

“How did you get this money—or should | even ask?’

Anders writes afew more figures. “ Y ou're anosy one. | sold the Miata.”

“Oh, Anders, no! Why? It could have been fixed! It could have been repainted, or buffed, or—"

“No. It wasn't perfect anymore. | didn’'t want it. And | was just sick of it,” Andersinterrupts.

“Anything like me?’ Rebekka shoots back. “I’ve gained a little weight. Now I’'m not perfect
anymore. Will you get sick of me? Will you get rid of me? Am | just another object, a plaything? As
soon as the words spill out of her mouth, Rebekka thinks, Oh, God. That's it. HE Il kill me for sure this
time. He' s right—I’m so damn stupid.

Surprisingly, Anders doesn't even look up from his papers. “Who said you were ever perfect?
And who says I’m not sick of you already?’

Rebekka's eyes grow wide; she's unable to speak without squeaking in rage. Two minutes pass, a
short interval which seems eternal, Rebekka shifting from one foot to the other, Anders's pencil scrib-
bling across a workshest.

Rebekka breaks the silence first. “Y our nose is bleeding,” she points out.

Alarmed, Anders touches his upper lip. His finger comes away bloody. “Aw, shit.” Anders jumps
up from the table and runs to the bathroom for some Kleenex. As he returns, tightly pinching his nose, he
sees his sister for the first time.

Her hair.

Her long, beautiful blond hair that reached amost to her waist is gone.

Rebekka is sporting a stylish *do that, while not as short as it conceivably could be, is ill above
her shoulders—the shortest it’s been in five years.

Anders runs into the same invisible barrier Rebekka had, and stares a his sister, absolutely not
believing what he sees. “Whad the FUG did you do do your HAIR?’ he screams, nose still firmly pinched
to staunch the bleeding.

She takes a step back. “I got it cut.”

“Why the FUG did you ged id cud? Whad is WRONG with you?’

A few more steps back. “1 fdt likeit. | felt like a change.”

“DJEZUS!” Anders is incomprehensible with rage. He stands right where he is, clenching and
unclenching the hand not pinching his nose, breathing heavily through his mouth. After a few moments of



this, he twirls around on one hedl and stomps into the bedroom, samming the door behind him and mak-
ing the plates clink in their cupboards.

Trembling, Rebekka makes her way to the couch and gingerly sits down on the edge of the cush-
ion. “No way,” she breathes. “No way he'll let me get away with this. I’ve gone too far this time.” She
buries her face in her hands and waits for her punishment.
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“God, I'm terrified,” Rebekka breathes as she clutches Anders' sarm.

“Why?" Anders snorts. “We' re the ones throwing the party. What have we to worry about?’

“You know | hate crowds.” Rebekka closes her eyes tightly for a moment, then smoothes out her
dress. “And they don’t like me, Anders.”

Anders just ralls his eyes. They approach the door and stand there for a moment, taking the last
deep breath before swimming across the pool. Anders opens the door and the two take one step inside the
lavish penthouse.

All conversation stops; everyone immediately fixes their eyes on their host and his sister.

The women gape at Anders, dim and debonair in his sharply—creased tuxedo, grinning magnani-
mously through a haze of cocaine. He exudes an air of wealth, elegance and power, and acknowledges the
attention he receives with the dightest smile.

The men gaze at Rebekka, still holding on to Anders for dear life, stunning in her bottle-green,
crushed velvet gown—Ilong—seeved, high-necked, amost floor-{ength—hiding more than it shows and
yet still insanely seductive. The way the fabric caresses her curves and twirls softly around her long legs
makes every male in the room long to be a size 8, bottle—green Galliano original.

While the men remain fixated on Rebekka, the women eventually turn their attention in that di-
rection aswell. They al, asif by some unspoken signal, take one step away from their escorts and toward
each other, and begin whispering amongst themselves. The murmur, full of “did you hear?’s and “isn't
she?’s, winds through the room like a wisp of smoke.

Rebekka gulps. Anders leans over to whisper in her ear. “They love us. They can't help but talk
about us.” He kisses her gently and adds, “Why did you have to be the only woman here to wear a floor—
length gown, for Chrissakes?’ He looks her over critically and adds, “And your hair. Jesus.” He frowns.
“I'll never understand your sense of style.”

Rebekka just sighs and shakes her head. Anders leads her into the suite.

David takes a sip of punch and looks out over the crowd.

“Lot of beautiful women here tonight,” Albert notes for David's sake.

“Prostitutes,” David answers. “All of them.”

“What?’

“That's right. All except...that one,” he says, indicating Rebekka with a nod of his head. She's
never more than two steps away from her brother as he makes the rounds, glad—handing the crowd.

“Anders'sgirlfriend.”

“Girlfriend? Are you sure? | thought she was his sister. They look an awful lot aike to not be re-
lated, Albert.”

“They seemed pretty damn friendly to me, last | saw them together.”

“Mmm,” David answers, in hopes of ending the conversation. It works. Albert says nothing, just
glares at the throng with his arms crossed over his chest. He glances over at David. “Better take it easy
with that punch. This party is bad aready without me having to drag your dead, overdosed ass out of
here.”

“Thanks for your concern, Albert.”

“Don’'t get sentimental.”
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The two watch Anders have an earnest, animated conversation with a rather portly older man.
Anders looks up and around the room as if to ascertain someone' s location, and smiles as his eyes lock on
Albert and David by the back wall.

Albert turnsto David again. “Why did you come here?’

“Me?’” David shrugs. “Something to do. | haven’t been to a party in a while. What about you?
You're definitely the last person I’ d expect to see at a place like this.”

Albert scowls. “I have my reasons for being here. | only wish Nilsson would get his act together.”
He faces the room. “1 mean, let’s go! Why am | even here if he's not going to follow through? Why?' he
asks, gesticulating grandly.

Anders comes breezing up with Rebekka in hand and older man close behind. He deftly places an
oversized mug of swest, hot, milky coffee into Albert’s outstretched hand and smiles. “Albert. How are
we enjoying the evening?’

The agent stares at the steaming cup in his hand, then a Anders. “Doing well,” he mutters, and
takesasip.

Anders grins. “Let me introduce you to an important person.” David and Albert both smile awk-
wardly at Rebekka, awaiting the formal introduction. Instead, Anders turns toward the older man as
Rebekka automatically takes a few steps back, removing herself from the circle. David glances at her and
offersatiny, friendly smile. Rebekka returns it, shy, then scans the room nervously, waiting for Anders to
finish his introductions.

“This,” Anders begins, arm around the portly man, “is Dr. Petrov. We're in his penthouse now,
can you believe it?’

“Nice to meet you,” Petrov says with a grin and a dight bow. He' s rather short and wears glasses
over his piercing eyes.

“Really beautiful place you have here, Doctor,” David remarks.

“Yeah, uh, redlly nice,” Albert adds as he turns his attention back toward his coffee.

