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Chapter One

Soft rain fell onthe patrol car’ s windshield making the wipers
squeak. Jeanette sat in the passenger seat, biting her lower lip and
feeling nervous. Her first day with the police department was an
hour old and she hadn’t done anything terrible yet.

So far, so good, she thought.

The driver’s door opened and atall, slim man slid behind the
wheel. He pulled off his hat and shoved it between the headrest
and the cage behind the front seat.

Stuart didn’t carefor rookiesor women who thought they were
cops. Both reasons prompted the police chief to make him
Jeanette’ s field training officer.

“Well, Henderson,” He fastened his seat belt, “you ready to
deal with it?’

Jeanette nodded.

Stuart pulled the gearshift down into drive and eased away
from the curb.

“Y ou check everything out aready?’

Jeanette nodded again.

“Hey,” he spoke without taking his eyes from the road,
“Henderson.”

“Yes, sir.” She brought her head up from the patrol report
she'd been filling out.

Stuart pulled up to astop sign and put the car back in park then
turned to Jeanette.

“Let’slay down acouple of ground rules before we get off on
thewrong foot. First off, when somebody asksyou aquestion you
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answer; with your mouth not your head. | know you got a lotta
loose stuff up there but | can't tell whether you shakin® it or
noddin’ by the way it rattles. Understand?’

“Yes, sir.”

“And my name’s Stuart, not sir. Understand?’

“1 understand.”

Stuart put the car back in drive, moved around the corner and
headed toward the center of town.

With a population of fewer than seven thousand, Chimney’s
police department consisted of only seven fulltime officers.
Jeanette was the newest. She landed the job when a rash of
burglaries and thefts forced the city council to hire more people.

“Here’s another rule for you.” Stuart turned onto the town
square and pulled behind aline of carswaiting for atraffic light.
“Spend more time watchin’ what’sgoin’ on out the window than
what’s on your clipboard. You can aways get your paperwork
caught up later.”

Jeanette laid the clipboard on the seat between them.

“What isit you don’t like about me?’

Stuart shrugged.

“Ain’'t it obvious?’

“I"'m awoman?’

“That's part of it.” The light changed and Stuart followed the
cars through the intersection. “I’m used to working with people
who’ ve been in the businessfor awhile. Y ou know; they usually
know alittle more about what they’ redoin’. A rookie can get you
hurt. That bothers me. So, | don’t much care for rookies.”

Jeanette wanted to ask him how long he’ d been brain dead. It
came out, “So how long you been a cop?’

“This'll be my second year with Chimney.” He turned onto a
residential street and slowed their speed to acrawl. Ashedrove,
his eyes moved carefully from house to house. “1 was with
Jamesborofor fiveyearsbeforel camehere. The pay’ sbetter here
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and theinsurance too. Lindawas pregnant then and | had to think
about that.”

“S0,” Jeanette shifted in her seat, “1 guess that gives me about
three years more experience.”

Stuart glanced in her direction.

“1 did just over ten yearsasacop inthearmy.” She explained,
not returning what had become an angry glare.

“My last assignment was with a drug suppression team in
Germany. | wasted aguy inabar when asetup went bad. Thearmy
started given me aration of crap over it. Things at home were for
shittoo. My husband wasacivilian; worked at the PX whichisthe
army version of a department store; and | found out he was
sleepin’ around whenever | was on duty. | told him to pack his
bags and then | filed for adivorce. | got out when it was final.”

“So you weren't areal cop. You was just an MP?’

Stuart was trying to find away to win back his pride.

“Just an MP,” she spat with as much indignation as she could
muster. “You know | caught aload of that crap at the rinky-dink
academy you guys go to around here. What is it with you
civilians? You think all we did was break up bar fights or
somethin’?’

“Hey,” Stuart hadn’t expected such a sharp response, “I'm
sorry. | wasn't ever in the service...”

“Hey,” Jeanette said, mockingly, “1 won’t hold it against you.
And by the way, that car’sfixin’ to run that stop sign.”

Stuart jerked the patrol to the left and slammed on the brakes
asared panel van drovefull speed through the stop sign. It missed
the patrol by inches then pulled to the curb after clearing the
intersection.

Stuart flipped a switch that turned on the red lights and eased
in behind the van. He reached for the radio mike and grabbed
Jeanette’ s hand.

“I'll radioitin.” She said as she pulled the mike from its rack
and stepped out to stand behind the open car door.
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Stuart exited, waited until the radio dispatcher acknowledged
their location, then started toward the driver’s door of the van.
Jeanettelaid the mike on the car seat and walked to the back of the
van. Peeking through the rear window, she saw half adozen video
recorders covering the van floor. Shetried the handle on the back
door before moving along the side toward the front.

Just before reaching the window of the passenger door
something flashed through her mind: an image of the driver
pushing a gun into Stuart’s face.

She unholstered her pistol, brought it up and slowly eased
forward. She stopped when she reached the open passenger
window and the scene in her mind matched the one in reality.

“Hey, asshole.” She struggled to keep her voice calm. “You
wanna die young?’

Shecould see Stuart’ sface, pale and blank ashe stared into the
muzzle of thedriver’ sgun. All she could see of thedriver washis
long, black hair and the back of his denim jacket.

“Looks like we gotta situation,” the man answered without
turning.

“Looksthat way,” Jeanette felt her heart pounding in her
chest and silently ordered it to sSlow down. “Problem is, | don't
think you understand your options.”

“Oh | understand, alright,” hisvoice quivered. “Y ou’' re gonna
put your gun down or I’m gonnablow him away.”

Jeanette had abrief flashback to abar in Germany and asimilar
situation that ended with the death of ayoung boy too scared to
reason. She pushed the thought to the back of her mind.

“And what happens after you kill him?”’

A moment of silence as the driver considered the question.
Then, without further comment, he slowly held hisguntotheside
and let it dangle on his finger from the trigger guard.

Stuart was till frozen in place.

“Grab the gun, Stuart.”

10
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Hishand flashed up and snatched therevolver. Jeanette moved
around the front of the van, keeping her pistol trained on the
driver. She stopped when she came around to the street side and
could see the man’s face.

“Open the door, Stuart, and get him on the ground.”

Stuart complied, although his movements were slow and
mechanical. After placing the man on the ground, he pulled
handcuffs from a pouch on his pistol belt.

When their prisoner was secured, Jeanette holstered her gun
and took in a deep breath.

“Get on the radio.” She ordered. “Tell the dispatcher we're
okay and we'll be bringin’ onein. And get awrecker out here for
his car.”

Stuart stood and started toward the patrol. Two steps later he
stopped and turned back to Jeanette.

“Thanks.”

She smiled.

“No problem.”

“Hey.” The man on the ground tried to squirm into a sitting
position. “You just gonna leave me down here?’

“Hey,” Jeanette reached into apocket on her uniform shirt and
extracted a card, “what’s your name, anyway?’

“Johnny Cummings.” He turned his head to look up at
Jeanette. “And | know my rights. You can’t just leave me like
this.”

“Count your blessings, Johnny.” She fingered the card with
one hand, while resting the other on the butt of her gun. “You
could be dead right now. And just so | know that you know your
rights, let me read them to you before you say anythin’ else.”

An hour and a half later Stuart and Jeanette walked acrossthe
county jail parkinglot totheir patrol car. At thecar, Stuart stopped
before opening the driver’s door.

“How’d you know?’

11
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Jeanette looked at him quizzically.

“What?’

“Y ou had your gun out beforeyou ever got aclear view of what
was happenin’.” He pulled the key out of the car door and leaned
hisarmsontheroof. “How’ d you know | got caught with my pants
down?

“1 saw him in the outside mirror.” She lied.

Stuart shook his head.

“There wasn't no mirror on your side. That was one of the
things | checked off on the inventory sheet before the wrecker
hauled it off.”

“Hey.” Jeanette opened the door on her side. “What difference
does it make? Everything turned out okay.”

She sat in the car and pulled the door closed. Stuart joined her
and started the engine before he asked again.

“It makes a difference to me.” He pulled the gearshift into
reverse but kept hisfoot on the brake. “How’d you know?’

