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Glossary of Names



The Winner

“It's been an exciting day in junior-college basketball, With just seconds left on the
clock, it looks like the Southside Flying Squirrels withimtain their one-point lead over the
Westside Kangaroo Rats. No, wait! Number thirty-eigtthe Kangaroo Rats has just stolen the
ball. He’s racing down the sideline. With one secondhefshoots from half court. There’s the
buzzer. The ball's in the air. Swish! The basket’s gditat a shot! The Westside Kangaroo
Rats win the—"

“Ha! | told you so,” Vicky Ventura said, switching off tloar radio. “Pay up, mister.”

“I don't believe it,” Chance muttered. “I swear if mgst name were ‘Luck,” my first
name would be ‘Rotten.” He reached in the breaskebof his jacket, pulled out his wallet, and
drew forth a twenty to hand to his wife.

“This rabbit’s foot"—he eyed the furry appendage hanging fraawdarview mirror—

“hasn’t brought me any more luck than it did the rabbit.”



“Well, if you wanted to double your money, you should halddd it and stuck it in
your pocket. Now give me the dough, the bread, the mottlalsmackeroos.” She snatched the
twenty from his hand, gloating with a good-natured laugivgked by the affectionate banter.

“Thank God all our money is in joint accounts. Otherwiskgo broke paying you off.”
He chuckled too. “As it is, we're just robbing Peter to payl.”

“And, oh, how sweet it is,” Vicky said, kissed the bilhd stuck it in her pocket. “Ka-
ching.”

“Yeah, it's always sweeter to win money than to kvimr it. But you've got to give me a
chance to at least break even. Are you ready to trylyckragain?”

“That’'s what luck is for, isn’t it? So, go ahead, Miskdoney Bags. Put all of your nest
eggs in my one basket. I'll bet you twenty dollars tegtrsong we hear on the radio will be a
Beatles song.”

“You're on.”

Vicky switched the radio back on and quickly turned thé dianoment of silence. Then
a measure of piano doubled by bass guitar. Lead guitar an din the second measure. Next,
rhythm guitar in the third. Finally, vocalé.was John Lennon singing “Give Me Money.”

Chance sighed, took out his wallet again, and handed fesawother twenty. “You're on
a roll. How in the world did you know?”

Vicky sang along with the song, smiling at her husbanbdbing her head, and swaying
in time to the music as she took his money.

Two minutes later, the song ended, and the announcer catine ain. “You're listening
to K109.4, all Beatles, all the time.”

“Hey, that’s not fair. You cheated,” Chance said imckindignation.



“Ah, it's true. There reallys a sucker born every minute.” She winked at him and
giggled, stuffing the twenty in her pocket along with thesotime.

As they approached the red light at the northeast cofr@ity Park, Vicky was the first
to notice a shabbily dressed man on the curb up ahead holdamdl®ard sign that said
HOMELESS HUNGRY. PLEASE HELP.

“Why don’t you give that poor man some money?” she suggested.

“Why don’'t you? You're the one with two twenties in yquacket.”

“Oh, come on. He’s on your side. And he needs our help.”

“Hmpf. Any money we gave him he would just waste on ggtivasted. His sign ought
to readSober. Sad. Please sou3é&iose homeless guys are all alike. They're too laaydrk, so
they just stand around and beg until they get enough momgt thrunk on.”

“You don’t know that. How can you say such a thing?”

“l didn’t. Oscar Wilde did.” Chance raised his right inderger as if to make a solemn
pronouncement and said in a pompous, pontifical voice: Rothe curse of the drinking
class.”

“That’s horrible.”

“No, it's true. I'll bet you anything.”

“Anything? Okay, Mr. High Roller, I'll bet you fifty bucs he doesn’t spend the money
you give him on alcohol.”

“I'll see your fifty and raise you fifty.”

“High-stakes gambling, huh? I'm in. A hundred dollars ibisster.”

“Oh, this is too easy.” Chance snickered. “It’s like takwagndy from you, baby.”



When he came to a stop at the light, Chance took owutdiist again, rolled down his
window, and handed the beggar a crisp hundred-dollar bill.

“God bless you,” the beggar said before he looked at the bil

Right then the light changed. Chance rolled up his windoavturned left.

“Well, this is the safest bet | ever made. Talk abosuira thing. It will be worth the
hundred dollars | gave him to win a hundred dollars from’yble turned and grinned at his
wife. “Keep your on eye on him. We’ve got to see whatlbes next.”

Vicky turned back to look at the beggar.

“He’s jumping up and down and waving the money at two guyagit a picnic table.
Now he’s dancing. How funny.” She slapped her husband lightthe right thigh.

Chance parked the car in the first empty space on theidefof the street. “Let’s get out
and watch him from behind that big tree over there.”

A minute later they had taken their positions, each pgekih from one side of the thick
trunk. The beggar had ended his dance and was strutting Heradseet.

“Ha! | knew it,” Chance said. “He’s going into Booze aites. That place has every
kind of liquor, beer, and wine you can imagine. It's Hobeaven. Potation paradise.
Bacchanalian bliss. Inebriate nirvana. Come on. Lggt’s

“Not so fast, my little alliterator. Let’s wait tihe comes out.”

“You know you have a better chance of winning the lotteayptivinning this bet, don’t

you? Come on. The jig is up. The game’s over.”



“I haven't heard the fat lady sing, and don’t you dareitsasas me in the car. I'm
warning you.” She pointed her finger at him and peered ovemthef her glasses, though she
couldn’t suppress a playful laugh. “Besides, you said tleesesjdidn’'t make me look fat.”

“You women fall for that one every time,” Chance jolkstk at her.

A couple of minutes later, the beggar came out of thee stith two big white bags, one
under each arm, obviously too heavy to hold by the string éandl

“Looks like he’s carrying quite a load,” Chance said. “Mouean he’s about to get
loaded.”

The beggar crossed the street, walked over to the paiie where his two friends were
sitting, and unpacked the bags.

“What did he buy?” Chance asked.

“Looks like barbecue, pinto beans, potato salad, coleslame rolls . . . and bottled
water.” She sounded the last two words with a notewhph.

“Are you sure it’s not vodka?”

“Not unless Ozarka has bought a distillery.” Vicky held loet hand.

“I've had a rash of bad luck here,” Chance said, makinguaface. “While you're
basking in four-leaf clover, I'm sitting in poison ivyiShamming reluctance, he got out his
wallet again, took out a hundred-dollar bill, and laid Wioky’'s open palm.

“Now that’s what I like, a man who pays his debts proyptivould hate to have to send
someone to break your kneecaps.”

“Well, maybe that guy isn’t a drunk, but he’s still a bum.

“Or maybe he just got a bum rap.”



“l doubt it. Hard luck doesn’t come from hard work. If he laag job skills, he wouldn’t
be in this position.”

“Oh, yeah? Then how about another bet?”

Chance feigned a grave expression. “Woman, I'm beginnitigink you have a serious
gambling problem. You might need to go to Gamblers Anonymous.”

“Gambling is only a problem when you lose, my dear,” Yiskot back, her right hand
on her hip and her head cocked. “That majasthe one with the problem. | might have to send
you to L.A.”

“Los Angeles?”

“Losers Anonymous.”

“Very funny, Miss Happy-Go-Lucky. But | think my luck is alido change. I'm ready
to roll the dice, spin the roulette wheel, pull thedia on the slot machine. What are the
stakes?”

“Quite the player, aren’t you? In that case, I'm uppirgdhte. If he has a job skill you
can use, then you give him a job, and you get him set upavatéice to live and a means of
transportation. And that goes for his friends too.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“Then you get back the hundred and forty you lost today Iplagging rights forever.”

“Bragging rights?” Chance rubbed the palms of his hargisther. “I'd say that’s better

than two-to-one odds in my favor.”



Chance and Vicky left their lookout post behind the &ne@ walked hand in hand toward
the picnic table. When the beggar looked up and caught digi¢m, he rose and hurried to
meet them.

“l can’t thank you enough, sir,” he said. “We haven't hadeal like this in | don’t know
how long.”

“Glad to help. By the way, this is Vicky, and my namelsga@ce. What's yours?”

“Val Hammer, sir.”

“If you don’t mind my asking, Val. How did you end up like thisyaray?”

“It was just dumb luck, sir. | was a roofer—"

“A roofer,” Vicky said to her husband. “Did you hear that?”

“Yeah, | heard it.”

“And one day,” the beggar continued, “I was kneeling dowitingaa shingle over a
gable. The pounding must have rattled a hornets’ nest umelgable because a whole swarm of
them came whirring out. | started flailing my arms to protegself since I'm allergic to their
stings, but three of them stung me in the face. | jumpeny feet, lost my balance, and fell off
the roof.”

“That wasan unlucky break,” Chance said.

“It was two unlucky breaks: my right arm and my left l&dter that, | couldn’t work for
quite some time, so | didn’t get any checks, and | hadaakbills | couldn’t afford. Then, |
missed a payment on my truck, and they repossesseaitidint make my rent the next month,
and they evicted me. So, here | am.”

“| see you bought lunch for your buddies there,” Chanak painting towards the picnic

table.



“They’re the best friends | ever had, sir. We always poolresources and share.”

“Tell me about them.”

“Well, the tall, skinny one is Rocky Steinmann. Thetfnight | was on the streets, it was
cold. When he saw | didn’t have any covering, he foldedblaisket in half, took out his
pocketknife, and made a slit at the top of the creasen T tore the blanket in two and gave me
half. I've slept with that blanket every night since.”

“So, what'’s his story?”

“His wife and son were Killed in a car wreck. When éiédpart, everything else did too.
You know how it is. You push the first domino, and thdyadl one after another: job, car,
house, everything.”

“And what did he do?”

“He was a bricklayer.”

“A bricklayer,” Vicky said. “Did you—*

“Yeah, | heard it,” Chance interrupted. Then, turning dadke roofer: “And the other
guy?”

“He just goes by ‘Sarge.’ He doesn’t say much. In fachdrdly talks at all. He was a
Marine and did three tours of duty in Iraq. Probably samespretty horrible things. After | was
on the streets for about a month, though, | reachmxrs where | couldn’t go on. | was about to
end it all. Sarge put his hand on my shoulder, looked raght in the eye, and said, ‘The
Marines leave no man behind. I'm bringing you back, sal@ied I'm sticking by your side till
we get you home.’ That was the most he ever saideatime, and he’s been by my side ever

since.”



“I'm thinking he’d make a good security guard at one of youperties,” Vicky said to
her husband.

“Here’s the deal,” Chance told the beggar. “I own astauction company, and I'm
always on the lookout for a good man. | pay a fair wiag@an honest day’s work. Now, | don'’t
usually place a wager on a long shot, but today I'll reakexception. If you three want to work,
I'll give you a job.”

“And . . . ,"Vicky said to remind him.

“And I'll pay your first month’s rent on a three-bedro@mpartment and make a down
payment on a truck you can share to get to work and baekll et you started. After that,
you’re on your own.”

The beggar had tears in his eyes. “I-l don't know wbatay.”

“Say you’ll be on that corner eight o’clock Monday mimg. I'll pick you up.”

“Yes, sir. It's a deal. We'll be there.” He wiped ttgars from his eyes but kept crying all
the same.

“See you then,” Chance said and turned to walk back to his ca

Vicky lingered behind. “I'll catch up with you in just a mite,” she called to her
husband.

“It was so nice of you to buy us lunch yesterday,” thgglae told her, “but when you said
you’d be back today, | had no idea it would turn out like tiid& couldn’t stop crying.

“l told you | had an ace up my sleeve. Let’s just keepdtirslittle secret, okay?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Back in the car, Chance said, “Well, Lady Luck reattyled on you today.”
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“We girls have to stick together, you know,” Vicky said.

“As much as | hate to admit it, maybe you were rightybéathose three guys weren't
bums after all. They might just be down on their lick.

“Kind of like you today, huh?”

“Hey, you don’t have to rub it in. Don’t be a sore winh€hance said, playing hurt.
“Anyway, | have a good feeling about this. | bet thosedhguys are going to work out just
fine.”

“Well, that’s one bet | hope you win,” Vicky said.

“To tell the truth, | don’t even mind losing the lasteo I'm glad | can help them out. At
least, I'm willing to take a gamble on them.”

“That’s what | love about you, Chance.”

“That | like to help people?”

“No, that you're such a good loser. You really are a ggamit, and that makes you a
winner in my eyes.”

Chance started the car, and the radio came on, thegtiwhere Vicky had left it.
Immediately, she recognized the voice of Paul McCgrsingging “Money Can’t Buy Me Love”
and started to sing along.

Chance looked at her, smiled, and, taking her hand, jainge song.
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Rules Are Made To Be . . .

Connie Kahler, twelve years old, rolled the dice.

“Six,” she said and moved her token from Pennsylvania ¢zallto Kentucky Avenue.
She paid $220 to the bank for the property and adjusted herHeadscarf.

“Your turn,” she said and passed the dice to Mila Milligalap twelve, who came to play
Monopoly with her every day after school. Mila setirsciously smoothed her long, golden-
blond hair back behind her ear.

“Can | ask you something?”

“We’'re best friends, aren’t we?” Connie said.

“What's it like being bald?”

Mila rolled a three and advanced her token from Virgktanue to Community Chest.
“Advance To Go. Collect $200,” she said, reading the cazchall just drawn. “Well, | don’t
have much of a choice. It's hard, especially whemkIm the mirror. Before, | had such nice,
thick hair.”

“It was such a pretty red color too.”
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“Chestnut—that’s what my mom called it.” Mila sighed.ri@now it's gone. The boys at
school all make fun of me. | hate that.”

“Boys are so mean.”

“My dad says they're insecure about their masculinityeyriny to build themselves up
by tearing others down. And my mom says boys don’t khow to show their feelings, so they
tease me because they like me.”

“Do you think they like you?”

Connie rolled the dice. A nine. She counted off the spaces.

“Oh, just my luck. Go To Jail.”

“Here, | have a Get-Out-Of-Jail-Free card you can’udee rules of friendship trumped
those of Monopoly.

“Thanks. | don't think the boys like me very much. | ddrel pretty anymore.”

“Well, you're the bravest person | know, and that’subial.”

“But the Bible says long hair is a woman'’s glory.”

“You know what my mom used to do when my dad would tell heBible says wives
should submit to their husbands?”

“What?”

“I'll show you.” Mila stood up, held an imaginary micropt®in her hand, and started to
sway her hips as she sang with a gravelly voice,ifilt recessarily so, de things that yo’ liable
to read in de Bible, it ain’t necessarily so.”

Connie laughed. For a just moment her sunken green pgddesl, in spite of the dark
circles beneath them.

“Mila, your mom’s here to pick you up,” Connie’s motherledlfrom below.
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Connie walked Mila downstairs. “Best friends foreves@é asked when they stood at the
front door.

“Forever,” Mila said and turned to walk to her mother’s ca

* * *

“Hi, honey, did you have fun with Connie?” Alexis asked, ropg the door of her white
Honda Civic for her daughter.

“Mom, | want to cut my hair off,” Mila said as shestened her seatbelt.

“But you have your grandmother’s beautiful hair. She ldedsok at you and remember
when she was your age . . . | don’t know, though, mayje# haircut would look cute.”

“No, Mom. | don’t want to cut it short. | want taicit off. Shave my head.”

“What? Have you lost your mind?” Alexis turned to see whetlee daughter was
joking—she wasn’'t—and nearly ran the corner stop sign.

“Connie has lost all her hair because of the chemoshedeels ugly. Besides, the boys
at her school make fun of her. | don’t want her &l &l alone.”

“But you've been growing your hair for three years.dtiycut it all off, you'll look like a
space alien at first and then like a little bird whestairts to grow back. It will take over a year to
reach a normal length again.”

“Connie is my friend.” Mila’s eyes moistened, but heiceowas firm.

“And if the kids make fun of her at her school, thieyiake fun of you at your school
too. Children can be so cruel.”

“Then they’re not really my friends. Connie is my biegnd.”

Alexis shook her head. “Well, I don’t much like the idelve your long, beautiful hair.

But | love your good heart even more. If you really warghave your head, | won't stop you.”



14

“And | want to donate my hair to make wigs.”

“For Connie?”

“No, for other cancer patients. Connie says that pdugple to accept her just as she is or
not at all.”

Alexis did not respond. Now her eyes were moist too.

That evening after dinner Mila sat at the kitchen tedobel, her mother cut her hair close
to the scalp, tress by tress, and carefully laid eaehroa long narrow box. When she had
finished with the scissors, she went to the mediciéeain the bathroom of the master
bedroom and took out the razor and shaving cream thatet@ogled to her husband. Back in the
kitchen, Alexis lathered her daughter’s head, shaved ofetin@ining stubble, and wiped away
the leftover foam with a towel.

“There you are, honey, just like the day you were Born.

Mila ran her hand over her smooth head and smiled.

When Mila boarded the school bus the next morning, akitteerupted into laughter.
Some nudged each other and pointed at her; others doubled ngaatydfell out of their seats;
still others slapped their knees or stomped their feeh®fidor. No matter what he said, the
driver could not quiet them down.

“Egghead!” one boy shouted.

“Cue ball!” another yelled.

“Chrome dome!” hollered a third.

“My eyes! My eyes! The reflection is blinding my eyesihé boy next to him cried,

covering his eyes with his hands.
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“Did you forget to use your Rogaine?” someone asked.

“How about Bosley Hair Replacement . . . for Womearndther added.

Peals of laughter followed each exclamation. Mila amyled.

“| can’t believe she did that,” a girl said to the dieside her, covering her mouth with
her hand.

“What was she thinking?” the second girl whispered backe{re taking class pictures
next week.”

The girl behind them leaned forward and said in a hushed geeethe seat, “She’ll
never get invited to another party. They boys will neatto her again.”

The laughter, stares, and pointing continued as Mila walksvn the school hall towards
her homeroom class. Monitoring the hall, Mrs. Krabbe,ibmeroom teacher, stood outside the
door. She wore a drab gray sweater and skirt, her hiéadpaack in a tight bun, her horn-
rimmed glasses sitting high on her pointed nose.

“Where do you think you're going, young lady?” Mrs. Krabbe saienvMila
approached the door.

“To homeroom.”

“Not looking like that you're not. You can just marobuyself down to the principal’s
office. | can see you'’re starting your teenage rebediigear early.”

Mila sat in the reception area outside the principaffee until Flint Steinherz finished
his phone call. When he stepped out of his office irsh&ply creased pants, seersucker jacket,
starched white shirt, and bowtie, he peered at her overitesimmed glasses.

“What'’s the meaning of this? Do you think this is funny?”

“No, my friend has ca—"
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“I don’'t have time for your smart-aleck explanationall@our mother to come get you.
You're suspended.”

“But she’s at work.”

“Call her,” Mr. Steinherz said and went back into hiscef closing the door behind him.

Mila walked over to the phone on top of the receptiosistunter and dialed her
mother’s work number.

“Mom, I'm sorry to bother you at work, but you have tore pick me up.”

“Why? Are you sick, honey?” She sounded worried.

“No. | got suspended.”

“Suspended? What in the world did you do?” Her tone afevbetrayed her disbelief.

“l didn’t do anything. You did. You shaved my head.”

“I'll be right there. I’'m sure this is just a misund&nding. We’ll straighten everything

out.

Forty-five minutes later Alexis was sitting on a woodergushioned, straight-backed
chair in the principal’s office. Mr. Steinherz sat@ss from her behind a massive oak desk on
which several stacks of papers were neatly arranged.

“Mr. Steinherz, please reconsider. Mila is a strai§lgtudent. She has been on the honor
roll every grading period, and she is a member of the Natitunior Honor Society.”

“There is nothing to reconsider, Mrs. Milligan,” hadsaithout looking up from the
papers in front of him. “You're daughter is suspended.”

“But she hasn’'t done anything wrong.”
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Mr. Steinherz looked up. “She is in flagrant violationAsficle 8.3.1 of the Student
Handbook, which clearly states that unconventional daedshairstyles will not be tolerated.”
He looked back down at his papers.

“Did you even ask her why she shaved her head?”

“Her motives are irrelevant. Whatever her reasons hsis violated school policy.”

“Her best friend, who is dying of cancer, has loshal hair because of chemotherapy.
Mila didn’t want her to feel alone.”

Mr. Steinherz sighed, looking up from his papers again. “MiBigan, we have high
standards here at the Liberty Charter School, and weeatthéhem strictly. We teach our
students conservative values—respect for authority,iebeel to the rules, and the importance of
law and order. This is not a public school where the stadmsm run wild, drinking alcohol,
using drugs, and engaging in promiscuity. Their libertagandss is destroying this country.”
He took a pen out of the inside breast pocket of hisgeker jacket and signed a paper.

“My daughter is not running wild. She is supporting a sick &ién

He placed the paper on the bottom of the stack anddsthpeone on top. “Mrs. Milligan,
if we make an exception for one, we shall have to makexaeption for all, and then we shall
have no more standards. I'm sorry, but sometimes palrsaarifices have to be made for the
sake of the common good.”

“Don't talk to me about personal sacrifices, Mr. Steighétost my father in Vietnam
and my husband in Irag. And my daughter has sacrificebdwaartiful hair, which she is donating
to make wigs for cancer patients. First her scho@matocked her for an act of compassionate

solidarity, and now you’re suspending her.”
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Mr. Steinherz looked up again, visibly exasperated. “Mrdliddin, | have explained our
position. Contrary to popular opinion, rules are not ntadee broken; they are made to be
obeyed. Your daughter is suspended. Take her home.”

“Suspended for how long?”

“Until her hair grows back to an appropriate length.”

“But what about her education in the meantime?”

“She can either be homeschooled or enroll in pubhosk” He gave a slight shudder
after mentioning the second option.

“Mr. Steinherz, this is so unfair.”

He took off his wire-rimmed glasses and leaned forwardingodirectly at Alexis.
“Your daughter has to learn that her ill-considered acti@ve consequences, Mrs. Milligan.”

“And so will yours, Mr. Steinherz, so will yours.”

Alexis rose, turned, and exited the office without sayingdgioge. “Come on, honey,
we’re going home,” she said to Mila, who was still sgtin the reception area. Next to her sat
Newman Duke, the young and friendly assistant principahatebeen trying to console and
encourage her.

When Mila stood up to leave with her mother, he saidh iroud of you, Mila. You're
doing a beautiful thing here. Keep your head up, and don't givBtugdy hard while you’re
gone. We’'ll miss you, but you'll be back here before yoovkit. Until then good luck to you
and to your friend.”

“Thank you, Mr. Duke,” Mila said. Alexis put her arm arounda$ shoulder, and they
left the building together.

“What are we going to do, Mom?” Mila asked once theyeweside the car.
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“Don’t you worry that pretty little head of yours, hon&ama has a plan.”
* * *

Some six hundred children attended the Liberty Chartevd&ah grades one through
twelve, with about twenty-five students a grade. In cdsehool closures because of inclement
weather or other such news, their families had a telephee in place.

That evening Alexis called her best friend, Ruth Kempptiesident of the PTA.

“Ruth, this is Alexis. We really need your help. My dawght. .”

As soon as they hung up, Ruth called the vice-presidensédcretary, and the treasurer
of the PTA. The four officers then each called twqaotedns,” and each of the eight captains
called five “lieutenants,” who called six or seven faasieach. Two hours later they had reached
nearly every parent in the school.

By noon the next day the school office and the schoatdhad received over five
hundred phone messages, e-mails, and texts supporting Migakliand protesting the
suspension. When Flint Steinherz’s phone rang at 2:15ipwas Henry Dean, the president of
the school board.

“Flint, we’ve got a situation on our hands with this sungi@n thing.”

“Oh, don’'t worry, Henry. It will all blow over in aefv days.”

“I don't think it will. We’ve got a ton of messages frguarents, and they're threatening
to withdraw their children from the school if you dolet that little Milligan girl back in.”

“Henry, we’'ve got to stand firm. We can't let paredistate school policy.”

“You won't even have a school if they pull their kigigt. What's more, Flint, they're
calling for your resignation.”

“Oh, | don't like the sound of that.”
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“| spoke with Ruth Kemp, from the PTA, this morning. If den’t take immediate
action, they’ll go to the newspaper and the televistatios. Imagine the headline§welve-
Year-Old Girl Suspended for Supporting a Dying Cancer Patiéetcan’t afford that kind of
publicity.”

“But that’s not what happened. She was in violation efdtess code.”

“And those damn investigative reporters are always hdlitsemaking you look bad, no
matter what you've done. They'll crucify us on the emgmews. I’'m calling an emergency
meeting of the school board tomorrow night at a quétteseven. | want you there to explain
your position to the parents. We've got to do some danmagteot. See if you can put a positive

spin on this mess.”

At 6:45 the following evening the seven members of the $diwaod sat behind a long,
narrow table on the stage of the school auditoriunkif@ out over more than four hundred
parents in the stair-stepped rows of theater seate Bary Dean had called the meeting to
order, he introduced Flint Steinherz to give an openingmstte Mr. Steinherz, dressed in his
usual creased slacks, seersucker jacket, white shirt, ariekpstepped up to the podium a little
to the left of center stage. From his inside breaskgidwe took out a couple of sheets of paper,
unfolded them, and laid them on the podium. He adjusted ittephone and began to read.

“Esteemed parents, many of you have expressed concarnthbagecent suspension of a
student found to be in violation of the school dress cAliiew me to explain the context of the
school’'s action, and | am sure you will agree witlitis is not about the merits of a particular
case but about the importance of school policy, apabkeefully designed for the safety and

well-being of your children. Many of you were alarmed bydtage of affairs in the public
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schools and did not want your children exposed to the megatluences there. Furthermore,
you wanted an atmosphere in which your children could studhpwuii distraction and prepare
themselves for their future careers.”

Mr. Steinherz looked up, and a number of parents wereimpddagreement.

“To that end the founding committee drafted a studenthaok that, among other
things, prohibits unconventional clothing and hairstyles. Wealpfor example, allow gang-
related apparel, sexually seductive clothing, or t-shirtrippisons glorifying drugs or violence.
Instead we insist on tasteful, conventional attire andming of the kind your children will be
expected to adopt when they enter the professionatiwisl a result of our policies and strict
vigilance in enforcing them your children have been spdregtoblems with alcohol, drugs,
sex, and violence that plague our public schools.”

A brief round of applause interrupted Mr. Steinherz’s talk.

“We strive at the Liberty Charter School to inculcateur students the traditional
American values that countercultural movements seelotteeAs you know, the student in
guestion was suspended for shaving her head. A shaved hetmhiassociated with so-called
skinhead or neo-Nazi gangs, who advocate an ideologgrmiphobia, racism, and anti-
Semitism incompatible with the best of American triads. Such an association is one we
cannot accept at our school. Our actions were notdateto punish one student but to protect
the entire student body. Rest assured, esteemed panahtsetshall continue to act in the best
interest of the children you have entrusted to our car@nkK fiou.”

The audience responded with moderate applause. After itledbslenry Dean opened
the floor to statements from the audience. Alexidiy#ih stepped up to the microphone standing

at the front of the left aisle.
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“Since my daughter, Mila, is the one who was suspendadH | should go first. | can
speak for my daughter, but before | do, there is somets® | cannot speak for, and you need to
hear from her.” Alexis turned around and said, “You cad $eer in now.”

The back door of the auditorium opened, and a frail yourgppeentered. Placing her
hand on the tops of the seats for support, she sloatierher way down the aisle. The short
walk seemed to fatigue her. When she reached the fr@tisAowered the microphone for her
and said, “Don’t be afraid, sweetheart.” The little eban to speak.

“My name is Connie Kahler, | am twelve years old, ahdJe a cancer called high-risk
neuroblastoma. | have been through two rounds of chenapihefrhey haven't worked. Next
week | am starting a third round. If it doesn’t work, tuetors say there is nothing else they can
do for me. They say | have about a twenty percent chafrm@vival. That means | am probably
dying. | will never go to high school or college, nevevéha career, never date a boy, never fall
in love, never get married, never have children. | valdead at thirteen.”

A hush descended upon the audience.

“The chemotherapy makes me sick. | am too tired to ddhangytl can't eat, and if | do, |
throw up. | have lost twenty pounds.” She took off her jaekel held her scrawny arms out to
the side so the audience could see. “My hair has falkerand | am completely bald.” She took
off her headscarf and turned from the stage towardautience, so they could see her bare
scalp, her sunken eyes, her drawn cheeks. “When Ickn £an’'t go to school, and | have to
stay home all by myself with my mom. No one from ralieol calls or comes to visit. It's so
lonely. When I'm well enough to go to school betweeansb rounds, some kids make fun of me

and call me names. Most of them just avoid me. | giessfeel uncomfortable because they
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don’'t know what to say or how to act around someoneig/dging. | don’t blame them. |
wouldn’t know what to do either.”

Some of the audience members had started to cry.

“But Mila Milligan is my friend. She is my only friendEven if | had a hundred good
friends, she would be my best friend. She comes to sezvaryday. We play together and talk
about everything. She doesn’t feel uncomfortable aroundShedoesn’'t see me as a sick
person, a cancer patient, a dying person. She just seas me, and she accepts me for who |
am. She shaved her head so | wouldn’t have to go throughltime. She has always been there
for me, she is there for me now, and she will beetti@r me until the very end. With the cancer,
the sickness, the loneliness, | would want to diewfaten’t for her. But with her as my friend,
even if I'm going to die, | want to live. | just want ytm understand who she is and why she did
what she did.”

When Connie finished and started trudging back up the aisles Was scarcely a dry eye
in the house. Even some of the school-board memlereswiping away a tear. The whole time
Connie was talking, Alexis stood by her side. She raisethitrphone again to speak.

“Thank you, Connie, you're a courageous young lady, anahk you have inspired and
moved us all.” The audience burst into thunderous appl&visen it died down, Alexis faced
the school board.

“I hope you can see that what my daughter did was nottaof teenage rebellion. It was
not disobedience to the rules. It was not defiance obaityhlt was not some kind of
antiestablishment fashion statement. And it was nershialy not an assertion of neo-Nazi
ideology. Rather, it was a gesture of compassion artthkss, an act of solidarity, an expression

of true friendship. Yes, we all want our children to growape good, law-abiding citizens. But
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more than that we want them to grow up to be good pellylelaughter is a good person, and |
am so proud of her. If only my husband, Miles, could be teisee her now. | know he would
be just as proud of her as | am. | have to tell youwlingn she first cut her hair, | thought she
was ugly. Now | think she is more beautiful than shedaer been.”

Alexis turned towards the audience. “Some of your chiladnade fun of my daughter on
the school bus two days ago. She was not hurt by thas j@nd she is not angry at them,
because she knew they did not understand. But she was dedgeiore she could explain to
them why she had shaved her head. If they knew, | thenkwlould support her too. So, when
you go home, please tell your children what you have Hesmltonight. Thank you.”

The audience rose for a standing ovation, clapping as fou€onnie as for Alexis.
When they sat again, Henry Dean said, “Who would likepeak next?”

“What else is there to say?” someone from the audiealded out. “She’s pretty much
said it all.” The entire crowd voiced their agreement.

“Well, then, let’s put it to a vote of the school boaidenry Dean said. “All those in
favor of allowing Mila Milligan back in school raiseyr hand.” Five members did so.

“All those opposed.” Two members raised their hands.

“The motion is passed. Mila may return to school tomerThis meeting is adjourned.”

Alexis shared the good news with Mila as soon as she ga.ibhe next morning after
breakfast she said, “Mila, | want to drive you to schodbhy myself so the kids on the bus won't

tease you before you've had a chance to explain thingemna'th
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On account of the heavy traffic, however, they arriustl before the bell rang. All the
students were already in their homerooms as Mila iscbdown the empty hall. When she
arrived at her classroom, Mrs. Krabbe was still stagnait the door.

“Just look at what you've started,” she said.

Mila walked through the door and saw the other eleves mirher class had shaved their
heads too.

Later that day it was announced that Mr. Duke, the assiptincipal, had been promoted

to principal. Mr. Steinherz resigned for “personal reason
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Fathers and Sons

That Saturday morning Reuben Abbot and his wife, Hope, werlérsg hand in hand in
the neighborhood park—in spite of the dark, heavy cloudshhedtened rain. They were not
the only ones to defy the weather forecast and taivemtut with no umbrella.

“Oh, look at that precious little girl playing with hengl” Hope said, pointing.
“Remember when I told you about the toy sheltie my dda@dyght home for me on my fifth
birthday? How I loved to play with it, take it for wallkemd brush its long, sable coat. | have such
happy memories of that time.”

“Can't say | know what that’s like,” Reuben said, slpwhaking his head.

“To have a sheltie?”

“A happy childhood memory.”

Hope squeezed his hand as they walked on the pea-gravelrpatihieg the freshly
fallen autumn leaves beneath their steps. Suddenly they steaeks of laughter. They both

turned their heads to the right and saw four children swirgymagbailing out from the swings,
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two others climbing on a jungle gym, and another slidingrdthe slide, with three more
mounting the ladder behind him.

“I just love to see children playing and having fun,” Hopé sé&peaking of children,
I've been thinking. I'm thirty-six now, almost thirty-gen. If we’re going to have a child, this
would be a good time.”

“You know how uncomfortable that subject makes me.” Retek his hand from hers.

“But, Reuben, when we first got married, you said we cotliford a child yet. So |
waited while we both worked hard and saved money. Then yby®a wanted to focus on your
career. So | waited some more. But now you have yookk ba the American Revolution
published, you have tenure at the university, and you've beanoped to full professor, with a
salary increase to boot. What are we still waiting for?”

Reuben stopped. “I've never said this before, thoughthought about it for years: |
don’t think | could be a good father; | think there’s sometngng with me.”

“Just your ulcers, honey, but the doctor’s treating them

“l don't mean my health. | mean the way | am.”

“But you're fine. You’ve accomplished so much already.”

“That’s just it.” Reuben took a deep breath. “| work corspudly because I'm terrified of
failure. Nothing | do is ever good enough. Everything has to egbel crave recognition, but
I’'m deathly afraid of criticism. As soon as | finisheoproject, | can’'t stop to enjoy it; | have to
start the next one.”

He paused. From the way Hope looked at him, he knew shétwaswinced.

“I don’t know how to relax and have fun. I'm uncomfor&lbleing around other people,

even you sometimes. | can give a lecture, but | @ity on a conversation. | spend too much
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time alone because it's safer that way, yet I'm béyrionely. I'm a mess. How could | possibly
be a father?”

Hope took his hand again and started walking, gently pulling &ealongside her.
“Why, | think you'd be a great father. You're so smart aaddrted.”

He could see she didn't get it.

“They say history repeats itself. | don’t know whettiet’s true of nations, but | think it
is of families. My dad was not a very good father, dalh’'t get to learn from him what a good
father is, and | don’t know how to be one . . . Weawsever close. Everything was cold and
distant in my family. I've suffered horribly from #&nd I'm afraid of doing the same thing to my
child. I don’t want him or her to go through what | did.”

“But, Reuben, you know how important this is to me.”

He did, and he felt terrible about it. “I'm sorry. Maybjist need a little more time.”

“Reuben, | don’'t have much more time. It's now or—gRithen deafening thunder
drowned out her words, and a downpour drenched them ittarrafseconds. They went

running for their car.

As Reuben turned the key to the kitchen door from theggatee heard the phone ringing
inside. He hurried to pick it up while Hope went to get a tdwesh the bathroom.

“Hello.”

“Reuben, it’s about your father.”

“Oh, hi, Mom,” he said, dripping wet and making a puddle oritlsdeum. “What'’s the
problem?”

“He’s not well.”



29

“He hasn’t been for a long time, Mom, with the emmhya and cirrhosis, | mean.”

“I think he’s dying.”

“Oh.”

“You haven’t seen him in so long. You should come see him.”

Reuben cleared his throat. “Gee, | don’t know, Mont See his father face-to-face? He
had been dreading this moment for years.

“He may not have long, Reuben. Don't let him die witimgs the way they are between
you two. Please. Do it for me.”

Everything in him recoiled at the idea, but how could he eshis mother at a time like
this?

“Well, let me think about it, okay?”

“Okay, honey. | hope you can make it. Goodbye.”

Hope came back into the kitchen, drying her hair withnaeto

“Reuben, we have to finish our talk.”

Reuben didn’t want to disappoint his wife or his mother,heutlidn’t want to stay and
finish the talk or go to see his father either.

“That was my mom on the phone. My father’s dying. &aats me to come.”

“Oh. Then you have to go. We'll talk as soon as youbgek.”

Reuben didn’t want to do either, and now he had to da both

After a shower Reuben stuffed a change of clothemtalirush, and a book into a
backpack, not knowing exactly when he would return, asseki Hope goodbye. Now that he

was on the road to his parents’ house—a road he hadn’tddavetwenty years—he had two
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hours and fifteen minutes to think about what he was doiadad kept in touch with his
mother by letter and by phone, and even met her fahlonce or twice a year, but he hadn’t
seen or spoken to his father in all that time. Whatld/be say?

The grade-schooler in him remembered how he once hgebah and broke the next-
door neighbor’s window and how his father whipped him wibela for it. “Tanning his hide”
his father called it. A more or less frequent occureeBut now the tables were turned. Now he
was the strong one and his father the weak one, atid bwold, part of him wanted to take that
baseball bat and smash his father’s skull in.

Thump. A pothole in the road? Thump-a-thump. A rough paltlaPp-a-thump-a-
thump. No, a flat tire.

Reuben pulled over to the shoulder and coasted to a Stegh.rfy luck,” he would have
said under other circumstances. Instead, his lips steetotea grin of relief. If he arrived too
late to talk with his father, neither his mother n@ \wife could reproach him. The flat tire
wasn'’t his fault. Wasn’t he doing the best he could?

Reuben found the AAA card in his wallet, called the nunapehis cell, and got out his
book to read while he waited for the roadside-assistamick to arrive. Ah, nothing like a good
book, now all the more enjoyable because with eachdiithe page the chances of having to
confront his father decreased. He settled into a good read.

After an hour Reuben found himself waiting more than repdiVhere was that truck?
He hated nothing more than wasting time. Granted, hetmatave to see his father. But what
if he didn’t? His questions would never be answered, anthther would take the
incomprehensible reasons for his behavior to his grave. 8lydée had a realization. Without

the answers he sought, he would never resolve his owvaletce about being a father. As
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much as he wanted to let his father slip away withowvinigato face him, Reuben had to get to
him while he was still alive. His marriage depended on it.

The roadside assistance truck could not arrive soon enandiReuben’s eyes now
checked the rearview mirror more often than theyrlitlee page. At last he saw the hulking
truck come lumbering up, as though its driver had all the thmihe world. Once the spare tire
was aired up and the flat tire switched out, Reuben wertsmedown the highway. To hell
with the highway patrol.

As he raced ahead, the grade-schooler in him began tavgivéo the historian. He knew
that every event of the past, no matter how hortifas its cause and wanted to understand why
his father acted the way he did. What unique combinati@r@imstances and events made his
father the kind of man he was? If historians couldngtteo understand a monster like Hitler,
certainly he could try to understand a poor father like his dad.

Besides, his dad was dying. What would be the point of makmgshifer now? Yes,
Reuben was still angry at his dad after all these yeatshe didn’'t want to be cruel. He didn’t
want to cause his dad pain just to watch him suffer. Niolyshis father’s history to avoid
repeating his mistakes—that was what he really wanted@oHld not afford to make the same
mistakes with his own child, if he ever had one. As thdagking at a stopwatch, Reuben could
almost see the seconds flying by. He had to get thereebiéfoas too late.

When Reuben rounded the corner onto his parents stresstwhen ambulance parked in
the driveway. Oh, no, he didn’'t make it in time. Heofled the gas pedal for the short distance to

his parents’ house, then slammed on the brakes indfantscreeching to a halt. Leaving his
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backpack in the car, he bolted to the front door, thte@pen, and burst in to see his mother
standing there, wringing her hands.

“Mom?” he said, not daring to ask the question burning in higlmi

Just then two paramedics came out of his parents’ bedroom

“Is he . . .” Reuben’s mother couldn’t finish her sext=

“We’ve got him stabilized now,” one of the paramedidd.sdt’s a good thing you
called nine-one-one as soon as he started having troubldibge If we had gotten here later, he
may not have made it.”

She gave a sigh of relief. “Can we see him?”

“Yes, but keep it short. He needs to rest.”

When the paramedics left, Reuben gave his mom a hug.jé@détea second, she pulled
away and said, “Why don’t you go in and see him, dear?”

“Okay.”

For the first time Reuben took cognizance of his surrmgsd Everything was just as he
remembered it. Had nothing changed in twenty years? Reobdé&halmost see his father sitting
in the rocker, smoking his pipe, and reading the paper, inis by his side.

When he entered his parents’ bedroom, though, he stopped kieckkd at what he saw.
His father’s body looked like a corpse already: his skinen, his eyes sunken, his cheeks
hollow. Was this shriveled frame really all that remdiné his father’s former brawn? He had a
nasal cannula attached to his nostrils and an oxygérbeside his bed, with only the slightest
rise and fall of his chest to distinguish sleep fromldeat

“Dad?”

“Huh?” His father opened his eyes.



33

“It's me. Reuben. I've come to see you.”

“Oh, Reuben. Come in.”

“How are you, Dad?”

“Pretty good.” Still in denial as much as ever. “How abaui?”
Reuben pulled a chair up to his father’s bedside.

“Dad, I've come to make peace with you.”

“I never knew we were at war.” The old man tried tagita little.
“We haven't spoken to each other in twenty years.”

“l just figured you were busy with work and all.”

“Well, | have been busy. That’s true. | guess you cowdt&abeen a cold war, but now

it's time for the iron curtain to come down.”

baby.”

was a

“I’'m not following you, son.”

No use to explain. He wouldn't get it. “Dad, Hope and Ithneking about having a

“You mean I’'m gonna be a grandpa?”

“Maybe. But before | have my own child, | wanted to gsld some things about when |
kid.”

“Okay.” He sat up a little more.

“Well, first of all, | was wondering why you were alwsago aloof and distant.”

“Distant? Well, you know | worked . . . in the oil fisld His speech was slow and

labored.” | had to be away . . . for weeks at a time.”

“That’s not what | mean. Even when you were home, were aloof. You never showed

any feelings.”
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“A man’s got to be . . . strong, boy.” He wheezed. “Hisily depends on it.”

“But you never hugged me when | was little.”

“Why, that's a woman’s business . . . | didn’t want yowrow up to be . . . a sissy.”

“And you never once told me you loved me.”

“I don't tell your mother that either,” he said withiaspy voice, short of breath. “But she
knows I do ... ‘I love you'is just ... empty worteal love isn’t . . . talk, it's action. | put a
roof over your head . . . food on the table . . . aathek on your back. That's a father’s love.”

“You never praised me, not even when | got straightok’aon an award.”

“l didn’t want you to get . . .cocky.” He was windedeady. “Nuthin’ worse than a
cocky . . . kid who thinks he knows it all.”

“And no matter how well | did, you always found somethingriticize about it.”

“Because | wanted you to . . .do your best.” He coughediple®f times.

“And you beat me with a belt.”

“Beat you? Why, | didn’t . . . beat you. | just gave yogoad, old-fashioned . . .
whoopin’ when you deserved one . . . And you got off easy.”

“Dad, it was child abuse. The authorities could have remmettom the home, and you
could have gone to prison for that.”

“Child abuse? Hell, when | was a kid, my old manstripped me down to my
underwear . . . tied my hands with a rope . . . and hottieetbpe to the back of the pickup.” He
gasped for air. “Then he dragged me through . . . the ftah.”

Appalled, Reuben remained silent. He had no idea of tineedius father had suffered. If

something like that had happened, what else had as wet@wiH#n’'t imagine.
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“But | turned out . . . all right, didn’t I1?” Even aftarbit of silence, his father was still
taking short, shallow breaths.

“Well, you've nearly smoked and drunk yourself to death. Yongs have had it, and
your liver’s shot. | know that everyone smoked back mrytay—they didn’t know about the
health risks yet—but why did you drink so much?”

“I had my own . . . sorrows to drown.” His voice wasky scarcely more than a
whisper.

“You never talked about them.”

“Of course not. | didn't want to . . . burden your motheyau.” He coughed again and
struggled to catch his breath.

Reuben’s father was not doing well. Should he stop #heeaiben decided to continue.

“What were you sad about?”

“Oh, that’s ancient . . . history.”

“No, tell me. | want to know.”

“Well, my whole life . . .| wanted to be an Air Forpéot. | enlisted in the service . . . at
the very end of World War Two, 'cause | was . . . toangpearlier. But they wouldn’t take me
into pilots school . . . on account of | was a litt@dor blind. When the war was over, | met your
mother, we had you, and . . . | had to go to work to sugpfamnily. My dream . . . died right
then and there. | never got to do . . . the only thingllyresnted to do.”

His eyes moistened, then he coughed. Once. Twice. Three thnd then nonstop. A
coughing fit. Reuben handed him a glass of water frorbé¢ldside table. After he had taken a
swallow, the coughing subsided, though he was still wheezmhgasping.

“I'm pretty tired, son . . . | think | need to rest.” gy back down.
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“Okay, Dad. It was good to talk to you.”

His father closed his eyes, and Reuben went back g toother.

“Would you like me to stay the night, Mom?”

“No, no, no. That’s not necessary. You get along hontkablovely wife of yours.”

“Will you be okay, Mom?”

“Oh, you know me. I'll be fine.”

That was his mom. Whatever her fear, whatever her, ghef had spent a lifetime
pretending everything was fine when it wasn’t. Reuben hstchpd something resembling a real
conversation with his dad. Maybe he would someday witimbiter too.

He gave her a hug goodbye, a hug just like the one thatedénd A hug in no way
lacking in love on her part, but one devoid of closeassswarmth. She didn’t know how to
express those feelings any more than his dad did, thouglwtre certainly there.

On the way back Reuben thought about what had just hapgeeps for the first time
he had seen his father not as his dad but as a persorowrhrgght. Now he understood: his dad
had not been a better father to him because he didni koav, and he didn’t know how
because his grandfather had not shown him. Reuben worfdefast a second how his
grandfather could have been so bad, but then he redlw@d because his grandfather had not
learned from his great-grandfather how to be a good fafimer so on back through the
generations. “The fathers have eaten sour grapes, atlitiren’s teeth are set on edge.”

Nevertheless, Reuben’s dad had been a better fathien thdn his grandfather had been
to his father. His father had done the best he couldRentben would do the same. If his father

had done better than his grandfather, he would surely tier biean his father. Tonight he would
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tell Hope that he was finally ready to have a childelitgood to give her what she wanted. Deep

down, he wanted it too.

The next morning the phone rang just after 9:00.

“Reuben . ..” Her voice choked.

“Hi, Mom.”

“Your father died last night in his sleep.”

“Oh, I'm sorry to hear that.”

“Don’t be. He died a happy man. He said you had a goodaiatkhe so appreciated your
coming to see him. | can’t thank you enough. It means thielwome that you two were on
good terms when he died. I'll call you later with thedral details. | just wanted to let you
know.”

“Okay, Mom. Bye for now.”

Reuben hung up the phone. His father was at peace ndwpavas he.
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In the Cold of the Night

“Attention shoppers. The mall will close in ten mirsit®lease take your items to the
checkout counter now. And merry Christmas.”

Dolores turned the lavender slingback pump around in her dgain. Six hundred
seventy-five dollars. She squinted to eye the thin simddlaty peep toe. A bit expensive, but
fine Italian design and craftsmanship.

When she glanced up and out of the boutique entrancenmimtrtyard, her heart leapt.

