Repl acenent Parts

CHAPTER 1

The parents of N cholas Vaughn and Tinothy Lawence were
nei ghbors |long before the boys were born. They lived in an inpressive
nei ghbor hood, their huge backyards separated by a greenway. When t he
boys became old enough to venture beyond the confines of their homes,
they found each other. For awhile, they stood in their own yard
staring across the greenway at one another, not daring to |leave their
yard as their parents had instructed. That lasted only a few hours as
they tentatively ventured further into the greenway. Soon, they were
playing as only small <children can, oblivious to everything and
expl oring every inch of their new world.

In an upstairs room in the house next door to Tinothy Law ence
a young girl was busy playing with her dolls. She happened to gl ance
out the wi ndow, watched for awhile and then hurried downstairs, found
her nother and begged to be allowed to go outdoors. Only if she stayed
near the back door, her nmother warned. Deborah Warren was out the door
and ran all the way to the greenway before she slowed to a wal k and
approached the boys. In a few nmnutes, the three of them were playing
and continued to explore the greenway. The children were not yet of
school age but a bond had just been forned.

The boys wal ked side by side. The girl followed closely behind.
They had a few hours head start and considered thensel ves know edgeabl e
expl orers of the greenway. It was still new to Deborah and she was
studyi ng every inch.

"She's still a girl,"” Tinothy said. "Grls are tattle tales."

"W haven't done anything yet," Nicholas countered.

"When we do, she'll tattle tale."



"Hey!" Deborah called out. They didn't stop nor answer. "Wy
nmot her told me to stay by the back door. You won't tell on ne, wll
you?" The boys |ooked at each other and grinned. They had just
| earned a val uabl e I esson

Later, Tinothy found a rock and after taking careful aim flung
it at a tree trunk. He missed. Ni chol as took wup the unspoken
challenge and flung a rock at the sane tree. He m ssed. Soon, a
barrage of rock throw ng was underway. COccasionally, one of the throws
came cl ose. Mostly, they were watching to see that the other did not
gain an advantage by noving one step closer. They had thrown so many,
the rocks were beconming scarce. It was taking longer to find one.
While they searched in a widening circle, their eyes were glued to the
ground, Deborah stepped up, took careful aim and trying her best to
mmc a baseball pitcher, made a direct hit on the tree trunk. She was
as surprised as the boys. She |ooked at them waiting for the
accol ades she was sure woul d cone.

"She had a perfect rock for throwing," Timothy said scornfully
"I'f I had that rock, | would have hit it, too."

Ni chol as and Deborah |ooked at the tree. For an instant, they
considered trying to find the rock but not aware of what the other was
t hi nki ng, they said not hing.

They wandered further into the greenway, found a |og and the boys
sat on it, taking up just the right anpbunt of space so no roomwas |eft
for Deborah. She found a bare spot on the ground and sat, eyeing them
suspi ci ously.

Ti not hy spoke, "W could sure use a drink."

"Yeah," N chol as added.

Deborah | ooked from one to the other. They |ooked at her. She
sighed dejectedly and stood. "I'Il get sonething." She wal ked away in
the direction of her house.

They watched until she was out of ear shot. "Let's hide from

her," Ti not hy said.



"What if she brings sonething to drink?" Nicholas asked.

"I guess we'll have to wait and see."

Deborah slipped into the kitchen, took three large can drinks
from the refrigerator, paused to hear her nother talking on the phone
and hurried out the door. She approached the place where the boys were
wai ting and was surprised to find themthere. She walked up and held
out the drinks. They took one and nade room for her on the |og.

The hours of that first day passed. Deborah was the first to go
hone. She seened to sense when her nother's phone conversation woul d
end and she would be missed. Sure enough, the back door opened and her
not her peered out.

"Now that's a good girl. You stayed by the porch," her nother
sai d. Deborah had been sitting on the porch about thirty seconds.

The boys watched her wal k away. Wen she was out of sight, they
started toward their own houses.

"What do you think?" Nicholas asked.

"I say, no girls."

"But she did get those drinks. What if we try for cookies and
drinks?" N cholas sniled broadly.

Ti not hy kicked at sticks and rocks and finally said, "Okay, for
drinks and cookies, she can stay.

Ni chol as' nother greeted him when he went inside. "Did you have
fun, Dear?"

"Yes".

"What did you do?"

" Not hi ng".
She sat a plate of food for himat the table. "The sitter will
be here shortly. Your father and | are going to a party." She tousled

his hair and hurried fromthe room
Tinmothy walked in as his nother appeared in the doorway.

"Timothy, the sitter will feed you. W're late. W have tickets for



the theater." She jabbed at her ear with a ring. "Did you have fun
pl ayi ng?"
"Yeah".

She | ooked at himfor a nonent and hurried out of the room

" Debor ah! Conme in!" her nother called. "The sitter is here.
Your father's conmpany is having a dinner. W have to attend." Deborah
came inside. "Be sure to get your bath," her nother called back over

her shoul der as she hurried to the door

Late that night, the children were all in their beds, presumably
asl eep. Their sitters were downstairs in darkened roons having been
joined by their boyfriends as soon as the children were hustled off to
bed. The boys had sat at the top of the stairs and listened to the
strange sounds emitted by their sitters and their boyfriends. They did
not have the nerve to venture down the stairs for a closer |ook. They
knew t hey woul d be exposed by a creaking step on the stairs.

Deborah was not so inhibited. She had |earned how to nmneuver
silently down the stairs and did so until she had a good view of her
sitter and boyfriend in various stages of ecstasy on the couch. They
were illumnated by a street light shining through a huge bay w ndow.
She watched a few mnutes and clinbed silently back up the stairs.

The children lay in their beds, thinking of the day's adventure.
They deci ded they would go back tonorrow.

It was a nice spring afternoon. Ni chol as sat on his back porch
waiting for Tinothy to cone out. He did, they spotted each other and
met in the greenway. Deborah was watching from her bedroom wi ndow. As
soon as she saw them she hurried out. They joined up and began
anot her meandering stroll through the greenway.

"Do you have a sitter?" Deborah asked.

Reluctantly, they adnmitted they did. They said no nore, not
anxi ous to have a discussion about being watched over by a baby-sitter.

Deborah thought about asking if their baby-sitters engaged in the same



behavi or as hers but not knowi ng exactly how to ask, said no nore about
it.

The greenway was proving not to be all that entertaining. A few
hours of aimess wandering and they had covered every inch. The boys
had sprung the drinks and cookies trap on Deborah and she had
i mredi ately produced. N cholas had | obbied to inform her she was not a
per manent nenber of the group. Tinothy had di sagreed, arguing that to
do so would meke her think she didn't have to supply drinks and
cooki es. Ni chol as wasn't too sure but was hesitant to do anything to
spoil the fringe benefits.

The boys were sitting on a |og. Deborah was trying wthout
success to duplicate her rock throwing feat. The boys were whispering
giggling and acting all around goofy. Deborah was sure they were
nmocki ng her and was trying to ignore them She was casting glances at
t hem between throwi ng rocks at the tree.

Ti nrot hy had a pained | ook on his face and said, "W need to pee."

"So, pee," she said.

"You'll 1ook."

"WIIl not."

"Ckay, then. W're going behind that tree. You better not |ook."

"You better not |look at nme either," she called out. Debor ah had
needed to pee for an hour but couldn't get up the nerve to say so.

A few minutes later, N cholas and Tinothy were stunbling along a
path. Their eyes were as big as silver dollars. Tinothy spoke first.
"Did you see....... Did you know........ Grls....... Are like that!"

"No," was all N cholas could say.

Deborah foll owed several yards behind. "You |ooked! Both of you
| ooked! [|'Il never conme back!" She sounded on the verge of tears
The boys tried every persuasion they could think of. Debor ah

sat, her bottom lip extended, an occasional tear trickling down her
cheek and she rejected every offer they nade. Finally, they had

stunbl ed upon the right one. Ni chol as would bring candy, chocolate



candy. Ti nothy would bring the drinks. She no longer had to furnish
cookies nor drinks. And one last thing...... the boys had to pee while

she wat ched.

The spring turned to summer and alnmobst wthout fail, they net
every day in the greenway. Spring rains created a few water holes.
These had spawned frogs, mnnows and turtles and they had gleefully
exam ned every one, usually to the detrinment of Deborah. They stuffed
a frog in her pants. They tried to get her to stick her finger in the
turtle's nouth. They dared her to swallow a m nnow. She was so gl ad
when the summer heat evaporated the pools and all the creatures
di sappear ed.

She sat on the bare dirt under the huge tree waiting for them
It was the designated waiting place, at |east, for her. The boys went
where ever they wanted and she had to find them or she had to wait for
t hem To her horror she had learned they would not 1|ook for her,
instead going in the opposite direction. She had wandered throughout
the greenway all afternoon, calling to them Only when she burst into
tears did they come out from hiding. Then she |earned, they had been
in a tree, barely able to stifle giggles as she passed under their
hi di ng pl ace, again and agai n.

She saw them  \What were they carrying? "GCh, no!" she thought.

It had happened sooner than she expected. A ball and bat. She covered

her eyes.
Tinmothy swung the bat at an inmaginary ball. Ni chol as held the
ball and notioned for Deborah to nove to her right. Then he notioned

for her to stop. He turned and pitched the ball toward Tinothy who

swatted the ball into the area she had just vacated. She wat ched the

ball roll seemngly forever, dropped her head and trudged after it.
"Hurry! Hurry! Run! Run!" the boys yelled at her. She wal ked

sl ower.



Finally, she retrieved the ball and it was back in N cholas
hand. He had waved her into another position and satisfied it was just
right, he pitched the ball. Tinothy hit it in the opposite direction.
Ni chol as and Deborah watched as the ball rolled out of sight.

Either she got to bat or she was playing no nore, she had
announced to them  That had backfired when they told her they didn't
care. She was never in the right place to stop the ball. Her argunent
that they were the ones that positioned her had fallen on deaf ears.
She cried for a mnute. They ignored her

Then, she resorted to femnine wles. Wth a crayon, she had
drawn a tattoo on the right cheek of her butt. Let her bat and she
woul d show them The bat was thrust into her hand and N cholas was
ready to pitch before she could even nove. Thirty mnutes later, she
had taken dozens of nighty swings and had yet to hit the ball. Thi s
was no fun at all but it was better than chasing the ball. Tinothy was
so confident she would never hit the ball, he was throwing rocks at
sone invisible target. Finally, he strode up to N cholas and they
conferred, alternately casting glances at her. Then, they both
approached her. "Show us the tattoo, now, " they had said.

She went behind a tree, stood there for a minute, cane out and
announced her cl ot hing nmust have worn off the tattoo. It was gone.

The boys had stared at her. They could not believe this was
happeni ng. How coul d they be denied?

Desperately, Nicholas said, "Show us where the tattoo was."

"That was not the agreenent,"” she said defiantly.

They took the bat and ball and wal ked away dejectedly. She
wat ched them go. She would pay for this. Instinctively, she knew she
woul d.

She lay in bed that night, trying to think of some way to nake
anends. She sighed. There was only one way. She turned on the |anp

craw ed out of bed and found a crayon. She pulled down her pajanas,

backed up to a mirror and wondered how she would ever draw a tattoo



upsi de down and backwards. Her dilemma was solved when she drew a

| opsided star. Then she renenbered what N cholas had said. It didn't
matter if there was a tattoo. It just mattered where the tattoo woul d
have been.

The days of that first sumrer quickly passed and they were about
to enter school. They were excited and even nore so when they |earned
they would be going to the sane school, all the sanme classes,
ever yt hi ng. Ni chol as woul d wal k across the greenway and join them at
the front of their houses where they would catch the bus together

During the first days of school, the teachers would learn they
were an extrenely gifted and intelligent trio. Their 1Qs were off the
scale and academics were so easy they did not seem to be paying
attention. Accelerated classes were hardly a challenge. Cccasionally,
one would hit a snag but they retired to the solitude of the greenway
and tutored each other.

So far, the weather was not too inclement. It had not occurred
to them that a raging winter would end the greenway neetings. A
blustery fall day brought home the nessage. They sat, shivering on a
| og. Their voices raised so they were heard above the wi nd. VWhat
could they do? Tinmothy was the first to have an idea. His father had
build a work shop at the end of the garage. It had never been used, at
| east, not as a work shop. It was enpty except for a few itens that
shoul d have been thrown away. Wuld their parents allow them to
convene in the work shop? Deborah was shivering even harder. She
could stand it no |onger. "Let's go. Everyone ask tonight. Wwe' |
talk in the nmorning," she said and was up and | eaving. Ti not hy and
Ni chol as lingered a noment but knowi ng there was no other choice, they

were soon on their way hone.

Ti not hy approached his father. He was engrossed in a newspaper
and dressed in a suit, obviously waiting on Tinothy's nother. They
were going out. This was a good sign. He seldom paid any attention to

Tinothy at these tines



Tinothy | eaned on the chair arm and asked, "Dad, could | use the
work shop for sort of a clubhouse this winter. My friends and | have
no place to play since it's getting cold."

His father dropped his paper into his lap and | ooked at the boy.

"Friends? | didn't know you were having friends over."
"W play out....... ," he waved his armin the direction of the
greenvay.

"Who are your friends?" Soneone from school ?"

" No. Well, vyes. Bot h. They live here." Again he pointed in
two directions to indicate the location of their houses. "W're in the
same grade. W ride the bus together, also."

"Well, that's great. In the neighborhood, | nean. Your friends
live in the nei ghborhood."

That seened to have been the magic word. Timot hy smi | ed. "o
course. W've been playing in the greenway. Just out there," he said
and poi nt ed.

"We' Il just have to do sonething about that. O course, you need

a place to neet your friends. That work shop has a stove. Just the

place on a winter's day. You don't have to worry about soiling the
carpet and furniture either.” He patted Tinothy on the head.
Tinmothy went to the wi ndow and | ooked out. Ni chol as was al ready

in the house. He went to a room facing Deborah's house. Her curtains
were drawn. He waited, |looking at her room Finally, the lights cane
on but the curtains renmained drawn. He heard his parents preparing to
| eave and giving last minute instructions to the sitter. Wen the door
closed, he went to the telephone. He would call Nicholas. The sitter
was al ready on the phone. Tinothy said he wanted to use the phone.

"Get the hell out of here and shut up, Butthead!" the sitter
adnoni shed him

Ti mot hy checked again but her curtains were still drawn. He went

to his room The news would have to wait until the norning.



Deborah al nbst waited too |ong. Her parents were at the front

door. She approached, holding a text book in her hands, her finger

obviously marking a place. "M friend has a place to play...... in the

garage. |It's too cold for outdoors. My | go there after school ?"
"Your friend..... where...... ?" her nother |ooked at her

reflection in the mrror as she nmade a | ast second check on her nmakeup
"Next door," Deborah replied. "W're in the same class and ride

the bus together,"” she said happily.

"Same class...... that's nice..... our nei ghborhood....of course,
Dear. They should be nice people..... our nei ghborhood, perhaps | wll
meet them soon." Deborah's father opened the door. Her nother bent
over and squeezed Deborah's shoul ders. "See you in the norning," and
they hurried out. Their car was barely out of the driveway when the

sitter's boyfriend drove in. The sitter watched through the w ndow and
met him at the door before he had tine to knock. Deborah went up the
stairs then came back down in the darkness. The sitter and her
boyfriend had wasted no tine. She watched for awhile before going
silently to her room She flopped on the bed and thought about
t onor r ow. She hoped Tinmothy had obtained permission to use the room
Wthout it, it would be a long w nter

Ni chol as' family was having their evening nmeal. He waited for an
opening and after his parents had reviewed their itinerary for the week
he spoke, "My friend..... across the greenway..... we played all sunmer
but nowit's too cold. May | go to his house, he has a playroom sort

of . Ni chol as' parents were |ooking at him This was sonething new.
He didn't know what to say.

"A friend. That's nice, Nicholas. Where does he |ive?" hi s
not her asked.

"Across the greenway. He's in ny class. W ride the bus
everyday. "

"A nei ghborhood friend?" N cholas' father asked.

"He lives right over there,” N cholas pointed in the direction

10



"OfF course, you can play with your friends, N cholas. Renenber
you mustn't soil his nother's carpet."

"The playroomis in the garage," N cholas said.

"What a good idea," his father chimed in. "W nust nmeet your new
friend, soon," he added.

Ni chol as resuned eating. Now, if only Tinothy had been so | ucky.

The next morning, they waited for the bus, bubbling wth

exci tenent. Ni chol as and Deborah could tell by the look on Tinothy's
face that he had succeeded. Their broad smiles told Tinmothy all he
needed to know. As they rode to school, they nmade plans for the

evening. Already, the roomhad becone their clubhouse.

They piled off the bus and rushed across Tinothy's yard. The
stiff north wind reninded them of the inportance of their
acconplishnent. Inside the room they surveyed it. It |ooked exactly
like what it was. A little used storeroom Tinothy Iit the stove and
they huddl ed around it.

Finally, they were warm  Deborah spoke first, "If this is to be

our place for the winter, let's clean it up. Ni chol as and Ti not hy
were satisfied with it, as is. Deborah fell to the cleaning task al one
and soon they reluctantly joined in.

There was not that nmuch they could do. They found chairs and a
rickety table anbng the stored itens. The rest, they stacked in a
corner. They sweep the floor clean and in no time were sitting in the

chairs next to the stove and surveying their new ki ngdom

Over the years, the decor of the room would change to reflect

their maturity or lack of it. On the last day of their senior year,
sonet hing remai ned of each of their school years. A scribble on the
wall, a banner or some other nenento. The walls were covered in

graffiti, sone of it a nystery known only to one but nost was a shared
experi ence.
In the sumer between their third and fourth years of school,

Ni chol as' inventive abilities first surfaced. They were playing in the
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gr eenway. It was a searing day, one of the hottest of the year.
Tinmothy had pulled a garden hose to the nmaxi num extent of it's length
and was using the spray of water to keep N cholas and Deborah at bay.
Deborah, in particular, had not fared well. Her hair was plastered to
her head and her shorts were dripping. She had attenpted to divert
Tinmothy's attention while Nicholas flanked him  Tinothy had stuck the
hose in her pants and then sprayed her down while she fled. She never
| earned that N cholas had conspired with him and they had set her up
for the trap.

But Tinothy becane power nad and hosed Nicholas as well. The
next day, the battle continued but unknown to them N cholas had found
some odd parts in his father's garage. Sone pipe and old pieces of a
| awn sprinkler system He studied the pieces and it becane apparent to
hi m By carefully assenmbling them in a certain order, the water flow
was narrowed resulting in a nore forceful blast. When attached to a
hose in Nicholas' yard he was able to direct a spray nuch further than
Ti not hy. As a result, he hosed Tinmothy from the safety of his yard
Deborah quickly affiliated with him but he hosed her as well. In the
wat er spraying departnment there were no alliances.

In their seventeenth year and in a nonent of boredom they
resurrected the water hose fight. Ni chol as’ valve contraption was
still in the clubhouse and it still worked. As so nmany years ago,
Deborah lost again. This tine a wet T-shirt caused the boys to try to
schedule a daily water hose fight. Deborah agreed to getting hosed now
and then but certainly not every day. The boys also had to agree that
she could hose them As Tinmothy so aptly put it, "She could stick it

up my nose if | get to see her in a wet T-shirt."

Each year their reputations for acadenic achievenment grew. Their
grades were so nearly the sane that they were spoken of as one person.
Early in their schooling, Nicholas gained a slight edge, measured in

deci mal points. Deborah was second and Tinothy third. The difference
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was infinitesimal but it was a difference that did not change
t hroughout their schooling. |If it ever nmattered to Deborah and Ti nothy
that they could not overtake Ni cholas, they never nentioned it nor
showed any j eal ousy.

Their academic standings tended to further isolate them from
their classmates. Their residences were not near another classmate and
as the years passed they depended on one another for support and
friendship. Qddly enough, they were all popular with their classmates
but relationships did not extend beyond the classroom By the time
they were old enough to drive and could go anywhere, anytine, they had
established such a pattern of togetherness, they did not try to change
it.

Ni chol as and Tinothy had participated briefly in sports but that
changed not hing when Deborah tried for and becane a cheerleader. They
were still together.

The first serious threat to their relationship cane when Deborah
bl ossomed into a beauty. She was always a beautiful child but as a
teenager all the parts developed just right. She got nore than her
share of attention but she never broke away fromthe boys.

The same thing happened to the boys. They were handsone young
men, from well to do famlies and intelligent. Grls were available
but they had a shy streak and it was a non threatening world in the
cl ubhouse with each other.

They were in the fourth grade when Deborah's future talents first

mani f ested thensel ves. She was waiting in the clubhouse. The boys
cane in. One had nmade a detour to his house and grabbed a bag of
cooki es. Deborah pointed to a pallet of blankets she had carefully

spread on the fl oor.

"Lay down," she instructed.

The boys |ooked at the blanket, at her, and finally, at each
ot her. Timot hy' s cheeks bulged with cookies so N cholas shrugged and

did as he was told. Deborah knelt beside him and opened a plastic case
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she hel d. She took out a toy stethoscope, placed it in her ears and
sai d, "Take off your clothes."

"What! .. ... Why?" Ni chol as asked.

"We're playing doctor," Deborah said, "And |I'mthe doctor."

Ni chol as | ooked at Tinothy. Ti mot hy spoke through the nouthful
of cooki es. "Do it! Then, we'll get to be the doctor!" Ni chol as
peel ed off his clothes.

Deborah had not considered that she might have to becone the
patient but once N cholas conpiled, she had no choice. Tinothy was so
anxious for his turn, he took off his clothes before she had conpleted
her exam nation of N cholas. As it turned out, he was trying to hurry
it along so they would have their turn at being the doctor. It was an
experience they woul d never forget.

It also had nore long lasting effects than they would ever have
i magi ned. Deborah would eventually go to nedical school. It canme as
no surprise to the boys.

"Hell," Tinmothy would say, "You knew nore about anatony when you
were ten years old than doctors know when they finish medical school."

"You sure had a lot of fun while | was |earning,"” she countered.

"Yeah," the boys replied blissfully.

Ni cholas' insight and nmastery of intricate valves continued
t hroughout their childhood. 1In the confines of the clubhouse, he would
build one valve after another. Ti ot hy and Deborah could hardly wait
to learn what the next one would do. As they neared graduation and

careers were being chosen, Nicholas would surprise them by choosing an
VBA. He reasoned, "I know how to engineer things, design and build
them | already have sone patents. Wat | need to know is how to run
a business and nore inportantly, how to keep all the noney |I'mgoing to
make. "

It was a prophecy that he would acconplish beyond their, and his,

wi | dest expect ati ons.
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Then his life would take the npbst unusual of turns when boredom

di ssati sfaction and restl essness overcane him

Tinothy's choice was unexpected. "I't looks like you two will
al ways need a lawer. | think I'Il be one."

A few years out of law school and Tinmobthy was the head of a
prestigious law firm Brilliant and anbitious young |lawers waited in
line for the opportunity to join his firm Tinmothy sat in his opul ent
office, only taking the highest profile cases. H's nmere presence in a
court room was enough to cause his opponent to quake in fear, certain
that defeat was enminent. He grew wealthy.

Deborah became a surgeon, specializing in organ transplants. She
was the forenpst authority in the field, her expertise was sought
t hroughout the world. Fortune and fane foll owed her.

Ni chol as founded his conpany and the valves he invented were a
mai nstay of the oil industry. He becane a multi-millionaire, by far
the richest of the three. He could never escape unhappiness. No
matter how successful, he never achieved satisfaction. Hi s |life becane

t he oddest of all.

Though, they were neighbors and their children were inseparable
pl aymates, the parents never becane nore than acquaintances. Their

lives and life styles had been set years before and they were not the

type to change. Al though, far from rich, their parents were
financially secure and successful in their work. The excl usive
nei ghborhood and it's trappings took all of their resources. Thei r

fathers worked long and hard to nmaintain their lifestyles and there was
never time for neighborhood chats. Content that their children were
happy and safe in the conpany of the others, the parents were nost

willing to | eave well enough al one.
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In the safe confines of the clubhouse, Tinothy was the first to
bring in cigarettes for their experimentation.

"Where did he get thenP?" they had asked.

"Some kid at school heisted them from his parents," he answered
as he laid out the dozen cigarettes and a book of matches. Tinmothy Ilit
one, puffed vigorously on it and passed it around. They didn't seemto

be doing nuch except creating lots of snoke and were on the eighth

cigarette when N cholas inadvertently inhaled sone snoke. After the
coughing fit subsided, they all tried inhaling and with the sane
results. The next day, Tinothy replenished the supply and with sone

instructions, they tried again. They coughed until they gagged. Years
| ater, when tenpted with marijuana, Deborah recalled the incident.

"It would have to nake nme feel awfully damm good to nake up for
coughing and gaggi ng." The boys agreed and they never experinented
with drugs. Their baby-sitters were never without it and after snoking
with their boyfriends, they put on sonme uninhibited perfornmances on the
couch.

Each could hardly wait to get to the clubhouse and share what
they had seen! Deborah's sitter was the npbst experienced and the boys

sat wi de-eyed and spel |l bound as Deborah recounted the sitter's exploits

of the night before. Playing doctor was becoming nore and nore
meani ngf ul .
Tinothy was also the first to pilfer sonme liquor from his

parent's supply. They tried that and with nore disastrous results than
with the cigarettes. Deborah got drunk. The boys were aghast. First,
she was going to take off all her clothes and they would have a water
hose fight. It did not matter that it was twenty degrees and the north
wi nd was how i ng. The boys barred the door while trying to figure out
how to coax her into taking off her clothes but w thout the water hose
fight. She would not relent. It was both or none. They considered it

at length, before reluctantly declining.
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But Deborah was not done. She put on a seductive dance that the
boys would recall for years. "Were did you learn that?" they asked in
awe.

"The sitter," she replied and never mi ssed a beat.

"Who is your sitter?" they asked in unison

She would never tell but for another drink she would nmake a deal
Both of them held a bottle out to her. The very next tine she would
slip them into her house and they could see for thenselves. Al t hough
she had been too drunk to remenber her prom se, she believed them when
they renmi nded her and pl ans were nmde.

A few days later, the sitter was there. Deborah signaled to them
by opening and closing the blinds in her room The boys slipped out of
their houses and rendezvoused at Deborah's door. She let them in and
they took their places, hiding in the dark until the sitter and her
boyfriend cane in to the now faniliar couch.

For years, the boys would renenber it in wondrous awe.

But back to the night of their introduction to over drinking.
They had been too agreeable. Anyt hi ng Deborah wanted, she got, which
for this night was too nmuch to drink. After the dance and the prom se,
they kept on giving her drinks, hoping that delights they could only
i magi ne were in store. Debor ah got sick. She puked all over them
hersel f and the cl ubhouse.

It took all the wiles their young mnds could nuster to slip her
into her house, to her room into her bed, hide her clothes and slip
into their own houses in their |iquor and puke drenched cl othes wi thout
bei ng caught. They did it but it was an ordeal they never again
attenpted. Afterwards, the only drinking they did was a few beers that
Ni chol as slipped fromhis father's supply. He was careful not too take
so nmuch his father would nmiss it and that was the limting factor in

their drinking.
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One norning, Deborah and Nicholas were waiting for the school
bus. Ti nothy rushed up breathl essly. He was so excited he could not
wait for them to neet in the clubhouse. They nust hear about his
advent ur e. Last night, his parents had gone to the theater. Hi s
sitter was on the phone to her boyfriend for so long the phone may as
wel | have been growing out of her ear. Bored and restless, he made his
way to the garage where he eyed his father's car. Getting in, he found
the keys in the ignition so he listened to the radio. Turning it

| ouder and |ouder and pretending he was racing down the highway,

Deborah. . ... er..... a girl at his side. He had cast a | ook at them but
neither seened to have noticed he had called her nane. They were
spel | bound by his story. In an unprecedented nonent, he had pushed the

garage door opener and as the radio blared and the door opened, he
turned the key and the engine started. He sat there unsure of what to
do next. The open door beckoned so he pulled the gear shift and the
car eased out of the garage. The car idled down the driveway and he
was in the street before he mashed the accelerator and the car surged
f orwar d. He drove it conpletely around the block and back into the
garage. He had never been so exhilarated. He put down the garage door
and slipped back into the house, checking to verify that the sitter was
still on the phone. She was. He was so excited he could not fall
asl eep for hours. Deborah and Nichol as were envious. Wen could they
do it? They nust be allowed to share his exuberance. Ti not hy was
t aken aback. He assuned this was a once in a lifetine event. It had
not occurred to himthat he would have to do it again. But he knew he
woul d. They could not be denied. Plans were set in notion.

Actually, all they had to do was wait. The first tine all sets
of parents were gone at the sane tinme would do it. The house could
burn down and the sitters wouldn't know it until the phone nelted out
of their hand or the couch burned out from under them So, they waited

a few days and everything fell into place.
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Ni chol as and Deborah sinply wal ked out and waited at the garage
door. Soon, the door opened and Tinmobthy was already in the driver's
seat. They wal ked inside and N cholas opened and held the back door
for Deborah. Then for reasons that he would never know, he slid in
besi de her. Ti mot hy was so engrossed he did not seem to notice that
neither had taken the front seat. He started the engine and let the
car idle out of the garage. N cholas and Deborah smiled at each other
and N chol as reached over and took her hand.

Ti not hy pressed the accelerator and they drove down the street.
He was careful to duplicate every nmaneuver of his first trip. Already,
he knew not to ness with success.

Ni chol as and Deborah were a bit apprehensive but as the mnutes
passed and everything was going well, they relaxed. So far, no one had
said a word. They passed under a street |ight and Nicholas saw she was
| ooking at him He felt a slight pressure on his hand as she gently
squeezed it. He | eaned across the seat. She duplicated his action.
Their faces were inches apart. She closed her eyes. Nicholas took one
| ast 1 ook so he would not miss, closed his eyes and kissed her.

The car bunped. They jerked their lips apart and |ooked out.
They were back in the driveway and Tinothy had tapped the brake. They
| ooked straight ahead as they entered the garage. I nsi de, the garage
door down and all secure, Tinothy |ooked back at them He smled,
proud and relieved that they were back. "What did you think?" he
asked with an air of boastfulness in his vaoice. Ni chol as and Debor ah
were still hol di ng hands.

"I't was the greatest time of ny entire life," N cholas said.

"M ne too," Deborah added.

Ti mot hy | ooked at them but could not nake out their expressions
in the seni-darkness. He could not see they were hol ding hands. It
was one heck of a tinme but the greatest of all tine..... he wasn't so

sure of that.
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They nade their way back toward their houses. Ni chol as was
frantically trying to think of a way to initiate another kiss. They
stood in the darkness at the edge of the greenway.

"Well, | better go," Deborah finally said.

"Ckay, " he said.

They wal ked toward their houses. Late that night, they |ay awake

far into the night, basking in the menory of their first Kkiss.

CHAPTER 2

Mont hs woul d pass before Nicholas could rmuster the nerve to try
agai n. Finally, they were alone for a few minutes in the clubhouse.
He nmade a tentative attenpt, alnobst paralyzed in fear that she would
resist or even worse, scream or possibly hit him To his everlasting
surprise and gratitude, she eagerly responded. It was even better than
the first time and they broke apart only when they heard Tinothy
returni ng. He canme inside and immediately eyed their suspicious

behavior. He was certain they had been up to sonething.
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A few nore nonths passed before Deborah suggested that Tinothy
should be let in on their secret. Ni cholas failed to see how sharing
with Tinmothy would be of any benefit to him Deborah was quick to
point out, they would be able to kiss nmuch nmore if they didn't have to
wait to be alone. There were several nore reasons but Ni cholas was no
| onger |i stening. The first one sounded like it would work for him
He agreed but how would they do it so Tinothy wouldn't know he was
al ready several nonths behind? Leave that to Deborah, she advised him

One evening they were sitting around the clubhouse when Deborah
suddenl y announced she wanted to kiss and she | eaned over and planted a
big one on Nicholas' |ips. He smiled broadly, nostly from surprise
He had not been able to decide how Tinothy would be included. Then she
| eaned across and did the same to Tinmothy. They all expressed delight
at their new adventure and traded kisses for awhile. VWil e Tinothy
waited his turn he had visions of their odd behavior over the last few
nont hs. Before he could reach a conclusion, it was his turn again.

Soon, he stopped thinking about it. He was having too rmuch fun

The followi ng school year, the boys discovered little |eague
baseball. Although, they were far from outstanding players, they were
good enough to play regularly. Neither was all consumed with the

sport, it was just sonmething to do for awhile. Deborah went to every
ganme but she certainly was having no fun. Then one day she overheard a
conversati on. There was a little league for girls. She joined the
next day. First, the boys were astonished, then pleased. Maybe she
woul d be nore agreeable to shagging balls in the greenway. Again, they
were astonished and surprised when she denobnstrated an ability to hit
the ball. Tinothy had responded by teaching her the brush back pitch.
The first one hit her in the side of the head. For a terrifying
second, he thought he had killed her. She struggled to her feet and
with grim determnation, dug in for the next pitch. She lined it far

into the greenway, over Nicholas' head and watched as he ran it down.
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Their workouts proved to be far nore beneficial to her than to the
boys. In short order, she was the star player on her team Soon, she
was the star of the entire girl's |eague. Not long afterwards, the

boys were in the stands, cheering her on.

The first serious threat to their canaraderie cane in their |ast
pre-teen year. During their little |eague days, they had nmet and
interacted with their contenporaries out of the school environnent. It
had been enlightening. There were possibilities to explore.

Deborah learned that her little |eague teammates had found other
i nterests, nanely nmakeup and boys.

Tinothy's and N cholas' friends only interest were girls.

Al t hough, Deborah's 'doctor' exam nations had already taught them a

lot, they learned there was still a lot to | earn. Deborah was a knock-
out and the athletic boys were showing much interest. Deborah |iked
that but she was not quite sure how to handle the attention. The

girl's were showing a great deal of interest in the boys. There were
plenty of girls nore than anxious to share their often incorrect and
usual Iy confusing adol escent information. Oten as not the boys had to
seek verification or clarification from Deborah. It seemed she never
failed to have the answer.

As for Deborah, she was the center of attraction. Most boys were
intimdated by her athletic prowess but not the boys that excelled in
sports. They were drawn to her |ike a magnet. She was a beauty and
athletic as well. They couldn't ask for nore. A knock out beauty that
could talk sports. She was always in the mddle of everything except
when it cane tinme to pair up. The only pairing she did was wth
Ni chol as and Tinothy and that was as they were leaving. Safely in the
cl ubhouse, they could share the day's activities wi thout problens or

unwant ed attachnents.
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Finally, another summer arrived. They were free of school and

free of sports. For awhile, they reverted to childhood, ronping and
playing in the greenway. They clinbed trees, tossed stones and
strolled ainmessly in the greenway. They seened to sense that the
totally carefree days would not last forever. Something would be | ost

when they made the transition to teenagers.

The first change was Deborah's sudden interest in fashion. She
just couldn't get enough clothes. Sonme of the notivation came from her
friends. Deborah watched in amazenent as they becane consumed with the
purchase of new clothes. She approached her nother and was again
surprised when she was as interested in clothes as Deborah's friends
Deborah also soon learned her nother was reliving her chil dhood,
pl ayi ng dress up except Deborah was the nodel. Her nother never tired
of seeing Deborah try on clothes. She had to adnit it was fun and her
nmot her woul d buy anyt hi ng. She was even nore surprised when the boys
showed an interest in her attire. Soon, she realized their only
interest was in mniskirts and halter tops. They would watch her node
for hours and insisted that she continue. She was having as mnuch fun
as they.

Slowy but surely, she lost interest. She was al ways fastidious
about her appearance and was not shy about doing what was necessary to
insure she would draw lots of |ooks and leers but clothes were no
|l onger a driving force. She fell back into the camaraderie with the

boys.

The next school year passed uneventfully. At every opportunity,
Timothy would conmandeer his father's car and they would go for a
drive. He becane nore brazen and the trips becane |onger. Ni chol as
and Deborah did not mind. They were in the back seat kissing. Tinothy
was not too happy about mssing out on the kissing but he didn't know
what to do about it. He wasn't about to let N cholas drive. He was

having way too much fun driving hinself. But the Kkissing. It just
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didn't seem fair. He conpl ained constantly and finally Deborah agreed
to give him a few kisses after the ride. Unknown to Tinothy, she
wasn't trying too hard and it wasn't all that exciting for him He was
going to get his share of Kkissing nevertheless but he was nore
interested in driving the car.

The next fall began their first year in high school. They had to
make sone decisions and choices. In high school, everyone had to be a
part of sonething. Their reputation for academ c achi evenent preceded
them and they were automatically categorized wth the scholastic
achi evers. Sonetines, some of the elite got to join nore than one
group. The star athletics, for exanple. They could be a part of as
many groups as they wanted, even the warring factions. They often did
that, trying to cause even nore trouble which it often did. The
scholastic stars were afforded that privilege as were the npst
beauti ful . Deborah canme in with two advantages. She was heavily
recruited. Those with a propensity of promscuity wanted her, hoping
her beauty and talent would |end sone credibility to their choices. A
small but vocal group of |esbhians wanted her, not so much for
credibility but to prove they could successfully recruit. It would be
a crowning achievenent if they could turn her. The self-righteous
pseudo-intellectuals wanted her. It would help if they actually had an
intell ectual anongst them

Deborah had a few plans of her own. She intended to be a part of
everything and a part of nothing. She knew it could be done. She had
wat ched and |earned from her classmates. There were a few that could
do it and she had picked up on their techniques. In the final
reckoning, it only meant that she had many friends but no close
friends. Once again she had stayed ahead of the pack. She had the
boys.

Tinmothy was a bit nore adventurous. He was willing to be a part
of just about anything but he really took to the car groups. Even

though he was still too young for license he had |ogged many niles in
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his father's car. He also quickly |learned he could nove in and out of
groups. He was a likable boy with the personality to get along at al

| evel s. One minute he could be chatting with the richest kids in
school and being offered a ride in their expensive sports cars. A few
mnutes later he would be with the group that would steal the hubcaps
of f them

H's athletic abilities never inproved nuch fromthe little |eague
days but he was a student of sports and the stars liked for himto be
around to regale them with stories and information that they couldn't
r enenber. Later, he could be found cavorting with the band as they
practiced their drill routines. He would duck into the restroom for a
forbi dden cigarette with the snokers while on his way to clown with the
speech club. He actually took speech but never joined the speech club
They either never realized it or didn't care. It was never nentioned
Wthout ever drawing attention to it, he always ended up with the
intellectuals. It was the place he truly bel onged.

Ni chol as was ever bit as versatile as Tinothy but he didn't have
the bravado. He was always a bit worried that if he hung out with the
hubcap thieves, he would be guilty by association. Ti mot hy could be
seen with them and no one ever thought he would actually participate
Ni chol as was not sure he had that kind of imunity. He nanaged not to
of fend the renegade groups but never felt confortable in their conpany.
Tinothy seened to bridge the gap for him If Nicholas hung out with
Ti nothy, he nust be okay. It was nob nentality at it's best but
Ni chol as nmade the nost of it. He soon learned his greatest interest
was in shop. The valve contraption he nade a few years earlier grew
into an el aborate device. It would serve himwell in a few years. He
was, by far, the nost popular. Oten, with nothing nore than a gl ance,
he could solve the nost difficult problem that any student had wth
their project. He was always willing to help. Wthout realizing it,
he was getting lots of ideas. A few years later, they would nanifest

t hensel ves as patents.

25



The teachers loved to have himin their classes. It was obvious
he was incredibly smart but didn't mind getting his hands dirty. He
was al so teaching the other students far nore than they could. He was
maki ng their |ives easy.

Ni cholas was even accepted in the athletic group. He was
anything but a talented player but what he lacked in ability he nade up
in determnation. He was a gutsy player and it was noticed. Qddl y
enough he had no real desire to play and did not after his first year.
But his willingness to give it up for the team was not forgotten and he
remained a favorite of the athletes. It didn't hurt that he was

available for tutoring and nost athletes were also in shop where they

remained in contact with N chol as. Li ke Tinothy and Deborah, he was
enjoying the best of all worlds. They went their separate ways at
school but alnmost without fail, met every evening to share their

experiences of the day.

Inevitably, they began to have another problem Boys were
notici ng Debor ah. It had to happen, she was stunning. The boys were
not negl ect ed. Grls shanelessly flirted. So far, the pressure was
still manageable. They still were not old enough to drive, legally at
|l east, and the dating gane was limted to school events. This was
usually nothing nmore than sitting together. Oten, the three of them

woul d arrive together, split up for the duration of the event and |eave
together. The boys that courted Deborah's favor were not at all happy
with this arrangenent. Even at heavily attended and chaperoned events,
there was opportunity for naking out and groping. Deborah was deftly
avoi ding such encounters but it was beconming nore and nore difficult.
She was doing plenty of making out with the boys in the clubhouse. So
far, it had not advanced beyond that but she knew it would and she was
getting as anxious as the boys. She had much nore m sgivings about
ot her boys. They were much nore bol der and inconsi derate.

The girls were making obvious attenpts for N cholas' and

Tinothy's attention and they reacted differently when the boys always
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left with Deborah. They wanted to pull out her hair. O course, they
were sure that Deborah was doing nmuch nore to control their affections.
Some of themwere nore than willing to duplicate any feat and they were
not hesitant to let that be known to the boys. It did cause them nore
than a few sleepless nights. For now, they were satisfied that things
woul d stay as they were. For how much longer, they were not at al
sure. They were even less sure of what they would do about it. That
in large part was why they did not press the issue now.

They were at an awkward age. They and their classmates were old
enough to want to exert their independence but not old enough to have
the neans to do anything about it. They |ooked with envy at their
older classmates and the freedom they enjoyed, conplinents of the
aut onobi | e.

It had not escaped their notice that in one nore year, while they
woul d still be shy of legal driving age, they would have access to auto
freedom vie their classmates who were one year ol der. Al three had
nunerous friends in the upper class and it would be easy to go along
for the ride, especially for Deborah. Any nunber of boys had designs
on her and they would be ready, willing and able to accommodate her.
Exactly how the boys were going to fit into this equation was not yet
cl ear. It seemed the boys would have to rely on their nale
counterparts to supply themw th autonobile freedom

It was during the last half of their freshman year that they
entered into the 'rebel against all school authority' phase. Br ought
on partly because they had reached an age when they thought they should
rebel against sonething and partly from peer pressure. There was an
awfully lot of rebellion going on and they felt conpelled to get in on
some of it. Driving a few teachers nuts seened as good of avenue as
any. Wth careful planning, there was hardly any chance of getting
caught. The key was to make it as bad as possible but not bad enough
to involve the cops. In other words, stop short of destroying the

taxpayer's property in sunms that could be treated as a fel ony.
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Al nost daily, Deborah and her friends set fire to a bucket of
sonet hing guaranteed to put out the nost foul snelling odor. Even if
it wasn't entirely successful, it would set off the snoke al arns.

The felons-in-the-making were not content with anything so tane.
They torched a police car parked at an all night diner

When it became too risky for the fire-in-the-bucket, Deborah and
her friends resorted to holding a match under the fire alarm The
felons-in-the-making found a way to set off the civil defense alarm
Every emergency response vehicle responded but only raced wildly around
the town looking frantically for the energency to which they were to
respond.

They had a scare when the cops showed up at the school, certain
that the mld pranks had graduated into the nore serious ones. It was
hard to remain unafraid while they watched the grim faced authorities
march from one office to the next trying to get a lead on the
perpetrators. One exasperated teacher was heard to exclaim "If | knew
who the little sonofabitch's were, |'d have already kicked their asses
out of school." "Yeah," one of the cops retorted, "And they would
probably burn your goddamm house down."

Not hing could ever top the great teacher-cop scandal as it came
to be called. It was a not-so-secret secret that the soccer coach and
gym teacher were having an affair. The students had watched and
followed and learned that they net in a nearby hotel for their trysts.
But what to do with this choice bit of information? It was during the
police investigation into the arsons that they |earned the soccer coach
was married to the police dispatcher and the gymteacher was nmarried to
a patrolman. Once this connection was made, it was shortly thereafter
while on a stakeout of the hotel that they |earned the dispatcher and
patrol man were having an affair and neeting at the sanme hotel, no |ess.
Now, this had real possibilities. |If it could be arranged so that al
of them net at the hotel at the same tinme....... well, that would go

down in school annals as the all tinme best.
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Then, as if it were preordained, it began to cone together. The
di spatcher and the patrolman were seen driving to the hotel. They were
followed and seen to go into a room Deborah used the school's
conputer lab to hack into the hotel system and quickly |earned the
coach had reserved a room for this very afternoon. She changed the
room reservation to the one across the hall from the dispatcher and
cop. It was set. It was going down but how would they know what

happened? They were nearly resigned to accept that the greatest sting

in history would go unobserved. Then Ti nothy happened by. "Not to
worry," he proclained. Wil e stalking the coach and the teacher, he
had noticed a canera nounted in the hall of the hotel. He snooped

around the front desk and saw a bank of nmonitors which the desk clerk

could watch but never did. But nost inportant of all, he noticed a
recorder. Everything in every hall was being taped. "But how coul d
they ever get the tape?" the girls had |anented. "Not to worry," he

procl ai ned agai n. He woul d think of somnething. The girls rushed off
to see that everyone, in fact, had gone to the hotel. Ti mot hy rushed
off to find N cholas who, he hoped, would figure a way to abscond with
t he tape.

The next day it was noticed that the soccer coach had a fat I|ip.
The gym teacher's face was scratched. At the police station, it was
observed that the patrolman had a bl ack eye and the dispatcher also had
a scratched face.

They nust get that tape at all costs. Ni chol as had cone through
with a plan. They arrived at the hotel. Deborah would go in first,
dressed in the shortest short set in existence. She had to get the
desk clerk's undivided attention. This was done as she approached the
desk, dropped her pencil, turned, bent over and picked it up. From
then on, the building could have burned and the desk clerk would not
have noti ced. Deborah was there to do research on some school paper.
It didn't matter what she said, the guy wasn't |istening. She coaxed

him from behind the desk to answer sonme questions about the |obby and
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what ever she could think of but nostly she dropped things and bent over
to pick them up. Tinmothy slipped to the desk, vaulted over, ejected
the tape and in seconds they were out. They waited an hour before
Deborah could extract herself from the desk clerk. She managed t hat
only after someone came in to register and the clerk had to |eave her.
She raced out to the waiting car and they sped away.

It was truly a noment for the annals of history. Deborah and the
boys had stopped and made energency phone calls to both roons. They
all came out at the sane tinme and stood face to face. Then fists and
fingernails started flying. Ni chol as had nmade dozens of copies and
they were all over town.

The entire student body had a copy and every tine one of them

wal ked near the coach or the gym teacher, they nmade a siren noise. At

the police station, they yelled, 'Score'! It was an imtation of the
announcer at the soccer ganes. If the participants continued their
affairs, no one ever knew about it or, for that nmatter, cared. The
incident would be recalled for decades to cone. It was the stunt

agai nst which all others would be neasured.