“Would you believe meif | said it was women'’ sintuition?’

“Try again.”

“Tell you what,” Jeanette glanced away then turned back,
“find ussomeplaceto get acoffeeand I’ll think up adifferentlie.”

“Alright,” he backed out of the parking slot, “but it better bea
good one.”

The Kitchen Door occupied a corner of the intersection of
North Wood Street and State Highway 155, astone’ sthrow away
from the county jail. They madethe drivein silence. When Stuart
turned off the enginein the parking lot, Jeanette opened her door
and started from the car.

“Wait aminute.”

“Okay,” she stopped with one leg on the pavement, “I
remembered it; just before it happened.”

Stuart didn’t have a chance to respond because Jeanette was
out of the car and headed toward the restaurant as soon as she

12
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finished speaking. Stuart slammed his fist on the steering wheel
and climbed out of the car to follow.

In the restaurant, they found atable and ordered coffee from a
waitress. Jeanette stared at her hands, clasped in front of her on
the tabletop. Stuart waited until the waitress brought their cups
and moved away before he prodded again.

“What do you mean, you remembered it?’

His manner had changed dramatically since their first
meeting, less than two hours earlier. The flippant arrogance was
gone. Jeanette took a sip of coffee and continued to avoid his
glance. After along silence, she set the cup on the table.

“I remember things that haven’t happened yet.”

Stuart smiled.

“You'rejokin’, right?’

Shelooked up at him, concernin her eyes and shook her head.

“You can see in the future?’ His voice peaked. “Is that how
you knew the van was gonna run the stop sign?’

“Butit’snot al thetime,” shenodded and signed, choosing her
words carefully. “The Army psychiatrist called it forward
memory. He said everybody’s got it but most people never
develop it to the point where they realize what’ s happening.”

“Your psychiatrist? Y ou mean you had a shrink?’

Shedidn’t like the direction the conversation had taken. These
were private parts of her life; things she kept to herself because of
the potential for problems. She stared at Stuart through narrowed
eyes, as the musclesin her jaw tightened.

“You say that like an accusation.”

“And you're avoidin’ the question,” he haf smiled. “Why
don’'t you wannatell me what’s up?’

Jeanette stared at him a second longer.

“Because you're an asshole and | don’t trust you. Because
when | was akid, | thought everybody could do the same thing.
When | got older | found out how wrong | was, how different |

13
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was, and it scared the hell outtame. Becauseit’ swhat let mefind
out Kevin was sleepin’ with my best friend. And because when |
needed it the most, it didn't do a damn thing to keep me from
killin" akid. It'snot fun. It’snot neat and you' redamn right | had
a shrink. Not because I’'m crazy but to try and keep from goin’
crazy.”

“Sorry | asked.”

“Yeah,” her eyesturned down, “metoo. | guessyou’ re gonna
bring this up with the Chief?’

“Hadn’t planned to,” his voice took on agentler quality. “But
can’'t you seethat? | mean, can’t you tell what’s gonna happen?’

She shook her head.

“It'snot likethat. | can't...”

She stopped in mid-sentence and looked up from her coffee. A
tall, dark haired man approached their table. Realizing Jeanette’' s
attention had shifted, Stuart turned in his seat as the other man
spoke.

“Hey, Stuart.”

“Richard!” He stood. “When'd you get back in town?’

The two men shook hands. They stopped short of exchanging
hugs as Stuart remembered Jeanette.

“Richard, this is Jeanette Henderson. Jeanette, this is my
wife's brother, Richard Enfield.”

Richard leaned forward, offering his hand. Jeanette accepted
absently.

“I didn’t know Chimney had progressed far enough to hire a
female cop.” He smiled broadly. “Does that mean we're finally
comin’ out of the Stone Age?’

He noticed Jeanette’ s gaze was fixed, as it had been since he
approached, and she still did not speak.

“I’'m sorry.” His voice took on an apologetic tone. “1 didn’'t
mean to offend you.”

“I"'m,” Jeanette shook herself from the trance, “I mean, no.
You didn't.”

14
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Abruptly, she stood and dug into her pocket for change. “1’ll
get thetip if you pay for the coffee.”

Stuart glanced at her puzzled.

“Coffee’sfree here, but...”

“Good,” she cut him off, her voice almost panicked. “You
leave the tip then and I’ll meet you at the car.”

She looked at Richard, a nervous smile on her face.

“It was good meeting you.”

Before Richard could formulate a response, she brushed past
and headed toward the exit. The two men stared at one another,
confused.

“Do you always have that effect on women?’

“She’'syour partner.”

Stuart reflected on the earlier events.

“A good one, too.” Then another thought cameto mind. “Have
you talked to Linda since you got in?’

“No. | was gonnagive her acall when | got to the house.”

“Make sure you do.” Stuart pulled a wad of bills from his
pocket and dropped oneonthetable. “ She' d haveafitif shefound
out I knew you were back before she did.”

“| better get back on the road.” He glanced at his watch. “I’ll
talk to you later.”

“Okay.” Richard’ sthoughts went back to Jeanette’ s behavior.
“Tell your partner, | didn’t mean to say anything out of line.”

“Forget about it.” He headed for the door. “We' ve had arough
day, already.”

Hefound Jeanettewaiting inthecar, busying herself with their
patrol report.

“Areyou okay?’

He sat and pulled the door closed.

“Yeah,” Jeanette answered without looking up from her work.
“Why do you ask?’

“Cause you got kinda spaced back there.”

15
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They moved from the parking lot and drove north toward the
city limits. Near the edge of town Stuart moved the car to the side
of the road and parked. He turned sideways in the seat and rested
an arm on the seat back.

“Somethin’ bugged you about Richard. What was it?" He
stared directly into her face. “Did you see somethin’?’

“No,” Jeanette shifted in her seat, suddenly restless. “Nothin’
like that.”

“You'relyin'.”

Jeanette finally looked at him. But before she could reply the
radio sounded, dispatching them to a family disturbance. Stuart
turned around in his seat and put the car in drive while Jeanette
answered the radio. As he pulled onto the highway, he glanced
over at her. She knew he wondered what thoughts were going
through her mind. Before he could ask, shelooked up and smiled.

“Maybe you're not such ajerk after all.”

“I’m not even gonna ask.”

“Not now, anyway,” she added.

They drove into a clean, middle-class neighborhood. Single
story homes and well-kept lawnslined the streets. Here and there,
bicycles and toys occupied driveways and young children played
intheir yards.

Stuart stopped infront of ared, brick housewith aflower-lined
walkway. He reached for the radio mike but stopped short when
he realized Jeanette was aready telling the dispatcher they had
arrived.

Asthey exited the car, awoman opened the front door of the
house. Mud covered her light blue dress, her blond hair was
mussed and dirty, and she walked urgently toward Stuart and
Jeanette.

Jeanette reached her first.

“What’s wrong, ma’ am?’

“My husband and hisbrother,” tears streaked the dried mud on
her face, “they’re trying to kill each other.”

16
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“Where are they?’ Stuart asked.

He reached out and touched her arm in an effort to calm her.

“In the backyard,” she sobbed. “It’s a stupid fight. | mean,
Larry shouldn’'t even be still mad about it. | mean, it’s been years
and years. But he just won't stop.”

“Y ou stay here by our car.” Stuart reassured the woman.

Heand Jeanettetrotted up the driveway and around to the back of
the house. Before they reached the back yard, they heard the shouts
of the two men; one heavy, but cam; the other, loud and shrill.

Stuart wasjust ahead of Jeanette asthey rounded the corner of
the house and found the two men on the ground: one seated on the
chest of the other. The man on the bottom was dim and well
muscled, while the guy on top was heavier, rounder and not so
well proportioned.

“Police officers,” Stuart announced, “what seems to be the
problem, here?’

“Theproblem,” the smaller man mouthed, “isthat thisfat fuck
won't get off me.”

“Hey, Larry,” theother man commented. “| toldyou I’ dlet you
upif you'dleave. You kept mouthin’ and fightin’ so herewesit.”

He turned to Jeanette, who stood several paces to Stuart’s
right.

“1 didn’t know we had alady on the department.”