“Tommy!” she nearly cried out but checked herself. Shelgan everywhere—or
thought she did, for a split second.

Repressing a tear, Dolores decided to buy the shoes. Whigsh she? They were
comfort food for the soul, like a big spoonful of macaramd cheese. With all she had been
through, she deserved them. Never mind that they wouldrdti# same neglect as all the other
unworn shoes that crowded her closet. For now they imadieel better, even if just a little.

Party shoes took her back to a time when she was slinprettier, and still hopeful.
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Dolores had completed her shopping, at least for ®aisreion, though it didn’t really
qualify as “Christmas” shopping. Last week she had boughslhmere sweater for her ill, aging
mother, and after that she didn’t have anyone elsbadp for. Not anymore. All these presents
were for herself, if you could even call them presents

The icy wind stung her cheeks when she stepped out intottkiagot, her arms full of
boxes and bags. In the last row, barely visible, teeckldes she had retained in the divorce
settlement stood all alone. Was she really the lagidr to leave the mall?

Dolores peered from side to side. What if someone wé&sg in the darkness, lying in
wait for her? She struggled to take out her keys withoyiping a package and walked with a
quick, firm pace towards her car, which seemed much faathiay from the mall entrance now
than before. She couldn’t wait to lock herself insiden on the heater, and feel the soft leather
seat cradle her weary body.

Once she had stored her bags and boxes in the trunkeBaskarted the engine and
pulled out. But she didn’t even reach the exit beforeche sputtered to a stop. She tried starting
it again. Nothing. Oh, no. Not this. She was out hdralahe, defenseless. If only she were safe
and sound at home, had her feet up, and were sipping assaadlwine.

Was the battery dead? Dolores removed the car key, epdigy purse from unthinking
habit, and got out, not to look under the hood—she knewngp#bout cars—but to see if some
passing motorist might help her.

Not another car in sight.

She stood there for a moment, under a dim parkingglbt,Idebating what to do.

As if out of the void of darkness a big black man steppedtivé circle of feeble light

and came limping towards her. He looked homeless and despelas tattered army coat and
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grimy camouflage pants. From under his raveling blue knit sapgtly curled hair was matted
with dust and lint.

“Please don’t hurt me,” Dolores pleaded. “I have mone&gan pay you.” She fumbled in
her purse for her wallet.

“You think | want your money?”

“You can take my car. Just don'’t kill me. Please, I'mgdieg you.”

“Open the trunk.”

Her fingers trembled as she pressed the button on thkeg#n pop the trunk lid. “Take
it. It's all yours. Anything you want.”

The homeless man rummaged about. “Ah, this is whasllewking for,” he said,
holding up a gas can. “You out of gas. There’s a fillingiatebout three blocks up the road.
Five dollars’ worth should do it. Meanwhile, you get bactkhe car. It's freezing out here.”

Dolores gave him a five-dollar bill and did as he saiddmsihe car she burst into tears,
still shaking from the mortal fear just past. She thowgler elderly mother, who couldn’t have
too many years left; of her husband, who had desertedrhaiyounger woman; and of her son .
.. Oh, her son, her son, her only child . . . Sleehar forehead against the steering wheel and
sobbed uncontrollably.

Half an hour later sounds interrupted her tears—the ogefithe gas lid and the
unscrewing of the gas cap. Dolores got out and stoockincgl] wiping her eyes, as the homeless
man finished pouring the gas into her tank.

“There you go. That should get you on your way.”

“Thank you. | was so afraid you were going to hurt me.”
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The homeless man lifted the trunk lid, which he had lod/érg not latched, put back the
empty gas can, and closed the lid.

“I've done enough hurting for one lifetime. Now it’s tirtee help,” he said and turned to
leave.

Reassured by his words—and unsettled—Dolores hesitated.

“Wait.”

He stopped and turned around, the tiny icicles in his mowstidtening in the faint
light.

“There’s a coffee-and-pastry shop across the highwawléiou like something hot to
drink and a bite to eat?”

“I'd be lying if | said | wouldn’t, and | don'’t lie—at leagiot no more.”

During the five-minute drive to the coffee shop they sdarsgoke. Dolores was having
second thoughts. Had she made a terrible mistake imglettstranger into her car?

At the coffee shop, the homeless man held the door opd&olfores. When the waiter
saw him about to enter behind her, he scurried up to block his‘Waysorry. We don’t
allow—"

“He’s with me,” Dolores snapped, turning to interrupt hind+sentence.

“My apologies, ma’am,” the waiter said and scuttled i&f-faced. The patrons nearest
the entrance raised their eyebrows at the sighteohbmeless man and wrinkled their noses at
his stench.

Dolores glared at them till shame forced their eyaeklho their coffee mugs and plates.

“Let’s sit at the table next to the fireplace,” suggested, smiling at the homeless man

now that she was safe inside a public place.
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Before he sat, he planted himself in front of the, fitdbing his hands together and then
extending them towards the flames.

“How about a giant cappuccino and a big slic&athertort®” Dolores asked once they
had both taken their seats.

“A what?”

“It's a kind of chocolate cake. It's to die for.”

“Can't think of a sweeter death.”

In a couple of minutes Dolores had returned with theleor

“l don’t even know your name,” she began. “I’'m Dolotes.

“Folks call me G. I. Joe.”

“You were a soldier?”

“Afghanistan.”

He took a sip of coffee, clutching the warm mug betweenrgefless gloves. For the
first time Dolores saw his fingertips, chafed and spien by the cold.

“What were you doing out on a night like this, Joe?” &®umed that’s what she should
call him.

“Redeeming myself.”

Dolores didn't know what to make of that answer.

“Where do you live, Joe?”

“Here and there.”

“You don't have a home?”

“The whole city’s my home.”

Just as she had thought. “But where do you sleep?”
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“In a pup tent. The stars is pretty much the same hareAfghanistan.”

He took a bite of cake, chewed once or twice, and ttogaped, apparently letting the
chocolate morsel rest on his tongue and savoring isrfl&Vith his eyes closed, he leaned back
in his chair, laced his fingers behind his head, and crossésbkidaying his right ankle over his
left knee. Dolores noticed cardboard through the haleersole of his army boot.

“Me, oh my! Goodness gracious! Sakes alive! | ain’'t néasted chocolate cake like that
before. Thank you kindly, ma’am.”

“No, thankyou Joe, for helping me. You're my guardian angel.”

“A man’s gotta set right what he’s done wrong.”

“What do you mean, Joe?”

“A boy’s dead because of me. | can’t do nothing 'bout tleat, rbut I've got to make up
for it by doing all the good | can.”

“A boy is dead?”

“He was just nineteen.”

“That was the age of my son.”

“You lost your son?”

“Yes. Tommy. My husband and | went through a bitter digpand | guess we were so
consumed with hurt and rage at each other that weidggtcf our boy.”

“How did he die?”

“He started using drugs. Drugs! When | was a kid, ‘using drugahtr&moking a little
pot. Today it means snorting coke or shooting up heroin. Tipswftound he had injected
heroin laced with fentanyl. It killed him, and it wasral fault.”

Dolores set down her mug and buried her face in her harnyisg softly.
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“Your fault?”

“Yes.” She lifted her face. “All the signs were teeHe skipped his classes at the
university. His grades fell. He quit the track team. Henged his friends for a bunch of thugs.
He lost interest in everything. He quit talking to us. Hged away from home. He was always
so irritable and angry. His whole personality changeslused to be such a sweet child. The
signs were there, and | didn’t do anything to help him. If dhigd seen them.”

She buried her face again and cried.

“How do you get through the day?”

She looked up, the tears hovering at the rims of herdsyéOh, | shop. | go out to eat
with friends. | go to parties. | travel. Anything to give méttle bit of comfort.”

Joe took another bite of cake and washed it down with g eindoffee.

“And does that help?”

“A little. For the moment.”

“Hmm . ..” He appeared lost in thought.

“But you said that a boy the same age as my Tommy died.”

“The Taliban was holed up in a compound. | was leadingm ia to get them. | didn’t
even see the snipers on the roof. They hit three ahey. | still pulled two of them to safety
after they shot me inthe leg . . .”

“Why, Joe, you're a hero.”

“. .. but the third one died. We called him ‘Johnny-Bd{e’ was like a son to me. | had
to tell his parents what happened. | should’ve known abeuwripers. | didn’'t even think of

them before | went charging in.”
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“And now you’re homeless and you don’t have a job. Baee you seen a doctor? You
know, a lot of soldiers coming back from the Middle Haeste trouble readjusting.”

“Oh, I know all about PTSD. | seen some cases sbitething fearsome. People can't
sleep at night. They have nightmares and flashbacks. alheymb. They walk around like
zombies. Then all of a sudden they think they back invére They do crazy stuff. But that’s not
me. No. I'm making up for what | done wrong.”

“So you wander the streets in the freezing cold to hedyplpen need? People like me?”

“Yes'm.”

“You're a good Samaritan?”

“Wrong on both counts. | was born in Kentucky, not Samand I'm just paying my
dues.”

“No, Joe, you're a saint, an honest-to-God saint, lreriefs no pleasure in your life. No
comfort. No consolation. You have to have somethingdkenyou feel good every now and
then. Otherwise, life becomes unbearable.”

“Well, this coffee and cake sure was mighty good.”

“I don’t think | could live the way you do, Joe, helping athbeople with no thought for
myself.”

Joe ate his last bite of cake and finished his coffee,gbenp to leave.

“You just did,” he said. “Keep it up.”

And with that he walked away.
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Light in the Darkness

How long had it been since he sat in a place like MisPDolens struggled to remember.
Eighteen, nineteen years? No, twenty. It felt strandee here again, almost like returning to a
boyhood home where his family had not lived for yeand, \ehere he no longer belonged. Yet
he did call it home once; maybe he could again.

The sheer immensity of the place dwarfed his problema minute or two, then
threatened to swallow him into nothingness. What didifeisnatter anyway? Did anyone even
care about him? Certainly nobody here.

The last rays of the afternoon sun filtered througHahge windows, softening every
contour with a muted gray that would soon ebb into a feassdllack. A time of day soothing
and unsettling at once. The stillness, disrupted only bg¢hasional creak of a door and click of
heels on the floor, calmed the turmoil of his thougtttrst, but then replaced it with a
disturbing emptiness.

Had he made a mistake in coming here after all thess¥dhere were still a couple of

people in line; he had time enough to leave. But no, he cogldion like this anymore. Vic
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leaned against the back of the oak bench, sensing hoardsdss offered no comfort. Closing
his eyes, he thought again, this has to end today. Heeckatdlo his jacket pocket and fingered
the cold steel. Now was the time. There was no offesr.minutes later no one else was waiting
in line.

Finally, the red light above the doorframe on the ngént out; the heavy door squeaked
open; and the last person stepped out and exited the buMiingat there all alone. At last his
turn had come. He rose, strode towards the open doorntereéae a space no larger than a small
closet. Once he had closed the door behind him, he stoothidarkness. He lowered himself
to his knees and then heard the solid-wood screen slf#iebehind the small latticed window.
From the other side emerged a faint, almost impercehtibie

“Bless me, Father, for | have sinned. It has beentywarars since my last confession.”

“Have you been away from the Church all this time, oy

“Yes, Father.”

“Church law commands you to attend mass on Sundays anddysyof obligation, and
to miss mass on those days is a mortal sin. But Godoag/lve you if you are truly contrite, my
son.”

“Well, that’s not really why I’'m here, Father. | kindl lost my faith in the Church a long
time ago.”

“Then, why have you come to confession? Do you want méess a sin, my son?”

“Yes, Father, | do.” Vic braced himself, taking a dee@tire”’'m going to commit
suicide. Today. When | leave here. And | want you te gne absolution, so | can die in peace.”

“What? You want me to forgive you for a sin you havem&recommitted?”
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“After | commit it, it will be too late. My life haveen pure hell, and | don’t want to
suffer in Hell for all eternity for what | am aboutdo.”

“But absolution requires the firm resolve not to sin agand you intend to go out and
immediately commit the very sin for which you seekaditgon.”

No response.

The priest did not speak for a moment. “What has broymito such a pass, my son?”

“My wife has finally left me. She says | don’'t know hoovbe close, | cling to her out of
a fear of abandonment, but when she tries to get dipsaic and flee. | think she’s right. It's
been that way with a long series of women I've begalved with.”

“Involved with? You know that fornication is a mortal smy son.”

Vic sighed out of frustration. “And | relapsed when &fe | was clean for the two years
we were married, but I've had drinking and drugging problem®simgearly twenties. Hard
liquor and heroin were the only ways to numb the painfarggt the memories.”

“The abuse of alcohol and drugs is a serious sin agamstirtue of temperance, my
son.”

Irritated, Vic shook his head, wondering why he was eatmy. Yet, for some reason,
he went on. “And then | lost my job. I'm a frame panter. But when | didn’t show up for work
because | was too smacked out to go, they just fired neetWihyears | was married are the
only time I've been able to hold down a steady job. Mygldng and drugging always got in the
way before. Alone, addicted, jobless. | just can’t golbhas to stop. Today. When | leave.”

Vic was determined, even if it meant defying the priest,Ghurch, and God himself.

“You must pray for divine help, my son.”
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“I've been praying every day for the last twenty-four gga¥ic nearly shouted, “and
there’s no help in sight.”

“I thought you said you stopped practicing your faith twesmtgrs ago.”

“| stopped going to church when | moved out of my pardmsise at eighteen.
Something happened four years earlier, when | was fourtgemever told anyone about it.”

“You are protected by the seal of confession, my son. Goly will hear what you say
here. Speak freely.”

Vic felt a shudder of fear and anxiety run down his sgieeswallowed hard. But, then,
what did he have to lose? It would all be over with sayway.

“I was raped towards the end of my eighth-grade year.”

He nearly choked on the words.

“ My family moved that summer, shortly after it happenieflt terrible, you know. . .
guilty . . . like it was all my fault because | didstbp it. | couldn’t get it out of my head. It kept
forcing its way into my thoughts.”

The tightness in his chest made it difficult to get wWords out.

“When | started high school in the fall, | couldotdncentrate in class, and my grades
dropped. | couldn’t sleep at night, and if | did, | woke ughwiightmares about it . . . | was
always angry and would explode over nothing. So | keptngeittico fights with the other kids
and into trouble with the school authorities . . . Whesmsn't angry, | was depressed, or just
numb. This is hard to say . . . but | started burning thysth cigarettes.”

He lowered his head out of embarrassment. How could Haiexpat?

“I know it sounds crazy, but somehow the pain felt gobdials a way to let my anger

and sadness out. And when | felt physical pain, | didn’ttfeekemotional pain so much . . . At
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least | was in control of what was happening to my bodywMgle body is still covered with
the scars from those burns. But eventually the burning wasaugh. So | started using alcohol
and drugs, and . . . well . . . you know the rest of tey S

There. He had said it. A momentary feeling of reliefole the gravity of it all weighed
heavily on his shoulders again.

The priest softened his tone. “Who did this to you, my’son?

“You won't believe it, Father; it was our parish pridsivas just learning to be an altar
boy. He would invite me to the rectory on Saturdays aftelyte practice. He would say that in
the order of nature we first have to learn to lovertieenbers of our own sex before we can love
someone of the opposite sex but that in our culturediert know how to love each other. And
he talked about how David and Jonathan in the Old Testdowsa each other and kissed each
other and about how John reclined on Jesus’ breast dbarigst supper because he was the
disciple whom Jesus loved. And he quoted St. Paul, whdongashould greet one another with a
holy kiss. Well, the kisses were just the beginnind,dfut, believe me, there was nothing holy
about them. After a couple of months of that, one Satuhe . . .~

A knot in his throat, tears in his eyes, Vic couldn’t go e could almost feel the hands
of the priest touching him again . . . down there. RevnldRecoil. Burning shame.

“You say this happened twenty-four years ago?”

“Yes.” Overwhelmed by the memories, Vic couldn’t undanst why the date was
important.

The priest paused for a long time. “And where did this hagpen?

“In Shady Hollow, but what the hell does that havedowith anything?” Exasperated by

the idle question, Vic pulled a gun from his jacket pock&te‘you going to give me absolution
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or not?” he screamed. “If you don't, I'll shoot mysedfhit here!” He cocked the gun and held it
against his right temple.

“Wait! . . . | prayed this day would never come,” theeptr stammered, his voice
guavering, “but somehow | always knew it would.”

“What?” Vic wasn't at all prepared for that statement.

“There is nothing to absolve you of. It is not you Wiave sinned; it is I. And this is not
your confession; it is mine.”

“W-what do you mean?” Vic lowered the gun, confused.

“I am the priest who abused you. | was transferred tgodnish just last year.”

“You're Father Viazo? You're the one who ruined my?iféou son of a bitch! | ought to
blow your fucking brains out right here.” Vic pushed the gundbagainst the latticed window,
pointing it at the priest. Suddenly he was sinking into a pdwl of rage.

“That Saturday was the one and only time | ever did auting. | was going through a
personal crisis, doubting my vocation. | just wanteittla human warmth and didn’t know
where else to turn. | know | did you a terrible wrong, buive confessed my sin and have tried
to atone by being a good priest ever since.” He didn’t scandinced. Was he just making
excuses?

“Well, that may be good enough for God, but it’'s not good endugime.” Vic's finger
itched on the trigger.

“Can you forgive me?” The priest sniffled.

Caught off guard by the question, Vic thought a long whilegleg the possibilities.

“After absolution comes penance, right?”

“Yes.”
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“Then, I'll absolve you, but you have to do the penangeé you.”

“Anything you ask.” The priest’s voice trembled again, probaidyhands as well.

“First thing tomorrow you go to the bishop, tell him whatiyid to me, and resign as
pastor of the parish. Then you go straight to the pstisgon and turn yourself in. Maybe you'll
sit in prison for the next twenty years, see whatlike to get raped. It would still be a lighter
sentence than the one | got.”

Stunned silence at first. Then a hiccupped sob. Fina#iydice breaking along with his
entire world, Father Viazo said, “I will do as you say but on one condition.”

“What?”

“You promise not to kill yourself.”

Vic uncocked the gun.

“Deal.”

The red light above the doorframe went off; the heawr doated in its hinges; and Vic
stepped out of the confessional. Now he had no needbdotaion. He let out a big sigh.

Once outside the church, Victor Dolens looked up at thie stahe sky and thought to

himself, there is light in the darkness.
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Paulie’s Fight

“Hey, kids. Come down here. Your mother and | needlkadayou,” Andrew Freeman
called up from the foot of the stairs.

Oh, boy. This can’t be good, ten-year-old Paulie thougfet.must be in trouble big time.
What in the world did we do wrong?

If his parents confined him to his room for the reshefday, he could finish playing this
round of TEKKEN, his favorite martial-arts video gamej amany other rounds as well. He set
down the controls of his PlayStation.

When Paulie and his nine-year-old sister, Courtney, ceowastairs, their mother and
father were sitting in the stiff wingback chairs other side of the lamp table in the living room.
He and his sister sat next to each other on the edfe sbfa opposite them. A moment of
unbearable silence.

“I know | didn’t take out the trash yesterday, but I'll lehis morning,” Paulie said,

hoping to avert disaster.
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“And I'll clean my room today,” Courtney added immediatélyjust didn’t have time
this week, with the math test and all.”

“Don’t worry, kids,” Colleen Freeman said. “You're nottrouble.”

Paulie and Courtney leaned back against the sofa.

“Your father and | want you to know that we both lovel y@ry much.”

“Wait,” Paulie said, bolting forward again. “You didn’tlicas down here to say you love
us. You do that every time you hang up the phone.”

“And you never talk to us together,” Courtney said.

“Well, we have something important to tell you,” theitHer cut in. He shifted his weight
in the chair and cleared his throat. “Your mother ane l.a. uh . . . well, we are— "

“Your father is moving out on Monday,” their mother said.

“But why? You don’t want to live with us anymore?” Courtrasked her father. Her
lower lip quivered.

“No, it's not that. Your mother and | are . . . uh—"

“Getting a divorce,” she completed his sentence.

“What? But you can't do that!” Paulie objected. He had lpestn sucker-punched in the
gut.

“I know this is a shock,” their mother said, “But don'omy. We'll still be a family.”

Like hell. Paulie wasn't giving up his family without a figiNow it was his turn to throw
a few punches.

“Oh yeah? Will you still be in Dad’s family?”

“Well, no—"

“And will he still be in your family?”
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“No, but—"

“Then how willwe still be a family?” Paulie thought he had won tinst fround.

“We will always be your parents, Paulie.”

“Are you leaving because | made a B in math?” Courtneydalske father before Paulie
could spar again with his mother. Her voice almost broke.

“No, no. This has nothing to do with you, dear” her motreswered in her father’s
place.

“But why, then?”

“Well, these things are hard to explain to children. Betimportant thing is that you
both understand we will always love you.”

“Promise?” Courtney wiped away a tear.

“Yes, of course, sweetheart.”

“But you don't love each other anymore?” Paulie wasiogrout of his corner for round
two.

“Sometimes adults fall out of love,” his father ansser

“But didn’t you promise to love each other forever wigen got married?”

“| suppose we did, but things have changed.” He shifted highivei the chair again,
crossed his legs, and then uncrossed them.

“So, when you promise that you'll love us forever, ttah change too?”

“Uh...well...uh—"

“No, we’ll never stop loving you. | promise,” his mothetearjected.

“But you're both promise-breakers.” Paulie thought he hatijoxed them into a corner.
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“And when | grow up and get married, my husband can falbblatve with me and just
leave?” Courtney said.

When he saw the tears welling up in Courtney’s eyediePaok her hand. He knew that
she couldn't fight the way he could.

“No, honey. I'm sure that will never happen to you, hether said.

“So where are you going to live?” Paulie asked his fatiReyund three was just
beginning.

“I’'m getting a two-bedroom apartment in Retiro. I'll megou to be the man of the house
from now on and take care of your mother and sistenwhegone.”

“But I'm just ten years old. You're supposed to be the withe house. You and Mom
are supposed to take care of us.”

“Will we ever get to see you?” Courtney said, the teéilishovering on her eyelids.

“Your father and | have decided that you will each speneéekwvith one of us and then
switch the next week. That way we will each haveat@tcare of only one child at a time.”

“You don’t want to take care of us anymore?” Courtneiftle Ibody collapsed back into
the sofa.

“No, that didn’t come out right. What | meant is tkat both want to be involved in your
lives—but we also want a little more freedom for ourselves.”

“So Courtney and | are going to share a room at DadPsi@ilie was probing with a
slight jab.

“Well, not at the same time. You'll alternate weeklss father answered.

“Can | hang up my kickboxing posters?” His room was his sgaegas defending his

territory now.
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“Eeew, no!” Courtney said, taking her hand away fromliBay though her tears hadn’t
dried up yet.

Paulie had just taken an unexpected hit but chose nottdofiggk. Changing his stance,
he tried a new jab. “How will we get to school and I#ck

“You'll have to take the bus,” his father said.

“But what about my kickboxing practice at the dojo?”

“Well, | have to work. | won't be able to pick you up.”

“So, | have to quit the team?”

“Uh..."

“When | first started kickboxing last year, | wanted to dpgitause | couldn’t fight as
well as the other kids. But you said | couldn’t becauselovét have quitters in our family. So |
worked real hard and got a lot better. And now | havguibthe team because you’re quitting
your marriage? That’s not fair. The instructor and theeotighters are counting on me. We have
a big tournament coming up.”

“Now, Paulie,” his mother said.

What? He didn’t think he was hitting below the belt.

“And my piano lessons?” Courtney asked, tearing up agdou Won't have a piano in
your apartment, will you? How can | practice?”

“We'll all have to make some sacrifices,” her fatbard. “For one thing your mother and
| will have to maintain two households on the sancerne. There won't be as much money for
things we want to do or buy.”

“But what about Thanksgiving and Christmas and our birt2lsys won't all be

together then anymore?” The tears were streaming domehbeks now.
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“I'm afraid not, pumpkin,” her mother answered.

“Wait a minute,” Paulie said. “If | live with Mom one &k and Courtney lives with Dad,
and then we switch, Courtney and | won't be living togeeimymore. We're not the ones getting
divorced. We’'ll never see each other.” That realizatiearly knocked him out.

“I guess we hadn't considered that,” his mother said utffather and I just thought it
would be easier if we each took care of only one chi&ltahe.”

Paulie was reeling; his head was spinning; he was abdall bn the mat. Now he was
losing not only his parents but his sister as well. Hecetahad the strength for one more jab.

“Maybe that's why you're getting divorced. You each jumtk about yourself and not
anyone else.”

As though returning to his corner of the ring, Paulienpled back into the sofa. He
wanted to keep fighting, but he knew the final bell had rumgast round was over, and he had
lost the fight. Courtney was still crying, and nowwess too.

Yes, this fight was over. Paulie’s parents were gettimgrded, and there was nothing he
could do about it. But another fight was just beginning, ahmanger one. He would no longer
be fighting against his parents. From now on he woulddteifig for himself and for his sister.
Was he equal to the task? He had to be.

Paulie dried his tears.
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Fateful Choice

Jonathan Maddox looked up from his reading and glanced alotitle Seven-thirty-four.
His wife was supposed to be home by seven, and he had dittimgy ready on the stove, staying
warm. No need for alarm, though. Punctuality was nott3ageeatest virtue. How many times
had he imagined the worst and worried himself sick initeerhonths of their marriage fourteen
years ago? She would call and say, “I'll be home sodorhis mind “soon” meant within fifteen
minutes; in hers it was whenever she finished her woher shopping, and that could be two or
three hours later. Once she learned how he tormentestinith worry when she was running
late, she did get better about calling and updating him oprbgress. Better, but not perfect. He
would just continue reading until she got there.

Ten minutes later the doorbell rang. She often had hes &l of work folders or
grocery bags and didn’t have a free hand to unlock the 8oo¥onathan got up as usual to open
the door for her and help her with her things. When he ap#eedoor, he started to say, “Hi,

honey,” but stopped short.
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Two police officers were standing there, one middle athedother considerably
younger.

“May | help you?” Jonathan said.

“Sir, it's your wife.” The older officer broke the nevin a serious but matter-of-fact tone.

“She’s okay, isn't she?”

“Sir, there’s been an accident.”

“An accident? What kind of accident?”

“l don’'t have those details, sir. They'll tell youthe hospital.”

But she’s going to be okay, isn’t she?”

“Sir, you’d best let us give you a ride to the hospital.”

“Uh ... okay. .. let me turn off the stove and @gcket.”

Once Jonathan was sitting in the backseat of the stpraahd the officer driving was
pulling out, he asked, “It's not serious, is it?’

“Sir, I'm not qualified to answer that question. You'll leato speak with the doctor.”

From that point on, they rode in a tense silenceatham thought of how he and Janet
went to a coffee shop on Saturday mornings and grade pagsrseathing all week . . . How
they liked to go to the art museum for the new exhibitstarthe arts cinema for foreign films . .
. Their walks after dinner in the spring and the fall Her gardening, his classical guitar playing
... She never tired of listening to him practice oy pies latest composition.

Suddenly Jonathan felt guilty. He was always reading & boglaying the guitar. How
often did he just sit and talk with her? Almost newég.just couldn’t think of anything to say.
Day after day it was the same routine. Work, dinnexdireg, music. There was never anything

new for him to talk about. Yet she would have loved to spenelvening just chatting with him.
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She always had something to tell him about. Somethinghétpggened in her day. Something she
read about in the paper. Something she saw on the newsdidftityhe spend more time with
her?

He didn’t even know how to start the new washing macl8he always washed the
clothes. How would he manage without her? He mowed #es@nd trimmed the hedges. But
the garden, all the flowers and shrubs, that wasgesiaty. He wouldn’'t know where to begin.
And the house cleaning. Plus the grocery shopping and codkéngouldn’t do it all by himself.

It was too much.

God, what was wrong with him? How could he even think of shiclys when she might
be seriously injured? Maybe she would be okay. But wisdtafwasn’t? What if she had to stay
in the hospital for months? Health insurance hardlyecoanything these days. And on their
teacher salaries, how could they afford it? And whshé needed round-the-clock care when she
got home? He had to work. How would he take care ofiHern®anted to ask the police officer
again how bad it was but knew he wouldn’t get a straigéivar.

Once they had entered the hospital elevator, one qidlee officers said, “She’s in the
ICU. Fifth floor.” Jonathan pushed the button, and tbeator seemed to creep upwards ever so
slowly.

In the waiting room he fidgeted with a quarter in his paoisket, rocking back and forth
on his heels in an unconscious, yet vain, attemplassothing. After five or six interminable
minutes a young female doctor came out to talk with him.

“Mr. Maddox, I'm Dr. Heiler. I'm sorry to have to 1gtou this, but your wife suffered an

extreme head trauma during the accident. We have hersopressors to keep her heart beating
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and on mechanical ventilation to keep her breathing. Buetis no clinical evidence of brain
function.”

“You mean she’s brain dead?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“So there’s nothing you can do for her? There’s no Hopescovery?”

“I'm afraid not.”

Jonathan felt himself falling through a bottomless votdn®ling backwards, he
collapsed into a chair and choked back the tears.

“I know this is a difficult question,” the doctor saidut would you be willing to
consider organ donation?”

“Uh, I don’t know. We never talked about it. We nevepexted . . .”

“There is a patient in the hospital right now whol @ié without a heart transplant.”

Jonathan looked up at her. “So Janet’s heart would saveen’

“Yes, it would. | should tell you, though, that he is thaer who crashed into your
wife.”

“What?”

“Apparently he suffered heart failure, lost controtlod car, and had a wreck.”

“Oh, the poor man.”

“I should also tell you that the heart failure was ealsy excessive alcohol
consumption. He is a long-standing alcoholic.”

“You mean he brought this on himself and killed my wife?”

“What | need to know now, Mr. Maddox, is whether you wiitleorize a heart

transplant.”
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This was all too quick. “Wait a minute. He nearly drinks hilitsedeath and then kills
my wife, and now he would get to go on living with Janggsrt as if nothing had ever
happened?”

“Mr. Maddox, the question at this point is whether yod gike us permission to do the
heart transplant.”

“I-1 don’t know. Can | have some time to think abousti

“Yes, of course. You might want to use the chapehenfourth floor. But please don't
take long. We need to act quickly if we are going to act.”

This was so unfair. At the worst moment of his lifeytireere asking him to stay cool,
calm, and collected, to think through an issue cleartyrationally, to weigh the pros and the
cons with a clear mind and come to a responsible decisie needed to scream, to bang his fists
against the wall, to fall on the ground and wail. How colug/texpect him to think at a time like
this?

Jonathan staggered to the chapel and slumped into a geng &x be alone where it was
quiet. Had he gone there to pray? Did he even belie@d? He didn’'t know. Where the hell
was God when Janet had her accident? Why didn't he mré?e/Nhy was he letting her die? He
knew that millions of people had asked those very sang&igos about their loved ones and no
one had ever received an answer, at least not onevtlgd satisfy him.

Jonathan was a man of simple beliefs. When it danmeoral and religious truths, he
knew very little for sure. One thing he did know, perhapsattly thing, was that love was right
and hate was wrong. Not the love you read about in theida at grocery-store checkout

lines—Hollywood celebrities constantly getting marriddporced, and remarried. No, the way
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that Janet had loved him. The kind of love that seeksrrevharm and always to do what is
truly good for the other.

The right thing to do, and perhaps God’s will, if he egristed, would be to seek the
other driver’s well-being. Or would it? Would he just caog drinking and destroy Janet’s heart
the way he had destroyed his own? Would the gift of Efevhsted on him? And there were
other people to think about besides the driver. What if thé&ekep drinking? Would he Kill
someone else because he was driving drunk or his head #ghin? Would Janet’s heart allow
him to kill a second time? Or a third? He didn’t wartttbn his conscience.

Jonathan shuddered to think of Janet’s heart, the ne@ahad loved him so, beating in
her killer's body. Of course, he was confusing metaphdrligeral reality, but still . . . He
shuddered again to think of her heartless body lying asket buried in the earth. When had she
ever been heartless? The thought was too much to bear.

Did the other driver even deserve to live? At first Joasatielt sorry for the man. Then he
learned that the heart failure didn’t just happen to Keinflicted it on himself. Oh, don’t come
with that AA crap that alcoholism is a disease, it'®iot the alcoholic’s fault, that he can’t help
himself. Sure, maybe when he loses his job, or his wé#eds him, or his doctor tells him that he
has cirrhosis of the liver, then he wishes he didnitk. But when he reaches for that bottle, he
is doing exactly what he wants to at that moment. N®is holding a gun to his head. Perhaps
he will regret it later. But right then and there hentg that drink more than he wants his job or
his wife or his health. Janet's death was that bastéadlt, and he deserved to die.

He killed Janet, and now Jonathan would Kill him. An feyean eye. His life for Janet’s.
That would be justice. Perhaps if the killer lived, sairek lawyer would get him off scot free,

and he would never have to pay for what he had done. Buthegd and now Jonathan held in
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his hand the sword of justice. One single blow and Jade#ith would be avenged. His justice
would be swifter and more certain than that of any cougidge. No appeals. No retrials. No
pardons or paroles. No time off for good behavior.

If anything could make an alcoholic quit drinking, though, iulddbe carrying inside
him the heart of the person his drinking had killed. Whttafgift of Janet’s heart did heal him,
not just the sickness of his body but the iliness e&hirit? And what if he then went on to help
others who had been in his same position? Think of athdlel Janet’s heart could do. His
beloved Janet was dying one way or the other. Withoutahsplant her death would just be a
senseless tragedy. But with the transplant some gadd come from it. A good that would give
her death some meaning. She would not die totally in vain.

In spite of his anguish over her certain death and lyeraat the other driver, Janet
would want him to do the right thing. But what was it?atban had no idea. He took the quarter
from his pocket. Heads he would allow the transplaris k& wouldn’t. But first he prayed with
all the fervor he could muster, as though he were abqérform a solemn religious rite, “O
Lord, bless this coin.” Then he flipped it.

In the elevator on the way back up to the fifth fldonathan had misgivings. Should he
have gone the best two out of three? No, a flip wiiip.aBut how could he entrust such a
momentous decision to mere chance? He had flipped badkrimdh his mind; the coin simply
put an end to it.

When the elevator door opened, Dr. Heiler was stifiditay there, waiting for him. At
first Jonathan froze. He couldn’t go forward; too much atastake. Yet the unavoidable
moment had come. Jonathan took that fateful step dbedadlevator and walked heavy-footed

up to Dr. Heiler.



“Did you decide, Mr. Maddox? Will you authorize the trdasp?”
“Yes,” Jonathan said.

The coin had come up heads.

66
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The Measure of Love

“In sure and certain hope of the resurrection to etdifeahrough our Lord Jesus Christ,
we commend to Almighty God our brother Maksim, and warod his body to the ground:
earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to dust. The Lesdba and keep him, the Lord make his
face to shine upon him and be gracious to him, the Lord lift spduntenance upon him and
give him peace. Amen.”

The priest took a handful of dirt and cast it uponddwsket.

“Rest eternal grant to him, O Lord, and let light perpethane upon him. May his soul,
and the souls of all the departed, through the mercyodf €&st in peace. Amen.”

When the priest concluded the burial rite, a man wearwwite shirt with a black tie,
khaki pants, and a zip-up jacket walked over to a slender wofr@bout thirty years of age. He
extended a hand, which she took, and said, “Your fathetheasnly house painter | ever hired
who could paint a perfectly straight line without using magkape. In fact, he didn’t even use

to lay down a tarp because he never dripped a single dpgndf I'm going to miss him.”
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“That’s very kind of you,” she said. “Thank you.” Afteretlbrief exchange, the man
started walking back to his car.

At her side stood the only other mourner, a gray-hairedegean of her father’s
generation. He turned to her and said, “Usually theaeréxeption after the graveside service,
but since it's just the two of us, | hope you'll let taée you to lunch.”

“Thank you,” she said, “but I'm really not hungry, andill fave a number of things to
do to settle my adoptive father’s estate before | dgkty’

“How about coffee and a pastry then? It's not good talbee at a time like this.”

“Well, all right,” she said and took his arm.

A drizzle began to fall from the gray sky that cold Nower morning. Perhaps nature,
otherwise indifferent to human affairs, grieved the jpgssf a man whom so few mourned.

Thirty minutes later, they sat across from one andtharcozy corner of a small coffee
shop, their coats draped over the backs of their cifasll, Liubova . . . ,” the man began.

She laughed. “No one ever called me that except mgrfath

“What do they call you then?”

“Libby.”

“It's the same with me,” he said. “Here they call Red. | guess Radomil sounds too
foreign to them. Well, anyway, | can’t believe how yeuall grown up. | remember you as a
little girl.”

“I know,” she said. “l used to see you at church when | gbbbSunday school and you

were talking to my father over coffee and donuts. As$ar know, you were his only friend.”
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“He always talked about you when we met at the Rusdiaim @&nd now here we are,
you and I, talking with each other for the first timalle | mean beyond saying hello. This must
be a sad time for you.”

“Not really. My father and | were never close, serdéis not much for me to grieve. But,
as his sole survivor, it falls on me to put his affairerder. I'm just doing my duty. That's all.”

“He loved you deeply, you know.”

She raised her eyebrows as if to challenge his statement.

“I remember when the parish priest—your father wenhéoQGatholic Church since there
was no Russian Orthodox Church in town—told him thatug-@ddicted woman whom the
court had declared unfit to be a mother had just given taréhbeautiful baby girl. The moment
they looked into your eyes, he and his wife fell in lov#hwou and arranged to adopt you.”

“He never told me he loved me,” she said and took a biterochocolate croissant as if
to indulge herself in recompense.

“You have to understand, Libby, that some men expressltieinot by what they say
but by what they do. Besides, after his wife died ofdireancer when you were just two, your
father fell into a kind of abyss from which he nevembtled out. The magnitude of the loss is
measured by the greatness of the love, and your fatvest lter boundlessly, just as he did you.
He was a great man.”

Libby nearly choked on her sip of coffee. “A great man? Wieycould barely speak
English.”

“It's true,” Rod said, shrugging his shoulders. “Your fathever learned much English.

After his wife died, he somehow lost the will. Butgpoke all the Slavic languages fluently:
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Russian, Ukrainian, Polish, Czech, Bulgarian, Serba{izw. And he read both German and
French as well.”

Her jaw dropped. “I had no idea. He never spoke Russiamtbecause he wanted me to
learn English, but he couldn’t really speak English hifnse we hardly talked.”

“Your father was a member of the Russian intelligentisi St. Petersburg we used to sit
up late at night drinking vodka and discussing history, paglitiod sociology.”

“And then he drank himself to death,” she said, staring blanto her coffee cup.

“He didn’t start drinking heavily until you left home agleteen to go to college. With his
wife dead and you gone, the sadness and the lonelinessneed him. He was not made to be
alone.”

“l didn’t know. After | graduated, | never went back. | gaésere’s a lot about him |
don’t know.” Libby took another bite of her chocolate csaist. Perhaps an analyst would say
she was trying to fill an emptiness of which she wasljgsbming aware.

“What a shame. He was such a great man.”

“But he was just a simple house painter.” She no lofedieso sure of itself.

“He painted houses, yes—and masterpieces. In Russiashea famous artist, the voice
of an entire generation of dissidents. His works hadctitical force of Picasso’s ‘Guernica’
suffused with the spiritual power of a holy icon. Aybafore the fall of the Iron Curtain, the
authorities felt so threatened by him they wanted to kendo Siberia, but he went
underground and somehow escaped to the West.”

“My father, the immigrant house painter, was a famatistan Russia?” Libby had just
stirred her coffee with a spoon and nearly dropped it ersalicer. “But | never saw him paint a

single picture the whole time | was growing up.”
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“He didn't believe the Americans could understand his worthat he could ever sell a
painting here.”

“So that’s why he stopped painting,” Libby said, nodding asigh she understood now.

“In part. He and his wife were willing to live in poveffyr the sake of his art. After all,
van Gogh himself sold only one painting during his lifetiBet they didn’t think they had the
right to impose such a life on you.”

Libby sat in silence. Inside her a Copernican revolutias taking place. Previously, she
had drifted like a lonely planet through empty space, butstewas being drawn into an orbit
around a sun that attracted her with its warmth aind. lighe felt herself gravitating towards her
father in a way she never had when he was alive.

“So, your father stopped painting to support you,” Rod ooetll, “but with his meager
English there weren’t many jobs he could get. He wasypmaich limited to manual labor.”

“When | was going through my father’s clothes, | fourghanting wrapped in a sheet in
the back of his closet.”

Rod smiled.

“It was of a beautiful woman with dark, penetrating eased a sense of quiet dignity and
strength, but it looked unfinished.”

“You know who that woman was, don’t you?”

“No.” Both intrigued and confused, Libby waited for an explzm.

“His wife—and your adoptive mother. He was working onertrait when they adopted
you, but after he started painting houses, he nevehdédig. As a matter of fact, it was the last

picture he ever painted.”
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“He was a great artist, and he gave it all up for méyby said, though her tone of voice
lay halfway between a statement and a question.

“The depth of love is measured by the greatness of thdisa. Your father sacrificed
everything for you. Art was his life. He loved you morartlife itself.”

For a long time Libby sat lost in contemplation. Havong she had been her whole life.
She could see herself as a child feeling embarrassed avdather in front of her friends,
staying out of the house as much as possible during hegegrars, and all but losing contact
with him in college and as an adult. In fact, she haghyd resented being adopted and never
knowing her real parents. But what biological parent ceué&t love her more than her father
had? Yet, he silently suffered grief and lonelinesthae years, and she never knew. She
wanted to comfort him, but now it was too late.

Rod looked at his watch. “Well, you have things to do. 8estwe should get going.” He
left a few dollars on the table beside the ticket théew had brought, and they put on their
coats.

By now the drizzle had stopped, and the sun was peekinggtintbe gray clouds. The
temperature had even risen a few degrees.

Back out on the sidewalk, Libby took Rod’s arm again. “Yeyust given me a gift of
great joy and great sorrow—joy in knowing how my fatlesed me, sorrow in not knowing it
while he was alive. Now | have something to grieve. Thank” she said and kissed him on the

cheek.
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Payback

Dr. Lance Michaels walked into the room, chatting wlitd nurse. When he reached the
foot of the bed, where the patient was dozing, he stogpad. He had not seen that hated face in
twenty years. Although the man’s hair was now streakddanbit of gray and he had put on
fifteen or twenty pounds, there was no mistaking himhbie the same ugly scar above his right
eyebrow.

Suddenly Dr. Michaels was twelve years old again.

He had just finished dinner, and his mom told him to put dseball uniform in the
washing machine before he went out to play. At the unexppasciend of the back door to the
patio opening, Lance peered through the louvered doors otuthdriaroom into the kitchen,
where his parents sat drinking their coffee. Perfetily scarcely breathing, he watched a man
point a gun at his dad. Lance’s blood ran cold.

“It's time to pay up.”

“Just give me another week,” his dad said, trembling. “I'lt paerything then.”
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“That’s what you said last week . . . and the week leefdo you have the money or
not?”

“Not right now, but I'll get it. | promise.” His voiceracked.

“It's the same story with you every time. This hasrbgoing on forever. We're sick of it.
Get on your knees.”

“So you want me to beg? Okay, I'll beg. Just don’t hurtagain.” His dad knelt down
and clasped his hands. “Please give me another wee§.yidu.” His lower lip quivered.

“Turn around.”

“What are you doing?” his dad cried, trembling.

“We're gonna make an example of you. People shouldn’t beegthey don’t have.”

“O God, please, no!” his dad sobbed.

“Turn around.”

Still on his knees, crying and quivering, his dad turned hik tmthe gunman, who
squeezed the trigger. His dad’s body thudded to the floolhelhd in a pool of blood.

Then his mom started screaming hysterically, the wagé &imself wanted to but
couldn’t. He stood watching through the louvered doors, frezémhorror.

“Shut up,” the triggerman yelled, pointing his weapon at lmsur‘Or I'll put a bullet
right between your eyes.”

She managed to choke her screams but shook uncontrollably.

“Take off your clothes.”

She hesitated.

HNOW!”



75

She unbuttoned and took off her blouse, then rose to unzipipmadf er jeans, and
finally stood there in her bra and panties.

“Come on! | don’t have all day.”

With the red of shame staining the white of fear onfaeg, she reached back, unfastened
her bra, and pulled the straps off her shoulders andheveslbows. She lowered and stepped out
of her panties then covered her nakedness with Imgisithe best she could.

“You're gonna pay part of your husband’s debt. Turn aroundand over,” the gunman
ordered. He grabbed her with his free hand, spun her arawhguahed her head down to the
table. Then he unzipped his pants. A moment later he hatratexdeher and was thrusting so
hard her thighs banged against the table edge.

“Don’t move,” he commanded when he had finished and wathdr She remained bent
over the table, weeping silently. After he had zipped ujpdnigs, he raised his gun, pulled the
trigger, and put a bullet in back of her head.

He left the same way he had come in. Only the stehaltohol and tobacco lingered
behind him.

Lance collapsed on the floor of the laundry room imlamost catatonic state and
remained there motionless until a neighbor discovereddtdes the next day. Overwhelmed by
the trauma, he could not speak for seventeen months. Wdhd$ could ever express his grief
and rage? He could not even give the police a descriptitne gerpetrator.

Later, Lance Michaels learned that the killer’s fiqgeits were not in any state or
federal database and that the DNA sample was contashinptan collection by an

inexperienced officer, so it could not be used in any m#&ntarrest was never made.
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What would have happened to him if Jason Lalos, a speeddpist, and his wife had not
adopted him out of the orphanage where he spent thedasiajter his parents’ death? They
nurtured him into speaking again, loved him back to normaley,supported him in his studies
all the way through to his medical degree. Somehow, asesthesiologist, Dr. Michaels had
been numbing his own pain by rendering others insensitgaih. But all the old feelings had
awakened again.

The man who murdered his father and raped and killed hisemothwv lay before him,
but what could he do? No physical evidence of the crimaireed: his parents had been
cremated and the house demolished long ago. And the tweatyeld memories of a
traumatized twelve-year-old could easily be called intcstioie in court. He couldn’t prove a
thing.

“Are you all right, Doctor?” the nurse asked.

“Uh, yes,” Dr. Michaels said, jolted back to the presénust remembered something.
That'’s all. You can wake the patient.”

As Dr. Michaels took the chart from the rack at the fofdhe bed and began to study it,
the nurse tapped the patient lightly on the shoulder @idd ‘$Vake up, Mr. Sauvage. Wake up.
The doctor is here to see you.” Blinking several timess patient opened his eyes.

“I'm Dr. Michaels, your anesthesiologist.”

“So you're going to put me to sleep, huh, Doc?”

“| see from your chart that you have an atrial sefi¢édct known as a patent foramen
ovale,” Dr. Michaels said with a clinical aloofnessusumal for him.

“You mean | got a chink in the ol ticker. That's what mmgart doctor said.”
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“Your heart has an opening in the wall, or septum, betwsetwo upper chambers, or
atria, which in various ways can lead to air bubblaténcirculatory system and cause a stroke
or heart attack. It's a congenital defect affectingulbventy-five percent of the population.” So
as not to be consumed by his own feelings, he kept up tlersomal, professional fagade.

“And | thought my heart problems came from living the gbied’

“The good life?” Dr. Michaels said, raising an eyebrdwha intolerable irony.

“Women, whiskey, and cigars. And all the steak | caniait it ain’t that, or even the
stress of the job.”

“What line of work are you in?”

“I guess you could say I'm a collections agent. You'd be segrhow many people try
to welch on their debts. | see to it that they pay upelse.”