Tinmothy achieved a certain amunt of notoriety when he
mast er mi nded snmuggling a goat into a classroom on a Friday afternoon.
When the building was opened Mnday norning, goat shit was snelt a
bl ock away. It was easy for the hub cap thieves to expand their scope
to include a goat. They even had enough foresight to steal some food
as well. A well fed goat was a happy goat and a happy goat was
a..... well, the desired results were achieved. The police were
di spatched to investigate the scene but they hastily retreated after
getting a whiff of the room "No chance of any evidence being
recovered in there," they had reported. Tinothy had hoped school would
be closed for a day while the building was fum gated. I nstead, they
closed off the room and everyone had to suffer though the foul snell
that perneated the whole building. Tinmothy's popularity fell.

However, he would not be deterred.
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He found a way to cut the power to the entire building but, in
seconds, the energency generator cane on and there was hardly a
flicker. That one had been so ill-fated he did not even bother to
claimcredit for it.

Lesser pranks had also come to an unfavorable end, Iike
sabot agi ng the heating system He couldn't take credit for that when
the student body vowed revenge on whoever forced themto have to sit in
a freezing building. Smoke bonbs were unpopul ar after the first one.
They weren't allowed to evacuate and had to snell the horrible odor.

It was Nicholas' honor to take second place in the all tine prank
hall of fane. Bet ween classes he had gone to the nen's room and
wat ched as a boy raced from one fixture to the next, flushing them and
trying to have themall flushing at once. He never did get it done but
it did get N cholas to thinking about the plunbing system He could
visualize in his mnd how it worked. One day in an exceptionally
boring class, he was doodling and a vision came to mnd. It would be

amusing if a urinal was flushed and instead of enptying, it shot water

out . He was still thinking. Even better if it were a conmpde. Then
he thought of the valve contraption he had built. A couple of
nmodi fications and the valve would cause that to happen. He began to

design it in his mind. Not that difficult to do and with an el ectrical
switch he could activate it at a tine of his choosing. Afterwards, he
could sinply deactivate the valve and no one would ever suspect

sabotage. After things cal med down, he would renove the valve. At the

cl ubhouse, he told Deborah and Ti nothy. They were ecstatic. It was
truly a classic. They put the plan in notion. Ni chol as began
incorporating the electrical switch into the device. Deborah and
Ti ot hy worked out a plan to install it.

The teacher's lounge was isolated from normal building traffic.
That nade their project easier. There was no doubt about which
plumbing to attach the valve. Ni cholas installed it after school and

when the coast was clear, Timpthy signaled for him to come out of
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hi di ng. They sinply wal ked out of the building and no one ever saw
t hem The biggest problem was how would they see the results. Thi s
was in the teacher's lounge and in the restroons for that |ounge as
wel | . It may as well have been Fort Knox. Then Deborah came to the
rescue. She would forge a nessage, actually two nmessages that had to
be delivered imrediately. One for a fermale teacher which she would
deliver and one for a male teacher that Tinmothy would deliver. Thi s

would put them inside the lounge at the instant N cholas threw the

swi tch. They would each carry their father's expensive notor driven
caner as. When the button was held down, the canmera took frane after
frane. It could eat up a roll of filmin a few seconds. They were
jubilant. It would work.

It was tine. Deborah wal ked into the |adies |ounge. They were
in groups of two and threes, chatting and snoking and drinking coffee.
A few | ooked at Deborah when she entered. She waved the paper and
munbl ed the nane of a fictitious teacher. She gl anced around as if
| ooking for her and went inmediately to the restroom area. She held
the canmera at her side and pushed open the door. She was still
munbl i ng the nane but garbling it so no one could understand. Rows of
comodes were occupi ed.

In the nmen's lounge, Tinothy was doing exactly the sane thing.
He pushed open the door to the restroom area and in this case, they
were lined up at the wurinals. He waited an excruciatingly long few
seconds before soneone fl ushed. In the wonen's | ounge soneone did the
sane. A jet stream backwash erupted from all the urinals. A dozen
mal e faculty nenbers walked bent over for several days, until the
soreness subsided. One was heard to nmpan, "I didn't know you could be
castrated by a jet of water." The wonen didn't fare much better. Said
one, "Now | know what it would feel like in a car wash."

They nmanaged to take dozens of photos. One of Deborah's was a
cl assi c. Several victins staring at the commode in disbelief and all

with their pants around their ankles. The 1 ooks on their faces were
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worth a mllion dollars. Just having had your ass blown off by a jet

of water would give that effect. Copies were circulated by the
hundr eds. Even the teachers who were not victimzed thought it was
hi | ari ous.

Ni chol as reversed the switch and repeated attenpts to get the
errant plunbing to duplicate the nalfunction were not successful. A
few days later he rempved the valve. From that day, no teacher ever
flushed anything while they were standing before it or sitting on it.

It was the greatest prank in school history but it's fame was
fleeting. It wasn't long before Deborah's sting achieved immortality

as the all tinme best.

The next vyear was nonentous for the kids as well as their
cl assnat es. They becane old enough to drive. There was a head |ong
rush to take driver's education so the day of their birthday they could
apply for their license. As each classmate's birthday arrived, there
was sort of a rite of passage. Usually getting their parent's car,
cranming as many people into the car as possible and driving endlessly
up and down the street. They never tired of the ritual

The truly fortunate got an added pleasure. They were presented

with a car on their birthday. Tinmothy's birthday cane first and he was

not surprised when he was given the keys to his car. H s father was
pl easantly surprised at Tinothy's expertise in driver's education. In
fact, Tinothy alnbst overplayed his hand. The instructor raised and

eyebrow or two at Tinothy's expert handling of the car. He realized he
mustn't appear too experienced. The instructor was a real dork and
woul d not be above naking his suspicions known to Tinothy's father

He was the nost powerful teacher in the school system and the

nmost feared and the npbst hated. He held the power of 'drive' or 'not
drive' and was not hesitant to exercise it. The girls quickly |earned
that a short skirt was a guaranteed passing grade. They coul d al nost

rear end a parked car and with the proper leg action on the brake and
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accelerator, still pass. One of the nost notorious short skirts did
just that.

The boys |earned not to pack up. A car load of boys put himin a
bad nmobod and someone was always singled out for failure. | deal |y,
there would be equal boys and girls in each driving test. He woul d
pass them all.

Deborah's birthday was next. She was not all that interested in
havi ng her own car. She realized long ago it would not be all that
necessary. Neverthel ess, her nother thought it was the nodern thing to
do and her father bought one. For the remainder of her high school

years, she seldomdrove it. For reasons that she never understood, the

boys would argue incessantly about going in their car. They both
wanted to drive. They could drive for hours, going nowhere. They
never tired of it. She would snoboch with the non-driver, hoping to
i mprove his foul nood. It always hel ped but she could usually catch

hi m casting an envious eye at the driver, even during a kiss.

A few weeks later it was N cholas' birthday. For a while, a
serious rift devel oped. The boys argued nonstop about the virtues of
their car to the detriment of the other's car. They were constantly
bragging and criticizing. One night she crawmed into the back seat so
they wouldn't be arguing across her and they didn't seem to notice.
She rolled down the window and tal ked to whoever happened to be driving
beside them They still didn't notice. It grew worse and worse. Each
was | oudly proclaimng that their car had the best of everything.

Finally, she threatened to withhold kissing until they stopped.
That worked, but barely. They quietly seethed while she was in the
car. The mnute she was taken honme, they erupted. O course, this
didn't last long. It took only a minute to get to the other's house.

She was not anxious to stop kissing and was determined to find a
way for themto coexist. She learned that by taking the initiative and
bragging equally on their cars, they finally dropped the constant

arguing. At last, things returned to normal.
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Later in the year another fad devel oped. Everyone that had a car
gathered in a parking lot. They parked at the curb so their cars lined
the street. They sat on, or |eaned on, the fenders and watched whoever
was not parked, drive by. It was some kind of a display ritual. Only
the newest or best cars parked. Al others continued to drive back and
forth. Deborah was pleased to learn that the boys were not the only
ones to engage in arguing the finer points of their car. It was
nonstop in the parking lot.

This was one of the few tines she nade use of her car. She piled
in a load of girls and drove back and forth by the parking |ot. The
boys were sorely undecided. It was a hard decision but slowy the
girls won out. Besi des, the boys learned there were ways to have the
best of both worlds. They could always sit in the parking lot for an
hour or so before the girls grew restless.

They were also learning many things in that parking lot. A great
deal nore than Kkissing was going on. The kids were openly discussing
what they were learning. N cholas and Tinmothy were |ooking to Deborah
for nmore information. She might not be all that know edgeabl e but she
certainly held the key to happiness. It was a confusing tine.
Ni cholas and Timothy |ooked longingly at the cars parked in the
shadows. They had been invited on nore than one occasion but had
reluctantly declined. Deborah had stood back and waited, hoping they
would decline but not really expecting that they would. It was a
confusing tinme for her as well. She was not prepared to nmake a counter
offer to the boys. For the first time, she expected they would all go
their separate ways. Instead, everything stayed as it was.

They were the object of sonme taunting renarks, particularly

Deborah. It was assunmed they were in a three way tryst or, perhaps, it
was hoped that's what they were in. The athletes were nore than
graphic in their insults and insinuations about her. ' The
nynphomani ac' was as nice as it got. But as cruel as teenagers could

be, their attention span was short and soon they had noved on to
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anot her target. Curiosity remmined about the strange rel ationship but
there was al ways sonething of equal or greater curiosity.

The girls did not exactly give up on pursuing N cholas and
Ti not hy. There were always a few that were intent on breaking up the
threesome. ' Shoot old Deb out of the saddle' becanme a rally cry. They
did make things difficult for the boys. The best 1ooking and nost
eligible boys made a run for Deborah but she instinctively recognized
their notives. The trio remained intact.

By this time, their academ c prowess was |egendary. They had
some notoriety as the three snartest students ever to attend the
school . It gained them a level of acceptance and al so hel ped explain
their odd relationship. One particularly crude athlete comented, "I
bet they have to use a pocket calculator to figure out how to do it."
It turned out that, perhaps, he should have done a bit nore figuring
hi msel f. Hs girlfriend was one of the first in their class to get
pr egnant .

Changes were on the horizon but none of the three were exactly
sure what those changes would be. They finished that year w thout any
of those changes taking place. Sunmer cane and they tried to find
something to entertain thensel ves. The swi mmi ng pool opened and they
flocked to it along with the majority of their classmates. The girls
had | earned how to let their nothers buy the npbst conservative sw nsuit
in the store for them Later, they would go back and buy the nopst
daring bikini which they would change into after they left their
houses. A contest quickly developed as to who would be seen in the
nost revealing bikini. The swi nming pool was packed.

There were also many nore social activities. The junior year was
al ways the training ground for the proms and events that would concl ude
their senior year. There was al ways a dance. There was a dance for
ever yt hi ng. Just about everybody hated the dances. It was a lasting
menory, a lifetime stigm to work up the nerve to ask a girl to dance

to wal k across the roomin full view of everyone there, to be refused
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and have wal k back, knowing every kid in school had just seen you get
rejected. For the victins, it was the only thing about the dances they
ever renenbered.

Ni cholas and Tinmothy particularly disliked the dances. Only one

could be dancing with Deborah and the other had to sit, looking like a

st ooge. If they all sit out the dance, invariably someone would ask
Deborah, leaving them both to look |ike stooges. The nmore forward
girls would use that opportunity to ask the boys to dance. They

usually did so, hoping to nmake Deborah jealous and they usually did.
This really confused the boys.

"Why?" they asked, "Are you nmad because we danced with soneone
whil e you were doing the sane only the guy was trying to feel you up as

wel | . They never did get a satisfactory answer and Deborah never did
stop getting jealous. She really got confrontational when they told

her how they felt about the guys letting their hands slip down on her

butt.

"Wasn't ny fault," she retorted

"Well, if it's okay, maybe we would do that, also," the boys
t hr eat ened. Timothy was the first to get up the nerve and to his

everlasting surprise and delight, she did not stop him N cholas could
not wait for the next dance. He cut in. Only then did they |earn why
there were so nany dances. They becane nuch nore anxious to attend.
During the first senmester of their junior year, they faced a
nmonent ous deci si on. A big event approached. A banquet, followed by
yet another dance. But the banquet..... how woul d they go. This called
for a date. A couple...... a boy, a girl. There was no other way. It
was inpossible to accompdate a threesone. They knew it was coning
and, in fact, had been arguing about it for sone tine. Nei t her
Ni cholas or Timthy would volunteer to stay behind and be renenbered
for all time as the one who was left out. Deborah didn't want it to
happen to either of them but she also knew she was going to attend.

Wth this in mnd, she made a revolutionary suggestion. The boys were
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st unned. They sat in silence for a long tinme, considering the
suggesti on. They didn't like it but it was better than risking being
the one left out. The suggestion....they would all go with soneone
el se. How bad could it be? One banquet, one dance, one night, it
woul d all be over. The boys had to agree. They would do it. They
drove up in front of Deborah's house and she got out. She |eaned back
in the w ndow.

"I better not catch either of you feeling someone's butt."

"You  better not | et anyone feel yours," they answered
si mul t aneously but she was al ready wal ki ng away.

The announcenent that they would have dates caused quite a stir
at school. Deborah was a worthy prize. They were lining up to make a
headl ong rush to ask her but also were hesitating to see who the star
quarterback would ask. To no one's surprise, he asked Deborah. He was
not her first choice but she accepted, nostly to end the ordeal. The
boys were not happy. They considered him a fornidable threat. In
retaliation, they asked the two npbst prom scuous girls in the school
Deborah was not happy.

The night cane. They were dressed in their finest. Debor ah' s
dress |l ooked like the dome on a capitol building. The boys were in
t uxes. Everyone | ooked basically identical, except the girl's dresses
were in nany colors. The star quarterback had a flask, filled with
some awful snelling whiskey and was, not too subtlety, drinking it. He
was becoming nore and nore obnoxious and constantly draped his arm
around Deborah's shoulders so his hand was strategically placed on her
chest. The low cut prom dress was naking it easy for him Ti not hy
and Nichol as' dates were ready for the whole event to end. They would
judge the success of the prom by what happened in the back seat of a
car. During the banquet they had nmade their intentions known to the
boys. They were certainly not adverse to this new experience and
wat ching the star quarterback stick his hand down Deborah's dress did

not help their mbod. Even so, they could see she was having a struggle
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fending off his groping. Per haps, when the dance started, they could
whi sk her away. It was not lost on the boy's dates that they were
spending nmore time watching Deborah's plight than they were watching
t hem

Finally, the banquet ended and the dance began. Everyt hi ng got
Wor se. The star quarterback was practically westling Deborah to the
floor. The girls had all but given up on Tinothy and Nicholas and were
trawling for replacenments. They were having plenty of success.

The star quarterback had maneuvered Deborah outside, ostensibly,
for a breath of fresh air. Deborah had agreed, hoping it would sober
up the obnoxious oaf. Instead, he had strong arnmed her into the back
seat of a nearby car.

Tinothy and Nicholas' dates had found two eager replacenents and
were already in the back seat. Their sounds waffled across the schoo
parking | ot.

Timothy and Nicholas waited anxiously for Deborah to return and
wi t hout speaking a word began to wal k across the dance floor when they
t hought she shoul d have been back. They were instantly confronted with
the sight they expected to see. Toget her they had reached in and
pul l ed the quarterback off of Deborah. They were only going to throw
hi m asi de but Deborah sprang from the car and slugged himin the face
He was too drunk to feel nuch pain but blood poured from his nose and
down the front of his shirt. He turned and staggered back inside,
oblivious to his appearance.

They stood in the parking lot, deciding what they wanted to do.
No one wanted to go back inside. No one wanted anything nore to do
with this prom Deborah reached out and hugged t hem bot h.

"Thanks for rescuing me," she said in a faltering voice. At that
monent the air was pierced by squeals of delight from the boy's ex-
dates. They turned and | ooked in the direction of the cars from which

t he sound had cone.
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"Aren't you going to thank ne for rescuing you," she asked and
they all broke out |aughing.

Ti mot hy reached out to close the door to the car from which they
had rescued Deborah. Some beer was iced down in a container in the
fl oor board. He lifted it out and reached back in for a paper sack.
He didn't bother to |ook inside. Hol ding everything in his arnms, he
said, "Let's get out of here." Soon, they were at the edge of town,
headed for an isolated place. They pulled up in front of the
abandoned, dil api dated house and parked. They had explored the place
nunerous tinmes and were famliar with every inch of it. The night was
brightened by a big full mpon. You could alnost read by it. Debor ah
clinmbed two steps and sat on the porch. She braced her feet on the top
step and rested her elbows on her knees. She | eaned forward and her
hands and arns dangl ed between her | egs. It was the classic hillbilly
on the front porch pose except her prom dress was bellowed out and in
the full nmoon Ilight, the boys were getting a lesson in prom
under gar ment s. Timothy reached into the container, took out a beer,
popped the top and took a sip. N cholas continued to stare at Deborah.
She returned his gaze. He asked, "Are you okay?"

"Yeah, okay," she said disgustedly. "I'm mad at nyself. I
shoul d have known better."

Tinothy wal ked to them "My as well have sonme beer, nake the
best of the situation.”

Nei t her responded to his offer. He said no nore but continued to
| ook at Deborah's flared up dress.

She asked, "What was in that sack?"

Tinmothy wal ked to the car, pickup it up, canme back, held it out
to her and said, "Cigarettes."

She took the sack, took out a package and in a nonment was hol di ng
the lit cigarette. It added to her pose as she alternatively rested

her elbows on her knees and puffed on the cigarette. Ni chol as got a
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beer, swigged it and held out the can to her. She took it, sipped and
didn't return the can. He went for another

They sipped beer, Deborah snoked and they were strangely quiet
After awhile she said, "I think it's tinme." The boys stood side by
side, not saying a word, but waiting. "Anybody got any ideas?" she
asked. The boys | ooked at each other. They were so excited they were
afraid to nove

Ti not hy stammered, "Ah..... toss a coin?" N cholas said nothing
Deborah held out her hand. Tinmothy dug furiously in his pocket, found
a coin and held it out to her

"Heads, Nicholas. Tails, Tinothy," she said and tossed the coin.
It flashed in the bright noon light. She caught it and slapped it onto
the back of her hand. She glanced at the boys and uncovered the coin.
It was tails. She took the coin off the back of her hand and trying
not to hesitant, held it out to Tinothy and said, "It was heads." She
| ooked at N chol as. He thought he was going to faint. He was so

excited he could not speak

Ti mot hy gul ped from the can of beer. He wasn't sure if he was
di sappoi nted or not. Deborah took Nicholas' hand and led himto the
open door of the car. She ducked i nside. Ni chol as | ooked back at

Tinmothy and foll owed her. He pulled the door closed. Tinothy watched
for another second, turned and strolled away.

In what seened like forever, Tinothy was suddenly aware that
Ni chol as was hurrying toward him Hs features were plainly visible in
the bright noon light. Tinothy had never seen himl ook so happy.

"She's waiting in the car," he said. Tinothy held out a can of
beer and a cigarette. N cholas took them both and Tinmothy practically
ran to the car. N cholas had kept his distance fromthe car. Then he
heard Tinmothy calling. He hurried back to find them standing beside
the car, their arms around each other. Deborah held out her other arm

he stepped beside her and put his arm around her also. They stood that
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way a long tine. They didn't speak. Finally, Deborah said, "How about
anot her beer and cigarette?"

They drank enough to get giddy and soon were |aughing about the
prom di saster. However, the boys were nuch nore interested in the new
found delight. Before the night was over, they had insisted on another
coin toss. Deborah didn't |ook closely enough to see who really won.

She just called out, "Heads, you win again, Nicholas."

CHAPTER 3
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Deborah had been as anxious as the boys to nmmke that transition.
She also knew it would not be a one tinme thing and she did not intend
for it to be. She did not know that a teenage boy was insatiable. For
awhi l e, they had insisted on every night. Finally, she had to insist
that they alternate nights. Rel uctantly, they agreed. Most of the
time, they followed this pattern. Sone tines, she agreed that both
could have the sane night. It turned into many, many ni ghts.

Al t hough, they never spoke of it to each other, both boys were
sure they truly | oved Deborah. Deborah was equally sure that she |oved
them both. She had nade the choice to have them both so she must |ove
them both, or so she had reasoned. She would renenber the night she
tossed the coin and how she had, in fact, <chosen the wnner.
"N chol as,” she had said while she stared at the coin which indicated
Ti rot hy had won. Had she really wanted only Nichol as. She didn't
t hi nk so. She believed she |oved them both. How woul d that ever be
resolved? She couldn't be with both of them for the rest of her life.
It was a year before they got out of high school and then four years of
col | ege. It seemed like a lifetine. It would be a long tine before
she had to make a decision. For now, she would | ove them both.

The boys al so wondered how this would be resolved. Each of their

egos would not let him believe that he wasn't really the best. Maybe,
not by nuch. After all, this was their best friend but each thought
they were really the best. Sonetimes they were thinking this at the

same time. Sonetines, Deborah was sitting between them while they were
thinking this. Neither ever cane close to asking her who was the best.
They were both afraid of what the answer night be.

Soneday, probably when they finished college, it would be
deci ded. Deborah would have to break the news. "Poor Tinothy,"

Ni chol as woul d think. "Poor Nicholas," Tinmothy would think. The |oser
woul d have to go away. "How sad," they both thought. But it was
Darwin's theory at it's finest. The fittest nust prevail no matter by

how small of margin. But for now, their friendship would survive.
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Only Tinothy had sone nisgivings about the future. Wen it wasn't his
night, he would think of sone time in the future. He and Deborah would
be nmarried. He would think of the past..... of one of these
nights..... when it wasn't his turn. Sonetinmes, it took forever for him
to fall asleep.

One thing was certain. At any future banquets, dances or prons,
they would go together. If anyone didn't like it, they wouldn't go.
As it turned out no one paid nuch attention. They were firmy
entrenched as the three smartest students and as such, were afforded
the luxury of a bit of eccentrics. They would dance with others but
they cane together and left together and no one was ever the w ser as
to what else they did together

The renmi nder of the year passed uneventfully. They were busy
with school work, determined to nmaintain their superb acadenic record
but knowi ng that the order of finish was already set. Occasi onal |y,
one or the other would nmake a run at the top spot but, instinctively,
Ni chol as sensed he was being challenged and reacted accordingly. He
didn't mind. It only served to send his grade point average into nore
rarefied air. He had already surpassed everything that had conme before
hi m and he was only adding to his lead. By the time they graduated al

three had broken the all time previous high

They began their senior year. They didn't expect it to be nuch
different fromthe previous year. At |least, they were hoping it would
not be. There was a senior activity every week and that took a |ot of
their tine. Any spare tine was spent studying. They were being
heavily recruited by nmany prestigious wuniversities and it was
i mperative to keep up their standards. They managed to set aside sone
quiet time when they would go to the clubhouse and | ook through the
recruiting brochures.

None of them had ever spoken rmuch about their nmost |ikely choice

In the back of their minds, it had been assuned they would go to the
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same place, although if they had stopped to consider the diversity of
their interests, that would hardly be Iikely.

Wthout realizing it, each was making a stack of the brochures
that nost interested them Deborah noticed that there were no
duplications. She wondered what woul d happen if she and N chol as went
to the same school and Tinothy chose another. She wondered what woul d
happen if it were the reverse.

" Deborah. "

Her daydream was interrupted. She | ooked up. Ti mot hy  was
standi ng over her, extending his hand to pull her up

"Conme on, before your parents cone hone."

She held out her hand and he pulled her to her feet. They went
out the door leaving N cholas to |ook at brochures. She resisted the

urge to | ook back.

The year was passing in a blur. It was spring. The mgjor sports
were over and anyone who had a chance at an athletic scholarship
al ready had signed. The seniors were losing interest in the spring
sports and in school, generally. The end was in sight. Those that had
no interest in or chance at higher education were being distanced from
the nore fortunate. They faced uncertainty that only now were they
beginning to realize. They had prayed for this day to arrive and now
that it was so near, all the doubts, fears and uncertainties that they
had ever had, |ooned so very large. Even those who's future was secure
began to have fears of failure. Wat if they didn't nmeasure up? Wat
if the big cruel world ate them up? Perhaps, it was not so easy out
there. "Wat is going to happen to nme?" was on everyone's nind

Apprehensive of the future and bored with the present caused a
renewed round of practical jokes, nobstly directed at the school and
teachers. It was nothing new to the teachers. |t happened every year.
They were not entirely defenseless. If an underclassman was caught

they would face retaliation next year. It was a delightful tine for a
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teacher. They were not bashful in describing the punishnent they would
adm nister the following year. It gave the apprehended student
something to think about and worry about all sunmer. Sone of the nore
feint of heart actually broke down and begged forgiveness. Any teacher
who could acconplish this was held in high esteem by their peers. They
were also not willing to be totally at the mercy of the graduating

seniors and came up with a ax to hold over their heads. Mess with ne,

and your diploma will gather dust in some long forgotten storage bin.
No diploma....no college....no job, no nothing. It was a mighty ax to
wi el d.

Then they tried it on sone lawer's kid. He sued the hell out of

the school district and that ax was gone forever. |t opened the flood
gat es. The seniors were out of control. The teachers were at their
nmercy. Al they could do was retaliate in Kind. It made for some

interesting encounters. Sonetines, the teachers were as innovative as
the students.

One of their favorites was to choose one of the best |ooking
young teachers and wite a nmldly encrypted note in her behalf to one
of the star athletes. They already had an ego the size of Jupiter and
for themto inmagine that a gorgeous teacher had the hots for them was
certainly within the realm of possibility. The gorgeous young teacher
was suggesting a rendezvous. Al he had to do was be at a notel room
at the appointed tinme and be ready. Then the conspiring teachers would
hire a two hundred pound hooker who would gleefully accept twenty
dollars to do just about anything. In a darkened roomwth their nind
running a hundred niles an hour, it was always too |late before they
realized they had been scammed. Wth flash bul bs popping, the teachers
recorded the event and the next day, stealthily dropped a couple of
photos on the desk of the latest victim He would becone a nodel
student. Sone of the nore enterprising teachers |earned that students
could be coerced into using their influence to control other students.

It was a happy tine for the teachers. Another favorite and particularly
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effective one was the diversionary tactic. A few not so subtly
mentioned remarks that so-in-so's girlfriend was seen in the conpany of
S0-i n-so. Meanwhi | e  anot her t eacher was hinting that t he
girlfriend/ boyfriend of the other couple was seen together as well.
The crisscross as it was called except it was totally fabricated.
Usual ly, the wonged boyfriends ran together I|ike ramns. By the tineg,
the whole thing was sorted out, school would be over and the entire
student body had been engrossed in the ongoing conflict. Nobody
bel i eved anybody. It was the death of many a budding romance but the
teachers considered it self-defense

There were nunmerous other tactics not as spectacular nor as
effective but taken all together they did neutralize some of the
student's antics. The nobst renmarkable thing was, year end and year
out, they were always basically the sane and they always basically
wor ked.

And so it was as their senior year drew to a close. It was
Ti rothy who first brought up the fact that they were not deciding on a
uni versity or perhaps as he added, not the sane university. They
gathered at the clubhouse. Neither boy seened to be decided
I ndi fference, maybe. As long as it was prestigious and a |eading
university in their field. Deborah flipped a few brochures and one
that net hers and Tinothy's qualifications was on top. Tinothy only
gl anced before nodding his approval. They both | ooked at Nicholas. He
was staring at the brochure. He was t hinking. He had a lot of ideas
in his head and with or wthout college those ideas were going to
flourish and he was going to be rich. He didn't need college to design
val ves. He needed college to gain recognition. The staff would narve
at his talents and inventions and shortly afterwards the whole world
would be clanmoring for his valves. Free advertising, that's what
coll ege would be. But he needed a world renown engineering college for
hi s base. It would lend instant credibility to his inventions and his

tal ents. He thunbed through the brochure. It was not the best known
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engi neering university but it was certainly in the top ten. It would
serve his needs and he sure didn't want to lose his tine wth Deborah.
Especially his time wth Deborah. He continued to flip the pages of
the brochure. Their nedical school was world class. Their |aw school
was in the top one percent. They had decided. He thought of Deborah
and Tinothy, together. He was far away, at another wuniversity. He
groaned silently, the sound al nbst escaped through his lips. He |ooked
up. They were looking at him "I'Il go here," he said and tapped the

br ochure. Deborah | eaned over and hugged him  Tinothy clapped him on

t he back. They were smling. It was Deborah who suggested they
celebrate, in the usual manner. Tinothy got up and went outside to
wait . They had dispensed with the coin toss. Ti rot hy al ways | ost
anyway.

They had little to do in the remaining days. The graduation
cerenoni es, of course, but those did not take much tine. They were
maki ng col | ege pl ans. Once they had decided on a college, N cholas'
father who was ever the opportunist, made a proposal that they could
not believe. He had found a duplex near the canpus. He would buy it
and they could live there. I f Deborah and Tinothy's parents would pay
the utilities, he would furnish the house and they could live in a nice
pl ace, free to concentrate on their studies. Deborah coul d occupy the
smal l er side, the boys would share the other half. It was an agreenent
made in heaven, at least, as far as the kids were concerned. As soon
as they were out of hearing range, Deborah whispered, "Beats the hell
out of a back seat." Each boy put an arm around her shoul der. They
were giddy with excitenent.

The weekend following their graduation they drove to the
university to becone familiar with the place and to | ook over their new
quarters. In the boy's side there was a short hall which led to the
back door. In that hallway was a door to Deborah's side. It was

boarded up and | ocked so each side was insured it's privacy. The first
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thing they did was tear off the boards and break the | ock. " Easy

access," the boys said. "No need to go outside to get inside," Deborah
added. They spent the sumrer taking their belongings to the new house
and furnishing it with furniture that none of the three famlies used
anynor e. There was nore than enough. Especially for the boys.

Decorating was not high on their agenda. Deborah's side of the house

| ooked like a nodel hone. It caused them to think about it for a
m nut e. They decided it wasn't worth the trouble. If they wanted to
see her side it was a very short walk down the hall. For the next four

years, the hall was busier than an interstate hi ghway.

Finally, the sumer was over. They |oaded the last of their
clothes and were preparing to |eave their hones. Deborah's father
wat ched as she | oaded her car. He turned to the boys and said, "Take
care of ny little girl." The boys answered in unison, "You can count

on us to take care of her."
They said good-bye to their parents and with Tinothy in the |ead,
they drove away. They arrived a few hours later and were energed in

unl oadi ng and putting away their belongings. Tinothy and Nicholas were

instantly in an argument. What ever one wanted, the other had
automatically assumed that would be his. Top drawers versus bottom
drawers of the chest. The boy's side of the duplex had two small

bedroons and they argued for an hour over who got which room Deborah
finally intervened. They were nose to nose, arguing vehenently when
they noticed her standing in the doorway, idly flipping a coin. They
instantly stopped and stared at her. At this point, they weren't sure
what she was tossing for. She pitched the coin at them and as she
wal ked away, called back, "Toss for it, boys. It works wonders for
ot her things."

That settled the choice of rooms but before long they were at it
agai n. Deborah shut her door but soon could hear them through the
wal I's. She turned on a radio but soon they were heard above that. She

runmaged through her purse for a coin and nmarched down the hall. It
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took awhile but she finally negotiated their way through all the

conflicts. She quickly learned that sonetines they really didn't care

but argued only for the sake of not giving up sonething. It was her
first experience with turf war. She was benused for awhile and was
actually enjoying their skirmsh. Then in a deadlock over closet
space, Ti mot hy suggested they be allowed the use of one of her
cl oset s. She could not possibly use all of it, he had reasoned. She
was imediately nose to nose with them in a three way argunent. It

took a bit of her feminine wiles to redirect their argument back to
each ot her. She stepped aside and let them go at it for awhile.
Hopefully, long enough for them to forget all about her closet.
Satisfied that they had long since forgot about it and were now
shouting at the top of their lungs about placenment of chairs in their
tiny living room she slipped back to her side and continued to unpack.
They argued about the chairs for another hour. Deborah wondered why
they did not notice that the room was so snmall there was only one
possi ble way to place the furniture.

Later in the wevening, they had achieved sone senblance of
peaceful coexistence. She suspected they had either run out of things
to argue about or had sinply tired thenselves out from all that
shout i ng. She began to notice it had been quiet for sone tine.
Per haps, they had killed each other. She crept down the hall until she
could hear them talking am cably and apparently in a good nood. She

was puzzled how that could happen but was nore than willing to accept

it. She went back, gathered her purse and went to pick up sonething
for their evening neal. Awhile later she wal ked in, carrying two sacks
of carryout. They ate, relived the day's trials and tribulations and

to Deborah's surprise, did not get into another argunent about it.
They had another day before classes started so they were in no hurry to
break up their talk session. It became late and finally their

conversation was punctuated w th yawns.
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It was Nicholas who first nmde the suggestion. "W're going to
be here for four years. Don't you think we should christen the place?"
He held out his hand. Deborah took his hand and he pulled her to her
feet. Their arms around each other, they walked down the hall
Tinmothy tapped the arm of the chair with his fingers. He didn't even
mention tossing a coin.

The next day they fine tuned arranging their neager decorations
which in N cholas and Tinothy's case neant hanging the dart board.
Then they spent several hours throw ng darts.

Deborah decided to stay away while they exhausted their
conpetitive urges. She could tell by the sound of the errant throws
thudding into the wall that they were not yet finished conpeting. Wen
the throws becane less forceful she wandered into their side of the
house. A glance at the wall caused her to wince. She nade no comment.
She didn't want to get into an argunent on the last day before classes
started. I nstead, she suggested they go to a fine restaurant and give
thensel ves a big sendoff. The boys readily agreed.

It turned into a bigger night than they planned. They were
drinking wine and started nmaking toasts and before the night was over,
they were well oiled. Ti not hy drove home and was practically hanging
on the steering wheel. Deborah passed out in the back seat before they
were out of the restaurant parking lot. N cholas nanaged to last a bit
| onger but was al so passed out by the tine they arrived hone. Tinothy
didn't know how he would get theminside but did nmanage to do so. They
didn't end up in their own beds but they never knew the difference,
until the next morning. Well hung over and in foul npods they dressed
for the first day of classes. They were pleased when they observed
that nost of the student body |ooked worse than thenselves
Apparently, it was a w despread ritual

Sensing the futility of lecturing on anything neaningful, the

instructors spent their tine in introductions and playful banter. They
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al so warned that everyone should be well rested and clear minded for

t he next cl ass.

So, it began. Their acadenic superiority was not to be denied.
A bit of maturity plus the challenge from equally gifted students
caused their grades to go off the charts. By the end of the first test
period, they were already recognized as the nost intelligent on canpus.

Remar kably, their high school ranking was maintained throughout college

as well. By the tine they were seniors, they were respected and
recogni zed as having no peers. As graduation approached, N cholas
began to worry. He had always known this was going to present a

probl em but he put it aside until he had no choice. One night, he and
Deborah lay quietly in bed when he first brought up his dil enma.

"I''m finishing nmy engineering degree in four years. You and
Tinmothy are only beginning. | don't want to |eave you..... er..... I
mean both of you." Hs slip of the tongue did not go unnoticed by
Debor ah. "I'"ve been thinking about it, although I'm not so sure that
Ti mothy has." She nestled against him "He probably wouldn't mnind
getting rid of the conpetition.”

"I didn't know we were conpeting. | thought we were sharing.”

"Sharing, then. Maybe he wouldn't mind getting rid of sharing.”

They were quiet for awhile. Deborah had no idea how this would end.
It seenmed to be out of her control. She was going to nmed school. This
had been her plan for years. Tinmpbthy was going to |aw school. This,
too, had been his plan for years. Not hi ng was going to change those
plans. Finally, N cholas spoke. "M inventions are patented. | don't
have to |eave school right now. | could get a nasters and a Ph.D

That woul d take about the same anount of tine as yours and Tinothy's.
W could still be together."”
She held him close. She was thinking. "I'f this decision had

been hers, would she have nade that sane choice?" She didn't think so.
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"Whuld Tinothy have made that choice?" Again, she didn't think so.
"Let's go tell Tinothy," she said.

Ti rothy was surprised. He was sure sone changes were coning.
Not hi ng woul d have surprised him but this did. He didn't know if he
was di sappointed or not. He had to admit he had thought of a couple of
years of just he and Deborah. He was also glad that N cholas was not
| eavi ng. It was a strange nonent for all of them but they were
careful not to let the others know what they really felt. After
breaking the news to Tinothy, Deborah and Nicholas returned to her room
to cel ebrate. Ti ot hy wat ched them go, stared down the hallway for a
few m nutes and, finally, reached for a text book and began to read.

So, their education continued and they |ived the sane as when it
began. They were held in reverence at the university because of their
out st andi ng grades. Their lifestyle was |argely ignored. Very few
were even aware of their living arrangenent and nost of those were in
rel ati onshi ps even nore peculiar. At this level of academia, oddity
was accepted as nornal .

Deborah was setting the medical world abuzz. Her abilities were
instinctive and doctors with decades of experience were amazed at her
natural abilities. She would surpass everything they had acconpli shed.
That would not be totally unwel cone. A new superstar would draw the
attention of the anbulance chasing |awers. They would follow her
career closely. As the noney grew, so would the nalpractice suits.
The veteran doctors were well aware. They were anxious to return to
t he background. There, they were nore likely to keep their noney. But
for now, she had their admiration. It was a joy to see her incredible
talent growing daily. Soon, it would burst out and they would be there
to see it.

Deborah was al so amazed but for different reasons. She was only
vaguely aware of the inpending riches although she knew there were no
poor doctors and she certainly had no know edge of the |egal mnefields

that | ooned. She was mildly surprised to learn there was a course
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about mal practice suits. It was a lesson in CYA and when that failed,
have t he best |awers.

But for now, Deborah was anazed at how easy it was. The text
books, the lectures....she was |like a sponge. She felt Iike she could
do an open heart surgery right now and nost of the instructors agreed.

Att endi ng nedi cal school was hol di ng her back.

Tinmothy was conpiling a simlar record in |law school. He was not
as gracious as Deborah. Hardly a day passed that Tinothy did not
present an argunent on a study case as to how he could have won the
case. Begrudging, the instructors had to adnit he was right. Hi s
insight and ability to make inmmaginative decisions at the nobst crucial
nmonent were becomng |egendary. The instructors began anusing
thenselves by dredging up long forgotten cases wth irrefutable
evidence and let Tinothy try to change the decision. More often than
not, he made a conpelling argunment. One professor was heard to | anent,
"I'mglad Hitler didn't go to trial."

No | aw professor was anxious for a hotshot student to take over
his class but nobst would secretly admt they enjoyed watching him
perform They knew someday he would be fampus and their only chance at
a bit of fame would be the fifteen second interview on television.
"I"'mnot surprised. He just absorbed ny lectures. | knew he would be

very special," they would say. Hopefully, this would be interpreted to

mean the professor was, at least, in part responsible for his stardom

While Deborah and Tinothy were getting all the attention,
Ni cholas was quietly toiling in the background. He still maintained
his lead in grade average but no one was noticing. The engineering
departnent knew a virtual genius was in their midst but they also knew
he would forever languish in the shadow of the doctor and the |awyer.
Per haps, sonmeday, he would create a truly revolutionary device that

woul d capture the public's inmagination but nmost likely it would be
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sonmet hing that, while it was truly revolutionary, would stay in the
backgr ound. Such was usually the fate of an engineer. Unl ess, of
course, a bridge they built, collapsed.

Ni chol as was happy for them He loved it when they got awards
What ever the occasion, they always included him at the cerenony. He
was seen at their table and if anyone didn't already know who he was
t hey soon did.

As Nicholas' list of inventions grew so did his list of patents.
The engineering department decided it should get it's share of award
banquets. Soon, they were having one for N cholas every week. Deborah
and Tinmothy were always at his table. It added to Nicholas' glory. If
the future stars of nedicine and law were there, then N cholas
acconpl i shnment nust really be inportant. The engineering depart nent

was going along with the free publicity ride

Then it happened. Their education was finished. They were
al ways so busy it was upon them and over before they realized it.
There was little time for fanfare. Deborah was a doctor. She woul d
wal k into a world renown hospital and begin her residency as a surgeon.
Her reputation proceeded her. Few did not expect that it would be the
shortest residency on record.

Ti nothy was taking an even shorter cut. He wasn't bothering with

the apprenticeship at a law firm He was opening his own firmthe next

day after graduation. He already had a waiting list of clients. He
had been nwaking preparations for several nonths. He even had a
receptionist and a clerk at his office. When he walked into his

office, his first client would be waiting. Nicholas had been financing
his setup expense. Tinmothy vowed to repay himin tw weeks. Nicholas
had assured him he could take all the tine he needed. Timothy was to
feel no pressure to repay the loan in record tine. N cholas had done a
qui ck mental calculation and was appalled at the hours Tinothy would

have to work to repay the loan in his self-inposed tinme frane. Tinothy
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had been perplexed for a nonent before he |eaned over and checked
Ni chol as' figures

Oh," he said nonchalantly, "My fee will be double that."

Ni chol as' pangs of synpathy quickly disappeared. He said, "Too
bad one of us is not an undertaker. Your first client is going to fal
over dead when he sees his bill."

"You must have absorbed too nuch heavy netal, N chol as. Your
clients never die when you know the best surgeon on earth."” He held

out his armas if he were introduci ng Deborah

Deborah joined in. "Were is your mind? Tinothy sends theminto
cardiac arrest so | can charge a nice open heart surgery fee."
Ni chol as had an angui shed | ook on his face. "Instead of feeling sorry

for yourself, you should invent a nechanical heart or sonething," she
added.

"I wasn't feeling sorry for nyself. I was feeling sorry for
manki nd. "

"You should feel sorry for ne," Deborah added. "Tinmothy is
t hi nki ng about going into a new kind of |aw He's going to represent

the client who sues for nal practice and the doctor being sued.”

She waited for N cholas' reaction. He tried hard not to have
one. "l guess it would be easier to reach a settlement,” he finally
sai d.

"You nissed the whole point," Tinmothy chinmed in. "I'Il get both
fees." He and Deborah |aughed. Nicholas stared at them for a nonent.
For the first tine he could not tell if they were joking. He wat ched
them as they |aughed at another scenario they concocted. He had a
sinking feeling that he no |onger belonged. They were no longer a
trio. Deborah noticed the odd look on his face, stepped to his side
and put her arm around his waist. Later that night, she nade him fee

i ke he belonged but the feeling that a change had occurred, persisted.
Hs feelings were fortified when he noticed they were always

tal ki ng nonstop about the jobs that awaited them Tinothy's office was
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staffed and waiting. Deborah would walk into the hospital, a ready
made star. They had not asked Nicholas what he intended to do.

They were packing and preparing to |eave before Tinothy asked.

Deborah stopped what she was doing and waited for his answer. "I''m
going to start my own conpany. My valve is really coming into nass
usage. I  thought | would make all the profits instead of

subcontracting. "

"That's great,” Tinothy said and clapped him on the back. He
went back to packi ng.

"Where are you going to do this?" Deborah asked. She had assuned
he would return to their honetown.

"I"'mfollow ng you two....... New York City!"

There was nuch cheering, hand sl apping and such but N cholas had
the nagging feeling that Tinothy was not all that glad about his
deci si on. They decided their living arrangement would end. They
didn't work close to one another and none were interested in a long
conmut e. They certainly were not breaking up. They would just no
| onger |ive together.

Ni chol as was sure they would quickly lose contact and finally no
| onger hear from each other at all. He was pleasantly surprised when
that did not turn out to be the case.

They went to great lengths to see one another. They were wi dely
separated in the city and would rush to a central |ocation where they
would dine in a hotel restaurant and then check into a room Later,
they would rush back to work. Sonetines, they got lucky and net in the
eveni ngs. On those occasions, they got their noneys worth in the hotel
room This arrangement worked marvelously for several years until they
began to have problens with their own fane.

It started when a pro basketball star snorted a bit too nuch
cocaine and went into cardiac arrest. He was rushed to the hospital
where it fell to Deborah to try to save his life. She discovered a

smal |l deformity which would never have manifested itself had the man
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not indulged in drugs. It took a Herculean effort to keep him alive

I ong enough to repair the deformty. But she did it and her star was

| aunched. What better way than to put the main cog back on the
basketbal | court. She was a household nane throughout the city. She
was also instantly recognizable. They were stunned when a waiter

addressed her by nane. They were even nore stunned when the desk clerk
did the same. Nicholas | ooked back to see the clerk grinning know ngly
at them as they went to the elevator. "We nust figure out another
way," he said as the elevator doors closed. They tried going off in
different directions and neeting back at the room It was not working.
Deborah was recogni zed everywhere. "I don't think it's a good idea for
the hospital's best known surgeon to be seen running in and out of
hotel roons." Ni chol as and Tinothy were desperate. This called for
drastic neasures. They continued to neet for lunches and dinners but
there it ended. Then their difficult situation turned into inpossible.
Ti not hy becane a star.

A local construction contractor's daughter was walking the wld
side. There wasn't a party, cocaine line or bed that she would refuse.
The contractor was basically ignoring her lifestyle in hopes that it
would run it's course and she would tire of it before it killed her.
The young girl's talents were becom ng well known throughout the cities
partyi ng scene. Wat was not well known was the girl was sixteen years
ol d. The son of a Vietnanese diplomat becane aware of the girl's
bedroom prowess and being one of the cities forenpst party goers
decided he nust find out for hinself. The young girl was certainly
nmore than willing but the diplomat's son had more in nind than she
expected. High on cocaine and only vaguely aware of the situation, she
suddenly becanme all too aware when all the friends of the diplomat's
son got in on the party. By the time soneone realized the extent of
the damage, the girl was nearly dead. \When the girl's father realized
that the son was protected from prosecution because of diplomatic

i mMmunity, he becane uncontrollably enraged. Hi s construction business
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had brought him in contact with nost of the cities organized crine
menbers and while he was not directly involved, he had done business
with them Mst of his involvenment had been payoffs which allowed him
to do business. He accepted this as part of doing business, added the
expense to his cost of doing business and caused no problems for
anyone. The crime syndicate appreciated this and when they |earned
what had happened to his daughter, they were nmore than willing to help
a friend in need. They also viewed a Vietnanese intrusion as a threat
to their business. It had already happened on the west coast. The
Vi et nanese nobs were beconing firmy in control. They were detern ned
it would not happen on the east coast.

The diplomat's son exceeded the boundaries of his safety zone and
went to another party. The enbassy was bei ng watched by nob henchnen.
The American governnent was working through di plomatic channels, hoping
the public outcry would quickly dissipate and the diplomt's son could
be quietly slipped out of the country. It would surely have happened
if he had not gone to one nore party. The diplomat had about as nuch
control over his son as the construction contractor had over his
daught er. The nob henchmen quietly infiltrated the party and then
literally lifted the boy off of a girl in a bedroom They were both so
hi gh, they probably would not renenber the incident anyway. They took
the boy to a freight elevator and in a few mnutes he was being taken
to a nob war ehouse where his worse ni ght mare woul d begin.