Jeanette had to smile at the man’sjovial attitude.

“Well we do,” she acknowledged, “and I’'m afraid I’ m gonna
have to ask you to get off of your friend.”

“Heain’t no fuckin’ friend.” The bottom man shouted. “He's
my damned brother.”

The top man stood slowly. Having noticed Jeanette’s hand
resting on her pistol, he brought his hands up in front of him with
his paims out.

“I’'m Sam Clark.” The heavy man said. “Thisis my brother,
Larry. We were just havin’ an argument and things got a little
outta hand.”

17
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“Looks like.” Stuart stepped forward so he was between the
two combatants. “What's this all about?’

Larry rolled to one side, jumped to his feet, and brushed mud
and grass from his clothes.

“The bastard stole my girl friend and married her.”

“That was fourteen years ago, you dumb shit.”

“l don't careif it was fourteen days ago.” Larry took a step
forward but stopped when Jeanette moved beside Stuart. It put
both officers between Larry and his brother. “Y ou took her from
me when she wanted me, not you.”

“1 think you need to go home, Mr. Clark,” Jeanette offered.

“1 think you need to get fucked, bitch.”

Jeanette’ s eyes narrowed.

Stuart started around her but she put ahand on hisarm, I got
this,” and shook her head.

“Mr. Clark, you can either go home or go to jail.”

He took a step closer, “Kiss my ass,” and doubled his hands
into fists.

Jeanette moved toward him, stepped to one side and brought a
knee up into his stomach. Larry doubled over as the air rushed
from his lungs and Jeanette pushed him forward with the heal of
her palm. He stumbled which let Jeanette grab aflailing arm with
one hand and eased him to the ground. Her handcuffs seemed to
materialize in her free hand and before Larry could regain his
senses he was secured and helpless.

“Y ou’' reunder arrest for assaulting apeace officer.” Jeanette's
voice stayed calm and business-like. “| won’t bother reading you
your rightsbecausel don’ t plan on asking you any questionsabout
the offense for which you’ ve been arrested.”

Shelooked over at Stuart and Sam. Her scuffle ended quickly
enough neither man had the chance to help. They stared
disbelieving at Larry who squirmed and cursed in the mud.

“Ah,” Jeanette cleared her throat, “| takeit thelady out front’s
your wife, Mr. Clark.”

18
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“Yeah,” asmile cameto Sam’ s face, “but how’d you do that,
ma’ am?| mean, |’ ve been fightin’ him on and off for most of my
lifeand | wasdoin’ good just to stay on top. But you laid him out
just like boom, boom, boom.”

“That’ swhat they train usfor at the academy. Right, Stuart?’

“Ah. Yeah. Right, Mr. Clark.” Stuart wiped the confused
expressionfrom hisface. “ And why don’t you gowithmy partner.
She'll wanna get some information from you and your wife for
our report. I’ll get your brother loaded in the car.”

“Okay.” Sam glanced down at his brother again then back at
Jeanette. “| love it. We can go through the house.”

Jeanette followed Sam through the house. They found his
wife, Alison, waiting patiently by the patrol car.

“Honey,” Sam called, motioning to her from the front door.
“They wanna get some information from us.

They moved back into the house and tried to make themselves
comfortable. After getting their persona information, Jeanette
asked the question that occupied her since Larry’ soutburstsabout
Sam and Alison.

“What' s the problem between you and your brother?”

Sam sat in astraight-backed chair at the kitchen table. Alison
hovered near a window, watching Stuart handle Larry and
Jeanette stood in the doorway leading to the living room,
scribbling in her pocket notebook.

“He'sgot it in hishead that Alison was supposed to marry him
and not me.”

“How long’ s this been goin’ on?’

“Since we were in high school.” Sam leaned forward,
propping his elbows on the table. “That’s been eighteen years,
now.”

“Eighteen years?’ Jeanette said in disbelief. “You' ve been
puttin’ up with him for eighteen years?’

“Doesn’t make sense, does it?” Alison chimed in. “I dated
Larry for about a month. We went out maybe four or five times.

19
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Nothin” ever happened that should have made him think we was
anything but friends. He and | were in the same grade and Sam
was a grade ahead.”

“They’ d gone out twice before | even met her.” Sam went on.
“Anyway, not long after that—maybe a few months later—me
and Alison started seeing each other. We got married ayear after
she graduated and | guess up till then, Larry thought he still had a
chance. Today’s not much different than what usually happens.
Just that we wound up draggin’ Alison in the fight with us.”

“How long’'s he gonna have to stay in jail?” Alison turned
away from the window.

“Till he can make bail.” Jeanette flipped the notebook closed
and tucked it into her pocket. “Y ou guys gonnaget him out or is
he gonna have to call somebody?’

Alison looked at Sam for a moment.

“Let him sit there for awhile,” Allison insisted.

“Maybe,” Sam nodded, “it’ [l bring him around alittle bit.”

“Well, folks we're gonna get over to the jail.” Jeanette
straightened and headed toward the front door.

“Officer Henderson...?’

Alison walked from the kitchen and stood only a few paces
behind Jeanette.

“I"'m scared,” she glanced over her shoulder to make sure her
husband wasn't listening, “of Larry. | didn’t tell Sam, but before
he came out, Larry was, well... He was trying to hurt me and he
was acting crazy. Even more than usual.”

“1 don’t know what to tell you, Misses Clark. Did you want to
file assault charges against him?”’

“No.” She shook her head. “I want him to leave us alone.”

For thefirst time, Jeanette noticed how tired Alison looked; as
if the years of fighting and bickering had taken a heavy toll. She
wanted to reach out to her but held back; maybe because of alack
of self-confidence or because her own life was so unstable.

20
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“l don't realy know what to tell you, there.” She felt like a
coward running from afight. “Just that the next time it happens,
try and call us before it gets out of hand.”

Alison’s sad eyes brighten a bit.

“Okay.” She smiled. “Thanks for comin’.”

“Yes, maam.”

Jeanette turned and opened the door. Stuart waited on thelawn
beside the car. In the back seat, Larry leaned against the door,
unmoving. Jeanettewal ked briskly to the car and Stuart tossed her
the keys as she came within afew feet.

“Your bust,” he smiled, “you get to drive.”

The drive to the county jail was quiet. Larry never spoke; his
pride wounded by the defeat at the hands of a woman. Stuart
busied himself with the patrol report while Jeanette let her
thoughts wander.

She welcomed the scuffle with Larry and the distraction of
someone else’ s problem. It gave her achanceto occupy her mind,
to fill it with clutter and distraction. At timeslike that she did not
notice images of things to come. At times like that she felt
comfortable and happy. At times like that she could tell herself
she was normal. Quite times, like their driveto thejail, were the
things she hated and feared. When her mind was unencumbered,
images flowed freely; scenes from experiences passed and those
yet to come.

“Hey,” Stuart called quietly, “Earth to Henderson.”

“I"'m here.”

She smiled and thanked him mentally. She al'so noted how
drastically his personality had changed sincetheir initial meeting
earlier that day. Had she judged him prematurely?

“When wefinish booking thisguy in,” helaid the clipboard on
the seat between them, “we need to go by the office and do some
reports. We've got two pretty good ones to write up and it ain’t
even lunch, yet.”
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“Okay.” Jeanette glanced at her watch. “It’ll be noon before
we finish with this. Why don’t we swing by McDonald’ s and get
something on the way to the office? That way we can eat and get
the reports outta the way at the same time.”

“Works for me.”

They arrived at the jail and deposited Larry. After grabbing
some burgers, they called the dispatcher to have the next calls
handled by another patrol. At the office, they settled down and
started on their reports and meal .

Stuart worked on the disturbance call while Jeanette worked
out the details of the earlier arrest. Over the years, she learned
some rather creative ways to fabricate explanations for her
insight. Onmorethan afew occasionsit had allowed her to get the
upper hand in some difficult situations.

“Henderson,” Stuart looked up from his work and spoke
around a mouth full of burger, “what you did to that Clark guy.
Doesit have aname or did you just make it up?’

Jeanette chuckled.