“l bet you make a killing.”

“I do my best, but sometimes the work is just murder.aBout this surgery.”

Dr. Michaels glared at him. Inside, he could feel smohdeeimbers about to burst into
flames. “We’'re going to introduce a catheter into a weiyour groin . . . "

“Hey, be careful down there.” The patient laughed.

“...and lead it up to the hole in the septum, wharerabrella-shaped device will open
and plug the hole between the two chambers. It's a sipnelcedure. You should be released
tomorrow.”

“So that’s how you’re gonna save my life,” the patisaid, musing.

“Surgery always carries risks. And some people never wakeom the anesthesia.”
Gasp The nurse looked at Dr. Michaels with her mouth open.

“You mean you could kill me?” the patient said in a mattfiefact tone.
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“You have to balance the risks against the benefitblogk of ice without, Dr. Michaels
was now a raging fire within.

“Kind of like gambling.”

“Kind of,” Dr. Michaels said with a poker face. “I'll bgack shortly before the surgery to
administer the anesthesia.”

With that, Dr. Michaels turned and walked out of the room

* * *

If the punishment were to fit the crime, Dr. Michadisught, Sauvage would have to die
twice for killing both his parents. And who knew how many dedte would have to suffer in
strict justice for all the other people he had kill®dRat a tragedy strict justice could not be
done. Law enforcement had failed and no longer had any eladiiscicceeding. If even that
modicum of justice were to be done that was stilsgae, Dr. Michaels would have to do it
himself.

His patient deserved to die, and he could take the villafa'sBut Dr. Michaels could
not make him suffer the way Sauvage had made his vistffisr. Although as defenseless as
his victims, he would lie unconscious, under anesthBsidvlichaels knew Sauvage would
never feel his dad’s helplessness and terror, his msimae and humiliation, his own horrified
trauma. What a pity Sauvage would die peacefully in hipsleevas far better than he deserved.
Still, it was something.

How could Dr. Michaels avoid detection and punishment, thoughas Sauvage
himself had done? There was no such thing as a perfect t&tommatter what means he used, he
would leave some trace, one an autopsy could reveal.ddiel Wwe risking his medical license,

his profession, his livelihood, the financial security @&f\Wwife and children, the happiness of his
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family, and his own freedom, all to avenge the deathioparents. If only he could find a way
that would not arouse suspicion during an autopsy. And \vkatrieone walked in on him in the
commission of the act? It was a risk he would havwake. But he needed something quick,

inconspicuous, and easily hidden.

A couple of hours later, Dr. Michaels returned to staetlV drip. “I want you to count
down backwards from a hundred,” he instructed the patient.

“Okay, Doc. I'll see you later,” the patient said. “@aybe not.” Within a minute or so
he was unconscious.

Dr. Michaels took an empty syringe from his lab coat phakecapped it, and held it in
his hand. Inject enough air into the IV tube or, bettérigéo the jugular vein, and the air
embolism would do its work. A fatal air embolism happeotten enough with this condition
anyway, and no one would ever think to look for his re@dthis haystack. Who would ever
suspect him? No one at the hospital knew his childhoodriijsind the police never discovered
the identity of his parents’ murderer. Well, Mr. Sauvagetime to pay up, Dr. Michaels
thought, and I'm here to collect the debt.

Just as Dr. Michaels was bringing the needle to themqi&ineck, he remembered a
series of Bible verses he had learned in Sunday schaatlaifl. “When someone smites you on
the right cheek, turn and offer him the other.” But then had done far worse than punch him in
the face. He had destroyed his family and his childhdéakdive as the Lord has forgiven you.”
Yet God had to forgive him only for small things. He hadena@lone anything so horrendous as

this monster. “Love your enemies, and pray for your petses.” How could he feel love for
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such a man? He felt nothing but hatred. But he would ptaight—he would pray that the
bastard burn in hell.

Dr. Michaels raised the needle to the patient’s neckhaayad positioned the point on the
left jugular vein but stopped with his thumb on the plungew could the same device
administer a life-saving vaccine and a fatal air embd@li3ime ambiguity of the instrument gave
him pause. But he would be saving the lives of this assa$sinte victims, not just taking
personal revenge.

Dr. Michaels raised the needle again. Just then a eaite over the loud speaker:
“Paging Doctor Michaels.”

He would have to hurry. One quick puncture with the needbeish on the plunger of the
empty syringe, and the air would do its work.

“Paging Doctor Michaels,” the voice said again.

Doctor Michaels. Suddenly he remembered the oath he had swoearisecrate his life
to the service of humanity,” “to practice his professiith conscience and dignity,” and to
make “the health of his patient . . . his first consatien.”

But this was no ordinary patient, a sick person seekinghh&dnis was the hit man who
gunned down his parents like a couple of dogs.

As he raised the needle one last time, he noticedrss extend from the sleeve of his
white lab coat, the symbol of his profession and othloesands who had given their lives to
research and healing. Then it struck him: he was onesof.tHowever much this man deserved
to die, Lance Michaels was a doctor, not an executibhisebusiness was saving lives, not

taking them.
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If he spared the life of this hollow-hearted killerwis not out of Christian charity,
forgiveness, or non-retaliation. It was because lesvkmho and what he was. Killing this man
would not mean triumphing over him but sinking into his abged, he would become like him:
a murderer. How could he, a doctor, live with himself?dadtof killing him, he would let this
butcher continue to exist as the wretched man he wasapethat was payback enough, though
scant consolation to the orphaned child he carriedersitself.

Dr. Michaels lowered the syringe, recapped it, and puthisiiab coat pocket. Then he
answered the page. A few minutes later they took the padiesurgery.

* * *

The following day, as Dr. Michaels was returning to tbsgital from a late lunch, he
saw an orderly taking Mr. Sauvage out in a wheelchadr taxi.

“Hey, Doc. | survived. You didn’t kill me after all,” theatient said and laughed.

“l haven't lost a patient yet,” Dr. Michaels respondéth a sense of pride.

“l guess one good turn deserves another.”

“l don’t understand.”

“The way I look at it, you just returned a favor.”

“I'm afraid I'm still not following you,” Dr. Michaelssaid with a certain impatience.

“Well, Doc, you can see both ways through a louvered dobenifhey told me | had to
have the surgery, | wanted to see what kind of man yoeduwnt to be, so | came here. Now |

know,” the patient said and got into his taxi.
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Family Burdens

Bam! A hard bump from behind, and Red Heissman lunged fdrwipping his tray
towards himself and spilling the prison slop all down thatfof his orange jumpsuit. He
wheeled around, lifted his metal tray high, and slammeadwvitn on the head of the inmate
behind him. Before he could raise it for a second blew,dversized guards ran up behind him.
They placed him in a physical restraint, pinning his arms béh#bdack, before his tray had
stopped clanging on the cement floor. Shoulder to shoultky backed him out of the cafeteria,
half-dragging him, writhing and kicking, to his cell, where tpey him on twenty-four-hour
confinement.

“Kind of overreacted there didn’t you?” Officer Goodmaitsahen he came on duty
for the two-to-ten shift at the State Juvenile Coioest Facility.

“l ain’t no punk.” Red’s gut was still churning with anger.

“From what | hear, Spike was looking the other way wiedumped into you. It was an
accident.”

“No one messes with me.”
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“You know, you might want to talk with the Preacher Mdout that temper of yours.”
“The Preacher Man can go to hell.”
“Well, that’s not too likely. He sure has helped a Ibtetiows like you, though. Just

think about it.”

Red would not have given it another thought, but his probatificer insisted on it. Two
days later Red stepped into the Preacher Man’s officestChe thought to himself, some old
black guy’s gonna tethewhat to do? Red stiffened, ready for another round of@esnthreats,
and predictions of failure. Why did adults always makestrae speech?

“You must be Red Heissman. Come in and have a seat.idAcgpped front tooth
gleamed as Rev. Prediger smiled big and gestured toward$ iheet@wo chairs in front of his
desk.

“You really a preacher man?” Red was half-expecting himdarwninisterial robes and
to keep a large bible, a crucifix, and candles in his offit®tead, he found a still-athletic
middle-aged man in blue jeans and a crew-neck shirt.

Rev. Prediger stepped out from behind his desk and sat indhmenekt to Red, facing
him at a three-quarters angle. Once again he flashed disagah in a warm smile.

“Well, I am an ordained Baptist minister, but I'm hereaaounselor.”

“l don't like counselors. | don’'t want nobody in my Imesss.” Red was baiting him.

“Red, I'm glad that you already feel comfortable enougie e tell me what you really
think. | want you to keep doing that, and | promise to des#me for you. If we can talk

honestly to one another, man to man, | think wernake some real progress.”
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The Preacher Man didn’t take the bait. Expecting bugatiing a fight, Red didn’t
know what to say.

Rev. Prediger reached over to his desk, picked up a manl&r faind opened it.

“I've been looking over your file, Red, and see you gohteign months on a possession
charge when you were sixteen, but they added an extrthragery time you got into a fight,
and now you’re up to two years. It must be very import@arybu to stand up for yourself.”

“I don’t take nothing from nobody,” Red replied, putting Bre@acher Man on notice.

“No, but you pay a high price for that. Tell me, how lgatb you want to get out of this
place and stay out of places like this in the future?”

“I'd like to see you live in this hellhole.”

Rev. Prediger gave an understanding nod. “Life in prisoheasy. What's going to
happen if you keep getting into fights, Red, even afterggiwut?”

“What do you care?”

Rev. Prediger looked him in the eyes. “l don't like to sgead kid like you locked up.”

Good kid? No one had ever called him that before.

“Red, you're a big, strong guy. | bet you're a hundred &vwesty-five pounds of solid
muscle. What if you end up seriously injuring or evenriglisomeone?”

“I'll go away for a long time, maybe life, | guess.”

“Or get a needle in your arm. Is playing the tough guyyreabrth that to you?”

“But what can | do? People just pick fights with me.”

“How about if the next time someone provokes you, youtdeact?”

“You mean just stand there and take it?” Fat chance.
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‘I mean don't let the other guy push your buttons. Don'hien be in control of your
emotions. And if he starts getting to you, just turn adoaimd walk away.”

He couldn’t be serious. “And let him punk me?”

“And regain your freedom. Instead of doing time you coulddending time with your
family and friends.”

Red sat in silence, as though surveying unfamiliar territory

“So, tell me a little about your family, Red. Do yowkany brothers and sisters?”

The question jerked him back. “I've got a five-year-old coumsimed Russell. He's a
great little kid. Lots of fun to play with.” For therst time, Red smiled, thinking of him.

“l bet you miss him.”

Red nodded his head in response.

“How about your parents?”

“Uh . .. I live with my grandparents.” Red shifted uncortdbly in his chair.

“What are they like?”

“They're pretty nice. My grandma, she cooks real good.”

“I bet you miss her cooking too, though you can't get fooddikes anywhere else, not
even in the finest restaurants,” Rev. Prediger jokiealwsg his gold tooth again.

“Thank God for that.” Red enjoyed the irony and relaxsittla.|

“I'd like to see you back playing with your cousin, Red, aating your grandmother’s
cooking as soon as possible. How does that sound?”

“Pretty good.”

“Well, let’'s work together towards that goal, okay?”

* * *
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Red left Rev. Prediger’s office confused. Not once hadPteacher Man preached to
him. He didn’t yell at him for fighting, threaten himtWipunishment, or say he would never
amount to anything. Instead he just smiled with that godthtof his, asked questions out of
interest, and made suggestions he thought might help. Hesegered to like Red and called
him a “good kid.” And yet, he wanted him to act like a si€yuld he really trust the Preacher
Man?

Suddenly Red remembered something Officer Goodman once toldtwmu do what
you've always done, you'll get what you've always got.” iéel to admit what he was doing
wasn’'t working. Maybe he should follow the Preacher Madvice. Against his better judgment
he decided to try it, just once, to see how it worked.idghirhelp him get out of here sooner.
Before long he was thinking of playing ball with his cousma eating his grandma’s fried
chicken.

Two days later Spike Agudo called him out in the rec yard.

“Hey, Heissman, we got a score to settle. You wameepf me? Come and get it when
I’'m looking instead of blindsiding me. You wanna fight, figlke a man.”

In a flash Red felt his face getting hot and his fistBrigalip. He almost spun around and
said, “Well, if it ain’t Spike the spic,” but remembenstat the Preacher Man had told him.
Instead he forced himself to keep walking to the otherdidee rec yard, where he struck up a
conversation with another inmate.

“I like the way you handled yourself today,” Officer Gocalmsaid after the rec hour.
“That showed some self-control and some real matuhityproud of you, son. Today you were

the kind of man that little cousin of yours can look up to
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When was the last time Red had heard words like thdsat?r&cognition took some of

the sting out of the shame he felt at backing down.
* * *

“Good job!” Rev. Prediger said, congratulating Red at thext session. His gold-
toothed smile convinced Red that he really meant it. “Yatiaggry but not aggressive.”

“Yeah, | could’ve rearranged his face.” Despite thegratulations Red felt he had to
reaffirm his manhood.

“And spent another month here. Now tell me, when yaurobyour anger, no one else
gets hurt, but who suffers on the inside?”

“Man, it was like fire burning in my gut.” Red placed botmtia on his stomach.

“So let’s turn down the heat. | want you to close yeyes . . . Now, breathe in through
your nose for a count of four . . . Hold your breathdaount of seven . . . And breathe out
slowly through your mouth for a count of eight . . . Agai . And again.”

After several minutes of breathing, Rev. Prediger askeoyw Hre you feeling now?”

“Like a cool stream is putting out the flames.”

“Now, return to breathing normally, but keep your eyesedl. | want you to clench your
fists as tight as you can . . . Hold . . . ReleaseAnd breathe. Feel the difference between
tension and relaxation . . . Now tense your foreamgat as you can . .. Hold . . . Release . . .
And breathe.”

Rev. Prediger spoke in a slow, hypnotic voice as Red ssivedy tensed and relaxed his
upper arms, face, neck, chest, back, abdomen, thighsscahat feet.

“Now, open your eyes, and tell me how you feel.”

Red laughed. “Man, | didn’t know you could feel like this witl drugs. This is great.”



88

“If you do the breathing exercise and progressive musldgaton every morning, it will
help you get centered and calm for the day. Do it agaimght, and it will help relieve the stress
that’s built up during the day. The more relaxed you aeelet$s things will get to you.”

Red nearly floated back to his cell, his steps were &b liget Spike say what he wants.
What did he care? He wasn’t going to get another monttdaddas sentence. No way. He was
getting out. Maybe that Preacher Man wasn’t such a bpaifter all. Red could almost taste his

grandma’s cherry cobbler.

The next afternoon Red and Spike happened to be on theosdaoer work detail.

“Looks like Little Red Riding Hood just met the Big Bad WoSpike taunted him.

The blood rushed to Red’s face, his temples throbbedgihs in his neck stood out. Yet
he bit his lip and said nothing.

“The little girl's too afraid to talk?” Spike said and pesl him.

Instinctively Red shoved him back, and they both put up fises. Officer Goodman
quickly stepped between them. “Let’s stop this train eefowrecks. Red, you take the weed-
eater over there by the fence. Spike, you start pushingalkaeer on the other side.”

“I hope you thanked Officer Goodman,” Rev. Prediger saitleabeginning of that
week’s session. “When push literally came to shovesalved you from spending another month
here.”

“Man, this counseling crap don’t work.” Red sulked in hisicha

Rev. Prediger leaned forward slightly. “That’s right.uffe the one who has to do the

work. Tell me, what were you thinking when Spike pushad?yo
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“I’'m gonna teach this little wetback beaner a lesson.”

“And did that thought help you calm down and control yoli?se

“It helped me get even.”

“And it almost helped get you another month, or maybassault charge.”

“What the hell did you expect me to do? He started it.”

“He started it, so I've gotta finish it. | gotta teach hantesson, give him a taste of his
own medicine, show him how it feels. No one doestihate and gets away with it. | had a right
to be angry. He got what he deserved. | ain’t no punk’tl @iraid of nobody. | don’t back down
for nothing. A real man has to fight. | gotta show mumo’s boss.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Red responded, not grasping theals/satire.

“All of those are hot thoughts, Red. They will only briymu more charges and longer
sentences. Our prisons are full of men who think lie.tlf you want to change your angry
feelings and your aggressive behavior, you have to changehyoking.”

“Well, | just get mad sometimes. | can't help it.”

“Right. You can’t change your feelings directly, but yanchange the thinking that
causes your feelings. Try thinking, ‘I can handle this, hioh going to let him get to me, this is
not worth getting angry about. Losing my temper will omigke things worse. As long as | stay
cool, I'm in control. Violence won't solve anything;wtill just get me another charge.” Then you
might avoid a fight, a charge, and a sentence.”

“Hell, I might as well be a little girl.” For all bitough-guy act Red feared weakness
more than anything.

“Look, who's in charge here, you or your feelings? Ao going to let your anger punk

you?”
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Red didn’'t know what to say to that. Deep down he knewrtkacher Man was right. In
fact, Red even liked his blunt straightforwardness. Maman—that was the way men talked to

each other.

The next morning Red had just sat down with his trdyredkfast when, out of the corner
of his eye, he saw Spike advancing towards him, clutchingkarf his right hand. Intuitively he
knew that Spike was going to try to stab him in the neclemM8pike was within two feet of
him, Red threw his hot coffee in his face. He jumped tglhlzed him by the back of his hair,
and slammed his head down against the table—once, twice tithies. Spike fell to the ground,
half conscious. Within seconds the guards had Red in a physstraint. Back to the cell.
Another twenty-four-hour confinement. Red bloodied his kiegckn the wall. How else could

he get his anger out?

“Well, you got another month added to your sentence,” Rexdiffer began at the
following session.

In those words Red heard accusation, judgment, condemnidadslt like a failure, a
disappointment. Covering his shame with anger, heyehduted, “It was self-defense. That
little taco-eating greaser was gonna kill me.”

“So you beat him to the punch.”

“Damn straight.”

“Yet, you're the one whose sentence was increased.”

“Yeah, that's messed up. He tries to kill me, and | getgheal.”

“Mmhmm.” Rev. Prediger nodded.
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Red took that close-lipped response as agreement wigutiighment. Angered even
more, he came out swinging.

“What was | supposed to do? Sit there and let him stadfrhé&llowed your advice, I'd
be dead!”

“Well, let’s talk about what else you could have doné&ai\bther options did you have?”

“I'm done talking!” Red screamed, jumping to his feet. [Kiiag don’t get you nowhere.
Screw this counseling crap, and screw you.”

Rev. Prediger remained seated and spoke a little monrg g@fti he had. “You met a
situation you didn’t know how to handle, and now yowoefrustrated you're ready to give up.”

“You don’'t know what it’s like. You haven’t been throughatt have. You've never
been on the streets. You sit in an office all day jast repeat what you’ve read in a book. You
get to go home at night. You don’'t know what it's likeb®locked up in a cell.” Red'’s voice
grew even louder with every sentence.

Looking up at his young client, Rev. Prediger said, “Youtdoglieve | can understand

you.”

“You don'’t care about me. You're just here for the monéu want to see us locked up,
or else you wouldn’t have a job.” Red’s voice nearlyde, and he felt a lump in his throat.

“You don'’t feel that you can trust me.”

“You got that right! I'm out of here!” Red headed towards tloor.

“Wait, Red,” Rev. Prediger called after him. “Let’s tallittle longer.”

“Go to hell" With that, Red stormed out the door arehsined it behind him.

Red had thought the Preacher Man was on his side, but@duvned out to be just like

everyone else. Blame him for something that wasn’'téu# ind then punish him for it. The
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story of his life. How would he ever get out of therigew everyone was against him? Back in his
cell, he felt more alone than he ever had. He had nowigs side.
* * *

If it had not been required, Red would never have gonetbamounseling. By refusing,
though, he would only get himself into more trouble. Harretd the next week as angry as ever,
expecting a lecture about his behavior during the lasibsess

“Good morning, Red,” Rev. Prediger said with his habituad-gobthed smile. “Come in
and have a seat.”

Without responding, Red sat in his usual chair, folded s across his chest, and
stared at the floor.

“I've thought a lot since our last meeting, Red,” Renediyer began. “Somehow | have
the feeling Spike isn't really the one you're angry'dtlike you to close your eyes again and
ask yourself whom you’re really angry at, Red.”

Relieved to avoid eye contact, Red closed his eyes, tHmughd no intention of
examining himself.

“Don’t strain for an answer. Just let it come. Kgepr eyes closed. Breathe. And let the
answer come to you.”

Suddenly, Red felt a sick feeling in his stomach, a painsicinest, a dry tightness in his
throat. He was choking down a sob. In an involuntarynenat of clarity he saw what he had
never seen before. He spoke in spite of himself, thaughbarely audible voice.

“My grandparents.”

“Your grandparents?” Rev. Prediger raised his eyebrowd. FBiought you got along

with them. You love your grandmother’s cooking.”
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Red’s eyes were moistening.

“My grandparents raised me till | was six. They told meytwere my parents. Then,
when | was six, | met my real father, and when | eigét, | met my mother. My grandparents
then told me my parents were never there because éldetp work, even on Christmas, but that
was a lie. My dad was in prison for dealing. My mom wasg out on dope.”

“And you're angry because—" Rev. Prediger started.

“Because my grandparents lied to me,” Red interrupted oie \betraying the hurt
beneath his anger. “When they introduced me to my dadsheaid, ‘What’s up?’ and when
they told my mom, ‘This is your son,’ she said, ‘SoReY didn’t say they were glad to meet me.
They didn’t ask anything about me. They didn’t say they werey for not being there. They
didn’t hug me. Nothing. My mom never called me or camesgib me after that, and my dad
didn’t either after he got out of prison.” Tears hodeoa his eyelids.

“And that seemed grossly unfair to you. How did that makefgel about yourself?”

“They thought that | wasn’t even worth coming to setatking to, that | was just no
good.” The tears trickled down his cheeks.

“And every time someone else made you feel worthlessJashed out at him because
you couldn’t strike back at your parents. Maybe thatistwour violence is all about.”

Red bent over, put his face in his hands, and sobbed.

Rev. Prediger let him cry. When the tearful spasm haskpashe reverend changed his
tack.

“You got pretty heavily into drugs yourself, didn’t you?”

Red raised his head and wiped his eyes on his sleeve. “iYgalted marijuana when |

was just six or seven and moved to heroin by the kiwes twelve.”
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“And what effect did the drugs have on you?”

“Man, they totally took over. | mean | would break iqteople’s houses to steal and beat
up complete strangers and rob them just to get monedrdigis. And | would leave home for
weeks at a time.”

“So the drugs were in control of you. You weren't ngall control of yourself. Do you
think the same thing might have happened with your parents?”

“Yeah, maybe.” Red softened a bit on thinking that he asgdrients were not so
different.

“What about your grandparents? They had already raigé&don children. They may
have been caring for their elderly parents. And novemthey were no longer so young, they
had to raise an infant, spending money on him they cowlel $aved for their retirement. Why
do you think they did that?”

“I dunno. Because they wanted to help me?” The thoughteofdhcrifice touched him.

“They had a difficult situation, and they probably didkriow how else to handle it. They
didn’t want to burden you with a truth too heavy for youhowder when you were just five or
six years old, so they lied to you. Can you forgive thend your parents too?”

“What, and just play like it never happened? Act aswfas all right?” Red’s temper was
flaring up again.

“No, not at all. If nothing were wrong, there would lmgmng to forgive. | mean
understanding why they did what they did, letting go of yogeaand the desire to get back at
them, and moving on with your life You don’'t have to cargund this heavy burden of anger

anymore.”
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“Well, maybe | can forgive them. | don’t know.” Firsvtnfight back and now let go of
his anger?

Rev. Prediger took an inch-thick plastic binder from his @eskput it in Red’s hands.

“Is that binder heavy?” he asked out of the blue.

“No, not really.”

“Hold it in your left hand, and stick your left arm sgii out to the side. Is it heavy
now?”

“A little.”

“Okay. Just keep holding it out to your side until | say gan let it down.” Rev.
Prediger then continued talking about anger issuesdougle of minutes.”

“How’s your arm feeling now?”

“It's starting to hurt.” Red began to lower his arm.

“Down let it down! You've just been holding that binder #olittle while. How would it
feel if you had to hold it out to your side for an hour?”

“Unbearable.”

“For twenty-four hours?”

“They'd have to take me to the hospital.”

“For years on end?

“It would kill me.”

“Now let go of the binder. Just drop it on the floor.”

Thud.

“How does your arm feel now?”

“A hundred percent better.” Red rubbed his upper arm and sfroledrelief.
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“Red, imagine that binder is your anger and it containsyéviag you're angry about.
The longer you hold on to it the more it hurts you. Yoig#l so much better when you finally
let it all go.”

Mow down a weed, and it grows back; pull it out by thespand it dies. The Preacher
Man had just gotten to the root of Red’s anger. Maybe Offtmodman was right about him
after all. For the remainder of his sentence Red dgit'into a single fight. He wanted to make

the Preacher Man proud of him.

A month before his release date Red had a twenty-fourrfidough. It was a time to
readjust to life in the community. When his uncle drbwe up to his grandparents’ home, his
aunt and five-year-old cousin, Russell, were waiting tfa@aréim also.

“Red!” Russell screamed, running and jumping into his arms \Wkemalked through the
door. “Did you graduate? Are you done with school yet?” Reavkhat his cousin idolized him
and that his aunt and uncle had told Russell he was avgah@ol because the truth would have
shattered him.

“Uh . .. yeah, almost. | still have to go back fdittde bit, and then I'll be home for
good.”

“And then we can play catch every day! Do you wanil&y now? | brought my glove.”

“Maybe a little later. How about if you help me get styff out of the car?” Red asked
and then greeted the other family members.

“Surel!”

Red opened the hatchback of the SUV, lifted out a largeldhdg with all the things he

had stored at his uncle’s, and set it on the ground. Russe to lift it but couldn't.
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“Here, you take this backpack, and let me get that,” Red sa
He understood now. Maybe some burdens were just too helasybby Russell’'s age to

carry.
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Brotherly Love

Joshua Pascal steadied himself with his cane as hendescthe stairs from his second-
story apartment, careful not to fall as he had lasir8ay morning around 3:00 a.m., when he
sprained his ankle after a night of drinking with the g@s.Monday morning that little mishap
earned him the nickname “Citizen Cane” among his cowsr&ethe art supply store. He
hobbled to the corner, stood, watched, and waited. Aftaéinate, he reached into his inside
jacket pocket, pulled out a flask of vodka, and took a heftg.He couldn’t face dinner sober
with his mother and brother. Who could?

When he slipped the flask back into its hiding place, lieew his fingernails were dirty.
He stuck his hand into the right front pocket of his b&ang, took out his pocketknife, and
opened the blade to clean them. One thing less for Morag@bout. Just as he was finishing,
he saw his brother’s new Mercedes approaching, about twkshdovay. He whipped out a
ballpoint pen and a small spiral notepad from his shickpt, glanced at his wristwatch, and

jotted down, “Thursday, October 16th, seventeen miriates' In his desk drawer there lay
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dozens of these spiral notepads. Ammunition for the dutde didn’t want to be caught
unarmed.

“Hey, Josh, how’s the ankle?” Abel asked once Joslagin the car.

“Not as painful as some things in life.” He was thinkirighe upcoming dinner, though
his brother had no way of knowing it.

“Did Mom tell you? | got promoted to chief surgeon at thepiial.”

“I'm glad Dad didn't die in vain.”

“Oh, don't start that crap again, Josh. Dad died ofaatletack, and you know it.”

“Yeah, a heart attack he got by working so hard to put jmugh college and medical
school.”

They scarcely exchanged another word until they gdtdm tmother’s house, in a
working-class neighborhood where they had been the enligld family.

“Hi, Mom. Chag sameadh Abel said, coming through the front door.

“And happy Sukkot to you!” his mother responded. “Come, lzagtass of wine to
commemorate the—"

“Forty years the Israelites wandered in the desertiaad in huts,” Joshua finished her
sentence in a sing-song voice. “You say that every, }@am. Just because | don’t go to temple
anymore doesn’t mean you have to give me a history lesseweoy Jewish holiday. Why can’t
we just celebrate Thanksgiving like everyone else?”

“ just want you to be proud of your Jewish heritagedAdesides, you're just being
cranky because your ankle hurts.” She smiled. “Why dgmitgo and sit down at the table, you

two? | have everything ready.”
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Abel and Joshua took their seats in the dining room, afmassthe living room, and
their mother brought out the final platter from thicken. Whatever her failings, Joshua had to
admit his mother could cook. It smelled wonderful.

“Go ahead and start the harvest bisque, boys. Joshua, diebgothat your brother got
promoted to chief surgeon at the hospital? We are alleadmf him.”

“Yes, so proud,” Joshua said. He looked at Abellazel tof.So now you have your own
little promised land flowing with milk and honey. | wondewvhmany Canaanites you had to
slay to get that position.”

Abel laughed, taking no apparent offense. “Well, | did loedtseveral contenders, and
there is a handsome salary increase to go with tgosition.”

God, where was the avenging angel to smite the finstien you need him? “I guess
there’s nothing in the hypocritic oath against bleeding yatients dry.”

“I'm a highly skilled surgeon, Joshua. | save lives. | desa good salary.”

Joshua took a big sip of wine. “I saved your life once add’'dget paid a dime.” It was
a deliberate provocation.

“O God, you're going to bring that up again? We were jtt& kids.”

“Yeah, | was four and you were six. You were running bysitle of the pool, slipped,
and hit your head on the ledge.”

“It was just a little bump.”

“You fell in face down and would have died if | hadn’t pullexliyout.”

“It was the shallow end. The water was only a foot ahdlbdeep.”

“You can drown in four inches of water.”

“I would have stood up on my own in a couple of seconds.”
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“You were out cold and would have died.” Joshua drained imie glass.

“Joshua, don’t be so envious of your big brother,” theith@osaid. “Here, let’s start
passing the baked salmon and the whipped butternut squash ahgctatees.”

The aromas made Joshua’s mouth water.

“Do you have to dote on him all the time?” He poured hih@®ther glass of wine
almost to the brim.

“But you know | love you both equally.”

“Do you now? Just look at the Abel Pascal Wall of FAeshua pointed to the living
room. “There are four shelves full of his trophies and nsedad look at the pictures on the
wall. There’s Abel the captain of the football teahe basketball team, the baseball team. Abel
the track and field star. Abel the president of the studeuncil, the homecoming king, and the
valedictorian. Abel the full-scholarship recipiette tHarvard graduate, the Stanford Medical
School graduate. And there on the side table next totkeris one grade-school picture of
Joshua. You call that equal?”

“Well, you never won anything, dear.” She gave a painedesmil

“I won the spelling bee in the fifth grade.”

“l don’t recall that.”

“Of course not. That was the day Abel won the awardést all-around student athlete.
You were too busy celebrating his success to noticetiudodrank half of his full glass of wine
in a single gulp.

“Fifth-grade spelling bee,” Abel interjected. “Give meradk. It's not Mom’s fault that
you’ve wasted your life.”

“Maybe if | could have gone to college, | wouldn’t have.”
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“But you couldn’t get into college with your grades,” his nesthaid.

“l wanted to go to the Art and Design Institute. Theylddhave taken me.” He drank
the other half of his glass of wine.

“Based on what?” Abel said. “Hanging out with a buncih@ddlums and spray-painting
graffiti on bridges and public buildings?”

“That was street art. And they were more of a fatrmlyne than you were.” Joshua
refilled his wine glass almost to the brim again. Abel his mother eyed each other.

“Street art? It was vandalism, and you got arrested,foAbel said.

“Yeah? Tell that to Bansky in London. His ‘vandalishas sold for over half a million
pounds. That’s over eight hundred thousand dollars. Nove tb@megelt” Joshua drank the
better part of his wine.

“And if they ever catch him, they’ll throw him in jdil

“Help yourselves to some mixed salad, boys,” their mashét. “It has lots of fresh
vegetables.”

“Everything tastes great, Mom,” Abel replied.

It was true. Especially the salmon. Tender and succulent

“Don’t take that as a compliment, Mom,” Joshua saidcéimes from a man utterly
devoid of taste.”

“Qy vey Joshua! Stop talkinghmutz This is a family occasion. Show your brother a
little respect.”

Joshua finished his wine and refilled his glass again. “Slea@l to honor your father
and your mother. He didn’t say anything about your brother.”

“You’ve got some reathutzpahthere, my littleboychik” Abel said.
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Could the ten plagues of Egypt have been worse thaa thesly dinners? They ate the
rosca, stuffed with cinnamon, dried fruit, and nuts, lensie. As tasty as it was, no one showed
any sign of enjoying it. Abel and Joshua didn’t stay fuffez.

“Do you have to ruin every family celebration?” Abekad as soon as they were back on
the road.

“That’s the price you pay for ruining my life.”

“When are you going to get it, y@chmucR We didn’t ruin your life. You did that all by
yourself.”

“You got all the attention, all the opportunities, ak support. Mom and Dad hardly
noticed me.”

“While you were out getting into trouble with your hoodlunehds, | was working my
tukhusoff to get where | am today. It’s not my fault thauydidn’t study, make good grades, and
get a scholarship. And it’s certainly not my fault thati started drinking so heavily. You're
schickeredoday, aren’t you?”

“Always so high and mighty. You doctors all think you'redgol’'m glad God doesn’t
think he’s a doctor. Life would be one long prostate exam.”

Abel turned and glared at Joshua.

“The red light!” Joshua screamed.

Too late.

After the collision Joshua checked himself. Nothing seeneklen. Minor cuts and

scrapes. He turned to his brother.
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“Abel, are you okay?”

No response. His eyes were expressive, but he coultkn’'lteshua shook his arm.

“Abel, are you okay?”

Still no response.

Joshua saw that his brother’s neck was swollen andhighédce was turning blu€@ God,
what do | do? He can’t breathe. What do | do?

Joshua opened his door, grabbed his cane, and hobbled aroundrtdhes's door, but it
was too bashed in to open. Shambling back around, he ufddtsnbrother’s seatbelt,
struggled to pull him out the passenger’s side, and laid hitheoground.

If I don’t do anything, he’ll die, and I'll get blamed. But if | do simng and botch it,
he’ll die, and I'll get blamed. | can’t win here.

The driver of the other car staggered towards them. yAteguys all right?”

“My brother can’'t breathe! Call 911! Joshua shouted.

Joshua dumped out his pockets, opened the vodka flask apolciketknife, and took
apart the ballpoint pen. On television there was alvgayseone on the radio or the phone to talk
the rescuer through an emergency tracheotomy. He wowddtbaely on his memory of those
episodes. How ironic. Now he was operating on his brptherchief surgeon.

He doused the knife blade with vodka. Then he located themtfunder his brother’s
Adam'’s apple and shuddered as he made an incision. Not dagghehte cut a little more. Next
he poured vodka over the pen barrel and inserted it intiodison as a breathing tube.

Able started to breathe, and the color returned toakks. fThank God.
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By then a small crowd of bystanders had gathered. Thdswaged Joshua. “Good job,
son,” an older man said, patting him on the back. “Yoa’'hero.” Before he finished speaking,
Joshua could hear the siren and see the flashing ligtite approaching ambulance.

Once the paramedics had Abel strapped to a gurney andamthdance, one of them
said, “The impact of the other vehicle or the bluntéoof the airbag may have broken your
brother’s jaw. The mandibular fracture caused his neskvedl, which obstructed his airway.
You probably saved his life.”

“Good,” Joshua said. “I hope it counts this time.”

Cane in hand, he walked away, still limping but holdinghleisd a little higher.
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Gracie

From his study upstairs Dr. Marter heard the front doonoHe hurried downstairs.

“Gracie, you're early. It's so good to see you!” He gawedaughter a big hug. “Oh, I'm
glad that you're going to spend the summer at home!nhigsed you terribly.”

“Well, actually, | have something to tell you, Dad.”

“What? You're getting married? Oh, that's wonderful neW#o is he?”

“No, no, Dad. It's not that.”

“You've gotten your first job as a physical therapisinthd hat’s great news too!”

“Well, sort of. Let’s sit down.”

They took their seats across from each other inv¥imglroom, he on the sofa, she in the
rocker, where his wife always sat before she died.

“I hope you're going to be working close to home.”

“Uh, no, Dad. I'm going to Morocco.”
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“Morocco? But, Gracie, you've been away at grad schmralhree whole years, and now
you’re going to turn right around and leave again? Andsavay?” He felt like an orphaned
child someone had just adopted only to abandon at once.

“I know you're all alone in this big house, Dad, but | h#we chance of a lifetime here.
The American Friendship Foundation opened a physical thetiayc in Rabat last year, and
they've hired me as a therapist. They specializeeiatitng children with cerebral palsy, which, as
you know, is my main interest.”

“But, Gracie, you can’'t leave me again. You just canit.& matter of seconds, his entire
future had become a cold and empty darkness.

“Dad, | have to. This is my chance to see anothergbahe world, to live in a foreign
country, and to do some real good. If | don’'t do somethkegthis now, when I'm twenty-five,
when will I? After I'm married or well established inymareer, it will be too late.”

To avoid feeling and expressing his pain, Dr. Marter had reedarrational argument.
“Gracie, | don’t think you’ve thought this through. Do you knbew dangerous the Muslim
countries are for Americans after 9/117?”

“Dad, | feel an inner calling to do this.”

“What, an angel of the Lord has spoken to you from ohHigfis feelings of hurt were
leaking out in sarcasm. “Come on, Gracie. That’s jysissing fancy.”

“No, Dad, this desire has been with me for a long tow. It's a kind of inner certainty
| feel. | have to do this.”

“Oh, Gracie, you're just like your mother! She wasaw rushing off on some foolhardy
adventure, always taking needless risks. And it got fledKi For all his grief, his voice had an

angry edge to it.
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“At least she lived life. You've never taken a risk iruydife, Dad. You're always
playing it safe.”

That remark cut too deep. “Maybe that's why I'm still alivéhere would you be if we
had both gotten ourselves killed?”

Gracie’s tone grew softer. “I know how much you missniM® miss her too. And | know
you’ll miss me. But please try to understand. | realyntmo do this. And besides, Morocco is a
safe country. It's not like Afghanistan under the Taliban

“Oh, Gracie, you are still so young, so idealistic, andhaive. | woulahevergo to a
Muslim country. Not on your life. But | guess there’s noghi can do to stop you.”

“It's just for a year, Dad, and you’ll be busy with yauedical practice. The time will go
by quickly. You'll see. Then I'll be back.”

He slumped back on the sofa.

Gracie stood up and stepped over to kiss her father dargfeead. Then she took her

bag and went upstairs to her room.

Gracie sat on the bed and looked at the picture of h#remon the dresser. O Mom, she
thought, how did you and Dad ever make it together when ywe 8o different? You were
always so much fun and ever ready for a new adventliks Dad was always so serious and
stuck in his routine. Maybe he thought he had to be oveslyonsible because he saw you as
irresponsible. But | think he never understood you. Howdchalunderstand a free spirit like
yours? | know he feels lonely and afraid. He needsaat lene of us to take care of him. And
maybe he’s right. If you hadn’t gone to Brazil to plgytph that indigenous tribe they’d just

discovered, you'd still be with us. But photography wasomty your profession, it was your
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life. How could you not go? Oh, | wish you were heréelbme what to do . . . But | already
know just what you would say. | carry your voice insidene. You would say, “Gracie, follow
your heart, live your dream, do what you think is right, @&aa hothing!” And that’s exactly

what I'm going to do.

Two weeks later Dr. Marter drove his daughter to JFK. Theg the whole way in
silence. When the boarding began, they both stood, and@ter said, “Gracie, it's not too late
to reconsider. You don’t have to get on that plane.”

“Yes, Dad, | do. Don’t worry about me. I'll be fine oM just take care of yourself.”

“But | do worry about you. | really don't have a good feglabout this. At least promise
you’ll call me every week, on Friday, okay?”

“I will, Dad. Goodbye.” Gracie kissed her father on theek and hugged him tightly.

Some eleven hours later, Gracie Marter had just dgooeigh customs at the Mohammed
V International Airport in Casablanca. When she entdrednain hall, she saw people dressed
in strange clothes and could not understand a word anyorneayiag. She stood for a moment,
perplexed. Then she spotted a couple holding a sign etithdme on it and walked straight
towards them. They were about a decade older than dhadra relaxed, casual air about them.

“Well, you must be Gracie. I'm Eric, and this is my &yiAmy. Welcome to Morocco
and welcome to the team.”

“Thanks. I'm so excited to be here. | can’t wait to gfeirted. | think it’s going to be
great. At least, | hope it will be.”

As they began the hour-and-twenty-minute trek from Casahlto Rabat, Eric asked,

“So, Gracie, what are your first impressions of Moast'’c
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“Really different from America. | can recognize Aralbhough | don’t speak it. But there
was another language at the airport, and | had no idetaitwinas.”

“Probably one of the three Berber dialects. A littieder thirty percent of the people
speak it, though most people speak Darija, a dialectabiér But many Moroccans know
French as a second language, and that’s the language teecosemunicate with them. By the
way, how’s your French?”

“Well, | took it all through high school and college, argpbkent a semester in Paris my
junior year as an undergrad. So, it's not too bad, | thinkt&lume, why do they wear those
long robes with pointy hoods? They look really funny.”

“The robes are calledjellabas They’re really very practical. The hood shieldsefes
from the sun during the summer and from the sand dusiagdstorm. In the winter it functions
as a hat and protects from rain and snow. But get tHirnvthe weather is good, they use it like
a backpack to carry loaves of bread or groceries hometfie market!”

Gracie laughed.

Finally, they arrived at the team’s house on the Avebuaelbumart in Rabat. The
outside appeared plain enough, but when Gracie crossduélbold and passed through the
entrance hall, she said, “What? A huge garden righteimrtiadle of the house? Just look at all of
these exotic plants!” Then she raised her eyes. “@hvibu can see the stars from inside the
house! But what happens when it rains?”

“It rains right inside the house. But there is a cedervalkway all around the atrium, and

all the rooms on both floors open onto it. So, you wget too wet. That’s the dining room.”
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Eric pointed to an open room on the right with no waparating it from the atrium. “Why don’t
you take a seat onmazwa@ The team will be assembling in a few minutes for dinner.”

“A what?”

“A mazwad one of those big floor pillows.”

Gracie sat down on a large cushion at a Tayfour brhks t@asuring about forty inches
in diameter and only eighteen inches high. One by amettirer five members of the team
straggled in, and Gracie introduced herself to each in turn.

Once everyone had arrived, Nuwairah, the cook, broudld tauge platter and set it on
the table.

“Mmm. That smells interesting. What is it?” Gracsked.

“It's called zalouk” one of the team members answered. “It's basiaalpt eggplant
and tomato salad. Here,” he said, tearing a piece atidrem a round, flat loaf, “this lshobz
Use it to scoop up thealouk But be careful. Nuwairah likes to use a lot of chili’'o

Gracie scooped up a healthy portion of the mixture and tduig laite. Suddenly, her
eyes opened wide. She fanned her mouth with one hand,ne&dking for water with the other,
as tears streamed from her eyes. From the kitclegncibuld hear Nuwairah laughing, and the
team members winked at one another. It was all p&tacie’s initiation.

After the first course, Nuwairah brought out a shallmwl almost two feet in diameter
topped by a strange cone. An enticing aroma wafted from it.

“My heavens, what in the world is that?” Gracie asked.

“It's called ataging” another team member answered. You cook in it ovecals and
then serve from it. The lid traps the steam and rstitiio the pot, and so you only need a little

bit of water, which is scarce here.”
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Inside simmered a stew of squid rings, tomatoes, and aseaisoned with paprika,
cumin, coriander, and, of course, cayenne pepper. Ongddldeserved the dish onto individual
plates, Gracie, made wise by experience, took a &itall“Mmm, still spicy, but not quite so
hot this time.”

“No. We've had our fun with you for one night,” Amy said.

After a dessert of fresh fruit and a date-filled pastfedma’amoul served with mint
tea, Gracie retired for the night, looking forward to tst day at work in the morning. She fell
asleep quickly but awoke about midnight, startled by a $muohd that she at first thought was a
siren. For a moment she didn’t know what to do. Whasracane coming? Had there been an
accident? Was the house on fire? A little more awslke recognized that the sound was a
human voice singing through a loudspeaker. What on earth®dfsbody throwing a wild
party? But it didn’t sound like party music. It was more Bkehant. Now she strained to catch
the words and made out the phradleahu Akbar "Allah is the greatest,” one of the very few she
knew in Arabic. Oh, amuezzina kind of cantor, was sounding thahan the call to prayer, from
a minaret. She lay back down, with the strange sigbts)ds, smells, and flavors swirling in her

head.

Around nine o’clock the next morning, a Moroccan coupleadditional garb came to the
clinic, the husband pushing a wheelchair, which held thair-year-old son strapped in, the wife
walking several paces behind him.

When the Moroccan nurse showed them into the cotisumiteoom, the man stopped
short at the sight of a blond-haired, Western womaarweg blue jeans, a short-sleeved blouse,

and a headscarf. The husband and wife looked appreheretivaie other.
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“At least she wears thajab,” he said to her in Arabic.

“Well, who is this handsome young man?” the foreignkedsn French with evident
enthusiasm.

The husband and wife looked at each other again, distedtethis time—no one had
ever spoken of their son in those terms. Encouragedeliptligner’s affectionate smile towards
their little boy, the father said, “This is Tahir. Myfe is Qismah, and | am Nasir.”

“And my name is Gracie,” the foreigner said with s#aene smile. “I'm so pleased to
meet you.”

The husband and wife looked at each other again, notsyugenhat to make of this
outgoing newcomer.

The foreigner asked about their child’s symptoms, anthaksband answered her
guestions, while his wife looked down at the floor. Butrewthen the foreigner proceeded to
take a history and inquired about the pregnancy and deliverfattirer continued to speak for
the mother, who had not yet raised her eyes.

“Does your wife not speak French?” the foreigner asked.

“She does, but she is very ashamed. She thinks tret Afls afflicted our child to punish
us for our sins.”

“Oh.”

“But | tell her we have not sinned,” Nasir said and siglvéld the weariness of a man
who has repeated the same argument a thousand timesetiéetheshahadah(the Islamic
creed) every day, we perform thedat (ritual prayers) five times a day, we give #aat (alms)

to the poor, and we observe ta@vm (fast) during Ramadhan. We have even madédfje
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(pilrimage) to Mecca. But | cannot convince her.” HeKed sadly at his wife, who did not look
up.

“Well, Nasir,” the foreigner said, “I am not Muslimp@ it is not my place to teach you
about your religion. But | believe that Allah lovestas children, especially those who most
need his help. This child is a blessing to us, not a curse. Wiilteach us how to show love and
care, and he will bring us much joy. His cerebral pasyaused by a brain injury, not by
something you or your wife did.”

For the first time Qismah looked up. She smiled at @raci

A week later, another Moroccan couple attired in modeesdbrought their six-year-old
daughter, who walked with crutches.

“What a precious young lady! What is your name?” the phaysierapist said when they
entered the consultation room.

The father translated for her into Arabic since his daardgiad not yet learned French in
school, and the little girl answered, “Kifah.”

“Well, hello, Kifah,” the physical therapist said, sgirsg so as to be on the child’s level.
“My name is Gracie.” She gave the little girl a bigilenand held out her hand, which the child
shook.

“I know that our daughter will never be normal,” the &tbkaid, as if apologizing, before
telling the physical therapist the particulars of herditon.