When advi sed of the situation, the construction contractor sinply
wanted to kill the boy and be done with it. The crine bosses wanted to
get as much mileage as possible from the incident. Any bad publicity
resulting in a public outrage could do nothing but help curtail the
Vi et nanmese incursion into their business. A deal was struck and a
clever plan was put in notion. They needed a savvy |awer who could
handl e negotiations, the nmedia and was not afraid to challenge the
State Departnent and the |ocal police. A young | awyer's nanme quickly

came to nind. The contractor had net this |awer not as a friend but
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as a foe. He had represented the contractor's opponent and the

contractor had been badly beaten in court and had lost costly

settl enents. "Now is the time to have the little sonofabitch on ny
side," he growed to the nob spokesnan. Timothy was contracted and
accepted the job. The contractor was going to extract a settlenent

that could buy the enbassy building if he was so inclined. Vietnanmese
were going to get plenty of unfavorable publicity and there was no way
the television nmedia would be able to cover for them  Tinothy thought
he was on the leading edge of this plan. In fact, it was already
scripted and perfectly planned. Tinmothy would sinply follow the
i nstructions. The crine boss held a glass of scotch, slowy swirling
it as he watched the six o'clock anchor with the perpetually goofy-
assed smile frozen on his face. "Qur friend, the lawer is reading a

script much as you are," he said to the television set.

The plan went into action. Timothy was the representative for
the contractor. After all, the nman was under such stress and duress.
H s daughter had been ganged raped, and nearly died of a cocaine
over dose. And she was only sixteen. "What manner of person was the
diplomat's son?" Tinothy had said before the TV canera. "An Anerican
woul d be locked up. A foreigner was going hone to a life of luxury."
Public outrage reached a crescendo.

The diplomat inplored the State Departnent to control it's own
citizens and gain the release of his son. "No one is safe in this
country," he sneered into the TV canera. The television nmedia quickly
recogni zed the errors of it's way. The order went down. "W can no
| onger portray the Vietnanese as hardworking perfect little angels. I
thought we were going to lose a whole crew plus equipnent on that
diplomat's interview"

The State Department was equally perpl exed. How coul d they get
this idiot out of the country w thout appearing to be turning it's back
on it's own citizens. The Secretary was heard to lanent, "Hell, we're

al ways porking our own citizens, they just don't know it. Now, it's
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all over the nmedia. | thought those TV types were always sucking up to
sonme Vi et nanmese. "

"They do, Sir. But now, they are in the sanme predi canent as us.
Everybody is watching."

The TV nedia and the State Departnent did not have the vaguest
i dea how nuch control they were about to |ose.

Timothy scheduled a press conference. "W can't do a press

conference that fast," the TV nedi a npaned.

"Very well,"” Tinothy said. "You'l| mss it. He hung up on

them Their equi prment was in place when Tinothy canme through the door
"As | have explained, ny client has no know edge as to the

wher eabouts of the person that assaulted his daughter. He has retained

nme to handle this matter because he nmust renain at the bedside of his

daught er. Her condition is still serious, very serious." He frowned
to add enphasis. "A nost heinous crine," he added and stared into the
caner a.

Deborah and N cholas lay in the bed, watching. They had nmet for
I unch and when the restaurant crowd gathered around a TV set to watch,
they slipped away to a room The desk clerk had handed Nicholas a key
wi t hout taking his eyes fromthe TV set behind the desk

"Timothy is doing a job, isn't he?" she said.

"Certainly is," Nicholas said. "He will be as big a celebrity as

you. Deborah did not comrent but continued to watch the TV.

Ti nothy continued, "W have received a nessage fromthe person or
persons who are holding the perpetrator of this crine. Wile ny client
does not condone taking the law in your own hands, there is nothing he
can do about the situation. He had not encouraged these people nor
conmuni cated with them  The matter is out of his hands nuch the sane
as the vicious assault on his daughter was beyond his control."
Tinmothy was masterfully walking a tightrope. He was not advocating

vigilantism nor enlisting synpathy for the crimnal. "The message was

simple. The perpetrator would be punished for his crime. That is al
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I know for now. What this punishment would be was not disclosed.'

There was some commotion behind Tinothy and sonmeone held a piece of

paper over his shoul der. The canera renmained fixed on his face while
he read it. He turned back to the canera. "W have received another
nmessage, " he waved the paper. "A sum of ten mllion dollars is to be

delivered to the victim The person or persons holding the perpetrator
do not believe he will ever be held accountable for his crine so he is
to be punished financially. He will, at least, PAY for his crines.”
Ti not hy enphasi zed ' PAY' the sane as it was witten on the note.

The Vi et nanese enbassy went ballistic. They would hold their own
press conference. The Anerican governnent would be held responsible
for the outrage. The president of the television network wi shed he had
never taken the job. He was heard screaming in his office, "Goddam

t hose gooks! We've kissed their ass for years and now they are going

to nmake it look like we're turning on our own people!™ It was silent
for a few mnutes. There was an enornous infiltration of Vietnanese
into the television industry. If the president had |ooked out his

of fi ce door, he would have seen nore Vietnanmese than anything el se

"Make it look like we're having transm ssion difficulties! Sound
but no picture! Maybe that will keep down the conplaints!™ The next
sound was the phone being slammed into it's cradle.

The crinme boss swirled his glass and listened to the diplomat's
i ntervi ew. He was not displeased because there was no picture. "l
didn't want to look at the sonofabitch anyway," he grunbled to the
enpty room When the interview was finished he was displeased. He
punched a button on the phone. A nunber was dialed and the speaker
phone acti vat ed.

"Yes Sir," said a voice.

"CQut off a finger and UPS it to the enbassy. Get a nessage to
the lawyer. He can nmeke the announcenent."

"VWich finger?"

"Surprise me." He punched the button and di sconnected the call
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A few hours later, Tinothy was queasy as he stood behind the
podi um "This is a dreadful turn of events," he nmanaged to say. "M
client most assuredly had no know edge of this....... " He couldn't
think of what to call it.

Deborah and Ni chol as stopped and | ooked at the TV. "What is he
tal ki ng about?" Nichol as sai d.

"I haven't been listening," she said.

They both stared at the TV.

In the hospital, the contractor watched. The phone buzzed and he
lifted it, glanced at his daughter who had not so nuch as twitched at
the sound and spoke softly into the nouthpiece. He listened and slowy
a smle spread across his face. Wen he hung up, he was struggling to
not |augh al oud. He patted his daughter's sleeping form and said,
"They' || get the sonofabitch back....one piece at a tine."

Ti ot hy was regaining control, barely. This was far nore than he
had ever inagined. Wo had kidnapped the diplomt's son? God, how he
wi shed the State Department would take over. They tried to take over
everything. Wiere were they when you needed thenf?

At the State Department, a neeting was hastily called. "They cut
off his finger, for godsakes!"”

A man at the head of the table held up his hand. Everyone becane

silent. "We will give the appearance of negotiating. Keep up a steady
flow of communi qués to the enbassy. Keep them neutral. W'Ill let the
goddamm | awyer take all the heat. He wants his nonment in the sun,
maybe it will burn his ears off. What ever happens, we wll appear to

have handled our end through the nobst proper of diplomatic channels.
At the same time, that goofy-assed six o'clock anchor won't be able to
bl ame us for anything." The neeting was adjourned.

Ni chol as | ooked cl oser. "Poor Timothy |ooks like he is getting
rather warm"

"So am1," Deborah said and pull ed himback onto her.
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Tinothy dabbed at his

afraid..... but . "
the canera. This was not his fault.

to announce that the price for the safe

been increased to fifteen million."
paper. "If payment is not agreed
delivered to the enmbassy."
The di pl omat was enr aged.
rational ly.
Once again,

time for negotiations has expired."

be no doubt where the information was comng from

increased to twenty million......

crowd. "And the penalty for

going to be the anmputation of....er....
crowmd erupted in a frenzy.

for. They could not lose no natter

what . Back in the news room

concei vabl e endi ng.
it off.

Wul d they or would they not, cut

have been happy if he had known which way the wagering was goi ng.

forehead with his

He spoke authoritatively, "I

return of

to,

He was out of contro

Tinothy stood before the caneras.

He waved the paper

There was a nurmnur
failing to conply has been.....
his...
This was news.

what

The nore enterprising were covering al

handker chi ef . "1''m

He straightened up and | ooked in

have

the perpetrator has

He | ooked intently at the piece of

another body part wll be

Tinmothy had to stifle a gag.

and not thinking

He waited too long to respond and recei ved anot her finger

“I'm afraid the

so there woul d
"The price has been
from the nedia
.er....penis." The nedia
This was what they lived

happened, no matter who did

stories were being witten with every

bet s.
The diplomat's son woul d not

Even

those who bet that they would not were secretly hoping that they woul d.

Even Ni cholas was forced to stop.

steam out of your engine."

"Ceez,

that will take all the

Deborah was in no frane of mnd for del ays.

"Turn off the television. You're going to finish what you
started.”

Tinmothy was  spel | bound. The nmedia group was turning
canni bal i sti c. No one was paying the slightest attention to him
Everyone was talking into a cell phone and holding their finger in
their other ear. Tinothy could hear bits and pieces of various
conversati ons. He | ooked at the piece of paper he was holding and
tapped on the mcrophone to get their attention. No one even |ooked in
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his direction. He | ooked at the canera and the caneraman was | eaned
over, in rapt conversation w th someone. He thought for a nonent and
deciding there was nothing he could say anyway, turned and stepped down
from the podium He rummaged in his pockets and found his own cell
phone. He began dialing a nunber, having decided it was time to talk
to his client but nostly because he didn't want to be the only one
standi ng around doi ng not hi ng.

The contractor picked up the phone. He could barely speak. He
had never been sure of what would happen and had basically been going
along for the ride. If his daughter had not been caught in this
escapade, she would have been caught in the next one or the one after
t hat . She was |eading a dangerous lifestyle. But..... twenty mllion
dol | ars. That had registered on him Wy fifteen mllion had not so
affected him he did not know. He had a keen insight into human nature
and maybe he instinctively knew he was about to get the key to the

city. What father could not pay any amount to keep his son fromlosing

his..... "Hello," he said into the phone. He glanced at his daughter

She did not appear to have heard the phone. Twenty million..... and he
must figure a way so she didn't get a penny of it. He listened and
then he stopped listening. It was his lawer. Surely, his |awer knew
a way to keep the money out of his daughter's hands. She woul d

squander every penny on the next party or whatever. For twenty mllion
dollars, she would not be at a loss for opportunities to squander it.
He held the phone close to his nouth and talked to Tinothy. "Yeah,
she's okay but | need you to work on this." And with that he spelled
out his problem Tinmothy was surprised that the man had gone from
concerned parent to financier although he was not surprised that twenty
nmllion dollars would have that effect.

When Tinothy was able to get a word in, he said, "I can't see
where that will be a problem and particularly since the noney will be
deposited in an off shore account."”

"You're a good | awyer,"” the man said and hung up
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Ti nothy gl anced around the room The frenzy had not subsided so
he held the phone to his ear and listened intently to the disconnected
t one.

Two aides were holding the diplomat while he vonmited into a
commode. Hearing that your son was about to have his penis cut off had
that effect. Bet ween gagging and gasping for breath, he managed to
instruct the nen to get the noney and prepare to hand it over to the
ki dnappers. At least, they could use the incident to throw at the
American government every tine |aw essness was brought up. Per haps,
the Americans would not be so quick to point at the Vietnanese drug
traf ficking. But he did not think they would get twenty nillion
dollars worth of finger pointing.

The crine boss swirled his glass of scotch. He was watching as
anot her nessage was handed to Tinothy. The canera seened to be
unmanned but it so happened to be focused on Tinothy. He punched off
his cell phone which the crime boss had no way of knowing it was
connected to no one and read the note. Even though Tinothy's
expression did not change, the crime boss did detect a wave of elation
as it swept over Tinmothy's face. The crime boss shrugged. A third of
twenty mllion dollars will do that to you. He reached for his phone
He was tired of the whole affair and anxious to get on to nmore pressing
matters. He nmade arrangenents to release the diplomat's son as soon as
confirmation of the noney transfer was received. He lifted his phone
and began calling newspaper editors and TV anchors. He had plenty of
markers out there and he was about to call them in. He did not want
the Vietnanese crininal activities to soon be forgotten. In fact, he
wanted that to be in the news for weeks to cone. And it was.

Tinmothy reread the note. He was rich. He could think of
not hing el se. He would have been rich one day but now he was instantly
rich and he had not even had to go to trial. Now, he was snmiling. He
| ooked at the nedia crowd. He put on his sonmber face and stepped to

the podium In a loud and commanding voice he spoke into the
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m cr ophone. The crowd fell silent and the canmeranman focused on

Tinothy. They could sense a story.

CHAPTER 4

A week passed before they could nmeet for dinner. They sat at the
table talking to each other but every eye in the place was on them
Every eye was on them no matter where they went. Even N chol as was
recogni zed everywhere if for no other reason but his association wth
t hem

Deborah spoke quietly, "I guess the good tines are over for sure
What with Tinothy's fanme added to ny own, there is no way to sneak into
a hotel room in the entire city. Everybody knows you just because
you're sitting at this table, N cholas." She thought she saw a hurt
expression flutter across his face. He did not answer. She continued
"It was getting to be a problem anyway. I was recogni zed everywhere
This just hurried it along.”

Ti nmot hy pretended to be engrossed with his food. He didn't think

he was going to miss it very much. He was getting offers fromall over
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the city, in all walks of life and he was already making a list in

preferred order.

Ni cholas fidgeted wth his napkin. “I'm sure going to
mss..... ," he did not finish the sentence as yet another autograph
seeker thrust a pen and paper in Tinmothy's face. He signed his nane

with a flourish. Deborah was |ooking at Nicholas' face but he kept his
eyes on his plate and didn't |ook up. VWen they finished, they went
their way in separate cabs. Phot ographers followed them Ni chol as
| ooked out the wi ndow as cabs swerved in and out of traffic to keep up.
Deborah had been right. He |eaned his head back against the seat. He
knew it had to end sone day but he never expected it to be so abruptly.
He felt very sad.

There was certainly no problem with the trio neeting for dinner
engagenents and they continued to do so. The nedia was eating it up.
They were usually waiting for themto arrive. It was always good for a
filler story and for right now, Deborah and Tinothy were everybody's
darlings. Ni chol as |amented, "Don't you wish you were |like ne? Don't
know who you are and don't care."

Deborah added, "I can't believe JFK slipped a stream of novie
stars into the White House and nobody knew it and we can't slip off to
a hotel w thout everybody knowing it."

Tinothy added, "It would nmake a difference if the Secret Service
was pinping for us and the nedia would do anything to cover up for us

like they did for JFK "

"That would help," N cholas said thoughtfully. Then he
continued, "I still think we could split up and neet somewhere."
Deborah was shaking her head before he finished. "No way.

That's the sort of thing that bell hops live for. They have deals wth

every photographer in the city. | guarantee the hall would be full of
flashbul bs the minute we wal ked out."” She |ooked around the room and
many eyes were on them "The little sneaks are |ike cockroaches,

they're everywhere. Have you ever noticed how many cars follow you
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every time we leave?" Tinothy and N cholas nodded and took a sip of
their drinks, letting their eyes roam around the room She foll owed
their gaze and said, "It shouldn't be long wuntil sonmebody does
sonmething to get their attention. Baseball players seldom go very |ong

wi thout a scandal and any day now a football player is sure to fail a

drug test. In due time, we will be forgotten."

She could not have been nore wong. Deborah reeled off a |ong
successi on of successful surgeries. It seened that every politician
and billionaire in the country had a heart attack at the sanme tine. At

the brink of death and only by the skilled hands of Deborah did they

survi ve. But survive they did and her fane soared. Soon, they were
comng in from foreign countries. Her success was  known
internationally. |If they had the noney, a continuing |ife was assured.

Just when it seened she <could be no nore fanous, she was.
Transplants...no self respecting billionaire would die just because
ordinary heart surgery was not adequate to save their |lives. A few
wel |l placed donations was sufficient to secure a top spot on the
reci pient Ilist. Politicians made the list with a few thinly disguised
t hreats. "Find a matching donor or there will be a Medicare audit."
That was enough to cause the hospital administration to need a
transplant of their own.

Deborah had no use for nor interest in the admnistration. She

was a surgeon and from the |ooks of things, she was going to be the

greatest surgeon of all tine. She had little concern who the | atest
reci pi ent was. There was always a little operating room hunor.
"Can't let this one die, he's too rich. He put a codicil in his wll
that if we don't save him we wll all be assassinated.” Debor ah

al ways | aughed but eventually she noticed that others on the surgery
team did not. They all laughed about the threat of the Medicare audit
but Deborah noticed the CEO of the hospital was always hovering just
out side the operating room doors. The CEO never |left until Deborah had

assured them the recipient was going to live. Still, she had no
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concern for such matters. She was a world renown surgeon and, besides
there was always a king, or dictator or sone foreign sonething just at
the brink of death and with a donor already lined up. They nust do
things differently in other countries, she mnused.

Soon, she, Tinmothy and Ni cholas were going weeks wthout meeting
for dinner. That turned into nonths. They would call and promise to
meet very soon. Those nonths turned into years. They no |onger heard
from each other at all. Ni chol as followed her career in the papers.
He always |ooked carefully and scarcely a week passed that there was
not an article about her |atest success. He would place a call,
several days later she would return his call, they would agree to neet
for lunch very soon and they never did.

One day, N cholas picked up the paper and he felt a big lunp
churn in his throat. Deborah was getting married. A senator, no |ess
He was ol der than Deborah but then senators were ol der than everybody
except billionaires. N cholas could not believe his eyes. He reached
for the phone but never picked it up. Over the next few days, he
reached for the phone many tinmes but never picked it up. The day of

the weddi ng passed and N cholas had not picked up the phone. He never

di d.

Tinothy's career was ever bit the match of Deborah's but his was
al so not as newsworthy. After his nonent of fane, he never quite
mat ched that again. H s personal fortune grew to astounding heights

but nost of his legal expertise was exercised in back roons and in
i mousines, far fromprying eyes and ears. That was okay w th Ti nothy.
H's nonment in the public spotlight had taught him a | esson. It was a
m nefield and he could have just as easily been denolished. There were
many pitfalls out there that day and had he fallen into one, he would
still be falling. It was a risk he didn't want to take again. Too be
sure, he was a well known personality. There was always a high profile

case to be won and Tinothy won nore than his share. Even his | osses
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built his reputation. Any other attorney would have gone down in
flam ng defeat. Tinothy always nanaged to sal vage sonething. Usually,
he took a hopel ess case and won sonme maj or concessions. \Wenever this
involved the drug addicted son of a politician or some well known
lum nary, he had a brief noment in the spotlight. He tried to limt

this to a brief statement on the courthouse steps or, at least, a

controlled interview at a TV station. Never again would he be at the
mercy of uncontrolled circunstances. He and Deborah continued to see
each other at public occasions for the rich and fanous. They did no

nore than acknowl edge one another, speak briefly or wusually a glance
from across the room They were nothing nore than present at the sane
cocktail party or fund-raiser for the needy. It just wasn't the same
anynore. Ti ot hy had seen her weddi ng announcenents at the sane tine
as Nicholas. He thought about it and could not recall having seen her
with an escort much less the senator. He nused, "She nust have found
some way to get in a hotel room unseen." O course, it was not
i mpossible. Tinobthy was a nost eligible bachelor and there were nany,
many opportunities out there trying to snag him He was certainly not
above letting everyone have an equal chance. He nmulled over the idea
of calling N cholas about Deborah's announcenent. He didn't make the
call but he wondered why Deborah had not called them Then he wondered
if he had been the first, would he have called them After awhile he
deci ded he would not have called them It was probably best this way.
In spite of their best intentions, they had drifted inexorably apart.

Fromtine to tine, he wondered how it coul d have happened. He recalled

those nights in the back seat of a car. It didn't seemlike they would
end and when they went off to college, it got even better. He sniled
at the nenory and idly spun a paperweight on his desk. "A senator," he
thought. That would have been his |ast guess. |If Deborah hadn't I ost

any of her drive, that senator was going to be in for a surprise.
After a few weeks with Deborah he night have a problem nmaking roll

call. Tinothy chuckled. Then he frowned. This just wasn't |ike her.
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She wouldn't narry a senator for the sake of marrying one. In the
first place she didn't need him He would have been less surprised to
| earn she was marrying a stud muffin that she found on the beach. He
gave the paperweight a final spin and turned to a pile of papers on his

desk. He needed an elephant to carry his case load. But that was what

he want ed. Bi |l | abl e hours. He was already rich but he wanted to be
richer. It was the one true neasure of a man. How rmuch noney he coul d
accunul at e. Timothy was well on his way to being a great nan. He

stood and wal ked to the w ndow. He was considering his own narital
status. He had nmet the daughter of one of his wealthiest clients. The
man called hinself an investnent banker but Tinothy was sure the nan
ran an international noney |aundering operation. He was vague and
hesitant about giving Tinmpthy any details about his business. Tinothy
had assured him anything he said was confidential and he only asked so
he could give the nman the best advice noney could buy. They both had
smled at the renmark. Tinmothy remarked that surprises were not
conducive to the preparation of the best strategy. The man had nodded
in agreenent but still had not given nuch nore information. Fi nal ly,
Ti nmot hy had grown tired of the man and dism ssed him He would not be
able to help. Tinmothy was surprised when the man showed up again a few
days later. This time he was not so hesitant. He had been di agnosed
with a terminal illness. H's only objective was to arrange his affairs
so his only child and sole heir would live out her life in the style to
whi ch she had becone accustoned. Tinothy had to work to suppress his
surprise when he had opened the folder containing the man's bal ance
sheet. He nade Tinothy |look |ike a pauper. He had assured the man his
daughter would have no trouble living in style even if she was a bit
extravagant . Certainly she would not be extravagant the man had said
but she would be alone in the world and she had no experience in
worldly affairs. Tinmothy had barely listened. He was making notes to
have the necessary papers drawn up for the nan. It was quite sinple.

He woul d prepare a trust so the woman could live from the earnings but
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never be able to touch the principle. No nmatter what she did, she
woul d die richer than she would be at the monent of the man's death.
Satisfied that he knew all he needed to know, he suggested the man
return the next day with his daughter and Tinothy would explain the
terns of the trust. He needed to do sonmething to justify what would
be, a huge fee.

They were ushered into Tinothy's office. Later, Tinothy would
wonder what he had expected and he wondered what the goofy expression
on his face nust have |ooked |ike when he saw her. She was not hi ng
short of the nobst beautiful female Tinmbthy had ever laid eyes on and
Tinothy had laid nuch nore than his eyes on nany, nany beautiful
f ermal es. He was speechl ess. Her eyes held him spell bound. The man
made introductions but Tinothy barely heard. He sensed that the wonan
had led a sheltered life. He could also tell she was no |onger going
to lead a sheltered life from the instant the man died. Ti not hy had
never believed it when he heard wonen say they had been undressed by a
man' s eyes. Now, he did believe it. The woman had just done that to
him He stood and took her hand and held it. She did not resist. He
regai ned his conposure and barely able to tear his eyes from her, he
| ooked at the nan.

"I was up late thinking about this trust | have prepared for your

daughter, M. Hargrove," he finally said. "I think it 1is not
adequate," he said and tore the pages in half. "Sonething special nust
be prepared for a special person." Their eyes locked and for an

instant Tinothy thought she was coming over the desk. For an instant,
he considered going over the desk for her. He hoped the man had not
noti ced. Finally, he was able to glance at him and he seened to be
totally preoccupied picking at his fingernails. Ti mot hy began writing
on a page. No way would he keep all that fortune fromthis woman. He
was nmaking plans to help her spend it. He stopped witing and gazed at
her . "Erica," he said. "Such a pretty nane." She returned his gaze

and continued to watch himlong after he had returned to witing on the
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paper . He wote a vaguely worded trust that gave Erica Hargrove total
and i medi ate control of her father's estate. The man never seened to
realize what was happening or perhaps, Tinothy thought, he did not
care. He was at death's door and nothing he said, thought or did was
goi ng to change nor delay it.

Wiile the papers were being prepared, Tinothy treated them to a
meal at a fine restaurant. He and Erica were rapidly becom ng
acquainted and generally ignored her father. He was totally
preoccupied eating a bow of soup and did not seem to notice. He
certainly did not notice that Erica had her foot between Tinothy's
| egs under the table. She was making it difficult for Tinothy to eat
or talk.

They barely nade it back to Tinothy's office. The papers were
signed and the nman arose to |eave. Eri ca suggested he go on, she
wanted to shop at a nearby departnent store. The nman agreed and |eft,
seemingly in a near unconscious daze. He was barely out of the room
when Timothy and Erica were already on the plush sofa. Ti not hy was
never again able to look at that sofa wthout a noment of splendid
rem ni sci ng. The only thing that stopped them was the minute that it
took Tinothy to stagger to his desk, pick up the phone and instruct his
secretary to hold all calls and cancel the rest of his appointnents.
Ti nothy had many professional victories and acconplishnents take place
in his office. None would ever renotely approach the afternoon he
spent on that sofa with Erica. It was not enough for either of them
They spent the next several nights together, finally interrupted when
Tinmothy was forced to neet sone schedul ed obligations. He probably
woul d have skipped those if his secretary had not rem nded him of the
huge billable hours he was about to |oose. Reluctantly, he told Erica
he nust tend to business. She was oddly indifferent, only asking how
I ong he expected it would be before they could resune.

The next norning he staggered into his neeting, vowi ng he would

do whatever was necessary to get out of the rest of his appointnments.
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However, his best intentions ran aground when pitted against his drive
to remain atop the legal world. There was too nmuch to do and he did
not intend to lose his place even if it meant losing his place with
Erica. He canceled dates with her night after night, explaining
courts, judges and clients could not be delayed. She seened to
understand. After a week or so, he didn't bother to call. He figured
she was already lost to a nore avail able paranour. He was surprised
when she called to tell him her father had passed away. He was even
nmore surprised when she told him it was several days ago and the
funeral was over and done. He wasn't sure what she wanted of him but
he glanced at his calendar and saw that he could have a l|ate dinner
with her. He extended the invitation and she accepted. They net and
had an enjoyable neal. He explained again and again about his schedul e
and how unforeseen «circunmstances had controlled his activities.
Sonetinmes that happened. She did not nention her father's death and
Tinothy did not ask why she had not called him

Later, he decided he had nothing to | ose so he asked if she would
like to go to his office. The sofa had nmissed them he had joked. She
insisted they go to her house. Arriving there, he was surprised to see
a for sale sign in the yard. This was really her father's house she
had expl ai ned. He controlled everything in it. She wanted her own
place and, in fact, had already picked it out. She would buy it when
this house sold. She wasted no tine in taking Tinothy to the bedroom
Not her bedroom but her father's bedroom It was ever bit as nenorable
as Tinothy's sofa. She waited until the next nmorning to tell him she
was pregnant. Tinothy's reaction surprised even hinself. He suggested
they get married. They celebrated and Tinothy mssed his appointnents
t he next day.

She bought the house she wanted. Tinothy |et her do anything she
chose. She had nore noney than he, anyway. They had a boy which
el even nmonths later was joined by a daughter which el even nonths |ater

was joined by another boy. Erica imrersed herself in her house and
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chi | dren. She seldom left the house and had no interest in anything
outside of it. Timothy worked long hours and his fame, fortune and
prestige soared. He had a large staff and was able to spend his tine
doi ng nothing nore than directing operations. He reveled init.

Several years passed before he realized the nistake he had nmade
in marrying FErica. He also saw little need to do anything about it.
She was happy with the way things were and wonen cane and went in
Tinmothy's life in such nunbers that he could scarcely renenber the one
fromlast week. He traveled as nuch as he wanted and only realized how
much that was when, at one of the rare occasions when he joined them
for dinner, one of his children asked who he was. It was not enough to
cause himto change his schedule. Wen there was a big legal deal to
close in Paris, Tinothy would be there and acconpanied by a beautiful
conpani on.

Then, Tinothy had an unexpected surprise. He fell in |ove. At

one of the many charity balls he was exchanging pleasantries wth

Deborah when a gorgeous wonan appear ed. Timothy was instantly awe
struck. She was ever bit as beautiful as Deborah which was saying
al ot . Deborah had not lost a thing. "lIntroduce your friend, Doctor,"
the woman said while ignoring the |ook-that-could-kill Deborah had

bored into her.

Wth an icy voice, Deborah had made the introductions. The wonan
was Monica Simons and she was the administrator of Mnorial Hospital
where Deborah practiced. They hardly ever saw each other and it was
just as well. Al t hough, they had never spoken nore than two dozen
words to each other, they were unable to conceal their dislike for each
ot her. Moni ca seethed with resentnent because Deborah was running her
own hospital within the hospital. She got what she wanted and did what
she wanted without so much as sending a menop across Mnica' s desk.
Most of the staff cowered in fear of Mnica, worried that if they
crossed her, they would be the victim of her infambus 'rejected rubber

st anp. VWile a lowmy doctor sat and begged for a few dollars to
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complete a truly significant project, Mnica stared at him slowy
toying with the 'rejected stanp. Sonetimes she slamed it on the
proposal wi thout so nmuch as a word. Deborah got anything she wanted
wi t hout maki ng an appearance. The star didn't have to go to the coach
if the star didn't want to go to the coach. Deborah never passed up
the opportunity to tweak her nose.

Moni ca had observed Deborah and Timpthy from across the room
VWil e her sensitive perception had not detected anything going on, she
did detect sone wunderlying signals. She would not pass up any
opportunity to do a public cut-in on the good doctor. After all, what
could she do besides order a mllion dollars worth of equipnent w thout
a signed requisition. She would do that wi thout any provocati on anyway.

Monica and Tinothy hit it off splendidly. They were inseparable
during the rest of the party. No one, including Deborah noticed they
left early and together

It was the beginning of a long relationship. Ti rothy was as
faithful to Mnica Simons as he should have been to his wife. Monica
was not quite so enanoured w th Tinothy. She liked the relationship
they shared. It was certainly w thout any conplications. She al so
didn't like waiting for Tinothy to clear his schedule of foreign trips
and famly obligations. She found many and varied ways to satisfy her
many and varied desires.

Wil e on one of her tours of Menorial, actually she was trying to
|learn where the nmillion and a half that Deborah had just received was
going to be spent, she had noticed a young intern with bul ging biceps
gol den hair and half a dozen nurses hanging on his every word. She had
barged in, sending the nurses scurrying to their tasks. A few ninutes
of chat chit and the intern got the picture. A thinly veiled
invitation to be in Mnica' s office after hours. They were certain not
to be disturbed. He showed up exactly on tine. Moni ca had been an
executive too long to waste tine. She began to unbutton her bl ouse.

She noticed he carried a briefcase but it had no nmeaning to her. Wo
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didn't carry a briefcase. She was anticipating what golden boy was
going to do for her so she paid no attention when he glanced quickly
around her office, stepped over and placed the briefcase on a table.
She also did not notice the small clear glass enbedded in the end.
Havi ng noticed none of that, she never considered what might be inside
the briefcase. A slight touch on an equally conceal ed switch activated
the canera. Mbnica might be a star someday.

She would have been only slightly nore surprised, when in the
throes of ecstasy she opened her eyes to see a nurse standing a few
feet from them and already partially disrobed. The nurse joined them
on the floor and to Mnica's everlasting surprise, she enjoyed that
alnmost as nuch as the intern. Later, she would learn this was a
husband and wife and rather than lose the girl he loved, he would
i ndul ge her bi-sexual trysts and, in fact, aid in finding suitable
partners. For soneone who had never before participated in bi-sexual

activities, Mnica was surprised that the man had accurately read her

hi dden feelings even better than herself. Every time Tinothy begged
off an engagenment, she indulged herself wth her new friends. She
woul d never suspect anything about the ever present briefcase. After
all, she too, always carried a briefcase.

As much as Tinmothy |oved Mnica, he could not break away from the
busi ness trips and frequent absences. On the many trips across the
Atlantic, he often wondered which he loved the nost, his law firm or

Moni ca. He sel dom gave so nmuch as a fleeting thought to Erica.

Ni cholas' life was no |ess spectacular than his friends only it
was nmuch quieter. Once their dinner dates and secret neetings had
faded away and finally stopped, his only know edge of his friends cane
through nmedia publicity. He followed their careers and was al ways gl ad
to hear about them but never attenpted to contact them Fromtine to

time he wondered if they ever thought of him
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Wil e Deborah's and Tinmothy's careers were a public skyrocket,
Ni cholas' was a silent but no less neteoric rise to the top. Hi s
val ves and other inventions were a one way trip to riches. By the tine
they finished college, N cholas was wealthy from his patents and he
qui ckly became even nore so. After learning Deborah had narried a
senator, it was not |long before Nicholas took the big step as well. He
knew he should not have done so because in spite of everything he
al ways secretly felt he and Deborah would end up together. Now obvi ous
that would not be the case, he took the next best avail abl e candi date.

Apparent from the beginning that he had nade a nistake but not
willing to expend the energy to change it, the marriage dragged on for
years. Hi s suggestion that they have a child was net with disbelief.
She was hardly willing to give up her lifestyle to raise a child. She
liked cavorting with the rich and the spur of the nonent trips to
exotic places around the world. For awhile N cholas would go but he
finally tired of the phony scene and stayed behind, occupying hinself
at his conpany. His marvelous talents never dimnished and a few hours
work nearly al ways produced a grand new invention. Mre wealth quickly
fol | owed.

Reports began to drift back that N cholas' wfe was doing nuch
nmore cavorting than would be prudent considering her marital status.
She always returned with a renewed vigor to nmake their narriage a happy
one. That only lasted until soneone suggested another trip. Ni chol as
was finding that he was gl ad when she was gone agai n.

Ni cholas had allowed hinself to be talked into a fishing trip

with some of his business associates. Soon after accepting the
invitation he regretted it but reluctantly went on. Once there, he
would get his line in the water w thout bait. Then he was able to
think without the interruption of catching a fish. It was there he

decided to make a change. Returning fromthe fishing trip, he checked
on his wife's whereabouts and nade a few phone calls. A man of his

means knew people who could get results. Those results were there when
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his wife returned. He wasted no tine in telling her their marriage was

over and she would |eave the same way she canme in..... penni | ess. She
was still laughing hysterically when he tossed the envelope on the
desk. It slid across and the 8X10 gl ossy colored photos came out in

front of his wife. Her laughter quickly died but she did not bother to

| ook past the top photo.

"Heck of a perfornmance. | should have been in the novies," she
sai d.

"Actually, you were. These were taken from freeze franmes of a
vi deo. "

"Are you going to give nme enough noney to start over?"

He reached into his pocket, took out a twenty dollar bill and
tossed it across the desk. "That should be enough to call one of your
Eur opean boyfri ends. | hope you dallied with something besides beach

boys. Surely, there nust be one that can support you in the nanner in
whi ch you've beconme accustoned." She stared at him and then reached
slowy for the twenty dollar bill. He let his head fall against the
chair back. "I take it there was nothing but beach boys." She did not
answer . He took a checkbook from a desk drawer and wote a check.

Saying nothing, he handed it to her. He rose and started out of the

room
"I"'msorry, Nicholas. 1'Il nmake it up to you if you'll let ne."
He did not answer and the door closed behind him He stood for a
m nute and considered her offer. He really wanted to do that. H s
hand rested on the door knob. Instead, he wal ked away.
She carefully folded the one million dollar check and put it in
her purse. She signed the divorce papers before |eaving on another

Eur opean trip.

Ni chol as becanme a virtual recluse. His talents never dinm nished
and inventions and patents were coming in droves. He tried to drown
his restlessness and unhappiness in still nore work. It did nothing

for his feelings but his wealth and prestige were beconing
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astronom cal. Just when he thought he could get no lower and his depth
of despair were about to natch his wealth, he net a wonan.

Ni chol as had heard of a new conputer program which he felt could
be used to enhance sone of his valves. Desperate for sonmething to
pique his interest, he decided to investigate. The software had been
witten by a local college professor. Ni chol as made an appointnment to
meet with her. The wonan was imrersed in academ a and was skeptical of
the notives of corporate America, the governnent and any other entity
not of her academ c world. Ni chol as sensed that right away and did
nothing to divulge his real reason for inquiring about the software
He made vague references to financing the project if it could be used
to feed the honeless in sone imaginary African country. The wonan
| ooked at him strangely but he seened sincere and certainly harnless
enough. He had a date with her before he left. It was the perfect
exanple of a whirlwind romance. By avoiding his wusual hangouts,
Ni cholas was able to prevent her from learning about his mllionaire
stat us. After a week of courtship, N cholas asked her to spend the
night at his house. She agreed and she was stunned when they arrived
and nore stunned when they went inside. \While they toured his opul ent
mansi on, he expl ai ned what he did and how he came to own such a place
She was silent for nost of the tour and Nicholas was not able to read
her feelings. They ended up near the front door and N cholas still
wasn't sure if she was going to just keep wal king. She paused, took
one nore |look at the huge room and smling broadly, said, "Are you
telling me I've fallen in love with a great guy who also |oves ne and
is the richest man in town?"

"Not the richest but certainly in the top five."

She made a face of exaggerated di sappointnent. She cocked her
head as though she were thinking intently. Finally she said," | guess
"Il settle for that."

He took her hand and leading the way said, "There is one nore

pl ace to tour."
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"Where's that?" she asked

"My bed," he answered.

So Nichol as Vaughn and Amanda Russell were nmarried. For nont hs
Ni cholas did nothing but entertain his new bride. She had never been
anywhere and he took her to every exotic location around the world
The trips were boring him but she had the enthusiasm of a child and he
was pl eased to see her enjoying everything.

As soon as the trip ended and they were settled, she surprised
hi m by announci ng she wanted to continue to work, at |east, on a part-
time basi s. Just to keep up with the latest changes in conputer
technology. Nicholas surprised her by agreeing and surprised her again
by telling her to buy all the latest equiprment and to nmake a room in
the house her study. |If she wanted to go to the university, she could.
If not, she would certainly want for nothing. In a few days the |arge
room he designated for her was brimring with every piece of equipnent
nmoney could buy and a few pieces she did not know noney could buy. She
could hardly wait to invite her college friends over to see what she
had. They cane in droves and Nicholas was surprised when he discovered
that some of them never seenmed to |eave. He never knew what odd
assortnent of characters he would encounter as he |left every norning.

A year turned into tw years and N cholas was saddened to find
that he was falling into the old feelings of dissatisfaction and
unrest. He had no feelings of acconplishnent and very little interest
to do anything. He found hinself avoiding Amanda and her nenagerie of
weird friends. At least, he perceived them as weird. He knew they
considered him the sane. One evening a particularly belligerent one
told N cholas he considered his wealth to be a sin and the governnent
shoul d see that no one be allowed to accurmul ate such exorbitant wealth.
Ni cholas got in the nman's face and remi nded him that wealth had bought
all the '"toys' that the ungrateful slug was playing with and the food
that he was eating for free. Ni chol as did not see the nan again. He

intended to tell his wife about the man but by the time he was al one
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with her he had forgotten about the incident. She acted strangely for
several days but that, too, was soon forgotten. Ni chol as was too
absorbed with his own plight.

Late one night, he was idly flipping channels and scarcely
wat ching as the screens changed again and again. He finally stopped on
a program that was just beginning. From downstairs he heard a big roar
of laughter. "My wife and her goofy friends mnust have successfully
plugged in a conputer,” he thought disdainfully. Their voices
penetrated the solitude of his bedroom again. He tapped the renote
control, increasing the volune just a bit. He listened and satisfied
that he could no | onger hear them turned his attention back to the TV.

Hours |ater he snapped off the set. He instantly heard voices.
He glanced at a clock. He wondered, "Don't those dopey SOB's ever
sl eep?" He pointed the renote at another cabinet and pushed buttons
until rmusic began to play. He tapped the buttons again until he could
no |onger hear the voices. He |eaned his head back and thought. He
renenbered the show he had just watched. He wondered why he had wasted
his time watching sonething so nundane nmuch |ess waste even nore tine
t hi nking about it. It was a typical cop novie. This cop had nore
troubl es than any one person should have. He had a nurder he could not
solve. He had a supervisor who was giving himall kinds of grief about
the crime he could not solve. The police conm ssioner was corrupt.
The detective's partner was inconpetent and totally occupied wth
taki ng bribes. To top it off, the detective's wife was shacking up
with various wuniformed cops. The detective was the butt of nany
departnental jokes. Al this and the guy doggedly pursued every dead-
end lead. Just at his darkest nonent and when all seemed to be |ost,
he broke the case, arrested the nurderer, exposed the corrupt
conmi ssioner, and got rid of his unfaithful wfe. It was a twsted
plot that Nicholas had guessed in the first few mnutes of the show

He wal ked to a wi ndow and was staring out into the darkness.
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The bedroom door opened and gently closed. Anmanda cane up behind
him pressed against him put her arns around him and said, "Everyone
has either left or crashed." She squeezed tighter against him waiting
to see if he would respond. He did. Later, they lay in bed and he was
staring in the darkness.

"I'm going to try sonmething different,” he said. She did not
answer. He said it louder but still she did not answer. Realizing she
was asl eep, he went back to staring into the darkness and t hinking.

Despite staying awake nost of the night, N cholas was up early
He had a mi ssion. He did not bother with being quiet. Hs wfe was
not an early riser. She and her friends usually stayed up all night

and slept all day. He learned long ago that nothing short of a snal

nucl ear expl osi on woul d awake her. He hurried downstairs to find two
of her friends copulating on a rug at the foot of the stairs. He
stepped over them stopped and went back. "Have you just started or

have you been going all night?"
"I just started," the man gasped.

"Al'l night for ne, the woman gasped. She was | ooking up at
Ni chol as and saw the puzzled |ook on his face. "He's not the first,"
she sai d. Ni cholas held up a single finger to indicate he understood
He started to turn away but frowned and | ooked back at the wonman. She
didn't have to hear the question and answered before N cholas could
ask. "Who's counting?" Ni chol as nodded and went on to the kitchen.
It took awhile to find the pot to the coffee mmker, even longer to
scrape the burnt black shit out of the bottomof it and even longer to
find sone coffee. By the tinme the coffee was nmade he had nearly | ost
interest in it. Then he couldn't find a clean cup. He carefully
lifted one out of the sink with two fingers and held it while hot water
ran over it. He had a vision of the couple on the rug and let the
scalding water run over it a bit longer. Satisfied that all germs nust
be dead, he filled the cup and strolled out of the kitchen. The couple

was still on the rug. He sipped and watched for a noment. He frowned
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and | ooked cl oser. It was not the sanme man. He went to another room

sat down and began to nake phone calls. It took longer than he
expected and he had to call in some markers. He had sone heavy nmarkers
out there. He was successful. He filled his cup and went upstairs.

She sat straight up, the sheet falling off of her and displaying
her anple chest. Her eyes were wide and for an instant she was
speechl ess. Finding her voice she exclained, "You re going to do what?"

"I don't know what difference it makes to you. You don't know
what | do anyway, which you apparently have not noticed, is nothing."

She did not seem to have heard him She flung the cover off of
her legs and got out of bed. Now, she was displaying nuch nore than
her anple chest. Nicholas was staring.

"This can't be happening, N cholas. How could you possibly think
of such a thing?" She was pacing, turning every which way. Ni chol as
was really enjoying this.

"This show. ...... | sawon TV.......

"Show  You have got to be joking! Tell me you are joking!" She
was staring at him and only then noticed he was staring back. She
| ooked down at her naked body, |ooked around for a robe and not finding
one, threw up her hands and conti nued paci ng.

"I don't see what the problemis. It's not going to change your
financial status.”

"I't's not that. My friends, Nicholas. What are they going to
t hi nk?"

"Your friends..... now you have got to be kidding. Your friends
are a bunch of dope snoking weirdo's who should have their collective
asses | ocked up. Who gives a screaning shit what they think?"

"My friends are liberal, free thinkers who have little, if any
respect for a totalitarian governnent and it's Fascist enforcers."

"Their a bunch of goddamm freel oading deadbeats who are all to
willing to put aside their beliefs as long as | am furnishing food,

drink and conputer equipnent.”
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"This will never work," she said, still pacing and apparently
payi ng no attention to what he was saying.

"I"'m going to do this. You do what you want and so am |I. | f
that bunch of dipshits don't like it they can try to find another
mllionaire to live off of." He paused and | ooked at her. She was a
delight to behold. "Lots of |uck," he added.

"A cop! You can't be a cop! | won't be married to a cop!”

Ni chol as had to throw around his considerable influence to get a
job with the police. It took that and sizable donations of nobney and
equi pnent but he went straight to detective. He countered every
protest with a sinple declaration, "If you can't get around that snall
hurdle, | can certainly show you how to do it." In the end, it was a
matter of filling out paperwrk and pushing it through the system
Every roadbl ock was countered with a donation and soon N cholas was a
det ecti ve.

He was mnmildly surprised and disappointed when Amanda carried
through with her threat. She would not be nmarried to a cop. She noved
out and, reluctantly, so did her friends. She told Nicholas to have
t he papers prepared, she would sign anything, she wanted not hing.

A few days later, N cholas came down stairs to find the |ast of
her friends gathering their neager belongings and preparing to |eave.
He recognized the girl on the rug. She |ooked really sad. She
approached Ni chol as. "I was wondering....... do you renenber ne..... on
the rug?" she nodded in that direction.

Ni cholas followed her gaze and stared at the rug. He nust
renenber to have the rug cleaned or better yet, burned. He |ooked back
at her.

"I was wondering..... if maybe...... you and |," she snmiled. "I've

never done it with a cop.”
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Ni chol as wal ked over and rolled up the rug, went back and handed

it to her. "I don't think so but you can say you did it on a rug in a
cop's house." She took the rug and wal ked out.
CHAPTER 5

Ni chol as strode purposefully out of the station house. H's seven
hundred dollar suit fit inpeccably and he cast an inposing inage. He
was met by two detectives on their way inside. "Hey Vaughn, are you

sl ummi ng today?" one asked sarcastically.
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Ni chol as ignored the nen and | ooked into the parking |ot. The
instant he cane through the door, a sleek Mrcedes eased from it's
parking space and idled slowy toward the spot where Calvin Cooper
woul d arrive sinultaneously with the Mercedes. As usual, the timng
was perfect and N chol as opened the back door and slid inside. He gave
an address to the driver, who barely nodded an acknow edgment and once
out of the parking lot began to weave effortlessly through the heavy
traffic.

Ni chol as took several folded pages from his inside coat pocket,

unfol ded them and began to read. His driver cast several glances into

the rear view mrror. Ni cholas finally |ooked up from the papers and
caught his eye. They did not speak but N cholas could see the
inquiring look in the eyes reflected in the mrror. Ni chol as becane
nervous. How could he keep his eyes off the traffic so long. "Calvin,

pl ease watch where you are going. You know how nervous it nmakes nme. |

paid top dollar for this car which would pale conpared to the law suit

that would result from your rear ending an illegal alien or a foreign
diplomat." Calvin turned his eyes back to the street ahead.