“Just say he lunged at me and | kneed him in the stomach and
then placed him on the ground.”

“Soundsgoodtome.” A thought occurredto him. “By theway,
why’ d you hold me back? Or did you know what was comin’?’

“Yeah.”

She averted his gaze.

“Y eah, what?’

“l saw it.”

“How?’" Stuart set his pen on the desk. “I mean, what do you
do?

“It’ s not something | do.” She didn’t want to talk about it but
she knew avoiding the issue would only make him more curious.

“1 don’t control it. It just happens. Sometimes, if I’ m busy with
something else, | don’t notice. Other timesit’ svagueor it doesn’t
relate to anything going on, so | don’t know whether my mind’s
just wandering or I’'m remembering something.”

22
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Stuart reached into his pocket for a pack of cigarettes.

“How far ahead can you see things?’

“You sound like my shrink; athousand questions.”

“Sorry.” He started to withdraw. “1’ll shut up.”

Jeanette had continued to work on her report. Now she stopped
as thoughts from several hours ago resurfaced.

“1"ve seen Richard before,” sheannounced, “fiveyearsago. In
adream.”

“Isthat why you got so weird when he walked up?’

She nodded.

“I didn’t know it...hell I didn’t even know I’ d be here, then.”

“Does that happen often?’

“No.” Shechewed on her lip, gathering her thoughts. “ Not that
| remember. Couple of minutes or a couple of hoursisnormal. A
few times | even remembered stuff four or five days ahead.”

“Well, what’ s the difference?’

“You don't understand. | dreamed about him five years
ago...for five days straight. The exact same dream.”

She closed her eyes, bringing back the memoriesfrom so long
ago.

“We were dressed up. He was wearing atux and | wasin a
long, blue dinner gown. There was acrowd of peopleoutside...a
hospital. And | was talkin’ to a nurse about...”

A curious expression crossed her face.

“...arape??

“In formal wear?’ Stuart cocked his head to one side.

“Doesn’t make sense, does it?’

“No.” He shook his head. “But nothin’ about this has made
sense...so why start now? What happened next?’

“He took me home after the hospital.” She straightened, “and
it was the place I’ m staying at, now.”

Abruptly, she stood and strode from the room. Stuart followed
her into the lobby then out onto the front porch.
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“I"'m sorry,” she pressed a palm to her forehead. “I needed
someair. | can’'t handle this shit right now.”

“What shit?’

He was genuinely concerned, afact that surprised her. It may
have been because she saved his life earlier or everything that
happened since. Whatever the reason, she felt he was as
concerned about her as he would be for the officers he worked
with for years.

“Wemadelove, you nitt-witt,” shefinally answered. “Hetook
me home and we made love.”

“So what’ s wrong with that?’ He still did not understand her
dilemma. “ Sounds like a pretty good time, to me.”

“That’s not the point.” She turned away. “Hell, | don’t know
thepoint. Maybel don’t likeknowing in advancewhen I’ m gonna
get some. Maybe | don’t like bein’ told what to do.”

“But nobody’ stellin’ you what to do.”

“Yeah?' Shegrowled. “ That’ snot theway | seeit. How would
you likeitif I told you that you were gonnarun over akid on the
way to work tomorrow?’

He took a step back.

“You're shittin’" me, right?’

“It’'sjust an example, Stuart.”

“Oh.” He relaxed. “But that’'s not the same. That's not like
learnin’ somethin’ good.”

“Depends on your definition of good.”

Her voice was low, with a sharp edge.

“You lost me again. Isn't sex good?’

“I haven't been with anyone since before my divorce was
final.”

Stuart raised an eyebrow.

“Why not?’

“Because the thought of being touched by a man, any man,
pissed me off;, made me wanna puke. Because | didn’t think
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anybody wanted to be with me, for me. Not for my body, not for
the animal pleasure of raw, naked sex; but for me.”

Stuart misread her tone and made the mistake of uttering a
halfhearted snicker.

“Men are pigs, huh?’

“You got it!”

She spun around on him, her tonetaking aharsh, bitter quality.
Stuart raised his hands in a defensive gesture.

“Not all men are like that.”

“1f men arethe best of the breed,” she stared at him with anger
lighting her eyes, “like they think they are, then we're one hell of
asorry species.”

“Youdon'tknow Richard,” helaughed. “ | usedto think hewas
gonnagrow up to beapriest. Infact, | think hewasavirgintill he
met hiswife.”

As quickly as Jeanette’ s anger surfaced, it now subsided.

“Hiswife?

“Yeah. Shedied in acar wreck,” hisvoice took on apeculiar
quality, “five years ago.”

Jeanette went pale.

“Oh my dear God....”
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Chapter Two

Jeanette undraped her jacket from the chair back and slung it
over her shoulder. Stuart sat on the edge of a desk and made
finishing notes on their patrol report. But Jeanette suspected his
attention was on her and their conversation of several hours
earlier.

“What'reyou doin’ tonight?’ He set the clipboard on the desk
beside him.

“1 don’t know,” she stopped by the office door, “figure I’ d get
cleaned up, have some dinner and maybe watch somethin’ on
TV.”

“Why don’t you come by my placefor supper?|’m sureLinda
wouldn’t mind.”

Jeanette shook her head.

“1 don’t wanna impose on your wife.”

“You won't be,” he stood and retrieved his car keys from a
pocket. “| called the house and sheinsisted on measkin’ you over.
Which is odd when | think about it ’ cause she’s never cared one
way or the other about the guys | work with.”

“Okay.” She gavein. “What time?’

“We usually sit down to eat *bout five-thirty.” He glanced at
hiswatch. “ It sthree now; get there by four and we can haveafew
beers beforehand.”

“You got Bud?’" She smiled.

“Miller.”

“It'll have to do.”

Jeanette walked out to her car and climbed in. The little Ford
started with aturn of the key. As she eased out of the parking lot,

26



| REMEMBER TOMORROW

Stuart waved from the front porch of the police station. Jeanette
drove over to the curb and rolled down her window.

“l just called Linda to tell her to expect you.” Stuart’s eyes
were worried. “Richard’ s gonna be there.”

Jeanette’ s heart fluttered and she closed her eyesas sheleaned
her head back. Stuart walked over and rested his arms atop the
roof of the car. He wanted to say something or prompt her to say
something.

“Maybe,” he blurted, “you wanna make it another time.”

“That won't solve anything.” Jeanette chewed her lip then sat
up in her seat. “I’'ll seeyou at four.”

“You sure?’ He stood and took a step back, “I can tell Linda
somethin’ came up and you couldn’t make it.”

“They say,” Jeanette pushed the gearshiftinto first but kept her
feet on the clutch and brake, “you gottalook itintheeye or you'll
be runnin’ from it for the rest of your life.”

“They,” Stuart offered, “don’t always know what the hell
they’re talkin’ about.”

“1 know.”

She popped the clutch and sgquealed the tires as she pulled
away from the station. She drove across town to her apartment, a
one room on thefirst floor of atwenty-four-unit complex. When
she closed the front door behind her, she threw the dead bolt,
dlipped the security chaininitsslot, and slumped to the floor with
her back to the door. Her body shook, little quaking tremors, and
shefelt cold and weak.

Fiveminuteslater shefound the strength to stand. Shedropped
her jacket inachair by the door then unbuckled her pistol belt and
laidit onthejacket. Slowly, with agreat deal of effort, she moved
to the back of the apartment and into the bathroom where she ran
atub of water. Thetremorsstill racked her body and assoon asthe
water filled half of the tub she undressed and climbed in.

She did down in the tub until only her head remained above
water. The warmth seeped into her pores, wrapped itself around
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her and made her feel comfortable and secure. Then the images
came and filled her mind. Five years had passed since she had
seen them; five years since they had snaked across her
consciousness. She closed her eyes and wept quietly, wondering
how long she could hold onto her sanity.

When she finished bathing she dressed but her movements
were slow and methodical. She chose a pair of jeans and aloose,
cotton blouse then opted for a pair of Reeboks over the western
boots that occupied a corner of her closet.

The phone rang and she reached across the bed to grab the
receiver from the hand of a smiling Mickey Mouse.