“Instead of dividing the world into the normal and the abmad,” the physical therapist
said, “I prefer to think that each of us has our strengiidsweaknesses. We want to discover
Kifah's strengths and build on them as well as teacmée skills to help her overcome her

weaknesses. That way she will become as independens amtégrated into her home and
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school life as possible. She is a beautiful littlé. ¢iet’'s never tell her that her way of doing
something is wrong. We want to help her do the bestaméa way that’s right for her.”

The mother squeezed the father’'s hand, and the parekesilabeach other with new
hope. Then they looked at the physical therapist and noddether in approbation. It was clear

that her words had pleased them.

Those kinds of responses confirmed in Gracie the $basshe had chosen the right
path. Another day, however, as she was finishing an esiaenheard shouting from the lobby.
As soon as her patient had left, Eric appeared at the door.

“What was all that shouting about?” Gracie asked.

“You,” Eric said.

“Me? What did | do?”

“It's not what you did, it's who you are. The patierfesher refused to have a woman
treat his son. He claims that women may not work detie home, or even leave the house
without amahram a male relative, and that women should not be ediicdtewas scandalized
that you don't cover yourself from head to toe. Accordmfim, you should have your hands
cut off for wearing nail polish and be stoned to deattbéng sexually seductive.”

“Sexually seductive?”

“Yes. Your ankles are showing. He called you a Westdmore.”

Gracie did not know what to make of the incident. Pernap®veryone corresponded to

her positive images after all. She wondered how many &barts shared that man’s sentiments.

* * *
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Gracie got along well with Eric, Amy, and the other fneusemates and colleagues. But
she worked with them all day Monday through Friday and speay evening with them after
work. On the weekends she wanted to get out and expioher own. One Saturday she went
strolling through the Andalusian Gardens on the grounds d€dlbah of the Oudaias, a 12th-
centry complex of walled fortress, palace, and mosguoe liStened to the music of the
fountains, breathed in the scent of the orange andnéraes, and marveled at the imposing
structure of the surrounding fortress walls. What a beduguiet retreat for solitude and
meditation! As she soaked in the atmosphere, two Marooeen approached from the opposite
direction. One of them said something to her in Arablich sounded angry.

“Je ne parle pas l'arabe,” Gracie said.

The man translated into French: “The prophet Mohammeag, peace be upon him,
sanctified this ground when he walked upon it with his hedt,fbut you defile it with your
filthy infidel steps. May Allah wipe all the enemieslsiam from the face of the earth!”

Stunned, Gracie did not know what to reply, and the twowadked off. Maybe her
father was not altogether wrong about the dangers Atheugh it didn’t happen every day, she
had encountered an unexplained hostility from time to time six months or so she had now
lived in Morocco. Yet, the families she worked withreeel to appreciate her, and she felt that

she was making a difference.

One Friday morning a team member was watching the newsehgbrk.
“Hey, everyone, come here fast. You need to see this.”
The seven other team members scurried to the televissbag the announcer began his

report.
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“Yesterday morning an American soldier was accusedpafigeand murdering a Muslim
woman in Afghanistan. Although unconfirmed, the repad tinleashed a wave of indignation
across the Middle East. Massive protests were stagesrgayg afternoon and are planned again
today in Islamabad, Kabul, Teheran, Bagdad, DamascuadRiyairo, Tripoli, and Algiers.”
Then scenes of thousands of angry men swarming théssaregk chanting anti-American slogans
filled the screen. “Authorities fear some of the destations may become violent. The United
States is recalling its ambassadors from several Muslpitals.”

“This looks bad,” Eric said. “Maybe we should close theictoday and give things a
chance to settle down over the weekend.”

“How are things here in Rabat?” someone asked.

“Calm so far,” the one who had been watching the meywked.

“We can'’t close the clinic,” Gracie said. “Our patieate depending on us. We have to
see them, no matter what the cost to us.”

After some discussion Gracie prevailed, and the team twemork as usual. The
morning passed without incident, and everyone startégbtoelieved. When the clinic closed
from 12:00 to 3:00 for thpumu’ah the Friday congregational prayers, Gracie went to the
Medina, the old town, as she always did during that lomiglay pause, to have lunch at her
favorite café and to browse in the open-air shopslitted the narrow streets. She had just
finished eating and now, at about 1:30, she was standingninof a pottery store, looking at its
display, across from the Moulay Sliman Mosque.

* * *
Inside the mosque sat Husam al Din el-Hashem, a youreduaated, and unemployed

Moroccan. He listened to a middle-aged imam describetheWS presence in Saudi Arabia
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desecrated the entire Muslim world, how America’s suppiddrael enabled the murder of
Muslim brothers, how the Americans had killed over 20,0@8livhs believers in Iraq and
Afghanistan, ten times the number of infidels who drethe Twin Towers on that glorious day,
and how the immorality and godlessness of America améntire West was an affront to Islam.
Then the imam called for a worldwide caliphate, theoshiiction of shari’a law, and the
execution of every infidel who refuses to convert tartsor to submit to Islamic rule. With each
proclamation el-Hashem grew more heated. Now he hatiedahe boiling point. At the close
of his sermon, the imam shouted:

“My brothers, does not the Quran tell us, ‘Fight ia thay of Allah with those who fight
with you . . . And kill them wherever you find them’? &oit not say that ‘those who believe
fight in the way of Allah, and those who disbelievéhfigh the way of Satan. Fight therefore
against the friends of Satan’? Does it not command wsayp the idolaters wherever you find
them’? Remember, my brothers, ‘Allah loves those ¥idiat in his way.’ You are the sword of
Allah, for it is written: *You did not slay them, butwas Allah who slew them, and you did not
smite when you smote the enemy, but it was Allah srmote them.’ Death to the infidels!
Death to the enemies of Islam! Death to the Chnsfigest! Death to America, the Great Satan!
You aremujahideenlt is your sacred duty to kill the unbeliev&tlahu Akbar! Allahu Akbatr!

Stirred to a frenzy by the sermon, el-Hashem lefintbeque at the end of the prayers.
His eyes lit on a woman in front of a shop immedyaéeross the street. Although she wore a
headscarf, when many Moroccan women did not, her landand blue jeans gave her away as

a Westerner.
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He rushed towards her from behind, drew the knife he aleay®d, and pulled her
head back with his left hand on her forehead. With ont stoke of his blade, he slit her
throat. The woman fell to the ground and soon laypoal of blood.

Screams of the bystanders alerted the local police patrolled the Medina. Within
minutes they took el-Hashem into custody.

It's getting late. Why hasn’t Gracie called yet? | hoperghing’s okay, Dr. Marter
thought. Every few minutes he looked at the clock, thinkergchall would come any second
now. The phone did not ring until Saturday morning.

“Hello, Gracie? Is that you?”

“This is Nunzio Angelo, Deputy Chief of Mission of thenitéd States Embassy in Rabat,
Morocco. Sir, | regret to inform you that . . . ”

Dr. Marter sat for an hour in disbelief. Then he @dilhimself together and booked a
flight with Royal Air Maroc leaving JFK at 5:45 Saturdateafoon and arriving in Casablanca
at 6:25 Sunday morning. He had to bring Gracie’s body homa proper burial.

Once he had boarded, Dr. Marter found his seat in thebaak of the plane. He had a
long flight ahead of him and time to be alone with hautihts. When the stewardess came by,
he ordered a scotch on the rocks.

O Gracie, my dear Gracie, first you left me for schtdwn for Morocco, and now for
good. | shall never hear your voice or see your srgidenal shall never walk you down the aisle
and give you away at your wedding. | shall never hold ybidren in my arms. You won't be

there to comfort me in my old age. | shall be alhaldor the rest of my life.
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Why didn’t you listen to me? | tried to tell you how darmes it was. But your mother
didn't listen to me either. | begged her not to go to Br&he was the first love of my life, and
you were the second. Now you have both left me to ldadetess life. We could have all been
so happy together, if only you two had listened. Why wereboth so naive? Why couldn’t you
see the dangers? | should never have let you go. Talisngy fault.

And Dr. Marter burst into sobs, which the engine noissvded out.

Dr. Marter had arranged for Eric and Amy to pick him up isa@danca, just as they had
Gracie. When they arrived home, the other five membUddiseedeam were waiting for them.

“I'm so sorry that we had to meet under these circumgt® We all loved Gracie,” one
of them said to Dr. Marter.

“And all the people she worked with, the children andrtparents, loved her too,”
another said.

“Yes, and she loved working with them. She was so destidatthem,” a third added.

“I think you would have been proud of her, Dr. Marter,ll stnother said. “She had
become increasingly aware of the dangers here, anchshethke risk she was taking Friday, but
she put the children before herself. She was a courageouswom

These last words shocked Dr. Marter. Until then he hadght of his daughter only as
young and foolish, not as knowing and brave. He chokeklthactears welling up as much from
gratitude as from grief.

After resting Sunday afternoon and evening, Dr. Martentgppe day Monday on the
necessary formalities: he obtained a medical ceatéiof death and a certificate of

noncontagious disease from the morgue, recovered Graaiesport from the police, had a
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mortuary certificate notarized by the Consulate Gérstaéing that Gracie’s remains could be
buried in the United States, and himself signed a nextroekter authorizing shipment of her
body. Then he made arrangements with the only fuherak in Morocco to ship
internationally, the Compagnie Marocaine des Pompeslifas. Eric drove Dr. Marter from
place to place and translated for him as needed.

By the time they had finished, it was already growing dark.

“Before we go home,” Eric said, “let me show you oluric, where Gracie worked. It's
not far from the house.”

As they pulled up, they saw a crowd of several hundred pstaieing in front of the
clinic and holding candles, among them numerous childrerheelchairs and on crutches. At
the front door and all along the sidewalk lay a carpéteshly cut flowers. A large picture of
Gracie hung in the window. Above it a sign writterbig letters said in both Arabic and French,
“The Friend of Islam.” Scores of notes had been tapéde window around Gracie’s picture:
“We will miss you,” “We love you,” “Thank you for evettying,” “We will never forget you,”
“May Allah be pleased with you.”

Eric thanked the crowd for their show of support. Whemtreduced Gracie’s father,
they came one by one to kiss his hands. Dr. Martehbhtit together all day long, but he could
maintain his composure no longer and wept openly withrinectof strangers, with whom he
felt an inexplicable bond.

On the way back Dr. Marter asked Eric: “How would you tlidave a doctor on your
team?”

“What do you mean?”
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“My wife died a few years ago, and now Gracie is gdaen all alone. | have been
thinking about retiring anyway. | could sell my house and ragtme, move here, and help you
at the clinic. | would need a few weeks, of courseetal my affairs in order.”

Two months later Dr. Marter had taken Gracie’s pladeeaclinic. She was gone, but her

spirit of friendship was not.
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The Violin

Darien Chapman laid the jacket of his Italian suitdento measure by his tailor in Milan,
across the backseat of his car. Damn fools, he thpaglite slipped behind the wheel and
slammed the door.

He started the engine of his fully restored 1955 Ber@lewnd pulled out.

Those cretins, wasting his entire afternoon. He shioan@ known it was too good to be
true. A 17th-century Italian marquetry table by Lucio dediuicike hell. It was a 19th-century
reproduction. And to think those idiots couldn’t even tedl difference. That was the last time he
would drive an hour and a half to Folton to appraise anytlonthém.

A dealer in high-end antiques and art as well as a wigelygnized expert, Darien often
responded to requests by members of the trade to autheancagealuate their rarest and most
precious acquisitions.

Now that he had left Folton and driven through the cgsite for some thirty minutes,
still fuming and muttering to himself, he turned on thesstad radio station to calm himself

down. Ah, his favorite. Solo violin. A historic recordibg David Oistrach of Locatelli’s
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“Harmonic Labyrinth.” He recognized the opening phrasesediately and let himself be
carried away by the rippling flow of arpeggios. Another @orl

Coming out of his reverie when the piece ended and thaianeospoke again, Damien
saw a sign that said, “Entering Geigersville.” He m=lihe had overshot by a couple of exits the
turnoff to the highway that led back to his upscale hontkarsuburbs of Hamstead. Great. Just
what he needed. This was really not his day. At leasbhtlel take the next exit and make a U-
turn to get back on the highway going the other directtomould only cost him fifteen minutes.
Twenty at the most.

Once Darien had exited and turned left under the overpassybnwhe road did not
curve back to the highway but continued straight. Henmachoice but to follow it. At the first
opportunity he took a left in the hope of meandering batkeadreeway.

Oh, my God, where had he ended up? Look at those runddtdevshops. Bars on the
windows. Steel gratings over the doors . . . Brokeresigéts . . . Garbage on the sidewalks . . .
Trash in the gutters . . . People with clothes froenShlvation Army, probably unemployed,
maybe homeless . . . A drunk sitting on the curb witbtdebof wine in a paper bag . . . He had
to get out of there.

In the next block Darien saw a shabby street musitamsg on the corner playing a
cheap fiddle for spare change. He couldn’t imagine wimatrable screech was coming from
that thing. What was he fiddling? “Old MacDonald Had A F&iiHe was glad he couldn’t hear
it.

As soon as he passed the fiddler, Darien ran oveslaebrbeer bottle in the street and

blew out his left front tire. He couldn’t believe it. Whedse could go wrong today?
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He pulled over to the curb, got out of his car, and opereettuhk. Then he took the
jack and set it down by the flat tire. When he stood wptamed around, he saw a man in front
of him, holding a gun.

“Gimme your wallet.”

Oh, no. This was it. What chance did he have? Thd Baden Chapman gunned down
by a street punk in a trashy neighborhood. His foreheakklwut in a sweat; his heart pounded
in his chest. Steadying his trembling hand, Darien reachédftsahis wallet, which held several
hundred dollars in cash and four or five credit cardse livas going to die, he would die with
dignity. He refused to show a common thief his fear.

When Darien stretched out his arm to hand his wallehe@obber, his watch showed
from under the cuff of his shirt—a Patek Philippe World TiB®jewelled, 18k rose-gold
timepiece with a silver dial and sapphire crystal, Wwaogpwards of forty thousand dollars.

“Gimme the watch too, or I'll put a bullet through youade’ The robber raised his gun
to eye level.

Just as Darien started to unfasten his watch, someone gntic the robber from behind
his car, clutching the tire iron from the open trunk. Tdtgber spun around, and the stranger
dealt a sharp blow to his wrist, fracturing it and sendmeggun flying.

“Get the hell out of here before | crack your skull opdrhé stranger held the tire iron
high, ready to strike a second blow.

The robber ran off clutching his right wrist with histleand.

“Thank God you were there,” said Darien, as relieveldeawas stunned. He now

recognized the stranger as the street musician. Witkyisrows raised a bit, Darien stared at
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the man’s torn gray knit cap, his dirty red flannel shiis,quilted brown vest, his tattered blue
jeans, and his boots with duct tape wrapped around the toes.

“Here, let me pay you something for your trouble,” Dariealfy said, still holding his
wallet.

“No time for that. We gotta fix your flat and get you ofithere fast. You're a sitting
duck. What were you thinking coming into this neighborhoodaardike that and dressed in
those clothes? Were you trying to get yourself killed?”

In ten minutes the street musician had put the sparertjrgiven Darien directions back
to the highway, and picked up his violin. Fifteen minutes Biien was taking the cutoff back
to Hamstead. He suddenly realized that he hadn’t even gh#estreet musician’s name.

Where in the world had he come from? He must haveditearblowout and seen the
robber approaching. Then he probably packed up his fiddle apidtoveards the car, staying
hidden by the open trunk lid. He would have set his fiddle inirthvk, picked up the tire iron,
and tiptoed up to the robber. Did he retrieve the gun frensittewalk afterwards or leave it
there for someone else to find? Well, it didn’'t matteDarien.

Even if the fiddler didn’t know how to play the violit,was awfully nice of him to help.
That street musician probably saved his life. Afterdtoek got his wallet and his watch, he
would have just shot him and stolen his car. In fact, litiiet fiddler risked his life for him.
Going up against a gun with a tire iron. That guy had somenérhat if he had gotten killed?
Darien didn’t think he would have done the same for him. i felt sure he wouldn’t have.

Darien would not admit to himself his sense of sharaehé had held in contempt,

because of his appearance, the man who saved his life.

* * *
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The next morning at nine Darien unlocked the door to hip,statered, and locked the
door behind him. His store was not open to the general public.idtppents only, and only for
the wealthiest clients. He was greeted by a marble stdtuenale warrior, a 2nd-century Roman
copy of a lost Greek original by Polyclitus. Just pagstete stood an intricately carved 12th-
century baptismal font from a Gothic church in Champagrade@ne, France. A hunting-scene
tapestry from the Este court, woven in Ferraray ltalthe 1530s, hung on the wall behind it. To
the left of the tapestry was a small 17th-century Farpainting, a minor allegorical work by
Jacob Jordaens. The entire showroom overflowed with $aasures. Scarcely was there
anything in the whole store on sale for under a hundred thdwkdlars, and some items ran into
the millions. Darien didn’t even consider anything maltier 4800 a real antique.

Strewn on his desk lay trade magazines in Italian, Freé3anish, German, and
Russian—Ilanguages that Darien had mastered fairly eetig much of his business in the
major cities where they were spoken. He took a seabegn leafing through this month’s
Zeitschriftfir Kunst und Antiquitaten.

Good Lord, why hadn’t he seen this before? How in thddaaid he miss it?

His eyes had alighted on the notice of a recentlyogised and just authenticated 1649
Jacob Stainer violin to be auctioned at the Dorotheuviienna.

He banged his fist on the desk. That violin was his. Hadadve it.

Darien picked up the phone and called Otto Kaufmann, ohes @gents, a native
German naturalized as an American citizen.

“Ja, hallo.”
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“This is Darien. | need you to book a flight to Viennasaen as possible. A Jacob
Stainer violin is coming up for auction at the Dorotheurtegs than a week. Get there and check
out the competition. Let me know what we're looking@ot it?”

“Yeah, | got it.”

Roughly forty-eight hours later Darien received a calkidemm Otto.

“The competition is pretty stiff. A couple of privatellectors are looking at it, a bank,
and even the Wiener Kunsthistorisches Museum.”

“How high do you think they will go?”

“It's hard to say. How high are you willing to go?”

“Mmm, let’s say an even million. That should comebwmut 750,000 Euros, give or
take.”

“Okay. I'll see what | can do. Bye.”

The thought of the Stainer violin reminded Darien ofrthmeless street musician who
had saved his life. For the rest of the day the imagleabimendicant fiddler kept returning to his
mind. He felt as though he had a debt to pay.

* * *

The next morning Darien had no appointments. He put o $@ans, a T-shirt, and a
pair of old jogging shoes from the back of his closetnlieerented a low-budget car for the day
since he didn’t own anything inconspicuous in his fleetotlector’s cars. After about an hour’s
drive he arrived at the scene of the mugging in Geigegsville street musician was nowhere to
be seen. So Darien circled the block, and still no efgnm. Against his better judgment, he
parked the rental car and went into a tobacco shopsyrbpy-sweet smell of flavored pipe

tobacco sickened him.
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“Excuse me, sir. Do you happen to know a street musiaifiddler, who sometimes
plays on the corner here?”

“Oh, you mean Theodorus Mousa, the violinist,” the potibld shop owner said. “Why,
everybody knows him. He plays like an angel! Thatavealy music there.”

“Uh, yes, if you say so. Do you know where | might fimch?”

“Well, | can't rightly say. Our corner is just one bktplaces he plays. But he has others.
He goes wherever the spirit moves him. He’s divinedpired, you know.”

“Is he now? Well, thank you for your time.”

There was no point in driving around. That poor fiddler ctvalde been anywhere, so
Darien headed home. Divinely inspired! He shook his heddchuckled.

Within a week Otto returned from his trip, violin in hand. TDiier bidders had stalled
out at 950,000 dollars; he got it for 975,000. When Darien liftedm the case, he thrilled at
the sight of it. In rapturous silence he contempl#teddelicately warm, orange-chestnut varnish.
Next he lightly ran his hand over the highly archedybafid back, which gracefully scooped and
then rose to the handsomely rounded rim. He felsitkg smoothness of the grainless ebony
fingerboard. Finally, he gently kissed the exquisitelyed face of a woman in place of the
usual scroll. He was in love. Peering through one of ldgmaat, almost vertical, and slightly
asymmetrical f-holes, which ended in circles, he coeddtbe label inside with the Latin
inscription:

Jacobus Stainer
Absam prope Oenipontum

fecit Cremonae
1649.
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“Jacob Stainer, from Absam near Innsbruck, made ti@emona in 1649,” he
translated with deep satisfactiddarien envisioned exhibiting his new purchase at a major world
museum, which would place a sign next to it that s&idyrh the Private Collection of Darien
Chapman,” or loaning it to a world-renowned virtuoso and havingdnse figure largely in the
program acknowledgments for every concert he or she jgydays a Jacob Stainer violin on
generous loan from Darien Chapman.” Ah, what glory @and his.

* * *

A week later, business again took Darien to Geigersvilleravhe was mugged, though
to nicer part of town. After his appointment he was mgkiis way back to the highway when he
passed a city park filled with booths and stands and crowdbgeople. Apparently they were
holding a festival of some kind.

There he was. There on the sidewalk stood Theodorus Ndaysag his fiddle. Open on
the ground in front of him lay an instrument case witlobar bill or two and some loose change
inside of it. A small crowd had gathered around him. What th ? It looked as though some of
the listeners had tears streaming down their cheeks.tban a half a block ahead a car pulled
out, and Darien parked his vehicle in its place. When hewohe stopped, transfixed.

He was hearing Bach’s “Fugue in G Minor.” True, becaudb@theap instrument the
tone sounded a little thin, and the outdoor acoustics cmildhatch those of a concert hall. But
the intonation remained absolutely perfect throughoutphinasing exquisitely elegant, and the
dynamics minutely precise. As though two or three violiesanplaying at once, the separation
of the voices came through limpidly clear. Darien fdtime tempo exhilarating, the feeling and
passion soul-rending, and yet the entire execution segngfigrtless. Overwhelmed, Darien

was shaken to his core. Had he not been in a hundréd Ghest concert halls in Europe and
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America, where he had listened to the performances grdaest virtuosi of our times? Yet he
had never heard anything like this. The final note soundedanen remained breathless.
Once again he felt ashamed that he had disdained the haksltg of a man whom he had
never heard play.

Theodorus now took a bow to acknowledge the applause efrtak crowd. Just as he
was rising, a jogger accidentally bumped into him. The IHowecked Theodorus to the ground
and sent the violin soaring straight up into the air.diag on the sidewalk, it shattered to pieces.

Theodorus crawled over to it and gathered up the fragneutshing them to his breast
like a mother holding a child who had just died in her atdesknelt there and wailed.

Everyone, including the jogger, stood there in stunned sil&wentually Theodorus rose
to his feet and headed off, tenderly cradling the remaihgsdiroken instrument. When the
jogger tried to apologize and see what he could do abewidhn, Theodorus appeared not even
to hear him and did not respond.

Darien hurried into a submarine sandwich shop acrossréet.93NVhen he opened the
door, the smell of greasy meatballs slapped him in the fac

“Say, do you know the violinist who was playing out there@’asked the young man
behind the counter.

“Theodorus Mousa? Why, sure. Who doesn’t?”

“Do you happen to know where he lives?”

“He stays in a tenement just a couple of blocks up tkegige street.”

After a bit of detective work Darien Chapman succeeddalcating the street musician’s

exact address. He arrived there the next morning around Tuiside, apparently unemployed



132

men leaned against the walls, smoking and passing a bateabd forth. The building had no
security, and Darien was able to open the door and stephmtrash-littered corridor. From
behind closed doors he could hear babies crying and motheasgageat children. Darien
shuddered in disgust at the whole filthy, chaotic sighteldvhe rang the doorbell of apartment
nine, Theodorus Mousa opened the door but showed no sigemembering the man whose
life he had saved just a couple of weeks earlier.

“Mr. Mousa, my name is Darien Chapman. | saw whapkaed to you yesterday, and |
have brought something for you.” He handed him a violin case.

Theodorus took the case, walked over to the worn couclsetriddown. When he
opened it, his eyes grew big. “Whoa, | ain’'t never see¢himg this pretty before.”

Darien followed him in. “Well, it's a very old and veexpensive instrument. Why don’t
you take it out and give it a try?”

Theodorus did just that. After adjusting the tuning pegs aditlosed his eyes and
launched into Paganini’'s “Caprice No. 1,” playing at a dizg\gpeed yet articulating every note
distinctly. Darien felt as though he were riding iraae car driving 200 mph, it was that
exciting.

“Amazing! Simply amazing!” Darien said when the laste faded away. “And you
played the whole thing from memory.”

“That’s because | ain’t never learned to read musim't mever had a teacher or took no
lessons.”

“What? How did you learn to play then?”

“My uncle had a pawnshop, and he gave me a violin anavantben | was seven. Can’t

rightly say how | learned to play it, though. It jush@natural to me. Sort of like talking.”
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“But how do you learn a new piece if you can’t read nfisic

“l just hear it once on a CD or a radio, and | know howlay it. And then | never forget
it”

Darien sat down on the couch, stunned. Had he not justsged it himself, he never
would have thought such a thing possible. “Listen, | haveeximms in the music world. | can
get you booked with the best symphony orchestras in ¢hkel wWJust think, you'll be playing at
Carnegie Hall in New York, the Royal Albert Hall imhdon, the Salle Pleyel in Paris, the
Konzerthaus in Berlin, the Parco della Musica in Rovfer’ll be rich and famous.”

“Naw, that’s all right. I'm happy just playing on theestt corners around here.”

“But you deserve to be heard.”

“The people who go to all them fancy places you just saidieh. They can hear good
music anytime they want to. If it wasn’t for me, the plecaround here wouldn’t never hear
nothing. This is where | belong.”

Darien was even more stunned now than just a minuté"Bigere’s nothing | can say to
persuade you?”

“Fraid not.” Theodorus put the violin back in its casécled the lid, and handed the
instrument back to Darien. “Thank you for letting me wear violin. It sure is a nice one.”

“No, it's yours to keep.”

“You're kidding.”

“No, I'm quite serious. No one deserves it as mucloas’y

“‘But | can't—"*

“My decision is final. Now there’s nothingpucan say to persuadee”
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Darien shook the hand of the astonished musician ancdpbke door to leave. Just
before he stepped out, he turned and said, “I'll be baéd® long to listen to you play on the
street corner.” Then he closed the door behind himself.

“I'll be there,” Theodorus called after him.

Darien walked through the corridor rubbish a humbled mahalgust come face to face
with genius. All his breeding, studies, travels, accorhpisnts, success, affluence, taste,
refinement, reputation—what were they worth in compar?sNothing. He had just given away
a million-dollar violin, and no one would ever know. Othey found out, they would think he
had lost his mind. His name would never figure prominentlg omuseum plaque or in the
program notes for a concert given by a world-famous rausi®No matter. Although he had
given the instrument to someone who didn’t even kmtat he had, the gift counted as his
tribute to genius. This was his moment of glory afteraafprivate glory to be sure, but a glory
nonetheless. Perhaps it would serve as atonemettief@aontempt in which he had first held

Theororus Mousa.

Theodorus opened the case again, took out the violin, and gateWow, what had he
done to deserve this? He started playing and didn’t staprtiller time. Then he played for the

rest of the night. None of the neighbors complained.
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Friday Night

Day in and day out, Patrick Solus drove his old, beat-chupitruck to work. On Friday
nights, however, he took his “baby” out for a spin: a pattbaue 1958 Corvette convertible.
Talk about a head turner! She had white side coves, twik spears, and bumper-exiting
exhaust tips, not to mention hood louvers, quad headlaangsa nine-tooth grille. A real looker.
She boasted heavy-duty brakes and suspension, a four-spaeal tr@nsmission, and a 283
cubic-inch V-8 engine. Why, this dreamboat even had théafigacuum tubes and the
transistors of its Delco hybrid radio. Patrick had sewkry spare penny into that car, and it was
art on wheels. An American classic. His pride and joy

Tonight he had his weekly date with Delicia, a womaroainas beautiful as his car.

When Patrick stepped out of the shower and stood in &fcthe mirror, he flexed his
right bicep, admiring the muscle in his arm. He turned écsttle, looked at his flat stomach, and
nodded his head. Not bad for a forty-two-year-old man. H@anmy of his high-school classmates

had beer bellies by now? Working construction had keptinishape, he thought as he ran his
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hand through his thick black hair streaked with the sliglgiesst. And all those trips to the gym
didn’t hurt either.

Once he had finished drying off his well-toned body, Plattiecng his towel on the rack
and picked up the can of shaving cream to lather up. Ydmdshaved this morning before
work, but he had a five-o’clock shadow, and he wantedadb s best for Delicia.

Construction was hard work, he mused to himself, placingatter beneath his right
sideburn and carefully pulling it down over his well-cheskjaw. The bending, the heavy lifting,
the hot summer sun, the cold winter wind. By quitting tilie muscles ached, and he was tired.
Friday nights—apart from a few beers after work—countdusasne indulgence. He deserved
it, didn’t he? He had no qualms, or almost no qualms,taho

Of course, if his young wife, Désirée, had not died itdbiith twenty-two years ago,
everything would have been different. He would come hanzeldving spouse, dinner on the
table, and a quiet evening sitting side by side on the satighimg television. On some Friday
nights, he worried he was betraying her memory.

If only she had borne him a son. He would have had sdesewhat to do: how to talk to
him, what clothes to buy him, how to play with him. Wik daughter, Winona, he was at an
utter loss. What did he know about being a girl, and bowd he ever raise one by himself in
such woeful ignorance? It was for her sake that reertize heart-wrenching decision to give her
up for adoption when she was just a few months old ekhdie left a hole in him that could never
be filled.

Patrick brushed the thought of his wife and daughter frormimg as he went to get a

shirt and slacks from his closet. For all these yeatsaldived alone. If he enjoyed the normal
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pleasures of marriage and family, he would gladly btaye on Friday nights, but he didn’t, and
he refused to feel guilty about it—though his feelingguilt often ignored his refusal.

He punished his body all week long with the pain and fatigueamual labor. On Friday
nights he owed himself the reward of a little pleasun@ relaxation. It was only fair. Besides, he
was not made of wood or stone; he was a flesh-aratibiman like any other. Why should he be
the only one to deprive himself?

Patrick finished dressing and stood again in front of theomio view the result. Not
bad. He turned a bit. No, not bad at all. His bulging bi¢#pd the short sleeves of his blue
floral sport shirt; his black leather belt fit comfortglaround his trim waist; and his muscular
thighs gave shape to his slacks. Who would ever guessahages? He grabbed his keys and

headed for the car.

Outside, the stars shone clearly in the cloudlessasky the warm breeze felt good
against his tanned face once he was heading down Homéesisatbwards the corner. A
muscle man in a muscle car—that’s what he would hadensa he expressed his feelings in
words. Oh, how he felt young again. He didn’t have a cathe world, except perhaps for one
thought that sometimes nagged at him as he made the vazaidy

What was so wrong with his Friday-night outings, anyhbeasked an imaginary
accuser. When you think about it, Delicia and he reatlyhdve some things in common. They
both did physical work, though while he worked outside in Hrsthelements, she worked in all
the indoor comfort you could ask for. Even if their warks unpleasant at times, they did it of
their own free wills and probably enjoyed it often enoudgr. work did carry certain health

risks, but so did his: accidents and injuries happened allégadntly on the construction site.
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Neither was self-employed, and their companies madadsilome profit off of their daily grind,
but you could hardly call it exploitation. In a servi@®eomy, services are rendered for pay. It's
just business. Nothing wrong with that. She earned arlbettely rate than he did, but he
worked more hours than she, so maybe they came out thisosame. They really weren’t so
different after all.

Patrick flicked on his left turn signal, stopped at tbmer sign, and then rolled onto
Wide Gate Avenue. In his mind he pictured himself at aiclass show, leaning against the
hood of his car in a Jimmy Dean pose, wearing tight jelars and a black leather jacket, his
hair slicked back 1950s style, as all the girls in bobby sse&setly lusted after him. Or maybe
he was going to a good old-fashioned drag race, whereeadiuys would drool at the sight of his
rod.

With the top down, he cruised along the brighthalienue with its storefronts and signs
vying for attention. He enjoyed looking and being looked at.ebmw the bustle of the traffic,
the shoppers and diners out on the town, and the ndus éfmost drove the ruminations from
his mind, almost but not quite.

After a couple of miles, Patrick took another left ontod&r Street, passed five blocks of
upscale buildings, and parked in front of the luxurious $Weeams Hotel. Though all alone in
his car, he felt as if the nuns from his childhood Gltlschool were glaring at him in silent
condemnation. He shook himself to put the mental imagdight. If God had let his wife live, or
even found him another wife, he wouldn’t be in this sitiatWhat right did they have to throw
stones, living in their glass-house convent and englesgling through their thick book of rules
and regulations? They didn’t know what it was likeha teal world, what he had been through,

the loneliness he had suffered. To hell with them.
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Patrick strutted into the swanky lobby of the hotef. tOthe side sat a middle-aged
woman wearing a form-revealing, black evening gown and gsifiwhite pearls with
matching earrings. She was nursing a glass of champagmetute of simple elegance, she had
lost none of her feminine charms. When Patrick appr@@cshe slowly rose to greet him.

Patrick glanced around, took an envelope from his pocketamdked it discreetly to her.
In exchange, she slipped him a room key.

“Sixth floor, room sixty-six,” she said in subdued tari@elicia is out of town, but we
have something very special for you instead. Something rngosuage to like.”

“Good,” Patrick said, then headed towards the elevat@ingoo one had seen him
talking to her. Inside the elevator, his palms were ingédéike a nervous schoolboy’s and his
heart rate increasing in eager anticipation.

When Patrick entered the room, he beheld the back cdwtihhe form through the sheer
black lace of a waist-length jacket. A couple of sec@it#s his entrance, the young woman
turned around to face him in her skimpy bra and matchinggsan

“Hey, baby,” she said almost mechanically.

Patrick’s eyes slithered up from her shapely thighs, teimfaceous hips, to her slender
waist, to her full, well-rounded breasts, to her face—

Suddenly, he panicked, as if he had seen a ghost.

Her shoulders back, her hips swaying, the young woman sfyimtkup to him, nuzzling
her breasts against his chest.

“Are you ready to feel good?” she said, running her fingersutih his hair.

Patrick thrust her back with both hands against her dbmul
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“What's wrong? You don't like me?”

“No, it's not that,” Patrick stammered. “I can’t.”

“Oh, don’'t worry, baby. I've helped plenty of men yogeaYou just let me work my
magic.”
As soon as she started to sidle up to him again, he tspdoack and held out both his
arms.

“Wait,” he commanded.

She stopped.

“What's your name?”

“They call me Hot Spice,” she said, almost purring.

“No, | mean your real name.”

“That’s none of your business,” she said, suddenly changingher “This is a fee-for-
service relationship, not a personal one. No contdstdmiof this room. Understand?”

“Were you adopted?”

“Who are you? You're creeping me out.” She pulled hee jacket together in the vain
attempt to cover herself.

“Did your adoptive parents tell you your real mother’s e@n

“Yes . .. | mean that's none of your business either.

“It was Désirée, wasn't it?”

“How did you know that? Who are you?”

His arms still outstretched, Patrick now took a stepato her.

“Don’t come any closer, or I'll scream,” she said.

He didn't.
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“And your real name is Winona, isn't it?”

“You can’t know me. I've never seen you before.”

“You look exactly the way your mother did twenty-two s&eago.”

“That’s how oldl am.”

“She was my wife.”

“You mean you're my—"

“Father,” he said before she could finish her sentence.

“And I'm your—"

“Daughter,” he said.

She burst into tears and fell into his arms. Overwheliddemotion, he wept on her
shoulder as well.

“Go put your clothes on,” Patrick said after a moment.

She went into the bathroom to change. While she wag @oinit finally hit Patrick:
Winona was his daughter, but every young woman whosessrlie had contracted was
someone’s daughter. Right then Patrick knew he would newee to this place, or to any place
like it, again. From now on he had to be the kind of mardaughter could look up to and
respect. He didn’'t know how she had come to this poingirife, but it didn’t matter: he loved
her and would do everything he could to help her. True, hétdidow how to be a father when
she was a baby, and he didn’'t know any more about it hawhe did then, but he was willing
to learn how to be the dad his little girl needed. Hedwade here looking for what he thought he
wanted tonight and found what he had really wanted adktlyears.

When Winona came out in her street clothes, herriageuffed in a large leather

handbag, she sat awkwardly on the edge of the bed gaindahchair across from her. Patrick
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told the daughter he had not seen in twenty-two years mbst weighed on his heart, and she
said what she most longed to say to the father she baddd of, fantasized about, and even

searched for, but never found.

Fifteen minutes later, the elevator doors opened. Patm@dkN\dnona stepped out and
walked through the lobby.

When the elegant middle-aged woman saw them, she juampadd hurried towards

them.

“Was there a problem? Was something wrong?” she asked.

“Not at all,” Patrick said.

“But it's scarcely been twenty minutes. Were you disfiatd?”

“On the contrary, | haven't been this happy for thst taventy-two years.”

“And | haven't either,” Winona said. “I'm giving you my tice, effective immediately. |
quit.”

At that Winona took her father by the arm and startelttimg towards the exit.
“But where are you going?” the middle-aged woman callest &fm.
“Home,” Patrick said, without turning around.

He and Winona would probably stay up all night talking.
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The Confession

Five-year-old Kent Conley sprinted through the backyatdmspeed, tore across the
patio, nearly overshot the walkway to the door, burstudfinahe door into the garage, made a
turn-on-a-dime spin to the left, hopped the step, flung dpe kitchen door, and raced across the
white linoleum, sliding to his knees in front of theis@-room couch. Propping his forearms on
the cushion, he closed his eyes tight, folded his handsfrantically began praying the first of
the only two prayers he knew by heart. “Our Father, athan Heaven, hallowed by thy name . .
., he stammered, out of breath. When he reached “dels/&om evil. Amen,” he shot a glance
over his shoulder through the sliding glass door to the patidbackyard. The grassfire was still
burning!

Closing his eyes tighter and clasping his hands harderagegmore fervently. “Hail
Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee . . .” Jasthe was sputtering, “Pray for us sinners now
and at the hour of our death. Amen,” Kent sprang to hisafee wheeled around, only to see the
fire spreading. He bolted out of the house even falséer he had rushed in, screaming, “Fire!

Fire!”
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Fifteen minutes ago the thought of fire fascinated Kemhash as it terrified him now.
When his mother went next door for a moment, Kent lsgvwehance. He pulled open one of the
lower kitchen cabinet doors, stepped up on the inside shdlf;lambered onto the counter.
From there he opened the door to the upper cabinet, wisengokier kept the matches.
Unfortunately, not the long fireplace matches, whichen®y far the best. Not even the wooden
kitchen stove matches, which were still pretty good.j&sitthe ordinary matchbook matches,
which would have to do. Kent sprang down from the couni#iowt even bothering to close the
incriminating open cabinet doors and called his three-yebsister.

Tired of board games inside and limited to the driveway siislycle outside, Kent was
left to his own devices. He had just invented a humdinfjargame: “Stomp Out the Lighted
Match.” Eager to teach his little sister how to play)dteher outside to where his family’s yard
met the neighbor’s in back of them.

“I light the match and throw it on the ground,” Kent xped, “and then you stomp it
out, okay?”

Nodding, his little sister indicated her comprehensioncamsent.

Taking pride in his own inventiveness, the big brothdfent delighted in teaching his
little sister. The individualist in him relished ass®&gthis independence from his parents, while
the naughty child derived pleasure from doing something predilind the little sneak reveled
in escaping his mother’s detection. Likewise, the questicn him wondered what would
happen, and the budding scientist would perform an experiméind out. The superhero in
him would unleash and attempt to control an elementeéfof nature, and the daredevil face the
danger. Although he was holding the matchbook in his left hkaddabout to tear out the first

match with his right, inwardly Kent was rubbing his hatatgether in sheer delight.



145

It was August, and the North Texas sky yielded no morentaan a well run dry. No
one could remember the last time it rained, and thedeahpre had broken a hundred every day
for weeks on end. What's more, the wind blew hottettan the hair dryer hoods at Betty Jo’s
Beauty Salon, where Kent’'s mother could not afford toageerm. Nothing outdoors could
survive August in North Texas, except perhaps rattlesnakkesaatus, and the grass was no
exception. While Kent and his sister were tramping thay to the edge of the backyard, the
Bermuda, which looked more like straw than grass, crunghddr their Keds. The whole yard
was a tinderbox if there ever was one.

When the torrid wind died down for a moment, Kent tmuethe first safety match from
the matchbook, scraped its head against the striking padirapped it lit on the ground.

“Stomp it out! Stomp it out!” he cried to his littléesser.

But his sister didn’t stomp it out. She just stood thiexeing down at her feet, where the
brown grass was beginning to crinkle into black as #madks skimmed over the dry blades.

“Stomp it out!” Kent yelled louder, but she still stodete, motionless.

Right then the wind gusted, and the fire leapt acros thr four feet of dead grass. Kent
began stomping wildly himself, contrary to the ruleshef game, but the flames spread faster
than he could crush them out. Clearly, his “Stomp OulLifpeted Match” game was over.
“Stomp Out the Grassfire” was no longer child’s playd &ent knew it.

As long as he’d still had a prayer, Kent had hoped sométdwde the fire from his
mother. But he no longer had a prayer, now that hsurse to divine intervention had failed. In
his eyes his mother still retained her godlike aura asnallving and all-powerful, and she could

put out the fire (even if it meant she would find oubwiad started it), so he cried all the louder,
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“Fire! Fire!” But his mother did not materialize. Uneqt@lthe situation, Kent ran back indoors
to hide. Out sight, out of existence, at least in the-fiear-old mind.

“Did you hear that?” Cora Conley asked, alarmed.

“What?” the neighbor lady said.

“It sounds like Kent . . . screaming.” Cora jumped up, kbdrdut the back door to the
patio, but froze when she saw the flames in her badlgr@eping in her direction. Panic. Her
children! Where were her children? She left them jusaforoment playing quietly in the den
when the neighbor called asking to borrow some cough syrupefasick child. How could this
have happened? She was just going to drop off the medictheome right back, but then the
neighbor wanted to chat. If only her husband were hé¢eelould know what to do.

“Is everything okay?” the neighbor asked, sticking her leeadhe backdoor.

“Call the fire department!” Cora yelled, shaken out @f immobility.

She dashed to her yard, heading towards the garden hded,aoa rack at the rear of
the house. Maybe she could put out the blaze. But theflifiee blocked her way, and, as soon
as she stood close enough, she saw that the flamedréady destroyed the hose.

If only she had a wet towel to beat out the fire. Stiagted tromping the ground madly,
but when the flames nipped at her ankles, she fled lodtietneighbor’s yard. Still coughing
from the smoke, she didn’t know whether her tearsectiom eye irritation or sheer helplessness
as she stood and watched the fire spread.

Sirens blaring, lights flashing, the fire truck screechrediad the corner. The three-block

trip from the neighborhood firehouse had just takenupleocof minutes. Soon the firemen, in
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bright yellow turnout gear and helmets, wielding mashivges, extinguished the blaze, though

not until it had scorched four backyards.

* * *

“Kent, come here,” his mother said when all the comomohiad died down.

Uh-oh. He froze for a minute, not knowing what to do, dkeornered animal looking for

a way of escape.

now.

“Kent,” she repeated.

With no way out, he went and stood silently before her

“Do you know how the fire started?” she asked.

“N-no,” he said, looking down at the floor, unable tatbker gaze.

She eyed him more intently. “You weren'’t playing outsideen it began?”
“No.” He kept his head lowered.

“So you didn’'t see how it started?”

“No.” He had already traveled too far down the path oegaon and couldn’t turn back

“Hmm.” She stood in silence for a moment, peering at him.

If only he could turn and run away, but there was no wizeren.

“And the cabinet doors in the kitchen? They were opemwltame back in.”
Kent stared at the floor and said nothing.

“You didn’'t climb up on the counter and get Mommy’s ma&h’

“No,” he said, still not daring to look up. His heart wasing.

“And you weren'’t playing with the matches outside?”

“No.” Now his palms were sweating too.
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“So, how did the fire start?”

Kent shrugged his shoulders, almost on the verge of tears.

“Well, fires don't just start all by themselves.” Sherted and walked away.

Did she believe him? Either way, the interrogation oxer, and he had escaped
detection. What a relief, though an uneasy one at that.

Of his own accord Kent spent the remainder of the énysi room with the door closed,
coming out only for dinner and returning there as soon asdhdinished eating in silence. His
mother sometimes sent him to his room to punish him. Pehsaksew he deserved a
punishment and exiled himself to his room so his mother woutdwé to send him there.

Kent lay on his bed, face down. Stupid sister, he tho&jtg.didn’t even stomp out the
match. Rotten luck. The wind blew the fire faster tharcduld stomp it out. And mean God,
who didn’t put out the fire, even though he said two wipoég/ers on his knees.

Kent’s stomach hurt. Yet he knew that he was sickmbts body but in his soul. He
didn’t know exactly where his soul was, but he knew it inagle of him somewhere.

For the first time in his life he had lied to his moth&that he showed on the outside hid
what he knew on the inside. Last Halloween, when hestdhan honest boy, he wore a little
devil's mask and costume. Now that he had turned inta,ehkawas hiding behind a little
angel’'s mask. By donning it, he had tricked his mother, lanettvas no treat for him. A single
word, “no,” had changed everything, forever. And Kent kitaw his gut.

Not that he had broken a rule and feared punishment. l&drbden punished often
enough before and knew he could again take being deprivasd faivorite toy, not being

allowed outside to play, or even getting spanked. It wasa’'tlidsed bedroom door that kept
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him from going out to his mother and her from coming in to. lRather, it was the lie. Kent felt
sick, and the only medicine that could heal him would tasster indeed.

At last Kent got up from his bed. He knew exactly what ltetbado.
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God Bless America

The fourteen-month-old infant woke up coughing, wheezing, andgcr

“Ay, mi hijita” Pura said, picking up the baby and patting her on the loacklin her.
“She has a fever. Thaulmoniais getting worse.”

“Pneumonia,” Cristébal said. Although Pura had agreed tipeaEnglish at home with
him, he had to help her with the words she didn’t know.

“Maybe we can buy the medicine this week.”

“No, mi amor We had eighteen dollars left last week, and we sHuané twenty-two
left this week. But the drugstore said the medicine colstsdred and eighteen dollars. We still
have to wait.”

The baby started a coughing fit.

“But if we wait a month, or even a week, she may dm iS very sick.” Worry furrowed
Pura’s brow.

Cristobal took a deep breath and turned his head towaregathéiow could he look

Pura in the eyes with what he was about to say?
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“I will ask Diego to lend me his gun. There is a convecgestore near here. They have
money in the cash register.”

“You're going to rob them?7Ay, Dios mio, no! Es un pecadd he reversion to Spanish
signaled that Pura was too upset to speak English.

“l know it's a sin to rob. But it is a bigger sin to @ir daughter die. | will lose my soul
to save her life. Pray for me.”

Cristébal took the brown paper bag Pura had fixed for honwaalked out the door to the
bus stop three blocks away from Econo-Lodgings, whergaheg couple rented a one-room
apartment on a weekly basis.

As soon as the door closed, Pura lit a candle and@etlie table in front of theéirgen
de Guadalupgwhose picturshe had taped to the wall. She took her rosary from hé&epoc
knelt on the floor, and, holding her baby desperately, baddail Mary: ‘Ave Maria, llena de

gracia. ..”