To answer the unasked query, N cholas said, "All | knowis it's a
homi ci de. No, correct that. A body. Al we have is an unidentified
Jane Doe, in a dunpster. Not hi ng on cause of death. May not be a
hom cide but | have a feeling and ny feelings usually bear out." The
driver nodded. That was wusually the case. Wth nothing nore to

contenplate, N cholas let his gaze wander out the w ndow. He settled
back in the luxurious car, closed his eyes and was instantly dozing.
He had been able to do that since childhood. Wen they arrived at the
crime scene he would instantly cone awake, refreshed, his mind sharp,
his superb instincts at the ready. He was able to work for days with
only occasional cat naps. Many were the crimnals who had, to their
di smay, |earned that N cholas never slept while doggedly pursuing them
Ni chol as had allowed the |egend to grow No one but Calvin knew his

secret.
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Calvin |l ooked carefully in the mirror and satisfied that N chol as
was sl eeping soundly, eased up on the accelerator. He would let his
boss get a few extra minutes of sleep. The driver thought his boss
| ooked unusually fatigued. Calvin |ooked up ahead and judged the flow
of traffic. He woul d make no sudden stops and starts to disturb his
boss. He owed alot to the nman and while he could never repay him he
woul d take these small neasures to make his turbulent life a little

snoot her.

Cal vin Cooper had grown up the hard way. Hi s parents struggled
to pay the bills and Calvin stole everything he could, even as an
adol escent. Mdst of the time he didn't need what he stole, he did what
he did to gain the admration and acceptance of his contenporaries. As
a teenager he graduated to autonobiles. He had quite a reputation as a
car thief and was on the verge of becoming involved with a mmjor car
theft ring when fate intervened. Calvin was prowing around a | oading
dock | ooking for sonething to steal when suddenly he | ooked up and into
the eyes of N cholas Vaughn. Their eyes were |ocked as each
ascertained the situation. Calvin was nmesnerized by the cold,
cal cul ating gaze of the man.

Finally, Nicholas spoke. "You wouldn't be looking for a job?"
Thinking this would be an easy way to escape from the awkward
situation, Calvin answered that he was indeed doing just that. "Can
you drive?" Nichol as asked.

"Anyt hing on wheels,"” Calvin had replied. It was the truth. At
one time or another he had stolen, at |east, one of anything that had
wheel s.

Ni chol as had waved him inside the warehouse and a nminute |later
they stood before a fork lift. Calvin had stared in disbelief. 1t was
the only thing on wheels he had never stolen. He was not sure how to
drive the thing. Ni chol as had waited until Calvin hesitantly clinbed

on and frantically tried to start the notor. Ni chol as folded his arns
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and watched contenptuously. Finally, he walked away nuttering, "You
call yourself a driver."

Soon, Calvin did naster the machine and just kept com ng back to
wor K. He never stole anything again. Later, he learned that the nan
on the dock owned the conpany. He was an engi neering genius who, years
before, had invented a special valve that was used in oil refineries.
That invention led to many nore and soon N cholas was a multi-
mllionaire. H's valves were sold worldwide and it was then that
Cal vin appeared at the | oadi ng dock and was hired.

The years passed and N cholas grew bored with his success.
Abruptly, he turned the operation of the conpany over to trusted
enpl oyees and he applied to and was hired by the police departnment. In
record time, he becane a detective and soon was the nobst successful
He did not nake many friends when he cane to work in designer suits and
caused a bigger flap when he shunned departnent cars and was driven in
his own chauffeured car. He had offered the job to Calvin and for
awhi l e he had refused. Hangi ng around a police station was not his
idea of a good job. He had been chased by nost of those cops.
Ni chol as had increased the pay until he had no choi ce. Per haps, none
of the cops would recognize him after all these years. In fact, they
had so resented N cholas' display of wealth, they never went near the
car or paid any attention to his driver

The police commissioner finally had to make a ruling on this
unusual situation and after days of legal research could find nothing
to prevent Nicholas fromusing his own car. He had signed a waiver of
liability and had agreed he would not be reinbursed for auto expenses.
In a particularly rebellious mood, he had bought a Mercedes and at
every opportunity was chauffeured to every police function and crine
scene and always in a designer suit. Police officials |ooked the other
way. Rank and file policenen hated him and never passed up the
opportunity to chide him Begrudgi ng, they admired his abilities to

ferret out clues when there were none and sol ve unsol vabl e cri nes. But
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he did it alone. No one would work with him No one suspected that
Ni chol as had planned it that way. Early on in his new police career he
had |earned he could acconplish so nuch nore if he were alone. By
ski pping over sone of the nore restrictive rules, he was able to solve
many of the tougher cases. No one conplained but the crimnals and
their lawers who were living at the taxpayer's expense. Through his
corporation, he was able to quietly bring enornmous pressure to bear on
the nost troublesone |awers. The word got around and very few
perpetrators got off on nundane technicalities.

Still the jealousies of the departnent prevailed and Nichol as was
al ways assigned the nost difficult cases. He knew he was on his way to
one of those. The file he had been handed was practically void of
i nformation. There was nothing but the [|ocation. It was then he
decided to grab a nap.

They arrived at the scene. Calvin eased the car to the curb and
stopped and that notion awodke N chol as. He sat up and inmediately

surveilled the area. He silently npaned. A bad area and he knew no

hel p was forthconi ng. It was the classic nonkey area...... see, hear,
speak nothing....at least, not to the cops. He would not waste tinme
having patrolmen conduct prelimnary interviews. He walked to the

scene and ducked under the crime scene tape. A patrolman was waiting.
Ni chol as wal ked by and the patrolman followed, talking rapidly and
glancing at a notepad. Nicholas knew nothing was on it.

"There were no wtnesses, the tine the body was dunped is
unknown, basically nothing....... " The patrol man stopped and stared
after Nicholas when he realized he wasn't |istening. He flipped the
bl ank notepad shut, muttered expletives under his breath, turned and
wal ked back to the perineter of the crinme scene.

Ni chol as wal ked up to the dunpster and peered in. He could see
the head of what appeared to be a young fenale. She was wrapped in a

odd | ooki ng bl anket . Everything else in the dunpster appeared to be
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ordi nary trash. "I's the ME. here?" he asked aloud but to no one in
particul ar.

"Unl oadi ng his stuff over there," canme the reply.

Ni chol as continued to carefully scrutinize everything he could
see inside the dunpster. He stepped back when the ME. spoke to him
The ME. was a legend in his owm right. He was a naster analyzer of a
crime scene. Ni cholas was glad he was here. Ni chol as nodded to
Jerem ah Egbert Bal dw n. For obvi ous reasons, he had cone to be known
as Jeb. The ME did not object to the nicknane.

Jeb gave a perfunctory glance in the dunpster and said, "W'lI
get her out if you're through."

"Try to take care, Jerem ah," Nichol as said.

Jeb | ooked at Nicholas as though he had lost his mnd, snirked
and nodded to two patrolnen who clinbed in the dunpster. Ni chol as was
careful to avoid eye contact with Jeb who he was certain was staring
furiously at him Both from the use of his real name and the
admoni shrent about being careful. The patrolnmen lifted the body, still
wrapped in a blanket and handed it to two other patrolmen who placed it
on a stretcher. Jeb circled the stretcher, found an edge of the

bl anket and carefully lifted it.

"Lots of blood, he said and |owered the bl anket. "Do what you
want, Nicholas. Oherwise, |'"'mwaiting to get back to the norgue."

Ni chol as shook his head to indicate he was through. Anot her
gl ance inside the dunpster and he wal ked back to his car. He stood

with his hand on the door handl e and | ooked around the area. Already,
he knew the crime did not happen here. He opened the door and got in.
They drove away.

He took the folder from his pocket, opened it and nmade his first
not ati on. Victims hair was professionally done. That he could see.
Tiny ear rings and makeup neticul ously applied. A bit runpled from
being dunmped in a trash bin but still apparent that she was not a

street hooker nor anyone of this neighborhood. She was killed

92



sonmepl ace el se and dunped here. The bl anket? He could not place the
bl anket . He circled the word and put a question mark after it. He
held the pencil poised over the paper until he realized he had seen
nothing nmore to log in the notebook. He |ooked up and Calvin was
watching himin the nirror. "Let's get sonething to eat," he said.

Cal vin kept glancing in the mirror. "Your choice,” N cholas said.

They passed the time tal king sports. No matter which team or
pl ayer one of them liked, the other invariably |iked another team
usually the nost hated rival. They were never at a loss for
conversation and usually ended up sulking and arguing with one anot her.
This time was no exception. By the tinme they got back to the station,
they were not speaking. Calvin stopped a bit too soon and Ni chol as had
to walk a few extra feet to the doors. It was the nobst aggravation he
woul d cause. Any nore and Calvin was not too sure of the outcone.

Ni chol as made his way to his cubical and sat down. It was not
that private but it was all he had so he tuned out the disturbing

noi ses as he had trained hinmself to do and began to analyze the crine

scene in his mind. This one could be anything and it was pointless to

specul ate at this point. He would have to wait for Jeb's report to
give him sone direction. Drug user, pregnant..... he tried to dismss
the possibilities fromhis mnd. It was hard to do. His subconscious
al wvays wanted to nmmke a guess. It honed his intuition. When there
were no clues, it was all he had to go on. He blinked his eyes. It
hel ped pinpoint his concentration. He was seeing the crine scene
again. There was nothing. By now, he was sure. It would have cone to

him O that, he was al so sure.

Now, he turned his attention to what he did know That odd
bl anket . He still could not place it's origin. It would be his only
cl ue. He hoped it would be a good one. He gl anced at his watch. It
coul d be hours before Jeb called. He would go there. He could analyze
the blanket while Jeb analyzed..... he shudder ed. The thought always

made hi m queasy. How could anybody stand to do that job? He shuddered
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agai n. He picked up his phone and punched a few buttons. Hs calls
woul d now be forwarded to his car phone or was it his cell phone? He

patted his pocket to verify he was carrying the cell phone. He paused.

He couldn't renmenber which phone would receive the call. He remenbered
it wouldn't matter. He would answer the cell phone and Calvin would
answer the car phone. Ah yes, the miracles of nodern technol ogy. | f

only it could keep people from being nurdered and thrown into a
dunpster. He hurried outside and down the steps. Wthout glancing up
he knew Calvin would have the car waiting at the curb. He did and
Ni chol as ducked i nsi de. Calvin drove to the edge of the parking |ot
and waited for directions.

"ME. 's office," N cholas said.

Cal vin gunned the engine, cut through traffic, careened in front
of on-coming cars and accel erated away |eaving behind a blare of horns
and squealing tires. Ni chol as opened his mouth to admoni sh him but
Cal vin spoke first. "Testing their reflexes.” In no nood for another
argument, N cholas glared at himin silence. Unable to concentrate due

to Calvin's reckless driving, N cholas entertained hinmself by gazing

out the w ndow. He caught a glinpse of a spiral atop a university
bui | di ng. Amanda had resuned her teaching career. He smiled at the
sight of the spiral. Their marriage was finished but not the desire

for an intimate relationship. He had opened the door |ate one night to
find her standing there. He instantly desired her and he instantly
knew why she was there. He reached out, took her hand and she was in
his arnms. They stunbled inside and grappled with each other's clothes
while trying to nmaintain a kiss. Ni chol as opened one eye and saw the

pl ace where the rug once had been. He put his arm around her shoul der

and guided her toward the stairs. "Let's go upstairs. | have bad
menories of this spot."” From that day forward he never knew when he
woul d open the door to find her standing there. It could have made for

some enbarrassing noments except N cholas never had any other wonmen at

hi s house. One night he asked her why he couldn't show up unexpected
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at her door every now and then. She |ooked at himin disbelief. Wile

he waited for her to answer, it occurred to him that she was here
nearly every night. "Never nind," he finally said.
Hs attention returned to the present. . on the phone."

Cal vin was sayi ng. Ni chol as | ooked up and he was hol ding out the car
phone.

"What ?" N cholas said perturbed that his nenory had been
i nterrupted.

"The ME.'s on the phone," Calvin said and he was | ooking nore in

the mirror than at the road ahead.

"Tell himwe are on the way and will be there in..... ," Nichol as
| ooked out the window trying to deternmine their |ocation

"Less than ten nminutes," Calvin finished for him and stonped the
accelerator to the floor. He spoke into the phone, slammed it into
it's cradle and gripped the steering wheel with both hands. They
careened through traffic much to N cholas' chagrin.

Ni chol as rocked forward and then thunped back against the seat as
they slid to a stop in front of the ME.'s building. Ni chol as flung
open the door and bound out, hurling expletives back at the car.
Cal vin | ooked at him but had already turned up the radio and could only
see N cholas' |ips noving. Passerby's stopped and | ooked. Ni chol as
noti ced, ducked his head and hurried away nunbling sonething about
i nconpetent help was all you could get these days. Grateful that the
incident didn't erupt into gunfire, the passerby's went on their way,
not |ooking back for fear that whatever it was mght yet turn violent.
Calvin leaned his head back hoping he mght catch a snooze. Ni chol as
took two deep breaths to steel hinself, opened the door to the ME. 's
bui |l di ng and went i nsi de.

"Ni chol as, nmy boy. A phone call would have sufficed. You didn't
have to make a trip. |'ve only just started.”

"No problem Jerem ah. | had to cone anyway. | want to take a

| ook at that blanket if it's okay."
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Safe in the confines of his domain, Jeb did not mnd that
Ni chol as used his real nanme. It was a liberty allowed only to N chol as

pl us Nicholas was the only person he knew who could say 'Jerem ah' with

the sound of respect. Most people who called his nanme, chuckled after
doi ng so. "Be sure to wear gloves," he nodded toward a dispenser
attached to the wall. "Don't take it out of it's bag but otherw se you

can examne it."
"What did you have for nme?" Ni chol as asked when it becane

apparent Jeb was going on to do sonething el se

"Ch yes," he said and | ooked sheepishly at N cholas. "The nenory
is the first to go and | don't remenber what else....... ," Jeb said as
he wal ked toward his desk. "That joke's kind of old. | don't like it

anynore," he continued as he sat heavily in his chair. He adjusted his

glasses and |ooked at the considerable clutter on his desk. "Ti dy
mnd, cluttered desk or is it the other way," he said nostly to
hi nsel f. Ni chol as wasn't listening but was |ooking frantically at the

paper atop his desk hoping he woul d spot sonething famliar.
Jeb reached out, deftly plucked a scrap of paper from the ness
and triunphantly exclained, "Ah ha!" Ni chol as craned his neck trying

to get a glinpse but Jeb |eaned back, held the paper close to his

trifocals and read. "You got lucky, N cholas.” He tilted his head
until he was focusing through the correct lenses in his glasses. "And
I don't mean with the wonen..... not to say you aren't lucky with the

wonen but | woul dn't know about that......

"Goddam, spare nme! |If you only knew what | went through just to
get here!"

Jeb | ooked at him scornfully and then renmenbered. "Oh yes, that
dreadful chauffeur. "Il never make the mstake of riding with you

Ni chol as screwed up his face, lolled out his tongue and let his
head fall onto the desk, thunping his forehead a bit harder than he

i nt ended.
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"Spare ne the theatrics, N cholas," Jeb said and gazed back at

the piece of paper. "Now, where was |? Onh yes," he answered hinself.
"Lucky you, | was saying before | got sidetracked." N cholas held his
forefinger to his tenple and drew back his thunb. "Suicide will not
save you. I will follow you into the hereafter.” Ni chol as cut his

eyes at Jeb and slowly brought his extended finger to bear at Jeb. A
low growl enitted from Nicholas' throat. Jeb cleared his throat and
| ooked again at the paper. "A sense of humor is a necessity in this
pr of essi on. "

"Not in mne," N cholas instantly countered.

"I've IDed the body," Jeb said. "I have a dinky little conputer
program that is just a step above nothing but | always run it first
just hoping that soneday it will find a match. This tine it did.

"What progran®?" N chol as asked.

"A fingerprint matching thing but | have so few to nmatch. My
departnent doesn't have much of a budget for such and | have to take

the leftovers and | have no staff so | have to enter data whenever |

Ni chol as held up his hand indicating for Jeb to stop. He wote

qui ckly on a pad and held out the paper for Jeb. "That's ny second ex-

wi fe's nunber. Tell her what you need and tell her I'Il pay for it.
She's a conputer knowit-all. She will take care of it."
"Gee Nicholas, how can | ever repay you....... ?"

Ni cholas interrupted, "By telling ne who she is."

"My database, | think that's what they call it, is so snall and
is linted to certain enployees which | can obtain wth no
problem...." Ni cholas slunped in the chair, resigned that nothing

could hurry Jeb. He tried to tune out the long story, finally raising

his head when he thought the end was near. "So, by a stoke of |uck,
your Jane Doe popped right up. | fingerprinted her and let the
comput er search. | hadn't even started the autopsy when | heard the

beeping. That's what it does when it matches. For a noment, | didn't
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know what it was. As | said, | don't get many matches with ny dinky
program" Nicholas fought the urge to screamat Jeb. He |ooked at his
watch. He was surprised. He hadn't been here long at all, even though
it seenmed like several lifetines. Jeb was nmoving the paper into the
focus of the correct lens in his glasses. "Her name is Any B. Higgins

She is..... was an enployee of Menorial Hospital. I was allowed to
enter hospital enployees into nmy database, otherwi se it would have been

awhi | e before she was IDed.” He smiled proudly.

Ni chol as took out his pad, wote the name and stared at it. Jeb
was silent. He wondered why Nicholas was staring at the nane. It was
a long nonent before N cholas spoke. "Now | know where that bl anket
came from It's a hospital blanket. |I've seen them in patient's
roons. | couldn't place it until now"

"She worked at the hospital," Jeb said not sure if that was what
he was trying to say.

"Did she have on any other clothes?" N cholas asked.

"No," Jeb replied. "I put the blanket in the evidence bag. The

Ni chol as shook his head. He did not intend to | ook at the body.
He went on, thinking aloud, "A hospital enployee, wapped only in a
bl anket. Could she have been a patient? Enployees do get sick. That
woul d explain the blanket but no cl othes. She should have had on one
of those waps that shows your ass. She | ooked beautiful. The doctors
woul d have insisted on that." He fell silent. Thi nking al oud was
getting nowhere

Jeb listened closely but said nothing. This was interesting

stuff. He couldn't wait to see what Nicholas surmised out of basically

not hi ng. Deciding that Nicholas was through, he said, "It's time for
me to go to work. Perhaps, | can give you nore to chew on." N chol as
grimaced at the innuendo. "Are you going to Menorial?" Jeb asked.

"Not yet," Nicholas sat up straight and then slouched. "I think

"Il wait for the autopsy. I hate to go over there shooting bl anks.
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Maybe if | wait, 1'll have cause of death and whatever else you find."
He | ooked at Jeb.

"It would be easier to walk in with a couple of prinme suspects,
wouldn't it?" Jeb heaved out of his chair. "Sel dom wor ks that way,
Ni chol as mmy boy."

"What el se does your program have?" N cholas called after him

"Everything on the enploynent application. Probably, next of
ki n. "Il get the printout for you." He canme back and handed the
paper to Nicholas. "I'll be in the next roomif you want...... "

“I"ll wait out here,” N cholas cut himoff.

"You can use ny phone if you need...... want to notify anyone."
Jeb waited. Ni cholas stared at the phone. "Il do it if you
prefer..... Jeb wal ked away. He would find out |ater who woul d nake
the call.

Ni chol as stared at the phone for awhile. Slowy, he turned to
the printout and began to read. Later, he glanced at the closed door
and tried not to think about what was happening on the other side. He
took the printout to the copier, nmade several copies and placed the
original in the center of Jeb's desk. He thought that was about as
secure as throwing it in the trash can. He | eaned back and stared at
the ceiling. He thought about what he knew. Several tines he held up
the printout and read it again. The victim was a nurse. Gone to
college in Texas, becane an RN, cane to New York, went to work at
Menorial, her first job. Been there nearly five years. Still single.
Ni chol as si ghed. He had put off naking the call to the next of kin.
He would wait a bit longer. It would change nothing and hel p nothing.
He just didn't want to make the call. Soneone's life had been ruined
forever. Their grief would know no bounds. They just didn't know it
yet. He looked at her address. He recognized it. It was an apartnment
conmplex within wal king distance of Menorial . It was full of Menorial

enpl oyees.
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The door to the autopsy room was jerked open. It startled
Ni chol as and he sat wupright and | ooked. The sight of Jeb's gloved
hands and apron make himgag. He |ooked away.

"She was not raped, N cholas. | expected she was so | checked
that first. That's all | know so far." He stepped back inside and
sl ammed the door.

Ni chol as | ooked at the door. That nost assuredly meant no skin
under her fingernails so he couldn't |ook for scratches on a suspect.
It also neant no DNA to irrefutably nail a suspect. He sl ouched back
in the chair and stared at the ceiling. To Nicholas' surprise, he
becane very drowsy. He was about to fall asleep. He did not fight it.

The door was pushed out with such force it slammed against the
wal | . Ni chol as was jarred awake and l|unged upright in the chair. He
was greeted with the sight of Jeb coming through the door, very grim
faced and obviously not happy. He wal ked fast, right up to N cholas

before abruptly stopping. N cholas stared at his face.

"I played a hunch. This victim had just had surgery. It was
obvious and | saw it at the scene. | let past experience get in the
way. There was no harm done, it just took longer." He stal ked behind

his desk, sat down, stood up and stalked back in front of Nicholas.

Ni chol as wait ed. "Long ago, there was a psycho who worked in the
hospital, not Menorial but another, snaller one. He assaulted ferale
patients, unconscious, nearly unconscious or too weak to resist. \Wen

| saw she had recent surgery, the nenory overwhelmed nme. That's why |

check for rape first. I was sure there was another one. You al ready
know that was not the case." He began stalking again. "The
surgery..... very good..... a real work  of art..... done by the
best....but ...... ," he rubbed his chin. Ni chol as noticed he still
wore the rubber gloves. "Both of her kidneys have been renoved."

Ni cholas felt a surge in his throat. He gulped rapidly. The sensation
subsi ded. He wanted to ask a thousand questions but he was afraid to

open his mouth. Instead, he swallowed a few nore tinmes. Jeb made his



way to his chair and gently lowered hinself into it. He placed both
hands on the chair arns and |ooked straight at N cholas. "She was
alive when they were renoved. "

Ni chol as lunged out of the chair, bent over the trash can and

threw up. A few minutes later he backed up until he contacted the
chair and dropped into it. He opened his eyes and Jeb was holding a
cup of water and a danp paper towel. Nicholas took both.

"Very good, Nicholas. You hit the trash can. Saved a big ness.”

Ni cholas wiped his face with the wet towel. Jeb went on, "It gets
WOr se. Not long after the kidneys were renoved..... she was
gassed....ny guess is with a mask," he held his hand over his face to

show Ni chol as what he neant, "Wth carbon nonoxide. Sonebody took her

ki dneys and then killed her."

Ni cholas had no control. He threw up all over Jeb. "Ceez
Ni chol as! I've just cone out of an autopsy! You want to make ne
si ck!"

A while later, N cholas had settled enough to |eave. He tried

not to talk too nmuch. He was afraid it would upset his stonmach again.
Jeb had no such restrictions. He changed clothes and was back in form
tal ki ng nonst op.

"This should make your life |less conplicated, N cholas. How many
surgeons can do this work and how many are at Menori al ?"

"So it would seem™ N cholas answered but he did not feel that
confident. Nobody was this stupid. Jeb was waiting for nore coment
from N cholas but none was forthconing. Ni chol as' mind was churning,
al rost matching his stomach. He |ooked at Jeb. "lI've got a bad job to
do." Jeb did not answer. "Next of kin," N cholas said.

"Want ne to do it?" Jeb asked.

Ni chol as only shook his head. He stood and wal ked unsteadily out
of the room He went to the waiting car and got in. Calvin |ooked him

over in the mrror, frowned but said nothing.
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"Let's go hone. |'ve got a shit job to do." He |eaned back and
let the cool air from the air conditioning vent blow on his face.
Calvin pulled into traffic and drove slowy and carefully. Cal vin
could tell his boss didn't look |ike he could take much jolting. He
parked in front of the house and | ooked at Nichol as.

"Goi ng out agai n?" Cal vin asked.

Ni chol as paused with his hand on the door handle. "I don't know
yet. | may need sone fresh air."

Ni chol as took one of several different nedicines, hoping one
would settle his stomach. Just about the tinme sonething started
wor ki ng, he began to think about the phone call. He arranged the
girl's enmploynent application, his notepad and pencil carefully aligned
on the table and reached for the phone. He dialed the nunbers and it
rang faster than he wanted. A man answered. Ni chol as gl anced at the
name on the application. "Barthol onmew Higgins." It was neither a

guestion nor a statenent, just a fact.

"Yes," the voice answered.
"M. Hggins, |I'm Detective N cholas Vaughn, New York City
police. I|I'mafraid | have very bad news."

"Amy?" the voice said, anxiety already rising.

Ni chol as had not done this very many tines but enough to know
that parents instinctively knew. He |ooked at the paper again.

"Amy B. Higgins, enployed at Menorial here in New York is your
daughter?" This time it was phrased as a question but Nichol as al ready
knew t he answer.

"Any?" Was there an accident?" The voice fell silent.

Ni cholas had hoped he would continue to guess, getting
progressively worse until he said the nost feared word. "I'm sorry to
have to tell you........

The man did not want to hear the word. "My Any is....... "

"Yes Sir, we found the body at....... Ni chol as read the |east

upsetting details. Time and street address which would mean nothing to
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the nan. He was no longer listening anyway. Ni chol as quickly
concluded with his synpathy and offered to do anything to help. The

man munbl ed his appreciation. Then in a cracking voice he asked if he

could hang up. He asked for N cholas' nunber and said he would call
back in a few mnutes. He did not wait for further conment from
Ni chol as.

Ni cholas glanced at the clock and waited. In twenty-three

m nutes the phone rang. Ni chol as wondered what he could have done in
twenty-three mnutes.

"It took some tine for me to recover from the shock, Detective
Vaughn. MW wife, Any's nother passed away some years ago. |'m al one.
I was not able to continue talking. Please tell ne what happened.”

"The investigation is in the very prelinmnary stages. | cane
fromthe ME's office only a short time ago. I can tell you that your
daught er died under very nysterious circunstances and we are officially
treating it as a honmicide." Nicholas heard a nournful groan over the
phone.

"I nust come to New York, Detective. "Il be there tonorrow.

May | see you then?"

"Of course." Ni chol as took a few minutes to give Higgins phone
nunbers and addresses. He didn't mnd. It kept him from having to
tal k about the man's daughter. He decided he would not give any nore

details. The man was alone, all the way across the country. He would

not add to his helpl essness. Ni chol as glanced at the clock again.
Tonorrow, Higgins had said. He would do sonme fast traveling to get
here that quick. "M. H ggins?' Nicholas asked tentatively. The nman

had been quiet for a couple of mnutes.

"I was thinking, Detective Vaughn. | nust be getting ahead of
mysel f. \When can | expect to have ny daughter brought hone?"

"I see no reason for delay. The ME will release..... ," Nichol as
gri maced. This was gruesone. "I see no problem M. Higgins.

Everythi ng shoul d be finished when you get here.”



They hung up. Ni chol as rubbed his face. He | ooked at the
enpl oynent application, his eyes burrowing in on a single Iine.
"Sagebrush Flats, Texas. Good Lord, | can't believe there is really
such a place.”" He fell back on the sofa and in a m nute was dozi ng.

He was startled awake. He |ooked at the clock. He had only
slept a few minutes. He hurried outside. Calvin was patiently
waiting, |leaning on the fender of the car. He and N cholas reached for
t he door handles at the same tine.

Head for Amanda's. I"1l call but I'm going anyway. | can't be
al one tonight."

He wanted to tell her about the dreadful situation but she did
not want to hear it. "We're divorced because | don't want to be a
cop's wife, renenber? | want to be N cholas' wife but that's all."
She cane close to naking himforget but, not quite.

The next norning Nicholas was at the station very early. As soon
as he was finished with H ggins he would be on his way to the hospital
He had to have a plan. Al his instincts told himthis was going to be
bad, very bad. Not hi ng about this nade sense. Sonebody got their
ki dneys renoved by a skilled surgery team in a nmjor hospital, then
killed and thrown in a dunpster. How coul d anyone expect to get away
with it. There couldn't be that nmany doctors in the entire city that

could do that surgery.
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CHAPTER 6

The hours passed uneventfully. Ni chol as was engrossed in the
paper wor k. This one was going to generate a ton of paper so he was
getting ready. Suddenly, he was aware of soneone. He | ooked up.
Wthout a word being spoken, he knew. He glanced at his watch. How

could the man have possibly gotten here so quickly. He couldn't do it
but he had done so. Ni chol as rose and extended his hand, "My deepest
synmpat hies, M. Hggins." Higgins shook his hand but only nodded. He
was obviously still struggling with his enotions. Ni chol as noti oned
for Higgins to sit down and waited while he fought to keep his
conposure. Nicholas |ooked himover. He was a bit over six feet tall
probably six, two. He was powerfully built and had only the beginning
of a pouch. It would not have been noticeable if he had not been
wearing the tight fitting western type pants. But, and Nicholas had
| ooked twice, his nost noticeable feature were his arms and hands. His
forearms |ooked like the barrel of a baseball bat. H s hands | ooked
i ke hanms stuck on the bat and his fingers |ooked like railroad spikes.
He rested them on his thighs, like they were too heavy to hold up. "I
didn't think you could get here this quick."

"I made connections." For a fleeting instant, N cholas thought

he al nost said, "I have connections."



"You're from Sagebrush Flats, Texas? | didn't believe there
was such..... ," N cholas wilted fromthe man's penetrati ng gaze. "How
did the town get that unusual nane?" He asked, trying to not sound so
critical. He was thinking how close he had come to saying 'goofy-
assed' instead of unusual.

"Sagebrush is about the only thing that grows there and the

country is certainly flat. I guess it's not so unusual, considering
that."

"Yes..... well...... per haps not." Ni chol as was certainly wlling
to drop the subject. He shuffled papers around on his desk, buying
some tinme. "This is not easy...... ," he looked at the notes he had
made, "Bartholonew. | bet all your friends call you, Bart."

"Actually, they don't. My Mama named ne Barthol omew, not Bart.

She once said if she wanted me to be called Bart, she would have naned

me, Bart."

Ni chol as was sent scranbling through papers again. He rose. "W
can use that office. It's private. I think we should,"” he nodded
toward the office, "Use it." Hggins rose and waited for Nicholas to

| ead t he way.

It took two full hours for N cholas to tell the man the whole
story. He told him everything. He made no specul ations, just the
facts. Hi ggins rarely interrupted. Sonetimes his eyes bhecane gl assy.
Sonmetinmes Nicholas could see his Adam s apple bobbing furiously as he
fought to keep his conposure. Ni cholas tried to be clinical with his
descri ptions. It wasn't easy to discuss a wonan's body parts with her
fat her.

When he finished, H ggins said softly, "I appreciate how you' ve

handl ed this, Detective Vaughn. A lesser nman could not have handled it

in your manner." Nicholas had never had that said to himand he had to
think about it for a nonent. He nodded in acknow edgnent. Hi ggi ns
flexed his massive fingers. That captured and held Nicholas' gaze.

The man seened to be a gentle soul. He was struggling mghtily to not



|l ose his conmposure in the face of overwhelning grief. Ni chol as was
quite adept at detecting underlying enotions and he felt no rage nor
anger. Just grief. The man was dying i nside.

"First things first, Detective. I must take my Amy hone. When
she's been properly buried...... I"1l be back." A rush of air came out
of the man's nose. H s eyes changed. They were clear and icy. It
only lasted a second before grief returned. Ni chol as wasn't sure he
had seen it. A soft groan escaped from Higgins' [lips. He stood
Ni chol as joined himand they wal ked out of the office. Nicholas |ooked

himover again. The man was built to uproot trees with his bare hands.

"M. Hggins, | will see to the arrangenents. Everything will be
handl ed." Hi ggins turned and | ooked at Nicholas. "Let ne do that for
you, Barthol onew. It's a big city out there. I'"l'l try to help ease
your way."

Higgins placed his hand on N cholas' shoulder and squeezed.
Ni chol as was sure the blood flow had been cut off. H ggi ns' head was
drooped. He munbled a "Thank you", turned and wal ked out of the room
Ni chol as wat ched and wondered where he had seen soneone wal k |ike that,
wi t hout any excessive motion, the man nmoved swiftly. N cholas shrugged
and went back to his desk. He picked up the phone and dial ed. They
answered on the second ring. Ni cholas identified hinmself and said, "

want to know everything about Barthol omew Herman Hi ggins, resident of

Sagebrush Flats, Texas." He |leaned his head away from the phone for a
monent. "Don't laugh. They are both very real."
Bart hol onew Higgins stood outside the building. He pressed

against the wall to stay out of the way of the nunerous pedestrians

He took a nmap from his jacket pocket and studied it intently. He
| ooked up at the street sign, back at the nmap and then down the street.
“"Menorial Hospital," he said softly, "Is not very far." He folded the
map, returned it to his pocket, pulled the jacket together to cut out
the chilly air and wal ked briskly away, in the direction of Menorial

Hospital. The sidewal k was crowded with the usual pedestrian traffic
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Hi ggins dodged in and around people but did so wthout disrupting
anyone. He seened to float |ike smoke. One minute he would be along
side of soneone, a few seconds l|later he would be way ahead. No one
seenmed to notice. He never touched anyone, a sure way to bring on
snarling challenges by the sidewalk traffic. H ggins was |ike snoke
drifting unnoticed through the crowd. He nmoved with an ease and
fluidity that did not match his size nor appearance. He arrived at a
corner. The hospital was across the street. It was huge, an
i npressive structure and what Hi ggins expected. H s daughter had
described it to him during one of their frequent phone conversations.
He stared up at the inposing building. He blew through his nose, his
rage flared and he fought for control. Had anyone | ooked carefully at
him they would have sensed his fury. Even at the crowded corner they
woul d have tried to step away from him But no one noticed. It was
not good policy to stare at sonmeone on a New York City street corner.
One never knew what lurked in the heart or mind of the nobst innocent
appearing individual. Hi ggi ns' concentration nonentarily left him and
he stepped off the curb. A blaring horn jolted him out of the daze.
He was thinking about what had happened to his daughter in that
hospi tal . How could they do such a thing? He and the notorist
exchanged a glaring | ook. He |ooked back at the hospital. Not so hard
to understand, he supposed. He had seen much cruelty in his life. Too
much for a farm boy from Sagebrush Flats, Texas. The |ight changed and
he rushed across the street. He was up the long flight of stairs in a
few seconds. He paused at the door but it wasn't necessary. He was
not even breathing hard. He went inside.

Now, he controlled his novenent even nore closely. He would do
nothing to draw attention to hinself. He pretended to read a directory
but was carefully surveilling the area. Public access was carefully
controlled and their area was |inited. There were caneras but so far
H ggi ns had not stepped into an area covered by one. Soneone in a lab

coat rushed by him and through a door. The man had tapped on a keypad



and barely slowed up before going through the door. Hi ggi ns had not
seen the door and had no tinme to react. He did have time to see a rack
of lab coats hanging on the other side and he did estimate the seconds
it took the door to close. He noved closer, |ooked all around the
ceiling for cameras and waited, apparently studying the directory. No
one noti ced.

He did not have long to wait. Two females, talking animtedly
passed on their way to the door. One punched the keypad, pulled open
the door and they went in. In tw big effortless strides, Higgins was
at the door. He grasped the edge, holding the door a fraction of an
inch fromclosing. He leaned his head to the crack and |listened. The
voi ces were already fading. He pulled the door open, peering inside
and seeing no one, went through the door. He quickly took a lab coat
and slipped it on. He went down the hall.

A few hours of reconnaissance revealed nothing he had not
expected. He did not expect to find anything but he did I earn he could

nove about the hospital if he acted like he knew what he was doing.

Only the lost or unsure were ever noticed by the staff. Even that
posed no probl ens. They only asked where you were going and directed
you to your destination. He explored several floors of the huge

building, found and noted the ingress and egress of the places he
thought he might return. Not really looking for anything but trying to
see as nuch as he could he took his tine and carefully observed. H s
experience with hospitals was linted and observing one as big as a
small city was particularly daunting. He was able to maintain his
chanmel eon like act and blend in with the conmings and goings. Hi ggi ns
was beginning to think he could go in a surgery room and no one would
pay any attention. Per haps, someone would even hand a scalpel to him
He paused, |ooking thoughtfully at a clipboard he had found Iaying
unattended. The key to remaining invisible was to carry a clipboard or
a stethoscope. He couldn't find a stethoscope so he carried a

cl i pboard. It worked splendidly for monents like this. He was



reviewing what had just passed through his nind. Surgery..... a surgery
room..... he had just thought of that. O course!! That's where he
needed to | ook! What had happened to Any had to have occurred in

surgery. That was precisely where he needed to be |ooking. He |ooked

up and down the hall, saw the directory and walked toward it. He
didn't want anyone to see him looking at a directory. He should be
fam liar enough with the building w thout |ooking at a directory. He

| eaned against the wall and held the clipboard in front of his face.
In a few seconds the hall would be enpty. Two nurses passed by
chatting nonstop. One did glance his way and gave hima big smle. He
was surpri sed. It had been awhile since soneone had flirted with him
She was gone before he could react. Checking again and seeing no one,

he stepped in front of the directory and found the floor reserved for

surgery. He stepped from the elevator and quickly |ooked both ways.
One hall was enpty. At the end of the other was a nurse's station.
There was a buzz of activity but no one |ooked his way. Now he was

uncertain. He had to do sonething fast. This was an area of elitists.
Here he would be noticed and recognized as someone who did not bel ong.
He strode purposely away fromthe nurse's station. He was beginning to
wi sh he had not made this foray although he did not know how he could
avoid it. He passed a door |abeled 'Janitor', stopped, backed up and
tried the door. It was unlocked. He stepped inside. Mybe this was a
better approach. He took off the lab coat, pulled on a pair of
coveralls which were woefully too snall. He conpensated by leaving it
unzi pped. He found sonme kind of universal polishing substance and a
couple of rags. He peered into the hall. There was still no one
except those at the station. Holding the can and a rag in plain view,
he strolled down the hall, stopping often to spray and w pe on
sonet hi ng. He hoped soneone noticed. He didn't expect they would
notice the rag was al ways between his hand and whatever he touched. He
was |eaving no fingerprints. He worked his way down the hall and

around a corner. He was puzzled why there was no activity at this end
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of the building. After checking in several roonms it becane apparent.
The section was nhew. It was not conpletely furnished. There was
obviously no surgery being done in this area of the building. He was
trying to decide if he dared risk going passed the nurse's station.
They were sure to notice he wasn't one of the regular janitors. Before
he could decide a door opened just as he reached for the door knob.
H ggi ns and an unhappy |ooking nan were standing eye to eye. The man
made a quick glance at Higgins attire and as he did, Higgins glanced at
his nane tag. Samuel Franklin, Anesthesiologist. Their eyes net
agai n.

"What are you doi ng?" the nman asked angrily.

Hi ggi ns shrugged, held up the can and rag. He instantly decided
the best way was totally non-confrontational. He said nothing but took
on an air that surely anyone could see what he was doing. He al so
stepped aside in a submissive manner allowing the nan to pass without
further coment, if he would do so. The man stepped by but did not
| eave. He continued to look at Higgins. Higgins went further down the
hal |, wi ping on things and not | ooking back

Then he heard the man's soft footsteps on the carpeted hall.
When he could hear them no |onger, he glanced back. The man was
nowhere in sight. Hi ggins quickly returned to the door, opened it and
| ooked i nside. It appeared to be a fully equipped surgery room He
took longer than he should to look around the room but still saw
not hing unusual. At least, it did not |ook unusual to him Deci di ng
not to press his luck further, he retracted his path until he was again
in sight of the nurse's station. He was polishing on a brass plate at
the el evator doors, deciding whether to |eave wearing the coveralls or
go back for the lab coat.

Suddenly, Sanuel Franklin appeared at the nurse's station. He
sinul taneously spotted H ggins and nodding in his direction, spoke
animatedly to a nurse. Higgins calmy pressed the el evator button and

continued to polish. He |ooked out of the corner of his eye. Two nore
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nurses had joined them and they were all |ooking at him He grunbl ed
under his breath but made no novenent except for the steady polishing.
He could hear the approaching elevator. He took another glance and
Samuel Franklin was now coning toward him The el evator door opened
and Higgins stepped inside. As the doors closed he could hear Sanuel
Franklin calling for himto stop. He took off the coveralls and rolled
theminto a tight ball. Wen the door opened, he wal ked qui ckly out of
the building, holding the rolled coveralls tightly under his arm and
keeping his head down so the caneras could not plainly see his face.
He left the building and quickly put sone distance between it and
hi nsel f. He was lost in thought and paying scarce attention to his
route. That was a m stake. When he stopped to take his bearings he
found he had wal ked two blocks in the wong direction. He |ooked down
a long dark alley. If he cut through he would be back on course. His
mnd turned back to his daughter. He would have to tend to her
services. The hospital would have to wait. He stepped into the all ey,
threw the coveralls into a heap of trash, thrust his hands into his
pockets and started wal king. Hal f way through the alley, he becane
aware of footsteps behind him Wthout so much as a hesitation in his
step, he began to listen. A few steps later he knew there were two

peopl e behind himand within a foot or two of how far behind him He

had no thoughts of fleeing nor of being afraid. Long forgotten
instincts were suddenly renenbered. Surprise was his only ally. He
would not lose it. He began to surveill what was ahead of him
Perhaps, there was sonething he could use to his advantage. Then

sonmeone stepped out of the darkness. He was trapped! He continued to
wal k as though he were unaware of the predicament he was in. He was a
step or two from the man before he stopped and |ooked up and then
pretended to be unconcerned as he stepped to the side to pass. H s
path was bl ocked. He stepped over and placed his back to the wall.

For the first time he | ooked at the man behind him Three Puerto Rican
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yout hs, although Hi ggins did not know they were Puerto Ricans. The one
t hat had bl ocked his path spoke.

"Your noney and jewelry and you live." He smiled broadly as if
that would indicate the alternative. Hi ggins did not speak or nmeke a
move. The rmuggers were taken aback. Usually, their victins cried for
mercy or dunped their pockets hoping their total cooperation would be
enough to spare their lives. Suddenly, the |eader's eyes narrowed and
he nodded. Higgins heard the snap of a switch blade knife. He |ooked
at the man and the knife was extended toward Hi ggins. The man put on
his nost fierce |ooking face and took one step toward Higgins. Higgins
grasped his wist and with no nore effort than if he were bending a
twig, he snapped the man's wrist. The man dropped to his knees and
gasped. The | eader was surprised but only for an instant. He | unged
for Higgins but was stopped dead in his tracks as Higgins' giant
fingers closed on his throat. There was a nonent of hesitation as his
massive fingers shut off the man's air and then he released his grip.
Before the man could react Higgins struck again. H's fingers dug into
the man's throat and he ripped out his trachea. Hi ggins turned toward
the third man who had been frozen in place. In a split second he was
runni ng. Higgins had never seen anyone run so fast. The man with the
broken wrist was cradling his wist and rocking on his knees. Hi ggi ns
stepped behind him and with no nore effort than if the man were a
sparrow he took his head in both hands and snapped his neck. H ggi ns
| ooked up and down the alley and satisfied no other attacker lurked in
the shadows, he knelt down and runmaged through their pockets. They
had had a fairly profitable night. He stuffed all the noney in his
pockets, tossed the watches and jewelry into the nounds of trash and
wal ked qui ckly down the alley.

Back at the hotel, he gathered his clothes, called for a cab to
take him to the airport and went downstairs to wait. H ggins' nind
shifted to the task ahead. He had to bury his only child, his Amy.

H s eyes becane gl assy. He fought for control. He did not know how
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| ong he waited. He becane aware when a bell hop touched his shoul der.
"Sir, your cab is here." He nodded, picked up his bag and wal ked out.

A few days later, Higgins sat before a trunk which also served as
a coffee table in his den. He opened the trunk and |ooked at a huge
collection of guns and knives. He picked one, looked at it before
dropping it back into the trunk. He rai sed his massive hands in front
of his face and slowy flexed his fingers. He threw his head back and
screamed in a prinordial roar of pain, agony, vengeance and fury. He
slammed the lid, went to his bedroom and began to cram his clothes into

a bag. He was going back to New York City.

The phone rang only once before N cholas snatched it up and
identified hinmself.

"It is |, N cholas ny boy. | don't know if | bear good news or
bad. "

"Tell nme when you ever had good news."

"A good point but what is good news to me might not necessarily
be the same to you or vice verse."

"True but no matter what, you could spare ne the phil osophy."

"I wish you didn't know enough on ne to send me away for a few
years. |'d never talk to you again.”

"So nmany of ny friends say that. Now what do you have for ne?"

"Bart hol onew Hernan Higgins of Sagebrush Flats, Texas. An
uneventful life for awhile. Farmed a little, nostly a rancher. About
to marry but got drafted and sent to Vietnam Did nore than his tineg,
a nodel soldier and nmade it home in one piece. The girl waited, they
got nmarried and lived happily ever after. Then she got sick and died
They had a daughter who came here and got killed. Higgins' whole life
isin the shitter, |I'd say."

"That's all?" Ni chol as asked and did not try to hide his

di sappoi nt ment .
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"I don't know," the man said sincerely. "I did a routine service
check and got zero, zip, nada. Hs mlitary record is inaccessible.
Name, rank and serial nunber and that is all. | tried sone slight of
hand and I'mtelling you N cholas, this boy was so far underground, he
was closer to China. He was doing top secret stuff in 'Nam You would
have many stars on your shoul der before you could read his file."

"Does that nean Cl A?"

"Li ke what in the CIA? Assassins?"

"You nmean we had guys that lurked in the jungle and iced the
occasi onal VvC?"

"Far from that. Oh, for sure, they lurked in the jungle but
these boys wouldn't waste a bullet on your ever day VC Not hi ng but
CGenerals or whatever the VC arny called their officers. They went
right up to the Hanoi city limts if that's where the target was."

"I wonder how successful they were?"

"From the meager information | ever |earned, very nuch so. But
that wasn't what was going to win the war."

"How do you know all this if it was so secret?"

"I dated this girl whose brother was in the business. He told
her and she didn't quite grasp the necessity for secrecy. O course,
that was not a problemin ny case.”

"OfF course,” Ni chol as said scornfully. He knew the nman woul d
give up his nother for a few dollars. "But how do you know that's what

our nman was doi ng?"

"That was the only operation that is still secret to this day.
For once our governnment did sonmething right. These guys need to be
anonynous. There is always a draft dodger who would synpathize with

the eneny and want to pay a VC a few million because one of our guys
snipped him There are draft dodgers in high places, you know "

"That is a problem"”

"I've always had this notion that one of these guys could really

do the country a service and take out......
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"Don't even say it. Qur phones may be tapped."

There was a |long silence. Ni chol as was beginning to think the
man really believed him Ni chol as was using the opportunity to think
and was in no hurry to continue the conversation. At that nonent a

clerk passed his desk and dropped a sheet of paper in the in-basket.