“Yeah?

“You aright?’

“Stuart?’

She turned to look at the clock on her nightstand. It was four-
thirty.

“1 thought you mighta changed your mind.”

“No, no,” sheshook her head. “ Just took alittlelonger cleanin’
up than | figured. I’ m about to head out the door, now.”

“Okay. We'll seeyouinafew.”

She started to say good-bye, then thought to ask, “Is he there,
yet?’

The line was silent for a second.

“Stuart,” she prompted.

“Yeah.” Hisvoicelow and quiet. “Y eah, he was aready here
when | got home.”

“Don’t worry about it. I'mnot.” Shelied. “I'll seeyouwhen |
get there.”

“Sure.” Theworry from earlier returned. “Bye.”

Jeanette handed the phone back to Mickey and rolled off the
bed. From somewhere, she found renewed strength and moved
with purpose as she strode from the apartment.

Stuart lived inasmall, three-bedroom, brick home. Crab grass
fought with scattered, colorful toys for control of the lawn. The
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neighborhood reminded Jeanette of the one she and Stuart visited
earlier. While these homes were older and smaller, both
neighborhoods had the same feel of small town domesticity.

Stuart stood waiting at the kitchen door as Jeanette turned off
the street and into the driveway. He stepped out onto the carport
with abeer in each hand and handed a bottle to Jeanette while she
climbed from the car. She turned it up and swallowed, savoring
the cold, tingling sensation. When she brought the bottle down it
was half empty.

“You don’t waste no time, do you?’

“Hey,” she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand,
“somebody hands me a beer, | figure they want me to drink it.”

“Come on in and meet Linda.”

She followed him through the carport and into the kitchen. A
handsome woman, nearly astall as Stuart, stood at the sink, up to
her elbows in dishwater. She turned when they walked in.

“Soyou're Jeanette.” She pulled her handsfrom the water and
wiped them with a towel. “1 hear you pulled his butt out of a
ringer, today.”

The smile on her face and outstretched hand, belayed the
sarcastic tone. Jeanette accepted the hand with a bit of hesitation
and for amoment, was lost for words. She glanced at Stuart and
could tell he felt the same unease as he made the formal
introduction.

“Jeanette, this is Linda.” He clamped a hand on Linda's
shoulder and squeezed dlightly. “Lindathisisour new rookie...”

Jeanette’ s shot him an angry glance.

“...er, sorry.” He swallowed hard. “1 meant, thisis my new
partner, Jeanette.”

“l don't know if I like the idea of Stuart working with a
woman.”

“Don’t you think women should be cops?’

The new voice came from the doorway that led to the living
room. Richard |eaned against the doorframe, sipping aglass of tea
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“No,” Linda released Jeanette's hand and smiled, “1 mean |
don’t trust Stuart to keep hiseyesand mind on hiswork instead of
onyou.”

“Not to worry,” the tension in the air eased and Jeanette
realized she had been holding her breath. She exhaled slowly and
returned Linda s smile. “He's not my type.”

“Have you met Richard, Jeanette?’

Jeanette started to say yes, then noticed Richard waving ahand
and shaking hishead behind hissister. She understood the gesture
but not the reason.

“No | haven't,” shefinally said.

Linda turned to her brother, who quickly dropped his hand.

“Comeon in here”

He walked into the kitchen and Jeanette took a reflexive step
backward. Sheturned and quickly met Stuart’ seyes, then brought
her attention back to Richard who stood only afew feet away.

“Richard Enfield,” he reached for Jeanette's free hand, “and
I’m pleased to meet you.”

Her pulseratejumped and she could feel her heart thumpingin
her chest. She brought her hand up to meet Richard’s. He clasped
it tightly and for amoment, Jeanette thought she would faint. Her
mouth fell open, asif to speak but asin the restaurant, no words
found their way to her lips. Richard noticed the hint of fear in her
eyes, but continued to hold her hand.

Stuart came to the rescue.

“Why don’t we go oninto theliving room and let Lindafinish
in here” He hooked Richard’'s arm and broke his grip on
Jeanette’ s hand. “ The sooner she gets done with the dishes, the
sooner we can eat.”

“Jeanette...?’

Linda cocked her head to one side and eyed Jeanette oddly.
The sound of her voice broke her trance.

“Oh.” Sheshook her head. “1I’msorry. | guessmy first day just
took more outta me than | realized.”
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“lI know how that is,” Linda lied. “Stuart gets like that
sometimes, too.”

Jeanette took another swig from her beer and drained the
bottle. She looked around for a wastebasket then met Linda's
eyes, which she had been avoiding. Rather than inquire about the
questionsthat cameto mind, Lindaopened acabinet door beneath
the sink. Jeanettewalked over and dropped the bottlein theplastic
trashcan.

“We met when me and Stuart were havin’ coffee, earlier
today.”

“l figured as much.” Linda offered a more genuine smile.
“They think they’ re keeping big secretsfrom me, but I’m usually
one step ahead of them.”

The smile turned to alook of concern.

“Areyou sureyou’'re aright?’

“No,” the answer was more honest than Jeanette had intended,
“but worrying about it’s not gonna make it any better. | just got
some things that’ve been botherin’ me. Thanks for askin’,
though.”

Linda plunged her hands back into the dishwater before
remarking, “There’s more beer in the frig.”

“Thanks.”

She stepped over to the refrigerator; found two six packs and
grabbed another bottle. Linda still faced the sink and showed no
sign of continuing the conversation, so Jeanette joined Stuart and
Richard in the living room.

“Hey, Jeanette,” Stuart sat in agray, high-backed, easy chair,
“1 was just tellin’ Richard about the guy you took out over on
Anderson Street.”

He stood and turned back to Richard, spreading hisarms apart.

“1 mean, he was one of these pulp wood haulin’ types; thick
through the chest with arms to match. But she just kinda danced
tooneside,” hedid alittlejig and stuck oneleg out in front, “and
next thing anybody knew the guy was on the ground eatin’ dirt.”
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Richard glanced at Jeanette, not sure whether to be amused or
embarrassed. Jeanette moved to the sofa and sat across the room
from him. She watched Stuart's demonstration with dlight
annoyance but found she wanted to laugh at his comica
awkwardness.

“Y ou know you'’ re gonna have to teach me that, don’t you?’

She raised her eyebrows.

“But | thought you didn't like working with women and
rookies.”

“Oh,” his face acquired a hurt puppy expression, “I did say
somethin’ like that, didn’t |7’

Jeanette nodded.

“Well, | guessl...”

“...was wrong.” Linda stood in the doorway between the
living room and kitchen.

“But then that’ snothin’ new, isit?’” Shesmiled. “ Y ou’ reusedto
humble pie. By the way, if anybody’ sinterested, supper’sready.”

They moved into the dining room. Jeanette trailed behind the
others, waiting to see what the seating arrangements would be.
She wanted to take every precaution to keep her distance from
Richard. Luckily, when the others found their places the open
chair was on the far side of the table from him.

“Smells good.” She sat and slid her chair up to the table.

“Thank you.” Linda accepted the complement. “But it’s just
Irish potatoes and apot roast. We used to haveit all thetimewhen
I was growin’ up in Chicago.”

“Stuart didn’t tell me you were from Chicago.”

“Ayelassie,” Richard chimed in with his best Irish accent, “a
strict Irish Catholic background.”

“1 have some family up there,” Jeanette stabbed a square of
potato. “ O’ Conner and Mallory, from around Highland Park.”

“That's where our dad’s from.” Linda sipped from a cup of
coffee. “He used to work for aguy named Simon O’ Conner who
ran amen’s store.”
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“Over on Park Street?’ Jeanette' s eyes brightened.

“Yeah,” Richard answered, “right next to a big department
store.”

“Hey, that’smy uncle.” Jeanette beamed. “He smarried to my
father’s oldest sister.”

“From what dad tells us,” Linda reached across the table for
the salt shaker, “he was areal ass hole.”

She glanced at Richard and winked. Then looked from Stuart
to Jeanette who both sat with their mouths open.

“She'skiddin’, guys.” Richard smiled.