Some fifteen minutes later Cristébal got off the bushencorner of Thirteenth and Black
Street, where the day laborers stood until someone thesd. A few always stood there all day
long. Even though he was younger than the othersyestty-one years old, he had been lucky.
Every day for the last two weeks he had worked with alsir@d landscaping a rich man’s
house. The pickup would come in a few minutes to get him.

CristObal reached into the paper bag and pulled out otfie dlean and onion burritos
Pura had fixed for him. As soon as he took the first h#geremembered how much better they

tasted in Guatemala, where they grew and ground theicownfor the tortillas. But here they
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had a carpet instead of a dirt floor, and though they dithve a cow to give them milk, they
could get water from the faucet without having to go to itrez.r

His crew would finish the landscape job today, andt@ol didn’'t know whether
anyone would hire him tomorrow. If he went without wook two or three days, he couldn’t pay
next week’s rent, and they would have to move out amgb sleder the bridge again, where his
daughter caught pneumonia three weeks ago. Cristobal turnbd oplfar of his jacket.
Although spring was just beginning, at 6:30 the cold morning witictst to the bone.

When a rusty red pickup stopped at the curb seven or eightasilater, Cristébal
climbed in the bed and sat next to Diego across from tier oben.

“Buenos dias, compadténe said, extending his hand.

“Muy buenos diasDiego responded, shaking his hatglCémo estas, amigd?

“Mal. | have to ask you a favor after work.”

“Anything for you.”

Roughly forty minutes later they were on the job. Chat&urveyed the flagstone patio
and walkways, the retaining walls, and the fountain tlaybuilt, the sod they had lain, and the
trees and shrubs they had planted. Today they had horsg#fteds of petunias, zinnias, and
geraniums in the many flowerbeds they had dug around theaimdeke palatial house. A warm
sun had risen by now, and a refreshing breeze was blowingridtbbal couldn’t enjoy the fine
spring weather, thinking about what he had to do aftekwor

When five o’clock finally came, he said to DiegQyte, amigothat favor | wanted to ask
you.”

“Si; Diego said, ready to help his friend.
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At just that moment an olive-green Jaguar pulled up. t@pped a middle-aged man,
who stood for a minute, looked left to right, and smyetth satisfaction. He strolled up to the
workers.

“Good afternoonSefnorReichman,” Cristobal said, more confident of his Eiglar
perhaps just more eager to practice, than the others.

“Hello, boys. You've done fine work here. I'm very péea. Since today’s your last day,
| wanted to give you each a little token of my appreamtay a job well done.”

“Oh, that is very kind of youwDios lo bendigaGod bless you,” Cristobal said.

Mr. Reichman handed them each an envelope, smiled grigciand turned back to his
car.

When he was driving away, Cristobal peeked in the envelaphis amazement he saw
a hundred-dollar bill. But wait . . . There was anotherAnd another . .jDios mio!There were
ten of them.

He fell to his knees and raised both his arms to hea@8efior, gracias, gracias,
gracias; he cried with tears streaming down his cheeks.

The rusty red pickup seemed to crawl back to the cornehidE&nth and Black Street,
and the bus ride home had never lasted so long. Agaiagaid Cristobal caressed the envelope
in his left jacket pocket, imagining Pura’s face whenhe®d it to her. Finally they arrived at
his stop. He pulled himself up by the pole in front of hig,s#apped out of the bus, and started
trudging home with a slight limp. After he had bent oveday to plant flowers, his lumbago
was acting up. It had given him trouble ever since lastwlan he fell from a tree while
trimming the upper branches. But now he gave no thought fgaiheand hurried home to their

room at Econo-Lodgings as fast as he could.
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The man who had been sitting just across the amife €ristdbal noticed a white
envelope on his seat. Was it a love letter or justeggocoupons? His curiosity got the better of
him. Quickly he slid across the aisle, picked up the epeland glanced inside. As soon as he
glimpsed the money, he stuffed the envelope in the insideepothis jacket before anyone

noticed.

“You'll never believe what happened,” Cristobal cried wherburst through the door.

“Oh, Cristobal, what have you done? | prayed to theiNifgr you.”

“l didn’t do anything because the Virgin answered our psay@irst look.”

He reached in his left jacket pocket, then the rightt he checked his jean pockets front
and back; finally he unzipped his jacket and stuck his hand shhiispocket. Nothing.

“Oh no, where is it?”

“What?”

“The envelope.”

“¢.El sobre?

“Si” Cristébal said, confirming she had understood him. “It vigi#t here. It had a
thousand dollars in it.”

“¢ Mil délares?Cristébal, have you been drinking?”

Cristobal collapsed onto the bed in the center ofdbenr buried his face in his hands,

and sat there mute for the rest of the evening. This otidd happening.

* * *
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The front door to the right side of a duplex in a rundowankmg-class neighborhood
opened.

“How was your day at work, honey?” Madeleine said, lookindgrom her ironing. She
sensed that something was different.

“Well, | have good news and bad news, as they say. Tthadas is they were laying
people off at the factory today, and | got cut,” Chase Atrgaid.

“One of the girls quit today—she’s pregnant and almost dwelean get more houses to

clean.”

“You won'’t have to. The good news is | found a thousandadofl

“Get out of here.”

“Some Spanish guy on the bus left it in an envelope ®8dat. Must have fallen out of
his pocket.”

“Chase, you can't keep that.”

“The hell | can’t. Finders keepers.”

“But it’s not yours.”

“It is now. Besides, where’s some Spanish guy gonna thetusand dollars? He
probably stole it himself.”

“He could have worked for years to save that money.”

“Hell, those Spanish guys come here from Mexico and dakgobs. Their kids go to our
schools for free. They go to the emergency room && Wwhen they’re sick. They're just a bunch
of freeloaders looking for a handout. They're taking acag@tof good, honest, hardworking
Americans. It's about time one of us took something froemt”

“And you're the good, honest American who'’s gonna do it?”
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“It's his fault, not mine. He should’ve been payingeatton. | guarantee he wouldn’t
give an envelope full of money back to me.”

“I'd rather work the extra hours, and you can find anojbie too.”

“Like an ex-con can find a job. I finally get one, andrth get laid off. No one wants to
hire a guy with a rap sheet for breaking and enteringe@mnwbbery, and credit-card theft.
They're all afraid I'm going to steal from them.”

“But you've changed. You have to give that money back. ldbably needs it for his
family.”

“Why should we give a damn about his family? He ain’t ohas. We gotta watch out
for ourselves.”

“No, Chase, | can't be a part of this. Either you ghat tmoney back tomorrow, or | have
to leave. | can’'t be with you if you go back to your oldysia

“But it’s not stealing if I find it.”

“It's the same difference.”

Chase stared at her, speechless.

At 6:30 the next morning Cristobal was standing on thaerasf Thirteenth and Black
Street, eating his bean and onion burrito and thinking aimmthe would ask Diego to borrow
his gun tonight. The next hour brought work to five oragixer men but not to him. About a
guarter till eight a shiny new pickup pulled up and an Angdm igot out. Cristobal immediately
walked up to him and extended his hand while the remaining jobrsestked there, waiting to
be approached.

“Good morning, sir. | am Cristébal. You need a strong woftetoday?”
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“One of my boys just called in sick with the flu, smla man short. You ever laid
concrete before, Chris? We have a driveway, a walkavaprch, and a patio to do.”

“Oh, yes sir. | will do a good job. | promise.”

“Then, you're hired. Let's go.”

Gracias, Sefior DigCristobal prayed silently. Maybe he would be able toreay
week’s rent after all. If his daughter had to sleep outsien, she would surely die.

Cristobal tried his best to hide his limp as they walketheéartuck. Throughout the day
he ignored the pain in his lower back and worked as hand asuld. If he made a good
impression, perhaps the Anglo man would hire him aganotoow.

The crew Cristobal had joined for the day finished ugdbeabout 4:45. While the
Anglo man was inspecting their work, his cell phone rang.

After a short conversation he said, “Hey, Chris, ohmy other crews is running late and
needs some extra help. They have to finish the jdaytd’ll pay you an extra hundred dollars if
you come over and help us out.”

“Of course,” Cristébal said, smiling broadly. He wantegump and shout for joy. Now
he could buy the medicine, and his daughter would get well.

As they were walking back to the truck at the end of tlye when the second job was
finished, the Anglo man said, “You did good work today, Chvig guy with the flu is gonna be
out for a week to ten days. How would you like to take lasg®”

“Oh, yes sir. You can count on me. | will work evendeartomorrow.” Cristobal felt new

strength in his tired limbs.
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Chase sat on the bench at the bus stop, muttering tolhikvss he a fool to choose
Madeleine over the thousand dollars? Two buses had akeaty and gone, and the Spanish
man hadn’t gotten off. He would wait for one more bus,tbat was it. If he came back with the
money and she wanted to leave, then let her leaveiddél still have a thousand dollars.

Finally the bus arrived, and the Spanish man stepped out.

Damn it.

Chase shuffled up to him, dragging his feet, and held ownielope.

“You left this on the bus yesterday.”

“Did you look inside it?” the Spanish man asked, his eyebrawsd and his eyes wide.

“Of course. Here.” He held out the envelope a littkeher.

The Spanish man’s eyes lit up with amazement. “You carfiad me and return the
money?”

“Just because my girlfriend’s making me. Do you waot not? Take it.”

“No, you keep the envelope.”

“Huh? Are you crazy? There’s a thousand dollars in thislepe€’

“I know, and it’s all yours,” he said with a big smile.

What did that smile mean? This had to be some kindapf tiVhat the hell are you
trying to pull? Are you going to call the police and tedithl stole it? | can’t go back to prison.”

“No, amigo. In my country they saio te preocupes por el dia de mafana porque el dia
de mafiana se cuidara de si mismo

“What the—"

“That means ‘Don’t worry about tomorrow because towwrwill take care of itself.”
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“That doesn’'t make any sense. Man, there’s a thousdlatsibere.” Chase quickly
looked around in all directions. Men and women still ggtbff the bus, others waiting to get
on—they all looked like undercover cops to him. Were fhsiywaiting for the signal to arrest
him?

“I have work for another week,” the Spanish man saitialle a wife who loves me. My
daughter is going to get well. And | have saved my soul. \Waaie could | want? Today | am
the richest man in the world. You keep the money.”

No, this was too easy. It had to be a setup. With his maihhistory, a grand larceny
charge could mean another ten years in the joint. &ipwas he going to fall for this one.

“I don't trust you Spanish guys, and | don’t believe a wgod say.” Chase dropped the
envelope on the ground, turned, and hurried off.

* * *

Crist6bal stooped to pick up the envelope. When he straightgnédd looked inside.
The money was all there. This time he folded the epestnd stuffed it into the right front
pocket of his jeans, where it wouldn’t fall out.

The man nearest to CristGbal sat on a bench waiting lfus. Apparently, he had paid no
attention to the entire scene between Cristébatlaadther man.

Cristobal looked at him and said: “First americanogives me an envelope with a
thousand dollars and then anotherericanogives it back to me. God bless America!”

The man gave no indication that he had even heartbBais No matter. Cristébal set out
for home, not feeling the pain in his lower back oreing his slight limp. Just wait till he told

Pura what had happened!
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The River of Life

“The meds aren’t working,” Amanda Bristol said.

To pull it down over her knees, she tugged at the hem eflwbat would you call it?
Not a dress. It had no waistline to separate the skin the bodice. And certainly not a gown. It
was too formless and not at all elegant. Perhaps yod calllit a shift or maybe a smock. It
looked something like a sleeveless choir robe, thougboitng. To be honest, you would think
it was a huge potato sack with holes cut for the headrendrins, except it was made out of red
cotton, not brown burlap.

“Well, we might have to increase the dosage, or evéiclswo another medication,” Dr.
Orvos, her psychiatrist, said, looking down at her file.

Amanda wondered whether he even saw her. Was she qikeafaceless patient in the
long line of the day’s appointments?

“I've tried them all. Lithium, Tegretol, Depakote, Lamictayprexa, Abilify. Nothing

works. This isn’'t a medication issue.”
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“Depression is always an issue of brain chemistry,yancte here for a medication
consult, though you should be talking about your persesaés in therapy. Research shows that
the combination of medication and therapy works besegting Bipolar Il Disorder.” He
sounded like a journal article.

“The whole notion of having to pay someone to talk to sr&oidepressing.”

Amanda tried to shift in her armchair but couldn’t: she wadged in too tight.

“And then, my first therapist wanted to talk about mytimo, not me. The second kept
asking how everything made me feel. And now the thirdwastts to know the evidence for
everything | say and to argue about my beliefs. Therapyiaste of time.”

“Well, psychotherapy is not an exact science like pggcy,” Dr. Orvos said in the way
an engineer might speak of a construction worker. Héatin’'t made eye contact with her.

“No one gets it. I'm depressed because I'm lonely.l6nely because no one wants to be
with me. And no one wants to be with me because ofvenght.”

“Then, in addition to taking your meds and going to thergpy,should see a nutritionist
about a weight reduction plan.”

Take a pill. See a therapist. Go on a diet. He hahplsisolution for everything.

“Jenny Craig, Weight Watchers, Nutrisystem, Slim Rdugt ,Atkins Diet, the South
Beach Diet—I've tried them all. None of them work eith’m hungry all the time, and, besides,
eating and drinking are my only comfort.”

“You're caught in a vicious cycle: you're miserable hesmyou're overweight, so you
eat and drink to comfort yourself, which causes you to waight and makes you more
miserable. And alcohol is a central-nervous-systemasspant. Your drinking isn’t helping your

depression, you know. Have you considered going back to M&2irote a note in her file.
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“I'm done with AA. I'm done with meds. I'm done withéhapy. I'm done with weight
loss programs. In fact, I'm done with everything. Thét's quit.” Suddenly, Amanda’s voice
had a ring of determination to it that surprised even her.

“What are you telling me?” Dr. Orvos sat up straightngiag at his watch.

“I’'m sick of my life. I'm not going on like this anymorelJust uttering those words out
loud brought her a strange sense of peace.

“Are you saying you want to kill yourself?” He looked up fulity the first time.

“l guess | am.” She felt better all ready.

“We absolutely have to discuss this at length, butishisst a fiteen-minute medication
consult, and | have another patient waiting. | canyseeagain tomorrow at the same time. But |
can tell you right now: whatever the problem, suic&laat the answer. We'll find a better
solution tomorrow. You can put off killing yourself fonénty-four hours, can't you?”

“Maybe.” She wanted to leave her options open.

“Look, | want you to remove all lethal means from ybome. Guns. Knives. Pills.
Anything you could use to kill yourself. Okay?”

So now he was taking a serious interest in her?

“Sure. And, while I'm at it, I'll have them cut off theater so | don’t drown myself in the
bathtub, and turn off the electricity so | can'’t licly fimger, stick it in a socket, and electrocute
myself, and remove the roof from my house so | dgettup on it and jump off, and then shut
down my street so | don’t throw myself in front obas.”

“Stop joking. This is no laughing matter. Do you have arygou can call?”

“If 1 did, 1 wouldn't be suicidal.” She had never seem lmmely reality so clearly.
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“Then I'm giving you the number of the Suicide Hotlinelé scribbled the number on
the back of his card and handed it to her. “Call therouf gre feeling like hurting yourself. In
the meantime, | want you to agree not to kill yourseltieenty-four hours and to sign a no-
suicide contract.”

“On one condition.” She relished the foretaste dkbiirony.

“What?”

“You promise not to sue me if | break the contract.”

“You understand that | can have you involuntarily comaxiitto a psychiatric hospital if
you refuse? My first priority is to keep you safe.”

“Hah! Your first priority is to keep your bank accountesddon’t worry, there’s no one
to sue you for malpractice if | die. But if it makes yoppya give me the paper. I'll sign it.”

Dr. Orvos drew a photocopied form from a folder in his &idbinet. After Amanda
signed it, she stepped out of his office into the waitowm, and the next patient stepped in.
That office door was just a turnstile for a steadgastm of pill-popping, relief-seeking patients,
she thought.

Well, she had finally found her relief. How odd, thou§he had thought of suicide many
times before but always pictured it as an impulsiveFacst, a whirlpool of loneliness, a
drinking bout, and an eating binge. Next, pangs of guilt ambree, a tearful fit of desperation,
and a moment when it all became unbearable. At lastiagbe itself. The way it turned out,
though, she had made the decision in a state of retlveand even engaged in a bit of banter

with the good doctor.



164

Out on the crowded sidewalk again, Amanda would have walkadvight-footed
step, if her build had permitted it. Instead, she waddéedvay up the street, not knowing
exactly where she was going and not caring. FreetaHegee at last. Thank God Almighty, I'm
free at last, she said to herself. Free from alpthieful memories of the past, free from the
lonely burden of the present, free from the bleak expentaf the future. No more pills. No
more therapy sessions. No more diets. Just freedom.héfiteday, or tomorrow, or next week,
it didn’t matter. She was already savoring the swaeste of her deliverance.

Suddenly, she stopped dead in front of a man in a suitigaybriefcase and coming
towards her.

“Doug? Doug Lethe?” she said when he was a few stepshfieom

The man halted. “How do you know my name?”

“It's me. Amanda. Amanda Bristol. From high school.”

A look of perplexity.

“Don’t you remember? We went to The Honors Academy t@getfhere were only
fifty-three kids in our graduating class. You have to reb&mme.”

“I'm sorry, | don’t. That was fourteen years agoakvk no recollection of you.” He
looked at his wristwatch. “And besides, I'm late for eeting.”

He stepped around her and continued with long strides dovatrdet. How was it
possible to be so large and yet to remain invisible? Hedeutser every day for four years and
never noticed her once. The story of her life.

Oh well, it didn’t matter. Soon she would be free. $as already free in her mind.
Before long she would be free in her body too—or freenfit, rather. In the next block she

spotted the sign for O’Flannigan’s bar. Why not celebratenbwfound freedom with a drink?
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She squeezed into a booth against the left wall and caeghbtdath from the walk. At
once, a college-aged lad wearing a white waiter’s aprdragreen T-shirt with the bar’s logo
appeared with a notebook and pen in hand.

“What can | get you?” he asked, his eyes fixed on a tiginteskyoung lady in heels who
happened to be passing in front of the plate-glass window.

“Give me a double Johnny Walker Black on the rocks.”

“Coming up,” he said, without ever looking at her.

A minute later he set the drink on the table and leftaAda raised the rim of the glass to
her lips, puckered as if to kiss it, and took a sip. O Jolshe/thought, the only man who ever
made me feel good. The only one who was always theredoThe only man | ever loved . . .
Well, except for Jack Daniel. No need to be jealous, tholighenough woman for two men.

Amanda drained the glass and signaled the waiter for ardiih&. Was everyone
looking at her? She could feel their eyes upon henyvizen she surveyed the other patrons, no
one was paying her any attention. Was she invisible ta the, or had they stared at her in
horrified disbelief and then turned their eyes away&iweall too familiar with that shocked
stare and then those averted eyes. Among adults,gp&aced the taunts and insults of her
classmates, going all the way back to grade school.

Fatso, roly-poly, butterball, tub of lard, blimp, Patitfy, chunky monkey, chubasaurus,
porker, fat pig, stupid cow, hippopotamus, elephant, beachdd.v8te had been called by
those names more often than by her own. Even tlie golphemisms—overweight, stout,
portly, corpulent, rotund, Rubenesque, obese (morbidly so)-evenwell meant, caused no less

pain. They all came down to the same thing: just pldin fa
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On the right side of the room sat two slender wometheir mid to late twenties, sipping
strawberry daiquiris. Probably secretaries who hadgotien off work. A good-looking man
standing at the bar had turned his head towards them. NMaylenked at them. They giggled
like schoolgirls. When Amanda looked at them, theyedhtheir eyes, then quickly looked back
down, and giggled again. She was sure they were laughing la¢deuse a man like that would
never give her a second look, or even a first.

So what? The insults, the stares, and the laughs,leasiae inattention, the neglect,
and the disregard would all be over soon.

“Anything else?” the waiter said, looking at his watch.ylbhe was almost through
with his shift.

“Bring me another one.”

Amanda remembered how she was the only girl in hes eli® didn’t get invited to the
senior prom. In fact, she didn’t get asked on a single aathrough high school. Or college, for
that matter. Or after college, when she started wgrks a data analyst. Truth was, she had
never been on a date.

Amanda finished her drink, left some bills on the tabld, struggled to get out of the
booth and onto her swollen feet. On the street aganpdded slowly along, still not knowing

where she was going, still not caring.

It was a fine spring afternoon. The temperature miled ky a clear blue. Before all too
long Amanda had wandered the two blocks east out of theneostal district. Trees lined the
side of the road, their recently bare branches Imgrstko green leafage. Round about, birds

flitted and chirped. The wind blowing in her hair gave hezress of freedom. Relaxed, carefree,
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her head swimming pleasantly from the drinks, Amanda dneawdeep breath and let it out. She
wasn’'t sure where she had left her car. If she fouladet, fine. If she didn’t, that was fine too.
In any case, she wasn'’t going to work tomorrow. Shetivasigh with that as well. Say, didn’t
this road lead down to Mill River?

Amanda trudged on, her weight shifting from side to side eatth step, like a boat
rocked back and forth by the waves. Ten minutes latehath@eached the steep riverbank. It
was a good thing too, for she was entirely winded fromhbet svalk.

Although as a child she had visited the river, just a quarilerpast the commercial
district, Amanda had not returned there since and had femed at it carefully. What a
beautiful scene it was. Tall grasses and wild flowersered its banks; trees arched their
branches over its clear waters, spreading their ¢@alesupon them; the white, sandy bottom
and smooth, multicolored rocks shone through in thericlgs, glistening in the gentle sun. By
now the psychiatrist’s office, the crowded sidewalk, eénredbar had receded far into the
background. So had the pain of her memories and the sHdmeapndition. Freedom, relief,
and peace. The Sea of Tranquility itself could not hatibae otherworldly peace than Mill
River.

A narrow, old, country bridge spanned the river. To theidetof the guardrail stood a
small ledge just barely wide enough for someone Amangad® walk on. She wanted to gaze
upon the flow of the water from the center of the bridgjace the occasional car still passed by,
Amanda stepped carefully from the side of the road dwtdeidge. With her left hand on the
guardrail, she inched her way towards the center. Eaptbsteght her fresh exhilaration, as

though she were weightlessly defying gravity.
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At the center of the bridge, Amanda turned cautiouslyde fhe river, holding on to the
guardrail behind her with both hands. She gazed down. Watizgyefrom the drinks, her
shortness of breath from the walk, or the heighheftiridge?

In her lightheaded state, the river took on cosmic deo@s. Always changing, yet ever
the same, it represented the river of life, withnigriad births and deaths, merging into the ocean
of being. It symbolized the stream of time emptying ihi® sea of eternity. How Amanda
longed to be one with that river. To leave behind hehl§elsurden, to immerse herself in
something infinitely greater, to lose herself in the i&ho

She had decided to end her loneliness and depression but cbelainthe ugly image of
vomiting from an overdose of pills or reddening the batktater with blood from her slit
wrists. What more beautiful place for her liberatiban this idyllic spot? Nor could she face
another night alone, another hopeless morning, anotigiges day. What more perfect time for
her deliverance than this moment of sublime serenity®ghAtdean forward, and ultimate
freedom would be hers. Amanda let go of the guardrail amerézkon the ledge.

Just then Amanda heard a car pull up at the foot of tdgdarirurning her head, she saw
two policemen step out of a squad car. The older one ddaie/ard. “Don’t come any closer,”
she cried.

The officer stopped when he was a couple of yards detbridge. “Are you thinking of
jumping?”

“Thinking? No. I've already decided. Don't try to stop.ime

“I won't. Can we talk, though, just for five minutes? Théryou still want to jump, you

can.”
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“You won’'t make me change my mind,” Amanda said. “Whatyare doing out here
anyway? You aren’t writing parking tickets.”

“A passing motorist saw you on the ledge and called ninesoré-

“Well, maybe he needs your help. | don’t. Go find hitmobking over her right shoulder,
Amanda saw his eyes riveted on hers, though he stogdrtés away. He wasn’t moving.

“My name is Sal Retter,” he said. “What’s yours?”

“Amanda. But you could have read that in the obituarieotoyw.”

“Amanda, I’'m thinking some terrible emotional pain hasught you to this point. Can
you tell me about it?”

“So you can say you feel my pain?”

“I won't pretend to know what you’re going through.” Slalvgly took a step forward.
“But have you thought what your death would do to your fandilpanda?”

That was the second time he had called her by her riag@n’'t have any family. | was
an only child, and my parents died in a car crash theaesyago. | never married. In fact, | never
even had a boyfriend. So | don’t have any children. liralane.”

“I'm so sorry for your loss, Amanda.” The police alvgssaid that on TV, but he seemed
to mean it. “What about your friends, though? How woulg fieel if you killed yourself?”

“l don’t have any friends.”

He paused. “Is there any cause you feel strongly about?s8ung that’s important to
you?” He dared another step forward.

“Like saving the baby whales? Not really.” Amanda wouldeharoken off the
conversation, but it felt good to have a man take aresitén her.

“Isn’t there anything in life you enjoy? A hobby? A creatactivity?”
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“No. | just work a boring job crunching numbers, thoughdl shve my company half a
million last year.”

“So you are making a positive contribution somewhere.”

Amanda had never thought of it like that. “Yeah, | guesdat data analysts are a dime
a dozen. They could replace me anytime with anyone.”

“You must be very intelligent, yet you seem to think ylifieris meaningless,” Sal
concluded, his eyes still fixed on hers.

“Well, “You're nobody till somebody loves you.’ Thatray theme song.”

“Amanda, | want to tell you something personal about thylset | don't like talking to
you from so far away. I'm going to come a little clos&o we can talk better.”

“Okay.”

He advanced a couple of yards. “Fifteen years ago | stotkisame bridge, just about
where you are now, ready to do what you were going1td lkdad just moved here for a new job
and had found a house for my family to live in. My wifeldawo children, a seven-year-old
daughter and a five-year-old son, were flying down to joinThe plane crashed. They didn'’t
survive.”

Did he say that to all the jumpers? Amanda could seeyasmoisten, though.

“I went on a drinking binge and lost my new job before Inestarted it. Death seemed
like the only way out of my misery. | wanted to be witly wife and children again.”

“What happened?”

“A policeman tried to talk me down. I told him my life wasworth living. He said it
wouldn’t be until I made it worth living again. He did thmt helping people, and eventually

that’s what | did too.”
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Amanda responded with silence, pondering his words.

“l guess what I'm saying, Amanda, is that you can wait wilole life for someone to
come along and love you, and that person may never &uhéhat doesn’t make you a nobody.
No, you can go out right now and start loving people wlealieve as much as you or even
more so. It may not be exactly the kind of love yaereMooking for, but all love is good. And |
have a feeling that you have a lot of love to share.”

“I think I do, but how would I do that?”

Sal took several steps closer. “Do you know how many ogghahildren there are in
this town who need someone to be a big brother or adigr $0 them, how many victims of
domestic abuse there are who need someone to confidd to aupport them, how many sick
people and shut-ins there are who have no one to \asit,thow many elderly there are who
have lost a spouse and whose children are too busy tbeseechow many homeless persons
there are who need someone to serve them a hot iirfeal@ is no shortage of people to love.”

“And do you think they could love someone like me back?”

Sal moved within an arm’s distance of Amanda. “Theogly one way to find out.
Won't you give it a try? If it doesn’t work, this bridgell still be here a few months from now.”

He reached out his hand. Stunned, Amanda looked into hisvelyiet had never left
hers the whole time. Dare she take his hand?

Sal didn’t withdraw it, but waited. How could she refuge®ast Amanda reached out
her hand, and Sal took hers in his. Slowly he startedingalier back to safety.

God, it felt good to have a man hold her hand, eventifiqusa minute.

Four or five yards from the shore, Amanda, still feglihe effects of the drinks, lost her

footing, broke her grip from Sal’'s hand, and fell into tiver. The moment she hit bottom, she
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began thrashing with her arms and legs but could not raiselh&r the surface. Panic seized
her. When she was living, she wanted to die. Now that&s dying, she wanted more than
anything to live. In her imagination, death had meant agbglaelease from suffering; in reality,
it inflicted a terrifying agony. She was doomed.

The second after she fell, Sal jumped the railing andgeldreet first into the water. He
swam behind Amanda, looped his arms under hers, grabbing lduesisp and used his
powerful thighs to push off the bottom. Although the riwes no more than ten foot deep at this
point, he barely managed to get both their heads above faatequick gasp of air before
Amanda’s weight pulled them both back down. He could nssipty swim towing her to shore.
The next time, Sal pushed off the bottom and backwardsngaup for air again and sinking to
where the water was a foot less deep. After anotherbiolos, Sal had brought them to where
they both could stand with their heads above watetwbef them coughing and panting.

“You saved my life,” Amanda said and threw her arms atdsan’s neck.

“But you're the one who decided to live,” Sal said, pattiagdn the back.

“Yes,” Amanda said. “Yes.”

Sal led Amanda out of the water, and they trudged togetheping wet, towards the
squad car.

To Amanda’s right the sun was starting to set, lengtigetiie shadows of the trees. It
would rise again in the morning. Behind her the river cometinto flow and would do so through
the night and into the next day. Perhaps it would dry upedasy but it would never stop
flowing of its own accord. Her life too would go on. Otcse, she would die someday.
Everyone did. But she would not end her life today. ToowrAmanda would reach out to

someone else the way Sal had to her.



173

The Package

In bathrobe and slippers Carl van der Val shuffled theokitchen, still squinting from
the morning light. The only good thing about getting up earlfondays to go to church was
that Darina, his wife, already had the coffee brewihgnly she understood how hard it was for
him to wake up and smell it. But no. She bounded out otlsedy morning, wide awake and
fully refreshed, did her exercises, and then startattioj before he knew what hit him.

“Good morning, honey,” Darina said, flitting up to him andskig him on the cheek.

Carl returned her greeting with a nod. As a rule—and mo<stlinviolable one at that—
he never uttered a word before his second cup of coffee.

“Sit down, sweetheart,” Darina said, “I have somethixgteng to tell you,”

How could anyone be excited about anything at this hour? ilzdll his mug and
silently obeyed, taking a seat at the kitchen table.

“Guess what,” Darina said, beaming.

Carl raised his eyebrows as if to ask, “What?” then toslp of coffee.

“You'll never believe it.”
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Peering over his glasses, Carl made a face that‘Badlly?”

“Do you give up?”

Carl shrugged his shoulders and nodded.

“I'm pregnant!” Darina shrieked, bouncing on her chad alapping her hands together.

Carl looked at her wide eyed, setting down his mug.

“But | thought you’d be happy. You said you wanted a child.” Wiisappointment in
her voice.

“Uh, lam ... and | do,” he said at last, violating ¢esdinal rule. “It’s just that . . . ”

“What?”

“They’re going to lay off two of the five pharmaceuticales representatives at work,
and since I'm the youngest and the most inexperiencedhEmmost likely to go. In this
economy | don’t know where I'll find another job.”

The young couple sat there in heavy silence until ittwae for Carl to get ready for

church.

The moment Carl stepped into work Monday morning to pick uplalges drug samples,
Blake Barterman, his immediate supervisor, was waitndnim. “Carl, | need to see you in my
office before you head out for your appointments.”

Oh, boy, this was it. He was getting canned. What waghe to do now? His stomach
in knots, his chest tight, his breathing shallow, Gatbived his supervisor down the hall and

into his office.
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“Take a seat.” Blake pointed to a chair in front of hiskdas he ensconced himself
behind it. “As you know, these are hard economic timas,I'an forced to let two of our sales
reps go.”

“Yes, sir,” Carl said and braced himself by gripping thesaofithe chair.

“It's been a difficult decision for me.”

Carl nodded, waiting for the blow.

“With just three reps instead of five, we’ll all have takpup the slack. | need someone
who can cross over the lines and fill in where needed.”

“Well, I am certainly willing to help out any way | cay. Barterman.” Perhaps his
supervisor hadn’t decided yet. Did he still have a chaneelréhthed a little more easily.

“The person | keep will sometimes be called upon to dgshihat are not strictly in his
job description.” Blake looked at Carl as if he werealieg his reaction.

“Anything you ask, Mr. Barterman.” Carl wanted to appear ebgenot desperate.

“It will sometimes involve doing certain things after he.r

“I don’'t mind working overtime. Not at all.” He was aldgaworking long hours, driving
up to a hundred and fifty miles a day.

“And I'll need to count on your complete discretion.”

“Of course.” Carl suddenly had an uneasy feeling in his guscfBtion"—what did that
mean?

“You'll have to be a real team player.”

“I'll go to bat for you, Mr. Barterman. Just give mefzance, and you’ll see.” Carl knew
Mr. Barterman liked baseball metaphors, and it seeikedlgood thing to say, but he didn't

really know what he was getting himself into.
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“Well, then you're on the team. Congratulations.” Eastood up and reached across the
desk to shake Carl's hand. “We’ll talk again soon, ardhéiVe a special little assignment for
you.”

“Thank you, Mr. Barterman. | won't let you down.”

Out in the hall, Carl was glad that he had made thetdéffaqget up and go to church
yesterday morning. Now his prayers had been answeredaklgekfor his phone but stopped.
Of course he could call her, but he wanted to tell Dahragood news in person. He could
hardly wait till evening.

He was going to be a father, and his job was secured@unbs get any better? Carl
floated through the day; nothing could bother him. Evengtihe thought of the “special little
assignment” came up, he put it out of his mind. It was figbathing anyway.

“Hi, honey,” Carl called out as he stepped through thet fdoor. He could smell dinner
on the stove. An Indian curry. Mmm. He was hungryeWV he entered the kitchen, he saw
Darina stirring a pot—without her usual glass of white vanghe counter next to her. He
smiled when he thought why. Drawing close to her, heeklidier on the cheek. “Turn off the
burner for a minute, and come sit down. | have somethitgjltpou.”

They took their usual seats at the kitchen table, whiecimBad not yet set for dinner.

“Mr. Barterman called me into his office first thingghmorning,” Carl said. “He’s going
to keep me on.”

“Oh, Carl, that's wonderful,” Darina replied, clapping Ihands. “That means he’s

happy with your work.”
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“You know, | hadn’t thought about it until just now, but hdrdt even mention my past
job performance. He was only interested in what | wéeldvilling to do in the future.”

“He’s probably just trying to figure out how he’s goingnanage with three sales reps
instead of five.”

“It was kind of strange. He said he needed somebody athid cross over the lines—or
did he say ‘cross the line’?>—and do things outside thel@scription, after hours, discretely.
Then he said he was going to give me a ‘special litdggament’ in the near future. For some
reason | don't like the sound of that.”

“Why, Carl, that just means he trusts you.” She lookeectly into his eyes.

Kindhearted Darina, always seeing the good in people, needrad. “I've been so
happy all day about becoming a father and keeping my @h guess | didn’t notice how
uncomfortable | felt deep down.”

“Oh, Carl, no matter how well things are going, you akvlyd something to worry
about.” She took his hand and squeezed it. “Just wait. tvegys going to turn out fine. You'll
see. Now you go relax, and let me finish dinner.”

“Okay,” Carl said. “You're probably right. As usual.” He gotold beer from the
icebox, went to turn on the television for the evening:ieand didn’t give the matter another

thought.

When Carl came into work that Friday morning, Blake Banter stood waiting for him
again.
“Good morning, Carl. How’s my pinch hitter?” Blake had take calling Carl his

“pinch hitter” ever since he decided to keep him on tharft.”
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“Ready to get into the game, sir,” Carl said with a gaatured grin, continuing the
baseball metaphor and enjoying his position of trust.

“Come on down to the dugout for a minute, Carl. Letfls &abit before you set out
today.” Blake had also started calling his office the “dugeuitfi Carl.

A minute later Carl was sitting in the same chair heeda in on Monday in front of Mr.
Barterman’s desk. How different it felt now. Not just tieir, but the whole office and the
conversation with his supervisor.

“About that special little assignment | mentioned, Cddlake began.

‘Yes, sir.” Carl sat up a little straighter.

“I need you to deliver a package for me.” From behind his dedteBtook out a package
wrapped in plain, brown paper with nothing written omitl dhanded it to Carl.

“That sounds easy. What'’s in it?” It was an innocenstjoe

“You let me worry about that,” Blake said sharply.

Uh-oh. Mr. Barterman had just thrown him a curve lzail] he hit a foul.

“I need you to give it to someone who looks like thisofgll’ Blake took his phone,
scrolled down to the picture of a young man, and held it ug#ol to see. “Here, I'll just send it
to your phone.” Blake tapped a few times on the screethe@ndout his phone away.

Taking out his phone, Carl confirmed that he had receivegitcture. “What’s his
name?”

“You don’'t need to know that either,” Blake said.

Oh no, strike two. Carl had just swung and missed.

“Meet him at the docks, Pier Seventeen, tonight at t@aak, and hand him that

package.”
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“Ten o’clock? That'’s kind of late, isn’t it?”

“Carl, are you going to play ball or not?”

Had he just struck out, or was he still in the game? ¥@8, sir, Mr. Barterman.”

“Then step up to the plate, boy,” Blake said, obviouslyiptahardball.

“Don’t you worry, Mr. Barterman. I'll knock the ball owif the park.”

“Good. When you give him the package, take a picture of hilm yaitir phone. Show it
to me first thing Monday morning. That way I'll know you igtefed the package, and to the
right guy.”

“Yes, sir.”

Taking the package, Carl left the office. It was a whww ball game. So this was what
the big leagues were like.

Outside Blake Barterman’s office, Carl took out hisqehand looked more carefully at
the picture. Thick, dark hair. An olive complexion. Sorad¥lediterranean look. Carl had the
strange sense that he knew this man. Not that he hatvee introduced to him, shaken his
hand, or spoken with him, but he had definitely seen himesdhere. And more than once. Was
it at church? So many people worshipped there. Or maybirtbes club where he worked out?
He saw hundreds of people there. Maybe this guy wasrebereof their softball league.
Twenty-some-odd teams played in it. Well, he could@hdgtthere racking his brains all day.
Even if he couldn’t place him, Carl knew this man freemewhere. He was sure of it.

Carl went to the drug supply room to get samples fod#yes appointments. For the

third time this week the door was unlocked. That fact igda@arl as much as the sloppy
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bookkeeping system in use. Why wasn’t Mr. Barterman migii&ant? He was only inviting
abuse. But what could Carl do? He was just a rookie etetm; it was his first season.

Standing before the shelves, Carl remembered, as heed@dvery day, his father’s
agony in the final stages of his battle with bone mamwancer. How helpless he felt six years
ago at eighteen, watching his father die. That expexiead motivated him to study
pharmacology and to specialize in analgesics. In hissmall way he wanted to spare other
people his father’s pain.

But wait. Something was wrong. What in the world? A largmber of narcotic samples
were missing. Where did they go? Carl suddenly became are package he was holding
with his left hand. Was it possible? No, it couldn’t be.

Carl held the package up to his ear and shook it. Hmm. Iily@$s tell for sure what
was inside. But why did Mr. Barterman not want to sagtwhas in it? Why hide the identity of
the man he was supposed to give it to? And why the meetiagesat night?

Carl started to feel sick to his stomach. Was heaiataodo something illegal? If he
refused to deliver the package, Mr. Barterman would justiim and hire back one of the
people he had let go earlier in the week. On the other Ifar@was diverting prescription
drugs to the black market for Mr. Barterman and got caughtyduld be arrested and sent to
jail. No one would believe he didn’'t know what washe package. In either case, how would
he support his wife and child?

All the happiness Carl had felt at becoming a fathertl@delief he experienced at
keeping his job vanished. In their place came a sicknfgéiat none of the drugs in the supply

room could have dispelled.
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After his first appointment Carl left the Emergency G&lieic, located in a strip mall,
and headed towards his car. Three slots to the lefspalgar pulled in, and two men in suits got
out. Wait a minute. Was that the dark-haired man witholtve complexion? Carl whipped out
his phone and checked the picture to be sure. Yes, hthavase all right. The man he was
supposed to give the package to was about to go into the sbfipenext door with his
associate. So that’s where he had seen him. He veggikar at Carl's favorite coffee shop.

“Excuse me, sir,” Carl called out.

The two men stopped and turned around as Carl hurriedetieem. When the other
man brushed his suit jacket back to put the car keys poleiset, Carl saw a police badge
fastened to his belt.

“Are you police officers?” Carl said.

“Detectives,” answered the man Carl recognized.

“Boy, am | relieved to hear that,” Carl said. “I havpackage for you.”

“For me?” The man looked surprised.

“Yes, | think so.” Carl held up his phone to show him theyse “That’s you, isn’t it?”

The man laughed. “No, that’s my kid brother. He’ssaryyounger and a little smaller,
but we could pass for twins. His name’s Emilio. Mine’si . . Nico Fratellini. This is my
partner, Dick Yeager.”

“I'm Carl van der Val,” Carl said and shook both men’ad& “Can | buy you
gentlemen a cup of coffee? | think I'm in trouble and need help.”

Fifteen minutes later, after Carl had told the detectidss suspicions and his
predicament, he sat stirring his macchiato. “What do kot detectives? Are my concerns

justified?”
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“Without a doubt—at least if | know my kid brother,” Misaid. “Here’s what | want
you to do: tonight at nine-thirty meet me at Pier Sex@m and bring me the package.”

“What then?”

“Then you go home to your wife, and I'll take it from tber

“But what about my job?”

“It's your supervisor who has to worry about his job, yma.”

“Thank you,” Carl said. “If you'll excuse me, I'm going be late for my next
appointment. I'll see you tonight.”

He shook their hands again and headed out the door to his car

* * *

Dick Yeager watched Carl van der Val walk out of thdemthop. “So what do you
have in mind for tonight?” he asked his partner.

“I'm not really sure,” Nico said, cupping his mug with bditnds. “But I've got to do
something. This is getting out of hand. I'm really worrieod@ my brother.”

“l didn’t even know you had a brother. You never talk abboot. What's got you so
worried?” Leaning back in his chair, Dick sat silently wH¥ico thought.

“It's been going on since we were in grade school,” @l after a moment. “l was not
only older but bigger and stronger too, and school came @asily to me. Because of that, | got
more of the attention and praise for doing well in anade and sports. Maybe Emilio felt he
just couldn’t compete.”

“So, if he couldn’t get positive attention by succegdime looked for negative attention
by acting out. Even negative attention is better tlwaattention. That’s classic. We see it in kids

all the time.”
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“Yes,” Nico said, nodding in agreement with his partfiBut it's much harder to see it
when it’s in your own family. It started with misbetrag in class, being disrespectful to the
teachers, getting into fights with the other kids. Themnwe were teenagers, it was
vandalism, petty theft, and smoking pot. But he didn’t gootvof it the way most kids do.”
Nico sighed and shook his head

“What's he up to now?” Dick dipped a chocolate biscotto Imsccoffee and took a bite
while he waited for the answer.

“Who knows? | haven't even seen him the last few yesard we never talk on the
phone. Maybe he avoids me because | have a real gbbeatioesn’t, and that fact makes him
feel like a failure. Or maybe my being a detective fikdsjudgment and condemnation to him.
Perhaps he’s just trying to avoid an arrest. Whateverugeto, I'm sure it's no good.”

“Would you arrest your own brother?” Dick leaned forwardthe answer.

“If I had to, though | would take no pleasure in it. But &nbe the only way to stop him
from reaching the end of the road to self-destruction.”

“You want some backup tonight?” Dick asked

“No, this is family business. I've got it covered.”

Hmm. That answer didn't sit so well with Dick, espdgiaince drugs were probably
involved. Was his partner playing the lone ranger out oftliigsn machismo or because he was
up to something crooked? Dick knew the temptation: the detéctow salary, ready access to
drugs confiscated as evidence, their high street valueedsiest of easy money. Yet, if he
asked, his partner might take it as an accusation, ahdkbDew better than to try to persuade
Nico to accept backup he didn’t want or believe he neddedat there in uncomfortable

silence.
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Finally, Dick looked at his wristwatch. “Time for us to geting.”

“Okay,” Nico said. “It was nice of that young guy to buyoadfee.”

After Darina had washed and Carl had dried the dinner glisleesaid, “Honey, I've got
to go out tonight, on business.”

“At this hour?” Darina asked, her tone betraying her diebel

Carl winced. “It’s that ‘special little assignmentdld you about, though I don't like it
any more than you do.”

“Well, be careful, honey. According to the weathgra®, a fog should be rolling in.”
Darina yawned. “Oh, I'm dead. Time to hit the hay.” &lssed him goodnight. “Wake me if
I’'m asleep when you come home, so I'll know you madmdak safely.”

Carl smiled. Since Darina got up a couple of hours bdfereid, she was as listless in
the evening as she was perky in the morning. He always thentbntrast amusing. “Okay,” he
said, reaching for his jacket. With that, he was outitie.

The weatherman was right. Soon Carl was driving throughyiang patches of fog. The
closer he got to the docks the thicker it grew. With thelliggats illuminating ever less of the
road in front of him, Carl had to reduce his speed. Heigbabout making it on time. What if
Emilio got there early? Or Nico got tired of waiting anitide

Suddenly, it hit him. It was all too easy. The detective pgllip at exactly the same time
he did at the coffee shop, claiming to have a look-dikeher, meeting him alone at the pier,
offering to solve his problem but giving no details as to hévat if it was all a setup? Maybe

the detective was tailing him to size him up. He could havented that story about a brother to
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keep his partner in the dark. Now that Carl knew his idgntie detective might shoot him at
the pier and dump his body in the water. What if he wasajusther dirty cop? He would never
see Darina again; his child would grow up without a fatWdrat had he gotten himself into?
Whatever it was, at this point there was no way out.

When Carl finally turned into Pier Seventeen, visibilitgts zero. The fog sat as thick as
split-pea soup, and the headlights shone no more ¢heor twelve feet ahead. No sooner had he
stopped the car than a man stepped into their beamst Wias ior Emilio, or were they one
and the same? He had no way of knowing as he rolled Hmwindow.

“You're late,” the man said, now standing next todneer’s door. “It's almost ten.”

“The fog slowed me down.”

“Did you bring the package?”

“Of course.” This was his last chance. Should he putahénaeverse and floor it?

“Give it to me.”

With the motor still running, Carl got out and handed tha tha package. With that his
fate was sealed. He waited helplessly to see whetbanan would draw a gun.

“Now get out of here. My brother will be here any minute

Carl turned to get back in the car then stopped. “Wadvé o snap your picture for Mr.
Barterman. Stand in front of the car.” The headlidbtigp the man’s face just enough for Carl to
get a good shot of it. Then he got back in the car and $pad fast as the fog would allow.

What a relief. At least he had gotten out of thengealCarl never felt so safe and secure
as he did that night when he climbed into bed, kissechBam the cheek, and snuggled up next

to her.
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The man at the pier leaned against the hood of hisisaarms folded, the collar of his
jacket turned up against the damp cold. Behind him the packsigéel @ the hood. A few
minutes later he perceived, by hearing rather than slghiarrival of a car. He heard the engine
go dead. Then the sound of a door opening and closing. Foatstepg) his way. The squeak
of boards under someone’s feet. A figure approaching alm@sm’s length.

“Nico! What are you doing here?” the man exclaimedjalsly stunned.

“My job. What areyoudoing here, Emilio?” Nothing in his voice revealed aefraal
bond.

“Uh, | was just coming out to get some fresh air.”

“You were coming to get this package.” Nico pointed to thelmiend him on the hood.