Ni cholas stared at it. He blinked, reached across his desk and
snatched up the paper. He quickly read down the page. Two street
hoodl uns found viciously slain. Ni cholas gulped as he read the
condition of the bodies. He read further and his eyes froze on the
| ocati on. It was between the station and Menorial Hospital. He

flipped through his notes to see where he was on the day of the
sl ayi ngs. He was right here at his desk talking to Barthol omew Herman
Hi ggi ns.

"Hey!" he flinched at the sound in his ear.

"I''"'m here. Look, | think you've done okay. You wll keep
trying." N cholas hung up the phone without waiting for a reply. He
di al ed anot her nunber. "It's me, Anmanda. | need a favor." He
listened to the reply. "You know how | hate to eat that shit." He
listened again. "That would neke up for sone of it." He I|istened
agai n. "That would nake up for the rest of it." They chuckl ed.
"Here's what | need. Do your mmgic on a Barthol omew Herman Hi ggins
from Sagebrush Flats, Texas and don't |augh. My first source | aughed
but not for 1ong. "Il even give you a clue. I want his mlitary
record and don't even bother going through the regular channels." He
listened to her reply. "Paynment in advance! Wat kind of service are
you runni ng?" He paused, then continued, "Oh yes, now | renenber.
Ckay then, what tine shall | pick you up?* They agreed on a tine and
hung up.

Ni chol as pulled his notebook in front of him flipped to an enpty
page and began to make an outline. Hi ggins had respect for authority.
Ni chol as noticed that he showed that while they talked. It was rare in

today's world and especially to a cop. He was disciplined. It showed
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in the way he wal ked and the way he sat. It was like he was in a
perpetual state of attention. Al so, he was facing great adversity with
a mnimm display of enotion. The nman's life was shattered. Hi s
personal grief and despair nearly overwhel i ng. Even so, it took a
keen eye to detect how close he was to | oosing control.

Ni chol as chewed on his lip. Did Hggins |eave here and go to the
hospital ? Was he nugged and finally no longer able to control his
pent -up enotions. Did he release his fury on his attackers? N chol as
read the bulletin again. Involuntarily, he covered his throat. He
massaged his Adanis apple. "Holy shit!" he npaned. "Ri pped it right
out!"

Ni chol as tapped on his desk with the end of a pencil. He didn't
need this. A vigilante and a well trained professional at that. He
had better solve this case quickly. O herwise, a large neasure of
revenge coul d be expected.

He hurried out to get ready for his date. He wondered why it
could not have been this way while they were married. O course, they
were free to do whatever they pleased but in N cholas' case that was
not hing. He did not know what she was doing nor did he intend to ask.

Whil e Nicholas and Amanda were having a great tine, her elaborate
computer network was grinding inexorably through some of the npst
i naccessible information that was stored in government conputers. But
unknown to all but a few high ranking officers was a major roadbl ock
for the lurking hacker. These were career soldiers who had paid their
dues in Vietnam and had nmde their careers there, often on the
shoul ders and the graves of their fellow soldiers. They were fiercely
loyal and had no intentions of giving up a conrade in arms to sone
bl eeding heart |liberal draft dodger. They had seen real bleeding
hearts. So, decades ago, when the conputer world was in it's infancy,
the military men had conceived the idea, recruited the volunteers and
implemented it. The soldiers had foll owed orders and done their duty.

The officers would not betray them and they did not. Those service
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records had never nmade their way into a conputer database. They sat
unobtrusively, in a cardboard box on the back of a shelf in some |ong
forgotten warehouse. The officer who had put them there had |ong since
retired. He no longer even thought of the covert operation, who had
participated in it nor where the records were stored.

Ni chol as and Amanda finished their meal and drove slowy back to
Ni chol as' house. He had planned for them to do that. He was not

anxious to |l earn who was crashed at Ananda's house.

The plane lifted off, gained altitude and began it's slow bank to
the northeast. Bart hol omew Higgins stared out the snmall w ndow. He
had left his sadness back there on a desolate prairie near Sagebrush
Fl ats, Texas. By the tinme the plane touched down he would be focused
and ready. This was a new experience for him This hunt would be Iike
none he had ever encountered. He had no idea how to go about it but he
did know he would go about it and he knew he woul d succeed. Sonethings
never changed. Hi ggi ns thought back to the jungles so many years ago
This was different but in many ways it was the same. In Higgins' mind

it didn't matter if he was in nud or on concrete.

Ni chol as’ date wth Amanda had gone far beyond their
expect ations. She had turned the search over to her npbst conpetent
associ ate and she and N chol as had nade up for lost tine.

Now, Nicholas had to nmake up for lost tinme on the job. He had
not interviewed anyone at the hospital and the trail definitely led to
the hospital. He was at his desk nmaking an outline. He had precious
little information to go on. Amanda had called her associate and
| earned that absolutely nothing existed on H ggins in any database in
the country except for the usual. Actually, there was plenty of data,
just none about his military record, except for the wusual.......
Ni chol as had wanted to throw the phone as he listened to the report.

Finally, he had nmanaged to break in and exasperatedly asked if there
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was anything about what he actually did in the nilitary. "Very nuch,”

was the reply but not what you are |ooking for. "He served with
distinction and all that...." Ni cholas interrupted again. "If it's
not there, don't read it to ne. Fax over the report. [I'Il see that it

stays unofficial."

The conmputer hacker was nore than willing to oblige. He was not
that fond of N cholas anyway. He had designs on Amanda and just when
he thought he was invincible, N cholas would show up and he was back on
the streets.

Ni cholas had retrieved the fax, stuffed it in his jacket pocket
and was once again working on his outline. He suddenly becane aware of
a presence. He raised his head as little as possible and he could see
the massive forearns, hands and fingers resting on the legs. Although,
he was now fam liar with the sight, it was unnerving, nevertheless. He
| ooked up.

"CGood norning," said Higgins in a quiet voice.

Ni cholas rubbed his muth and nodded. "It really wasn't
necessary for you to come back, M. Higgins. I can assure you the
Department will |eave nothing undone to solve this case. I would have

kept you current on everything."

"I'"'m sure,” Hi ggins said. "I couldn't stay away. I'"m sure you
under st and. "

"I understand your need to know but believe ne, there is nothing
you can do here but nake it hard on yourself. Trust nme, go hone. |It's
for the best." Ni cholas waited to see if he would get a positive
response. H ggi ns said not hing. Deci ding he would have to be a bit
nore forceful, N cholas said, "I don't need anynore help, M. Higgins.
I've already got too nuch of everything."

Higgins sat, wthout moving nor blinking an eye. Just when
Ni chol as was becom ng unconfortable, he said, "In Sagebrush Flats, we

say there are two things a man can never have too rmuch of ."
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Ni chol as al nost smirked. |If this corncob thought he was going to

pull that on a veteran cop, he was even nobre corncob than N cholas

t hought . That one had been nmaking the rounds in the police station
since the beginning of tine. Ni cholas would not be inpressed wth
barnyard witticisms. "And what is that, M. Higgins?" N cholas asked

sarcastically.
"Land and cornbread,"” Bartholomew said with just a hint of a
smle. He knew he had tricked the detective.

Ni chol as bl i nked. He let his gaze drop to the desktop. He had

been upstaged by the corncob. "Cornbread," he repeated quizzically.
"That's not the way | heard that one. Well, | guess jokes get turned
around to fit..... ," he stopped, hoping it would drop before it got

Wor se. He was suddenly not happy. He was very tired of M. Higgins.
"Go home, M. Higgins. Nothing good can cone out of your staying here.
Go hone to....... "

"Sagebrush Flats," Higgins filled in for him

"Yeah, right. W'Il do the investigation. In fact, | was on ny
way to do that." He stood. "See what | nean. | could have already
been doing the job." He made an expression to indicate he was being
del ayed.

"I"lIl certainly not interfere. | just want to be here. This is

a very trying tine."

"I don't nean to appear insensitive but believe nme | need to get

to work." Nicholas gathered sone papers, raked a few itens in a drawer
and slamed it. Hi ggins did not nove. Ni chol as | ooked at him shook
his head and wal ked away. At the door to the room he |ooked back.

Hi ggi ns had not noved.

Nicholas got in the car and instructed Calvin to drive to
Menori al . Ni chol as was quite agitated. He didn't know what he was
going to do with this guy. It was hard to do anything with a nan whose
daughter had just been nmurdered. Normal Iy, they expected to talk to

you a couple of times every day and N cholas could handle that. He did
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not think H ggins would be appeased with that. He did not know what
Hi ggi ns woul d do or had al ready done and that was worri sone.

"We're here," his thoughts were interrupted when the driver
called out to him He |looked up at the inposing structure. He got out

and wal ked toward the entrance.

Calvin got out, lit a cigarette and eyed two nuggers that were
inching toward the car. A quick recon would reveal iif there was
anything laying on the seat. They |ooked at Calvin who made a tearing
motion at this throat. The muggers hurried away. Calvin |aughed I|oud
enough for them to hear. He was pleased that the news was getting
ar ound. Every time a nugger gets iced, it does wonders for street

safety. Calvin thought one should get iced every day.

Ni chol as went inside and straight to the administrator's office.
He noticed the name on the door while the secretary was announci ng him
"Moni ca Sinmmons," he said to hinself. The office door was opened and
the secretary notioned for himto enter. She was not happy. She had
no intention of allowing him to see the adninistrator wthout an
appoi ntment and the first opening would be next week. Nicholas had sat
on the corner of her desk which had not pleased her at all but she had
continued with the reasons why he could not possibly interrupt her
schedul e. He took out his badge and held it inches from her nose and
wai ted while her voice droned into silence. The secretary had excused
herself and gone into the office, barely opening the door enough to
squeeze through and hopefully not enough to allow N cholas to see
i nsi de. He wondered what difference it made, since one way or the
other, he was about to be in the office. He didn't have nuch tine to
think about it before the secretary opened the door. She stood with
her hand on the door knob and with the door not fully opened so there
was not enough room for N cholas to get through, that is, not wthout a
little contact. Ni chol as took full advantage and brushed his chest

against hers. At just the right instant he expanded his chest so the
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contact was a bit nobre pronounced. It was not what the secretary had
expect ed, although Ni cholas was not sure what she did expect.

He wal ked to the huge desk, showed his badge, introduced hinself
and without being asked, he took a seat. Moni ca Si nmobns  wat ched
everyt hing and showed not the slightest hint of being inpressed.

Ni chol as | aunched his attack. "One of your enployees, Any B
H ggi ns was nurdered." He held up his notepad but did not need it
There wasn't enough in the notepad that he didn't know it all from
menory. But it wasn't necessary for anyone to know that.

Monica Simmons had interrupted and advised that she and the
entire staff would cooperate to the fullest but she was quite sure that
she could not lend any information to the investigation. It was a big
city and a big hospital. There would be a Iimted nunber of people who
knew the victimin spite of her enploynent at the hospital. She made
an analogy that surely the Detective did not know all of his fellow
enpl oyees. She had put her hands on the arns of her chair to stand and
compl ete the dismissal of N cholas. Her notion had been frozen and her
sentence broken by the waving of his hand and stern | ook. She had
| eaned back, glared at himand with a bored ook allowed himto go on.
She may or may not have known that he was going to continue no natter
what . She made a big show of glancing at her watch, nore and nore
of t en. Each tine, N cholas talked slower and repeated hinself nore
of t en. Wen he finally concluded with the cause of death, Mbnica
Simmons' |ips parted, she gasped and involuntarily shuddered. Not i ng
this, Nicholas said, "A horrible death for sure." He waited for any
comment and when there was none he continued, "And now |'m sure you can
see why |I'm here. The renoval of the victims kidneys and subsequent

nmurder by carbon nonoxide poisoning happened right here in this

hospital. This is no witchcraft sacrifice. The ME is positive it was
done by a skilled surgeon."” He paused. The wonman was obviously
shaken. He understood, renenbering his own reaction. "That does cut

down on suspects,"” he added.
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"I cannot begin to explain this nor wll | even try. I am
certain that no one on this staff could possibly commt such a heinous
act and I will lend all of our assistance to proving that. What do you
wi sh for ne to do?"

Ni chol as advised her he would need to talk to every surgeon on
the staff and he added, very soon. He was advised that would be
arr anged. If it were agreeable they would start at eight o'clock the
next nor ni ng. She woul d need the rest of the day for the surgeons to
arrange their schedul es. Ni chol as agreed. He left her office and
finding the secretary sitting at her desk, |eaned over and asked in a

| ow voice," Was it good for you?"

He was al nost out of the office when he heard her answer, "Yes."
As he rode the elevator down, he seriously considered going back and
asking if she would go out with him

Moni ca stared at the closed door. She thought she had dealt with
virtually every situation, both expected and unexpected, that could
possi bly occur in this hospital. Even her own situation had called for
some qui ck reaction. She had never failed to either solve, bribe or
effectively cover-up every potentially damaging situation that had cone
along. She swiveled slightly in the chair and touched her finger tips
lightly together. But this..... had caught her by surprise. She didn't
know what to do first. The cop would talk to the doctors, of that, she
was sure. At this point, she didn't really think anyone on the staff
was responsi bl e. She didn't like any of the surgeons but then, who
did? Surgeons nmade it inpossible for nearly anyone to |ike them  She,
al so, did not think any of them were capable of such a norbid act. |If
anything, they tended in the opposite direction. They would go to
extreme neasures to prolong a life. First, to add to their own
credentials and reputation and second, to add to the fee they would
present to the insurance conpany or the surviving loved one or the
county or someone. Surgeons were not noted for being stuck with an

unpaid bill.
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She played several scenarios through her mnd but none seened
| ogical or even remotely Ilikely. What ever had happened would surely
| ead sonewhere else. The victimhad just worked here. She decided to
proceed but with a little protection. It would be foolhardy to be

wi t hout | egal council. She picked up the phone.

Bart hol onew Higgins was unaware, or perhaps, unconcerned about
the strange |ooks being cast at him He sat in the booth, his head
slightly drooped and the shot glass conpletely engulfed in his nmassive
hands. He took a sip and even one finger dwarfed the glass. He had
left the station and conpletely undecided what to do, began wal king
aimessly. The sidewalk traffic was interfering with his concentration
so he ducked into the first bar. He had been so lost in thought he had
not noticed it was a gay bar. He tilted his head back to finish the

drink and was looking into the eyes of an obvious honbsexual who was

now grinning broadly at Higgins. SlowWly he lowred the glass and
| ooked around the bar. Everyone in the place was |ooking his way. He
munbl ed under his breath and said to the gay guy, "Look, |'ve made a
m st ake. | just wanted a drink and | didn't notice...... " He hoped

that woul d be enough expl anati on.

"Sure you did. You're just getting cold feet.”" The nan batted
his eyes.

Hi ggins grunted and slid out of the booth. The man gave him no
room and t hey bunped.

"Ch, do it again," the man cooed.

Higgins' eyes flared but the man did not notice. He gl anced
around to see if he had an audience. "Last warning, Tw nkle Toes. I
made a ni stake. Don't you nake one," H ggins said and stepped toward
t he door.

The man cut him off and said, "A kiss first. Then you can go."

Laughter rippled through the bar.
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Wth the speed of a striking cobra, H ggins' nassive fingers
encircled his neck and flexing them the man's air supply was cut off.
H s cheeks and eyes bul ged. Hi ggins tightened his grip and Ilifted.
The man's toes barely touched the floor. Higgins |oosened his grip and
with a flick of his wist sent the man sprawling. He |ooked around the
room and seeing the crowd was still too stunned to react, he quickly
left. He hurried down the sidewalk to put as nuch distance between
hinself and the bar, before they could recover and pursue. It was a
good idea but Higgins underestinmated the bar patrons. Two of them
rushed out the back and ran down the alley. They knew just where
Hi ggins would intersect the alley. The nmen arrived at the end of the
all ey and one |ooked around the building. H ggins was a half block
away. The man nodded to his partner and stepped out on the sidewalk.
Qut of the corner of his eye he was watching H ggins approach. The nan
in the alley took a lead sap from his pocket. A quick blow and the
target would be unconscious. In his other pocket, he touched the
knife. After relieving himof his valuables, they would carve himup a
bit. He needed to learn a little respect. He | ooked at his partner
standing on the sidewalk. He could tell by his posturing that the
target was seconds away.

Hi ggins did not notice the man until he drove his shoulder into
Hi ggins and forced himinto the alley. Instantly, Hi ggins saw the big
sap in the man's hand. He was beginning to bring it dowmm. Hi ggins did
not resist being driven into the alley. Had he have done so it would
have caused him to stop directly in the path of the sap. He all owed
the man to push himinto the alley. H s eyes never left the sap and

with lightning reflexes he grabbed the man's wist and stopped the

downward flight in an instant. He braced his legs and the nman could
push him no further. Still holding the man's wist, he bent it back
and the crack of the bone sounded like a rifle shot. Before a sound

could conme fromthe man's gaping mouth, Hi ggins grasped his throat and

his massive fingers crushed everything in his neck. The second man
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still had his arms around Higgins' waist and was punping his |egs
trying to drive Higgins to the ground. He was unaware his partner was
al ready dead. H ggi ns reached down, took his head in both hands and
snhapped his neck like it was a twg. He gl anced around and seeing no
one, hurried down the alley. He turned toward his hotel, hoping to be
safely inside before the bodies were discovered. H ggins did not know
it wuld take a wino scavenging in the trash to find the bodies and
even then he would take everything of value before announcing his
nmor bi d di scovery. When the cops took them to the station for their
statenent, they could usually finagle a free neal or, at the least, a

few bucks for their trouble.

The next norning, Nicholas did not go to the station. Because of
the early neeting at the hospital he went straight there. He did not
see the report on the nurders as the bulletin was circulated through
the office. It would be several days before he found it while cleaning
up hi s paperworKk.

Ni chol as arrived precisely on tine. The secretary watched him
approach and batted her eyes. Now he was really wi shing he had called
her . He had tried repeatedly to call Amanda but never got an answer.

He was sure she had spent the night with that programmer. N chol as was

not in a good nmood. He |ooked at the secretary. "Can | call you?" he
asked.

She picked up a piece of paper and held it out to him "M
Si nmons said to show you right in," she said.

He glanced at the paper. Nane, address and phone nunber.
Ni chol as suspected she was a very good secretary. Efficient. He

carefully placed the paper in his shirt pocket, flashed his best smile
and went into the office. He was half way across the room when the man
in the chair |ooked around. He was snmiling broadly. Ni chol as st opped
dead in his tracks. He was so surprised he could not speak. The nan

stood up and held out his arns.
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"It's been a long tine, N cholas."

Ni cholas stepped wup and they just stood there, snmiling.
"Timothy," Nicholas finally said.

Moni ca | ooked first at one then the other. She had seen nany
cop-l awer encounters but never one quite like this one. She said, "I
take it introductions are not necessary." Nei t her said anything.

Moni ca continued, slightly benused at the display of surprise, "So that

everything will be official, Tinothy Lawence is our attorney of
record. The board w shes that he be present at all interview of our
enpl oyees. |s that acceptable, Detective Vaughn?"

Ni chol as nodded dunbly but did not ook at Monica. "I wish | had

known you would be here and | would already be over the surprise."

"Didn't know it would be you until a few m nutes ago." He nodded
toward Mnica, "She just called your nane a few seconds before you came
in."

Moni ca was anxious to conclude this matter and really didn't care
if it was old honme day or whatever. The surgeons would conplain for
weeks about the lost income from canceled surgeries and especially
every tine budget constraints were nmentioned. "Can we proceed,
Gentl enen? We have a real problemwith tine. The sick and infirmwait
for no one or in the case that they do, sonetinmes they die." Moni ca
winced at her choice of words but for once was relieved that neither
seened to be listening to her.

She was surprised when the lawer turned to her and said, "O
course, proceed." Nicholas also turned to her but only nodded
agr eenent . She reached for the intercom but was also thinking she
should not relax her guard in the presence of these two. They heard
much nore than they et on.

The interviews began. After the first three, N cholas knew the
rest would be futile. It sounded like they were all reading from the
same script. Ni chol as was beginning to suspect that, perhaps, Tinothy

was not as surprised as he let on to be. Sonmeone had burned a |ot of
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m dni ght oil preparing the doctors for their interview O course, it

was possible that Tinmothy only knew a cop would be here, not

necessarily that it would be N chol as. Ni chol as began to think of a
way to learn that bit of information. He inmmediately thought of the
secretary. He absentmindedly rubbed his shirt pocket that contained

the piece of paper. Sone times you could conbine work and pl easure.

But that aside, one thing was becomng painfully clear. Barring
a conspiracy of virtually everyone in the hospital from the
adm nistrator to the janitor, it would be next to inpossible to perform
such a surgery w thout being discovered. It was uninaginable that the
entire staff would be a party to nurder. Ni chol as was grow ng

i ncreasingly puzzl ed. The hospital gown worn by the victim cane from

Menori al . It was identical to the thousands that were in the storage
room down to and including the laundry nunber stenciled on it. That
had been weasily explained by Tinothy. These gowns were easily

accessible to anyone, beginning at the laundry, through the delivery
and could have been taken to purposely throw off the investigation.

The point was acknow edged by Nicholas but Nicholas was now flying on

i nstinct. H's instincts were firmy entrenched in Menorial. He woul d
continue the interviews. One never knew when sonething would pop up
when | east expected. Al though, it was the furthest thing from a

solution to the case, it could certainly be put in the |east expected
cat egory.

The tension was beginning to wear on Monica. Ni chol as had taken
notes but as the hours passed he could see nothing that she should be
concerned about. Only after he had been through several interview did
he realize that Mnica knew little nore than he. She had no idea what
woul d be learned fromthese interviews. O nore accurately, she didn't
know what the surgeons would say. O even nore accurately, she didn't
have a clue what these surgeons were doing, other than surgery. She
knew where every penny canme from and went but she knew nothing about

the actual work performed by the surgeons. He wondered if that really
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mat t er ed. She had a close handle on the noney. Did it matter if she
didn't watch the actual cutting? As the interviews droned on, he was
turning that over in his mnd. Maybe she was stressed because these
surgeons were a bit free spirited. They didn't think anyone could tell
them what to do. Maybe she was worried that one of them would say
sonething that was not in the best interest of the hospital although
not necessarily a nmurder confession. From time to time, the police
departnent was plagued by such a free spirit who would resort to any
nmeans to obtain a confession or bust a case.

Ni chol as had daydreanmed his way through the interview and was
startl ed when Tinothy nudged his arm "Wat el se?" he asked.

Ni chol as waited a few seconds before answering. WMaybe they woul d
think he was thinking instead of not paying attention.

"What a dork," the doctor was thinking. "He's so stupid he
doesn't know what | just said."”

"The detective is about to fall asleep,” Monica was thinking.
"There's no reason for ne to be worried."

"Nicholas is lost," Timpthy was thinking. "This is going nowhere
and he is lost."

"No further questions,” N cholas said, taking a line from the
| awyer's book of interview He stared at the notepad laying in his
| ap. The doctor left.

Moni ca rubbed her tenples and said, "One nore."

Ti not hy yawned.

Ni chol as stood and faced the door to greet the next doctor. H s
mout h dropped open and for the second tine today he was speechl ess.
Doct or Deborah Warren cane through the door and stunbled over her own
feet at the sight of N cholas Vaughn and Tinmthy Law ence standing
before her. She covered her mouth in surprise, snmiled broadly, ran
forward and threw her arnms around Nichol as' neck.

"Ceez Deborah, | never mmde the connection you were here." He

held her tightly. So much so, Mnica stood and cleared her throat.
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They stepped back and |ooked at each other. Ni chol as | ooked at
Tinmothy. He had an benused snile on his face. He stepped forward and
extended his hand. Deborah took it and they nodded. Ni chol as | ooked
back and forth. Not exactly the greeting he woul d have expect ed.

Moni ca spoke first. "I take it introductions are, again, not
necessary."

Ni chol as rushed through the list of questions. He was so excited
but he did not fail to notice that Deborah's answers sounded very nuch
like all the others. He was very disappoi nted when, at the conclusion
of the interview, she had to return imediately to surgery. After
promises to get together at the earliest possible tine, she left.

Ti nothy checked his watch several tines and explaining that he
could not niss an appointnent, left also.

Monica stared across her desk at Nicholas. He was hopel essly
lost in thought. She asked twice if there was anything else before
Ni chol as heard her. He closed his notepad, thanked her for her
cooperation and left. He wal ked by the secretary, barely glancing at
her and saying nothing. She was niffed.

Moni ca sprawl ed back in her chair. She hiked up her dress and
propped her feet on her desk. She was |ooking at the ceiling and
breathing a big sigh of relief. She had not really believed that such
a thing could happen in this hospital but it was the lifting of a
burden to cone through that unscathed. The hospital had nore than a
few skeletons and an adnministrator never knew when one would
i nadvertently be exposed.

She was | ooking at the door when the couple cane into her office.
She nmade no attenpt to renove her feet from the desk top nor to pul
down her skirt.

"You |l ook really stressed," the nman said.

"You'll never know," Nbnica replied.

The woman wal ked behi nd Monica, grasped her shoul ders and began

to nmassage. "We've got a cure for whatever ails you."



The man wal ked to the door and flipped the |ock

CHAPTER 7

A barrage of enotions had Nicholas spinning in circles. First,
the case. Wat had seened like a certainty suddenly was |ost in space.
There seemed no doubt that all trails led to the hospital. Now, he was
not so sure. He needed time to regroup and gather his thoughts. H s

second enotional high was the nmeeting with Tinothy and not yet over
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that shock, in walks Deborah. In that split second, his nenories
soared into the stratosphere. But instead of unrestrained happiness,
they were uneasily cautious. It was not a happy reunion. |f Nicholas
had not let his enbtions govern his instincts he would have thought
their unexpected neeting was strained. Everyone was tense and on
guard, except Nicholas. He was puzzled. Not one to believe in fate or
coi nci dence, he was really puzzled. Wat were the odds they would al
come together under such unusual circunstances.

He picked up the phone and tried to call Amanda. No luck there
which only bolstered his fears that he was losing his place to the
conputer progranmer. He tapped the phone with the end of a pencil and
t hought . Maybe he should inplenment Plan B. If Amanda was gone he
certainly did not want to be caught enpty handed, so to speak. He took
the paper out of his pocket and dialed the nunber. After ten rings he
hung up. Maybe he was going to be enpty handed. He started rummagi ng
through the papers on his desk but before he had done nmuch he shoved
back fromthe desk and | eft the building.

He flopped heavily into the back seat and instructed Calvin to
drive anywhere. He did not relish the thought of an enpty house.
Per haps, a random drive would sharpen his concentration. He needed

somet hing to focus his thoughts.

Calvin glanced into the mrror. "This is just great," he
t hought . "Just what | wanted to do. Chauf feur around a brooding,
sul king cop. And when | thought ny life was going to get better." He

checked his | ocation and thought of the nearest place where the traffic
was sparse. |If he had to do this it may as well be somepl ace where he
didn't have to dodge errant drivers

Ni chol as | ooked around the back seat of the car. H's nmenory went

back to the back seat of another car...... so long ago

Bart hol onew Hi ggins checked his appearance in the mrror. He

didn't like these clothes but he no |onger |ooked |ike soneone from

132



Sagebrush Fl ats. Satisfied he could do no nore, he left the hotel
room Moments |ater he was wal king briskly toward Menorial Hospital.
He would be there in time for the shift change. If anyone ever
expected to go unnoticed, that was the tine.

The mugger was staring in the shop wi ndow Qut of the corner of
his eye he had seen Hi ggins coning. Hi ggi ns passed by and slowy the
mugger turned his head and watched. He was inpressed by how the big
man noved effortlessly through the crowds. The nugger had never seen
anyone do that. He watched as Higgins arrived at the corner and waited
for the light to change. Hi ggins turned sideways but appeared to be
gawking like so many other tourists. In spite of his appearance, the
mugger knew the man was a tourist. Years of observation were not
easily fool ed. Suddenly, he saw sonething even better. An old nman
acconpanied by an old wonan. So obviously tourists even a blind nan
could spot them for several blocks. The nmugger's eyes took in the
purse, the bulge of a wallet and several pieces of jewelry. "Ch ny,"
the mugger thought. "I better get this one before every brother in the
city descends on them" He |ooked back at the corner but the big nman
was not to be seen. The nugger nmoved down the street careful to
monitor his target's every nmove and scoping out the best place to
strike. Right up ahead was the perfect alley. He had used it severa
times. He knew it perfectly.

H ggins went around the corner and picked up his pace. He went
further into the alley, his eyes locked on the far end. He had seen
the nugger staring at himand he didn't |ike what he saw. Higgins had
m sinterpreted the nugger's stare as one of recognition instead of
sizing up a target. Hi ggins could see how soneone mght have lain in
hi di ng and wat ched. Now that sonmeone had seen him again. He had to
act quickly and decisively. He increased his pace to a running wal k
He was nearing the end of the alley when he abruptly froze. The nugger
was backing into the alley dragging an old wonan by the front of her

bl ouse while an old nman, his eyes bulging in stark terror, was



stunbling along trying to keep up. A blade flashed and they both
dropped to their knees obviously obeying an order from the rnugger. He
al ready had the woman's purse and the old man was digging in his pocket
for his wallet. They were both so terrified, they could not speak. In
a split second, H ggins sumrmarized the situation and closed the
remai ning feet between him and the mnugger. He wrapped his huge arns
around the rmnugger's head and snapped his neck like a match stick. He
dragged the body a few feet back into the dimess of the alley and
hoping the old couple could not identify him dropped the body and
wal ked away. He called back over his shoulder for themto get out of
the alley. He did not |ook back for fear that they night see his face.
In a matter of minutes he was on his way back to the hospital.

He practically jogged up the steps and into the |obby of the
hospi tal . This time he did not hesitate. He kept his head down and
tried to act like everyone else. Don't look around, act |ike you know
exactly where you are going and by all nmeans give the appearance of
being late. It was alnpst a guarantee that no one would give you a
second | ook. How could they when everyone Kkept their head down.
Wat chi ng soneone too long was not healthy as the now deceased mugger
coul d attest.

Hi ggins timed his pace so the door he had discovered on his first
visit would not be entirely closed. He grabbed the edge of the door at
the last instant and went inside. Agai n, he donned a jacket and went
to the elevators. He had picked up a clipboard and studied it intently
while waiting for the elevators. Three nurses talked aninmatedly and
scarcely gave him a second | ook. d i pboards worked wonders for
i nhi biting unwanted conversations. Higgins now knew why so many peopl e
in hospitals carried clipboards.

The el evator doors opened and he stepped inside. He hoped Samnuel
Franklin, anesthesiologist would not be working this shift. That was
the only thing that could interfere with his snooping around. He had

not decided what he would do if he did encounter Sanuel Franklin.
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Maybe a decision was not necessary. Action and reaction had always
served himwel | .

Amanda was really disappointed. She had lots of hope for the

conmputer progranmer's abilities. Not his conputer abilities but his
bedroom abilities. He finished tying his shoes and stood up. "I've
got to go," he said again. He | ooked at Amanda stretched out on the

bed. She was a sight to behold. Wy couldn't he keep his nind on
that? At the nost inappropriate noment he thought of that cop. It was
no use. She would have to decide. It was either him or the cop. He
hurried out of the room without |ooking back or saying anything nore.
Amanda |istened for the door to close. It did and she reached for the
phone.

Ni chol as was al nost dozing when his cell phone rang. He held it
to his ear and nunbled. He sat up, suddenly interested. He snmiled and
said, "You know | was always a softy for that kind of invitation." He
listened a nonment |onger before disconnecting the call. "Take ne to
Amanda' s, " he called out to Calvin.

Amanda sprang from the bed, went to the bathroom and turned on
the shower. She glanced back in the bedroom at the clock. Not rmuch
time. N cholas would be here in no tinme. She |ooked around to see if
the programmer had left anything in the room She saw not hi ng.

Not hi ng obvi ous, anyway. She stepped into the shower.

Bart hol onew Higgins |eaned back in the chair and held the cool
beer can to his forehead. He was back in his hotel room He had
t horoughly checked out the peculiar wing of the hospital. This tinme he
had not been interrupted but he had not found any glaring evidence.

Realistically, he had known not to expect it would be sitting in the

m ddle of the floor. Hopefully, he would have found something to
narrow his search. That was the place, of that, he was sure. It was
like a hospital within a hospital. That was not going to be enough.

Who, besides the anesthesiologist, had unlimted access to that area.



H ggins sipped from the can. There was no use in procrastinating.
Wth no nore leads in sight he had no choice. I f the anesthesiol ogi st
was the only one he could get his hands on, then the anesthesiol ogi st

it would be. A few ninutes of Higgins' persuasion and the man woul d

tell things even he did not know he knew Stranger things had
happened. H ggins sat down the beer can and stared at the wall. He
had spent years trying to forget. Now, it was com ng back and only

taking a few mnutes to do so.

Tinothy Lawence l|leaned way back in his chair and clasped his
hands behind his head. He let all the facts soak into his mnd. There
weren't many facts. He had not thought nuch about it when the hospital
adm nistrator had called and asked for his representation at the spur
of the nonent. Most clients did not anticipate needing an attorney.

He thought even |ess about it when he | earned he woul d be present while

a cop asked sonme questions. Just a precaution he was told.
"Precaution, ny ass," he had thought. "Nobody calls for an attorney as
a precaution. At least, not at ny rates.” He had arrived early and

Monica Simons had reviewed the circunstances that pronpted her to
call. Now, Tinothy was nore convinced that it was indeed sinply a
precauti on. It was a strange situation but not one that would be the
hospital's responsibility. Not that he could see at this tine. Then
the surprises had started. First, in walks N cholas Vaughn. A cop.
Tinothy had heard that he had seni-retired from his business. He had
not heard that he had becone a cop. Tinothy always wi shed he had kept
in touch. Now he really w shed he had done so. He could not inagine
how all that had come about. But for now, it would have to wait. He
did not think it would be a good idea to renew a friendship with a cop
who was investigating his client. For sone reason he did not think
this had ended. What had really happened? He could not inagine. He
could hardly wait to find out. He reached out and flipped the edges of

a file folder. Yes, this would be interesting. He help up the folder,



gazed at it, laid it back on his desk and opened it. It was the file
for a long time client. For several years, Tinmothy had guided the

client through a nmaze of overseas banks. They had plenty of nobney and

were anxious to get it into tax havens around the world. Ti mot hy
| ooked at the first page. Neatly typed at the top....... Dr. Deborah
Vrren.

Deborah Warren swore softly under her breath and gazed at the
view of the city. She sat down at her desk but too restless to sit,
stood up and | ooked out the w ndow agai n. She wi shed she knew how to
figure odds because this one nust be way off the scale.

Just finished with a transplant and with no time to cone down
from the acconpanying high, she had hurried to Mnica' s office. She
had not known that Tinothy Lawence woul d be representing the hospital.
How coul d she have known? Now that she had time to think about it, she
did not think it was any concern but she could have done without the
surprise. Mnica, the bitch, was sure to have noticed. Deborah didn't
need any agitation in her life. But the surprises just keep conming.
The cop..... is...... Ni chol as Vaughn. Hardly a day passed that she did
not think about him Actually, she was remniscing. She didn't think
too much about what he was doing now. She didn't think there was much
she could do about it anyway. As it turns out, perhaps she shoul d have
found out what he was doing now. She and Tinothy were both surprised.
There was no way Monica, the bitch, missed all that surprise. The room
was bustling with surprise.

She sat down again and forced herself to think. \What had really
happened?  Not hi ng. The nore she thought about it, the nore it was
not hi ng. She unlocked a desk drawer and took out a notepad. She
flipped it open and carefully studied the synbols on the |ast page. It
was in code. Her very own secret code. Her |lips noved as she nentally
deci phered the code, turning the symbols into nuneric data. It really

wasn't necessary. She knew the nunbers better than she knew her own
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phone nunber. However, it was al ways reassuring. Her personal fortune
was building at an astonishing rate. Tinmothy had been nildly anused
when she had called him Wuld he find tax havens and pl aces where she
could put her noney. O course, he would but just how much noney are
we tal king about he had asked and the boredom was evi dent even over the
phone. Even the great Tinothy Lawence had been stunned by those
nunbers. A surgeon would be wealthy, for sure, but those dollars were
fit for a king. "Holy shit, Deborah!" he had exclaimed. "How much do

you get for replacenent parts?”

"We're not talking about a rebuilt transmssion," she had
count er ed.

Tinmothy had conme back with a fee that had startled her. "Hol y
shit, Tinothy!" she had exclaimed. "How about sonething for old tine's
sake?"

Tinmothy had an instant of glorious flashbacks. "You're right,"
he said dreanily. "Those were the days." He had cut his fee to one
percent which was still some nmjor bucks for nothing nore than a few

phone calls and a bit of paperwork. Those overseas banks would do all

the work just to get the deposits. Even allowi ng for the astronom cal
rates they paid, they were still nearly tripling the rates they
char ged. International cartels of drugs and guns were not at all
hesitant to pay any rate for large suns of noney. It was only a
startup cost. Soon, they had noney to burn. The Russian Mafia was
just beginning to branch out. It was new, only born at the breakup of

the USSR and just beginning to venture beyond the Russian borders.
They were trying to finance their crimnal activities with the sale of
nucl ear weapons but that was too slow. They would pay any rate for
fast cash.

All this meant for Timpthy was he got one percent for making a
phone call. Al the rest was taken care of and he presented Deborah

with a formdable pile of paper. It gave the inpression he had done



lots of work when, in fact, all that mattered was the account nunbers
Deborah coul d make her own transfers.

But the nenory of all those nights in the back seat w th Deborah
were worth a lot. After a few months he quit billing her. He had
hoped that night get one last reward but it did not even get a thank
you card

Deborah placed the notebook back in the drawer and carefully
| ocked it. She stared at the |ocked drawer and thought. Per haps, it

was time to get close to the action. That is, if there was any action.

It would also be nice to know if there was no action. It would
certainly be restful to the mnd. She found the business cards and
laid them side by side. For an instant, her mnd wandered. She
regretted ever letting those tinmes get away. They could have stayed
together, at least, every now and then. She picked up the phone and
di al ed. First, N cholas and then Tinothy. They had accepted her
i nvitation. They would neet for dinner. They would allow plenty of

tinme. They would start early and stay |late. They would catch up on
all those years. Tinmothy and Nicholas had really sounded excited. She
knew she was. In fact, she could hardly wait.

She called the hotel and made reservations. They would dine in a
room just the three of them Room service would cater everything.
There would be no distractions nor interruptions. She was already

anxi ous. She was glad they scheduled it for tonorrow night.

Bart hol onew Higgins had stared at the wall for hours. Hi s
options were limted and he did not like limted options. | nst ead of
controlling he was being controlled. Try as he might, he could not

devise a plan that would allow himto work on this Sanuel Franklin but
at the sanme tinme remain safe from detection. He expected Franklin to
make plenty of noise unless, of course, he had a very high tol erance
for pain. Even so, in this town where people were thicker than fleas

on a dog's back, the slightest unusual noise was likely to be noticed



That the observer would do anything about it was still another matter
but Higgins was not going to leave a trail of any Kkind. It was a
| esson that had served him well so many years ago. However,
i mpl ementing a plan under these conditions was causing no snall anount
of problens. An idea had conme to mind early on but he had inmediately
disnmissed it as too risky. After hours of elinminating every other
option, he was now considering it again. He should have known. First
idea is your best idea. It was a philosophy that had seldom failed
him especially when under duress. Had he followed his instincts, it
woul d be over by now. He sat up as his mind swng into action. Good,
bad or indifferent, he had decided. H's mnd autonmatically engaged and
soon a plan was coning together. There was nore risk than he would
have |iked but that went with the territory. He was like a shark on
the scent of a drop of blood. He would have carried out this plan no
matter how great the risk or how unlikely the chances of success.
Hi ggins had plenty of experience operating behind eneny I|ines. Not a
lot of difference here. 1In fact, the good guys did |look just like the
bad guys which had not been the case when he entered the city limts of
Hanoi. For awhile he flashed back but soon he was planning the task at
hand. Conpared to that foray this one should be a piece of cake. A
few hours later he had it neatly forrmulated in his mnd. He would need
a few supplies so he studied the list and satisfied that he had thought
of everything, stuffed it in his pocket and left the room He wal ked
for several blocks before he found a store that was open and was the
type that would carry the nerchandi se he sought. He entered and tried
not to draw attention to hinself.

G ancing out of the corner of his eye, he knew he was not
succeeding. A few seconds later, he knew he was the only white man in
the place. He had a bad feeling about what was going to happen when he
left the store. He also had a bad feeling about how many witnesses
woul d remenber he was here and be able to identify him He pretended

to study sonme nerchandise while making up his nind about what to do.
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Then he spied the transvestite. He could barely suppress a grin.
Then, he turned his attention to his purchases. The transvestite
appr oached.

Higgins stood in line to pay for the itens. The transvestite was
cl ose behi nd. They had reached an agreenent. Hi ggi ns | ooked
nonchal antly around. Everyone in the store was sniling, barely able to

not |augh aloud. The stranger had been picked up by Tomry Leroy. Was

he ever in for a surprise! H ggins humed and stepped up to the
register. He snmiled at the transvestite who was now in a hurry.
Waiting in the alley was Tommy Leroy's assistants. In a few mnutes

they would have his nobney and everyone in the store would have a good
| augh. He would learn the truth when Tommy Leroy started talking in
his gruff voice. Higgins led the way out. The transvestite tried to
herd Higgins to the left so Higgins took his arm and forced himto the
right. The transvestite resisted but the pressure on his arm convi nced
hi m ot herwi se. He stretched up to this full height and took small
steps hoping the exaggerated action would | essen the pressure. It did
not . H ggins marched him into the first alley before releasing his
arm The transvestite blew through his teeth and rubbed his arm
Before he could speak, Hi ggins delivered a kick to the groin and Tommy
Leroy fell forward, gasped several tinmes and began to retch. Hi ggi ns
| ooked both ways to be sure they were not being observed, |eaned over
the heaving transvestite and said, "Doesn't it just ruin your whole
day. " The transvestite gagged in response but Higgins was already
gone. The transvestite would not be anxious to talk about this
unexpected turn of events. Higgins expected it would not be a topic of
conversation in the store. He woul d quickly be forgotten which he was
counting on. Soon, he was back in his room and he laid out his
purchases and reviewed his plan. It was as good as it was going to
get, he deci ded.

He realized he was hungry. Even that was a problem Hi ggi ns

couldn't eat a nmeal or have a drink wi thout people getting thensel ves
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kill ed. He would try the hotel restaurant. Surely, nothing would
happen there. He would eat and be back in his roomin no nore than an
hour. Surely, nothing could happen in that I ength of tine.

Hi ggins was beginning to rel ax. He was having a delicious neal
and the hotel restaurant had proven to be first class. Nothing but the
finest in here. H ggins carefully wiped his mouth and | ooked around.
No one was paying the slightest bit of attention to him Yes indeed,
this was proving to be a great idea.

Across the restaurant at a table which was poorly lighted sat a

weasel | ooking man. He was inpeccably dressed and was as unobtrusive

as Higgins. He also had the sane objective as Higgins. That was to
have a meal and for no one to renmenber he was here. He had an
al together different reason. He robbed the hotel patrons and he had

sized up Higgins as an out of state oaf who would be easy pickings. He
squi nted and | ooked across the room It would not be long. It |ooked
like the big oaf was nearly finished. The man tugged at the cuff on

his jacket and felt the stiletto that was in it's holster strapped to

his arm The man had never had to actually use the knife. Just
brandi shing it had always been enough. He was an expert in choosing
his victins. He had never encountered one who tried to resist. He no

| onger even thought about what he would do if that ever happened.

H ggins picked up his check and began digging in his pocket for
tip noney. The man did the sane. He wanted to get ahead of the
i ntended victim

Higgins waited his turn to pay. He didn't give a second | ook at
the man in front of him He was thinking about getting back to his
room and getting sone sleep. Sleep did not conme easy for Higgins and
he didn't want to lose this rare opportunity.

Moments later, Higgins approached the door to his room An
untrai ned ear would probably never have heard the soft footsteps behind
hi m H ggins turned his head slightly and caught a glinpse of the

figure com ng up quickly behind him He made a half step which gave
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the appearance of slightly stunbling. The results being that the
attacker was closer much quicker than he expected. He reached for the
knife but had only begun to pull it from his sleeve when Higgins'
massive fist slamred into his throat. H ggins dunped the body in a
trash chute where it plunged several stories into a huge trash
recept acl e. That was renoved early the next norning long before any

of fendi ng odor had tinme to devel op. The body was never found.

Ni chol as checked hinself in the mrror one last tine. Sati sfied
he could do no nmore, he went to the door and left for the dinner
engagenent. He had nany mxed enotions. He was anxious to visit wth
Deborah and Tinothy but his instincts were waving like a red flag.
Sonething was very wong and he couldn't get zeroed in on it.
Nornmal |y, by now, he was sure of what had happened and only had to find
the proof. This one was flying all over the place and he knew it was
because of Deborah and Tinothy, nostly Deborah. He got in the car,

gave Calvin the address and sat back. He could hardly wait.

Tinmothy watched as FErica picked up discarded clothes. He
wondered for the thousandth time why she didn't let the maid do that.

"I'"ll probably be late. This is an inportant neeting." She
didn't answer. Tinmothy watched for a nonment trying to decide if she

was even |istening. He started to say sonething else, decided against

it, arose from the chair and left the house. As he drove, he
redirected his thoughts. He wasn't all that anxious for this little
party. He knew about how it would go. At first, they would be
reserved. A few drinks and they would be nore relaxed and finally
eager to relive the past and catch up on old tines. He smil ed. He
certainly wouldn't object to that. Deborah could make old times worth
reliving. He frowned. Ni chol as, however, was a different matter. A

cop, of all things and investigating a murder in the hospital where

Deborah is chief surgeon. As he listened to the facts about the case
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he had been stunned. It appeared that the murder had nobst assuredly

taken place in Mnorial. Before the interviews were over he had been
sure Nicholas would arrest soneone. It seemed to be a foregone
concl usi on. But it had not happened and Tinmothy was as confused as

Ni chol as seenmed to be. O course, it had been years since he had even
seen Ni chol as. He might not have been confused at all. Per haps, he
only gave that appearance. Cops had all kinds of techniques. Mny of
them liked to appear to be goofy as hell. It threw the suspects off
guard, nmade them think they were safe as long as this bozo was doing

the investigation. Ti not hy smi | ed. He had dealt with cops and their

various tricks for years. He thought he had seen them all. Then he
had sat there for hours with N cholas and didn't have a clue. He
couldn't read Nicholas at all. After tonight he mght have a better
idea but he really didn't think so. It was going to be quite an

experi ence.

Deborah nade one nore last mnute adjustment to her makeup. She
had surprised herself making such a fuss over her appearance. She
stood and | ooked herself over in the mrror. She sm | ed. She want ed
the boys to think she had not lost a thing and it did not appear that
she had.