“We met in university, in New York. He was the faculty moderator of the Chess Club. Now, |
wasn't in the Chess Club, but | had played a bit, and when | heard this guy was a real wizard or some-
thing, | decided to give it ago and play a game or two against him.” He pauses and watches the Doctor as
he readies his next remark. “ Checkmate in five moves.”

Albert suddenly looks up at Anders. “Isn’'t that the smallest number—"

“Yes,” Petrov says. “The first time—and only time—I| was ever defeated,” he admits with an un-
comfortable laugh.

“Wow,” Albert nods.

“Yeah,” David echoes. Anders grins, absorbing the adulation as if he were a cat soaking up the
sun.

“Well,” Petrov interrupts, “I'll leave you young people to your party. I'll just collect my little girl
and be on my way.”

“Sure thing, Doctor. Thanks again for |etting us use the place,” Anders replies.

“No problem,” Petrov calls back as he makes his way through the crowd to the other side of the
room.

Anders shakes his head in amazement. “What a guy. Well, we'll be off now. Enjoy your even-
ing.” He collects Rebekka and begins to move back off into the crowd.

“Wait!” David exclaims. Anders turns back around. “Um...I don't believe we' ve met,” he says,
indicating Rebekka.

“Oh.” Anders sniffs. He brings Rebekka around next to him. “Gentlemen, this is Rebekka.
Rebekka, thisis Albert and David. | believe you' ve seen Albert before,” he remarks.

Rebekka nods and smiles demurely. David smiles. His eye suddenly catches Doctor Petrov care-
fully carrying a baby out of the suite. He blinks, and turns back to Rebekka.

“It's nice to meet you both,” she says. The two men nod and mutter similar phrases.

“We have to get back to our guests. Have a great evening, and, Albert? Enjoy your coffee. If
you'd like afill-up, just see me.” He grins and leads Rebekka away from the two.



“She got a haircut,” Albert notices. “She' sreally beautiful.”
“Mmm,” David replies.
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Halfway across the room, Anders stops and turns to his sister. “1 have some stuff to do. Be a dear
darling and mingle.” He gives her a quick kiss and a condescending pat on the rear, then fairly shoves her
toward the center of the room before he heads off toward the back rooms.

Rebekka throws a dightly dirty look over her shoulder, and makes her way to the edge of the
crowd. She spots alonely—{ooking waif of a young woman perched delicately on the edge of an expensive
sofa againgt the far wall, and approaches her, hoping against hope that she may actually be able to make a
friend of her own.

“Hi,” Rebekka begins, and holds out her hand. The girl on the couch looks up, startled, and
shakes it shyly. Rebekka smiles. “1’m Rebekka. Y ou look like you could use afriend.”

The girl findly returns Rebekka' s gentle expression, and begins to introduce herself, but her
words rasp in her throat. She coughs discreetly, swallows, and begins again: “I’'m Ronette. Hi.” She
scoots over to make room for Bekkers, who sits down beside her. Her skimpy, sexy red minidress dides
up a couple of inches on the way to the other side of the couch, and she carefully pulls the hem down
again when she reaches her destination.

Ronette has her mouth open to speak when Anders, on his way past the sofa, stops abruptly be-
fore the two of them and says, “ There you are. Rebekka, Ronette. Ronette, Rebekka. Rebekka, this is the
new girl. Have a good conversation.” He nods and continues briskly on his way.

Rebekka closes her eyes and takes a deep breath before turning to Ronnie again. Ronette is spell-
bound by the brief, aimost illusory appearance of her crush, and Rebekka breaks the spell by asking,
“You're the new girl?’

“Yes, hello. I'm the new girl, yes,” Ronnie replies, still dazed.

“Oh, | see.” Rebekka politely nods.

Ronette gapes for a second longer, then laughs lightly. “I’'m sorry. It's not very polite of me to be
so obvioudy in lust with your boyfriend. Y ou two seem so specia to each other, so close. | mean, you're
always together, arms around each other...you must have a great relationship. | don’'t have a chance,
right?’

Now it's Rebekka's turn to be speechless. Her mouth hangs open for a split second, then closes
with an audible snap. “He's my brother,” she says, the words tinged with disgust.

Ronette stares for a moment, then laughs nervoudly. “Oh, God, I'm sorry! It's just that you two
are dways 0...s0..affectionate...” She swalows, noticing the rather ill look on Rebekka's face.
“Uh...does this mean | can go out with him?’ she asks hopefully.

Rebekka nods, her face ashen. Ronette regards her curioudly, then stands up. “It was nice meeting
you, Rebekka. Let’s talk again.” She grins, waves, and wends her way through the crowd in search of her
blond dreamboat.

(C:4

“Y ou are not gonna believe what | got done today,” Dion exclaims as he returns home and throws
his briefcase on the couch. “Y ou’re gonna be so proud of me,” he adds as he approaches Laura, who's just
begun cooking hamburgers, and gives her aluscious kiss.

Laura smiles. “Hey, baby,” she replies, and pokes a burger with her spatula.

Dion frowns. “Here, swesetie, let me do that,” he inssts, and carefully unties the apron from
around her waist and transfersit to his own. He eases the spatula from her hand and scoots her away from
the stove with the dightest nudge to her hip. He shoots a smile her way as he flips a sizzling burger.

“God, Dion,” Laura remarks. “What's got into you?’ She sits down at the table and watches him
wonderingly. “And where's Emily?’
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“Actually, that’s one of the things | did today. | found this fabul ous daycare—preschool-type place
not far from work, and they managed to squeeze our little angel into their classlist. Ain’t it grand?’

“Y eah, but...shouldn’t you have brought her home?’

Dion nods. “That’s the cool part. | didn’t know this until | dropped her off, but they’re having a
deepover tonight! She's al set, don't worry,” he adds, seeing Laura' s worried look. “ She has al the stuff
she'll need. | can pick her up tomorrow after work, no problem.” He grins and flips another burger. “So
we have the place to ourselves,” he reminds her with awink.

Laura laughs. “Jesus, Dion...let me tell you about my day.” She proceeds to fill him in about the
silver Swedish coin found under the dead Emilio’s tongue, the fact that the hospital files were zapped,
and, briefly, David' s visiting her at the lab.

“He was s0 sweet, and apologetic. | wish you'd stop being so damn nasty to him, Dion.” She un-
folds her napkin onto her lap. “But you said the daycare thing was just one of the things you took care
of,” she reminds him. “What else did you do? Exciting, dashing, heroic things?’ Laura smiles.

Dion grins and serves up the burgers on buns and too—fancy plates, placing Laura sin front of her
with a flourish. He pauses as though considering his response. “No,” he finaly answers, thinking of his
sneak job a David's, “actualy nothing.” He leans down and kisses his wife, then sits in the chair across
from her. “Bon appétit, mon angel sweet.”