“No I’'m not. Dad used to always come home at night talkin’
about the guy. How hewasafat, lazy, suck head. Made dad do all
the work, while he sat around and ran off at the mouth with the
customers.”

“Lindal” Stuart’s eyes widened.

Richard leaned back in his chair with an amused expression
while Jeanette stopped with afork full of food between her plate
and her month. Her eyes moved from Linda to Stuart, and then
back to Linda, who grinned broadly before bursting into laughter.

“Had you going for a minute, there, didn't |7’

“Son of a....” Stuart signed before a snicker escaped.

Theremainder of the evening went well, finally winding down
prior toten o’ clock. Jeanetteleft feeling relieved, having survived
the encounter with Richard without the world coming to an end.

When she arrived home, she readied herself for bed and
wondered what terrible thing she actually expected. Reflecting on
it, she decided her fears had been unwarranted and she settled in
for anights sleep.

The following day began without incident. She met Stuart at
the police department. They checked their patrol car and started
their shift with nothing more than small conversation. The day
eased into afternoon beforetheir first call. Jeanette’ sattention had
been on her conversation with Stuart about the City Council when
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the image of a woman raced across her mind. It was intense
enough to cause her to twinge but with her mind occupied she
failed to pay heed.

They were driving through the parking lot of the town’s only
supermarket when the dispatcher called on the radio, sending
them back to the department to take a report. Stuart pulled back
onto the highway and accelerated slightly as he weaved through
traffic.

“Why the rush?’ Jeanette asked, a bit curious. This was the
first time she had seen Stuart in a hurry to do anything.

“TheChief’ sat theoffice,” Stuart chewed on hislip. “He' sgot
this stop watch and he likes to time us to see if we fart around
when we get calls at the office. He' sgot this thing about pleasing
the public.”

“Whatever.”

They cameto astop at the curb in front of the department and
noticed the Chief standing on the front porch. He was tall and
stocky, with hard features and a deep voice. Worry exuded from
his expression and he moved toward them as they stepped from
the patrol.

“1 want you to do this one, Henderson.” He pulled a cigarette
from a pack in his shirt pocket without taking his eyes from
Jeanette. “And | want you to use al that fancy trainin’ you got in
the Army while you're doin’ it.”

“Sir?’ Jeanette was thoroughly confused by his abruptness. “|
don’t understand. Stuart’s the senior partner.”

“And I'm the Chief,” he lit the cigarette, inhaling deeply
before continuing. “So, you'll be handling this one. Any
guestions?’

Jeanette looked at Stuart but found no support or indication
that he would reply.

“No, sir,” she finally answered, “other than, where's the
complainant?’
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“Follow me.”

They moved into the station and walked through the lobby. A
short hallway led to restrooms on the right and the squad room on
the left. Seated at one of the officer’s desks was a thin, tired
woman. Her hair was mussed and her makeup ran from the tears
that streaked down her face. She held awad of tissuein one hand,
while the other clutched a purse.

Jeanette walked over and pulled a chair up close. She sat
beside the woman, rather than behind the desk, wanting to make
her feel comfortable instead of like she was about to be
interrogated.

“Hi. My name' s Jeanette.” It was almost a whisper.

“Hi,” the woman looked tentatively at Stuart and the Chief,
who stood in the office doorway. “ Are they going to bein here?’

Before Jeanette could respond, the Chief tugged on Stuart’s
arm and pulled him out of the office. The woman sniffled and
wiped at her nose then tried to speak again.

“When did you start workin’ here?’

“Thisismy second day, ma am,” Jeanette adjusted her seat so
she could better see the woman’ sface, “but I’ ve been acop alot
longer than that.”

The woman looked as though she wanted to talk but was
having trouble finding the words. Jeanette tried to help her.

“Why don’t you start by telling me your name?’

“Ruby.” She whimpered. “Ruby Anderson.”

“Okay, Ms Anderson...”

“It' s Misses Anderson.”

There was a hint of indignation in her voice.

“I'msorry..."

Jeanette wished the Chief had told her more about what was
going on here. She was beginning to feel rather uneasy. She
reached out and placed a hand on the woman’s arm.

“Did someone hurt you?”’
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Asthewordsleft her lips, sheremembered thewoman’ simage
that danced across her mind’ seye before they were called back to
thestation. Inthe sameinstant, thetwingefrom earlier returned as
new sights flooded into her consciousness; flashes of things that
had happened to Ruby; sights, sounds, odors; al of them covered
with fear and hurt and pain. Jeanette jerked her hand back, as if
she had pricked afinger on athorn. The images stopped.

“Somebody raped you...didn’t they?’

Ruby looked at Jeanette with sad, mournful eyes and the flow
of tears renewed themselves. Rather than speaking, she simply
nodded and wept openly. Jeanette leaned forward and held her
close, letting her cry for several minutes before shetried to go on.

An hour later, Jeanette waited at the receptionist’ s desk of the
hospital. Stuart and the Chief stood at the counter with her, talking
among themselves. Ruby had been taken into a treatment room,
where she would be examined and specimens taken by the doctor
for use as evidence. Jeanette finished talking to the receptionist
and turned to the Chief.

“When we pulled up at the station, why didn’t you tell methis
was a rape?’

“Would it have made a difference?’

“Maybe.”

“1 don’t think so,” he started to pull acigarette from his pocket
then remembered he couldn’t smokein the hospital. “ Besides, she
wouldn’t talk to anybody but awoman. Otherwise| wouldataken
the report. We're lucky she reported it at all.”

“Why’sthat?’” Stuart looked puzzled.

“I1t happened around eleven last night,” Jeanette answered for
the Chief. “That was more than sixteen hours ago. | think she
almost didn’t comein.”

“1 &till don’t understand,” Stuart reiterated.

Jeanette exchanged a knowing glance with the Chief, who
shook his head.
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“Don’'t worry about it,” he said.

At the same moment, anurse pushed through the doubl e doors
from the traumaunit. She held aclear, plastic container about the
size of adeck of cards.

“Here’ stherapekit,” she handed the box to Jeanette, “and she
wants to talk to you.”

Jeanette grabbed her clipboard from the counter and followed
the nurse. Ruby waited in a small room. The only furnishings
were a chair and an exam table. She sat on the edge of the table,
awhite hospital gown wrapped around her.

“What’ s gonna happen, now?’

Jeanette turned to the nurse, who had followed her into the
room. The woman blushed, dlightly and backed out into the
hallway.

“Well,” Jeanette pulled the chair closer to Ruby and sat, “I'd
really likefor you to come back to the station with me and give us
awritten statement. | know you gotta betired, but it’sreally best
if we can get this now, while everything's still fresh in your
mind.”

“But | didn’t see him.” Ruby shivered and pulled the gown
close. “Hewasbehind methewholetime. How can astatement do
any good?’

“1 wanna ask you some questions.” She thought a second and
rephrased herself. “ Actually, | wannaask you alot of questions. If
you' d seenwho it was, we could just go out andtry tofind himand
pick him up. Asitis, we're gonnahaveto put al of thistogether
like a puzzle and we can’t solve the puzzle until we're sure we
have all of the pieces. Even if you didn’'t see him, there’s still
gonnabe things he mighta said or did that’ |l help usfind out who
heis. Do you understand?’

Ruby nodded.

“It' sjust that... It'sjust that it’s...”

“...s0 hard talkin’ about it.” Jeanette finished for her.
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Ruby’ seyeswere sad and shelowered her head. Jeanette stood
and before she realized it Ruby had reached out and grasped her
hands. In that instant, Ruby’ s memories slammed into Jeanette’' s
mind again, rocking her physically. She twitched and gripped the
other woman’ shandstighter asawave of nauseawashed over her
and made her weak. She felt Ruby’s revulsion, her fear and
loathing, and she felt the physical pain asif it had been her own
rather than the woman who held onto her.

“Ruby,” shemuttered, trying to keep the panic out of her voice,
“1 know thisishard for you. | know you’ d rather go away and try
to forget it ever happened. But you won't be able to forget, and
what you're feeling won’'t go away until you can come to grips
with it. If we don’'t get this guy, he's probably gonna do it to
somebody else. Y ou don’t want that do you?’