It had been quite a surprise, their neeting like that. She could
have played 'guess what' for a century and never guessed that one.
There they were, N cholas the cop, Tinothy the lawer and she, the
doct or. Ni cholas had one expression through out the entire
i nterview. ...perpl exed. He acted like he never did quite get a grasp
of the situation. Not |like him as she renenbered. Perhaps, this cop
routine had dulled his senses. She was fl abbergast ed. Wiy was he a
cop? It had been the mmin reason she wanted to get together with them
A nmultimllionaire turned cop?? It was the beginning for a good novel.
She checked again and everything seemed to be perfect. She was a

stunni ng knockout, even if she thought so herself. She picked up her
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purse and glanced at the answering machine. More nessages since the
last time she had | ooked. She had not returned those calls nor even
listened to them for that matter. She really wasn't interested and
WIliam knew that. She wondered why he even bothered with calling.
That had been resolved |ong ago. She didn't waste her tine and she
wondered why he did. It seened that a United States Senator could find
ways to entertain hinself. That had certainly never been a problem
It should not be one now. She went out of the room out of the house
and into the waiting car.

They cane from opposite directions and as if they were tied to a
string, they arrived within mnutes of one another. N cholas was first
and only had time to walk to the large wi ndow and | ook out at the view
of the city. M nutes later, Deborah cane in. They rushed to each

ot her and enbraced. Ni cholas did not want to rel ease her and in those

few seconds, Tinothy arrived. They all stood in the center of the
room hugging and shaking hands. The chance for an intimte verbal
exchange was gone. Finally, they separated. Ni chol as and Ti not hy

began to mx a drink for thenselves. Deborah called room service and
checked that everything was ready. They decided to relax in front of
the huge wi ndow and talk awhile. They all were anxious to hear about
the ot hers. Ni chol as and Tinothy outvoted her and she would go first.
She began.

Not nuch had happened imediately after they had gone their
separate ways. She plunged into her work and quickly becane the star
of the surgery team Not long afterwards, she specialize in

transplants and soon was one of the world s nost successful in that

field. 'Repl acenent parts' they were called, although not wthin
earshot of an outsider. Mst recipients would not be happy to hear of
their only chance to live being spoken of so callously. It was an

incredibly lucrative specialty. She was quite wealthy. Then cane the
first surprise. She and Tinothy had not conpletely lost touch.

"Strictly business,” Tinmothy had quickly interjected. He had watched
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for N cholas' reaction but he could not detect that there had been one.
Deborah had quickly learned that the IRS was going to have all of her
money if she did not take drastic steps to prevent it. She had called
Tinothy for advice and he had been able and willing to help. Her noney
was safely sequestered in tax havens all over the world. Now, she and
not the IRS would reap the benefits of her work. Ti not hy nodded in
agreenment and both were anxious to get off the subject. It was obvious
to Nicholas that they were doing a bit nore than hustle a few bucks
of f shore. He could have cared |ess. He was a businessnman before he
was a cop. He had nore noney stashed in tax havens than either of them
coul d inmagine. It was a wonder that they had not run into each other
whi |l e naki ng the transfers.

Then Deborah sprang her second surprise. She had nmarried WIIiam
Payne. Senator WIIliam Payne, no less. That, in itself, was no great
shake but the Senator was twi ce Deborah's age. N cholas had a fleeting
t hought of long ago and wondered how the old SOB was still alive. He
and Deborah must be sleeping in separate states, otherw se he would not
be alive. He decided it was too soon to make chancy remarks so he said
not hi ng. There was a monent of silence while Deborah and Tinothy
| ooked at him obviously expecting himto say sonething. Finally, he
said he had no idea she had married and congratul ated her. Debor ah
paused, |ooked out the w ndow and was apparently deciding if she wanted
to tell nore. They all sipped their drinks, trying not to act Iike
they did not notice. Finally, Deborah added, "He is busy in spite of
the fact that nobst Anmerican's think their representatives never do
j ackshit. Notice | didn't say they actually acconplish anything or do
anyt hing constructi ve. | just said he was busy." They all |aughed
"Hi s profession and nmine are not harnonious with a famly life and nore
so with me in New York and he in DDC" It was all she would say and
Ni chol as knew she was answering the suspicion he already had. It was
the only thing that had kept WIIliam Payne alive. Deborah was sayi ng

somet hi ng el se but Nichol as was not hearing.
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He was thinking. "Wat had she been doing all these years? Wo
had she been doing, he neant. Wy did he let her go? Al these years,
it could have been him"

"Ni chol as, over here." He blinked and | ooked around. She was
standing at the bar. "Do you want another drink or are you two ready

for di nner?"

"Let's eat," they said in unison.
It was truly a feast. Everything was delicious and their nood
becane nmuch nore festive. They shared amusing stories about their

experi ences. Doctor, |awer and cop experiences would always generate
anusing stories. Finally, they finished and made their way back to the
sitting area in front of the huge w ndow. They | ooked at Deborah and
waited for her to continue. |t had not been clear if she was finished.
She concluded, "I wish | had nore to tell but I'm sure you don't want
to hear a vivid description of an operation. M/ life is sinple outside
the operating room So sinple in fact, | don't mind doing the extra
transplant in the evening. It beats going to an enpty apartment." She
took a drink and added, "OF course, this is the life | wanted and it is
just as well the apartment is enpty. A couple of years of my schedul e
and anyone would take a hike. The sane goes for WIlliam" That was
it. She said no nore except to pass the baton. She wi ggled her finger
back and forth at them and said, "Wuo's next?" When neither said
anything she let her finger stop on Tinothy.

"Well, after ny nonment of fanme things really took off. | was
doing what we always talked about doing, making a shitpot of noney.
|'ve been fortunate. |'ve worked hard but things have come ny way. |
like to think |I took advantage of the opportunities but | have never
had a shortage of opportunities. M life, personal that is, has been a
bit nmore conventional than Deborah's. A wife and kids in the suburbs.
There is really nothing nore to say about it. | guess in nany
respects, ny........ er..... shall we say arrangenment is not nuch

different from Deborah's. |'ve wondered if | never showed up again how
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long it would be before any of them noticed. Discounting the noney, of
course. |If the noney stopped they would notice right away."

They all chuckled and took a drink so they could think about
that. WIIliam Payne had no idea of the extent of Deborah's wealth. O
course, he could and did get by very well on his Senator's pay, not to
mention the mllions he received in Kkickbacks and bribes. So, if
Deborah di sappeared all he would miss would be her not joining him at
the many gala events he attended. On the other hand, were he to
di sappear, Deborah woul d niss absol utely not hing.

Ti nothy continued, "I suppose | shouldn't conplain. | wanted to
be a rich lawer and | am one. Deborah wanted to be a rich doctor and

she is one. Si nul taneously, they |ooked at Nicholas. It was
obviously his turn.

He wondered why he felt nervous. O all the people in the world,
he shoul d not be concerned about confiding with them "I was well on
my way before we graduated, as you know. Things got better and better,
noney w se, that is. | married but when | had an identity crisis or
what ever the TV shrinks call it these days | didn't handle it too well.
I wasn't getting any satisfaction fromrunning ny conpany any nore so |
put it in capable hands and joined the police departnent. M wfe
wanted to be married to a mllionaire which I still was but sonehow a
cop nmillionaire didn't fit her image. Anyway, for whatever the reason
that marriage ended. | married again and again the cop thing got in
the way. Funny thing, but we still see each other and the cop thing is
not a problem O course, not being around all the tinme does nake it
easier for all her friends to do whatever they do that they don't want
me to know about. That was the problem Her friends didn't 1like
having a cop around." He waited a nonment to see if they asked any
guesti ons. He was hoping they did not so he could end his personal
story. He was surprised he could summarize his life so quickly.

However, that was also the case for both of them "My biggest regret
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is that the three of us didn't stay together. | can see now that we
coul d have. W could have found a way."

Ti not hy added, "I've thought about that nyself. W just let it
happen. "

Deborah said, "I've wondered if we just wanted a little space for
alittle while and a little while turned into years. That does have a
way of happening."

"We're not the first, I've learned,” Tinothy said. "It seens
that is usually the case, unless they go in business together and then
one will kill the other." They | aughed.

Deborah | ooked from one to the other, "There's nothing we can do
to change it but | realize now how nuch 1've missed you guys." They
toasted their glasses in agreenent and were quiet for a nonent.
Deborah continued, "I thought this would take all night. Not that |
have that nuch to tell about nyself but | was expecting you two could
go on forever."

Ni cholas said, "I could talk about ny business but fact is you
were there when it started and nobody wants to hear about every nut
bolt and screw That's what it would be and ny personal life is
certainly nothing to wite hone about. Al | can say is | wish | could
change it."

The conversation took a nore lighthearted turn. A few mnutes
nore of reflecting on their personal lives and they all wuld be
hopel essly sunk into the dunps. They were able to turn the tide with
nore anecdotes fromtheir career experiences.

Later in the evening, Tinmothy instigated a slight change in the

subject. "W've told all the stories where we cane out a winner. |'m
wondering how funny are the ones that nailed us." Deborah and N chol as
| ooked at him but said nothing. This was his idea so he could be
first. He got the hint. "You know, like |I've had a few cases where ny

client was guilty as hell but withheld information fromnme. One guy's

prints were the only ones on the nurder weapon, for exanple. The
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prosecutor was on a long losing streak to ne and he nanaged to keep
that choice bit of information buried in uninportant papers. I was
overconfident and didn't pay attention. After all, this guy had not

given ne any reason to be concerned about his abilities. He had never

denmonstrated that he had any." They | aughed. "So, | didn't read the
di scoveries thoroughly and | missed it. He popped nme in the courtroom
with the fingerprints. It took some dancing but | nanaged to put the
fault on ny client. He got twenty-five years but he deserved it for

being so stupid.”

Deborah interrupted, "I thought all your clients were guilty as
hel I . You nmake it sound like every once in a while there is actually
an i nnocent one."

Tinothy joined in the laughter even though it was at his expense.
He placed his finger along side his jaw and | ooked thoughtfully out the
wi ndow. "By jove, | do believe you are right. They all have been
guilty as hell.’

Ni chol as was having a hard tine |aughing. He had seen too many
vicious Kkillers freed by the manipulations of [|awers. Quilt or
i nnocence was not an issue in the courtroom Mani pul ating the system
was. Ni cholas could tell they were about to get into it. Ti ot hy
woul d say the cops and prosecutors didn't do their jobs and allowed the
guilty to go free according to the |aw Ni chol as would counter with
the abuse of neaningless technicalities. In the end, they would be
fighting nad and nothing would change. It would be far better to take

this in another direction

Ti not hy sensed that as well. He never passed up the opportunity
to bash a cop but this tine he would. Sooner or later, he would
confront Nicholas in the courtroom It was a thousand wonders that it

had not already happened. For a nonment, Tinothy visualized that event.
There had never been a cop that he didn't take apart on the stand.
Even the ones that had an air tight case were left in a shadow of

doubt . It was usually all he needed to gain the upper hand. Tinothy



turned to Deborah. "Wen sonething goes bad for ne, nmy guy is |ooking
at ten to twenty with tinme off for good behavior. Wen sonething goes

bad for you, your guy is |ooking at death."

"Not too funny when that happens," she said. "OfF course, |'ve
had ny share of unsuccessful operations. However, | can add that 1've
never |ost one who had even the slightest chance for survival. In
fact, 1've pulled nore back fromthe grave than I've lost to it. The

only reason | have a few losses is that | took the patient when no one
el se would. A few tines they were already dead when | took the case

Not many of those nade it but the ones that did nmade ne fanous." She
let the guys think about and then continued, "O course, there is
usually a bit of humor in the npbst serious surgery and believe it or
not, it cones fromthe patient. Hardly, a transplant goes by that the
mal e patient does not ask for an additional transplant that will |eave
himnore well endowed, if you know what | nean."

Ti rothy and Nicholas stared at her, wi de-eyed. Tinothy haltingly

asked, "You....can..... do..... that? | nean a guy can get a bigger...."
"No, goofy," Deborah said. "I meant when a patient is at the
brink of death, about to undergo a surgery they wll probably not

survive and the last thing they think about before they go under is
getting a bigger......

"That wouldn't be the last thing they thought of, Ni chol as
interrupted. "They've been thinking of that for years and this is the
first and probably |ast chance to do anything about it. | don't blane
themat all."

"Me neither," Tinothy added. "In fact, if it can really be done
I'"d like to get on the list."

"Reci pi ent or donor?" Nichol as asked.

"W go way back. Renenber | have seen you in the shower."

They both | ooked at Deborah. She stuck a finger in each ear.

"No way, you're getting nme in this conversation."

"Cinically speaking, Deborah. How would you rate.....
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She started humm ng and pressed her fingers deeper into her ears.
"I can't hear you," she sang out.

They fell silent and slowy she took her fingers out of her ears.
A second later, Tinmothy asked, "Do you ever do that kind of transplant?"

"No, no, a thousand tinmes, no. | wish to hell 1'd never brought
it up.”

"I think you're missing out on the real noney. Wat would | give
for aliver or alung? A mllion? For that! Ten mllion, at least!"”

"Easily," Nicholas added. "He's right, Deborah. You should
seriously consider this."

Deborah fell back and pointed her index finger at her tenple.
"Bang," she said.

They decided to give it up. They all got up and nade thensel ves
anot her dri nk. Now, back in front of the window, they were silently
searching for another subject.

Finally, Tinmothy asked, "How about you, N cholas? Surely
sonet hing funny nust happen in the cop world."

"I't's kind of depressing. I'd never really thought about it but
everything that happens seens to be bad. Bad for soneone. ['d never
realized how little hunor there is in ny life. When we bring down a
bad guy sonething bad had already happened to a good guy." He was
silent for a nonent and Tinothy w shed he had never brought it up.
Ni chol as continued, "W've done drug raids on the wong house a few
times. Al ways seemto catch a couple in the act. It can ruin the nood
to suddenly be staring down the nuzzle of a dozen autonmatic weapons
The guys will always |augh about the |ooks on their faces and how | ong
it will be before the guy can try again but we seemto always miss the
house nunmber by two and the real target next door is alerted by all the
conmotion and they escape. Bottomline is that's really not funny."

"I't would be funny to see those | ooks. Do you ever take

pi ctures?"
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"You of all people should know better. That woul d be proof and
we al ways get our asses sued off anyway wi thout furnishing proof."

Actually, Timothy did know. He had taken two of those cases and
the settlements had been huge. He was fishing for a little information
for when the next one cane al ong. If he could subpoena photos, well
they would be priceless in negotiating a settlenent. He couldn't tel
if N cholas caught on to himor not.

Deborah asked, "How about the ones that got away" Do you have

any unsol ved cases?"

"More than | like to admit. | have the best solve rate in the
departnent. It's not a secret that | do spend sone of my own nobney and
I work double hours to achieve that rate. If | were not rich it
woul dn't be that good. |'d be right back in the pack. But | have the
nmoney and |'Il hire some outside expertise to bust a case. | have lots
of consultants. For example, nmy ex-wife is a conputer specialist and
she will work a job if a conmputer will help solve it. Sonetines it
will. The Departnent could never afford those kind of fees. But to
answer your question, they do get away. | always think about those
sonmetines for years. Seldom does it do any good. | don't count a drug

deal er doing another drug dealer. O a pinp doing another pinp. I
don't even bother to investigate. As far as |I'm concerned they hel ped
us out. Many people will say with one dead and another convicted and
in prison, there are two gone. |'d rather |leave the |ive one out there
to either kill again or be killed. Don't have to furnish room and
board. "
Deborah was stunned to hear him say it. Ti nothy was fidgeting

This was close to his area of crimnal defense. He was wondering
whet her Nicholas actually drew the line to allow sonmeone else to
elinmnate the perpetrator or doing it hinself. N cholas stared out the
wi ndow. "This one is puzzling." He was really talking to hinself.

For anot her second, he was sil ent.



Finally, Deborah broke the silence. She gl anced at her watch.

"I'"ve got the perfect ending for our evening. |'ve been thinking about
it since we planned to neet." She opened her hand to reveal a coin.
"What do you say? Heads, it's N chol as. Tails, it's Tinothy." The

guys snmiled and nodded. She tossed the coin.

A while later, Timothy glanced at the closed bedroom door and
then | ooked back out the w ndow. He sipped his drink. He held the
coin between his fingers and slowy turned it in the light. He tossed
it a fewtines and it came up heads and tails. He gazed back out the
wi ndow. "After all these years and she still can nmake a goddamm coin

conme up heads every tine.

CHAPTER 8
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Ni chol as was bent over his desk, intently shuffling paper. He
appeared to be the busiest person in the room but actually wasn't even
seeing the paper he was holding. He was still in the throes of the

ni ght with Deborah. He had tried every technique he ever knew to try

to prolong his time with her. Now he was thinking of ways to be wth
her again. All those years, gone, irretrievably |ost. He would not
duplicate that m stake. He was giddy with the thought. He was

silently hunm ng and basking in the glow when he became aware of a
presence. He cut his eyes upward as far as he could w thout noving his
head. It was enough that allowed him to see the hands that could
belong to no one but Bartholonew Higgins. Ni chol as scribbled a
notation on the paper in front of himand wthout |ooking up said, "M.
H ggins. Atinmely visit indeed. | need to talk to you."

H ggi ns was taken aback. He had purposely approached to see how
cl ose he could get before Vaughn becane aware of him It never hurt to
test your skills. He could not see that Vaughn had cut his eyes
upward. Al he could see was his head had not noved. He also did not
know t hat Vaughn could identify him a block away by his hands, fingers
and forearms. Higgins nentally filed the bit of information that
Vaughn had a little sixth sense.

Ni chol as made another neaningless notation, purposely keeping
H ggi ns waiting. When he did | ook up, he had the distinct inpression
t hat Higgins could have stood there, patiently waiting all
day..... wi t hout novi ng. It caused Nicholas to |ose his advantage. He

stamered slightly and was forced to point at the chair, indicating for

Higgins to have a seat. He sat down and stared unwaveringly at
Ni chol as. The detective had indicated he had sonething to say and
Hi ggins was forcing himto say it. The silence grew | onger. Agai n,

Ni chol as | ost his advantage. Again, he knew the man could and would

sit there for hours, waiting.



Ni chol as | eaned back and tapped the edge of his desk with a
pencil, trying to look like he knew something that he really didn't
know. From Higgins' expression he didn't know if it was working or
not. Finally, in his mnd, he conceded this was not working. Hi ggins
was, indeed, a tough nut to crack.

"M . Higgins, sonme things are happening in our fair city that are

not good. Not good, at all." He waited and then w nced inwardly.
H ggi ns had not blinked nor so nuch as twitched a nuscle. "People are
being nmurdered at an alarming rate and in a gruesone fashion." He had

not intended to wait again.

H ggi ns spoke before Nicholas could continue. "According to what
we see on TV, | don't know how you woul d know. "

"Despite what you see on TV, we are not a bunch of conplete
idiots."

"Neither are we," Higgins responded quickly, having perfectly set
up Nicholas for that one.

"Yeah well," N cholas stamered, "I'm not playing games, M.
Higgins. These incidents literally reek of a vigilante. [|'d hope you
were not the type of person that would think ridding New York Gty of
it's least desirable inhabitants would in sone fashion atone for the
|l oss of your daughter. Not to nmention, those people were not
responsi ble for her death.”

"You are right on all counts," Hi ggins agreed.

They stared at each other. This was really getting on Nichol as'

nerves. The man knew exactly what to say or nore precisely, what not

to say. He was not going to trip up hinself. Ni chol as woul d have to
settle with terse warnings. Ni chol as had al ready conceded they would
be ineffectual. Nicholas didn't know all the details but he had

surm sed that this guy had wal ked through the valley of the shadow of
death. He would not be intinidated by a cop.
After an unconfortable silence, Hggins said, "Wat | cane up

here for was to find out what was happening on nmy daughter's case. You



said you would keep ne advised. Actually, | haven't heard from you

since the last tinme | was in your office. Wen | do cone back, | get
this." Hi ggins' stare was penetrating. Ni chol as w shed he would go
away. "All | asked for was a report on your progress."

Ni chol as thought he was going to say, 'If there was any progress
but he didn't. Now, Nicholas was forced to say, "There has been no
progress.” He squirmed in his chair. Then added, "lI'm sorry to say."

Ni chol as al nost slapped the top of his desk. How could this guy do
this so effectively.

For an instant, N cholas detected a crack in his arnor. Higgins
head dropped slightly and he gul ped. In the next split second he
regai ned control. Ni chol as knew they would be sitting here this tine
tonmorrow if he didn't get the guy out of his office. "I didn't contact
you because there is nothing to report." Now Ni chol as was bl i nking
"And nostly because | didn't want to have to tell you that." For the
next split second, the nen silently bonded. For that split second they
coexisted in the same space. Then they returned to their positions.

"I''l'l share ny insights but | can't conprom se the case."

"W are not at odds. | want this case solved and the killer
brought to justice. | would never do anything to jeopardize that."

"I know you wouldn't intentionally. But | have seen cases where
the relatives of victins were not as under control as they thought. It

is easy to sit here and think you are but with a known suspect, however
| ane the evidence nmay be, it is not so easy. The conpulsion to run out
and confront sonmeone is nearly overwhelming. Sonetines that conpul sion
is to kill them | don't have to tell you what a sordid ness that is.
Then, we get into an interdepartnental investigation as to how the
relative even obtained this information and next thing, soneone is
standing on ny fingers. Do | nake nyself clear, M. Hggins? R ght
now everyone is your friend and synpathizer and is working hard. Do
the wong thing and suddenly you're a bad guy and nobody wants to be

your friend."
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"I"'mhere to listen to whatever you say. Nothing nore."

Ni chol as eyed him carefully. He seened to be sincere but
Ni chol as al so knew the man was dying inside. He would do anything to
get his hands on his daughter's Kkiller. Ni cholas idly tapped the
fol der but stopped when he noticed Higgins' eyes were on the folder.
Ni chol as picked it up and opened it. It was woefully thin. He was
sure there was nothing in the folder that H ggins could not know

There was nothing in the folder that the whole world couldn't know

There was just about nothing in the folder. "I had a clue that led to
a hospital....Menorial...where your daughter worked. It |ooked good
and 1'Il be honest with you, | thought it would be solved in hours,
certainly no nore than a couple of days. Now, | have all kinds of
doubts. | can't put together a schene that includes Menorial but |eads
el sewhere. O course, there are ways but nothing | ogical. So. |

considered ways that Menorial was not involved but could be nmade to

ook like they were. That's not hard to do but the list of suspects

goes up astronomcally. I've made quite a few interviews at Menori al
and my nost likely scenario seems to be in shanbles. I think I can
share that wth you. I was sure some doctors had done sonething
experinental and it had gotten out of hand. Maybe not even that

complicated. A routine surgery that went bad and they tried to sal vage
sonmething....... ," he let the sentence drop when he realized he was
about to say sonething that would be devastating for H ggins to hear.

He | ooked at Higgins and as he expected, Hi ggins' expression had not

changed. "However, none of this wrks after | conpleted the
interviews. | think you'll agree that every doctor and nurse cannot be
in on a conspiracy. That's what it would take. That wll give you an

i dea of ny dil enma."
"My daughter's kidneys were renpved. It seems to be quite
obvi ous. Sonmebody needed a kidney. O two sonebody's needed a ki dney.

They took ny daughter's and gave themto the hi ghest bidder."



"It doesn't work that way. There is a list and they go by that
list so there will be no charges of what you just said."”

"You are very naive if you believe that, especially for a New
York City detective."

"And you've been watching too many made for TV novies," N cholas
count er ed.

"I can quote plenty of statistics to the contrary. But you have
to have an open mnd to see that the facts speak for thenselves."

"Let's suppose you are right, just for the sake of argunent.
That does not elimnate the conspiracy problenms. Too many doctors and
nurses would have to be involved. | don't think that can happen.”

"Do you have any idea how nuch noney is involved here?"
Rel uctantly, Nicholas shook his head negatively. "It's as good as a
pro athlete's contract. Staying alive doesn't have a price tag
especially if the one trying to stay alive is rich."

"On what are you basing your assunption?"

"A few observations on who gets transplants and how quick they
get them and their occupations.”

"I think even the village idiot could figure out who you're
talking about but | don't think you can base everything on two
coi nci dental cases."

"You can base it on anything when even your conversation is
bi ased. Wy did you include the word 'coincidental'?"

"That's what it is until proven otherw se."

"That's not the way it works in the real world. What is it with
you, Detective? Wo are you covering for?"

Ni chol as reddened and clinched his fists at the insinuation.
Slowy, he let the words sink in. Could he be doing that? Was he
i gnoring sonething because Deborah was on the staff? He didn't think
so but Higgins' words were ringing in his ears. "To show you I'm a

fair mnded man, M. Higgins, |'ll take your idea under advisenent and



give it fair consideration. | don't want you to think what | know you
are already thinking."

"Thank you for |eaving no stone unturned."

"W never do. Sone tines the stone turning seens excruciatingly
sl ow but | never shortchange a case. |'Il adnmit sonetimes | have to go

on to another case and sonetines another after that but the first one

stays on ny nmind and sooner or later, the pieces fall in place.
Justice will be served.” N cholas knew he was sounding like a trave
brochure but he hoped he was giving Hi ggins sone assurance. Hi ggi ns

was keeping all the synptons well covered but N cholas knew he was a
simrering vol cano, about to blow. One would be well advised not to be

flying overhead when it happened.

"I'"'mglad we had this visit. It nakes ne feel better. I know
you guys are covered up and you do the best you can. Unfortunately,
it's small consolation for the grieving parent. I've never felt so
hel pl ess and |'ve been in some helpless situations. However, burying

my child was not one of those situations."

"Now would be the tine that | would say, 'I know how you nust
feel' but it would be insulting for me to say that. Hell, | don't know
how you feel. | can't even imagine how you feel. | do synpathize wth
you and all | can offer is to do ny best to see that justice is served.

Even that has a hollow ring because justice can never be served. The
only justice would be for the killer to die and your child to be
returned to life."

"I can see you have put sone thought into it."

"So many times you can't imagine. There again it is a
meani ngl ess statement. If this happened to nillions of people it would
have no | essening effect on your grief."

"You've really put some thought into it."

"All I want you to know is | care about what happened and 1'll do

everything | can to solve the crine."



"I guess a man can't ask for nore than that." Higgins stared at
the floor for several seconds and N cholas waited, giving him every
opportunity to say whatever he wanted. Finally, Higgins |ooked up,
stood up and extended his hand. "Thanks for your tine. It nakes ne
feel better to talk to you."

Ni chol as took his hand and even though he knew what to expect, he
was still surprised by the man's hands. Ni chol as was quite sure his

hand could be crushed off by Higgins' grip. He had a vision of the

recent hom cides and the nmanner of their deaths. It still didn't feel
right. Hggins was not the type to go on a killing spree in search of
vengeance. Well, maybe a killing spree but not random street thugs

Ni chol as thought he was entirely capable of extracting revenge but only
from the Kkiller. Still, N cholas had a feeling and he was sel dom
wWr ong.

Hi ggins rel eased his hand, turned and was gone. N cholas waited
until he was out of sight, |eaned back in his chair, closed his eyes
and tried to visualize how the street killings could have occurred.
For an instant, he knew he should be focusing this attention on Any
H ggi ns' rmurder.

A while later, Nicholas was |eaving the station. The only way he
could figure H ggins was responsible for the street killings would be
for Hiyggins to be roaming the streets and doing so in the nost
danger ous pl aces. It just didn't figure. Way would he be in alleys
instead of staying on the sidewalks. Even if the man was prowing
everywhere, he could stay in lighted areas. Even the idiots knew that
pl us Hi ggins had absolutely nothing to gain by cruising alleys and dark
streets. H s daughter's case would not be solved in such a manner.

Ni chol as checked and Calvin was pulling into position to arrive
in front of the building at the instant N cholas arrived at the foot of
the stairs. All N cholas had to do was stick out his hand and the door
handle would be in it. One day he would have to renenber to ask how he

did that. But for now, he had nore inportant things on his mnd. At
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the spur of the noment he had called Deborah and asked if she would

meet himat a hotel for a drink and........ he had intentionally trailed
off the sentence to see how she would respond. "That too," she had
said quietly. It had taken much longer than either of them had
anticipated. It was late and they were still in bed.

"Way did you marry WIliam Paine? Nicholas asked suddenly.
"I hate to admit it but it was business."” N cholas said nothing
but turned his head and |ooked at her. They were sharing a pillow

She continued, "My reputation as a transplant specialist was nade. I

was naking noney but it was far from ny expectations. Since | had
nothing to neasure against | don't know how | had expectations but
what ever they were, | wasn't naking enough. First, | started hearing
runors, then | started getting inquiries. It seens the Japanese are

willing to pay quite handsonmely for the ability to prolong their Ilives.
What | needed was an avenue and nobst unexpectedly, | found one. | was
at a party. It was the rich, fanobus and infanous. There were nore
than a few Orientals in attendance who | later |earned were Japanese.
They were heavy contributors to the president, | also later |earned.
They were collecting the rewards of their illegal contributions or
bribe noney as it's sonetines call ed.

"I know about that, in spite of network television's efforts to
cover up the crinmes of their fair-haired boy."

"Television's conspiracy to elect and cover-up the nobst corrupt
adm nistration in history is the crine of the century but that's a
whol e different story." She turned slightly so she could see him
Ni chol as continued to stare at the ceiling. She went on, "The little
Ni ps were somewhat shy about broaching the subject and | didn't have a
clue that they wanted to. Wiat was there was sone big tine rich
Japanese who had parents or sonetines even thenselves who were in
desperate need of a transplant. M reputation preceeded ne. Here was

a hope, a possible solution but they didn't know how to initiate a
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nmeeti ng. O nmaybe they didn't know how | would respond. There was
nothing in the bribe handbook on organ transplant."

"I don't see why it was such a problem [If | went to Japan and |

wanted sonething, |'d ask. Do you do, 'whatever'? If yes, we would
proceed. If no, |I'd ask soneone else.”
"I't's not like it was directions to the subway. They | ook at

things differently."

"They' |l bribe the President of the United States but they won't
ask about nedical treatment,” Nicholas said incredulously. "Two atomc
bonbs were definitely not enough. We should have dropped forty or
fifty."

Deborah ignored him and went on, "They preferred an internediary.
Unknown to nme at the tinme, WIlliam was the President's link to Japan.
He was nmaking the deals and neking the arrangenents. The noney was
flying into the President's canpaign funds and from there into his
pockets. Actually, the First Lady manages the funds. The President
has to unzip his pants to give his brain some air so she takes care of
t he noney. Most of the insiders think when his termis up, she wll
dump his sorry butt, take all those mllions they've squirreled away
and di sappear.™ She stopped a minute to get herself back on the
subj ect . "So, WIlliam was tight with the Japs. It was working well
for them They didn't have to stick their necks out. Well, after the
party they approached WIliam about approaching ne."

"Sneaky Jap is not exactly an inaccurate description.”

"That started with the sneak attack on Pearl Harbor. It has
not hing......

"They were sneaky then and they're sneaky now. "' m thinking
sixty or, maybe seventy A-bonbs."

"You're keeping me off the subject. | thought you wanted to hear
this."

He nodded in agreenent and she went on, "WIlIliam did ask ne. I

saw no problem If they wanted to pay for our facilities, let them



There are no restrictions on international nmedi cal treatnent.
Anericans routinely go abroad to seek treatnment with nedicines and
techniques that are disallowed by the FDA If | thought there was
something | needed, | wouldn't hesitate. So, let them conme here and
pay. After that neeting, Wlliamand | had lots of neetings. Lots of
dinners and first thing I know, he asked ne. | still don't know what |
was thinking. He's okay but we should not be married. He |ikes being
seen with ne. Al his friends are envious. Young, a fanous surgeon,
you get the picture. And now, |'m beconming acquainted with sone
Japanese who are in dire need of ny nedical expertise and they have
deep pockets. Mne and WIllianmis relationship is a match nade in a
bank vault."

"What is he getting out of this, besides you?" N cholas asked.

"That's all. He has his own deals wth the illegal

contributions. H's pockets are lined so he doesn't feel he has to take

part of mne. It was enough to get me on the inside with the Japanese.
He likes to be a nobver and shaker. I f sonebody wants sonmething to
happen, get WIIliam Pai ne. He likes that reputation. I"d rather be
out of the glare and get the noney. But we all have our own
pr ef er ences. | should be glad. WIlliam just keeps making the

i ntroductions and | keep naking the noney."

Ni cholas was growing a bit tired of this story. He wondered how
it all came to be but he had not counted on all the details. He had a
mental picture of Deborah and WIIiam Paine. He did not want to have
that nental picture. He threw off the sheet, sat up and |ooked at

Deborah. Now, he had elininated WIlliam Paine fromhis nental picture.

She held out her arms. "It's good to know sone things never
change. In fact, a few get better and better."

He eased into her arns. "And better and better," he repeated.

Bart hol onew Hi ggins | ooked at the sandwi ch and frowned. He had

taken a bite from three sides and it had not gotten any better. He
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carefully peeled back a slice of bread and studied the insides. It had

sounded nuch better than it tasted. He pulled open the second slice of

br ead. What ever was nmaking the thing taste |like horse shit was not
evident. It had to be one of the well advertised 'secret ingredients'.
He | ooked at the condinments on the edge of the plate. He had never

seen anything like them and had no idea what they were. He doubt ed
they belonged to a real food group. He longed for a big chunk of
bar becue or a chicken fried steak. Now he knew why so many New Yorkers
kept their eyes closed. They didn't want to see what they were eating.
Now if he could only figure out how to keep from snelling the stuff.
Suddenly, he was aware. Slowy, he raised his gaze from the sandw ch
to the dining area. A low grunble rolled out of his throat. Everyone
in the place was watching him He placed the sandwich on the plate and

brought the coffee cup to his lips. He sipped and | ooked back at the

cust omer s. It sure didn't take nuch to entertain these people when
they would watch sonmeone not eat a sandwi ch. H ggi ns picked out the
nost fearsome | ooking person in the diner and stared openly at him In

seconds, the man |ooked away, refused to |ook back at Hi ggins and
turned his attention back to his own uneaten food. H ggi ns conti nued
to stare at him and soon everyone was |ooking at their own plate.
H ggins | ooked at the waitress. She was standing near the register,
busily studying her fingernails. She shifted her weight from one foot
to the other. Higgins decided to not press his luck. Sooner or |later,
he woul d nake a m stake and Detective Vaughn would be all over him He
could not continue to make a practice of cleaning up New York City. He
| ooked around the room Wiy did he draw muggers like cow dung drew
flies. He guessed they could spot an out of towner froma nile away.
That was certainly the case back in Sagebrush Flats, Texas. "o
course, we don't look to rob or kill every stranger that comes
t hrough, " he thought.

He was suddenly weary. He | ooked at his watch. He needed to

sl eep awhile. It would hone his senses. It was a |esson he |earned



long ago. He slid out of the booth and wal ked quickly to the register.
He was taking the nmoney from his pocket as he approached. He handed
too much noney to the waitress who's eyes were glued on him He |eaned
cl oser as she took the noney and said so only she could hear, "Wo ever

follows me, tell them not too. He closed his hand over hers as she
took the noney. Her eyes wi dened when she felt the size of his hand
and instinctively knew the strength that was within them H s fingers
| ooked like the bread sticks she served. She |ooked into his eyes but
saw not hi ng. Hi ggi ns' face was an unreadabl e mask. He wal ked qui ckly
out of the diner. As the door was closing, two nmen who had not sat
together, rose sinultaneously and wal ked toward the register. As they
dug bills from their pockets, the waitress pretended to be |ooking at
the order pad she was holding and said under her breath, "Let that one
go, fellows. | don't want to lose two custoners and trust nme....|
woul d. "

The nmen stared silently at her. They finally |ooked at each
other and returned slowy to their seats. Higgins walked as fast as he
could without running. He glanced back every few seconds and swung out
wi de at every alley. If they were waiting in anbush, at |east they
would have to lunge for him It would be all the warning he would
need. His hotel was only half of a block away. They had not foll owed.
They nmust have heeded the warning. He relaxed and thought of the nuch
needed sleep he would get. After the rest, he would nake his nove. No
matter what he thought, Detective Vaughn was about to get sone help on
this case.

Hi ggins awoke with a start but his training kicked in and he did
not so much as twitch a nuscle. Hi s eyes opened but he did not blink.
If he had been canouflaged for his environnent there would not have
been a single nmovement to reveal his position. Hi ggins stared at the
cei ling. He had inpressed hinself. He thought those instincts were
long forgotten. He sat up, swinging his | egs over the side of the bed.

He flexed his huge fingers. His nmnd was already fixing on the task at



hand. He dressed carefully although there was nothing about his attire
that required special attention. It was as non-descript as he could
make it. That was also part of his plan. To blend in, not be noticed
not be remenbered. So far, that had not been so easy to do. For sone
reason, he was very noticeable, at least, to certain people.

He finished dressing and stood before the mirror. He |ooked Iike
everyone else out there on the sidewalk. He thought so, anyway. He
put the supplies in his pocket, took a deep breath and left the room
Monments later, he was in the pedestrian traffic moving effortlessly
through the crowd, toward Menorial Hospital

He went up the stairs and once inside, he |ooked quickly all
about . In a second, he spotted two nurses going to the enployee
entrance. He judged their speed and in one step was in time with them
They arrived at the door just ahead of Higgins. They opened the door
and went through. Again, he waited until the door was alnost closed
before pulling it open and stepping through. The nurses were already
down the hall. They did not |ook back to see who had entered. So far,
he had blended perfectly. He took a lab jacket, slipped it on and
foll owed them down the hall. He was confident he would not be noticed
until he was on the surgery floor. Only then would he have to do
somet hing stealthily to get to the new unoccupied section of the floor.
There he woul d | earn what was going on, of that, he was confident.

Now, he was approaching the elevators. This would require a bit
of nmaneuveri ng. If one was the last to enter an elevator then they
woul d be by necessity, the first to exit. This was not what he wanted
If he stepped out of the elevator and stopped or even hesitated, it
would break the flow as the followi ng passengers were forced to go
around him  Someone would | ook back to scow at the |ost buffoon and
they m ght renenber. "Yes," they might recall. "I noticed this guy
who acted like he didn't know where he was going." They would be
asked, "Can you describe hinP" A very small detail to be sure but one

H ggi ns had not overl ooked. He was in luck. A newspaper dispenser was
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near the elevator doors. He could use it to tine his entrance into the
el evat or. A thoughtful person held the door for him thereby placing
himat the front and therefore the first to exit. He stopped in front
of the dispenser and dug in his pocket. The thoughtful person rel eased
the door and it shut. Hi ggins stepped in front of the next set of
doors and wait ed. Now, he would be at the back of the elevator. A
monent |ater the door opened and Higgins stepped to the back of the
cab. It was inmmediately filled with other passengers.

By the tinme it arrived at the surgery floor it was two-thirds
enpty. No one had turned to look at him but he knew it was hunman
nat ur e. He held his wist up and |ooked at this watch. Just as that
blocked a clear view of his face a nurse glanced at him while
continuing to talk to her friend. Hi ggins frowned and lightly tapped
the face of his watch. She | ooked away and appeared to pay no
attention. The doors opened and they filed out all going to the |eft
toward the occupied area of the floor. H ggins turned right and went
straight to the utility closet. He did not |ook back. I nsi de, he
changed the lab jacket for a junpsuit. He grabbed a mop and a carry
case of cleaning supplies. He stepped into the hall and went
purposefully away from the occupied area. As he rounded the corner he
gl anced back. No one at the nurse's station appeared to have noticed
hi m

He found the gl eaning surgery room and went inside. He turned on
the light and | ooked around. He studied the |ayout, found the place he
needed to be, snapped off the light and settled in to wait. He sat on

the floor, his legs stretched out in front of him his head resting

against the wall. He was confident he would detect the slightest
movenent in the hall. In a few nminutes he could feel the distinct
vi bration of the elevators. It cane through the walls of the building

and tingled the spot where his head rested lightly against the wall.

H s confidence rose even nore. He closed his eyes and dozed lightly.



Higgins lost track of tine. He resisted the urge to look at his
wat ch. Long ago, he had learned it was better not to know how much
time had passed. Sonetinmes, it made you carel ess. Just when you gave
up and did sonmething to reveal your position, somnething happened.

He kept the back of his head pressed gently to the wall and so it
was when he felt the footsteps. He came to full alert. He hesitated a
second |onger and then he knew. Two people were com ng. Wal ki ng
together and quickly. Higgins visualized the |ayout of the roomin his
m nd. He felt for the cleaning supplies and stepped across the room
feeling for the door knob he knew was there. Hi s hand brushed it, he
grasped it, opened the door and stepped inside. The door had tiny
| ouvers which gave him an unobstructed view of the room I nside was a
big metal box which he presunmed contained the power supply for sone
equi pnrent. He had already scouted the room for a hideout in the event
that sonething happened just as it was happening at this instant. The
door opened and the light came on. H ggins sat on the box and peered
t hrough the | ouvers. He was surprised to see none other than Sanuel
Franklin and he was followed by a young, cute nurse. They | ooked in
stepped inside and shut the door. Higgins saw that he | ocked the door.
H ggi ns nmoaned silently and rubbed his forehead. He knew what was in
store. They had that | ook

Franklin dimmed the bright lights and they stepped into each
other's arns and began a passionate Kkiss. Wt hout disengaging they
began to disrobe thensel ves and each other

H ggins rubbed his forehead again. "The best laid plans," he

thought to hinmself. He |ooked back through the louvers. His plan had

wor ked perfectly. Sanuel Franklin was in the trap. "Allow for every
contingency," they had always said. The unexpected will always
happen," they had said. His trap had one too many in it. For now, he

could think of nothing to do but wait.
Wth no nore clothes to take off they finally broke, what Hi ggins

t hought nust be, the world' s | ongest kiss.



"Ever done it on a operating table, Sanuel ?" the nurse asked.

"That's why we canme in here.”

The nurse bound upon the table and held out her arns to Franklin.
Hi ggi ns thought that her perfect positioning indicated this was not her
first time on the operating table. Franklin did not seemto notice.

He also didn't think he would be called upon as nuch nor as |ong
as the nurse required. "I hope you don't think you're through," the
nurse said about thirty seconds after they started. Frankl i n munbl ed
somet hing which Hggins couldn't hear but it hardly nmattered. The
nurse had lots of plans for Franklin. "I let you talk ne into coning
in here and you are going to nmake it worthwhile. So, get started.”
Franklin conpli ed.

Then to everyone's surprise, Franklin again, becane active.
Franklin was very pleased with hinself. The nurse was ecstatic.
Higgins held his head in his hands. Encouraged by Franklin's
unexpected revival, the nurse denmanded even nore attention. Finally,
she glanced at the wall <clock and said, "Twenty mnutes to go,
Sammykins. | can't stay off my shift any |onger."

Hi ggins breathed a sigh of relief and though he could not tell,
so did Sanmuel Franklin.

Now, Higgins was a clock watcher. Franklin could not see the

clock but Higgins was willing to bet he was silently counting seconds

The nurse did not easily give up Franklin's attentions. In fact, she
went three minutes over her tine linit. After a sudden and energetic
out burst, she coll apsed. Franklin rolled his eyes upward, a thankful

expression on his face.

The nurse thrust her legs straight into the air and rode an
i mginary bicycle for a few seconds. Then she rolled off the table
onto her feet. "This was great, Samykins. W nust do it again." She
wal ked around the room stopping to pick up her clothes and putting
them on. Franklin crawl ed upon the table and breathed deeply. He did

not answer the nurse. Hi ggins went on full alert. Was the guy going
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to fall asleep? Although, any nornal person would have to fall asleep
after that, H ggins could not believe his good | uck. The nurse was
continuing to chatter endlessly and only after the second hesitation
allowing for Franklin to say sonmething, did she notice he had fallen
asl eep. She |eaned over him and |ooked closely. She snmil ed. She
| ooked up and down his nude body and said, "Not worth a second tinme, |
don't think." 1In a few nore mnutes, she was out the door.

H ggins waited a full five mnutes and when Franklin still had

not noved, he carefully and silently opened the door, an inch at a

tine. He crossed the room and | ocked the door. He took the supplies
from his pocket and eased up to the table. "What a bad ending to an
otherwi se perfect experience," he thought as he thrust his nassive
fingers down and encircled the sleeping man's throat. He squeezed and

Franklin was instantly paralyzed fromlack of oxygen, pain and when his

bul ging eyes focused on the figure loomng over him fear. He was
totally incapacitated. H ggins had bound and gagged him before
Franklin could react. VWiile the nman was still immbilized with fear,

Hi ggi ns set about to conpletely restrain him In seconds, it was done.
Hi ggins |eaned over him "What a pity to ruin an otherw se

perfect tryst with the beautiful, insatiable nurse.” Franklin cl osed

his eyes and gul ped against the gag which tightly bound his mouth. "W

are going to have a talk. Actually, you are going to talk. Failure to

do so will result in an unpleasant ending. Your nenorabl e experience
here will becone your |ast experience. O course, we don't want that
to happen, especially you. So, give ne a mnute while | gather sone

persuaders and you would be well advised to get your mind in the right
franme." Franklin looked at him with puzzled and pleading eyes. " Do
not be concerned. You know what | am about to ask. Your concern
shoul d be whether you intend to divulge that information in a tinely
manner . " Higgins went to a fully equipped surgical tray and began
choosing various itens. Franklin strained to see what he was doing.

He was barely able to crane his neck enough to see his body. Only then
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did he renenber he was nude. He tried to scream through the gag. It
only nmade a muffled noban. Not even enough to stop Hi ggins from picking
nmore itens from the surgery tray. Franklin thought he was going to
faint. Suddenly, Hi ggins |oomed over himagain. "W had a theory when
I was in Vietnam Everyone wanted to know how to end the war. Vel |,
our theory went like this. W would take Ho Chi Mnh and Lyndon
Johnson, take off all their clothes, give each one a long, sharp sword,
lock them in a pitch black room and say, 'Wwo ever comes out alive,
wins the war.' Now, it doesn't take much inmagination to figure out
what their major concern would be. It's not pleasant to inmagine your
nost inportant parts dangling while the other guy is waving a sword.
So, we figured sone serious negotiations would be going on....and very
fast. Sone of the guys sent that suggestion to their congressnan. A
few nonths later they were all gone. It seems they were nysteriously
assigned to the npbst dangerous m ssions. More |ike suicide mssions.
From then on, we kept our theories to ourselves. But | digress. My
point is | have the equivalent of a sword." He picked up the gleamng
scal pel. Franklin's eyes bulged. "I'm about to begin relieving you of
body parts. W'l start out with the insignificant ones, painful but
insignificant, nevertheless. But in a mtter of mnutes ['Il Dbe
renovi ng significant ones. Significant to you, of that you may be

sure. As is usually the case, you control your own fate. Tell ne what

I want to know and escape unscat hed. I'"l'l ask one question and you
will answer immediately. Don't answer or lie to ne and something gets
cut off. W are going fast so be ready and renenber, |I'm the one that

nmust be convinced. Shall we begin?"