Laura laughs, the happiest she’s been in years.

o3

David closes his blue eyes sowly, then opens them again as if a weight were attached to each.
One could hardly call it ablink. He glances around the room uneasily and tries to do afew deep breaths.

He's had too much punch, and while he's not exactly dizzy, the world around him seems to be a
half—second late in catching up with each languorous turn of his head. It's al dipping away.

This has never happened before, and he's scared.

David looks over a Albert, who's discussing a certain messy lab procedure with a nerdy scien-
tifico in owlish glasses. Imagine, David muses, there's two people who even care. “Albert,” he says
softly. “What?" Albert responds, looking peeved. He turns around with a “now look what | have to ded
with” expression, which changes to one of incredulity and concern. “What the hell?’

“I, uh, I screwed up. I’m going to, to sit down for a bit and try to...come back,” David mumbles.

“I told you to keep off the punch!” Albert growls. He holds out his mug of Colombian blend.
“Drink this.”

David utters a tiny haf-daugh. “No, thanks. | don’'t think that would help. I'll just..sit
down...thanks.”

He makes his way across the room. Albert calls out after him, but David doesn’t hear.

David eases himsdlf onto a couch next to a sexy young woman in a red dress, involved with a
skinny line of cocaine. He doesn’t notice her, but puts his head in his hands and focuses on his breathing,
focuses on deegpening it a bit so he doesn’'t pass out.

The girl looks up from her project and sniffs, satisfied. She turns her attention to the sick guy next
to her and regards him with interest. “Hey,” she blurts out, “are you okay”?

Oh, no, David thinks. Please don't. “No,” he mutters.

Ronette’ s interest wavers between concern for his well-being and just plain ol’ curiosity; the lat-
ter iswhat eventually reigns. “I’m Ronette. What' s your name?’

Please, please, just leave me aone...” David.”

“David? David what?’

“Spencerrr,” he replies, lingering on the final consonant. He dides his hands up through his hair
and folds them under his chin, closing his eyes.

“Ooh! Areyou related to Laura?’

Go away! he shrieksin hismind. “ She'smy...sister—in-Haw.”

“OH! Cool!” Ronette giggles, please to have found him out. “Hey...are you with anyone tonight?’
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Leave me alone leave me aone, he chants to himsdlf. “You know what...Ronette? See that...guy
over there talking...to the...geek?’

Ronette' s eyes follow the tilt of David's head toward Albert. “Oh, the guy in the glasses?’

Deep insde, David laughs. “No, no...the other one” he clarifies with a dight smile. “That's
Albert. He's...redly famous. And rich. He' s adoctor.”

“Ooooh,” Ronette breathes.

“Why don’t you go chat him up? | bet he'd love to meet you,” David adds.

Ronette takes the bait. She springs up and across the room, and sidles up to Albert, pulling him
away from his intense scientific conversation in spite of his protesting.

David sighs and silently tries to pull himself together.

(¢4

Rebekka sits alone on a matching sofa across the room from David. Though several women float
by on the arms of their escorts and exchange a word or two with her, the conversations don’t go beyond
five sentences, and each couple eventually moves off into the crowd, leaving Rebekka a one once more.

After a particularly stylish couple reenters the throng, Rebekka looks off, unfocused, across the
room, thinking of a hundred places she'd rather be. Through the smoky haze, her eyes light on David,
looking positively miserable. She scans the room thoroughly to ascertain Anders's position—he has his
coat on and is escorting a woman out of the apartment—and once she feels absolutely certain she's safe,
she picks up her evening bag and steals across the room to David's side.

She whispers, “You look soill. How can | help you?’

David looks up out of his hands. “Ms. Nilsson,” he murmurs.

“Yes, Mr. Spencer...please, what can | get for you?' she asks urgently, keeping one eye on the
door.

“David, please,” he mumbles. “The only person who...who cals me ‘Mr. Spencer’ is your, your
brother.”

And what's wrong with that? Rebekka thinks. “Here, maybe some ginger ae will help?’ She
folds her almost—full glass into David's hand. “I’m sorry it’s diet—the sugar would have done you good.
But | think the bubbles could help?’

David sips the soda and manages a weak smile. “Thank you so much. I...I think they will.” He
takes a deep breath and Rebekkarel axes.

“I thought this was a—a drink, an alcol-alcoholic drink,” David says as he studies the cut crystal
tumbler.

“I don't really drink,” Rebekka confesses.

“Me neither.” He smiles wryly.

“So why tonight?’

David shrugs. “To escape. | haven't taken a drink in ten years, something like that. But | did it to-
night, purposaly.” He turns more toward Rebekka. “1 know you need to escape. How do you do it?’

She blushes for a moment, then regains her composure. “Oh, I, | don’t want to escape any more
than the average person does,” she laughs.

“But how do you?’ David persists. “You, uh, you don’t drink, you don’t do any other drugs—"

“No,” Rebekka interrupts in a hushed tone, stealing a glance at the coke on the table.

“—s0 how do you escape?’

“Who would | be escaping?’ she asks, smiling and trying to be cavalier.

David hmms. “*Who'?’ he echoes, sitting up. “Not ‘what’ ?’

She colors as she redizes her mistake. “It's okay, it's okay...I know who,” David whispers.
“Don’'t worry.”

Rebekka clears her throat and says nothing. A moment of awkward silence descends like a bubble
around the two. David breaks it: “I, uh, | can’t drive home like this, Ms. Nilsson. | wonder if you, if you
could—"



“Yes, yes, certainly. We'll drive you home,” she assures him. “Just et us know when you need to
leave.” She smiles and pats his hand.

“What about Anders? Can he drive?’ David asks.

Rebekka smiles uncomfortably. “He probably thinks he could, but | doubt he can. He probably
thinks he could fly,” she adds, under her breath. “It doesn’t much matter; we came in a limo. But he's
never been this—"

She stops abruptly and looks up with a gasp. Anders stands there, cheeks reddened by the wind
outside and a bit of snow on the shoulders of his black wool coat and melting in his hair.

He offers a tight little smile. “Enjoying the party, Mr. Spencer?’ he asks David, who hasn’t
looked up.

“Yes,” David murmurs, still not facing him.

Anders reaches down and pulls Rebekka up from the couch. “If you ever talk to my sister again,”
he continues in a conversationa tone, “I’ll kill you.”

He turns with Rebekka and begins walking back across the room. Rebekka turns her head back
toward David with a desperate look and mouths I’m sorry. David waves as if to say it's okay, then sits
back on the couch with a sigh.

“You didn’t have to threaten him,” Rebekka protests as they stop in the kitchen. “I began the
conversation. Y ou told me to mingle,” she reminds her brother.

Anders extricates himself from his coat and hands it to a valet. “Shut up,” he saysin reply to his
ggter. “1I’m not in the mood.”

Rebekka seethes. “We have to take him home tonight.”

“WEe' Il drop him off at Lydia's hotel. He can spend the night there.”