“No.” She whimpered and shook her head.

Jeanette fought to retain her composure as the images from
Ruby’ sordeal continued. The earlier sensations began to subside
intoasick feelinginher belly and dull throbbing in the back of her
head. Slowly, sheslipped her handsfrom Ruby’ sgrip and thelink
wasbroken assuddenly asif afaucet had turned off. She staggered
back, kicking her chair into thewall. Ruby was so involved in her
own emotional state, she never noticed Jeanette’'s pale
complexion, the sweat on her brow, or her rapid breathing.

“1 want you to get dressed and come back to the station with
us.” She straightened herself. “Y ou think you can do that?”’

Ruby looked up at her, her eyes sad and tortured.

“If you think | should.”

Jeanette shook her head violently.

“Don’'t do this because of what | think. Y ou gotta do it for
yourself.”

A knock at the door made both women jump as the nurse
peeked in with alook of concern.

“Is everything aright in here? | thought | heard somethin’ hit
the wall.”
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“We'reokay,” Jeanette smoothed her short hair and moved to
the door. She stopped as she grabbed the handle and turned back
to Ruby who traded her sad expression for a halfhearted smile.

“I’ll be just aminute. Let me put my clothes back on.”

Jeanette returned the smile and walked out.

“Well?” Stuart said, with a dumb expression on his face.

He and the Chief had been hovering by the door. They both
looked anxious.

“ She’ scoming back to the officeto do awritten statement.” As
she spokethewords, Jeanette remembered theimagesthat flowed
from Ruby during their brief contact.

“But | don’t think it’s gonna give us much to work with. She
didn’t see the guy and she was so scared during the whole thing
she didn’t notice anything that’ Il help.”

“Then,” Stuart pushed his hands into his pockets, “what’sthe
usein gettin’ the statement?’

“Because,” Jeanette remembered a line from a song she once
heard, “every little bit counts?’

Ruby gave a five-page statement. It detailed everything she
could recall. But, as Jeanette feared, the horror of what happened
overshadowed all else. She never saw the man’s face; never
noticed his clothes or his voice when he spoke. She remembered
he had been strong and stank of liquor, but that description could
fit nearly half the city’ s male population.

The man entered her home by breaking a window in her
kitchen with arock that wasfound when Stuart and another patrol
officer went to check the scene. They recovered cloth fibersfrom
the broken glass but nothing el se and when asked, Ruby recalled
the hand he placed over her mouth had been gloved.

When Jeanette and Stuart finished tagging the evidence and
writing their reports, less than half an hour remained on the shift.
As they sat in their office, sipping coffee from paper cups, the
phone rang.
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Stuart reached across his desk and grabbed the receiver. He
spoke briefly then handed the receiver to Jeanette.

“They wannatalk to you.” He grinned.

“Whoisit?

“Ask 'em.”

Jeanette put her cup on the desk and took the receiver.

“Thisis Officer Henderson. Can | help you?’

“Hi,” the voice said, “thisis Richard.”

“Hi.” Jeanette straightened and licked her lips, as her mouth
suddenly went dry.

“You doin’ anything tonight?’

“WEell,” she shifted in her seat and shot Stuart a viscous stare,
“1 had somereadin’ | wasgonnado, but | can alwaysput it off for
some other time. Y ou got somethin’ better in mind?’

“Yeah. How about dinner? What say | pick you up at six?’

Jeanette wasn't sureshewasready to bea onewith him. While
the previous night had gone without incident, shefelt it might be
pressing her luck to go any further.

“l don't know. | mean, how do | know your intentions are
honorable?’

“Hey,” Stuart broke in, “you know you wanna go, so quit
stringin’ him along.”

“Tell Stuart to shut up,” Richard said over the phone.

“Richard said to shut up.” Jeanette grinned pleasurably.

“Well, excuse me!”

“Make it six-thirty,” she said to Richard. “I need to pick
somethin’ up from the store on the way home.”

“Okay. Seeyou then.”

“Yeah. Seeyou then.” She dropped the phoneinitscradle and
looked at Stuart.

“You can do this.” He tried to be reassuring.

“That’s easy for you to say,” shefelt like she may have made
the wrong choice. “He' s not the man of your dreams.”

“Just don’t wear a blue evening gown.”
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“Funny,” she drank the last of her coffee and threw the empty
cup at him, “itisto laugh.”

Jeanette worried when she left the police department, she
worried on her way to the store, and sheworried onthedriveto her
apartment. When she arrived she had almost decided to call
Richard and cancel their date. She walked into the kitchen and
reached for the phone that hung on the wall when it rang.

“Hello...”

“Henderson?”’

“Yeah, Chief. What's up?’

There was along silence.

“Chief?’ she asked again.

“1 need you to come back up to the department.”

“Why?" Sheknew theanswer even assheasked. “What’ sup?’

“We got another rape.”

She changed the receiver to her other ear and reached for the
refrigerator door with her free hand.

“Can’t somebody else handle it?’

Thelong silence again. Thistime she could hear voicesin the
background.

“Chief?’

“l wantyou onit,” hegrumbled. “You’ Il get comp-timefor it.”

Asif that made it okay.

“I’ll be right there.”

Shelaid afinger on thereceiver cradle, hanging up the phone
then released it and dialed Richard’s number.

“Richard.” Shetried not to sound relieved. “1 gotta cancel our
dinner. Somethin’s come up at the station.”

“Okay.” His disappointment was not as easily disguised.
“Givemeacall whenyou get back in. Maybeif it’ snot too latewe
can still do something.”

“Yeah. Maybe.” She had no intention of calling him later.
She' d been saved by the bell and she wasn’t about to jump back
inthering. “I'll seeyou later.”
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Five minutes later she walked through the police department
door and found agroup of people seated inthelobby. She glanced
toward the back of the room and found the Chief. He motioned
with an incline of his head.

“What'sall this?” She whispered when she stood beside him.

“Thisway.”

Hetook her into the squad room. In the same seat where Ruby
had waited that morning, another woman sat looking small and
hurt. She wore a gray terry-cloth bathrobe. Her face was bruised
and blood had caked over cuts that crisscrossed her nose and
cheeks.

“Her family went out for an early dinner,” the Chief spokelow,
trying to keep the woman from hearing. “She stayed home to
watch the baby. When the others came back they found her on the
floor in the bedroom like this...minus the robe.”

Jeanette closed her eyesand lowered her head, shaking it from
sideto side.

“Let’sget toit.” She growled.

Her tone made the Chief take a step back.

“Was that for me?’ He asked.

She tweaked the corners of her mouth into a quick grin but
didn’t answer. Instead, she moved to the teenage girl who sat
looking like her world had ended.

“Hi. My name's Jeanette.” It was almost a whisper.

“Hi,” the girl looked at her with tired eyes. “I’'m Annie. You
gonna get the bastard that did this?’

“With your help,” venom dripped from her voice, “I’'m gonna
giveit one hell of atry.”

The examination at the hospital, the statement back at the
office, the collecting of evidence from the scene, all of the steps
from the previous case were repeated with the new one.

Jeanette’s original shift ended at three that afternoon. It was
nineforty-five when she signed her nameto thereport cover sheet
and dropped it in the secretary’ s box.
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“1 want you to take the day off, tomorrow.”

The Chief leaned against the door jam that led to his office.

“Even if you get another rape report?’

Jeanette realized she was out of line before she finished the
sentence. Still, it felt good.

“Touche.”

Mentally she smiled and decided to take advantage.

“Youmindfillin" meinonwhat’sgoin’ on here?’ Shewalked
over to him and stared up into hisface. “1 mean, am | the only one
here that can work a rape case?’

“Youdon't get it, do you?’

“Get what?’

“Thewoman thismorning,” he pulled acigarettefrom hispack
andlitit, “thegirl tonight. Y ou don’t know who they are, doyou?’

“Should 1?” She was becoming agitated.

“l figured Stuart woulda filled you in on the local socio-
economic class system by now. | guess not.” He inhaled on the
cigarette and blew smoke toward to ceiling. “Both of them live
over in Winston Terrace. That’ swerethe money familiesare. It's
bad enough we got some asshole runnin’ around rapin’ people;
it'sworse’ cause of where he decided to do it.”