Franklin closed his eyes and tried not to think about what was
about to happen to him For a nmonment he wondered if the nan would
spare his life if he cooperated. Per haps, he woul d. For anot her
monent he had visions of escaping from what was not a desirable fate.
Then, he had visions of what had happened. No way, would this man |et

himlive. Now, he had another decision to make. Wuld he give up the
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whol e operation or would he suffer the consequences and | et the secret
die with him He couldn't decide. He |looked into the eyes of the nman
who was now staring at him At that instant, Samuel Franklin knew he
was going to die. He could die hard or die easy, but die he was going
to do. Every man always wondered if he could take it where others
could not. He decided to find out. The | onger he stayed alive, the
better chance he had of being discovered. He swall owed and closed his
eyes.

Suddenly, his nostrils were pinched closed. He could not breath
Hs eyes were now wide with fear. The man was daintily holding his
nose with two fingers. The gag was tight enough that it allowed no air
into his nouth. Franklin tried to twist his head. The man's hand was
clanped to his head like a vise. He was going to suffocate. His brain
was screanming for oxygen. He was screanming against the gag.
Franklin's test of his manhood had not gone well. He was |osing, not
to pain but to fear.

Just as his vision was beconing blurred, the man spoke, "Pay
attention when I'm talking to you. That means | ook at ne. Per haps,
you are not taking your plight seriously enough.” H ggi ns made no
movenent to release his grip. Franklin tried to thrash his body
against the restraints. He was barely able to nove. H ggi ns rel eased

his nose and Franklin sucked a huge breath into his |ungs. Bef ore he

could exhale, Hi ggins pinched his nose shut again. Franklin thought
his ears were going to explode. "See how unconfortable this can be,"
H ggins said calny. "Now, | expect cooperation." He released

Franklin and stepped back. After a few rapid gulps of air Franklin was
breat hing nornmal | y. He | ooked at the man. He certainly wasn't going
to close his eyes again. Hggins' eyes turned to icy orbs. His teeth
were bared and he leaned close to Franklin's face. Franklin noticed he
was now wearing thin rubber gloves. Wen did he put those on? Wy did
he put those on..... unl ess there was about to be bl oodshed. Frankl i n

gul ped. If there was to be bl oodshed, there was no doubt whose bl ood
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woul d be shed. "M daughter was nurdered in this hospital and | think
in this very room Her kidneys were surgically renoved and she was
killed soon afterwards."

"H s daughter," the man had said. Al t hough, Franklin did not
renenber the nane, the man had just revealed his identity. That could
only nean one thing. Franklin was not going to be alive to do anything
about it..... unless..... he could buy his way out of it. Hi ggi ns
| oosened t he gag.

"I have some noney, |ots of noney. I["m talking mllions. It's
yours. Al of it. Let ne go. I'"lIl disappear if you won't kill ne.
You take all the nobney."

H ggi ns' eyebrow arched. He |ooked at Franklin oddly and then he
under st ood.

"Lots of noney, you say. MIllions, you say. You best get
started talking....unless you want me to hold your nose again."

Franklin knew his plan had not worked. The guy would not trade

for noney or anything else. Franklin craned his neck and | ooked at his

nude, trussed body. He looked at the gleam ng scal pel Higgins was
hol di ng. He npbaned as he realized how he was about to be butchered.
“If I tell you everything, wll you kill me instantly, painlessly?
Don't let me see it comng." Franklin was staring at the ceiling,

wai ting for the answer he did not want to hear
"That could be a goal for you to work for. If I'msatisfied with
your answers, |'ll agree to that. Jerk me around and |I'Il double ny

pl easure which will automatically double your pain."

"This wasn't ny idea. None of it. I was a necessity and they
bought me." Franklin paused a bit too long so Hi ggins held the scal pel
to the light and |ooked down the Ilength of Franklin's body
"Repl acement parts........ er...... transplants, | nmean are a valuable
commodity. " Franklin noaned. He was talking about this guy's
daught er. Anything he said could set him off and he would start

sl ashi ng. "Rich people will pay any price to stay alive. A doctor
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| earned about these people and the price they would pay and first thing

you know, sone deals were nade. W started out just redirecting the

organs that were avail able. But the noney becane too nuch so there
were no risks too great. I am an anest hesi ol ogi st. No surgery is
conmpl ete w thout one." He instantly regretted the attenpt at hunor.
"I was approached and offered one million dollars per surgery. |t soon
went to two million because | demanded it. | think I was still getting
shortchanged but....," he let the sentence die. He al ready wondered

why the man was not sl ashing.

"How many are doing this?"

"It takes a lot less than you would think. A few skilled nurses
with plenty of problens will work nuch cheaper than ne. Ten thousand
is much nmoney when you are in enough trouble or your problenms seem
i nsur nount abl e. And, of course, you have the world s greatest
transpl ant surgeon.*”

"And that woul d be?" Higgins asked calnly.

"Dr. Deborah Warren."

"Who are the other doctors?"

"She's the only one, | swear. |It's her operation, the rest of us
were hired hands.”" Hi ggins frowned at the comment so Franklin said no

more. That didn't last long. \Wen your life was at stake it was hard

to keep quiet. "What do you say, man? Do we have a deal? Al the
noney...... it can't change things...... but what do you say?"

Hi ggins crammed the gag back into his nouth. "You're getting on
my nerves. I need to think." He nmoved across the room out of

Franklin's linmted range of view

It seened like an eternity to Franklin. He munbl ed agai nst the
gag and strained against the restraints. H ggins had left the room so
quietly Franklin did not know he was gone. In less than thirty ninutes
H ggins was back and Franklin did not know he had left the room
Suddenly, Higgins appeared over him and renmpved the gag. Hi ggi ns

asked, "How | ong can you live w thout kidneys?"
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"Ch man, conme on..... | don't know...... That's not the way it
happened. "

"Tell nme how it happened.”

"I't won't help you, believe nme. This is terrible! Don't make ne

do this!" Franklin was beconing frantic. This sort of conversation was

just the thing to set the man off. He was holding a scalpel and the
ook on his face was not at all encouraging. Not encouragi ng for
Franklin's health and well being, that is. He was barely able to
refrain from sobbing uncontrollably. "She didn't suffer,” he wail ed.

"Tell nme how it happened," Higgins repeated.

"She was still under fromthe surgery. Wen the doctor told ne |
adm ni stered carbon nonoxide. It was painless.” Franklin lost contro
and opened his nmouth to scream Before he nade a sound, the gag was
crammed back into his nouth. Higgins |oosened the restraint on his arm
and positioned it just over the edge of the table. He retied it
securely. He nmoved a large stainless steel can under his hand and
sl ashed Franklin's wist. Franklin bucked against the pain but it was
over in an instant and he stared quizzically at Hi ggins. The next
sound they heard was his blood dripping into the can. For Franklin, it
sounded |i ke the blast froma cannon

"I't's painless. You won't suffer. Is that about the way it
goes?" Franklin made an all out attenpt to scream break the
restraints, do anything to free hinself. H ggins watched with
det achnent . Finally, he was exhausted and lay still except for
breathing deeply. When the pounding in his ears subsided, he realized
his blood was not thudding in the bottomof the can. It nade a thickly
spl ash. Hi ggins | ooked at Franklin for a |long nonent. Then he noved
out of sight. An instant later the room was pitch black. Franklin
heard the soft opening and then closing of the door. It was pitch
bl ack agai n. The only sound was the dripping of his blood into the
can. He began to sob. The sound was barely audi ble through the thick

gag. He wondered how long this would take. He wondered if he would
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know when the end was near. While Samuel Franklin bled to death,
Higgins used the tine to reconnoiter nore of the new part of the
surgery floor. There wasn't that much of interest. It occurred to him
that if you' ve seen one surgery room you' ve seen them all. He | ooked
at his watch. He had no idea how long this would take but he did not
intend to go back until the man was dead. He would spend his |ast

m nutes totally alone and in total darkness.

CHAPTER 9

Ni chol as had nmanaged to slip away for the afternoon. He had

instructed Calvin to take all <calls and intercept all possible
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i nterruptions. Ni chol as was a npbst sought after person and it was a
time consunming task. Calvin didn't have anything else to do and he was
savoring the opportunity to throw his weight around. He |ooked out the
car window and up at the multi-storied hotel. He wondered which room
Ni chol as was in. Then he eyed the approaching cop. He had al ready
seen the illegally parked car and was zeroing in. Calvin would wait
until he was witing the ticket before he lowered the tinted wi ndow and
flashed Ni chol as' parking ID. The cop would really be steaned

"Why didn't you stop ne sooner?" he would demand to know.

"Hey, |I'm on a big case. | don't have time for you flatfoot,"
Calvin would counter. Then Calvin would order him away before he blew
the cover on the whole operation. The cop would conply because he
couldn't be sure it was not true. He woul d not be happy about it and
he woul d renenber.

Deborah stepped inside the door. She unbuttoned her blouse and
dropped it. She unzi pped her slacks and let them fall. She went to
t he bedroom door and | ooked inside. N cholas was naked, laying on the
bed. He was propped up on pillows, his fingers | ocked behind his head.
He grinned as he | ooked her over, framed in the doorway wearing nothing
but bra and panti es.

"You' re overdressed,” he said.

A while later, Deborah said, "I'm sorry we got back into each
other's lives under such norbid circunmstances but I'm glad we have.
This is |like being a teenager again."

"I"'mtrying not to think about all the time we've lost."

Deborah turned to him and suddenly he was not thinking about the

past .

Later, Nicholas was trying not to doze. He propped up and | ooked
at Deborah. "I need to ask you sone things about the nurder." Deborah
did not answer. "This thing is getting nowhere fast. Perhaps, if you

talked to me | mght have a sudden burst of inspiration.”
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"I wish | could help but | don't know how | could. | thought you
were satisfied that it didn't happen at Menorial. It just happens that
the poor girl worked there."

"I had decided that but now |I'm not so sure. I was so excited

about neeting you |'ve not put the proper effort into this case. The

girl's father, the guy is on the edge and understandably so. I''m
concerned if | don't get somewhere, undesirable things are going to
happen. . ... i f they have not already done so."

Deborah nestled up against him Ni chol as’ hand began to roam
So did hers. "Wat do you want to ask ne?"

"l don't remenber," he said.

Later they were dressing. Ni chol as' mind was back on the case.
He intentionally did not |ook at her but stared at the shoe he was
trying to put on. "Tell ne Deborah, is there anyone at Menorial who
could do such a thing? W has the expertise and the opportunity? You
know the place and the personnel better than anyone. Gve ne a clue.
You know I|'Ill never give you up. What ever you say wll forever be
confidential."

"I don't know. | really don't see how such a thing could happen
wi t hout anyone know ng."

"Do you know every operation that is going on in every room every
day?"

"Of course not. Some kid has their tonsils out......

"That's not what | nmean. You know what | nean. Transplants, do

you know about every one?"

"Yes, | do. Most of themare ny cases. Not all, but nost."

"It's the ones that aren't your cases that 1'd like to know
about . "

"It takes a team Lots of people prepare the donor and

reci pient. The paperwork is atrocious. You can't inmagine......
"I'"'m not |ooking for the obvious. The obvious is obvious. The

bl ack op...... that's what |I'm|ooking for."
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"The black what? CGeez N cholas, you are taking this cop thing
far too seriously. I think I liked you better when you were building
val ves. "

"I hoped you would give nme sone ideas. There must be sonething
in that place that is odd or unusual. Maybe you don't have time to
check it out. If you're not suspicious, you don't notice. Sonetines,
when you tal k about things, you renenber the unusual."

Deborah stepped in front of the mrror and adjusted her clothes
"I just don't know about anything like that. A black, whatever. |[|'ve
got to go. M patients wait." She was headed toward t he door

"When can we do this again?" he called after her

"You have ny pager nunber," she said as she left the room

He stared at the door. He snil ed. He picked up the phone and

di al ed her pager. She was still in the elevator when she got the
signal. She |ooked at her watch and consi dered going back to the room
No, she couldn't. M. Whatever-his-nanme, his liver wouldn't |ast that

long. He was being prepared for surgery this very mnute.

Timot hy had dragged his chair in front of the w ndow. The view
fromhis office was not spectacul ar but adequate for soneone who sel dom
bothered to look. It was early evening and Tinothy had a rare case of
t he do- not hi ngs. He had lots of work. There was always |ots of work
but now he wasn't interested. He stared out the w ndow but was | ooking
at nothing. He could have gone hone early today but knew if he did so

he would soon be pacing the floor searching for sonething to do or

runmagi ng through his briefcase searching for a case to review It
al ways turned out that way. He could have invited the beautiful new
paralegal to stay and work on a case. She had al nost pulled up her

dress while telling him how anxious she was to make a rea
contri buti on. Yes indeed, she could have made a fine contribution.
I nstead, he had done nothing. Now, after resting peacefully for thirty

m nutes, he was glad of his decision. He was revitalized. He | ooked



at his watch. It would be any mnute now. He felt the slight change
of pressure in his ears. |t was caused by the el evator rushing upward.
You could not detect it unless the floor was enpty and quiet. He heard
the hiss of the elevator doors opening. He swiveled in the chair so he
was sil houetted agai nst the dusk outside the window She cane into his
of fice and paused. "Wat happened?" he asked.

"The old guy's liver gave out too soon. The replacenment parts
were just a bit too late.”

"Too bad."

"You're telling nme. This was sone mmjor bucks. They went right
down the toilet just like his liver that had been dissolved by all that
whi skey. "

She climbed in his lap and straddled his |egs, peering over his
shoul der at the view through the w ndow. "Let's do it right there,”
she said and pointed to a spot in front of the window "If anyone has
some bi nocul ars they can watch us."

"That does happen,” Tinmothy said as he unbuttoned her blouse.
"The paralegal's have a telescope set up in the file room They say
that buil ding over there has the best shows." He pointed to a buil ding.

"W can't let that happen, now can we?" She stood up, unzipped
her slacks and let themfall to the floor. She walked in front of the
wi ndow and undressed. Tinmothy quickly followed suit, stepped behind
her and wrapped his arns around her. She turned to him they kissed
and sank slowly to their knees. Then, they lay on the plush carpet.

"Have you ever done it here?"

"Not with you, Deborah."

"I know not with ne. That's not what | asked...." She gasped.

"Never mind. | don't want to interfere with what you are doing."

Bart hol onew Hi ggins grunted slightly and his eyes popped open.

He had awakened from a nightmare. It had taken years for those

ni ght mares to subside and now they were returning. He nade a |ow grow
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in his throat and rubbed his forehead. He wi ped across his face with
his hand and got his bearings. He felt in the darkness until his hand
bunped into the lanp. He knew within inches of it's l|location since he
had taken careful note when turning it off. He had found an unfinished
of fice that contained a desk and a nice chair. There he had rested and
finally dozed while waiting for Sanuel Franklin to die. H's eyes
adjusted to the light and he | ooked at his watch. He had slept |onger
than he had expected. Surely, the man was dead by now Hi ggi ns
gl anced toward the door, judged the distance, snapped off the 1ight
took the correct nunber of steps and the door knob hit right in his
outstretched hand. He went into the hall and wal ked toward the surgery
room

He stepped inside, the table was illunmnated by the light from
the hall but he closed the door before he could see nmuch. He |istened
for a few seconds and hearing nothing, snapped on the light. He wal ked

to the table and | ooked at Franklin. He was dead. Higgins |ooked in

t he can. It didn't look like a lot of blood but he didn't know how
much blood a person had. He picked up the can, went to a sink and
carefully poured it down the drain. Now, it did look like a lot. It

took longer than he expected to wash out the can and the sink and
gather all the tape and rope he had used to tie up Franklin. He found
a large sheet of plastic and wapped the body like a nmumry. After it
was securely wapped and tied, he carried it to the far end of the hal

and dunped it down a trash chute. Several seconds l|ater the body
crashed in a trash bin in the basenent. There the whole bin would be
haul ed away early in the norning. H ggins looked into the chute.
"Ashes to ashes, trash to trash." He went back to the operating room
and carefully checked to see that it was clean of all evidence of what
had transpired there. Satisfied that it was, he retraced his steps
back to the elevator and soon was outside. He wal ked purposefully back
to his hotel and inside, sat down and | eaned his head back. He exhal ed

sharply. "Dr. Deborah Warren," he said softly.
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Deborah heard the soft knock on her door and cast her eyes upward

to see who was there. She pretended to keep her eyes fixed on the
paper laying on her desk. It was one of the nurses on her surgery
team "Yes," Deborah acknow edged, still not |ooking up. She did |ook

up when she heard the office door shut. She |eaned back, tapping the
edge of the desk with a pencil. Deborah did not like the look on the
girl's face. A closed door could only nean sonething she did not want
to hear. The nurse approached, unsteadily. Deborah decided not to
make it easy. She fixed an inpatient ook on her face and continued to
tap the pencil. The nurse cautiously took a chair and wung her hands
in her lap. Deborah decided this would never end so she asked, "Wat's
the problem Judy?"

"I was wondering when we would have another surgery, you know. "
The 'you know was the distinction between a routine transplant and an
unschedul ed, highly profitable one. One from which the surgery team
woul d get a cut. Judy had a little problem which was why she was on
the teamin the first place

A few years ago while she was still in college, she had net a guy
who fancied hinself a future novie producer/director. He had an
unlimted supply of pot and was nore than willing to share. Provi ded
of course, if Judy was nore than willing to share her favors. She had
been. The nonths with the guy were now a long lost fog. She had cone
close to flunking out and had broken off with the guy. At the time, it
seenmed to be nothing nore than a severe case of bad judgnment. The guy
al ways had a canmera and was always snappi ng phot os. He al so fancied
hi nsel f as an expert photographer. One can always sell good photos, he
had often said. Unfortunately for Judy that turned out to be true. It
seenms that in the drug induced fog, Judy had done much nore posing than
she would have ever done otherw se. She renmenbered a few topless
poses, all in good fun she thought. The guy had assured her the

pi ctures would be destroyed and had torn them up in her presence. For



some reason, negatives never entered her m nd. Sonetines, she had a
menory of a few nore provocative poses but she assuned they, too, would
be destroyed. Most of those were destroyed. At least, any of them
where the man was identifiable. As Judy's pot intake increased, her
i nhi bitions decreased and her nmenory becane even nore clouded. Her
boyfri end/ phot ographer would call in a few nore subjects, all about as
hi gh as Judy, and the flashbulbs really began to pop. Judy was in al

sorts of pornographic scenes with nen, sonetimes three and four at a
time and, finally, with other women as well. The conbi nations were
limtless and so were the photos. After Judy broke away from the guy,
she tried not to think about the bad experience. She conpl eted her
degree, got a well paying job on a Menorial surgery team and soon
afterwards, married. Then one day while she was on a break, she | ooked
up from her cup of coffee and standing there looking |like sonething a
cat puked up was..... t he phot ographer. Hi s producer/director career
had never happened. In fact, no career had happened. He was a
hopel ess drug addi ct who one day would die of an overdose or get killed
by another crazed druggie in search of a couple of dollars. It had not
happened soon enough and the nan had a photo collection second to none.
Judy was easily recognizable in hundreds of them This was not going
to be a big problem the man had assured her. Al he needed was a
little cash. Sonmething to get by on until sonme of his photos were
sol d. Not these, of course, he had |aughed deviously as he flashed
several of the best of Judy. At first she had refused. It took |ess
than ten seconds for the man to walk to a bulletin board hanging
prominently in the coffee bar and pin up one of Judy's best. There
were several people sitting around but none seened to notice when Judy
snatched the photo off the wall. The man had | aughed. So many
bulletin boards, he had said. Judy got the hint. Just to reinforce
his position, he had warned that a handful of the best would be
delivered to Judy's husband. She had instantly capitul ated. How ruch

did he want, she had asked. Fifty dollars a week had quickly escal ated
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to two hundred. Judy was doing all kinds of financial dido's to conme
up with the noney. Supposed paynments for job related supplies,
paynments to a pension fund and birthday gifts for fellow enployees.
Al'l of these were actual expenses, except in Judy's case she was givVving
the noney to the photographer. Sonehow, and Judy was never real sure

how and had been too afraid to ask, Samuel Franklin had becone aware of

her insatiable need for cash. He had approached her with a solution
and a fringe benefit to boot. She could nake nore than enough to
handl e her problem and have plenty left over for herself. It was a
deal she could not refuse. She was on the surgery team Ask no
questions and tell no one and the noney began to flow. It was too good
to be true and sure enough, she found that to be the case. Sanuel
Franklin was due a finder's fee, as he called it. After all, where

woul d she be without hin? How nuch did he want, she had asked. She
was calculating in her mind. Figuring how nmuch was left after her
paynment to the photographer. Wy did she expect that would be the
exact anmount demanded by Sanuel Franklin?

He untied the draw string holding up his hospital pants and the
baggy garment fell in a heap around his ankles. Judy sank slowy to
her knees in front of him A few minutes later, Franklin retied the
draw string and as he wal ked out of the vacant roomsaid, "I'll see you
again soon and think of it this way, you get to keep all your noney."
To Judy's dismay, she had to agree with him

Every tinme the team prepared for an unschedul ed surgery, Judy
woul d gl ance around at the other nurses. They dressed quickly and
wit hout the usual banter. They avoided one another's eyes. Judy never
failed to wonder what sordid episode had brought each one to the place
at this tine. There were nmillions of stories in the city. Hers was
only one of them She wondered where she had heard that.

"By the very nature of the situations, we never know exactly when
the necessity will arise," Deborah said angrily. "You know that. I

don't know why you are wasting ny time." She |eaned forward as if she



were through with this conversation and about to return her attention
to the piece of paper.

Actually, that's not why |I'm here. There is sonething else."
Now, she had Deborah's attention again. Deborah said nothing but
stared at her face, waiting for her to go on. Finally, Judy decided
she was not going to ask so she continued, "I was |ooking for Sanuel
Franklin...l mean....l had to give...... | had sonmething for him" Judy
finally blurted out. She grinaced. She should have thought of a
better way to say that, she thought.

Deborah |ooked at the young wonan. She had heard runors of
Franklin's recruitnent techniques and subsequent payoff demands. It
was of no concern to her as long as they worked. In fact, she had
thought the nman to be rather innovative and clever. He was rich from
his own paynents and had little to gain by taking noney from the
nur ses. Instead, he received a variety of sexual favors from each.
Debor ah wondered what Judy's specialty was.

The silence grew longer as Judy searched for the words to
continue. Finally, she said, "I've |ooked for Franklin for a couple of
days. No one knows where he is. No one has seen him"

Deborah was half out of her chair before she caught herself and
eased back into the chair. "Muybe he's sick," she said | anely.

"He is mssing, Doctor. I'm not the only one wondering..... N

she grinmaced again, realizing she was sayi ng too nuch.

"That's a not so secret, secret. | know about the, shall we say,
arrangenent . " She |ooked at Judy as her nouth opened and her eyes
wi dened. "Not to worry, ny dear. 1|'d be the last one to ness up your
pl ayhouse. " She noticed that Judy |ooked relieved. "Who has | ooked

and where have they |ooked?" Deborah asked. Judy filled her in. Even
the personnel department had becone involved when he failed to show up
for a schedul ed surgery.

Deborah was trying to think and not appear overly concerned at

the same tine. However, she was gravely concerned. Wthout an



anest hesi ol ogi st the whole operation cones to a screeching halt. She

had no contingency plan for a replacenent. She realized Judy was stil

sitting there, waiting. Deborah dism ssed her with a warning to |et
personnel handle it. She nor any others of the team were to show any
concern. They were not to draw any attention to thenselves. Judy

readily agreed to that and left. Deborah jerked the phone out of it's

cradle and punched sone buttons. In seconds, she was connected.
" Ti ot hy, I'"'m sorry to interrupt vyour nmeeting but | have a

.er....situation. Time is of the essence. Actually, it's worse
than that."

Tinothy was perturbed at the interruption even if it was by

Debor ah. He stood to nake nillions from the outcome of the neeting
He had been interrupted so he nay as well nmke the best of it. After
all, he could hardly keep his eyes off the spot on the floor....in his
office....in front of the window. "How can | hel p?" he asked.

"Do you have access to a private detective? Very good and very

di screte?"

"But of course. |In fact, nore than one."

Deborah breathed a sigh of relief. "I need to find someone,
i mediately if not sooner. A case of life and death and that is no

exaggeration. "

"Spare ne the theatrics, Deborah. |'ve got the best npney can
buy and there in lies the secret. Money and buy being the operative
words, if you get ny drift."

"I still have those nmgic bank account nunbers you gave ne.
Suppose | transfer a mllion dollars to your account. WIl that be
enough to get the ship | aunched, so to speak."

"That's the thing | |ike about you best. Wll, not the best
thing but certainly one of the best."

"I like it when you talk dirty, Tinothy but right now | need this

other thing really bad."
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"Gve ne the gory details and the ships will be |aunched as you
so eloquently put it."

"Sanmuel Franklin, the anesthesiologist at Menorial is mssing
Wi t hout a trace.”

"Huh," Tinothy said, puzzled why the man was missing and why
Deborah was willing to spend so nuch noney to locate him "A Menorial
enpl oyee, you say. That will give ny investigation a place to start.
They can hack the conmputer system and learn all the particulars. That
will save some time. |If there is nothing else, I'll get this started.”

"Keep ne advised of the progress several tines a day. For this
kind of nmoney, it should be hand delivered on gold |eaf."

"Alittle testy, Deborah. This was your idea, renenber. Gve ne
a nunber where ny nman can reach you on the first ring. It won't help
your blood pressure when he has nothing to report, for possibly, a day
or two."

"It better not be a day or two," she said as she scranbled
through a drawer looking for a cell phone. She found it, read the
number to Tinothy and clipped the phone to her belt.

They hung up. Timothy called the nunber and relayed the
information to the private investigator. He told the man to put every
avail able man on the job. The silence on the line pronpted Tinmothy to
add, cost was no objective. Tinothy could alnost feel the elation
com ng through the phone. It was a feeling he, too, had often
experi enced.

"There is one other thing," Tinothy added. As a professional
courtesy, |'d appreciate a report every time Dr. Warren gets one. This
one has nade ne curious. Call the nunber and |eave a nessage. 111
check it a fewtinmes a day and see what you have learned." The private
i nvestigator said sonething. Ti not hy chuckl ed. "For once, | really

don't know and that is the truth.” They |aughed again and hung up.



Hi ggins was quite proud of hinmself, at |least, so far. He had
found a junpsuit that fit him and was of the color and design used by
mai nt enance enpl oyees of Menorial Hospital. He had nastered the
techni que of working, neither too fast nor too slow He was nopping
the floor, slowy making progress, always keeping his head down and

drawing not the slightest bit of attention of any of the enployees

scurrying back and forth in the long hall. No one had noticed he was
using a dry nop. It nmade his job so nuch sinpler. He was slowy
working his way to a cross hall. There he would turn right and he
would be in the hall where the surgeon's offices were |ocated.

I ncluding, that of Dr. Deborah Warren.

Suddenly, the hall was enpty. That happened every now and then.
H ggins grabbed the handle on the nop bucket and propelled it about
fifteen feet further down the hall. He caught up with it and began
scrubbing the nmop on the floor again. Now he was at the corner. A few
nore swi pes and he would be in the surgeon's hall.

Hi ggins worked slowy but nmethodically. A short time later he
was in front of Dr. Warren's office. The first door was open. The
doctor's secretary's office was there. In between sw pes with the nop,
he | ooked inside. The secretary was nowhere to be seen. The next door
leading to the doctor's office was closed. Hi ggi ns sensed soneone was
in there. He swabbed the nmop back and forth in front of the open door.
He was carefully noting everything in the secretaries office.

A few minutes later he was becom ng uneasy about staying in the

same place too |ong. Then he spotted just what he needed npst. A
utility closet was across the hall and just a few feet away. He
checked up and down the hall, stepped to the door and opened it. It
was perfect. A small utility closet that contained nothing but sone
rags and a few cans of cleaning supplies. He went back to his nop

duti es and waited.
H s patience was rewarded. The inner door was opened and Dr.

Deborah Warren appeared in an animated conversation wth soneone.



Anot her wonman with a harried | ook was gl ancing back and forth. As soon
as there was room she squeezed between them and sat down at her desk.
Hi ggins nmoved fromin front of the door but not so far that he could
not continue to observe. He was getting a good look at Dr. Wrren.
Then he coul d hear

"I nust keep an appointment," Deborah said. She was about to
wal k off and |eave the man talking to hinself. He threw up his hands
and turned to | eave her office.

H ggins went into the utility closet and stripped off the
junpsuit. Underneath, he was wearing a suit. He took a clip-on tie
from his pocket, buttoned the collar button on his shirt and affixed
the tie. He folded the junpsuit as tightly as he could and stuffed it
into a large manila envel ope that was in the nop bucket. He placed the
bul gi ng envel ope under his arm opened the door and peeked both ways
before stepping into the hall. He was wal king authoritatively when
Deborah exited her office and cut in front of him She barely seened
to notice himand did nothing to indicate that she gave him a second
t hought . In a few steps, she was putting distance between them
Hi ggins continued to walk purposefully and held the envelope tightly
under his armas if it were the nost inportant thing in the world.

She was waiting inpatiently for an elevator, having | ooked at her
wat ch several tines when Higgins wal ked up behind and stood | ooking up
at the floor indicator. She was going sonewhere in a hurry. Thi s
could pose a problem Wul d she take a cab? Did she have a car?
There was nothing he could do now but follow and see how it played out.

M nutes later, Deborah was headed toward a long row of waiting
t axi es. H ggins was several feet behind but already checking out the
others who appeared to be going for a taxi and timing his approach. He
wanted the cab behind the one that Deborah took and it appeared nothing
would interfere with his getting it. Deborah reached the front cab and
got in. Hi ggins entered the one behind. Her cab sped away. The

driver cut his eyes in the mirror. Hi ggins had not spoken



"I doubt you've ever heard this before but follow that cab," he
said and pointed. The man sighed an audible sigh and janmed down on
the accel erator.

They zigged and zagged their way through the traffic and Hi ggins
taxi was never nore than two or three car |engths behind. At one point
the driver called over his shoulder, "Can't get too close, else we'l
be spotted for sure.” Higgins didn't know if the man was joking or not
so he sai d not hi ng.

Suddenly, the cab jerked to the curb and stopped. Higgins |ooked
at the building. A nmulti story office building. It wasn't getting any
easier. He |looked at the nmeter, doubled the fare and dropped the bills
over the seat. The driver |ooked but said nothing. Higgins opened the
door and got out. He stepped between two parked cars and onto the
si dewal k. He wal ked slowy hoping to tine his approach with her exit
fromthe cab. It worked. She was out and through the door a few feet
in front of him She acted as though she were on a mission for which
he was glad. It was making his job easy. He had stood inches from her
in the hospital elevator and had she paid attention, she would have
easily noticed hi mnow.

Inside, she went to the elevator and waited again. Hi ggi ns
wonder ed how anybody ever got anything done in this towm. Al they did
was wait for elevators. He was not being so careful anynore. No one
seened to pay attention to anything. He didn't want her to get a | ook
at his face but she seenmed oblivious to everyone, including him The
doors opened and those waiting surged in, not waiting for those inside
to surge out. It created a bit of a jam but with practiced shoul der
shrugs and pushing through, the transition was mnade. Hi ggi ns noti ced
it all happened wi thout anyone putting their hands on anyone el se.
Higgins surmised that nmust be the one taboo of elevator etiquette.
Inside the cab and noving, Higgins glanced at the panel of floor
butt ons. Nearly all of them were lit. The Doctor was on the front

r ow. Hi ggins was one row back and a man stood directly in front of
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him He was sure he could easily nmaneuver around hi m when Deborah | eft
t he cab. It came sooner than he expected. The doors hissed open and
she shot out and turned left. H ggi ns shouldered by the nan barely
hearing him grunble sonething. He turned right, took the package from
under his arm and pretended to be reading an address. He stopped
before an office door and glanced back down the hall. Debor ah was
di sappearing through a doorway. He wal ked quickly down the hall and
| ooked at the name on the door. "Tinmothy Lawence', it said in
el oquently scribed letters. Above the nane in much smaller letters it
said, 'The Law Firm of"'. Around a nearby corner was a bank of pay
phones and a cushioned bench. Higgins took a receiver, held it to his
ear and sat down. He pondered his next nove. He didn't have long to
wait . The door to the lawer's office opened and wonen canme out.
Hi ggi ns peeked around the corner.

"I'mglad this day is over," said one. Hi ggins could not hear
what the other replied. He barely got a glinpse of the eloquent
receptionist area before the door closed. He stood, held the envel ope
containing the junpsuit in plain sight and carefully opened the door.

He | ooked in not sure what he was going to say if a dozen people were

waiting and watching. There was no one in sight. Higgins went in and
hel d the package |ike he was |ooking for sonmeplace to leave it. He
eased down a hall looking in each office. He paused in the hall. Any

second, he would be seen. He did not think this was a good idea. He
was about to hastily retreat out the door when he heard |ow voices
comng from sonmewhere further down the hall. Suddenly, the lights
began to go off. Hi ggins junped but quickly realized it was happening
in a systematic manner. The office was closed for the day and a
computer was turning off the lights in the hall. He waited until the
hall was darkened and went on toward the sound of the voices. The
office lights began to blink out. Apparently, if someone intended to
be in their office they had to do something or be left in the dark.

The lights turned off in the occupied office. H ggins frowned and
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peered cautiously through the slightly opened door. Si | houetted
agai nst the huge w ndow were two people. It took Higgins a second to

realize they were nude. They sank to the floor. Higgins drew back out

of sight.

"Well, well," he thought. "So, the good doctor is boffing a
| awyer or vice verse." He would wager they both had it com ng. He
| eaned gently against the wall. How was he going to continue to follow
the Doctor. The building was enpty. Even recovering from the throes

of ecstasy that she was now, apparently, experiencing she could not
hel p but notice him There would likely be no one but the two of them
in the elevator. He had no choice. He would have to wait in front of
the building and hope he could get a cab fast enough to foll ow her.

They becane | ouder and | ouder. Hi ggi ns grinaced. This was the
last thing he had expected. WlIl, he had not known what to expect but

this had not been a possibility. Listening to them made an i mage of a

long ago joke cross his mnd. He smiled at the thought. A | ouder
outcry al nost nade him chuckle. Suddenly, he thought. That joke....of
course....what an idea. It would work anywhere, even in New York Gity.
He would wait awhile |onger. From the sound of things he would have

pl enty of warning when they were about to finish. Sure enough he did.

He eased down the hall and out of the office. He took the elevator
down and wal ked out on the sidewalk. He had to wait a few mnutes
before a cab cruised by. He hailed it and got inside. |In response to
the driver's request for a destination, Hi ggins said, "My wife is
fooling around. | need to follow her. Can we wait until she cones out

and see where she goes?"

"Sure thing man, only I'll have to charge you tine."

"Ckay," Higgins said dejectedly. He hoped his attitude would
di scourage further conversation. The cabby took the hint and stared
out the windshield. 1In a few mnutes his finger tapped on the steering
wheel, keeping tine to some unheard melody playing only in his mnd.

H ggi ns watched the entrance to the buil ding.



After sonme tine had passed, the driver showed signs of getting
nervous. H ggins dropped a twenty onto the front seat. The driver
| ooked at it and relaxed. His tapping finger increased it's pace.

Then Deborah and a nman cane through the door. They stood,

t al ki ng. A cab was coming down the street and pulled over for an
obvi ous fare. Deborah and the man ki ssed and he opened the door for
her .

"That's her," H ggins said. The driver had guessed that and was
already sitting up. He started the engine and waited. Deborah's cab
pul l ed away and he followed. Higgins stared at the man standing on the
curb. He got a good |ook and thought he would recognize himif he saw
him agai n. It was, no doubt, Tinmthy Law ence. He turned his
attention back to the taxi in front of them They did not have far to
go. In less than ten nminutes, the cab pulled to the curb. Higgins
| eaned forward to look at the building. It was a splendid hotel

"How nmuch?" Hi ggins asked. The man told him and Hi ggi ns dropped
the noney on the seat and placed his hand on the door handle. Deborah
got out and Higgins foll owed. Neit her he nor the driver had a parting
wor d.

Deborah went inside and Higgins was close behind. A few mnutes
| ater he was astonished and then cursed hinself for being so careless.
Had he not been so lucky he would have blown his cover and possibly
nmuch nore. Deborah went into the restaurant where she was immedi ately
ushered to a table. A nan stood and greeted her. Had he not been so

enthralled with Deborah he night have seen Higgins standing in the

doorway. If fact, it was a niracle he had not. The nan reached across
the table and took her hand. He looked like a starry eyed teenager.
Hi ggins was so stunned he had not noved. He came to his senses and

noved behind a large plant. He found a place where he could see though
the plant. A waiter was there. They were going to have dinner. How
could he keep up his surveillance? He backed out of the entrance to

the restaurant, found a place to sit and held up a newspaper
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pretending to read. This would be okay for awhile but he couldn't stay

here very long. Hotel security would surely notice.

"What a devel opnent ?" he thought to hinself. "Better yet, what
did it nean?" he asked hinself. This certainly required sone
cont enpl ati on. Dr. Deborah Warren was having dinner with none other
than..... Det ective N chol as Vaughn!

Higgins felt the envel ope |aying against his |eg. He folded the
newspaper and | ooked around the huge | obby. He could see no one that
| ooked |i ke maintenance. Bell hops scurried all about but no one el se.
He | ooked at his watch, frowned and went to a bank of pay phones. He
dug in his pocket for coins and pretended to use the phone. He went
back to the sofa and tried to act inpatient. He knew security was
wat chi ng. He could feel it. Then, a solution presented itself. A
beautiful young woman wearing a dress the size of a handkerchief
pranced in and went straight to the bank of phones Hi ggins had used.
H ggins watched closely as the wonman dug in her purse, pretended to
find a coin and pretended to drop it in the slot. Now, she was

pretending to talk on the phone. Higgins laid down the paper and went

to the phone beside her. She turned slightly away and said sonething
i naudi ble into the phone. Higgins lifted the receiver, |eaned toward
her and said, "A hundred dollars if you'll have a drink with nme and
pretend there's going to be nuch nore, sort of like you' re pretending
to talk on the phone." The wonan turned slowy toward Hi ggins and
smled at him She was surprised but tried to act like this was

not hi ng new. She had no idea what this was about but she did know he
wasn't hotel security. A hundred dollars in a crowded | obby....what
could go wong? She replaced the receiver and l|inked her arm through
H ggins'. "The bar is this way," she said.

Hi ggi ns took sone noney from his pocket and peeled of f a hundred.
He discreetly slipped it in her hand. He didn't see where it went

after that. They went to the bar and Higgins found a table where he



could see the entrance to the restaurant. They sat down, ordered and
t he woman | ooked curiously at Higgins.

The hotel detective watched a few minutes |onger and then turned
his attention elsewhere. The minute H ggins sat on the sofa the
detective thought he was up to sonething. There was no indication
what, but the detective knew it was something. Then the hooker cones
in and it |ooked Iike she was what the man was up to. Now he was sure

Sometinmes his instincts were wong. He eyed Hi ggi ns again. He woul d

have never pegged this guy for hooker material. Onh well, maybe he has
m ssed on this one. He turned his attention to another suspect. This
guy was going to pick some pockets. The detective allowed hinself a

slight grin. He |iked pickpockets. They had fun wth pickpockets.
The staff took theminto a storeroomway down in the basenent and broke
their fingers, one at a tine. The news got out and the hotel was
hardly ever bothered with pickpockets. This guy was either new in town
or desperate. The detective lifted his hand to his mouth and spoke.
The rest of the team was alerted. They converged on the |obby. The
detective took one last look at Higgins and the hooker. That was
strange. The man seemed to be in control of the situation and the
hooker had a totally puzzled | ook on her face.

The pickpocket noved behind his victim The detective wal ked
briskly across the | obby. Higgins and the hooker were forgotten

Hi ggi ns wrapped his huge fingers around the glass but didn't pick
it up. The worman's eyes were glued to his hands. She had never seen
anything like it.

"You know what they say about a man's hands?" she asked.

"Yeah and it's true," Higgins answered. "Look, here's what |
want. W sit here, have a drink and pretend we are having such a good
time. Sone people are going to come out of the restaurant and go to a
room | think. | can't be seen but | need for you to follow and verify

that for me. WII another hundred be enough?"



The worman nodded affirmatively but did not speak. This guy was
on a nission. She knew the look. This was the tine to take the nobney,
do what he asked and get out. She was going to nmake two hundred
dollars and not even have to lay down. That happened so infrequently
she was instantly leery. She |ooked around. |In a crowded | obby, what
could happen? She relaxed and sipped the drink. The man was staring
at the door to the restaurant.

"What's your name?" she asked.

"No nane," Higgins replied.
"Nice to neet you, No-nane." Higgins did not appear to hear her.

She took another sip and deci ded she woul dn't take any chances with her

nmoney. "That other hundred," she said.
Higgins dug in his pocket and slid it across the table. He
| ooked away and then back and the hundred was already gone. The

worman's entire dress wasn't much bigger than a five pound flour sack
He wondered where she was putting those bills.

"What do you want nme to do?" she asked

"They'll cone out," he nodded toward the restaurant, "And
go...up," he said for lack of a better way to say it. "Al | want to
know is if they go to a room and which room" He thought about that
and added, "Although | don't know why it matters which room | can't
see in the room" He was thinking about the law office. He certainly

had been able to see in there.

"There nay be a way if you want to spend sone nore noney," she
sai d. Hi ggins was thinking that over. The hooker waited and thought.
She had an arrangenent wth the security guard who nonitored the
surveillance camera system A few roons had hidden caneras and it was
in those that she plied her trade. The guard got to watch and he al so
video taped the entire perfornmance. The guard then sold the tapes and
it was a tidy supplenent to his income. She got the use of a free room
in an exclusive hotel. It was a fair trade, although her customers

woul d be far from pleased to learn they were in the novies. She often
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wondered if any of them had ever happened into a porn show and seen

t hensel ves. She | ooked at Higgins. He couldn't seem to nmake up his
m nd. "Wat do you say?" she asked.
"Right now, | don't think it matters. How | ong do you need to

set it up?"

"Five mnutes," she answered.

"I''"l'l decide," he said and | ooked back at the restaurant.

The hooker |ooked across the |obby and stared at a desk clerk.
He seened to sense she was |ooking at him It took a few seconds for
himto find her. Their eyes |locked and he nodded. The arrangenent had
been nmde. The hooker didn't know who or what was going down but she
decided to have sonme evidence. This little novie would be for her and
for once she wouldn't be in it. She | ooked back at Higgins. "Do you
want to talk or just sit here?" she asked.

"Just sit here," he answered.

She shrugged and took a sip of her drink. She looked into a

corner of the | obby. Four men were discreetly escorting a man toward

the service elevator. Only by looking closely could you see the
handcuffs on the man's wists. He was not at all concerned with his
plight. He was | ooking around, nonchalantly, like he only wanted to
hurry through the routine and get on wth his business. He was
probably thinking a hundred bucks would unlock those cuffs. She
shuddered. If he only knew what was in store.

She renenbered the tinme when she ventured into the hotel. She

had been trolling for customers and she had been checking out the
pl ace. Forwardness and inexperience had not served her well. They
made her when she wal ked through the door and within mnutes they
grabbed her and she was hustled into that very elevator and down to the
basenent . She was cocky and confident. A couple of freebies and she
woul d be back in the |obby plying her trade. She suppressed anot her

shudder . They slamed her onto a mattress that had seen better days



about twenty years ago. Her wists were cuffed and a gag forced into
her nmouth. 1t was then that she becane very afraid. Two of the guards
each grabbed a leg and she thought they were going to use her for a
pul I ey bone. Then the wugliest of the guards |oonmed over her and
bani shed a baseball bat. He held it up and marked the spot on the bat

i ndicating how far it was going to be forced into her body.

She took a big gulp of her drink. So nuch, that it got Hi ggins'
attention and he ordered another for her. Then he | ooked back at the

restaurant.

Then the guard had offered a deal. She woul d have taken any
deal . She was going to entertain the security guards..... for as nuch
and as long as they wanted. She had frantically nodded agreenent. She
heard the bat thud on the floor and the wugly guard was grinning
fiendishly and pulling at his belt. She closed her eyes and tried to
think of sonething else. How many guards? She couldn't keep up.
Every tine she opened her eyes, she was sure she had already seen that
one. How | ong? She had no idea. When she finally was able to wal k
out of the room a couple of days had passed.

The head of security had been inpressed. "You take your whipping
like a trooper," he had said. "The world needs nore people like you."
He had | ooked at her reflectively and said, "Tell you what, from now
on, you can work the |obby free of charge. W'Il|l even keep on eye on
you and guard agai nst any perverts that nay cone your way."

She nodded her head, closed her eyes and waited until he was
fini shed. Then to her surprise, his word had been good. She had
worked the hotel for some time and it had been a trouble free
envi ronnent . O course, the head of security did not know about her
deal with the canera nmonitor. That bit of know edge woul d probably get
anot her session in the basenment. She was nore than sure she would not

get out alive next tine.



She | ooked back at the service elevator. |t would be nearing the
basenent . She shuddered and |ooked around the bar. There should be
sonmet hing to keep her nmind off of the basenent.

A couple over there, their eyes |locked on each other's face. His
hand under the table and between her |legs but neither of them aware
that a floor light was illuni nating everything under the table.

Anot her couple over there but it was her hand in his pants.
They, too, were illumnated by a floor Iight. she gazed around the
room A few patrons were watching the under-the-table shows but npst
seenmed to care less. They nethodically sipped their drinks and stared
at not hing. She | ooked at the desk clerk and he instantly | ooked at
her. She | ooked away. Just checking to see if he was alert. She
tapped on the table and Hi ggins |ooked at her hand and then her face

He waited for her to say what she wanted.

"I don't think anything will escape your notice. You could pay a
little attention to ne. |I'mbeginning to feel neglected."

"I'm not in a talking npod. I"'m working and | can't work
and....do that at the same tinme." Higgins |ooked at her face. "Such a
beautiful girl," he thought. For an instant he was tenpted to ask,
"What's a girl like you doing in a business like this?" The thought

forced a smle to his face.

She saw and returned the smle. "Wat are you thinking? Let ne
in on the secret. | need sonething to | augh about."
"You would never believe..... wel | ....nmybe you woul d. It's not

exactly an original question."

"In that case, spare ne," she said. She emptied her glass and
before she could set it on the table, another was placed before her.
She |ooked at Higgins for an indication that he was tired of the
bartender working himfor drinks. He gave no indication of anything so
she did not signal for the bartender to ease up. He did look at his

wat ch.



"How coul d anyone take this long to eat?" he asked. "I'm going
to see if | can get a |ook inside. Maybe | can tell if they are
anywhere near finished."

She slid a napkin across the table and said, "Draw. ...which
table....I"Il get that information for you and you don't have to risk
bei ng seen.”

H ggi ns gazed at the door. The |ayout of the entire room was
forming in his mnd. He drew the position of the tables perfectly and
mar ked the one where the Doctor and the Detective sat. The hooker was
i npressed and watched in amazenent as he sketched the room Hi s was a
story she would love to learn. She took the napkin, |ooked for the bus
boy and notioned inperceptibly for himto come to their table. He did
so and she whispered to him and held out the napkin. Wthout a word
he took it and went toward the restaurant. In nminutes he was back and
whi spered in her ear. She | ooked at Higgins and said, "The maitre d
said they were finished and were talking. They appeared ready to
| eave. "

"Thanks for small favors,” Hi ggins munbled and then they cane
t hrough the door.