“That reminds me,” she says, “who was that woman you took out earlier?’

“Who, who, who,” Anders mimics. “You sound like an owl. Don’t be foolish.” He picks up a
glass of red wine and bringsit to hislips. After asip, he answers, “Lydia”

“You invited her?’

“What do you care? No, she just showed up. She's gone back to the hotel. Have some wineg,” he
says, offering her the goblet.

“I'm not thirsty. What's wrong with you tonight?’ Rebekka asks with a worried/angry expres-
son.

Anders shrugs. “Nothing. Try this wine.” He gently touches the glass to his sister’s lips; she
backs away.

“I don’t want to drink anything tonight!” she exclaims, taking a step backwards. “I told you!” She
pauses. “Can you imagine the chaos if both of uswere as smashed asyou are?’

Anders dams the glass down on the counter hard enough to dosh a bit of wine over therim. “You
are stubborn,” he says quietly, then grabs her by the wrist (again; Rebekka winces in pain) and fairly
drags her into the area being used as a dance floor.

A beautiful dow tuneis playing. “Let’s dance,” he murmurs.

Rebekka closes her eyes. “Please, Anders...I'm so sore, everywhere. Please don’t hurt me any
more.”

He places a hand around her shapely waist and carefully holds her hand with his other, yet the
two do not yet begin to dance. “You're sore?’ he asks.

“Yes, | am. From earlier today,” she whispers, cheeks burning.

Anders looks concerned. “Where does it hurt, angel mine?’

Rebekka is surprised, and quite naturally circumspect of this part of Anders that so very rarely
surfaces. “Well...my wrist is sore,” she admits.

“Which one?’ he asks, and after she indicates it’'s the one attached to the hand he's holding,
kisses it solemnly.

Oh, shit, Rebekka thinks. Thisis not good.

“Where else?’ Anders persists.



“You, uh...my ears were boxed, hard,” she whispers.

“Your ears,” he repeats, drawing out the sibilance of thefinal ‘s'. He takes Rebekka s face in both
of his hands, and she closes her eyes in anticipation of a sharp dap. Instead, he turns her head ever so
gently and, incredibly, gives each of Rebekka s perfect ears a soft kiss.

“Anders...” she begins,

“Shh,” he answers, and holds her close. Rebekka does the same, incredulous yet happy that her
brother is apparently back to “normal”. She feels so close to him right now, right here, and everyone else
in the room is nobody, nothing, doesn’t exist. No matter how fleeting these moments of tenderness may
be, she'll take what she can get. It may be creepy, but now they’'re the loving brother and sister they
should be...right?

“I like your cologne,” she offers.

“You smell alittle like soap.”

“I'm sorry, 1—"

“No, | likeit. It'sso clean,” Anders replies, and the two fall silent again.

She runs her hands lightly down his back as they embrace on the dance floor, savoring the cool
whisper of the fabric under her fingers, when her hands touch on the butt of his Beretta, tucked into his
waistband at the small of his back and hidden by his jacket. “Anders,” she says urgently. “You brought
your—"

Rebekka doesn’t have a chance to finish—in fine Shakespearean fashion, Anders stops her mouth
with a kiss. She flutters her eyelashes in surprise. Once, then again, then she fedls his tongue in her mouth
and her heart skips a beat.

She breaks away and takes a step back, head down. Anders bows his head as well, eyes closed,
and pulls in sharp, ragged breaths. They stand like that for a moment, then he steps forward and takes her
hands, head till bowed.

“Anders,” Rebekkawhispers. Their foreheads almost touch.

“Shh.” They remain in that position for a few breaths, standing in the midst of everyone (Albert
and David among the guests surreptitioudly staring from the sidelines, Ronette standing by the punchbowl
with a broken heart), when Anders finally whispers, “Let’s go.”

He takes her hand. The two are hushed as they help David up from the couch, nod to their guests,
don their coats, and head to their limo, waiting outside.

(¢

“Okay, Albert, let’s have the next one,” Laura says as she ties her hair back and adjusts her rub-
ber gloves. The morgue is cold and blue, and she shivers. Albert dides a tiny body onto the table in front
of her without aword.

“Oh, it'sababy,” Laura gasps. “How terrible...| don’t want to do this,” she sighs. Yet she unzips
the petite bag from around the body.

The chilled and till face of her daughter Emily looks up at her, frozen in terror. Laura turns, hor-
rified, to Albert.

In place of her partner in pathology stands BOB, and he holds a scape. “WE HAVE YOUR
DAUGHTER,” he informs her with obvious glee, then raises the scalpel above Emily like an icepick. Laura
screams. He brings the cutting tool down with a whistle through the air, and—

Laura awakens in bed, curled up like a stickybun and drenched in sweat. She sits up, heart
pounding asif it wanted to escape, and starts to hyperventilate.

She stumbles out of bed, tripping on the bedclothes and waking Dion. “Laura?’ he calls, till
half—adl eep.

“I4- h-had a—a—" she gasps, grabbing her robe and pulling it around her as she stands up from
her awkward fall. She stops for a second, trembling, and melts back to the floor with a heartbreaking sob.

Dion’'s out of bed and at her side in a second. “Laura, darling, it was a dream, just a dream. Hush
now,” he whispers, rubbing her back as she rocks back and forth on the parquetry.



Eventually she cams down enough for Dion to help her back up onto the bed. “Better?’ he asks.

Laura nods and hiccups. “ Can—can | have a cigarette?’ she asks.

Dion fishes around for her pack and lights one for her. “What time is it?’ she asks after a few
drags.

“Nine.”

“Y ou're not going to work?’

“It's Saturday, and there’ s nothing there that can’t wait. Laura, what was it about?’

She shakes her head miserably. “I can't talk about it. Y ou have to go get Emily right now, Dion. |
mean it.” She starts crying again.

“But | don’'t want to leave you.”

“I'll, I'll come with you,” she says. “Just—I gotta get ready,” she adds on the way to the bath-
room for a shower.

“Good morning, Agent Spencer,” the young woman at Forest Friends says.

“Good morning, uh, Stacy,” Dion answers, checking her nametag. “We—my wife and |—are
here to pick up Emily.” Laura swallows and tries to ook pleasant.

Stacy is puzzled. “1I'm afraid Emily’s no longer with us,” she explains.

Laura sobs once. “Laura, that’s not what she—excuse me?’ Dion asks angrily.

“WEell, your brother picked her up last night,” Stacy continues. “He assured me he had your
okay.”

Laurasighs. “He did not have my okay,” Dion shouts. “What kind of place are you running here?
Do you at least have some record of him picking her up?’

“Yes, he signed this release dip,” she says, diding the piece of paper across the desk to Dion.

Sure enough, it al checks out. Complete with David's pitiful drugged—out scrawl of a signature.
“Do you have a phone?’ Dion asks, barely containing his fury.