“Hey, | don’t know nothin’ about no package,” Emilio said iwige-guy accent he must
have picked up from his associates.

“You scratched your nose when you said that. That's teluryou're lying.”

Emilio stuffed his hands in his pockets. “I ain’t lying. Ygot nothin’ on me.”

“I've got a package with stolen narcotics, a picture af from Blake Barterman, and his
instructions to deliver that package to you, as well agreess who is willing to testify to all of
it.”

“Well, | ain’t received no package. You can’t chargewi nothin’.”

“You've received plenty of packages in the past. Whermamest Barterman for the theft
and illegal sale of narcotics, he’ll fold faster thamo&er player with a bad hand.” Nico stared
steel-hard into his brother’s eyes. “Who are you workimgEmilio?”

Emilio looked down and muttered, “The Signorelli famllyn just an errand boy. It's no

big deal.”
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“The mob? Are you trying to get yourself whacked?” This f@asnore serious than
Nico had thought.

“A man’s gotta earn a living.” Emilio looked up. “You gonnmaest your own brother?”
He sounded as though he had just been betrayed. “Some Kamilyfloyalty you got there.”

“It's for your own good. It may be the only way to saweiylife.”

“You're gonna break our mother’s heart.”

“You did that a long time ago by the life you lead.”

“That’s cold.”

“The cold, hard fact is that she cries for you everynig

Right then a fog horn sounded from a ship in the harbbenWico instinctively turned
his head in its direction, Emilio spun around and rasgmpearing into the fog. Nico could still
hear his steps and sprinted after him. Within twenty yhedisad caught up to him. A hard shove
from the back sent Emilio sprawling to the ground.

“l always could outrun you,” Nico said.

Emilio rose to his feet, dusted himself off, then sudgébk a swing at his brother.
Ducking, Nico avoided the blow. When he rose, Emilio syvagain, landing a punch on his
brother’s jaw. Nico swiveled to the right from theWw|givoting on his left foot and raising his
right leg, completed the circle, and planted his foot sgjyan the side of Emilio’s head.

Standing straight, Nico looked down at Emilio, whod&gzed on the ground. “You
forgot my martial arts training.”

“I should’ve brought a gun.” Emilio struggled to his featlding the side of his head
with his hand.

“I brought mine.” Opening his jacket, Nico revealed a pist@ shoulder holster.
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“So, now what?”

Nico didn’t take that question as either an admiseifadefeat or a surrender. But his
brother had to know he was at an impasse. There avasy out.

“I'm good friends with the DA, and he owes me a fawi course, | can’'t promise
anything until | talk to him, but I'm pretty sure he’ll gorfa deal. If you tell us everything you
know about the Signorelli family’s operations, you'll geteduced, maybe even a suspended,
sentence, and we’ll put you in witness protection. Dooiperate, we’ll book you, put the word
out on the street that you're a snitch, and releasegowur own recognizance. You can take
your chances with the mob. Maybe you’ll make it toltnaaybe you won't.”

“That’'s some choice.” Emilio dropped his head and slumpesdhaslders.

“Turn around, and put your hands behind your back.”

“You're gonna cuff your own brother?”

Nico answered not by word but by deed.

* * *

The first thing Monday morning Blake Barterman called @dd the “dugout.”

“Did you deliver the package?” he asked without any prelimigaggting.

“Yes, sir,” Carl said.

“And you took the picture?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Let me see it.”

Carl took out his phone, pulled up the picture, and handedkethiee to Mr. Barterman.

The latter gave a big smile.
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“That’s him all right. He’s put on a little weighthjdugh. Well, living the high life will do
that to you. Carl, my boy, you're batting a thousand. Yde' a heavy hitter in no time.”

Just then Detectives Fratellini and Yeager walked thrddigiBarterman’s office door.

“Are you crazy? You can’'t come here,” Blake scream®@de ‘tan’'t have any direct
contact. And you brought someone with you? Get out i, row!”

“Mr. Barterman, I’'m not who you think | am. I'm Detegt Fratellini, Nico Fratellini,
from Metro Police. And this is my partner, Dick Yeageme We placing you under arrest for the
theft and illegal sale of narcotics. Stand up, sir, and/guit hands behind your back.”

“You're way out in left field, detective, way off badadidn’t steal any drugs. It was the
kid here. He did it.”

“He’s the one who brought your illegal activities to otieation,” Nico said.

Blake turned crimson. “Why, you little bush leaguer,’yledled, shaking his fist at Carl.

“ followed your instructions to the letter, Mr. Bamean: | delivered the package at ten
o’clock to someone who looked like the picture you gaveantethen took his picture to prove
it. That's exactly what you told me to do,” Carl sathnding up for himself.

“You're fired,” Blake shouted, still red in the face.

“No, he’s not,” Nico said. “But we’ve got a package offamdics with your fingerprints
on it, your picture of the intended recipient, who happerise my brother, Emilio, and now two
witnesses against you. That'’s three strikes. You'ré dlito cuffed him and started leading him
away.

“I may be down to the last inning, but it ain’t over iilk over,” Blake said as though he

still had some clout.
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With Mr. Barterman gone, Carl didn’t know what to eXpie next morning. When he
arrived at work, he walked down to his former supervisoffis@fThe door was open, and he
peeked in out of curiosity. Behind the desk sat an older gesutle

“Ah, you must be Carl van der Val. | recognize you framarypicture,” the man said.
“Come in, and have a seat. I'm Brian Elder, from uppanagement.”

“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Elder.” Carl took a seat engime chair he had sat in twice
before.

“Carl, we're very happy with the way you’ve conductedirself in this Barterman
affair. You nipped something in the bud and saved the complanybfuture embarrassment
and money.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“We would promote you right into Barterman’s position, yoii're a little young for
that. So we’re going to give you a handsome raise andgsterming you to be a supervisor a
couple of years down the road. Do you think you'll be upHat?”

“Yes, sir. I'll hit a home run for you,” Carl said.

“I'm not really much of a baseball fan myself. Tg@@me’s too slow for me. I’'m more of
a basketball kind of guy.”

“In that case, I'll slam-dunk one for you, sir.”

“Carl, I think you and | are going to get along just finelr. Elder stood to shake Carl's
hand. “Now you go about your business, son.”

“Yes, sir,” Carl said and did just that. He didn’t mincdanging metaphors—he just

hoped he wouldn’t be a referee who had to call a foul.
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The Tragedy of Stevie-Jay

“Hello, Stevie-Jay,” the coffee-shop owner called foaim his doorway when he saw his
next-door neighbor approaching from across the street. fharaing, isn’t it?”

“Ah, good morning, my friend,” Mr. J. said in his Portugueseeat, cheerful despite
how business was going.

No one in the entire neighborhood could pronounce hisxeeae, Estevao Joalheiro, so
they called him “Stevie-Jay” or just “Mr. J.” But he dittimind—it made him feel more like an
American.

Between the coffee shop on the left and Mr. J.’s modatch-and-jewelry shop on the
right, someone had parked a motorcycle on the sidewathaps the owner was having a cup of
brew at his neighbor’s place.

Mr. J. pushed the button on the remote to raise ther silutter over his store front, then
unlocked the door, entered, and switched off the alarm/leainesday exactly as he had every
workday at 8:45 for the last thirty-two years. Firstrtef business: read the mail delivered

yesterday just before closing. Most of it was junk,dng letter caught his attention.
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Dear Mr. Joalheiro:

We regret to inform you that, owing to the high incidence of crineeiatea

where your store is located and to the nature of your businesgadveurselves

forced to cancel your dealer inventory insurance. Enclosed is a check

reimbursing your premium for the remainder of the quarter. We apoléwizny

inconvenience this action may cause and wish you the best for the future.

Sincerely yours,

The Friendly Neighbor Insurance Company

Mr. J. had been robbed twice at gunpoint in the lasivev@onths, and the police never
recovered his merchandise, so he had to find a newypoiimediately. But what company
would take a risk with him in this neighborhood? And evermé did, how could he afford the
premiums, which were sure to be higher? He had to stanigcmsurance agents during his
lunch hour.

At precisely 9:00, Mr. J. flipped the window sign to “Opentidregan spraying and
wiping down the three glass counters housing his collectiavristwatches and pocket watches,
rings and bracelets, necklaces and earrings. He miglhiameta customer all day, but he wanted
to show his wares to their best advantage.

Just as he was finishing, he looked down and saw hisstigigt was untied. He bent
down to tie it, but the shoelace snapped when he paoiied Fortunately, Mr. J. had a back-up
pair in a drawer of his desk in the back room. He picked ugpldasiing supplies, went to set
them down on the desk, and took the spare laces out dfdhver. Leather this time. He held
one end of the laces in each hand and gave them a godhtubese will never break, he

thought. They could support my entire body weight. Mwak a man who appreciated quality,

even in shoelaces.
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As soon as he had put in and tied the new laces, theabg| and the door swung
inwards. A customer!

Mr. J. came out to greet the prospective buyer and sawdwng men wearing black ski
masks and leather gloves, pointing handguns right at him.

“Freeze, old man.”

While one held a gun on him, the other smashed the counteritbpthe butt of his pistol
and filled a black bag with the watches and jewelry.

“Open the safe,” the first commanded.

“No, I-I can't.”

The first stepped behind the counter and pistol-whipped heakbrg his nose. No
sooner had he slumped to the floor than the robber dtiedieng him in the ribs so hard he
could hear them crack. The young thug then yanked him up @yrhestuck the muzzle in his
face, and shouted, “Open the damn safe, or I'll blow yead off.”

His whole body aching, his fingers trembling, Mr. J. openedatall safe behind the
counter, scarcely remembering the combination. The saotbeér emptied the contents—
several stacks of cash and four high-end watches d&ft fnore prosperous times—into his
black bag.

As soon as they turned to flee, Mr. J. grabbed the gungidbkeeath the counter. The
second robber spun around and fired, hitting the old mtriteft shoulder.

Knocked against the wall, but still on his feet, Mr.tduggled out the door, aimed at the
rear tire of the motorcycle speeding off, and shot, besea. He squeezed the trigger again . . .

and again . . . and then collapsed on the sidewalk.



194

Just before the motorcycle rounded the corner someyarts away, the young man
seated behind fell off, clutching the black bag, and landddrhtde street, half on the curb. The
driver screeched to a halt, stomped down the kickstandspaided to his accomplice. Jerking
his arm to pull him to his feet, he met only dead weightsi#gched the black bag, raced back to
the motorcycle, and bolted off.

Evidently someone had called 911. When the paramedicd idisel. to his feet to help
him into the ambulance, the merchants, customerspasgersby assembled there applauded.
Down the street a man from the coroner’s office mipping up a body bag.

Buz Starek, the Channel Seven assignment-desk chief, huhg ppone. “Where’s
Williams?” he yelled.

“State Capitol,” someone answered.

“How about Johnson?”

“Same place.”

“Then where’s Browning?”

“Down at City Hall.”

“And Rutgers?”

“At the Convention Center.”

“Hell, who's left?”

“Young.”

Starek sighed a late-middle-aged sigh. “Get him in here.

A minute later Reese Young appeared before him. “Yes,ha@rsaid.
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“l just got a call that an armed robbery went bad dowi€ross Street in the old
commercial district.”

“As opposed to all the armed robberies that go well?”

“Get your smart ass down there and find out what peoplsaying. | want it on the
news at noon. Here’s what we know so far.” Starelbbtad on a piece of paper and handed it to
Young.

“I'm on it, Buz.”

“That’s Mr. Starek,” he said as the novice reportdrtleg room. “Hey, Greg. You go
along. Keep an eye on the kid. Don't let him get outrnaf.1

Greg Abner, an assistant editor from Buz’s generatiodded. “Will do.”

Twenty minutes later the news team arrived at theescortly after the ambulance had
left. The crowd had not yet dispersed. While the camandmrried to set up, Young positioned
himself, microphone in hand, immediately in front cdrth The cameraman gave the signal, and
he began:

“Thirty years ago this commercial district on the edfdawntown catered to the well-
to-do. Today, after decades of white flight to the subutesbars on the windows and the roller
shutters over the doors tell a different story—a sédagut poverty and the crime it breeds
among the hopeless. One of those crimes took placetising just feet from where | am
standing, when a merchant, Mr. Joalheiro, shot anedkdl nineteen-year-old boy who had
allegedly robbed him. Let’s see what these people haaytal®ut the tragedy. Ma’am, can you
tell me about the shopkeeper?”

An overweight woman wearing a blue smock with her nanmiaghet on it in white

answered, “Mr. J.’s a real nice man. Always friendlyetveryone. Everybody likes him.”
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“And what can you tell us, sir, about what happened toetay?”

“Stevie-Jay did what we’ve all been afraid to do,” a punkchanic said, still wiping the
grease from his hands on a red rag. “He stood up to those. [iweky shop owner on this block
has been robbed at least once. He's sixty-seves pédrbut was he afraid of them? No way.”

“That’s right,” a man wearing a butcher’s apron chimedThey shot Stevie-Jay in the
shoulder, but he still went after those damn crinsindle was protecting all of us. He’s a hero.”

Reese Young turned back towards the camera. “It's a saih dagerica when a teenage
boy is gunned down in the streets and the people support tegpestice—"

“Cut!” Greg yelled from behind the cameraman. “Put a Baidlgh that bleeding heart
of yours. You're a reporter, not a social commentdtake that last part from the top, and stick

to the facts this time.”

Mr. J. suffered no bone or vascular damage from thelguirwound, though the kicks to
his side cracked his seventh and tenth ribs. When he awohke hospital room after surgery,
his wife and son were sitting at his bedside.

“Como estas, meu amdéiffis wife asked with tears hovering on her eyelids.

“Estou beni He groaned from a sharp pain in his side as he proppesthiop on his
right elbow—a sling immobilized his left arm—and immedigtiell back down.

“Dad, everyone in the neighborhood is calling you a Adme,adult son said, beaming.
“You really showed those crooks this time.”

Just then the door opened, and two men in gray suits éntere

“Mr. Joalheiro, I'm Detective Lex. This is Detecti@»®smo.”
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“Did you catch the other robber? Did you recover théestproperty?” Mr. J. asked in a
tone that blended anxiety and hopefulness.

“We’re here to question you in connection with the shgptieath of Robin Latro. You
have a right to have an attorney present.”

“What? Me?” Mr. J. was shocked. “But | didn’t do anything agd

“This is outrageous,” his son exclaimed.

“Are you willing to answer our questions now?” Detectivex continued without
acknowledging the son’s outburst.

“Uh . .. no. Not without a lawyer,” Mr. J. said, falf apprehension.

“The doctor will release you in forty-eight hours. Weake you down to the station for
guestioning then.” Turning, they left as abruptly as theydmadred.

“Ay, Deus mel Mr. J. moaned as much from apprehension as from tinarpais side.
This turn of events was not at all what he had expected.

Shaking their heads, his wife and son gave each othek @afladter bewilderment.

* * *

“Well, | guess this is your story, Young. Here’s the adsliidghe family of the kid who
got shot. | want an interview for the ten o’clock néws.

“Right, Buz.”

“Mr. Starek.” The assignment-desk chief eyed Greg Abnko modded and rose from
his seat.

About thirty family, friends, and neighbors were staigdin the yard holding candles
when the news van pulled up at the modest house justafiset. A blown-up picture of an

angel-faced Robin before he started shaving stood on dnrefisat of the house.
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“This is Reese Young reporting live from the Latro residghoene of the teenage boy
mercilessly shot to death in the streets yesterdapinmf

Greg almost interrupted. Instead he gave him a hand s@t@aie down the rhetoric.

“Let’s hear from the grieving mother. Mrs. Latro, what sltt@s outpouring of support
say about your son, Robin?”

“He was a good boy. Everyone loved him. But he needeyndtis girlfriend was
pregnant, he didn’t have a job, and no one would hire himusecof his record. What else could
he do? He was just riding by on a motorcycle, and thatterapted him with all those nice
things in his window. Maybe my boy made a mistake, butydeely makes mistakes. | mean,
everybody steals something every now and then, rigat@i¢th’'t deserve to die just for that.”

The pregnant girlfriend took the cigarette out of heutho“That bastard shot my
boyfriend down like a dog. Only a coward shoots you in tlok.0&/hat kind of man does that?
He’s not even American. And who'’s going to pay for mydhi hope he rots in prison.”

At that point an imposing, silver-haired gentleman daek-blue suit stepped forward,
took the microphone out of Reese Young's hand, and faeedaimera squarely.

“I am Rhett Conrad, lawyer for the Latro family. \&ee bringing a wrongful death suit
against Mr. Joalheiro in the amount of two million dodl to cover eighteen years of child
support, forty-five years of lost wages, and his famigisotional pain and suffering. Robin had
trouble in school, but the schools didn’t help him. ldd problems with the law, but the
juvenile-justice system failed him. He looked for wdsl the workplace refused him. He was
crying out for help, but society turned a deaf ear. Now thead, and someone has to pay.” He
handed the microphone back to the reporter.

“A grieving family is seeking justice against the cold-bloodedderer who—"
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“Cut!” Greg shouted. “How many times do | have to telilyd_eave the editorials to the
editors. You report the facts. Just the facts.”

* * *

When the police took Mr. J. into custody late Friday mugnword spread through the
neighborhood faster than celebrity gossip. The otlechants banded together to organize a
march on Sunday afternoon in support of their comradesoAs as he heard, Campbell
Sheuster, a conservative running for the district’s cdyncil seat, volunteered to speak at the
rally. Working-class anger and fear filled the air vtttk sweet smell of votes.

With the news crew in place, Greg Abner grabbed Reesegvlopithe lapels.

“Look, kid, don’t screw up again. Got it?”

“Yeah, yeah, | got it.”

The rookie reporter stood ready, holding his microphoneh@shrong of marchers
approached, the cameraman signaled.

“This is Reese Young reporting live from Cross Streetsltkan twenty yards from me a
crowd of demonstrators advances, carrying banners tétfFeee Stevie-Jay' and chanting,
‘Stevie-Jay leads the way'. . . Excuse me, sir, cantgth me why you’re marching here today?”

“To support Stevie-Jay. We're taking the streets back trenctriminals. This igur
neighborhood.”

“And you, ma’am. Why did you come out today?”

“Because I'm sick and tired of the crime and violentéhe police won't protect us, we
have to protect ourselves. Stevie-Jay is leading the Meaghowed us how.”

Another woman added, “We're putting the criminals on motyou come to our

neighborhood, you die.”
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The crowd continued their march to the end of the stwdetre a makeshift platform
stood. When they stopped in front of it, Campbell Shewsépped up to the microphone and
looked out at some fifteen hundred faces.

“The namby-pamby liberals in City Hall tell us we shoutlerstand criminals and feel
sorry for them. | say we introduce them to the joprafaking rocks.”

The crowd cheered.

“Are we going to coddle the criminals?”

“No!” they roared.

“Are we going to pamper the street punks?”

“‘No!”

“Are we going to humor the hooligans and hoodlums?

“‘No!”

“Are we going to baby the bandits and burglars?”

“‘No!”

“Or are we going to gang up on the gangsters?”

“Yes!” the crowd screamed in a frenzy.

“Crack down on the crooks?”

“Yes!”

“Fight back at the felons?”

“Yes!” The alliteration was working its magic.

“Stevie-Jay sits in a jail for doing what the copstaecowardly to do.” Sheuster raised
his right fist in the air and cried, “Free Stevie-Jay!”

“Free Stevie-Jay!” the crowd echoed with fists raisedvall.
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On YouTube someone posted an amateur video of the rallghwbored two-and-a-half
million hits in two days. The national news picked up theys The next day a Facebook page
entitled “Support Stevie-Jay” counted 1.6 million “likes.”

* * *

When two officers led Mr. J. to the interrogation rodrattMonday, Detectives Lex and
Cosmo were standing in the corner waiting, while MihiBner, the court-appointed defense
attorney, sat at the table. Across from him sat Maeler, a representative from the district
attorney’s office. A harsh light hung from the ceadliabove the table, washing out the pale gray
walls of the barren room.

Still in pain, his left arm in a sling, Mr. J. shuffledthe table and took his seat next to
his lawyer.

“Mr. Joalheiro, we're charging you with manslaughtehjck carries a maximum
sentence of twenty years,” Mr. Klaeger said.

“But | didn’t do anything wrong. I’'m the victim here,” Mr. Said, squinting from the
harsh light.

“You shot a man in the back and killed him.”

“It was self-defense.”

“He was on a motorcycle almost forty yards away posked no further threat to you.”

“We are prepared to argue in court,” Mr. Schirmer integggctthat by stealing his
livelihood the robbersverethreatening his life. They got away with approximately banedred
twenty thousand dollars’ worth of cash and merchanéigerything my client had was invested
in that inventory. He just lost his insurance, and, witcash, he can't replace it. He has no way

to earn a living, pay his rent, or buy food.”
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“Your client should have let the police do their job. ¥laee there to arrest criminals and
recover stolen property,” Detective Lex said, steppimgdod from the corner.

“But they didn’t do that the first two times | was rodigeMr. J. protested.

“My client has a point,” Mr. Schirmer said. “The poliaeen’t keeping him safe. He has
to protect his livelihood. That boy had quite a record. Wz it, some fourteen priors?”

“Law enforcement is not a matter for private citggrDetective Cosmo piped in from
the corner, leaning against the wall. “This isn’t the WildstV We can’t have him playing
cowboy.”

“| see from the case file that they found the getawatyicle abandoned by the side of a
road,” Mr. Shirmer said. “A slug was lodged in the tailpipbeey found another slug in the
asphalt. That proves my client was trying to shootloeitoack tire of the motorcycle. The death
was an accident.”

“Your client doesn’'t have a permit for a firearm,” Mflaeger said, “and the gun was
unregistered. Anytime you discharge a weapon on a stittepedestrians and motorists, you
are willing to kill whoever the bullet happens to hit. Thegyghe coroner retrieved from the
victim’s body proves that. What if he missed and thdiebhit a child?”

“Let’s not talk in hypotheticals. My client was seribuprovoked. They broke his nose,
cracked two of his ribs, and shot him in the shoulder.dtiedan a state of extreme emotional
disturbance.”

“That’s why we're charging him with manslaughter insteachorder.”

“He has enormous public support. He’s a kind of folk heroylddayour district attorney
should think about that come election time.”

“The election isn’t for another year, and the public &agry short memory.”
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“But twenty years in prison? He has no prior record. btep no threat to the
community. He regrets the boy's death and is willingxpress his regret publically. He's a
hard-working small-businessman as well as a family Hais highly respected in the
community.”

“We’ll seek the maximum only if we have to go to trial.

“What are you offering?”

“Three to five years in prison followed by five yearsimation and three thousand hours
of community service.”

The attorney whispered in Mr. J.’s ear. Nodding, Mr. Bispered back.

“My client is sixty-seven years old. Twenty yearsideath sentence. He'll take the
plea.”

“We’ll draw up the papers.”

Soon the two officers returned and led Mr. J. back to HisHtie head hanging low, Mr.
J. shuffled slowly along. He couldn’t believe what Wwappening: his life was over—his
business ruined, his money gone, a civil suit filed againsfdriiwwo million dollars.

“But | didn’t do anything wrong. | didn’'t do anything wrong,” hepkeepeating, near the
point of tears, to no one in particular.

Night fell on a broken man. Thirty-two years in thisiotry, and all for nothing.

The next morning they found Mr. J. hanged to death indlisidad they known, they

would have removed his shoelaces.
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Rehabilitation

“Hey, small fry!” Chuck Andrews shouted in the main IeIBelleville Middle School,
and all the eighth-graders turned around, chuckling, tb@eehe short kid would react.

“Small fries are something you order at McDonald’shk really the best you can do?”
Curtis Klein then launched a repartee worthy of Cyrde®ergerac: “How about ‘my miniature
man, my diminutive dwarf, my miniscule midget, my littl#liputian, my minikin manikin, my
vertically challenged chap, my pint-sized pygmy pupil, taywse-stunted student, my half-
height homunculus, or my tragically truncated troll'’td ou cancel your subscription to
Reader’s Dige& The section called ‘Word Power’ is written just fhe lexicographically
lacking.”

Curtis’s verbal pyrotechnics delighted the group of stigdastmuch as a fireworks
display on the fourth of July. With Chuck deluged by thisvedn of alliteration, they were still
laughing out loud when the bell rang for them to go toscl@uck stood there tongue-tied for a

moment before he followed them to the classroom.
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The sting of his public humiliation still fresh, Chuclotight to take his revenge by
sending to all the members of his class a text messageetid: “Curtis likes his math book
more than girls. He wants to marry it.”

As soon as they stole a glance at their phones, tiee students had to suppress a
snicker. A few seconds later they received anothey tigistone from Curtis, who had yet to
meet the quadratic equation he couldn’t solve in his heads, ‘IYady Mathematics is the richest
woman in the world, and after our wedding her fortune lpélimine.” Another—this time
insuppressible—snicker indicated that they all sensedutiedf his words.

“I don’t know what'’s so funny,” the teacher wheeled arofnath the board to say, “but |
want it to stop now, or else there’ll be extra homewonight.”

Bested again, Chuck grasped that he could not join battleCuittis on the verbal front,
where he was outgunned. He would have to fight the wayhaea been fighting since Homeric
times: in hand-to-hand, or perhaps foot-to-foot, combat.

The next morning as Curtis was proceeding to class, Gheftly stuck a foot out in
front of him and give him a little shove on the back.tSwent sprawling across the floor, his
books, notebooks, pens, pencils, and graphic calculatotingdutwards in centrifugal motion.

“You ought to watch where you're going,” Chuck said.

“Yes,” Curtis retorted, “at least as much as you watbbmw you're tripping.”

As he walked off, Chuck made a point of accidentally steppn Curtis’s calculator.
The onlooking students did not grant him the approving laudjeteras seeking, though. No, he
had just crossed a line. Witty bantering was one thimgmspirited bullying was another—a
difference entirely lost on Chuck, who could not failperceive the silent censure of his

classmates.
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Chuck decided that he would have to avoid open conflict agdge in guerrilla warfare.
The next morning while Curtis stood at his locker gettingobisks, Chuck passed closely by
and bumped him hard, then continued on without missing al&keja, hockey player shoulder-
checking an opponent into the boards and skating off. Oazé#ee blow, Curtis could not fire
off his usual witty comeback. Although Chuck had maneuveoeslibtly that most students
didn’t even notice the attack, two girls standing atri&et locker did. “God, what’s your
problem?” the first said. “Jerk!” the second added. Beltomg, word of Chuck’s unprovoked
broadside had spread, and his once sure-footed social stéwitkmgd on the brink of collapse.

That evening Chuck’s father, a beefy, brawny, burly cantbn worker, saw him
moping about. He set down his beer and muted the wrestaihghron television. “What’s
wrong with you?”

“This kid in school's making me look bad.”

“Well, is he bigger than you?”

“No.”

“Then beat the crap out of him. How many times do | havell you? Don’t take nuthin’
from nobody.”

Chuck knew he could count on his father to give him good adSluertly before the bell
rang for class the next morning, Chuck saw Curtis go ir@do#tthroom. He glanced around to
make sure no one was looking and followed him in.

“Hey, Curtsy, you know how we fix shrimps in my family?

“No.”

“Like this,” Chuck said and punched him in the stomach as tshe aould.
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Curtis doubled over in pain and fell to the floor. Grinningfweelf-satisfaction, Chuck
strutted out of the bathroom, sorry only that no else was feasting on his triumph but glad that
he had tasted a first course of revenge without being se father, at least, would congratulate
him. Indeed, when he told his father what had happenedattier patted him on the back and
said, “That’s my boy. He ain’t no punk.”

Over the next couple of weeks the harassment continueadtk@nacticed and perfected
the art of covert attack, ever more inconspicuously timgylthreatening, bumping, shoving,
elbowing, hitting, and tripping, so that Curtis dropped hiskan the hall or his lunch tray in
the cafeteria. As much as his camouflaged aggressiofiegtdtim, however, it did not
compensate for his steady loss of popularity with therokids. The next time Chuck happened
to find himself alone in the bathroom with Curtis, he aadnspiration.

“Hey, Curtsy, how much money you got in your wallet?”

“Just my allowance. Why?”

“How much is that?”

“Twenty-five dollars.”

“Fork it over.”

“Why?”

“It's for protection.”

“Protection from whom?”

“From me!”
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His hands trembling, Curtis took out his wallet and handed¢ns and a five to Chuck,
who then punched him in the stomach, leaving him doubled up dlothegain. That
transaction became a weekly occurrence for the caxtle of months.

For Curtis the regularity of the persecution began tblifeeChinese water-drip torture.
He found it difficult to concentrate, lost his appetéird had trouble falling asleep but woke up
with nightmares after he did. For the first time ia lfie he made a “B” on a math test. He even
played sick once or twice so he could stay home. Yeesphld have told his parents or a
principal what was wrong, but he feared further ostréiomaHe did not want to seem even
weaker than he was by having his parents intervene on faff,badr did he want to face
retaliation by Chuck if they did.

Gradually he formed a plan.

“Has Chuck been bothering you too?” Curtis asked Drew Austamall but slightly
larger kid than himself, an audio-and-video technophile Gamtis’s best friend—not that there
was any competition for that job.

“Yeah, he has. But what can we do about it? He wouldtbeatrap out of us if we tried
anything.”

“Well, | have an idea. Listen.” As they walked togeth@urtis whispered the details to
Drew.

The next week at the regularly appointed bathroom shakedowvtis positioned himself
just in front of the last stall and waited for Chuck pp@ar. When he did, Chuck said as usual,
“Give me the money.”

“What if | don't?”
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Chuck whipped out his father’s switchblade, which he had brougt iome. “Then I'll
cut your heart out,” he said with a grin.

Curtis handed over the money according to the prescriled aihd took his punch in the
stomach, doubling over and falling to the floor. When Chuwak laft, Drew jumped down from
the toilet seat on which he had perched himself, as thioidgity in the Trojan horse, opened the
stall door, and came out.

“Did you get it?” Curtis asked, pulling himself up.

“Did | ever! Just look.”

Drew held up a smart phone. By raising it just abovettiledoor, he managed to
capture the whole scene. The switchblade definitely warkéakir favor.

When the time for the next weekly exaction cameti€and Drew had both assumed
their positions of the previous week. Chuck entered asyalesad demanded his money.

“You might want to look at something first,” Curtis said.

“What?”

“Drew, come out and show him.”

Drew stepped out of the stall and played the video for CH&® what?” Chuck said.

“I'll tell you what, my knife-brandishing, hebdomadal estionist. We caught you on
tape committing armed robbery, a felony offense, foctvlyou can receive a determinate
sentence of incarceration until the age of twenty4oribe state juvenile corrections facility. If
you attempt to bully us again, we will send a copy ofidgo to the principal, the president of

the school board, the municipal police, the county dhanf the district attorney.”
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“Yeah, well, what if | just smash your phone?” Chuckstedd the idea of wreaking
further mischief.

“I've already transferred the footage to my home compubBew shot back, “and
enhanced both the audio and the video. Just one click ofdhee, and off it goes.”

Chuck did not understand everything Curtis had just told bunhe grasped enough to
know that he had stabbed himself with his own knife. “Okégy, I'll leave you guys alone,” he
said and turned to leave.

“Not so fast,” Curtis said. “Not just us. Everyone. Thélyong stops here. Understand?”

“Yeah, okay,” Chuck said with no sense of commitment.

“Then there’s the matter of the restitution of ydlgotten gain.”

“The what?”

“You are going to pay me back all my money. You havewaek. Same time, same
place. See you then.”

“Fat chance.” Chuck laughed.

Drew held up his right index finger and flexed it sevaraés. “My finger is just itching
to click that mouse.”

“Oh, man,” Chuck whined. He had already spent most ofrihveey, and knew he
couldn’t get it from his father, who would beat the crapaf him for being a punk.

The following week at the scheduled time, though, Chuck partdsdn full with money
earned by the sweat of someone’s brow, though not sedgshis.

“There’s your money. That'’s it. We're done.”

“Hardly. We’'re just getting started. For next week'yegoing to read a book on

bullying and write a book report on it. There are sa\Merthe school library.”
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“What? Are you kidding? No way! | don’'t even read booksclass.” Chuck hauled back
to punch Curtis in the gut the way he used to.

“The book or the video,” Drew said, moving his open palmsngpdmwn to simulate the
scales of a balance. “You choose.”

As though Lee had just surrendered his sword, or rathewh@hblade, to Grant at an
Appomattox bathroom, Chuck sighed and said only half audiDkay.”

The following week Chuck came with his book report. “Heig,” he grumbled,
submitting two handwritten pages to Curtis. He knew betterythan to walk away.

“Did you learn something about yourself by reading that bbok?

“Yeah, | guess so.” He muttered his words, looking downeagtbund and shifting his
weight from one foot to the other. When was this tergoing to be over? He couldn’t wait to
get out of there.

“Good. For next week you are going to write a two-hundifegbword essay on why you
bully and how your bullying affects your victims.”

Chuck moaned but didn’t even bother to protest. Like @iesoin the Light Brigade, “his
was not to make reply, his was not the reason why, ledwiato do or die.” He hated the self-
confrontation Curtis was forcing upon him, but at leasbme else knew about.

When he handed in the essay the following week, Curtis ja/cursory reading, then
concluded: “Your grammar is atrocious, your spelling is everse; but it will serve the
purpose. Now you're going to shoot a video of yourself readiegessay out loud and post it on
YouTube. You have one week, at which time you will repaxtk to me here.”

“For everyone to see? Like hell.” Curtis hauled back agapunch Curtis, proving just

how hard old habits die.
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“Just one click of the mouse. Just one little click.e@rhad taken out the ballpoint pen
from his shirt pocket and clicked it each time he sagdwhbrd “click.”

Chuck had never found himself matched with an opponenbiid aot vanquish by
physical strength. Like a defeated Samnite soldier takerRaman slavery, Chuck lowered his
arm and obeyed his new master. At the appointed meetrygltbwing week, Curtis, who had
watched the video and sent the link to all his classmiateshim, “Well done, or at least well
enough. Now you’re going to apologize in person to ajlaair victims, and do one good deed a
week for each of them to make amends for your bullyingpkeleg of your good deeds—what
you did, when you did it, and for whom—and turn it into mewr regular meetings. I'll be
verifying your records.”

Later that week, a girl he liked to tease was taking hense project home at the end of
the day. Chuck rushed to open the door for her.

She smiled at him. “Why, thank you, Chuck. That was migitg of you.”

A little embarrassed, Chuck smiled back. He had never ndimecdute she was.

As the weeks rolled by and Chuck, at first reluctantly, tvedsout his task, he noticed the
other students’ attitudes towards him were starting to chargss smiled when they saw him,
they said hello to him in the halls, they sat with Imnthe lunchroom.

Chuck liked these changes and no longer went once a ikegBdneral Custer to face
Sitting Bull at the bathroom of Little Big Horn.

“What do you want me to do now?” Chuck took the initiativeask at the next meeting.

“I hereby dub you the bulwark against bullies, the paladlifeir prey, and the
vindicator of all the victims in the school.” Curtis tagd@m on each shoulder with an

imaginary sword, a gesture that mystified Chuck.
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“Huh?”

“From now on whenever anyone is bullied, it willyseur job to stand up for them and
stop the bullying.”

“Oh, okay. | can do that.” Chuck smiled, confident of lee @ind strength.

By threatening to beat the crap out of anyone who budiganeone else, within a few

short weeks Chuck had eliminated bullying at Belleville Midsiégool.
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Three Unforgettable Days

That Tuesday morning began like any other morning. All aroumdshidents were
joking and laughing, but Kemp Armstrong, a junior in high s¢head at his desk, his American
history book to the left, his spiral notebook open intfimirhim, and his pen in hand, ready to
write down everything the teacher said. The bell rar®@ @8, the teacher began his lecture on the
Great Chicago Fire of 1871, and Kemp started writing.

Suddenly, a crackling came over the intercom. “Facultysandents,”—it was the
principal’s voice, quavering—"“America is under attack. i @atching the CNN report live
from New York City into the closed circuit televisidPlease direct your attention to the
monitors.”

It was 9:20, and the first image was flickering onto theest mounted in the upper right
corner of the front of the classroom—a tall towettva massive hole torn in it near the top,
flames raging within, and dark smoke pouring from the Heéxver had Kemp seen anything like

it. Was there an explosion inside the tower? Fos¢hwho had just tuned in, the reporter soon
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repeated that at 8:46 a.m. American Airlines Flight 1%hed into the North Tower of the
World Trade Center in New York City. They were now etaig footage shot just minutes after.

What a terrible accident, Kemp thought, forgetting feeeond the principal’'s
announcement. The reporter continued that at 9:03 UnitéidesirFlight 175 crashed into the
South Tower, and new footage aired simultaneously ter gh&Jpon impact a huge ball of fire
rose from the tower, and a mushroom cloud of pitch-béactke billowed into the air. Once
might be an accident, Kemp thought. Twice is an aetasf Just now had the principal’'s words
sunk in. But who could attack America? Kemp sat in a stusifeace resembling a state of
suspended animation. For a few moments, he didn't exeathe, as if the shock had literally
knocked the breath out of him. He couldn’t believe itable to make any sense of the attack, he
felt his anxiety rising. His breathing now returned, rapid simallow; his heart was racing; his
head was spinning, his limbs weak.

“Oh, my God!” the girl in front of him cried, burstingto hysterical sobs. “My dad is on
that flight.” At once students gathered around her. Twibh@i each held one of her hands. Shy
around girls, Kemp hesitated. He wanted to comfort baglk her she was not alone, to show
her he cared, but he felt unsure of himself. Finally, beecka hand on her shoulder. That human
contact probably comforted him more than it did her.

Up until this point the class had witnessed destructios, dnd smoke from afar. Now
the television screen brought them closer to see paapl@ing from the towers to their deaths.
Some two hundred of them. These were not actors, amd/#s not a movie. For the first time,
Kemp was seeing real people die a real death. He waitclhedror, and his blood ran cold,

sending chills down his spine and shudders through his bolgt Whis parents had been on
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that plane or working in one of the towers? An onlyd;Hile would be all alone. His heart broke
for the girl in front of him.

The reporter narrated the events over and over, ad@iggménts of information as they
trickled in, and the screen showed the same imagesatna again, as though the attacks were
repeating themselves nonstop. But soon a new report cam@ied:37 American Airlines Flight
77 crashed into the first floor on the western sidé@fRentagon. Live footage showed the
Pentagon on fire, part of it collapsed. Who could belite¢ the Department of Defense of the
United States of America lay in flames and ruins? Tdrg gight was an outrage. Speechless and
immobile, Kemp wanted to scream, jump up, and strike ostbraeone. He felt pressure in his
head, tightness in his chest, the clenching of his #8&s there no end to the terror?

In real time Kemp and the others watched the collapsigecfouth Tower at 9:59 and
that of the North Tower at 10:28. People ran screamipaimc away from a tidal wave of
smoke, ash, and debris that pursued them down the New Mgrkt@ets and threatened to
engulf them. Upon all of lower Manhattan a flood of smelubmerged everything from the
ground to the tops of the skyscrapers.

In between came word that United Airlines Flight 93 hadleed into a field near
Shanksville, Pennsylvania. It was all too overwhelming. Shdiskelief, anxiety, grief, horror,
indignation, outrage—by the end of the period the oventdaatense feelings had left Kemp in
a state of emotional numbness.

Throughout the day, story after story emerged of the geushown by firefighters,
police officers, and rescue workers, four hundred ele¥@&rhom died trying to save their fellow
New Yorkers. The unprovoked attacks striking at the synidifodsnerican security and

prosperity, the loss of innocent life, the destructioproperty, the heroic self-sacrifice of so
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many—all of it was unspeakably painful to see but not so muttteagcenes broadcast later of
thousands of Palestinians dancing for joy in the stagetgloating over a wounded America.

At 8:30 that evening Kemp and his parents gathered in the ligom in front of the
television for President George W. Bush’s address to ti@nnéis words “disbelief, terrible
sadness, and a quiet, unyielding anger” resonated deapKemp. At the same time Kemp
drew consolation and hope when the President declareddfist attacks can shake the
foundations of our biggest buildings, but they cannot tobetidundation of America. These
acts shattered steel, but they cannot dent the st@ahefican resolve.” For the first time Kemp
felt not like a private individual but like the citizehanation and the member of a people.
Rescuing survivors, burying the dead, consoling the bereaeeding the debris, rebuilding the
site, bringing the perpetrators to justice, defending théedr8tates against its enemies—these
were the tasks that lay ahead, and Kemp wanted to jofellma/ Americans in accomplishing
them.

Kemp turned in early that night, but before he got into hedjid something he had not
done in a long time. As the President had asked, heliyndie side of his bed and prayed for
“all those who grieve, for the children whose world hasen shattered, for all whose sense of
safety and security has been threatened.” In a singléhdavorld had changed, and life would
never be the same. September 11, 2001 was a day he wouldangee

The next morning Kemp awoke in a daze and went about Iysaddivities like a
sleepwalker. His body performed the motions—school, spfartsly dinner, homework—but

his mind was elsewhere, as though in a bad dream but uoakéké up. For the next nine days
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he would focus on the task at hand only to have his ctnatiem dissolve into a confused
anxiety after a matter of seconds. Who did this to usadry® Will they strike again? When?

Yes, America had been attacked before, at Pearl HadBhoKemp knew exactly who
did it—the Japanese. And why—to conquer Southeast Asiawtitimerican interference. His
father, who shared Kemp'’s interest in American hystbad explained those events to him.
Now things were different. Kemp knew nothing of the gtévindividuals who had carried out
the attacks or of their motives. Who in the world vdowknt to hurt America and for what
possible reason? He craved answers.

On September 20 President Bush addressed a joint seE§longress. Kemp and his
parents gathered again in front of the television. 2ekgsa blue suit, a white shirt, and a blue
tie, with a small American flag pinned to his lapel, Busbunted the podium slowly and with
dignity, to hearty applause. He spoke seriously but cakniy,his demeanor began to quiet
Kemp’s anxieties.

“Americans are asking,” the President said, “Who &taoour country?”” Yes, that was
Kemp’s question exactly. He felt as though the presidené speaking directly to him. Sitting
on the edge of the sofa, Kemp leaned towards the telavi&iterrorist group named al-Qaeda
was the culprit, led by Osama bin Laden and supported biatiiean. Although Kemp had
never heard of any of them and knew nothing about theffe/thelieved to have a certainty
firmly in his grasp.

“Americans are asking,” the President continued, “Whyluey hate us?”” Yes, why? It
was as though the President were reading Kemp’s mind. Aggaeered intently at the
television screen and pricked up his ears. They hate ass®of our democratic freedom of

religion and speech, our freedom to vote and to disagteeowe another. Instead, they want to
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seize power and impose their radical beliefs on evergise, as the fascists, the Nazis, and the
communists had before them. Yet America had won oett these enemies, and it would defeat
the terrorists too. The President himself said so: ‘Gthese of this conflict is not known, yet its
outcome is certain.” Finally, things were beginningriake sense to Kemp.

* * *

On October 7 the United States military began its stiikégghanistan. Kemp bought a
large map of the country, hung it on his bedroom wall, aacked every operation with a
pushpin. Each morning at breakfast he read the paper; exsring he watched the news; time
and again he looked up geographical locations on the Inténrelarge notebook Kemp kept an
almost daily record of the events and his interpretatdnisem.

Kemp’s was not simply an interest in current evemtsven in politics. The world was
far more complex and dangerous than he had realized gdiedt driven to understand it and his
place in it. How could so many of his classmates jusit waget back to normal, planning their
college careers, following their favorite sports tedisgning to pop music, playing video
games, or just hanging out? He couldn’'t comprehend it.

By the end of 2001 Osama bin Laden, al-Qaeda, and the Taliblmger occupied the
limelight. Kemp had learned there was an “axis of esglisisting of nations with totalitarian
aspirations who hated the United States for its demypenad freedom. At the very center of this
axis stood Iraq, led by the diabolical dictator Saddam HusNet only had he murdered
thousands of his own people, he also possessed stockgiiedogiical and chemical weapons.
Moreover, he had ballistic missiles and unmanned aeities to unleash them not just on
neighbors like Israel but even on the eastern sedladahe United States. Kemp felt vulnerable.

And, as if these weapons of mass destruction werenooigh, Saddam Hussein was seeking to
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acquire weapons-grade uranium for nuclear bombs. If hehegice would be no limit to the
carnage he could wreak.

Kemp firmly believed the United States had to depose aadrdihim, destroy his
weapons of mass destruction, liberate the Iraqi peogtieipsa new regime, and preserve the
peace and freedom of the world. Who else could do it? Téwsamvar of right against wrong, of
justice against tyranny, of good against evil—an apocaligatite of biblical proportions. On
the night of the September 11 attacks, the Presidentldid'Either you are with us, or you are
with the terrorists.” Even if almost none of theaBrstates supported a US invasion, if the UN
Security Council refused to provide a mandate, and istsangest European allies, France and
Germany, opposed the war, the United States would halewiat had to be done. Alone, if
necessary. In more than a decade since the Gulf Ydgrhad grown weaker and the United
States stronger. If the US had beaten Saddam HussajrKiap concluded, we would beat him
twice as badly now, and finish what we had only stabfore.

Kemp was sure that the Arab states would love Amefieathe US soldiers had
uprooted this noxious weed from their soil, and history waudd favorably upon his country.
In fact, he was now thinking of majoring in politicalesace in college next year and entering
public service when he graduated. Perhaps his name would gardbistory too. He relished
the thought.

On October 2, 2002 Congress passed a resolution authorigingelof military force
against Irag, and on March 20 the invasion, dubbed OperasignAreedom, began. President
Bush delivered his “Mission Accomplished” speech aboagdtJ®S Abraham Lincolon May 1.
In a mere six weeks America achieved what it had sabadd, and Kemp was swelling with

pride in his country.
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Secretly, though, he was sad. A senior in high schomslama just barely eighteen, Kemp
had not been able to take part in the operation and hatldw it from afar. He would have
given anything to be a part of it.

On Thursday, June 5, 2003, Kemp graduated from high scho6t@d @.m. ceremony.
Afterwards one of his classmates hosted a cookowlébmate, but Kemp skipped the party. He
had something important to do the next morning, and he wamtasldt his best.

On Friday morning the Army recruiter took Kemp’s heigtejght, and medical history
and made sure he had no drug use or criminal conviction mabkground, Then the recruiter
asked, “So, what makes you want to join the Army, son?”

“America is at war, sir, and it needs good soldiers.”

“Mmhmm.” Looking weary, the middle-aged man in uniform natidéfter the 9/11
attacks, a lot of kids have wanted to enlist. Mostuigers would just sign you up, but | want to
be straight with you.”

“Okay.” Kemp swallowed, not knowing what to expect.

“Most youngsters these days think of war as high adveandaglory, but it's not a video
game.”

“Understood, sir.”

The recruiter knit his brow in seriousness. “Do you knaw Imany soldiers come home
wounded or die on the battlefield?”

“Casualties are a part of war, sir.” Besides, somethikegthat wouldn’t happen to him.
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“Even when soldiers escape physical harm, they aibeme back with psychological
issues. PTSD is serious problem among veterans, and aagnoumber of them commit
suicide.”

“Yes, I've read about that, sir.” He, of course, wasde of stronger stuff.

Looking down, the recruiter shook his head. “l hate to atng, son, but the sad truth is
that many wounded veterans do not receive adequate caeeisBe¢A hospitals are
underfunded, they sometimes deliver substandard healtheseoriclo not cover all injuries
sustained in war. In my opinion, it’'s a national disgra

“Yes, sir,” Kemp said. “America’s veterans deserve gt But what need would he
have of a VA hospital?