"There they are!" he said a bit too |oud.

The hooker |ooked, then she |ooked at the desk clerk. He saw
her, followed her gaze to the couple approaching the desk and nodded
confirmation. The hooker stood. "I'"ll see you right here," she said
and wal ked away. She would go to the elevator and ride up a couple of
floors so Higgins would be none the wser but it really wasn't
necessary. The couple would be given a specific room and she already
knew t he nunber. She would go to the security area and there she and
the camera nonitor would watch. She still could not decide if she
shoul d share this choice bit of information with Higgins. She stepped
into the elevator with Deborah and N cholas. The last thing she saw as
the doors closed was Higgins' face, watching intently. They got off at

the floor she had known they woul d. She rode up one nore floor and
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then punched the down button. She went past the floor where Higgins
waited and got off at the next |evel. She was still several floors
above the basenent. She wondered how the pickpocket was feeling about
NOW. If they held true to form they would have driven a few bl ocks
and dunmped himin an alley with ten broken fingers. |If he was |ucky he
woul d make his way to a hospital. |If he wasn't lucky...... the el evator
doors hissed open and she wal ked toward the nmonitoring room The desk
clerk had set everything in nmotion and the nonitor was expecting her.
The camera was on and the tape was rolling. She wal ked up behind the
noni t or.
"You could take |essons here. They put on a better show than
you.
"Not a chance," she snirked and | eaned closer to the screen. She
wat ched for a few seconds and conceded, "You nay be right."
"That guy never knew what hit him Hi s pants were down before
the door shut. | wish | was narried to that woman."
"Somebody probably is but as you can see...... there is a good
reason for having nore than one husband."
"No kidding. | don't think this guy will get out alive."
"Whoops," the hooker said. "Maybe we have underestimated the
They watched a few nore seconds and the nmonitor said, "This one

is going to be worth quite a few bucks. What's the story? Can | sell

it or what?"
"I don't see why not. It's our secret but | would like a copy."
She watched a few nore seconds. "I nay use it for a training film"

She left the room and went down the hall to the elevators. She
had decided. She would not tell the man about the video. She reached
for the button when a massive hand covered her nouth. The fingers
al nost encircled her head. An arm w apped around her chest and her

feet were lifted off the floor. A quiet voice said in her ear, "Let's
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go back in that room For two hundred dollars you shouldn't keep
secrets.”

She was barely able to nod her head while it was gripped by the
huge hand. Hi ggins hustled her back to the door. She knocked and
pressed her lips close to the door. "It's ne. | forgot sonething."”
The door was unl ocked. They stepped i nside. Hi ggi ns | ooked quickly
and saw the nan was unar nmed. He slowy turned, his eyes w dened but
before he could react, Higgins vice like fingers tightened around his
t hroat .

"Be still and you will [ive. I want nothing here but to see."
He nodded toward the bank of nonitors. Qdd sounds cane out of the

man's nouth. Higgins |oosened his grip.

The man huffed and puffed and nmassaged his throat. He was not
even acting like he would resist. The hooker had not nobved. She was
wat ching wi de eyed and nute. Hi ggins took her arm and guided her

beside the nmonitor. They were both in front of him where he could see

them and the bank of nonitors. He had already located the one
featuring the Doctor and the Detective. "The lady has..... lots
of ...... friends," he said to hinself. The hooker and the nonitor had

no idea what he was tal king about. Hi ggi ns decided he didn't need to
see the whole show. "Well now. I'"'m not here to mss up
your...... whatever," he tossed his arm around to indicate the whole
room "Il be on ny way and |eave you as you were. I'd expect you
would return that courtesy. The lady here, she didn't help ne. I
forced her. She would have died if she had not tricked you. I hope
you don't hold that against her." The man still rubbed his throat, but
nodded agreenent to Higgins' statenment. "Watch the show and don't |et
me see or hear anything fromyou." He was out the door in a instant.
He went around a corner and waited. The door opened and cl osed and her
high heels clicked on the concrete floor. She went to the elevator
doors but it was obvious he could not have gone that way. The high

heel s clicked a few cautious steps.



"Hey!" she called out. "I know you are here." H ggi ns peered

around the corner. She wal ked boldly to him pressed her body agai nst

his and wapped her arms around his waist. She | ooked up at him and
said, "I want a date. I mean a real date. O course, it will end up
with us in your hotel room but believe me | won't be doing it for
nmoney. "

H ggins took her shoulders in his massive hands and pushed her
back. "After what |'ve seen, ny dear, | won't even take it out to piss
in a hotel room Caneras are everywhere."

Hi ggins had instructed the taxi to take himto his hotel. Now,
as they drove along he was getting another idea. He gave the driver
anot her destination. He |eaned back and pondered his nove. Al things
considered, it seened risky and unnecessary. Hi ggi ns had been doing
nore of that lately. He snmiled to hinself and watched as block after

bl ock of buildings passed. The cab lurched to a stop. Higgins |ooked

all around. The area was nearly deserted. That was not necessarily
good. He paid and walked to the entrance. Inside, the layout flashed
in his mnnd. He rode the elevator up. Exiting into the hall, he

wal ked slowy toward the door to the office of Tinothy Law ence.
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CHAPTER 10

It was not too late to abort this plan. Once again he wondered
what he had to gain. The doctor had been here. Maybe for nothing nore
than sex. The doctor was maki ng her rounds. But, there could be nore.
VWhat if the lawyer was involved. It sure looked like the detective
was, at l|least, with her sexual antics.

Higgins felt the iron pry bar rubbing against his |eg. He had
found it in the basenent and tied it to his calf. It was the closest
thing to a weapon he could find. He had not needed it but had not
di sposed of it either.

Now, he was at the bank of phones across the hall from Tinothy
Lawr ence's office. There was still no one to be seen or heard. He
pulled up his pant leg and untied the bar. He stepped across the hall,
turned the knob and found the door was |ocked. He jammed the bar into
the door frame and in seconds was inside. He waited a few seconds and
hearing nothing went straight down the hall and into Lawence's office.
H ggins wapped a handkerchief around his hand and began shuffling
through the papers on the desk. There were many papers and it took
awhi | e. He was further hanpered by not knowi ng what he was | ooking
for. Just when he had nearly decided he had taken a serious risk for
not hing, he pushed aside a stack of papers and uncovered a beautiful

| eat her bound portfolio. Adjusting the handkerchief so his fingertips

were covered, he opened it. A few pages into the binder he saw her
name, ' Debor ah'. Not Dr. Warren, not Dr. Deborah Warren but
' Debor ah'. He |ooked at the floor in front of the w ndow and
renenbered the scene of earlier today. "I guess they should be on a
first name basis," he said softly. He |ooked back at the page and
flipped a few pages forward. This was going to take some tine. He

flipped back to the first page, pulled the desk chair up and sat down.



He was careful to keep the handkerchief around his hand. H ggi ns had
no experience in the world of international banking. Even so, a novice
could follow the carefully recorded transactions. More noney than
H ggins thought possible for one person to accunulate was flow ng
through a series of off-shore bank accounts. Wthout these records no
one could ever trace the final destination of the noney. H ggi ns was
| ooking at it and he wasn't too sure. He was sure the good doctor was
hauling in sone major dollars. That m ght be useful to know when the
time cane. He continued to read and finally was about satisfied that
he could learn nothing nore when he suddenly cane to attention. Here
was a page of instructions. A sort of do it yourself guide for
i nternational banking. Higgins read the page. Then he found a notepad
and copied the page. Wile he was at it he copied all the pages
pertaining to Dr. Warren's transactions. Finally, he finished and
arranged things on the desk like they were when he began. He stood and
| ooked carefully. Satisfied that he had left no evidence of his
presence, he left the office. He |looked at the door franme. There was
no way to conceal the evidence of his break-in. They wouldn't find so
much as a paper clip to be mssing. He wondered if he should take
something so there would be no lingering suspicions as to the reason
for the break-in. He decided he didn't want any additional risks. He
tied the bar to his calf and rode the elevator down. It took nuch
|l onger for a taxi to happen by than he expected. |In fact, it took too
| ong. He grew inpatient and started to walk in the direction of his
hot el . He had wal ked many blocks and found a trash receptacle to
di spose of the pry bar before he was able to flag down a cab. Higgins
never knew but failing to get a cab in front of Tinothy's building kept
Ni chol as from |l earning he was there

The next nmorning after Tinmothy and his staff had discovered the
break-in and spent hours determining nothing had been taken, Tinothy
could not put the unusual event out of his mind. Finally, he had

called Nicholas. As he ran the story by, N cholas tried not to act too



bored. The longer it took, the nmore curious N cholas becane. Too nany
strange things had been happening lately. He gave the usual vague
"I'l'l check into it'. However, he intended to check into it as much as
he could. In less than two hours, a fingerprint team was on the site.
Ni chol as had expected that would be futile and it was. Too many
enpl oyees and clients comng and going. There were any nunber of
mat ches but they were identified as clients. Ni chol as went one step
further. Every cab conpany in the city had to check their records for
a pickup on that night. It wasn't that hard since there seldom was a
pi ckup at a deserted office building after business hours. The search
did not disclose a single one. N cholas was forced to discontinue the
investigation. He did not forget about it.

Later in the day, he called Tinothy. Per haps, he had found
somet hing m ssing and they could put the whole thing to rest. That was
not the case. Ti nrot hy was nore suspicious than ever. "Nobody breaks

into a law office for nothing," he had nearly shouted at N chol as.

"True," Nicholas had agreed. "But you can find nothing disturbed
so what are we to think?"

"Maybe they got spooked and ran. Maybe we have files m ssing and
may not know it for nmonths or until they show up at a conpetitors.

Maybe, anything. This is really getting on ny nerves.”

"For now, there is nothing nore | can do. We'll just have to
wait and see if sonething shows up. |If information starts to appear in
your conpetitor's hands, then we'll know. "

Tinothy grunbled a reply that N cholas could not hear. He didn't
ask him to repeat it because he wanted to be through with this

conversati on. They bid good-bye and hung up. Ni chol as | ooked at the

folder laying on his desk. It was still woefully thin. He picked up
t he phone. "I''m still in bliss,” he said. He |istened. "You're
ki dding," he said excitedly. "Tonight!" He listened again. "You sure
know how to make ny day! | can hardly wait!" He hung up. Deborah was

wound up. She was nmaking up for lost tine. Ni chol as was gl ad he was
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here to be the beneficiary of all this good fortune. He shuffled
t hrough the papers on his desk. He threw away everything he could and
cranmmed the rest into a drawer. He had to nmake it look |ike he was

doi ng sonmething. A nessage fluttered out of the stack he was hol di ng.

It was from Amanda. The 'please return call' box was checked. He
wadded it up and dropped it in the trash. "Sorry Amanda. | don't need
you any longer. 1've found soneone twice as good." Satisfied that his
desk | ooked presentable, he arose and left the office. He needed to

find something to pass the tine until he nmet Deborah at the hotel.

Hi ggins awoke with a start. He had al nost rather stay awake than
sl eep and dream The nightmares were disturbing. He arose from the
bed and | ooked out the window. He had decided. There was no need for
delay. He would do sonething and soon. He found the brightly col ored
pictures he had found in a file cabinet on the surgery floor. They
were from a medical book and showed the human body parts in color. He
held one in the dimlight and studied it. Slowy, he worked his way
through the stack and started again. He found the one he wanted and
began to read. After every sentence he flipped the page and | ooked at
the picture. It was a slow tedious way to |earn anatony. He studied
all the pictures. Side view, back view, front view and cross section.
He took off his shirt and stepped in front of the mrror. He |ooked at

his body and then held up the diagram He extended his finger and

poked hinself just above his waist and on the side of his back. He
held his finger in place and | ooked again at the diagram "Kidney," he
sai d.

Ti not hy was exasper at ed. He didn't like being burglarized even

if he couldn't find anything m ssing. He |ooked at his watch. He
didn't want to go hone. He would only be nore frustrated there. He
didn't want to do any work even though there was tons of it to be done.

In the tine he had sat there staring at the wall he could have nade



t housands of doll ars. He had tried several tines to beep Deborah and
she wouldn't return his call. He had called her cell phone and still
got no response. That had done nothing for his nmpbod. He knew she was
there leaving only one reason why she wouldn't return his call. She

was with Nicholas. She nade sure there was plenty for everyone but he

still couldn't suppress a tw nge of jeal ousy. He had waited too I|ong.
The paral egals were gone. He could always call one back but that was
better when it was spontaneous. He would see one walking by or
crossing her legs and he sent a silent signal. The minute the office
was enpty they would run together like two rans. It would just ruin

the nood if he had to wait for one to come back. Besides, he couldn't
put nanmes with bodies. He wouldn't know which one he had called until
she showed up. She might not be the one he had been thinking about.
He pulled up to his desk and picked up a piece of paper. He read, held
it over the trash can and dropped it. He choose another piece and did
the sane. If he did this all night he would have his desk clean by
dawn. After an hour, he had one side of his desk clean. Al that was
left was his leather portfolio. He opened it and inmediately froze.
He flipped a few pages, forward and back. He renenbered what he had
been doing. Sone things he did not forget. He held the book up to the
I'ight. It sinply wasn't there. He began a systenmic search all over
the desk top, to no avail. He rolled back from his desk and | ooked on
the floor and there he saw the faint reflection. He |eaned over and
picked up the tiny gold string. A 14 karat gold string. It was the
bookmark that went with his |eather binder. Soneone had tanpered with
his binder and not noticed the tiny gold string. "Now, who?" he was
wonder i ng. The binder was covered with his desk paraphernalia as it
al ways was. He stared down the hall at the door that had been
repaired. Maybe that break-in nade a bit nore sense now. He was still
contenplating what he should do, if anything. Actually, he was
debating what he could do. On such thin evidence he wondered why he

woul d do anything. It was just one of those things. No one cane into



his office when he wasn't there and under the threat of death, no one,
for sure, so nmuch as breathed on anything on his desk. It was al ways
possi ble he had inadvertently knocked the string on the floor but he
always carefully placed it between the pages where he nade the |ast
entries. It was a habit of many years. |In his nind s eye he could see
the string in it's place as he closed the binder. He was not wong but
even so he was not sure of what to do. He was even hesitant to tell
Deborah. He didn't like the idea of adnmitting that soneone could force
the door, walk right into his office and read her banking infornmation.
Actually, it was hers, his and several nore clients. He was still

t hi nki ng when he heard soft footsteps in the hall

"Hello..... M. Lawrence," the very fem nine voice called out.
"Come in," he said and stared at the door. One of the nost
beautiful of the paralegals was peering in his office. "Perhaps this

night will not be a total loss,"” Tinothy was thinking. She st epped
inside and gently closed the door. She hesitated and when Tinothy said
not hi ng about the closed door she advanced to the front of his desk.
He nodded at a chair and she sat down and executed an exaggerated |eg
crossi ng. Tinmothy's eyes w dened. "Ww " he thought to hinself.
"They made a nmovie like this?" Tinothy tore his eyes from the display
and | ooked at the wonman. She was suddenly confident and turned on her
nost seductive | ook. "That's really not necessary and you're using
tinme that could best be used doing sonething better." The wonan was
monentarily taken aback by Tinothy's directness but she quickly
recover ed. She stood and did sonething to her dress and it fell in a
heap around her ankl es. Now she was wearing ear rings and high heel
shoes. She kicked the dress aside and stepped out of the shoes. "N ce

ear rings," Tinothy said. She wal ked around his desk and straddl ed him
while he was still sitting in the chair. "This is not working while ny
clothes are on. She stood and started untying his tie. Tinmothy tugged

at his belt.
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Later, Tinothy was spraw ed on the floor. The wonman was standing
in front of the huge wi ndow, stark naked and doi ng vari ous poses. She
giggled, "This is kind of fun. | wonder if anyone is |ooking?"

"Probably half the city," Tinmothy said but not |oud enough for
her to hear.

She turned and [|ooked at Tinothy. "Well, let's give them
sonmething that will spice up their otherw se nmundane lives."

"I think we already did that."

"Let's do it again."

MIllions of nmen would give a fortune to experience what Tinothy
was at this noment, experiencing. But his mind drifted to Deborah and
their bank account codes. Then it drifted to Deborah and N cholas. He
tried to push that inmage out of his mnd. He | ooked out the w ndow
There..... across the street and high up in the building....soneone was
silhouetted in a w ndow. Tinmothy squinted and the person becane
clearer. They were |looking straight in his wndow and through
bi nocul ars. He was getting a perfect view Tinmothy slowy raised his
arm and waved. He watched as the nman lifted his arm and acknow edged.
He never stopped |ooking through the binoculars. The woman was right.
It was kind of fun. Ti not hy decided he would nmake the guy the nost
envi ous person who ever |ived. Soon, he was no | onger thinking about

Debor ah.

Hi ggins was trying to concentrate but was having difficulty doing

so. He was ready for action not for thinking. It was a m stake and he
knew it but he wasn't controlling it. It was not the first time that
had happened. In Vietnam..... he grunted and shook his head. This was

no time for those nmenories.

Part of his problem was he could not make too many plans. This
was a nmake-up-as-you-go plan. That was not a new concept to him  Not
a single mssion ever went as planned in Vietnam \When you coul d spray

several thousand rounds of ammunition into the problem inprovising was
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a bit easier. On nost of Higgins' missions that was not a viable
sol ution. It was then that he Ilearned about nake-up-as-you-go
m ssi ons. It was necessary to have a basic plan. From there, it was
where the successful was separated from the unsuccessful. Hi ggi ns
basi ¢ plan was decided. It had been sinple. Now he was westling with
conti ngenci es. There were far too many and they were giving him
probl ens. Just when he had about decided the whole thing was nothing

short of a suicide mssion, he was engulfed in a soothing calm He was

tranquil . He knew how to succeed. Confidence and bol dness. Those
were the keys. He would nmake it work. 1In a few mnutes he was dozi ng.
Ni chol as and Deborah were snuggling. "You nake it hard for nme to

keep ny nind on business but sonething has to be done on the nurder of
that nurse."”

Deborah did not answer. She stirred slightly and said,
"What . . . .| had nmy mind on better things. I don't know how |'ve done

wi t hout you for all these years."

Ni chol as hugged her. He was reluctant to break the nobod. "That
case...... if I don't do sonething..... sonmebody else is going to. I
wi sh you would give me sone inside information. "1l take if from
t here. No one ever has to know ny source. |'"ve never given up a

source and | would die before giving you up.”

"I know that. That is no problem The problemis, | don't know
anyt hi ng. | don't have a clue how that could have happened and |
certainly do not know who did it."

"That's not what |'m asking. Tell me how things work. Wo does

what? |'Il take it fromthere."

“I''l'l help, for sure. I wonder if we could do that during
busi ness hours. | sure hate to waste this tinme on business.”

In a few minutes her point was well t aken. Ni chol as

agreed. .... busi ness woul d have to wait.
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Deborah was having a hard tine concentrating. She was not that

interested in their tryst but it kept N cholas from asking things she

didn't want to talk about. Wat she really wondered was what happened
to Samuel Franklin. She was sure he had reached his lint and split
for parts unknown. She didn't know if he was a beach person, a

mountain cabin person or what but she had now concluded that whatever
person he was, he was now there. He had plenty of noney and apparently
he had decided it was enough. That, she had not counted on. Now, the
whol e operation was shut down and she didn't know where to turn for a
replacenent. So far, an energency had not shown up so she had not been
called on. One was way overdue. She winced every tinme the phone rang.
She had consi dered advi sing her Japanese friends and perhaps they would
know of a Japanese replacenent. They seened to cone up with just about
anything they wanted. No one at the hospital would think anything
about a foreign anesthesiologist showing up for a job, especially when
his credentials were inpeccable and from a |eading Anerican nedical
school. The Japanese could do things like that. She had seen simlar

t hi ngs happen.

Maybe Franklin was right. Maybe it was time to retire. Her
fortune would nake Franklin's look like a child s piggy bank. She
wondered what reaction the next recipient would have. She had been

thinking about that and shuddered, which N cholas had m staken for
satisfaction and increased his tenpo.

A dying Jap would have little to lose from taking out his
frustration on the doctor who failed to deliver. Per haps, she shoul d
sinmply advise them what had happened. Surely they could not hold her
accountable for Franklin's sudden departure. If they had a solution,
great. If not, well, all good things had to end, sooner or later.
Sonehow, she did not think this would have such a happy ending. She
had watched those sneaky little bastards..... she shuddered again and

Ni chol as had really gone into overdrive.
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The nore she thought about it the better Franklin's idea was
| ooking. Hers would not be so easy. For one thing, she would have to
significantly alter her appearance. She was easily recognized all over
the world and there was WIIliam Payne. A Senator's wife could hardly
go mssing without nmajor ramfications. This would require plenty of
consi deration and she was beginning to worry about how nuch tine she
had to nake these considerations.

Ni cholas was making a Herculean effort and despite her
preoccupation, she could no longer ignore the effect it was having on
her. A few mnutes later and she was no |onger thinking about the
probl em

She had an equal effect on N cholas and they ended up staying all
night in the hotel. They over slept and had to part in a head |ong
rush to make their second appointnents of the day. They had al ready
nm ssed the first.

Deborah rushed into her office. Her secretary was exasperated.
Deborah had not answered her pages nor cell phone. She rushed passed
the secretary without a word which further exasperated the secretary.
Inside her office, she hit the intercom "What's next?" Sonetines it
was better to offer no explanation rather than a | ame one.

"Today is your paperwork day. You have no surgeries and we were

going to catch up," the secretary said icily.

"Well then, let's get started catching up," Deborah matched her
tone. Odinarily, she let the secretary have her way. Today was goi ng
to be a long day and she decided to spend it with the upper hand.

Hours later, they had nmade a huge dent in the paperwork. The top
of her desk was alnpbst in sight. But Deborah was growi ng restless.
She had al nost reached her paperwork quota. The secretary walked in
and gleefully deposited a tall stack of papers in the center of her
desk. Deborah frowned. "Your correspondence. |'ve prepared all your

dictation. Al you need to do is sign it, unless of course, you wsh

to check it."
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She ignored the secretary's catty remark and with much flourish,
signed her nanme on the first docunent. Half way through the stack, her
pager buzzed. She looked at the display. It was Tinothy. She dialed
hi s nunber since she could talk and sign her nane. She didn't want her
secretary to know but she had no intentions of reading all this stuff.

Deborah's office door had been open all day as had been the door
into the hall. She seldom | ooked out but if she had and had been
paying attention, she mght have noticed the janitor passing back and
forth and spending a great deal of tinme nopping the hallway in front of
her door. Since she rarely |ooked she did not notice. Now, she had
Ti nothy on the phone and he was adanant about getting together tonight.
She was enjoying the playful banter and slowy sw veled her chair until
her back was turned to the door.

Hi ggi ns had waited hours for this noment. He grabbed a
cloth bag, stepped into the secretary's office, nmuttered 'trash' and
began to dunp her trash can. She did not |ook up. H ggi ns gl anced
into the doctor's office. She was still facing away from her desk and
still talking on the phone. Swiftly and quietly, he stepped into her
office. He placed the note on her desk slightly away fromthe stack of
papers. It was an interoffice nmeno, or at least, it was suppose to
| ook |ike one. H ggi ns was guessing that the doctor would not notice
the difference, no matter the appearance of the real hospital
i nteroffice nenos. He hastily dunped her trash and left. He gat hered
his nop and bucket and |left the hall. H's plan had taken a long tine
and he had not had a clue that he would be able to pull it off. Now,
he could do nothing but wait.

Finally, Deborah had convinced Tinmothy that tonmorrow night was
better. She hadn't yet lost the glow from last night's marathon with
Ni cholas. The timng was everything. Just as one nenory faded was the
time to replace it with another. There was a time when she liked to
have nenories stacked on top of one another. Her schedul e dictated

that she add on nenories instead of piling them up. She and Ti not hy
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bid good-bye and she turned back to her task. The secretary sensed
that Deborah was in one of her rare frames of nmind and if she did not
let the work flow abate, she could clear her backlog of paperwork. She
becane a flurry of efficiency. She never brought in so nuch that
Deborah woul d becone di scouraged and quit nor did she let the stack get
so low that Deborah would think she could finish if she put on a rush.
Deborah methodically signed everything that was placed before her. Her
mnd was still on |ast night. She knew if she kept on thinking about
it she would work herself up into noving the engagenment with Tinothy up
to tonight. She was not discouraging herself fromthinking about it.

Finally, she stood and stretched. \While |ooking at her desk from
that hei ght was when she saw the nenp. She frowned. "How did that get
t here?" she wondered. She gl anced out the door. The secretary had
gone to a vendi ng nachi ne, she renenbered. She picked up the neno and
read it.

The secretary came back and one glance told her she should have
never left. Deborah was doing nothing, staring at the wall. The
secretary sighed. She had that |ook. The work was probably over for
the day. She sat down, expecting Deborah to bolt out of the office at
any second. After sone tine passed and she was still in her office,
the secretary peeked in. Deborah was signing papers. The secretary
was pleased. She had nmisread the signs. She |ooked at the dimnishing
pile that remained. Wth any luck they nmay finish.

Deborah was thinking about the nenb. It had no hidden neaning if
you just read the neno. If you just read the nenpo, it had no neaning.
It was |ike an inside joke. Funny to only those who knew why it was
funny. Deborah was letting her inagination run wld. It was easy to
decide that the one and only Sanuel Franklin had witten the neno.
Soon, she was sure that was the case. Franklin had pulled a tenporary
di sappearing act. It was to get her attention and prove his
i ndi spensability. He was about to bargain for a bigger slice of the

pie. He had nmade his point that was for sure. Now, what renained was
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for Deborah to decide what she was going to do about it. There was
pl enty of noney. She could certainly afford to give him nore nobney

On the other hand, she had decided to run the problem by her Japanese
friends. They had as much at stake as she. They should take a bigger
share of the problens although that was certainly not part of any
agreement they had nade. The only agreenment they had was to pay
enornous suns of money for services rendered. They had certainly
fulfilled their end of the arrangenent. To expect they would take a
nmore active role was probably a stretch. If they were caught anynore
i nvol ved than they were now would be risking an international incident.
No, she didn't think it was prudent to pursue that avenue. Not wuntil
all other avenues were exhausted. She held up the neno and read it
agai n. Yes, she decided. Sanuel Franklin was flexing his nuscles

She might put up sonme resistance and hint at an alternative solution
but for now she would have to take whatever he dealt. She put the neno
in her pocket and began to sign papers again.

She was clearing out the backlog in record breaking fashion and
her secretary could barely contain her glee. |If the secretary had only
known how robotic Deborah had becone, she could have placed the deed to
her house in the stack and Deborah woul d have signed it as well.

Deborah could hardly keep her eyes off the clock. The increased
noise level in the hall told her it was five o'clock. Several tinmes
she glanced at her secretary but she was showing no signs of |eaving
Deborah sighed and continued to sign her nane. At this rate, she
shoul d have no nore paperwork for the rest of the year

At six o'clock, Deborah was reaching the absolute limts of her
signature signing capabilities. Finally, she saw the signs. Her
secretary was putting the final touches on arranging her desk top in
perfect order. The pencils in the pencil holder, just so. Al paper
clips in their holder and neatly aligned. The desk pad in perfect
symretry. She stood and surveyed her kingdom She stepped to the

door, bid Deborah a good night and was gone.
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Deborah tossed the pen on her desk, sprawled back in her chair
and excl ai ned, "Thank God!" She wal ked to the hall and glanced both
ways. No one was in sight. Her secretary was really gone. She shut
the door, went back to her desk, opened a bottom drawer and took out a
small flask. It contained a few ounces of bourbon, a gift from Ti nothy
for some long forgotten reason. She hiked up her dress, way up and
propped her feet on her desk. In three swigs, the flask was enpty.
She cl osed her eyes and let the bourbon take effect. In a few mnutes
she was much nore rel axed. She would have to renenber to refill the
flask. She wondered what Ms. Blunenfeld would do tonight or any other
night for that nmatter. She wondered if there was a M. Blunenfeld.
Deborah had never asked. Maybe, she was M ss Bl unenfel d.

Deborah | ooked at her watch. It was a few minutes before the
nmeeting. She would be a few minutes late. She would not give Franklin
any reason to think she was anxious. Let him wait. By the tinme she
arrived, he would have decided she wasn't coning. Deborah | ooked at
her watch again. That should be good enough. Forty minutes should
have Franklin hopping from one foot to the other. She st ood,
strai ghtened her dress and went down the hall. There was anot her way

to the surgery floor. She would be there in |less than five mnutes.

Bart hol onew Higgins waited in the room in total darkness. Hi s
back was pressed against the wall as was the back of his head. He
could feel the building. It's elevators, it's doors that slamed, it's

hunming and it's inperceptible quivers. So far, he had not felt what
he was waiting for. Then he felt something different. A slight jar to
his head but different from those at the nurse's station. He turned
his head until his ear was pressed to the wall. He listened intently.
Then he heard. Cick, click, click. Sonmeone was coning and not from
the nurse's station. It was a female, in dress shoes. He was on his
feet in an instant. He took a position behind the door just as he had

when he practiced. It would have to be quick. He put his head agai nst

218



the wall and wlled hinself to concentrate. The footsteps stopped
outside the door and the doorknob clicked. A crack appeared bel ow the
door hinge and for a second he could see into the hall. It was Dr.
Warren. He tensed. She reached for the light switch, flipped it but
not hi ng happened. She pushed the door wider. Light from the hall
spilled into the room Now, Dr. Warren was in the room but she held
the door open. She had said not hing. Hi ggins could wait no |onger.
He pushed agai nst the door. It cane out of her grip. She gasped but
before she could turn or call out or take a step, H ggins chopped the
back of her head with his huge hand and she dropped |like a stone.
Higgins did not attenpt to break her fall. He stepped over her, | ooked
into the hall and seeing no one, closed and | ocked the door. He took a
small flashlight from his pocket and found the Ilights over the
operating table. He exhaled sharply and | ooked at the doctor. He bent
down, slid his arns under her and effortlessly lifted and carried her

to the table.

Deborah came to consciousness. For a second, she thought she was
going to be sick. She was gagged, blindfolded and trussed up so
t horoughly, she thought she was paral yzed. She strained against the
restraints but could only make faint noaning sounds.

"I'm going to renove the blindfold," said the voice. The
blindfold was renoved. She blinked painfully in the glare of the
overhead lights. An instant l|ater, she recogni zed where she was. She
cut her eyes upward trying to see the source of the voice. "I can't
stress the inportance of what | am about to say, Doctor. And as
important as it may be, it is nothing conpared to what you mnust say.
What you rnust say nust nake e happy. Do | meke nyself clear?" She
nodded. "Good, now | wll renove the gag. Don't make ne regret that
decision." The gag was renoved. She lifted her head and peered down
her body. She was conpletely nude. She noaned and |aid her head back

on the table.
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"Are you going to rape ne?" she hissed.

"I wouldn't think you would notice, Doctor."

"What . . . .. ?" she was puzzl ed.

"I've been follow ng you. You are..... shall we say..... active."

"A stalker!" she thought. "This guy has been stalking ne." She
tried to remenber that seninar. Al'l doctors had to attend. Mbst of

them had dozed or daydreaned through it. At the end they had told what
to do if you were actually confronted by a stalker. At this point your
life is in grave danger the speaker had told them You have little to

| ose by trying any and everything. Then he had read off the possible

options. She raised her head and | ooked at her bound body. "Runni ng
is certainly not one of those options," she thought. She al ready
suspected she could not trade sex for freedom If that was his

intentions, he could take all he wanted wi thout trading anything. She
did not think that was his intentions. "Wat else," she tried to wll
herself to think. Fear was gaining control. Soon, she would be unable
to think clearly. It may have already happened. She cut her eyes
upward, trying to see her captor. He was still out of sight. "Money,"
she said. “I"ll give you nore noney than you can imagine if you'l

stop this now "

H ggins remained out of sight but said, "I was going to get to
that but since you've brought it up we can do that now" He held the
pages in front of her face. She imediately recognized them She

cl osed her eyes and groaned. He had been in Tinothy's office. There

was no other way he could have that information. "You and the |awyer
make a great couple, well, maybe not as great as you and the
detective." It took her breath. The man had seen everything. He knew
everything. She felt very helpless. "l've been studying foreign bank
accounts and now | have sonme of nmy own," Hi ggins said. "Of course,
they don't have any noney in them" He shuffled the papers. "That is

about to change, isn't it?"
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"I''"ll give you noney. |'ve already said that. Just agree to |et
me go."

H's silence did not give Deborah a good feeling. H ggi ns noved
qui ckly. He placed a telephone on the table beside her head. He
di al ed nunmbers and entered codes and anobunts for a long time. Deborah
could hear the beeps and tones that signaled her noney was being
transferred from her accounts to his. From time to time she had to
gi ve double verification codes for the transactions to be conpleted and
she did so. As the man at the seminar said, "Wat did she have to
| ose?" She mght be buying her life. If not, then she would have
little use for a big bank account.

Finally, he hung up the phone. "I'll see that the nobney goes to

a good cause," he said.
"Ckay, you've got what you wanted. Now, let ne go!"
"Not quite," Hggins said sinply. Deborah's heart sank. He

stepped beside the table and for the first tinme she saw him She had

never seen him before. "Allow me to introduce nyself. I am
Bart hol onew Higgins." A puzzled |ook crossed her face as she tried to
make a connection. "Perhaps, you are a bit too stressed to mmke the
connecti on. How about Amy Higgins? Is that faniliar?" Debor ah
t hought her heart was going to stop. Involuntarily, she inhaled and
gul ped. "I thought you might renenber her." Deborah thought she was
going to hyperventilate. Her nmouth gaped open and she took a big

breath but before she could scream his giant hand clanped over her
nmout h. He crammed the gag back into her nmouth and waited. Debor ah
fought so hard against the gag and restraints she thought blood vessels

in her head were going to pop. Her body went |inp.

The glare of the lights caused her eyes to flutter. She wi nced
from the brightness. Then she realized she had fainted. Suddenl y,
Hi ggins | oonmed over her. "Your chances are beconing fewer. Are you

going to answer ny questions? My patience grows thin."
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Nunbly, she nodded her head. He renpved the gag. She was like a
zonbi e. Her will was broken. That nane. .. Hi ggi ns. She knew she was
doormed.

"I'"'mwaiting, Doctor."

"It started sinply enough. My husband had access to nany rich
and influential Japanese. Rat her, they had access to him They were
willing to pay mllions for transplants so we set up a way to do it
here. " She rolled her eyes to indicate the room "This wing is
unfinished and it was sinple enough to slip in and out. I had hel p.
Everyone was nmking |ots of nobney. For awhile the replacenent parts
were easy to cone by. W found ways to nove the Japs into priority on
the waiting lists. For this, they paid...... ," she let the sentence
di e. He had the noney. He already knew what they paid. "Probl ens
soon canme up. Even though they had priority there were not enough
parts. The Japanese had a solution for that. Throw enough noney at
the problem and a way will be found." Her mnd wandered away as she
tried to think of some way to bargain for her life.

"Co on, Doctor,"™ Higgins said inpatiently.

"It's a big city. There are many hospitals. We found ways to
obtain medical histories on patients. Those that had no lasting
probl ens were possible donors if.......

"If they should conveniently die," he finished the sentence.

She nodded nunbly. She knew where this was going. He was going
to force her to say it and then he would..... she shuddered. \What was
he going to do?

"I think |I've heard enough about everyone el se. "My Any, what
did you do to her?" Deborah gul ped and began to sob. "Too late for
tears. I want to know what you did to her." Higgins could not know
that Deborah was not crying for his daughter. She was crying for
hersel f. She was about to seal her fate. The thought had never

crossed her mnd before but now she was about to beg for a quick,

pai nl ess deat h.
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She regained control and began again. "Two recipients approached
us at the sane tine. As fate would have it, they were a match. In
other words, they could receive the same organ and both were in dire

need. They have quite a little grapevine in our hospital it seens and

they found out about each other. A bidding war ensued. W could not
believe the noney they were willing to pay. It got up to twenty-five
mllion, each. As the bids were going up, we were searching
frantically for a donor." She paused again. This was getting harder
and harder. "Then, the unbelievabl e happened. The conputers came up
with a match but instead of from the patient list, it was from the
enpl oyee i st. It didn't take long for soneone to think of a way to
doubl e our noney. W would let the Japanese keep on bidding but

unknown to them they both were going to win."

"I wonder who thought of that idea?" Higgins said.

Deborah didn't answer. She was deciding she could only die once
"There was just no stopping at this point. It was too easy. She was
on duty....we....... ," Deborah could not finish. Fear took control
fear of what was going to happen to her. "There's nothing | can say to
ease your angui sh. I wish | could trade places with your daughter to
make anmends for what |'ve done."” Deborah suddenly had a thought. She
had given himall the noney. Maybe she could beg. It was worth a try.
"If you will let me go, | give you ny word I will devote the rest of ny
life to hel ping people. I'"l'l only keep enough noney to |ive nodestly
I'"l'l do charity work, free nedical, you can name it." She waited to
see if Hi ggins would consider her proposal. He said nothing. "Wat do
you say?" she asked.

"I'"'mnot in a forgiving nood."

"You have a fortune. You can live anyway you choose. Wth
everything you know, | would never be free. I'"d have to uphold ny
agreenment or you could sink nmy boat at any tine."

"I would have to think that you would not be happy in that

arrangenent . You have powerful friends. Attenpting to elimnate your
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problens would be too great of a tenptation. Sooner or later, you
would try to have nme elimnated."
"You have the evidence. I f anything happened to you, out cones

the evidence and | am fini shed. "

"The world is a big place, Doctor. Your Japanese friends m ght
find a place for you. Anything is possible.” Hi ggi ns wal ked beside
the table and | ooked down at her. "Besides that would deny me the very

thing I canme for."

"What ?" she asked haltingly.

"Revenge. "

Deborah opened her nobuth to scream but before a sound canme out
the gag was thrust in her nouth. She fought violently against the

restraints and the gag but only succeeded in shaking her head until her

vision was blurred. Hi ggins noved quickly to untie the restraints.
She was still tightly bound but not to the table. He turned her onto
her stomach and bound her to the table again. She nustered her

strength for another attenpt at breaking free but it only lasted a few
seconds. She was too exhausted. She could lift her head enough to
ook from side to side. Higgins was not in sight. She | ooked

frantically. She sensed that whatever he planned was about to happen.

Suddenly, he was there. "I don't guess ny Any knew what was
happening to her. You will not be so lucky." Higgins held a big
colored chart of the human body in front of her face. "I'"ve been

studyi ng," he said. He |ooked at the picture and then at Deborah's
body. He jabbed her with a big finger and said, "About there, 1'd

say. Deborah's eyes were wide with fear. H ggins held a Ilarge
scal pel. The overhead lights caused it to glint. "I'm about to renove
your Ki dneys. Unfortunately for you, your anesthesiologist cannot be
here and unfortunately for you | may have to search around until | find
t hem Your misfortune continues. I don't have any spares to put in

their place.”
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She felt the point of the scalpel touch her and then the pain

began.

CHAPTER 11

Bart hol onew Higgins pulled the glove off his hand, took an
oversi zed bandanna from his hip pocket and wi ped his face. It was over
one hundred degrees and heat ripples danced in all directions. Higgins
sighted down the fence. It disappeared into the heat ripples but
H ggi ns knew the corner was not far away. Then a right turn and then
the fence again disappeared into the heat ripples. Fence repairs were
a dull, repetitious job but H ggins never did mnd. It gave him the
chance to see the far reaches of his ranch. The desolation was so
complete he felt Iike he was the only man left on the earth. He stared

across the prairie until a mrage forned in his nmnd s eye. He could

see the small child running toward himin gleeful delight. She held a
horned frog at arnmis length and squealed for his attention. H s Any
al ways wanted to go when he repaired fences. Her exploration |asted

until mdnmorning when she would fall asleep on the seat of his pickup.
He gulped down the lunp in his throat and went to the pickup for a
drink of water. He sipped and gazed across the |[and. Then the

reflection caught his eye. Someone was conming slowy along the fence
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r ow. They were driving so slowy no dust was Kkicking up. This was
unusual . Higgins glanced at the rifle slung on the rack in his pickup.
He took it down, bolted in a round and hung it back. He continued to
drink and watch the approaching vehicle. He decided he would waste no
nmore time waiting. He returned to the fence, took the hanmer off the
top of the post where he had balanced it and began to drive staples
into the post, securing the wire to it. He checked often on the
progress of the vehicle.

Finally, it was close enough not to be obscured by the heat

ripples. He went quickly to his pickup, took out the rifle and peered

through the scope. He zeroed in on the license plate which reveal ed
nothing except it had a Texas license plate. He focused on the
wi ndshi el d. He winced from the glare. Then it cleared and the
driver's face came into view "Well, 1'lIl be dipped," H ggins said

softly. He replaced the rifle and returned to his job. Soon the car
cane to a stop and the door was opened and cl osed. H ggins wi ped his

brow and watched the man walk tentatively through the sandy soil and

brush. "A long ways from home, aren't you Detective Vaughn?"
"M. Higgins, |I presune?" N cholas returned the polite banter.
"You should have let me know you were comng. I would have

wai ted at ny house and saved you the drive."

"At the tinme, | thought this was a better idea. Now, | wi sh |
had cal | ed. "
"Must really be inportant to bring you so far." H ggi ns eyes

were roaming all over N cholas, looking for the telltale indications
that he carried a weapon. He could see none. Ni chol as caught his
vi sual search.

"Quite a place you have here, M. Higgins," Ncholas said
ignoring the question. He |ooked all around the vast countryside, also
ignoring Higgins penetrating gaze. "I didn't know there really were
pl aces like this. | thought the novies just made them up, a prop, you

know. "
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Now, Higgins' gaze was beconi ng nenacing. "I hate not to be
nei ghborly, Detective Vaughn but as you can see | have a lot of fence
to repair." H ggins pulled hinself up to his full height and said a
bit nore forcefully, "What can | do for you?"

Ni chol as | ooked out across the countryside again. He had the
sinking feeling that this was not a good place to confront this man. A
fellow could get lost out here, dead or alive. "There is certainly no
one to overhear us. May | speak frankly and, of course, off the
record?"

"Speak anyway you want, Detective. Al | ask is that it be fast."”

"I don't think I'Il be telling you anything you don't already
know. " He still did not |ook at Higgins. He knew he could not read
the man. "Deborah Warren was nmurdered. A particularly gruesone death.
Someone cut out her Kkidneys and she was alive, at |east, part of the
time." Now he | ooked at Higgins. He was enotionless. Ni chol as did
notice his hands. Those huge hands, the fingers slowy flexing. He
continued, "But the Doctor wasn't exactly using her profession to it's

nost noble cause. A flaw |I'm sad to say that wasn't exclusive to the

Doctor." Ni chol as | ooked at Higgins again. There was still no
reaction. "I think, M. Hggins, that you killed several people in our
fair city. | don't know why you killed nuggers and street people.
Perhaps, it was vengeance, perhaps they attacked you." N cholas took a
deep breath. "And | think you killed Deborah Warren and probably,
Samuel Franklin. He is still missing." Hi ggins opened his nouth but

Ni chol as held up his hand and continued, "W finally got to the bottom
of the transplant thing. The President and WIliam Payne covered for
the Japanese. That was never nade public. First, they didn't want to
|l ose all that noney and they sure didn't want the public to learn that
Anericans were being killed so Japanese could get transplants.”
Ni chol as nmpaned and rubbed his forehead. "Quite a nmess and all the

nmore frustrating because I am hel pl ess. "
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"Why don't you try doing sonme cop work," Hggins said
di sdai nful ly.

"This reached all the way to the President. He wasn't in on the
transplant thing but the Japanese were giving the administration
hundreds of millions and all that would have been exposed. The
i nvestigation died quickly and at the l[ower |evels. The little fish
died and the big fish swam away."

"You sure came a long way in the wong direction |ooking for a

scapegoat, Detective."

"I don't think so. Tinmothy Lawence and | figured out what
happened to the noney. Were it is, of course, renmmins a nystery." He
arched an eyebrow at Hi ggins but Hi ggins did not bite. "Deborah gave

the nmoney to you but you killed her anyway."

"I grow tired of your baseless accusations, Detective. There is
a code of the west. Do not come on to a man's property and accuse him
of sonething that you cannot prove. And there is a footnote to that
code. Don't do it even if you have proof and are thirty nmiles fromthe
near est w tness."

"A point well taken, M. Higgins. Per haps, | should specul ate
i nstead of accuse.”

"Per haps, you should haul your ass off my property.”

Ni cholas did not like the tone of his voice. He had definitely
overplayed his hand. "Allow me to finish." Hi ggins said nothing so
Ni chol as assuned he could go on. "I was investigating quite thoroughly
and naki ng sone progress. Sonething | should have been doing fromthe
begi nning," he added. "I started getting pressure, then nore pressure
then nmy departnent head called nme in. | had been conprom sed. It
seems there was a video of ne and Deborah, a Senator's wife no I|ess,
and that video was about to becone front page news, in living color on
every TV in the country.” He | ooked at Higgins. The man was tough.
There was not a sign of synpathy on his face. "I resigned from the

depart nent. I"'mno longer a cop." If N cholas had half expected that
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would nove Higgins to a confession, he would have been totally wong.
Hi ggi ns only shrugged.

" can't see that we have anything nore to discuss,

Detective....er....M. Vaughn." The faintest snmile crossed Higgins
lips.

"I cane here hoping to end this. You lost a child and | lost the
only wonman | ever loved. It doesn't help ny feelings that the wonan |

| oved was responsi ble for the death of your child."

"W are not grieving brothers, M. Vaughn. I have no synpathy
for anyone responsible for the brutal nurder of ny Any. | hope your
Doct or suffered uni magi nably."

Ni chol as | ooked at Higgins. H s eyes were beads of hate. Hi s
nostrils flared. "I hoped we could part wth some feelings of
..... ending this. That's why | cane. | can see | nade a nistake but
don't think any harm was done. We'll go on. W both lost but it
saddens ne nore that Deborah was the cause of your grief. | wanted you
to know that even though it changes nothing."

"I'"'mnot in a reconciling nood," Higgins said.

“I''ll go now | didn't cone here to make things worse." He took
a few steps toward his car. "Oh, by the way, | wonder what a guy woul d
do if he suddenly cane into a |lot of nobney. Say, close to one hundred
mllion dollars."

"Can't say, M. Vaughn. Never knew any one that had that nuch
noney. "

Ni cholas took a piece of paper from his pocket, carefully
unfolded it, looked at it and held it out to Higgins.

Hi ggins took the paper and |looked at it. "Can't read Japanese,”
he said.

"That's the names of two nen in Japan. They now have a new | ease
on life. They expect to live to a ripe old age, conplinments of

Aneri can nmedi cal expertise and the availability of replacenent parts.”
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Hi ggins stared at the paper as Nicholas made his way back to his
car. "M. Vaughn," he called out. N cholas turned and | ooked. "About
that noney. |If | had that nmuch noney 1'd go on a hunting trip."

"Where?" Nichol as asked.

"Japan. "