Stacy offers him the use of her desk phone. Dion punches in David's number and waits. And
waits. He finaly dams the phone down. “Nothing. Nothing! He took our daughter and is nowhere to be
found!”

“Dion, it's okay,” Laura manages. “He's probably sleeping.”

“Goddammit, Laural Stop making excuses for him! Don't you care that that...screwed—up addict
loser has stolen our baby? And that these people just let him?”’

“But | thought—" Stacy begins.

“Oh, | don’'t want to hear what you thought,” Dion interrupts. “You are in deep shit. We are with
the FBI, girly. Thisisfar from over,” he promises, and, leaving Stacy near tears, stomps out the door with
Laura a step behind.

(¢4

Meg checks her pager. Nothing. She picks up the nearest phone and checks her voice mail. No
messages. She calls her answering machine at home, but there's nothing for her there, either. Her secre-
tary has nothing to tell her. No one does.

She looks at her watch; it’s lunch time on this lovely chill Saturday. David should be awake by
now, at least, she figures; why haven't | heard from him in so long? Two days, isit?

Grabbing her purse, she starts down the hall, pulling her interning assistant aside for a moment.
“Hi there, Beth. I'm going to lunch, and to run a few errands. It seems pretty dow now—Kknock on
wood—nbut if something should happen that you can’'t handle, just page me and I'll be here in a flash,
okay? Same thing with the patients we aready have—they’'re pretty much taken care of, but just in
case...you know.”

“Sure thing, Doctor Wilson,” Beth answers with a smile. “Have agood lunch.”

“I'll try,” Meg replies, and is out the door.



She drives her Camry down to David's, biting her lip nervoudly. She jabs at the buttons on the ra-
dio; frustrated at finding nothing she wants to hear, she turns the radio knob so violently that it pops off in
her hand. “Great,” she mutters, and tosses it into the passenger’ s sedt.

Meg pullsin front of David's place and sees another car there—Dion's car. She braces herself for
a confrontation with him—their relationship had been souring lately, after all—locks up the car, and
heads up to the porch.

Dion and Laura are both there, looking incredibly worn. “Di-Dion,” Meg begins. “And Laura.
Wh-why are you here?’

“Oh, Meg,” Laura breathes. “It’s just—"

“David stole our baby,” Dion sputters. “He actually took her! And he's disappeared!”

“He' sgone?’ Meg asks.

“We' ve been ringing his doorbell for at least fifteen minutes,” atired Laura explains. “Though |
guess it’s entirely possibly that he's still deeping.”

“At noon?’ Dion snorts. “Jesus Christ.”

“You—you really think he just...took Emily?” Meg asks, perplexed. “1 don't think he'd ever—”

“Look, the last thing he said to me was please not to forbid him from seeing her and that it would
kill him to be without her. We tell him he's lost the babysitting job and poof, he and our daughter are no-
where to be found,” Dion retorts.

“He made me promise that we'd till let him see her, Dion,” Laura points out. “1 just don't think
he’' d do something this rash.”

“He's desperate. A desperate man'll do anything,” Dion replies. He shuffles his feet a little and
shoots a dirty look toward Meg. “Why are you here?’

“Well, ah, | haven't heard from David in a few days, and | was getting worried about him,” Meg
says.

“You haven't heard from him because he' s skipped town with our daughter,” Dion mutters.

“Stop it,” Lauraexclaims. “That’s conjecture.”

“Fine. You want cold, hard facts?’ Dion shoots back. “Let’s go in.” He produces David's house
key from his pocket and lets everyone inside.

“David?’ Lauracals. “David, wake up...it'sus. It's Lauraand Meg and...and Dion,” she finishes.
There' s no response except an echo from the cathedral ceiling. Peter, David's cat, peeks around a corner
and mewls. Meg walks up to her, squats down, and absentmindedly scraiches under her chin. “Good
kitty,” she murmurs. “Is your daddy here?’

Dion looks around the living room and kitchenette. “Nothing. Laura?’

Laura returns from the back bedrooms. “Nothing. The bed's not dept in, even. There's a dry—
cleaning bag on the bed, but other than that, nothing. He' sreally gone. | still can’t believe it, though.”

“You remember how you met David? Huh, sweetie? He was holding a goddam gun to your
head,” Dion reminds Laura

Meg stands up. “But wasn't he working for Mr. Earle then? Because you know full well he'd not
do that of his own accord.” Peter mewls again and rubs against Meg' s ankles.

The two agents think about this for a moment. “It could be Earle,” Laura admits finally. “Buit,
God, | don't want to think about that. | just...| can’'t handle it right now.” She turns to Dion. “What if
Earle has our baby, Dion? Then what?’

Dion is still silent. He walks over to the phone and dials. “I’'m going to talk to Gordon about this.
Something’ s not right.”

Laurasighs. “Nothing’sright.”

“YOUR BLOTTER ISGAUNT? SPENCER, ARE YOU PULLING MY LEG?
“My daughter is gone, Gordon!” Dion hollers.

“YOUR DAUGHTER? THAT'SA SHAME! WHERE'D SHE GO?’

“We don’'t know! We think my brother took her!”

“YOUR LOVER? SPENCER, DOES YOUR WIFE KNOW?’
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Meg blushes crimson for a moment. Laura does not notice.

“My brother! We think he'sworking for Earle!” Dion replies.

“OH. EARLE, YOU SAY?NASTY PIECE OF WORK!”

“Yes, yes, we know! Could you please put out an APB on Emily...Clair...Spencer?’

“AN APB! GOTCHA! DON'T YOU WORRY ABOUT A THING—WE'VE GOT THE BEST
MINDS ON THIS ONE, SPENCER. HANG TIGHT AND WE'LL KEEP IN TOUCH!”

“Right, Gordon! Thanks a lot!” Dion shouts. “Yéll at you later,” he adds under his breath, and
hangs up the receiver.

“So what now?” Meg asks.

“Now we go home and wait,” Laura answers miserably. “If you find David, Meg, please, please
let us know. I'm so worried. | almost hope David has her...I know he won't hurt her.”

Meg manages a smile. “You're right. He'd never hurt her. Don't worry. I'm sure Emily is fine.
Y ou go home and take care of yourselves, okay?’ Laura nods.

“Please, tell usif you hear from him, Margaret,” Dion reminds her.

“I will.” Meg takes one last look around the room and heads out to an uneasy lunch.

(¢4

Closing the door carefully behind her, Rebekka walks out into the front of the apartment and
tucks alock of hair behind her ear as she glances through the newspaper and mail on the kitchen table.

Anders stirs on the couch behind her. His arm is over his face, moved there in his seep, but con-
veying the absurd impression that he's shielding his eyes from something. Face still nestled in the crook
of hisarm, he asksin amuffled voice, “Timeisit?’

“You're awake,” Rebekka answers. “It’s nearly noon.”