“l couldn’t agree more,” the recruiter said. “So, you ustiard the risks involved in
joining the Army?”

“There’s a high price to be paid for freedom, sir, butvttath every penny.” In his mind,
Kemp pictured a Distinguished Service Cross, a PurpletHwamaybe even a Medal of Honor
pinned to his chest.

“Then let’s talk about what comes next in the enlistnprocess.”

After they had done so for another twenty minutes, Kegfiprl high spirits.

* * *

Friday evening at dinner his mother asked, “So, Kemp, wieagaur thoughts about the
future?”

“I’'m not just thinking about the future,” Kemp said. “I’'m g something about it.”

His mother, about to take a bite, paused midair with adbdéfmashed potatoes.
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“This morning when | went out, | spoke to an Army re@yitKemp went on. “I'm
going to serve in Iraq.”

His mother’s dropped fork clanged on the plate. “But, hptteywar just ended.”

“Saddam Hussein hasn't been captured yet, there are skkkb{zoof resistance, and we
have to find the weapons of mass destruction. We carihiden fall into the hands of the
insurgents.”

“But that sounds so dangerous, and you're still so young. &@hit you go to college,
and maybe find a nice girlfriend? You never had one alludtndhigh school.”

“The Army will pay for my college education, and therdl be time for girls later. Right
now I've got more important things to do.”

“He’s eighteen,” his father chimed in. “He’s a man rawd can make his own
decisions.” Turning to Kemp, he continued: “Son, you arengitihe long line of Army men in
our family who have proudly worn the uniform. | servedhe first Gulf War; your grandfather
fought in Vietnam; and your great-grandfather in Korea.”

Kemp had no need for a lesson in the family history, whie knew by heart. “And don’t
forget Uncle Jack,” he said.

“Uncle Jack joined the Navy,” his father quipped. “Thatsidiecount.” He chuckled at
his own joke, and Kemp did too—his mother did not.

“But, son, I'm proud of you.”

“I’'m still worried,” his mother said.

Kemp’s father cocked his head to the right and raisethisyebrow, as if to say, “What

do you want? She’s a girl.”
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Nodding slightly in acknowledgement, Kemp enjoyed the manterstanding between

his father and himself.

Initially Kemp had thought he could just sign the necessargrgaand ship out to Irag.
But he could not even take the Armed Services Vocatidpaiude Battery until June 16. In the
ten days that remained, he immersed himself in the Medtd study guide and took practice
tests for each of the ten areas. The minimum aabépscore was thirty-one. When Kemp sat for
the test at the local National Guard Armory and madeetyithree, his Army recruiter started
taking him much more seriously.

“You've got a good head on your shoulders there, Kemp, dtisuiter said when he
gave him the test results.

“And there’s no way those terrorists are going to k& my shoulders,” Kemp joked,
smiling at his success.

In spite of his fine performance, Kemp had to wait untiy 14 to travel to the Military
Entrance Processing Station at Fort Lee, Virginia,revive would undergo a physical and be
fingerprinted for an FBI background check. He bought a largadar, hung it on his wall
opposite the map of Afghanistan, and circled the foutkelerred. Every night he marked a
black X through that day’'s date. During the intervening masthontinued to follow the
progress of the military operations in Afghanistan aad.|He read up on Iraq’s geography and
history and on its people and culture. To everyone’s amant, he even taught himself the
Arabic alphabet so that he could read street signs arelisimes and learned a few simple

phrases in that language.
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The day finally came. After Kemp had passed his physicabaokiground check, he
spoke with a service liaison counselor.

“Do you know what you would like to do in the Army?” sheked.

“Infantry,” Kemp said without hesitation.

“Well, with your ASVAB scores, there are lots of pdsities open to you.”

“Ma’am, my father was an infantryman, my grandfatlaed my great-grandfather too.
It's in my blood.” He didn't tell her Uncle Jack had jeththe Navy.

That answer settled the matter. Once an officeraabministered the oath of enlistment,
he shook Kemp’s hand and said, “Welcome to the Armyjesold

“Thank you, sir,” Kemp said. “I feel as though I've justhe®home.”

When Kemp returned to his family home, he drew a redeane his calendar around
October 18, the date his One Station Unit Training wouldnb&igFort Benning in Columbus,
Georgia. He would go through ten weeks of Basic Combanifgaand four additional weeks of
Advanced Individual Training. Although he was already ioedfent physical condition from
high school basketball and track, Kemp began rising at 4m30 as he would have to do in basic
training, and going for a five-mile run. He would then aatkfast and an hour later hit the gym
to lift weights, working opposite muscle groups on alterdafes. After his program of personal
study and dinner with his family, he was in bed at 9:00.

The first week of basic training Kemp was the only reamnd could do a hundred
pushups nonstop. His drill sergeant said admiringly, “Aromgj, you're fit as a fiddle.”

“Thank you, sir,” Kemp replied, pleased with the recogniti‘Now as soon as you tune

me up, I'll be ready to play.”
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When Kemp finished his training on January 26, 2004, he had esksileave. The first
thing he did when he got home was to circle February &dron his wall calendar. On that day
he was to report to Fort Bragg, North Carolina, wherede assigned to a unit that would
deploy in a month. Kemp took a pocket calendar withtoifrort Bragg and circled the
deployment date in red. What if he were the one to caj@addam Hussein? He imagined the
President inviting him to the White House to receive a comntiomda

On March &emp arrived in Iraq and joined a patrol unit straightawdne real work
had begun, and the job wasn't easy. Day after day thea®ture exceeded 100 degrees, and
Kemp always had sand in his eyes and mouth, his shoesekg] and even his underwear.
Dressed in his desert camouflage uniform, he often caixgdpounds of gear and equipment.
He ate his ready-to-eat meals out of a brown glgsiuch. Some nights he slept without a tent
on a cot in the open. After a fifteen-hour shift, hes\wieed. A shower came as a rare luxury.

Although Kemp had read about the heat, the sand, the werkpdd, and roughing it in
the open, actually experiencing it was another thing éntikeevertheless, in spite of the
physical discomfort, Kemp was happier than he had eaem.lHe was finally doing what he
wanted to do, answering a noble call, making a real diffe. Often he thought of how proud of
him his father must feel, and his mother would eventuadllize she had nothing to worry
about.

Kemp’s squad went door to door, street by street, checkirtdjrigs for insurgents,
weapons caches, and explosives. Sometimes they rameldliag, when they had intelligence
that terrorists or kidnap victims were holed up there. &fatteir work lay in having the locals

fill out census forms so that they could get a bettex @feavho was where and of how many
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families had been displaced. Whereas some Iragioweld them with mint tea and their
diamond-shaped samoon bread, others refused to talk f@atradf retaliation by the insurgents.
Still others praised Saddam Hussein as the leader od$lstance against the foreign invaders
and cursed Kemp and his comrades as American dogs. Themthethe occasional sniper fire
and the sporadic car bombs to contend with. Corpses alemad Iraqis sometimes lay in the
street. Most of the time the locals just stepped theam as they went about their business.
Kemp’s squad tried to identify the victims and assisteghtiiee in capturing the murderers.

So the work continued month after sweltering month. Gualy, September 24, Kemp
set out with his patrol early in the morning as usual. Emeesrelentless sun. The same hot wind.
The same gritty sand. Not far away, still within eyespetple were shopping at the open-air
market, and children were playing with a ball in the str&eund nine in the morning, Kemp
suddenly saw a brilliant white flash and heard a deafeningliénun

Everything went black.

When Kemp came to and opened his eyes, he was lying imbdezbaerved a woman
dressed in white at his bedside.

“Where am 1?” he stammered.

“The Landstuhl Regional Medical Center, just ten miadtem Ramstein Air Base,” the
nurse said.

“In Germany?” Kemp asked, utterly confused.

“You were medevacked in yesterday and underwent surgergdimabely.”

“Surgery for what?”

“Your left leg.”
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Kemp reached down, felt with his hand, and found a band&getp about four inches
above where his knee should have been. Inside him somdtbze. He turned mute, unable to
respond to the nurse.

“There was some sort of explosion,” the nurse erpldi “Maybe a landmine, maybe a
homemade bomb. The doctors weren’t able to save ygublg they did save your life.”

Kemp still did not respond, staring blankly in front of him

“I know it's a lot to absorb right now,” the nursadsdBut I'm sure you’ll want to talk to
someone about it later.”

Kemp just shook his head no.

Nevertheless, an Army chaplain stopped in on him thetrafon. “Hello, Kemp,” I'm
Reverend Santos. | just wanted to drop by and see how \aniing.”

“I'm fine, sir” Kemp said, now that he had had a few fsotar think and recover from the
initial shock. A soldier first of all, he had to ststyong.

“Well, I'm glad to hear that. You know, Kemp, a lotmdople who lose a limb go
through a process of grief, depression, or anger. Sothewffeel helpless, hopeless, and fearful
of the future.”

“Not me, sir. | knew the risks involved when | enlistéth proud to have served my
country and sacrificed for it. | may not get a Purplerfjdaut this stump is my badge of honor.”

“Well, | must say that is a positive attitude. Stillopé& who have suffered your type of
injury want to be productive. Perhaps | could help you find@ational retraining program.”

“I've discovered | have a knack for languages, sir, andniaping | can retrain as a

linguist and learn Arabic to be an Army translator andrpreter.”



229

“Now that sounds like a good plan,” Rev. Santos said. Tiegpaused. “For a lot of guys,
though, there are other, more sensitive issues. Lodimpbacan deal a real blow to your sense of
masculinity and your feelings of sexual attractivenesiscapability.”

Kemp blushed. “I'll be fine, sir.”

“Well, okay, then. | just wanted you to know that I'm éi@nd that you can talk to me at
any time.”

“| appreciate that, sir.”

Of course, Kemp told the chaplain what he himself watddzklieve but didn’t really,
and, without knowing it, the reverend had hit a raw nefeep didn’t have a girlfriend, and his
high school classmates had sometimes teased him abaldtimgt. Not that he had no interest in
girls. On the contrary, Kemp wanted to focus on his egidnd his career so that, when the time
came, he would be in a good position to marry and sfarhdy. He even dreamed of raising his
own son to continue the family tradition and becorseldier. But what woman would ever
want him now—now, when he most needed a woman to comfaft Kemp felt like half a man.

In a single day Kemp’s world had changed again, and lii@ldvweever be the same.
September 24, 2004 was the second day he would never forget.

* * *

During his recovery Kemp read the newspaper every mornipgyrirto distract himself
from his misery. It was also a kind of luxury since baldn’t get a paper very often in Iraqg.

On October 1, he read that the day before, Septemb#re3baq Survey Group had
released the Duelfer Report. His eyes grew wide asdakit®econclusions. The ISG found no
evidence that Saddam Hussein was attempting to resurreuidlear program that ended in

1991 after the Gulf War. In that same year he had destroig stockpile of chemical weapons
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and had not renewed it since. Four years later, in 1898b&andoned his biological weapons
program, and nothing indicated to the ISG that he hadivated it. In short, there were no
weapons of mass destruction. Kemp’s entire reasoenigting in the Army, for his call to serve
his country, and for his great personal sacrifice didemat. Just one week later his whole world
had changed again, and life would never be the same. Segt86) 2004 was the third day he

would never forget.

At that moment Rev. Santos happened to pass by.

“Chaplain,” Kemp called ouit.

“Yes, Kemp,” Rev. Santos said, approaching. “How are yong@d

“Not so good. I think | need to talk to you after all.”

Rev. Santos nodded. “Well, I'm here for you. Why don’ti y@wme by my office this
afternoon, say, at two o’clock?”

At the appointed time an orderly rolled Kemp in a wheeta@awvn to the chaplain’s
office, stationed him in front of the chaplain’s deskd left, closing the door behind him.

Rev. Santos came out from behind his desk and sat imahair catty-cornered to
Kemp.

“I'm glad you came in,” he said.

“Have you seen this?” Kemp asked, holding up the newspaper.

Rev. Santos took it and glanced at the headline. “Ad, e Duelfer Report. | imagine
it comes as quite a shock to a lot of young men and wamtée service.”

“What did I lose my leg for?” Kemp said, fighting back teaf indignation.

“You're feeling lied to and betrayed.”
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Kemp nodded.

“And angry that you were deceived.”

Kemp nodded again.

“And you don’t see how you can go on.”

Kemp nodded one more time.

“Let me ask you a few questions, Kemp. Why did you wabtoe to Iraq in the first
place?”

“To defend our country against terrorists and to liberagdrémgi people.”

“Did you do that to the best of your ability?”

“Yes.”

“If you were called upon again to defend your country armbtoe to the aid of an
oppressed people, would you do it?”

Kemp paused. “Yes.” He himself had just realized that tweldv

“Even after what you know now?”

“Yes.”

“Even if it meant losing your other leg?”

“Yes.”

“Or dying?”

“Yes,” Kemp said and hung his head, shaken to the coreehtyuth he had just
discovered about himself.

“Kemp,” Rev. Santos said, “you have served with homeooeding to the highest

principles of the Armed Forces. The American peopleoyou its gratitude and respect. In this



232

case, it seems the intelligence community failed theidat and his advisors, and the President
failed you. But you did not fail them.”

Kemp shook his head no, staring at the floor.

“You have a long road ahead of you—being fitted with a petstldevice, going through
physical therapy, learning to walk again, retraining foewa job, coming to terms with your
loss. How do you do it? With your head held high.”

Kemp lifted his chin and nodded yes. The terrorists had redras leg; they would not

cripple his spirit.
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The Interrogation

“We can put a man on the moon. Don’t you think we clinvteen you'’re lying?”
Detective Adams said in his Texas drawl. He bent ovezdbhis palms on the scratched-up
table of the interrogation room. Across from him fiftegear-old Zac Reinemund sat
unresponsive on a metal chair. The stark fluoresceritwigbhed the color from the walls.

In the summer of 1969 the whole country was swelling witthe that an American, Neil
Armstrong, was the first man to set foot on the m&ae. Reinemund, however, didn’t exactly
see the connection between lunar landing and lie titmteét a loss for an answer, he could feel
the muscles in the back of his neck tighten, his hesatt faster, and his palms start to sweat.

While the detective stood bent over, waiting in vainagaeply, his white shirt gaped
between the buttons. His gut hung well over his low-telue slacks, and his pant legs
stopped about three-quarters of an inch too short, exposinghiie socks.

“We know you're lying,” the detective said. “Why don’'t youtjeenfess? Admit it—you
broke into the house across the street and stoledheyny

Zac tossed his long hair out of his face. “But | didn’tittio
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What else could he say? Detective Adams based his &iocusa the sole fact that the
neighbors saw him sitting on the curb strumming a guitaevieaing of the burglary. So, he
committed the theft because he played the guitar, andetective knew he was lying because
the Americans had beaten the Russians to the moon.3&fise did that make? He felt like a
character in the theatre of the absurd. In the alesehicard evidence or logical arguments they
had played ping-pong with the paddles of accusation andl den@ver half an hour now. Zac
had made no progress in convincing the detective of his émoac

Then Detective Adams changed his tack. “Here, takgo#nsil and paper, and write
these words: ‘I'm sorry | did this, but | needed the mofeeydrugs.”

“What? You want me to write a confession? No way. I'hawng it.”

“No, it's not a confession. We need a handwriting samjulst for comparison. You
don’t have to sign it.”

Reluctantly, Zac complied. When he had finished writibgtective Adams examined the
paper. “Uh huh. Just what | thought. We found a note imohese with these words, and | would
say your handwriting is almost a perfect match. Heilee a look at it,” the detective said,
handing Zac two pieces of paper.

Zac compared his handwriting with the thief's and sawttay had both printed rather
than written in cursive. Additionally, they both hacdds Greeke” for the lower-case Latin
“e.” Although their styles of penmanship showed some idiffees, the similarities unsettled
him. Could it be that . . . ? No. How could it? His sé@imchurned, his chest hurt, and the

strength drained from his arms and legs.
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“You see? Pretty much identical, huh? I'd say that aboautgs you did it, but just to put
the last nail in the coffin we’'re gonna give you adetector test while our handwriting expert
looks at your writing sample. Come this way.”

* * *

The moment Detective Adams opened the door of the agation room, Zac’s mother
rose to her feet from a chair in the hall, as thougtvetre a defendant about to hear the verdict.
Zac could see the anxious expectation written on heraiagevished he could comfort her. Even
more, he wished he were a little boy again and couldainer to be comforted.

“Well?” she finally said.

“We’'re going to give him a lie-detector test, ma’am,” kee Adams replied without
inviting her to accompany them or even mentioning theoapf having an attorney present.
“We’ll be back in a bit.”

Sighing, Zac’s mother sat down and twisted the tissuelshehed in her hands. Another
long walit.

Detective Adams led Zac down the corridor to a secondrbara that, like the other
one, contained only a rectangular desk with a metal onagither side. On top of the desk sat a
polygraph machine, an intimidating contraption with asmagangled wires and five long, thin
needles poised on a sheet of paper from a thick roll.

Detective Adams seated Zac at the long edge of the deékktdue faced a blank wall,
while the polygrapher occupied the other chair, observingrdatthe side. Once the detective
had placed a blood pressure cuff on Zac’s upper left arappstd two air-filled tubes around his
chest and abdomen, and attached sensors to the firgtihtingers of his right hand, the test

began.
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“I'm gonna ask you some questions,” the fat, bald polygnapkelained in the same

drawl as the detective’s, “and this machine heyeriea tell me if you're lying.” He took

another puff from his cigar, which filled the room witk gtench.

“That’s right,” Detective Adams chimed in. “If we can @uman on the moon, we can

sure as hell tell if you're lying.”

shake.

“Okay. Let’s get started,” the polygraph operator sditb You drink coffee?”
“I tried it once, but | didn't like it.”

“Just answer ‘yes’ or ‘no,” boy. Nothing else. Do yoinkrcoffee?”

“Uh, no.”

“Do you drink tea?”

“Not very often.”

“Just ‘yes’ or ‘no’ | said.”

“No.”

“Do you use drugs?”

“No.” The question sounded like an accusation, and Zac deel his hands start to

“Did you break into the house at 4503 Westland Drive?”

The polygraph operator had suddenly increased the volumse wbice, and Zac started

at the forcefulness of the question. His heart wasgac

out on

“N-no.” They'll never believe me, he thought.
“Did you steal money from the house you broke into?”
The polygrapher’s voice had become even louder. By readdof sweat were breaking

Zac's forehead.
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“But | didn’t break into the house.”

“Yes or no. Did you steal money from the house you bnota®” His tone of voice was
growing angry and impatient.

“No,” Zac said, feeling nauseous and faint.

“After you broke into the house, did you leave a note thiglt 4’'m sorry | did this, but |
needed the money for drugs’?”

Zac remembered how much his handwriting resembled thestlaiedl felt as if he were
going to be ill. “No.” He could scarcely get the word out.

“Damn it!” shouted Detective Adams. “We can put a mamhenmoon! Do you
understand? A man on the moon! How are we not gonna larieen you're lying?”

“He’s lying all right,” the polygrapher said. “The machisegys so0.”

Detective Adams unhooked Zac from the measuring instruraedtged him back down
the hall to his mother. The moment he arrived, a uniorpolice officer walked up and handed
the detective a note. Detective Adams glanced dowraatithen looked up, addressing Zac’s
mother. “He failed the lie detector test, ma’am, antbading to this note here our handwriting
analyst says that his handwriting matches the thiedisyle have to send it to the crime lab in
Austin to be one hundred percent sure. You can take yyundme now. We’'ll call you when
we get the results from the crime lab, and then we'lirom there.”

* * *

In a daze Zac staggered out with his mother. How coulddridwriting have been a
match when he didn’t write the note? And he was tetlgtruth. How could he have failed the
lie detector test? He had heard about split personaltias.it possible that he had one of those,

that his other self did things he didn’t even know abdin® very notion of it unnerved him. Did
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he have amnesia? He saw a movie once about a managlemmmitted murder and couldn’t
remember it afterwards. Was he like that? Maybe he hawl $leepwalking. Could he have
gotten up in the middle of the night and broken into the dausle he was still asleep? Perhaps
he just didn’t remember it the next morning. As improbaklany explanation seemed, Zac was
beginning to doubt his own sanity. His handwriting matched, he failed the lie detector test—
there had to be an explanation, but he didn’t know vtlveas.

“Are you okay?” his mother asked once they were insidedhe

“Yeah, | guess so. | didn’t do it, you know.”

“I know, honey.”

At least she believed him.

Zac’s father returned that evening from a business trggnfhis bedroom Zac could hear
his parents talking in the kitchen.

“What? | come home, and my son’s in trouble with thecp@l’ his father said, raising
his voice.

“No, he’s not in trouble,” his mother countered. “Itifjast a big misunderstanding.”

“It's that damn rock-and-roll he listens to, and thbg®ie friends he hangs around with.
| knew they would get him into trouble.”

“He’s not in trouble,” his mother repeated. “It will alork out.”

“The hell it will.”

“Sh. Lower your voice. He can hear you.”

He’s only worried about what his business friends wihkhf they find out, Zac thought.
His reputation. He doesn't give a damn about me. But Mdhbslieves in me. She stood up for

me.
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That night—it was Friday—Zac tossed in bed more thasldp. There was no further
discussion of the matter over the weekend, and thecsileung heavy in the air. When the
phone rang late Monday morning, his heart stopped. The &bndhe results were in. Was he
guilty? Mentally ill? Zac dashed to the phone.

“Hello,” he said, out of breath.

“Is Sissy there?” a girl's voice asked.

“It's for you,” he called towards his sister’'s room,lkag off and leaving the receiver of
the wall phone dangling by its cord.

For the next week and a half every phone call neadygked a panic attack in him. His

nerves were frayed.

Wednesday of the following week, Zac’s mother shopped fmregies while the kids
were at the municipal swimming pool. Returning home, shegbtitle station wagon into the
garage, opened the tailgate, and took out the first bagripicanto the house.

| didn’t leave the door open, did I? she asked herself. Bouldn’t have.

She stepped through the open door from the garage into ¢herkiand set the bag of
groceries down on the counter. Before going back to getekieone, she needed to use the
restroom. When she walked into the master bedroom amapé¢o her bathroom, she saw that
the top drawer of the dresser was open. She knew shé leddit that way and hurried to check
its contents. Oh, no. The pearl necklace her husbandivew her on their first wedding
anniversary—her only real piece of jewelry—was missingw8s the cash they kept in a small
box there. Then she saw the note. It read: “I’'m sbdig this, but | needed the money for

drugs.” She ran to the phone with great joy and dialethirgvand’s office number.
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“Hello.”
“Honey, | have great news! We’ve been robbed!”
She couldn’t wait for the kids to come home from pel and tell Zac. She had

forgotten all about the ice cream melting in the badkefstation wagon.
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The Judge

“Let me see your license, son, and proof of insuranceit@fiNright shined a flashlight
into the eyes of Justin Richter, fifteen years of age

All thumbs, Justin fumbled in his wallet. “Uh, here’'y fitense, officer, but I'm driving
my friend’s car, and he doesn’t have insurance,” he saittsuyu

“This is a learner’s permit, boy. You can’t drive with@n adult present in the front
seat.”

“I know, but | was just trying to help my friend. He’s rieeling well.” Justin glanced at
Dion, a seventeen-year-old who had invited him to the party

“Have you been drinking, boy?” Officer Wright leaned elo® the open window.

“No sir.”

“Well, | can smell alcohol and”—he sniffed a coupldiofes—“and marijuana from

here. Step out of the car, both of you.”
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Once they had, a plastic bag of marijuana lay in plgihtsin the floorboard of the
driver’s side. Dion had set it on the console betwbem when they got into the car to leave. As
soon as Justin had started the engine and pulled oippiedloff and fell in front of his seat.

“Boys, I'm taking you both into custody for possessiom @bntrolled substance. You're
gonna have to go down to juvie.”

“But | don’t have any drugs,” Justin cried.” I've never pwesed drugs. The drugs are
his.” He pointed to Dion, standing by the passenger’s door.

“That don’t matter. If you're in a car that’s got drugep’re just as guilty as him.”

‘But...”

Dion took off running across a field beside the road andamooded area, so Justin was
left holding the bag . . . of marijuana, and Justin knewttl®policeman would not chase Dion,
giving him the chance to run in the opposite directionaAdd in the hand, he was worth two in
the bush.

Oh, why did he go to that stupid party, Justin asked hingtlhg in the back of the
squad car. He didn’t even have a good time there. Whegrotfexed him a bottle of beer or
passed him a blunt, he said he was Dion’s “desighated diiWéiat a lame way of saving face!
He wanted desperately to fit in with them. But he diddtt only did he not get drunk and high
with them, he didn’t even have any tattoos or body pigciHe didn't cut classes with them,
tag fences with them, or shoplift with them. And tbatiple making out in the corner—they
were sure to end up having sex before the night was ovet Ma girl had come on to him? He
wouldn’t know what to do. Let’s face it: he was a tddgker. A scared little boy afraid to enter a

dark room. He had been trying to get in with the cool kidsight Dion had given him his big
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chance by inviting him to the party, and he blew it. He woalkenbe cool. And now this, just

for rolling through a stop sign.

At the juvenile detention center they booked Justin erctfarges of driving without a
license, driving without insurance, driving while under theuimfice, and possession of a
controlled substance. They fingerprinted him, issued himrange jumpsuit, and escorted him
to a “room”™—a small cinderblock enclosure with a stainléssisink and toilet. Across from
them stood a concrete bench topped by a thin, plastered mattress. The thick steel door
clanked heavily behind him, shutting him in.

If this box qualified as a “room,” he had been livingifive-star hotel at home without
knowing it. Justin turned and looked out the tiny square windaworced with iron mesh.

Trapped, Justin banged on the door with his fists and kickeithithis feet. The sound
thundered through the section.

“Let me out of here,” he screamed. “I don’t use drugs.”

No response. The guard sat oblivious at the center takdg,with his paperwork.

“I wanna go home! Let me out of here, you stupid bastatdsyelled, making himself
hoarse.

Justin kept up the banging, kicking, and swearing for aHutiytminutes. When he
finally wore himself out, he sat down on his “bed,” hisdland feet throbbing with pain. Of all
the hundreds of kids who had passed through the juvenileteteenter, he had just realized,
not one had ever won a fight with a steel door.

He thought about his mom. Surely they would call het tlhey would have to leave a

message because she was at work. She would come homerapthecause he wasn't there.
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What would she think when she found out he had been atPediistin closed his eyes. “Drunk
and in trouble with the law. Just like your father,”doild almost hear her say. Although she
had never actually said those words to him, he feared i@ than anything.

The next morning they brought Justin before the judge ftatention hearing. The judge
assigned him a public defender, ordered him detained, aad sefjudicatory hearing for two
weeks later. Evidently his mother had gotten the mesSigelost half a day’s wages by taking
off work to come to court. Without saying a word, she lab&eher son and shook her head.

Gregory Lambe, Justin’s young public defender, had been pnaclkaev for just over a
year but had never once tried a juvenile case. Mindfesdthe trial Mr. Lambe sat on a bench
outside the courtroom, his open briefcase at his sid@slhand he held a sheet of paper on
which he had outlined his strategy to contest the restultedreathalyzer test. He slowly read
the four questions he had typed up, trying to memorize thdma d&l, so he wouldn’t have to
refer to his paper while cross-examining the prosecutioitisegs:

1) Can you prove the breathalyzer was properly calibrated?
2) Did you test my client to determine that he did not hetweormally high
levels of acetone, which the breathalyzer can falsentify as ethyl

alcohol?

3) Did you test whether my client had an elevated partit@io of breath
alcohol to blood alcohol?

4) Can you prove that the machine did not measure mouthdaltom
belching or acid reflux rather than blood alcohol?

In his mind he rehearsed how he would destroy the credibilithe witness after each

guestion: What? You can'’t even prove that the breatbalyas properly calibrated, and yet you
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dare to adduce its unreliable results as evidence agairdtemy? The cumulative effect would
be devastating.

Then Mr. Lambe leafed through the numerous pharmacalogfiedies he had stuffed
into the expandable organizer of his briefcase. They wioatdsh scientific proof that at least
thirty nonsteroidal anti-inflammatory drugs, many of thevailable over the counter, can cause
a false positive for marijuana on a urinalysis. Wheffirished, he put the studies back and
closed the briefcase. Rubbing his hands together, hea@lthe thought of ripping the
prosecution’s case to shreds.

His victory would taste all the more delicious given tGatef Assistant District Attorney
Ken Wolfe, with fifteen years of experience prose@ujuvenile offenders, was opposing him.
That year the district attorney was retiring, and WaeVas running for his seat. Although Justin
had admitted to driving without a license and without insurameelenied driving under the
influence and possession of a controlled substancg.t@mlatter two offenses figured in Mr.
Wolfe’s formal petition to charge Justin, since gang vicdelneled by the drug trade was
growing worse in their small town and local resideatséd for their property and personal
safety. Lambe understood that drug convictions wereattehorse Mr. Wolfe was riding to
electoral victory, and he was about to knock Mr. Waliatroff his high horse.

* * *

Inside the courtroom, the two lawyers faced off likevidaand Goliath, except that David
didn’t have a slingshot. The prosecution did not introceittesr a breathalyzer test or a
urinalysis into evidence for the simple reason thaheeithe detaining officer nor the detention
center had conducted one. Instead, it relied on Offiaegs testimony, and Officer Wright in

turn relied upon his olfactory sensibilities.
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Mr. Lambe was holding a weapon with no ammunition.

“Do you have any questions for this witness?” the judge asked hi

“Yes, your Honor.” Mr. Lambe rose to his feet andtboéd his suit coat, struggling
desperately to formulate a question in his mind as he agmddhe withess stand.

“So, uh, Officer Wright, you say that you, uh, smellechtmitohol and marijuana on my
client, is that correct?”

“Yep, that’s right.”

“Well, uh, how do you know, sir, that the smell was coting from the other boy in the
car rather than from my client?”

“Because there was two boys, and | got two nostrilai d@the math.”

At that flippant response everyone in the courtroom bmken a hearty laugh, everyone
except Mr. Lambe and Justin, that is. Even the judgedamtl completely suppress a smirk.

“Any more questions for this witness?” the judge asked, oblyi@tisving to regain his
composure.

“N-n-not at this time, your Honor.” Mr. Lambe senseeythvere all laughing at him
rather than at the officer’s remark. Like a scoldeddcsent to stand in the corner, he slunk back

to his seat.

The prosecution introduced the bag of marijuana as physiclree, called upon
Officer Wright as an eyewitness to Justin’s intox@at and summoned the guard on duty the
night of his detainment to testify about his drug-induced behaarits part, the defense had
no physical evidence, since no tests were done, andtnessges of Justin’s sobriety, since Dion

had run and was never caught. It had nothing but Justin’s word.
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The time for closing arguments had come.

“Ladies and gentleman of the jury, look at this youngnrnilr. Wolfe extended his
right arm, pointing his index finger at Justin.

“What do you see? An ordinary teenager? No, a potentiatlerer! With no regard for
his own life, the life of his passenger, or the lifeany person in our town, he got behind the
wheel of a car, when he does not even have a drivegisse and when he was drunk on alcohol
and high on drugs.”

He turned to face the jury squarely. “Would you allow ychitd to ride in a car with an
unlicensed, intoxicated driver? Would you want your son agheer, your husband or wife,
your mother or father on the streets when he was ondcngg pedestrians and motorists alike?
It was only by the grace of God that he didn't kill someand that someone could easily have
been you or one of your friends or loved ones.”

Mr. Wolf pointed again at Justin. “Look at him. What dag®e? A poor, misguided
youth who deserves our pity? No, a dangerous criminal preyisgaety! We must protect
ourselves from monsters like him. If you let this youngneral go free today, what will he do?
Suddenly reform and become a model citizen? Absolutely®rde a criminal, always a
criminal, | tell you! He will think that he has gotteway with using drugs and with driving
under the influence this time and that he can get awdwyitriext time too.”

Mr. Wolfe walked over to the jury box and rested his padmshe rail, peering at each
juror in turn from left to right. From this point on hisice crescendoed with each sentence.

“When he kills someone—and it is only a matter of timel ine does—wiill you be able
to look into the eyes of the family and friends of higimicand say, ‘| was the one who let him

go? A man who fires a loaded gun into a crowd may ndtyieg to kill anyone in particular,
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but he is certainly willing to kill someone, and so s ttime who drives under the influence. If
you let him go free today, you might as well put that lalagien into his hand and tell him to
shoot into a crowd. What is more, you will be making gelwes his accomplices since you are
giving him a deadly weapon.”

Mr. Wolfe raised his hands and opened his arms in a brcshdrge“Ladies and
gentlemen of the jury, | call upon you today to protectrgelves, to protect your loved ones, to
protect us all, and to take this criminal off the ssget

He held his arms outspread until the echo of his finatlgjowhich seemed to hang in the
air, had died away.

No one remembered Mr. Lambe’s closing. Not even Justiother, who once again had
forfeited half a day’s wages. The jury reached a unanimeigict on the first and only vote.
When the foreman read the words “guilty on all chargésstin turned around to look at his
mother. Her eyes expressed deep sadness and disappointment.

* * *

The judge ordered Justin into a secure residential treafawlity for a minimum of
sixth months and a maximum of two years. In addittbodmpulsory attendance at school,
Justin would learn military-style discipline, undergo rmas physical training, take psycho-
educational classes, attend AA meetings, and receiveselinm

The first day at his placement Justin lost another figtit a steel door. He sat in his cell,
fuming about the father who abused him, the mother wisalveays working and had no time
or energy for him, his friend Dion, who ran off ancdaaioned him the night he was detained,
Officer Wright, who falsely arrested him, and Mr. Lamisao scarcely presented a defense.

Above all, he hated both Mr. Wolfe, who had lied abont, ldnd the judge, who had sentenced
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him, and he vowed to himself that someday he would take reveogeelse could he right the

wrong done to him?

* * *

With his white hair and beard, Mr. Rede, Justin’s counsplasented a grandfatherly
aspect. Had he been a father figure instead, adoleseded would have inclined to challenge
him and engage him in a power struggle. As it was, his gonglethsmile tended to disarm
them, and his lively interest in their stories encoudagem to open up.

“Justin, we’ve been talking for three or four months nswi that right?” Mr. Rede
asked at their weekly session that Thursday afterndemad a plan in mind.

“Yeah, that sounds about right.” Justin slouched in higchai

“Let’s spend a few minutes reviewing and taking stock, okay?”

“Okay.”

Mr. Rede looked down at his handwritten notes. “Letés ¥®u told me your father died
of cirrhosis of the liver when you were five and theyahing you remember of him is that he
was a violent alcoholic who used to come home in a drurdgaand beat your mother until she
lay helpless on the floor, right?”

“Yeah, and | used to hide under the bed because | was héraiduld beat me up too.”

“Right. And you said you felt guilty for not protecting yauother and ashamed because
you weren't big and strong enough to do so. You also saicftest your dad died, your mom
had to work two jobs and that she left the house bgfmuegot up and didn’t come home until
you were ready to go to bed. I think you told me onceghatmight as well have been a ghost.
Now, what did she do again?” Given his heavy caseloadRbtie did not always recollect the

details he had not written down.
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“She worked at a factory during the day and cleaned offiteght, but she didn’'t make
much money. We never had enough.”

“Oh yes, now | remember. And because she had to workediirtte, you pretty much
had to fend for yourself, right?”

“Yeah, | had to fix my own food if we had any, wash awn clothes, which | didn’t do
very often, and get myself up to catch the bus to sclSwohetimes | didn’'t make it.”

“So, you lost your father to death and your mother takwgou were practically an
orphan, weren’'t you?” Mr. Rede looked Justin in the eyesnwhe asked that question.

“Yeah. You know, it was really bad when my dad wasibgatp my mom, but then at
least my mom and | held each other afterwards. She kng&s scared, and | knew she was
hurting. But after my dad died, it was kind of worse bsedualmost never saw my mom at all. |
thought she just didn’t want to be around me.” Justin hunidpdmed.

“You know, when they have it bad at home, some kids fikthé of second family at
school, but that didn’t happen to you, did it?”

“No. The teachers just stuck me in the very back ottaes and never called on me,
probably because | didn’t really go to school all tha¢mfiand | didn’t know any of the answers
anyway.” Justin still hadn’t raised his head.

“And the kids weren’t so nice to you either.”

“No way. Sometimes they made fun of me becausesireal different. | can kind of
understand it now. | mean, | didn’t take a bath vergmgft never combed my hair, my clothes
were dirty and torn, | probably smelled. But most oftihee they just played like | wasn’t

there.” Justin finally looked up.
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“Yes, it must have been pretty lonely.” Mr. Rede lookétliim directly again, lowering
his voice a bit. “I'll never forget the time you told rtf&at you always sat by yourself in the
lunchroom and that if you didn’t bring a lunch and didrdve any money, you waited out lunch
period in the bathroom.”

“Mmhmm.” Justin nodded in agreement.

“Justin,” Mr. Rede said in his grandfatherly way, “I wgou to remember how we talked
about letting go of the guilt and the shame. It wasniryob to control your father’s violence
and to protect your mother. You were just five.”

“I know. I’'m working on that.”

“Good. We may never know why your father drank. But we dmnkthat he just didn’t
know how to cope with his problems without alcohol and wWizen he drank, he took out his
pain and frustration on the people he loved the most. Andam be pretty sure that your mother
didn’t want to leave you alone, but she had to work to keepajive. It must have broken her
heart not to be with you, but she worked so much becausev&teyou.”

“Yeah. | get that now.”

“Nevertheless, the adults in your life let you dowmihig way. For whatever reason,
your parents abused or neglected you. Your teachers thtte'tan interest in you or try to help
you either, and the juvenile justice system failed youelk Wes, you took a big risk going to
that party, and you did break the law by driving withouterse and without insurance, but you
were wrongly convicted on possession and DUI chargeghands why you are here when
perhaps you really shouldn’t be. But those were the gardsvere dealt. The question now is:
how are you going to play them?”

“What do you mean?” Justin sat up from his usual slouch.
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Mr. Rede leaned forward, knitting his brow in seriousnésaean that you have a big
decision to make, Justin, perhaps the most importanyamnéave ever made and one that will
determine the course of your life in the future. In julgva short years you are going to be an
adult yourself. Are you going to be like the adults wdidetl you, or are you going to be

different?”

Mr. Rede had probably asked that question or a similahonéreds of times to no
effect, but it appealed to Justin’s adolescent idealisrmgyhim a sense of mission to become
someone important, and to his equally adolescent feadiingigperiority, allowing him to think
himself better than those who had failed him.

Without much experience of the adult world of trades anepsions, Justin gravitated
towards those with which he had come into direct con@@dually he formed a plan to become
a lawyer, one the exact opposite of Mr. Wolfe, who lretlabout him and wrongly put him in
the prison they called a “treatment facility.” He wabd@ight for truth and justice.

Released from his incarceration and back in his old scosiin attacked his studies
with the fierceness and tenacity of a junkyard dodhlatconto a bone. Before long, he found
his teachers taking an interest in him and offering tar tiitm after school. His senior year, his
school counselor helped him get a scholarship to a jualtege and financial aid. Over the next
several years the pattern of academic success rewardetidigrships repeated itself, and Justin
completed junior college, transferred to a university,\aedt to law school. His mother took off
work to attend each of his graduations. How proud she @& gon, the lawyer. She told him
so herself. Five years later he ran for judge of a cocmiyt at law and was elected. The seed

planted by Mr. Rede’s question had sprouted, matured, and ifnet, though Justin Richter
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had by now lost something of his high adolescent idealssh@nBon Quixote fantasy of a knight
errant righting wronggielded to the more mundane concern of earning a living.

Passed over for promotion time and again, Officer Wnigorked the same beat for
twenty years. When the blue-gray Mercedes rolled throleglstop sign, he switched on his
flashing lights and pursued. The Mercedes stopped in the nekt blod Officer Wright
approached the vehicle.

“Let me see your license, sir, and proof of insurancesdig, shining his flashlight in
the driver’s face.

“Do you know who | am, officer?

Officer Wright knew exactly who he was. “Your liceresad proof of insurance, please.”

“I'm Ken Wolfe, chief assistant district attorneytie man said, slurring his words.

“Have you been drinking, sir?” Maintaining professional daooonly added to the
enjoyment of the role reversal.

“l could have your badge, officer.”

The hell you could. “Please step out of the car, sir.”

“Your badge. Do you understand? | could have your badge.”

“Step out of the car now.” He was the one giving orders.hFor all its monotony, the
job had its unexpected pleasures.

Ken Wolfe opened the door, took one step out, and felbfidtis face.

When Officer Wright had lifted him to his feet, he cdffem and said, “Mr. Wolfe, | am
placing you under arrest for driving while intoxicated.” Itsnafine day when the little guy got

to stick it to the big guy.
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* * *

Never elected district attorney, Mr. Wolfe was ofiig shell of his former self. A few
years after Justin’s adjudicatory hearing, his wife wkedkin an automobile accident involving
a drunk driver. That experience would have turned many people famm alcohol forever, but
not Mr. Wolfe. Perhaps he began drinking hard to numlietbléngs of grief and regret that he
did not know how to handle. Or perhaps he was trying tdnipugelf out of his own misery by
slow suicide. Whatever the case, he had accumulate®WI convictions, though because of
his position with the district attorney’s office, heoaed fines, jail time, and loss of his license.
Now he stood in court to be arraigned on his third DWIghaa felony offense with a possible
two-to-ten year prison sentence, and there was nothing nm®rcolleagues could do for him. He
had to take his chances with the justice system likeottmgr drunk driver. Was he about to see

how bitter his own medicine tasted?

* * *

“Next case,” Judge Richter called out.

“The State of Texas vs. Ken Wolfe,” answered thefbdibn the charge of driving while
intoxicated.”

Judge Richter jerked his head up to look at the man he Haatesdh fifteen years before,
the man whose eloquent lies had deprived him of freedosofiang. Suddenly he was a
teenager again, and all the self-righteous indigndt@felt at the false charges of driving under
the influence and possession of a controlled substame surging back up within him. He had
sworn revenge on Mr. Wolfe, who didn’t recognize or esamember him, and now his moment
had finally come. After Wolfe’s attorney entered agpdd not guilty, Judge Richter set a date for

the trial.
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Released on his own recognizance but placed on admiivistiedive, Ken Wolfe spent
the two weeks before his trial doing what he always dhidgrspare time: drinking. The morning
of the trial was no exception. Skipping breakfast, hegubtimself a shot of whiskey, just to
“steady his nerves.” When he felt the smooth tricddevn the back of his throat and the warmth
in his belly, he began muttering to himself. How darg tecuse him, Ken Wolfe, the chief
assistant district attorney? The nerve of those pedf# poured himself another shot. Who did
they think they were anyway? Those arrogant littledvdst They obviously didn’t know whom
they were dealing with. But just wait till he took tharsel. He would show them, as well as his
own lawyer, who had advised him not to testify. As hisinedd the prospect of demolishing the
prosecuting attorney, he poured himself another shot.liftteupstart had no idea what he was
getting into. But he was about to find out what it meartangle with the great Ken Wolfe. One
more shot for the road.

As soon as Mr. Wolfe was sworn in, Cyrus Voigt, aryg prosecutor who worked under
Wolfe in the district attorney’s office stood readywiis first question.

“Mr. Wolfe, | want to begin by asking you point blank, werai, on the night in
question, driving while intoxicated?”

“Of course not. That'’s ridiculous.” The very notiorfesfded him.

“But we have heard testimony from Officer Wright thatywere.”

“Well, it’'s his word against mine. And he’s just a begb.dam the chief assistant district
attorney.” He sat up a little straighter and stuck hest out.

“Officer Wright testified that you were so drunk you fiédit on your face.”

“That’s nonsense. | merely tripped when | got out ofddue” What? This lanky kid never

stumbled?
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“Your blood alcohol level was .16, twice the legal lithit.

“That means nothing. | can hold my liquor better thantmesple.” He was doing it
right now, and no one even suspected.

“So, you do admit you were drinking on the night in question?

“Drinking? It wasn’t even real booze, just a little he&ig deal.

“Exactly how many beers did you drink before getting behiedaheel?”

“Why are you doing this to me? | don’t deserve this. Aftemg years of service, this is
how you treat me?” It was all so unfair.

“How much beer did you drink, Mr. Wolfe, before you drove?”

“You’re just trying to bring me down. Are you after mypjpWell, no one can take my
place, | tell you. No one.” This was getting to be too Imuc

“Mr. Wolfe, how much did you have to drink that night?”

“Look, you little punk, you work for me. | can have yoreti. When I’'m done with you,
you’ll never work anywhere again. I'm the chief assistéistrict attorney. Do you understand?
The chief assistant district attorney!” He banged htsofsthe rail in front of the witness stand.
Without realizing it, he had just driven the last naibihis own coffin.

Ken Wolfe was the only one in the courtroom that day segrby the verdict: guilty.

* * *

The moment of sentencing had arrived.

Over the years, Judge Richter's memories of his fatlause, his mother’s neglect, his
friend Dion’s abandonment, Officer Wright's wrongfutest, Mr. Lambe’s incompetent
defense, and the judge’s unjust sentence had lost thetromad charge. But his anger at Mr.

Wolfe had lain smoldering all this time. Although his ifitl@oughts of revenge had receded into
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the background, Judge Richter remembered the prosecutor’s sisetbctugh it were yesterday.
He could almost hear how Mr. Wolfe had written himaffa “dangerous criminal” and a
“potential murderer,” though he had become the “modeaesiti Mr. Wolfe denied he ever could
be. On the contrary, it was Mr. Wolfe who was “me&ng pedestrians and motorists alike.” It
was he who had “gotten away” with driving while intoxicatette and who thought that he
could “get away with it the next time too.” Indeed, itsianly a matter of time” until Mr. Wolfe
killed someone with his drunk driving. If Judge Richter did naké this criminal off the
streets” by sending him to prison for ten years, woultbkeable to look into the eyes of the
family and friends of his victim and say, ‘| was the evie let him go?”” Would he be putting
“a loaded gun” into Mr. Wolfe’s hands and telling him &h6ot into a crowd”?

Judge Richter thought long and hard—so long that the silartbe courtroom became
uncomfortable, and everyone started fidgeting. Finall\spake.

“Mr. Wolfe, fifteen years ago you sentenced me to saxths to two years in a secure
residential treatment facility. Although | was complgtinnocent of the charges of driving under
the influence and possession of a controlled substhnaa,see now that my time in that facility
was the best thing that ever happened to me. Today, | gug goreturn the favor and give you a
second chance, one my own father never had.”

He paused to make sure of himself before proceeding. “MifeWaould sentence you
to ten years in prison. After due consideration, howdveereby sentence you to a two-year
residential treatment program to be followed, upon retufifie in the community, by weekly
sessions with a parole officer, a substance-abuse couyresedl an AA sponsor for a period of

eight years. May it do you as much good as it did me.”
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What would ten years in prison have been like for ars&st district attorney? Even Mr.
Wolfe had to admit he had been wrong. That fifteen-yéhboy did change: he became the

Honorable Justin Richter.
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The Language of Dreams

The living do not see what the dead see.

A fleeting pinpoint in the flux of space and time—tratihat the living see. They gather
the tiniest shards of a shattered past into their mesand, with the thinnest lines, sketch
colorless images of the future. But the dead seeatlhds been, all that is, and all that will be.
Doubt not. | know whereof | speak, for | am dead.