“Noon?’ Anders sits up and looks at his sister over the back of the couch. “Noon?’ he repeats in-
creduloudly. “Man, oh, man,” he groans, and sinks back down to the couch. He idly runs his hand across
his chest and redlizes he's till wearing his pleated tuxedo shirt—and the accompanying pants, it turns
out. “Gotta change,” he mutters, and lunges across the room, into the hallway, and into the bedroom, his
untied silken bowtie fluttering out along the way.

Rebekka sits down and picks up an airmail envelope, frowning as she turnsit over and over in her
hands. Anders shuffles in from the back wearing gray sweatpants and a white T—shirt and flings himself
back onto the couch. “God, | fedl like shit. Where' re you going?’ he asks.

“Work,” she replies, and after another quick glance at the envelope, dides it into her purse. “The
bookstore. They needed some backup today since it's getting closer to the holidays.” Anders grunts in
reply. “Do you have any plans for today?’ Rebekka asks with only the dightest edge of irony.

“Dunno. Sleep,” Anders mumbles. “Before you go, Bekkers...could you do me a hig favor?
Please?’ He picks himsdlf up and peeks over the back of the couch again. “Can you make me lunch? I'm
starving. Please.”

Rebekka tilts her head. “When's the last time you ate? And | don't mean caviar and crudités, ei-
ther.”

Her brother shrugs, arm along the back top of the couch. “Dinner afew days ago?’ he hazards.

She tsks him. “I wish | could make you a nice big lunch, but | really have to be going. They're
redly busy, and |—"

“Then could you give me the phone?’ Andersinterrupts. “1 haveto call Lydia”

Rebekka nods and hands the phone over. Anders sinks back down onto the couch, and a few bips
and boops later has his girlfriend on the phone. Rebekka stands in front of the hall mirror and adjusts her
earrings.

“Lyds...morning, sunshine. Okay, afternoon. No, | just woke up. Fed like shit, too. A ha ha.
Cute...why, you think | deserve it?” He rolls onto his side. “Don’'t be that way...you know | do. | know. |
know. I'm sorry. Um, say, how’s our boy doing? Still? | envy him. Do take care of him once he wakes up.
Yeah, just alittle. And the note. | know exactly how he feels, poor thing.”



He reaches out to the small occasiona table nearby to snag his cigarettes, but the pack fals to the
floor. He raises his arm above the top of the sofa and snaps his fingers until Rebekka notices and comes
over. “Yes?

Anders points to the pack of cigarettes, which she dutifully retrieves for him. He sits up, moves
the phone to his other ear, and mouths thank you as he fishes out a cigarette and lights it. His sister nods,
walks over to the closet, and begins fishing around for an appropriate coat.

“So, um...can you come over? No, nothing like that, but 1—yeah. No. | need deep, Lyds. And
food. | could eat a horse, serioudly. | was wondering...could you, uh...”

After taking one pull off of his cigarette, he holds it up for his becloaked sister, who walks by and
takes one as well; he then puts it out in a nearby ashtray. “Heh. No. Now, don’t be silly; no. Could you
cook for me? Okay! Okay! I'm sorry | asked. Jesus.” He lies back down. “Then stop at that Chinese
place. Jade Emperor or whatever the hell it's called. I'm freakin' starving here...screw it; I'm not gonna
argue...if you fedl like coming by, I’ll be here. Let yoursdlf in, ‘cause I’ll be crashing on the couch, okay,
luv? Uh-huh.”

He presses the OFF button on the phone and rolls onto his side. “Bye, Anders,” Rebekka calls
from the door. “With luck I’ll be home for dinner. If not, please eat something, okay?’

“You bet,” Anders replies thickly. “Good luck be careful have fun,” he adds, and rolls over to
face the back of the couch.

“I'll seeyou,” Rebekka finishes plainly, and is out the door.

(¢4

Bed, David thinks. His eydids flutter; he sighs and shifts his position under the goosedown com-
forter. Warm. Not...

His eyes open promptly and focus on the lamp on the bedside table. A green band goes around
the shade; like malachite, David thinks out of nowhere, or jade.

He turns over onto his back and takes in more of his surroundings. Chest of drawers, small table,
two matching chairs, rich bedstead, dark wallpaper and heavy curtains. David catches his reflection in the
mirror across from his bed and groans. His head falls back onto his pillow and he closes his eyes again.

Last night...what...?

He gathers up his strength and sits up, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed, then winces and
brings his hand to his head with a sharp intake of breath.

A knock comes at the door. “Who...who isit?’ he manages.

“Mr. Spencer, it's Rebekka. May | comein?’

David looks up and spots a thick terry robe hanging on the bedpost, which he hastily throws over
his spare frame and ties tightly above the waistline of his boxers. “Yes, uh, one second,” he cals, and
clumsily runs to the door, nearly tripping on his shoes, which had been placed next to the bed.

He opens the door to a weakly—smiling Rebekka. “ Good afternoon, Mr. Spencer. Lydia asked me
to deliver thisto you when you awoke.” She holds a serving tray out to David and waits.

David blinks at the offering: two pieces of dry toast on a china plate; a matching chinateapot with
ablack tea tagabel dangling from beneath itslid; a green pear cut into eighths, smelling lightly of lemon
and drizzled with honey; a covered butter dish; a small piece of paper folded in haf. All on afine linen
placemat with a matching napkin wrapped around a complement of silverware.

“Thank you,” he says finaly, and takes the tray from Rebekka, carefully putting it down on the
smal table in the corner. He tweezes the note up off the tray and begins reading it. It's an effort: the
handwriting makes David' s eyes water.

59



“Hmm,” he says, and places the note back on the tray. “I wonder if there're any aspirin here...|
could use some.” David peeks under the napkin and shifts a couple plates around.

Rebekka clears her throat gently. “Enjoy, Mr. Spencer,” she says. “You can stay here as long as
you need to. Just ask at the front desk and someone will drive you to your car. Your tuxedo is hanging in
the closet”—she indicates it with a gently pointing hand—"and there's a sweater and pair of jeans in your
size in the chest of drawers. Call me if you need anything,” she finishes, and turnsto go.

“Wait, please,” David says.

She turns back around and looks at him expectantly. “Y es?’

“I wanted to thank you for taking care of me,” David explains.

“It's nothing, redlly,” sheinssts.

“No, | mean...I must have been a handful last night, and you really were alifesaver. Then to bring
me this room service—"

“That wasn't me—that was Anders and Lydia. She was going to bring it in herself, but she got
caled away, so | volunteered.”

David smiles. “I’m glad you did. Thank you.”

Rebekka blushes. “Did...did you want anything else?’

“Actuadly, could | get some aspirin? | think—oh, wait.” David lifts the cover off the butter dish,
revealing afull, capped syringe.

“I guess you don’'t need that aspirin after all,” Rebekka says quietly from over David' s shoulder.

He closes his eyes and takes a deep breath. After a moment, he carefully replaces the cover and
turns to Rebekka. “If it's not a problem,” he says with a hesitant half-smile, “would you make it extra—
strength, please?’

(¢4

Damn, thinks Albert, now | know why | don’t go to parties. He stands half—awake over the lab ta-
ble, stirring his coffee aimost unconsciously. After what seems an eternity, he tinks the spoon on the rim
of the mug and placesit in the lab sink.



What a hangover. He stifles a yawn and takes a sip of the scalding java. It's too hot to drink, and
Albert’ s eyes open wide as he fights the instinct to spit it out all over the table.

At this exact moment, Thomas walks in—actually bounces in, with a friendly smile plastered
across hisface. “Hey, Dr. Rosenfield! Good morning! How are you doing today?’

Albert nods, gulping his hot mouthful and glaring at the young doctor.

Thomas, oblivious, chatters on. “Sorry I’'m late. | just got the call and got here as soon as | could.
So what’ s on the schedule for today?’

“You're not supposed to be here at all,” Albert finally manages. “Where' s Laura?’

“You didn't hear? Her daughter was kidnapped—or is missing, at least—so she and Dion are
taking the day off and waiting for word on her. I'm here to take her place.”

Albert looks up at him, disbelief dancing across his features. “Y ou're shitting me,” he says care-
fully as he puts his mug on the table in front of him. “Emily Spencer? The Emily Spencer?’

“Yeah.”

“Little kid, about yay big?’ Albert asks with raised eyebrows, indicating her size with two out-
stretched hands.

Thomas tilts his head and peers at the measurement. “Well, if she were a fish, | guess that would
be about appropriate,” he remarks. “But she's about eight, nine months old, so, yeah, around there. Any-
way, she’'smissing,” he reiterates, and grabs for afile folder on the corner of the table. “Is this our current
case?’

“Wait, wait, wait,” Albert interrupts. “Are you sure we're not supposed to be working on her
case?’

Thomas laughs. “I’'m pretty sure. Gordon has a handle on it, from what | hear, and | guess we
have work to do down here. Right?’ He gently waves the manila folder back and forth. “Is this the case,
Doctor?’ he asks again.

Albert puts his face in his hands and mumbles something. Thomas looks mildly concerned. “Are
you okay? You realy seem upset about this. If you don't mind my saying so, it's a bit...uncharacteristic
for you. What can [—"

“No, forget it. It's nothing,” Albert replies, picking up his mug of coffee again and taking bigger
sips. “And, yes, that’s the current casefile. Robert Emilio.”

“1 was just about to ask again,” Thomas admits with a dightly embarrassed smile.

“And | would have been just about to twist your head off,” Albert informs him as he makes his
way to his office in the back. “I’ll be in my office if you need me. And you won't need me for some time,
will you, Doctor Warren?’

“No, gir,” Thomas confirms, chastened, as he begins reviewing the file.

“Good,” Albert mutters, hand on the doorknob. He's just about to enter when Thomas calls out,
“One sec, Alb—Doctor Rosenfield. There's something I'd like to point out here.”

Albert turns away from his door with a scowl and folds his arms across his chest as Thomas me-
anders over to him with the file open in his hands. “ See here, where it says the coins in the decedent’s
eyes, ears, and mouth were Swedish?’

“Yeah...” Albert says. “What's your point?’

Thomeas hesitates. “My girlfriend’s Swedish.”

Of course sheis, Albert realizes. And so is her brother. The cogs in his muzzy head start to turn,
and he throws out a glib response as cover. “So did she kill him or what?’

Thomas is visibly startled, then laughs nervoudly. “No, no, of course not.” But Anders, he thinks.
If I could get him away from Bekka...

There is amoment of silence as both doctors think the same thing but are afraid to vocdize it. Fi-
nally Thomas speaks: “I, uh, | have my suspicions about her brother, though. | think we should contact
him, maybe bring him in—"

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Slow down there, cowboy.” Albert shakes his head. “We need evidence.
The coins...the coins are...are probably not good enough. Besides—"
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“But if he did it,” Thomas interrupts, “wouldn’t you want to get him off the streets? Especidly if
he has some sort of connection to this Windom Earle guy?’

Albert frowns. All | want to do istake a catnap. My head is killing me and we have some piss-ant
vigilante here with blood on his mind. “Look, leave the legwork to the boys upstairs, okay? Will you go
back to work on thisbody if | give Gordon a call? Maybe get this ball rolling?’

“Yeah, that's fine,” Thomas answers, visibly dgected. “I'll just, uh, get back to the body, then,
shall 1.” He turns and walks back into the main room, leaving Albert to scoot into his office.

I will call on this, Albert tells himsalf as he locks the door behind him and settles into his chair,
only let me rest a while first. He puts his feet up on his desk and leans back, lazily formulating plots of
revenge and retribution as he drifts off to a shallow and uneasy deep.

(¢4

Rebekka walks carefully down the street from the hotel to the nearest bus stop, and stands there
shivering, both from cold and the redlization that if Anders found out she had been speaking with David,
her life would become very difficult indeed.

She sighs, and suddenly remembers a dream she had early this morning: an unsettling one where
she was a flightless owl (because Anders called me that, she rationalizes), surrounded by strangers
chucking rocks at her. She had awakened from this dream gasping for breath, and when she stood un-
steady at bedside with plans to sip a glass of warm milk, she was overcome by nausea and just made it to
the bathroom in time.

Another chill dances through Rebekka’ s dender frame as she remembers how damned careful she
had to be not to wake her brother. Her fears turned out to be unfounded, though, since he was nearly co-
matose—the Philadel phia Philharmonic couldn’t wake him if they were playing in front of his face.

| must be coming down with something, Rebekka thinks miserably. Or maybe it was aftereffects
fromthe party. The air was pretty blue. But | fedl fine now.

She hooks her thumb under her pursestrap and pulls it more fully onto her shoulder. As she does,
she notices the airmail envelope pertly peeking out—the one she had snagged off the kitchen table—and
fingersit, curious.

Just then, the bus pulls up, forcing Rebekka to put aside the envelope for the moment and do bat-
tle with the hordes of holiday shoppers that have turned a smple busride to work into a standing—oom-—
only event.

It's not a very long ride to the bookstore, but a total of four seated passengers over the course of
the journey glance only briefly at Rebekka before offering her their seats. She smiles, bemused, and
shakes her head, thanking them for their kindness as she remains standing.

(¢4

::knock—knock—knock::

Anders, still sprawled out on the sofa, shifts his position dightly and sighs in his rapidly dissolv-
ing seep.

::’knocka—knocka—knock—knocka—knock::

He turns face up and, eyes ill closed, calls out, “Yeah?’ This voice is severely deep—distorted,
making him sound unusually breathy and weak. “Who is it?’

Lydia s voice rings out from beyond the door. “I1t's me—ee!”