The living work in the light of day and sleep in the dairkight.

Not so the dead. Until they cross over, they dwell engtay between time and eternity.
They do not sleep but wake. And while they wake, they warkwith hands but with hearts.
They work to right their wrongs, so that they may bpeace and then pass beyond. Believe me.
| know, for | am dead.

The living talk at one another and keep on talking. Ratelthey listen.

When the living speak to the dead, the dead hear. But whetetd speak to the living,

the living do not hear. The living have not yet learnedotak or listen; the dead have. Not
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through signs, nor visions, nor speech can the dead spdueklitang, but only through dreams.
| know, for | am dead.

When | was among the living, | made a discovery. | disoed the precise center in the
brain where contentment resides. Furthermore, | deduaadlywhat chemical compound
would stimulate that center and render the human sytgefectly content with his or her lot in
life. | thought my work would eliminate all human discontextl longing, all contention, and
thus would usher in an era of universal happiness and pelaceh@ fools are the living! | was
wrong.

Now that | am dead, | see my discovery would allowrtfaester to tyrannize the slave,
the strong to exploit the weak, and those-who-have pawsethose-who-have-not. The
oppressed would remain forever content with their lolt fzave no reason to rebel. Where there
iS no urge to change, all reform, discovery, and innomatease. Now | see what | could not see
before: discontent is God’s greatest gift to humankind.

Before | cross over, | must accomplish one thing. $thawadicate every trace of my
discovery from the face of the earth. If | faishall become the greatest scourge that ever smote
the human race. Oh, may | succeed, for only then kbedkss over in peace.

Yes, yes, | know. You doubt my words. Why? Because yolivang. And the living
cannot comprehend. But the dead know. Trust me. | underébandm dead.

* * *

“l had the strangest dream last night,” Dulcie Dromeét.sa

“Hmm,” Dalton Rayne, her analyst, answered from raghler chair, if you could even
call that an answer.

“Nothing actually happened in the dream. | just saw Degisiann holding a folder.”
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“A dream fragment then.”

“No, | don't think so. That was the entire dream. Bwtas unlike any dream I've ever
had. It had something numinous about it. Something othedlyoWWhen | woke up, | had this
eerie feeling that | had visited another realm.” Jugirtglabout it sent a tingle down her spine.

“And what do you think the dream is saying?”

‘I don't know . . . He was my mentor. Almost like aagdfather. He was eighty-two, but
in great shape. Perfect health. They said he dieche&# attack. But | had my doubts. They
never did an autopsy. Maybe the dream is telling me somge#ttiout his death.”

Dalton Rayne set down the pipe he liked to hold but did moke during his sessions.
“Dreams are always symbolic statements about therdned@erhaps the dream is telling you
that your need for a mentor has died. It is time @ar §o strike out on your own.”

“Maybe. But the folder seemed significant. It must hawetained his secret research on
satisfaction centers in the brain and how to influgheen. He shared his work with me and, as
far as | know, mentioned it to just one other personSieele.”

“You said that name with a sneer.”

“Well, | don't like Dr. Steele very much. You know whaz¢ did? He took the research of
my friend Amalia and published it under his own name withouhgiher any credit at all. But |
guess I'll have to learn to live with him. When Dr. Weismavas here, Steele was the number-
two man, but now that Dr. Weismann is gone, Steelansber one.”

“You were saying you thought the folder significant.”

“Yes. In his will Dr. Weismann left me his intellectyoperty. But after his death, his
home computer was wiped clean. There was nothing orritapethe dream is telling me to

find out what happened to his work so | can continue it.”
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Dalton Rayne shook his head. “More likely it's saying thatwork was lost with him.
It's time for you to develop your own folder, so to speakljrtd your own original line of

research.”

The living chase after mere semblances of the goodhdgrdo not see the good itself as
the dead do. When | was alive, | sought to advance tHarev@f humankind. Yet in my
blindness | would have destroyed it. The man who murdereahohatole my work deemed
fame, wealth, and power good. Upon his death he will thinkratise, |1 assure you.

The living feed on phantom fruits that only increase tingglr they promise to satisfy.
But the dead have eaten from the tree of the knowledgeaaf and evil. Their eyes are open,
and they are like unto gods.

Impure are the hearts of the living because they sgterane mere imitations of the
good. When the dead see the good itself, they desirené.altnat sole, all-consuming desire is
purity of heart. Blessed are the dead, for they are gdureant.

“Any interesting dreams this week?” Dalton Rayne askestinghis cheek in the palm
of his hand and the suede elbow patch of his tweed jackéearm of his chair.

“Only one,” Dulcie Dromer answered. “Again it was mdke a snapshot than a movie.
A single image. | saw a vial with the labghcture of Aconite RooAnd, just as after the last
dream, | awoke with an uncanny sense of the supernatiexie Was something dreadful,
something awesome, about it.” She felt a shudder run thrieergéntire body.

“Aconite root. I'm not familiar with it.”
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“Some people think that, taken in very small doses, @ag,or two drops, it fights the
onset of colds and the flu. But half a tablespoon caesecaespiratory paralysis, ventricular
arrhythmia, and cardiac collapse.”

“Well, that’s not much to go on. Any idea how to intetghe dream image?”

“I’'m wondering if that’s how Dr. Weismann died. Justttdibit of that stuff could have
given him a heart attack.”

Dalton Rayne ran his hand over his bald head. “Welltalsl lyou last week, I'm quite
sure this dream is not about Dr. Weismann. It's about’yo

“But why would | dream of aconite root? And why would the dreauage be so
powerful? | don’t have any experience of aconite or aspaations with it.”

“Maybe it's about finding the right balance in your fife.

“‘How so?”

“Since you no longer have a mentor, you have to estayhiarself as a scientist in your
own right, which will take great effort and dedicatiomt Boo much work will kill you,
metaphorically speaking, just like this aconite stuff. lcé't be all about work.”

* * *

The living act but do not see and do not know. Although thd dea and know, they
cannot act—except upon the dreams of the living. Why dre8@s&use in sleep the living
come closest to the realm of the dead. Sleep istigtly practice for dying. In sleep the living
see darkly, as in a mirror. The light of day hurtsrtbges, and so they dwell in caves. In sleep

they rest their eyes upon dim shadows, the phantomsaifrd:
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The blind lead the blind among the living. But in death theleeeho walked in
darkness see a great light. On those who live in tieeddthe shadow of death light has shined.
The dead must work while there is light, yet they cankvonly through dreams.

When death lifts the veil from their eyes, it lamies tead. It trades strength of limbs for
sight of eyes. Imagine a dead man lying on a cot, sittimgwheelchair, or standing with a
crutch, but not walking, and you will have an image of s, the living are blind; the dead
are lame.

The dead speak an unknown language, an arcane tongue, gles imh@reams. Let those

who have ears to hear, hear.

“I had another dream, sort of like the other two,” Dellbiromer said at their next
session. “But this one had an action. A single actisaw a bottle of red wine, about one-fourth
empty, corked with a stopper and sitting on top of a liguatinet. Next to it stood an empty
wine glass.”

“Mmhmm,” Dalton Rayne said, stroking his goatee.

“A left hand appeared—I couldn’t see whose—and held the bmttiee neck while a
right hand unstopped it. Then the right hand emptieddhtenots of a small flask into the bottle
of wine and restopped it. At that, both hands withdiremwn my field of vision.”

“That doesn’t seem much like the two snapshot dreametd

“When | woke, | had that same mysterious . . .mgstical. . . impression of something
from beyond our world, something transcendent.” Sheafeltlmost electric current shoot
through her body, just remembering it.

“But there is nothing unearthly about a bottle of wine.”
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“I’'m not talking about the content of the dream, b ¢inigin. Dr. Weismann drank one
glass of red wine religiously every day. For his Hedlivonder if someone poured tincture of
aconite root into his wine to cause a heart attack.”

With his index finger Dalton Rayne pushed his wire-rimmessggs, which had slipped
down, back up to the bridge of his nose. “Now wait a minug&s respect the integrity of the
dream image and not go mixing different dreams togethesidBs, you're a scientist, and there’s
no scientific evidence of life after death. You can’'sgibly believe in those religious
superstitions.”

“l didn’t say | believed in them. But why do | keep havinggld dreams? They give me
an overwhelming feeling of both fascination and dread.”

Dalton Rayne sighed. “Dreams tend to repeat themsehtéyou get the message. You
keep wanting to take them literally as being about Drswann, which means that you are not
understanding them. Instead, you should interpret them sycalbphs being about yourself.”

“Well, how would you understand it?”

“We’ve been talking about how you can come into your pvaiessionally while finding
the proper balance in your life. It could mean that wyanwork, you work wholeheartedly, but
when you play, you should play with the same involvemBat't water down the wine, so to
speak.”

That interpretation did not convince her.

* * *
Rob Steele refilled his glass, his third scotch so far.
“I'm glad you all could make it,” he said to three of his gfgestanding at the hors

d’'oeuvre table.
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“It's a wonderful Christmas party, Dr. Steele,” a &dsistant replied. “And this sixth-
floor apartment is simply stunning.”

“Oh, this isn’t just the traditional office Christmparty. We're also celebrating my
promotion to department head and honoring our dear friend\Wermann, whose shoes | hope
to fill.”

Just then Dulcie Dromer stepped up to join the small group.

“Dr. Weismann was a wonderful man,” a research feBava.

“Yes, and a good friend,” Rob Steele replied. “You knbegnsulted with him on a
paper I'm about to publish. | don’t mean to boast, but lildi't be surprised if | won a Nobel
Prize for it. | think | have discovered the globalidatction center in the brain and worked out
the formula for a drug to activate it. Soon it will bespible to take a pill and experience perfect
contentment. Human misery and suffering will be eliredaFor the first time in history the
human race will be happy.”

“That’s incredible,” the research fellow said.

“It's so exciting,” the lab assistant added.

“This is history in the making,” a young professor declared.

You're lying, Dulcie thought and took a big gulp of wine from bkass.

“Excuse me, Dr. Steele. Where’s your restroom?” shedaske

“Upstairs, at the end of the hall.”

* * *
About to exit the restroom, Dulcie stopped. Didn’'t he@timer teach her better? No, she

really shouldn’t. But, then, curiosity only kills satWhen she opened the medicine cabinet, she
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saw a beta blocker, a statin, a fibrate, various atdéiiines and decongestants, a cough
suppressant, and tincture of aconite root.

Oh, my God. The dream. It’s true.

Walking back down the hall, to the right she noticed3®eele’s dimly lit home office,
with a sliding-glass door to the balcony. On his desksatpan laptop. Below, the guests
chattered, and the music played. All alone on the upper, Dulcie stopped. Dare she? There
was no one to see her. But what if someone camedipaarght her? Perhaps she could make up
an excuse, even if nothing came to her at the mométet:. the aconite, though, she had to
know. She had to. No matter what.

Dulcie hurried behind the desk, shook the mouse, and cligkéldeamap of the hard
drive. Music. Games. Photographs. Videos. Various tedhmiograms. And documents. Scores
of documents.

Wait. Did she hear footsteps down the hall? Someogatrbe coming.

She ran her forefinger over the wheel of the mousekiyuscrolling through the
documents. Mostly work-related files.

There. One entitled “Satisfaction Center.” She opénadd began skimming the text.
Almost the exact words Dr. Weismann had used to telhbeut his research. That had to be it,
the file that was wiped from Dr. Weismann’s home compute

Oh, no. Footsteps for sure. Someone was coming. Rummagiriglly in her purse,
Dulcie found a flash drive. She stuck it in the laptop, @dpihe file onto it, and then deleted the
file from Steele’s machine.

After two more scotches, Steele himself was staggering upd the restroom. Perhaps

he saw Dulcie out of the corner of his eye. He kepkwaglat first, then stopped, and backed up.
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“Hey, what are you doing there?” he cried, slurring hisdsor

“Uh, | was just going out on the balcony to get a biresh air.”

She pulled out the flash drive and clutched it in her ti&n opened the door and stepped
out into the night.

Steele started after her, bumped into the desk ondlgeamd then followed her onto the
balcony.

“What do you have in your hand, behind your back?”

“Oh, this? It's just a cigarette lighter. | was gotoghave a smoke.” She was careful not
to show it.

“Let me see it.”

“Dr. Steele, | think you've had a little too much to drikkkhy don’t you go back inside
and let me enjoy my cigarette?”

“You were looking at my computer. Now you’re holding sometlsngll in your hand.
It's not a cigarette lighter. Is it a flash drive? Wigu were stealing my research!” He shouted
the last sentence loud enough for the guests below to hear

“No. It's not yours. You stole it from Dr. Weismann.”

“That’s a lie. | merely consulted with Dr. Weismann.”

“He told me he consulted with you. The research wasvlua must have killed him and
stolen his work. | saw the tincture of aconite root inrymedicine cabinet.”

“That’s outrageous. You tell that lie to anyone els®l Bl sue you for slander,” Steele
said, pointing his finger at her but wobbling from side to.side

“He left his intellectual property to me, but his homenpoiter was wiped clean. And

now his research shows up on your computer.”
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“Give me that flash drive, or I'll have you fired. Iiin your career. I'll see that you
never work again.” He was shaking his fist now, stillteady on his feet.

“I’'m going to expose you as an impostor. Instead of goirgté@kholm for a Nobel
Prize, you'll be going to prison for murder and theft.”

“Give me that flash drive, or | swear to God I'll thrgaeu off this balcony.”

“This research is mine now. You'll never get it backrid® again she felt the tremendous
charge of energy from the dreams.

Steele lunged at her, wrested the flash drive from haaf,Haut in his drunken state lost
his balance and fell over the thin wrought-iron raili8@rieking, Dulcie saw him hit the
pavement headfirst. The guests below must have heasgieams as a pool of blood spread out
from his skull.

A second after Steele hit the sidewalk, the flash dievéad been clenching bounced
into the street. An eighteen-wheeler ran overrsking it to bits.

Twenty minutes later the police took Dulcie Dromer intigtody. It all happened so fast.

* * *

“Where am 1?7 What has happened?” Rob Steele said. Xéess of light blinds my eyes,
yet | see more clearly now than | ever have. Withimve passed from darkness into light, but
all about me is gray. What manner of place is this?”

“Welcome to the abode of the dead,” Mort Weismann grdatad

“Oh, what have | done in my blindness? | now see mygéufor fame, my greed for
wealth, and my lust for power for what they are: gnyainities. What was | chasing? Things
more insubstantial than the morning’s haze, a whifhadlee in the air, or the foam on the crest

of a wave. What a fool | was!”
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“Do not be disturbed, my brother. Only the wise cantbeir former folly.”
“You still call me ‘brother’ after what happened?”

“Here all is forgiven the living, who know not what yhaéo. At last my work is finished.

Yours is just beginning.”

“I am eager to set about it. My only desire is to putdhiright.”
“Do not forget the one wrongly accused of murdering yousaedling your work.”
“I will do everything within my power.”

“Your power is that of the dream. Use it wisely. | inass over now to eternity, where

| shall meet you again. Peace be with you, my friend.”

“And with your spirit. Farewell.”
At that, Mort Weismann embraced Rob Steele.
* * *
“Thank you for posting my bail,” Dulcie Dromer said.cbuld never have afforded it.”

“Well, | remember what it was like to be in the eastgges of a career. Just don’t skip

out on me, okay?” Dalton Rayne said, joking.

die.”

“Don’t worry.” Dulcie laughed.
“So, how are you doing after everything that has happened?”

“Well enough. | mean, even though | didn’t like Dr. 3¢eé certainly didn’t want him to

“Yes, that was a terrible accident.”

“And I'm very upset that Dr. Weismann’s research has l@strforever. | think he was

counting on me to continue his work.”

“But you will develop your own research interests inetiin



271

“Maybe | should be worried about the trial, but I’'m nblhey can’t prove that | pushed
Dr. Steele off the balcony, and now that the flashedis destroyed, there’s no evidence that |
stole anything from his computer. | have a strange serseackt about it all.”

“Well, I'm glad to hear that.”

“I had another dream last night. In it Dr. Weismann andSieele were talking together.
| don’t know where—it didn’t seem to be anywhere intté@l world. And then they embraced.
When | woke up, | was filled with a heavenly peace.dswublime.”

“Very interesting.”

“l guess you were right. Two dead men can’'t embracéh&dream can't be literally
true. It must be symbolic.”

“Yes. | suspect that Dr. Steele represents ambitiorgiwhitimately killed him, and that
Dr. Weismann represents the wisdom gained from experidtisegood to be ambitious—to
have high professional goals and to strive to reach tBerthat ambition has to embrace and be
embraced by wisdom. Perhaps that is what you've learnedthis whole experience.”

“Perhaps.”

The living do not see what the dead see. Although the laiadlind from birth, there is
no sin in that. Their blindness is not a sickness deiath. When they die, the mud will be
washed from their eyes, and they will see. Ther@tking hidden that will not be revealed: what
is done in darkness will be brought into the light; tMedold in secret will be shouted from the
rooftops. Yea, the lamp will be taken from under the bushsket and placed on the lampstand

to give light to all in the house. Let those who have &ahear, hear.
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Magnum Opus

When the wall phone rang early that Saturday morningmas Dushek got up from the
breakfast table, where he was enjoying coffee with hig,whhgelina, to answer it.

“Hello . . . Ah, yes, good morning . .. What? . . . Wke . . How bad is it? . . . Where is
he? . .. I'll be right down.”

He hung up and stood for a moment in disbelief.

“Who was that?” Angelina asked.

“Nadiya Geiger. She said an eighteen-wheeler ran bgtgdand broadsided Arthur’s car
last night when he was driving home from the performaldeehit his head against the window
on the driver’s side and suffered a severe brain trasomething called a subarachnoid
hemorrhage. He’s in a coma. Nadiya’s with him at thepltal. I'm going there now.”

During the drive to the hospital a rhapsody of memdleexied Thomas’s mind. He
recalled how he had met Arthur in the Music Departmétitelocal university when they were
both freshmen, he studying composition and Arthur the vibliom that day on they became

inseparable companions, spending countless hours togetheintiste recordings, attending
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recitals, and discussing classical music. Once theydwgleted their undergraduate degrees,
they went on to earn a master’s together, after wirthur joined the city’s symphony orchestra
while he began work on his doctorate. They had beemtmsiat each other’s weddings and
godfathers of each other’s children. For the forty-ywars since they first met, they had
remained in daily contact. Arthur was his second selfales ego, his musical soul mate, and
Thomas loved him more than he did his own brother.

As soon as Thomas entered the hospital room, Nadsgafrom her chair beside Arthur’'s
bed and flew into his arms.

“O Thomas, I'm so afraid we’re going to lose our deahAr.” She wept on his shoulder.

Moved by her tears, Thomas felt a lump in his throatwdnted to cry with her but
decided he had to stay strong.

“Don't talk like that, Nadiya. Arthur’s a fighter. Hef®t going to give up, and we’re not
either. Don’t worry. He’'ll pull through this. You'll séeHe squeezed her tight.

When they released their embrace and Thomas sawrtlyedadwires and tubes attached
to his unconscious friend, his knees nearly gave out from UmaleiHe staggered to Arthur’s
bedside and took his hand. “O Arthur, Arthur” was all beld say. With his back turned to
Nadiya, he could not stop the tears from rolling down heeks.

From that day Thomas spent every spare moment abdmatdl, sitting with his friend.
The doctors had put Arthur on medication to reduce bredlliag and intracranial pressure.
Every two or three hours the nursing staff turned him fsada to side, and a physical therapist
came twice a day to exercise his limbs. All to no avaithree weeks and two days Arthur was

dead. He never regained consciousness.

* * *
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When they returned from Arthur’s funeral, Thomas saidgelina, “Sit down, honey.
There’s something | have to tell you.”

They both took a seat at the breakfast table.

“You know how music is my whole life. If | can’t compwanymore, | have no reason to
live. | mean if something ever happens to me like whppéaed to Arthur—I'm in an
irreversible coma or a permanent vegetative state orteomdike that—then just let me go. Let
me die. Don’t keep me alive artificially. | don’t watat linger for months, or even years, if | just
exist but can’t really live. Promise me you'll let me.”

She did.

For the next three months, though, Thomas felt as fdd already died. He was just
going through the motions of life without really living it

Then, a sudden inspiration resurrected him: he would congpaesguiem in honor of his
friend. It would be a six-voice contrapuntal work for inoliola, cello, flute, clarinet, and oboe,
each voice in the style of a different historicalipéd+—medieval, Renaissance, baroque,
classical, romantic, and contemporary, yet all blenthggther and harmonizing with each
other. Although instrumental, he would pattern it aftecal models from each period. Yes, he
would immortalize the spirit of his friend in musicwbuld be hisnagnum opysot the
longest, but certainly the finest, work of his life.

It was a splendid April morning, and Thomas walked out teduisvith a new-found
spring in his step and a whistled tune on his lips. He decidedver the top on his little Mini
Cooper convertible so that he could feel the sun on bis bnd the wind in his hair as he drove
to teach his advanced music theory class at the Urtiwevghen he had gone a mere three and a

half blocks, however, his foot slipped off the gas pedalasmtiands off the steering wheel as he



275

slumped towards the passenger’s seat. He felt his fack, tnunk, arms, and legs going limp, as
though his body were no longer his own. Try as he mightould not raise himself up, lift his
head, or even open his eyes. Thomas did the only thingute @@—nothing.

His car had jumped the curve and landed half in the yardvarastill in his bathrobe
coming out to get the morning paper. When the stunned man tarthgcar, he saw that the
driver could neither move nor speak. Had he suffered a &ttack? He called 911.

Angelina rushed to the hospital as soon as she recéigarhll. When she stopped at the
ICU desk to ask which room her husband was in, a physid@nhappened to be standing there
addressed her.

“Mrs. Dushek, | am Dr. Asa, the attending physiciaryoar husband’s case.”

“How is he, doctor? What happened?” She winced, awaitiegesponse.

“Your husband suffered a massive stroke while driving to wehich resulted in what
we call total locked-in syndrome.”

“What does that mean?” She felt herself reeling and toestigtady herself.

“Your husband suffered damage to certain parts of the lbveeém and brainstem, while
his upper brain remained unaffected. We thus have reasmli¢oe that he is conscious, but his
entire body is paralyzed. All of his senses are probabdygt, but his eyelids are closed, and he
can’t open them on his own, so he can’t see. And he coolshply taste food, but he can’'t move
the muscles needed to chew or swallow, so we haveddfeethrough a tube. Because he’s
completely paralyzed, he can’t speak or blink an eye ar sgj@eeze someone’s finger. He can

probably hear what we say to him, but he has no wagrtonunicate with us.”
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“Oh my God, that sounds terrible. Will he recover?” @& verge of fainting, she nearly
lost her balance.

“It's possible—we know of at least two people who madédlafiontaneous recovery
from locked-in syndrome—~but it's unlikely. Ninety percehpatients with this syndrome die
within four months. The remaining ten percent live longet their condition does not
improve.”

Angelina heard nothing after “full spontaneous recoverzdnk God! Her Thomas was
going to be all right; she knew it in her heart. Nglve felt silly she had worried herself for
nothing. She flitted into her husband’s room but stoppeti atathe sight of the wires and tubes
connected to him. Unnerved for a moment, she pulled Ihevgether and kissed him on the
forehead. He seemed to be sleeping peacefully.

“I have good news, honey,” Angelina whispered in her husbaat’s'The doctor says
you’re going to make a full recovery. You're going to bst jfine.”

Thomas could indeed hear his wife, who tended to heatr shieavanted to hear, and
knew she was terribly mistaken but had no way to tell her

“I think your body is just saying you need to rest. Arthalesth was such an unexpected
blow, and you always work so hard anyway. It was probaisiytpo much stress. So, you just
rest and relax, dear, and when you're ready, you'll wakand be all better.”

Thomas groaned mentally. By now, in total darkness and @ibalophove a muscle, he
had grasped the severity of his condition. When Angedifiddr the evening, he had a
realization, one that shattered him: the requiem hegesg to compose for Arthur, the work

that had given his life new direction and purpose, wouldi®eequiem as well. In the unity of
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friendship, they seemed in life to share one soul mliadies. Now they would share one
spiritual anthem in two deaths.

Thomas knew he would never again put pen to paper. Givest#nktreality, no
ensemble would ever perform his requiem, no audiencehe®erit, no recording ever preserve it
for posterity. No matter. Although it would come into lgein his mind, exist only in his mind,
and pass out of being with his mind, once it had taken sh&peequiem would be like a
Platonic Idea. It would exist eternally in its ideal beisgaanusical form. From that moment on,
the composition of his requiem became his all-consumingiggasThomas understood that he
was racing against the clock to complete it. If only God grant him enough time. He never
prayed so fervently in his life. The next morning he begambrk.

* * *

As the inspiration for the first section of his rezmi Thomas decided to take the plaintive
Dies iraeor Day of Wrath a Gregorian chant from the medieval Mass for thad It was a
confession of guilt and a prayer for mercy addressed tca&qaige. He sang it through several
times in his mind, allowing himself to sink into the moodied melody and the text, feeling it
more personally than he ever had before. Then he beganptovise, mentally humming notes
without words, until an original melody had taken fornhmis head. He hummed this melody
over and over until he had memorized it so well that heldvbe able to recall it note for note at
will.

Assigned to the viola, this base melody was to fomrfitist of six. To harmonize the
other melodies with it and with each other in countertpde would have to visualize it written
on a staff with an alto clef. Thomas could mentallcplthe notes on the staff as he hummed

them in his mind, but as soon as he stopped humming, tbeypdiared from before his mind’s



278

eye. If he could not see them, he would find it diffictilnot impossible, to harmonize them or
to revise later the harmonies he had written. He panicked.

For an entire week Thomas practiced all day every dayliaswpa single melodic line
on the staff until he could see the whole thing likgge in a book. It was exhausting.

Angelina continued to visit him every evening after work. therfirst week she repeated
her mistaken assurances that he would be “just fineéWie did not “wake up” from his “rest”
as she had anticipated, however, her tone began tgehan

“Thomas, you have to wake up. You can't just lie thadefinitely.” Her voice had an
irritated edge to it. “We were both going to take an eatlyement in a couple of years. After all
those years of working and raising kids, that was fyrgdling to be our time together. Just the
two of us. I've waited so long for it. We were going tavel. But how can we if you're like this?
You can’t do this to me. It’s just not fair. | don’t @ege this.”And she burst into sobs.

Thomas knew her grief was speaking, a grief she couldrétyfat. How he wished he

could console her.

The next morning he began work on the second sectibis oéquiem. The base melody
would first sound alone on the viola and then repeatdh sabsequent section. Above it he
would write another original melody, this time for tarinet, inspired by Luther’s setting of
Psalm 130Aus tiefer Not schrei ich zu dior Out of the depths | cry to ypa melody in the
Phrygian mode and a stately, solemn confession ofdbd for grace. As before, he sang the
hymn several times in his mind, immersing himself in themmggand mood of the words and
music. Then, above the viola score, he visualized a Isiafikwith a treble clef for the clarinet

and experimented with placing notes upon it. After eaeasure he hummed the clarinet melody
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to himself from the beginning and then imagined how it souptiaed with the viola melody,
checking the harmony as he went. The work proved nimkenging than he had expected, and
he often lost his concentration. This time it took tweews until Thomas had composed the two-
voiced counterpoint, could hear both melodies distinatlyis mind, and visualize them clearly
on the page.

During that time Angelina’s irritation gradually turned itesperate pleading.

“I know how much you love your work, Thomas, and | adimétt | sometimes
complained about the long hours you put in. | felt hurt yba spent more time with your piano
than you did with me. Even on the weekends. | confesis jellous of your music. You seemed
to love it more than you did me. But | promise, if yoli yust wake up and get better, if you will
just come back, I'll never complain again. I'll be thresbwife | can be to you.” Again she wept.

If only Thomas could tell her how much he loved hefinitely more than his music. She
was the one who inspired all his compositions, andvild to share them with her—something
he would never be able to do with his requiem. Why had hmkeglosuch long hours? Only to
make her proud of him. Her encouragement and support meagtheng to him. If only he
could tell her what a good wife she had been.

In part to lift his own spirits, in part to add contristhe first two voices of his requiem,
Thomas based the oboe melody, to lie just above #nmet part, on the more hopeful aria from
Handel'sMessiahtaken from Psalm 1@ut Thou didst not leave His soul in hell; nor didst Thou
suffer Thy Holy One to see corruptidile had established by now his work routine, humming
the model, visualizing the existing score plus a blank staff,composing a new melody

measure by measure.
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Of course, the addition of each new voice beyondepeating existing voices added a
layer of complexity that required a greater power of \lizgation, ability to hear the multi-voiced
composition, and memory. Thomas found the work steadihg traxing and himself more
fatigued at the end of each day as his strength ebbed.t®onaad a half weeks later he had
completed the section.

Angelina now showed signs that her initial optimisnitation, and promising had
receded into the background, while grief had finally coméeddre.

“O Thomas, we’ve been together for thirty-six years, iow | feel so all alone. Your
body is still here with me, but your mind and your heagtfar from me. | miss you so much.
Soon, | fear, even your body will be taken from meagdedon’t leave me. | can’t bear to be
without you. I've heard the phrase a million times, loo¢ver understood whattsoken heart
was until now. | miss everything we had, and | miss abarg we were still supposed to have
but never will.” Her tears were more bitter than ever.

How could Thomas tell her his mind and heart were withelken more than before? He

couldn’t. His heart was breaking too.

Angelina’s tears at his bedside reminded him of Mary grievirigeacrucifixion of Jesus.
Originally, he had planned to base the fourth part, faolkn between the viola and the clarinet,
on aKyrie from one of Mozart'®RequienMasses; now he had changed his mind in favor of the
graceful yet profoundly sorrowful second movement ojdéan’sStabat materentitledO quam
tristis et afflicta—Oh, How Sad and Afflictethe addition of his own original melody inspired

by Haydn took a full three weeks, leaving him drained @ingjth and even weaker.
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By the end of that period Angelina gave evidence of a chddegbaps she had wept all
her tears of anger, fear, and sadness, at least forSt@wvas no longer tearful.

“I know I've been selfish, Thomas, thinking only aboutatvhwanted and what | needed.
| entirely forgot that five and a half months ago ydd toe you never wanted to live like this
and asked me to let you go. | didn’t remember that until, p@shaps because | couldn’t bear to.
But | know that you want to go rather than stay like,tand maybe you need to also. Don't
worry, my dear. I'm going to speak to the doctor today atakihg you off of life support. I'm
going to give you what you want. | will always love yaustjas | have always loved you. You
are the love of my life, my dear Thomas, and | wargive you what you want.”

O God, no, anything but that, Thomas screamed in uttacsilé’lease don't let me die
until I have finished my requiem. Grant me this onerastcy. | beg you.

Although he had little strength left, Thomas had to workl&aand faster than ever. He
mentally added a blank staff with a bass clef for aqadirt below the four-voice score he had
already composed. On it he would write a melody basdtiedribera meor Deliver me a
responsory from the Office of the Dead, set by Gius&fgrde in hisVMlessa da requienit
formed a prayer for deliverance from eternal death dattgudgment. For Thomas it became a
prayer for deliverance from death before he completeovinisrequiem.

Angelina caught Dr. Asa in the halls of the ICU.

“Doctor, | think the time has come to take Thomas bfife support and to let him go.”

Dr. Asa straightened up to his full height. “Mrs. Dushedgn in the business of saving

lives, not taking them. | don't kill people.”
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“For God’s sake, I'm not asking you to kill my husbandh Baying that it is time to let
him die a natural death.”

“There’s no reason for him to die.”

Angelina planted herself squarely on both feet. “Tleen® reason for him to live. What
kind of life can he have when he can’t do any of thegshime loves?”

“But we have no reason to think he’s in any pain. Hetssnéfering. Why not let him
live?”

“Because you're taking away his dignity. You feed him tigto a tube. You turn him
every two hours like a sack of potatoes. Someone etsthailet him and bathe him. You take
these extraordinary means just to keep him hovering betheamd death.” Her voice had
crescendoed.

“Providing nutrition and hydration are hardly extraordynareans of preserving life.”
The doctor’s tone was becoming more strident. “We usen ivery day with thousands of
patients across the county.”

“That makes sense when the patient has a chance terebavThomas doesn't.”

“l told you at the beginning that there is almost no iil@bd of a full recovery, but that
doesn’t mean that he might not make some progress.dbhld even blink an eye, he could
communicate. Jean-Dominique Bauby in France wrote areddok that way.”

“But it’s not what my husband wants.”

“He can’t communicate. We don’'t know what he wants.”

“I do.” She was confident of herself.

“Does he have a living will?”

“No. But he told me a little over five months ago whatwants.”
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“Did he put anything in writing?”

“Well, no.”

“Were there any witnesses to this conversation?”

“No. It was just the two of us.”

“How can you be sure that he didn’'t change his mind?”

“I just know. I'm his wife.” Her self-confidence wasaeling.

“You mean you think you know. I’'m sorry, Mrs. Dushek, butheiit a court order we
are not going to discontinue his treatment.”

“Then | shall just have to get a lawyer.”

Angelina made an appointment with an attorney that aftetnoo

* * *

The next morning she flurried into Thomas’s room.

“I'm afraid the doctor wasn’t very cooperative. But I'spoken with a lawyer, and guess
what. He is good friends with a judge who often presides end-of-life cases and supports the
right to die. The lawyer feels sure he can get us arfgesr just two weeks and is confident of a
favorable ruling. You'll only have to endure a little longeay love, and then it will all be over.
Then you will have what you want.”

Inwardly Thomas recoiled in horror. He didn’t want te.d\ot yet. He had come too far
with his requiem to leave his work unfinished now. With Beetions complete he had only one
to go, but the final labor of visualizing five full stavesd one blank staff to be filled in daunted
him. His strength had all but abandoned him, and now he vinawiel to strain every nerve, or all

would be lost. Angelina was acting out of kindness. Buwt bould kindness be so cruel?
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There remained the highest voice, a flute part, to bedbass Arvo Part’s setting of the
Canticle of SimeonNunc dimittis the first line of which declares, “Lord, you now letuy
servant depart in peace.” More than anything Thomas wémtedke these words his own,
which he could do only if he completed his requiem. The l&itypand economy of Part’s
setting was perfect to inspire his final section.

Thomas worked feverishly for the next twelve days, thdghegan to fade in and out
of consciousness. On the evening of the twelfth dayriighid the draft of the final section. He
spent all his waking moments, which came and went, @thilteenth day visualizing the six-
voice score from beginning to end, listening to the melodidsharmonies, and making minor
revisions. When he awoke on the morning of the fourtedsghthe date of the court hearing, he
listened in his mind to the entire composition. It wisigus. Yes, he had done it. He had
written his finest tribute to his beloved friend, Arthand he had prepared through musical
meditation and prayer for his own death. It is finisheglthought to himself.

Thomas inhaled peace and satisfaction and sighed out aehbitp-brhis last.


http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arvo_P%C3%A4rt
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Arvo_P%C3%A4rt
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Glossary of Names

Almost all the names in the above stories are ehémsetheir meanings, which are listed below
by story.

The Winner

Vicky: short for “Victoria” (Latin), meaning “victory.Vicky wins all the bets.

Chance: both “luck” or “fortune” and “risk.” Chance is ajgawilling to take a risk and try his
luck, betting with Vicky.

Ventura: luck, fortune (Italian).

Val: short for “Valentine” (Latin), meaning “strong”

Hammer: the tool. As a roofer Val Hammer wielded angfroammer.

Rocky: like a “rock”

Steinmann: stone man or stonemason (German). Rockyratien was a bricklayer.

Sarge: short for “sergeant,” which comes from therLsgrvire Sarge served in the Marines.

Rules Are Made To Be . . .

Mila: dear, gracious (Russian)

Milligan: bald (Gaelic). She shaves her head out ofpamsionate solidarity.
Connie: constant, steadfast (ultimately from Latin)

Kahler: bald one (German). She faces her cancer amiotherapy steadfastly.
Alexis: protector, defender (Greek)

Miles: soldier (Latin)

Mrs. Krabbe: crab (German)

Flint: refers to the hardness of the stone

Steinherz: stone (Stein) heart (Herz) (German).sHaiunfeeling principal.
Henry: home ruler (Germanic)

Dean: as in English, referring to the senior membeanadrganization. He is the president of the
school board and “rules” the family of the school.
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Newman: new man
Duke: leader, general (Latin). He becomes the new pahci

Fathers and Sons

Reuben: from the Hebrew meaning “Behold, a son.”

Abbot: father (Greek). Reuben is a son who has to eonfiis father before he becomes a father
himself.

Hope: the meaning is obvious. She is hoping to have a child.

In the Cold of the Night

Dolores: sorrows (Spanish). She is grieving the losgoybuth, marriage, and son.
G. I. Joe: an “average Joe,” and yet a hero

Light in the Darkness

Vic(tor): the short form is meant in the police-janggense of the victim; the long form is the
Latin wordvictor, the victorious one

Dolens: the one who is suffering or in pain (Latin)

Viazo: around 1500 the word meant “voyage” in Italian appears in the title of a work by
Niccolo da Poggibonsi. By happy coincidence for this stibrpeans “I rape” in modern Greek.
A real, though rare last name, it was borne at lpgtngel Toldra Viazo, an Catalonian editor
of postcards.

Paulie’s Fight

Andrew: man (Greek)

Freeman: = free man

Colleen: girl or young woman (Irish). Andrew and Catidgeeman are a man and a woman
who want to become free from each other.

Paulie: the diminutive of “Paul,” which means “small’atin)

Courtney: short (ultimately from Latin)

Retiro: retreat, retirement (Spanish). By moving to Retkndrew is retreating from his family
and retiring from his responsibilities.

Fateful Choice

Jonathan: God'’s gift (Hebrew)

Janet: feminine form of John, same meaning

Maddox: fortunate (Welsh). Jonathan and Janet were figuia have one another and were
God’s gift to each other.

Heiler: healer (German)

The Measure of Love
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Maksim: the greatest (Russian, ultimately from Latig.was a great painter and sociocritical
voice in Russia.

Liubova: love (Russian). She discovers her fathews for her and herself as a loved person.
Radomil: dearril) care (ad) (Slavic). He is the only one who cared dearly for Maksim

Payback

Lance: refers here not to a spear but to a sharp instriisuch as a needle, that might be used to
“lance” a boil, for example. Lance considers usingeditesto kill Mr. Sauvage.

Michaels: the rhetorical question “Who is like Godrfeprew), implying the answer “No one.”

Dr. Michaels does the right thing, refraining from using heedle, but not out of any religious
motivation.

Sauvage: savage (French)

Jason: healer (Greek)

Lalos: perhaps from Greek. If so, it would mean “talker*talking.” Jason Lalos is a speech
therapist, thus one who talks to heal those withdperpediments.

Family Burdens

Red: is meant to suggest a fiery temperament.

Heissman: in addition to recalling the athlete and suggesize and strength, the name literally
means “hotljeisg man” in German, not in a sexual sense, of courgantan emotional one. He
has a quick temper.

Spike: a nickname, given without further explanation.

Agudo: sharp (Spanish). He is a “sharp spike,” apt fordusessive provocations.

Prediger: preacher (German)

Goodman: = good man

Russell: little red one (French). He looks up to Red.

Brotherly Love

Joshua: savior (Hebrew). He saves his brother’svifeet He has the nickname “Citizen Cane”
and plays the part of the biblical Cain, the envious leroth

Pascal: Passover (Hebrew). Joshua Pascal is “passet] ov

Abel: a homonym of “able.” Abel is the “able” one in taenily.

Gracie

Gracie: grace, favor, kindness (Latin)

Marter: torture (German), but a homonym with “martt@racie shows kindness but is martyred.
Dr. Marter: “doctor” originally meant “teacher” (LajinDr. Marter attempts to teach Gracie
about the dangers that lead to her martyrdom. His naggests that he may suffer the same fate
as she.

Eric: ruler (Norse). He is the team leader.

Amy: beloved (ultimately from Latin). She is Eric’sfeii

Nuwairah: small fire (Arabic). She is the team'’s cook.
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Tahir: virtuous (Arabic). She is an innocent child.

Qismah: destiny, fate (Arabic). She believes her daughteridition is their punishment for
their sins.

Nasir: helper, protector (Arabic). He protects the farhhis faithfulness to his religion.
Kifah: struggle (Arabic). The child struggles with a disitil

Husam al Din: sword of the faith (Arabic)

el-Hashem: the crusher (Arabic). He murders Gracie.

Note: the imam’s sermon is based on the followingegefrom the Quran: 2:190-191, 4:76,
9:005, 61:004, and 8:17.

The Violin

Darien: wealthy (Irish)

Chapman: a buyer and seller (Old English, related tG#renan “Kaufmann”). Darien
Chapman is an art and antiquities dealer.

Folton: fool's fol) town (on) (Old English). Darien considers the antique dealetkahtown
fools.

Hamstead: homéham place stede¢ (Old English). Hamstead is the place where Daiess|
Geigersville: violinist’s Geigers (German) townylle) (French). Geigersville is where the
violinist lives.

Theodorus: gift of GodGreel

Mousa: muse (Greek). Theodorus Mousa is divinely gifted wgpiration from the muse of
music.

Otto: wealth, fortune (Germanic)

Kaufmann: buyer, trader, dealer (German). He is DaCiespman’s purchasing agent for items
of great value.

Friday Night

Patrick: father (ultimately from the Latpatervia the derivativgatricianu9

Solus: alone (Latin). Patrick is a father who has betralone by the death of his wife and the
adoption of his daughter.

Désirée: the one desired, longed for, yearned for (Rjenc

Winona: daughter (from the Dakota language)

Delicia: pleasure, delight (Latin)

The Confession

Kent: born of fire (a contraction of the Scandinavigennet”)
Conley: purifying fire (Gaelic). Kent Conley’s purificatiagborn of fire.

God Bless America

Cristobal: Spanish for “Christopher,” the Christ-bedfereek). He is meant to be a Christ-
figure.
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Pura: the pure one (Spanish)

Diego: possibly the “protector” (Spanish, ultimately frél@brew)

Mr. Reichman: richrgich) man (German)

Madeleine: from Magdalene (Hebrew), the repentant sioinitre Gospels
Chase: a hunter or “chaser” (Middle English)

Argent: silver, money (French). Chase Argent is a@hatmoney.

The River of Life

Amanda: nominative feminine singular gerundive of the Latmarewith various senses, one of
which is “the one (yet) to be loved.”

Bristol: the site of the bridge (from the name oftg m England). Amanda Bristol realizes at the
site of the bridge how she is to be loved.

Orvos: doctor (Hungarian)

Doug: short for Douglas = dark river (Scottish)

Lethe: the classical river of forgetfulness (GreelQuD Lethe is a “dark river of forgetfulness”

in that he can’t remember Amanda even after being tbldl ste is.

Sal: short for “Salvatore,” which means “savior” (ial)

Retter: rescuer (German). Sal Retter saves Amandaduicide and rescues her from the bridge.

The Package

Carl: man (Germanic)

van der Val: of the trap (Dutch). Carl van der Va isyan caught in the trap set by his
supervisor.

Darina: fruitful, fertile (from Gaelic). She is geant.

Blake: black (one possible meaning of an Old English word)

Barterman: a trader. Blake Barterman trades drugs dridbk market.

Nico: victory (Italian from Greek). He wins out overgi

Fratellini: plural diminutive of “brother” (Italian)

Emilio: rival (Italian from Latin). Nico and Emiliare brothers, and Emilio has always rivaled
Nico, though in negative ways.

Dick: used in the slang sense of “detective”

Yeager: hunter (probably an Anglicized spelling of a Garmame). Dick Yeager, along with
his partner, is a detective hunting for criminals.

Signorelli: little lords (Italian). They are the tiag family of a criminal organization.

Brian: perhaps “high” from an old Celtic element

Elder: older. Brian Elder is an older gentleman from uppanagement.

The Tragedy of Stevie-Jay

Estevao: crown (Portuguese from Greek)

Joalheiro: Jeweler (Portuguese from Latin)

Buz: contempt(uous) (Hebrew)

Starek: old man (Slavic). Buz Starek is an older manecoptuous of the younger generation.
Greg: vigilant (Greek)



Abner: “my father is a light” (Hebrew). Greg Abnettlige vigilant father figure.
Reese: enthusiastic (Welsh)

Young: youth. Reese Young is the enthusiastic youth.

Lex: law (Latin)

Cosmo: order (Greek). Together the two detectives repirése and order.
Robin: = robbin’

Latro: thief (Latin). Robin Latro is one of the thiewgkso robs Mr. J.
Rhett: advice, counsel (Dutch)

Conrad: bravedon) counselrad) (Germanic)

Campbell: crooked mouth (Scottish)

Scheuster: shyster (a spurious eponym)

Schirmer: defender (German)

Klaeger: prosecutor (German)

Rehabilitation
Chuck: nickname for “Charles” = man, warrior (Germanic

Andrews: man (Greek). The bully Chuck Andrews is a “waman.”
Curtis: courteous (Old French)

Klein: small (German). He is courteous and small, K@etopposite of a bully.

Drew: diminutive of Andrew, meaning “man” (Greek)
Austin: venerable (ultimately from Latin). He is @anerable little man.

Three Unforgettable Days

Kemp: champion, athlete, warrior (Middle English)

Armstrong: of the strong arm

Santos: holy, consecrated (Spanish, ultimately frotin).a

The Interrogation

Adams: man (Hebrew). He is “the man.”

Zac: short for Zachaeus = pure (Hebrew)

Reinemund: pure mouth (German). Zac Reinemund is tellingutie
Sissy: nickname for sister

The Judge

Justin: just (Latin)
Richter: judge (German). Justin Richter grows up to becarfuast judge.
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Wright: a homonym of “right.” Officer Wright presumés be right, and the court takes him as

such.

Dion: a short form of “Dionysos” (Greek), the goavahe, revelry, fertility, and dance.

Gregory: watchful, alert (Greek)

Lambe: homonym of “lamb.” Mr. Lambe comes well-preparetti&d but is no match for Ken

Wolfe.
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Ken: born of fire (Gaelic)

Wolfe: homonym of “wolf.” Ken Wolfe is a fiery oratavho devours Mr. Lambe like a wolf.
Rede: counsel, advice (Old English). He is Justin’s selon.

Cyrus: young (Persian through Greek)

Voigt: overseer, bailiff, lawyer (Middle High Germar@yrus Voigt is the young lawyer who
prosecutes his boss, Mr. Wolfe.

The Language of Dreams

Mort: short for Mortimer (frommorte mer= dead sea). By itself Mort means “dead” (French).
Weismann: wiseweisg man (Mann) (German). He is a dead wise man.

Dulcie: sweet (ultimately from Latin)

Dromer: dreamer (Dutch). She is the sweet dreamersavticcams become sweet only in the
sense that they turn out to be true.

Dalton: valley @lal) town ¢on) (Old English)

Rayne: counselor (Germanic). He is a mundane coungetapable of a spiritual view of
things.

Rob Steele: homonyms for to “rob” and “steal’

Amalia: work (a Latinized form of a Germanic name). Bpehshe identified herself with her
work, which Dr. Steele stole from her and published undesisname.

Magnum Opus

Thomas: twin (Hebrew)

Dushek: soul (Slavik). He and Arthur are “twin souls.”

Angelina: little angel (ultimately from Greek)

Arthur: no known etymology. The short form “Art,” nosed in the story, nevertheless suggests
that music was his art.

Geiger: violinist (German)

Nadiya: hope (Ukrainian). She hopes her husband willexco

Asa: doctor (Hebrew)
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