“Comein,” Anders responds, not moving from his makeshift bed.

“Can you open the door for me?’

Anders groans quietly, then sits up as something dawns on him. “Did you bring food? Hang on—
I’ll beright there,” he tells her, and gathers al his strength to pull himself off the couch and onto unsteady
feet. He sways through a sudden headrush and stumbles to the door. “Coming, coming,” he mutters.
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Although none of the myriad locks and latches are fastened, Anders touches each one in turn,
going through the motions and reassuring himself that they’re unlocked. He finally manages to throw the
door open. Lydia smiles up at him, fresh as a daisy and conspicuousy empty—handed.

“Thank you,” she trills, and dides sideways past Anders into the apartment as he looks on with a
sort of dumbfounded disbelief.

“You didn’t bring lunch?’ he asks, closing the door. “I asked you specifically to bring food. I'm
starving.” He runs a hand through his tousled hair, then rubs his neck absentmindedly.

“Oh, you were serious?’ Lydia asks innocently. She sashays through the living room and throws
herself backward onto the charmingly overstuffed armchair in the corner.

Exchanging his grogginess for his usua sdlfish petulance, Anders scowls and replies, “Yes, | was
serious. And | told you, let yourself in. | mean, if you had your hands full with the food you were sup-
posed to bring me, then, yeah, okay, | could see—"

“Look a me,” Lydiainterrupts. “What do | look like?’

Anders just waves his hand dismissively and lies back down. “Never mind,” he replies. “1 don’t
want to get into any of this right now.”

Lydia scowls, and, not wanting to quit without having the last word, adds, “Y ou know how | fedl
about being bossed around. I'm no maid, and I’m not your sister.”

Anders explodes. “Never mind, | said!” he shouts, then immediately retreats into a broody si-
lence. Seeing she'd touched a nerve, Lydia smirks, then asks, “Is she till coming with us to Miami to-
night?” Each word drips with mild revulsion, as though Rebekka were an embarrassingly incontinent
two—-year—old with sugar—sticky hands and Lydia the Queen of England.

“No, you're coming with us, remember? The third whed,” he answers tartly, and rolls over ‘til
his face is buried in the couch’s back cushion.

Lydiaraises an eyebrow. “I thought it was the dope that made you such a bastard, but | guess that
particular feature was factory—installed.” She waits for a retort, but, receiving none, changes the subject.
“Now how are you fedling?’

“Now?’ Anders mumbles into the upholstery.

“Y eah, now that I'm here.”

He turns toward her again. “ Extra shitty, thanks.” He offers atight little smile before turning back
around.

“Oh, go to hell. That reminds me: If | ever look as awful as you do right now, do me a favor and
just kill me. Put me out of my misery.”

Anders sits up suddenly. “An excuse! I’ve been waiting for one of those. What a perfect Christ-
mas present.” He clasps his hands casually behind his head and leans back, gazing into the middle dis-
tance and smiling faintly.

Lydiais appalled. “God, you sick sonofabitch, you're playing it out right now in your head, aren’t
you?’

“It won't be pretty,” Anders admits.

She lunges forward and smacks his face, hard, then goes into the kitchen to begin making coffee.
Anders is stunned speechless, and touches his reddening cheek as if to convince himself of what actualy
happened. It aways surprises him into inaction.

Neither speaks as the coffeemaker burbles and spits and sends the aroma of a fine Sumatra
through the apartment. Eventually Lydia emerges from the kitchen with two steaming mugs and walks
one over to Anders before sitting down.

Anders acknowledges her with a cautious nod and sips carefully. “1 do for you what | want to do
and when | want to do it,” Lydia murmursin alow and quiet voice. “Do you see?’

“Yeah,” Anders answers. “Yeah, | see”

The two are quiet again as they drink their java.

Lydia breaks the silence: “You redly overdid it last night, didn’t you? | would never let myself
get as bad asthis.”

Andersrolls his eyes. “Because you're just such agood girl.”



“No, | didn’t say that. Only that | wouldn’t want to overdo it.”

“Sometimes people get carried away,” Anders admits. “Anyway, it was fun while it lasted. Eat,
drink, and beat Mary, that's what | aways say.” He smiles.

Lydia points a him accusingly as she takes another sip, then swallows and says, “I heard that,
mister.”

“Good. You know it's partly your fault with that damn wine of yours, Vin Mariani or whatever it
was called.”

Lydia nearly chokes on her coffee over his pronunciation. “Not *Vin Mary—Anni€’, you fool,” she
snickers, then saysit in flawless French. “1 thought you knew French,” she adds.

“I didn’t know you did, but anyway. Good wine. Good wine.”

Lydiasmiles. “I thought you' d like it. Red wine and cocaine makes a fine cocktail.”

“It makes my head pound is what it does, thank you very much.”

“Don’t pin this al on me. You were more than three—quarters there before | even came on the
scene, and we're not even going to mention your gross negligence in not inviting me.” She empties her
mug and places it on the table beside her. “How about a hair of the dog that bit you? Or that tore you to
shreds, rather?’

Anders shakes his head. “It doesn’t work that way. It's like...” He pauses to think of an apt meta-
phor. “Okay, you run a coffeehouse. Y ou can brew up a hundred cups at a time for your customers, and
usually that'll last you the whole day—sometimes longer.”

He sips from his mug, collects his thoughts, and continues. “But then one day there's a...a con-
vention in town—stop laughing!” he chides Lydia, who's trying not to giggle. “A convention or what-
ever, | don't care; anyway, alot of people—and they al come to your shop in a short period of time de-
manding coffee. So you get rid of the hundred cups alot more quickly.

“The problem is that you have some redlly old dow-ass coffeemaker that takes forever to brew.
Up to a day sometimes. So even though customers keep coming with their empty mugs, they aren’t get-
ting filled and the store has to shut down until the coffee is brewed again.” He nods to himself, satisfied
with his explanation, and drinks the last from his cup.

Lydia stares blankly. “And this has what to do with hair—of—-the-dog?’ she asks.

“Coffeeshop, that's me,” Anders replies, ticking it off on his finger. “Coffeemaker, my brain. No
comments. The coffee is this chemical called dopamine.”

“I’'ve heard of it,” Lydiainterrupts.

“Good for you. Now, cocaine is the conventioneers. All those empty cups at once. It used up all
my dopamine and now coke won't do a thing until my brain makes more, which could take a while. Got
it?’

“Wow, I’'m impressed,” Lydia exclaims, applauding heartily. “Where’ d you get al this?’

Anders makes a face. “Bekkers. One of her little lectures, only she didn’t put it in metaphors.
God, she pisses me off.”

Lydia begins to say something when the phone rings. “You get it,” Anders says urgently. “1 think
I’m not home.”

She picks up the phone and uses her most dulcet tones. “Good afternoon! May | help you? ...One
moment, please, and I'll see if he'sin. Y our name? Dion Spencer?’