“Well kiss my ass,” again Jeanette spoke before considering
her words. “ Y oumean that if they werefrom another part of town,
it wouldn’t be just as bad?’

“Individualy, yeah,” surprisingly, hedidn’t react to her lack of
respect, “collectively, politically, it couldn’t be worse. Rape is
rape and it doesn’t matter whether you driveaMercedesor an old
Ford. I'm aready catchin’ flack from this. Now we got some
pretty good officers here. But at best their street cops. They do a
good job on patrol; they can handle disturbances and even armed
robberies. But they’re for shit when it comes to workin' acrime
scene and doin’ the follow up.”

“Aren’'t you the one that hired them?”’
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He smiled at her.

“I hired you too.”

“Oops...."

“l didn’t mean it like that.” He straightened and crossed to a
desk by the window where he snubbed his cigarette into an
ashtray. “Even if you were pushin’ the line a bit.”

“Sorry,” she almost lowered her head, “but it's been a long
day.”

“Don’t worry about it. | wish | had somebody to snap at right
about now.” He motioned to the door. “Let’s get outta here.”

Jeanetteled theway down the short hall and through thelobby.
When they stepped outside, she stopped and | et the night air touch
her. It had turned cold and she shivered, but still reveled in the
sensation. It was the norm that January saw some of the coldest
weather in the northeastern part of the state. It seemed this year
would be no different.

“You know, it took alot of politickin’ to get you on here.”

Roger pulled the door behind him and checked the handle to
make sure it was locked.

“How s0?’

“ThisisEast Texas,” hewithdrew another cigarette. Instead of
lighting it, he stuck it in his mouth and spoke around it. “Women
copsaredtill rare...specialy inlittletownslikethis. But | wanted
you, not because| wastryin’ to beatrendsetter but becausel liked
your background. | talked to half a dozen of your previous
supervisors....”

“You did?" Surprise lit her face.

“Yep,” Roger nodded, “even the CID Commander at your last
station. | wanted somebody to round out the department. We got
applications from alot of good-ole-boys, even from some guys
that’ ve worked on some of the bigger departments around here.
None of them had your experience. | figured if you hung out with
the other guys enough, maybe some of what you know might rub
off on them.”
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He glanced at his watch.

“It’ safter ten. Y ou better take off. I’ [l make sureyour timegets
logged in.”

“Yeah.” Jeanette sighed. “1 better head home and get some
rest.”

“And remember, don’t come in tomorrow.”

“No problem. I'll seeyou later.”

She trotted off to her car and climbed in. After starting the
engine, she slumped down in the seat and closed her eyes, |etting
her head Iull back against the headrest. She felt bone-weary and
looked forward to getting home and taking along, leisurely bath.
After afew minutes she pulled out of the parking lot and headed
away from the office.

When she eased into her parking spot at the apartments she
noticed someone seated on the steps outside her door. The
shadowy figure wore a heavy coat with the collar turned up and
hishead was bowed preventing Jeanette from seeing hisface. She
touched her holster and unsnapped the pistol.

K eeping her attention on theman, she stepped from her car and
pushed the door closed behind her. As she approached her
apartment, the man raised his head then stood slowly. He held
something in hisleft hand and the right was stuffed in the pocket
of his coat.

Less than ten paces away, Jeanette stopped and called to him.

“Hi,” she spoke loudly with aforced, friendly tone, “are you
waiting for me?’

“Asamatter of fact,” Richard took a step away from the door
and into the light shinning down from a big, mercury vapor lamp
in the parking area, “I am.”

Jeanettefelt thetension flow from her chest asshelet her hand
drop away from the grip of the pistol. She closed the distance
between them, shaking her head.

“It’s not the wisest of moves to wait in the dark in front of a
cop’s apartment.”
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Richard raised hiseyebrows, realizing that her tone was not so
jovia asit could have been.

“Sorry,” heapologized and felt rather foolish, “I guess| didn’t
think of it that way. | thought you might come home and forget to
call me, and | really wanted to make sure | saw you tonight.”

Jeanette didn’t like the sound of that but instead of addressing
the issue, she brushed past him and opened the door.

“Comeonin. I'll put some coffee on.”

They went inside and Jeanette dropped her pistol belt in the
chair by the door. Relieved of its weight she felt better: more
human. Richard followed her into the living room and found a
seat on the sofa that stretched across the wall opposite the front
window. He placed atall paper sack onthe coffeetableand |eaned
back, trying to make himself comfortable. But Jeanette’ s unease
had aready rubbed off on him.

“S0,” he made an attempt at light conversation, hoping it
would lighten the mood, “what happened at the office? Was it
major?’

Jeanette had walked into the kitchen and busied herself with
the coffee maker.

“So, how long did you have to wait for me?’

She made a vow shortly after starting her career in law
enforcement: never bring home to the office and never bring the
office home. Side stepping Richard’s question had been so
natural he never realized what happened.

“Hadn’t been long.” He glanced at his watch. “Maybe thirty
minutes.”

Jeanette scooped coffee from the can and moved to the basket
of the coffee maker. Suddenly it dawned on her how unnerving it
was having Richard in the apartment. A shudder made her dump
half the grounds on the counter. Without asound, shelowered her
hands, braced herself against the counter top, and forced her
breathing to slow. When she looked up, Richard stood in the
entrance to the kitchen.
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“You aright?” His voice carried an edge of concern. “You
look sorta pale.”

Jeanette grabbed a dishtowel, brushed the coffee from the
counter into her hand and deposited it in the wastebasket beneath
the sink.

“Guess | just put in too many hours today.”

“Gooninthelivingroom,” he crossed the room and picked up
the scoop, “I'll get this.”

“Thanks.” She pushed past, happy to put some distance
between the two of them.

In theliving room, she flopped down on the sofaand slumped
back in the cushions. It felt good to relax and close her eyes. The
day had been long and hard, and she needed some time alone, but
she did not want to offend this man whom she feared so.

“Open the bag on the table,” Richard called from the kitchen.

“What'sin it?’ Jeanette sat up.

She grabbed the sack and removed afat, round bottle of cheap
wine. Smiling, she twisted the cap, stuck a finger inside and
touched the finger to her tongue. It had aloud, grape sodaflavor.

“Here.”

He stood behind her, holding two long stemmed, plastic
glasses.

“It’ snot the good stuff, but it isalcohol and it’ sreally not that
bad.”

Jeanette took the glasses and poured for both of them. Richard
came around the couch and sat next to her, retrieved one of the
glasses and took a sip.

“Ooh,” heturned up his nose, “maybe it isthat bad.”

They laughed together, and Jeanette finally began to feel
comfortable.

“Stuart says he really likes working with you.” He took
another sip. “What'd you do to him?’

“What do you mean?’
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“1 mean, he's aclassic example of the East Texas male. He's
aniceguy and all, but when it comesto women he’ sgot somereal
fifties ideas. Like women should stay home and take care of the
house. Y ou know; the whole barefoot and pregnant thing.”

Jeanette had been swallowing when he made the remark and
nearly choked with the last comment. She placed her glass on the
end table beside her and touched the back of her hand to her mouth
to catch adrop of wine that tried to escape.

“He started the caveman routine when wefirst met, and | was
afraid they’ d stuck mewith areal brain dead specimen at first. But
after getting to know him, he seems aright.”

She conveniently omitted the details of Stuart’s motivation to
change. To her surprise, Richard mentioned it.

“Yeah, he was sayin’ you bailed him outta a pretty bad
situation.”

“Wegot lucky.” Shetried to explain. “Hegot caught off guard
and | happened to be in the right place at the right time.”

“That’s not the way hetellsit.”

She eyed Richard curiously; not sure how much he knew.

“1 don’t understand.”

Richard shifted in his seat so he could ook directly at her.

“1 guess | oughta stop hedging.”

“1 guess you should.” Jeanette’ s defenses came back on line.
“What did Stuart tell you?’

“Don’t be mad with him. | sorta tricked him into tellin’ me
about you.”

“Damnit!” Jeanette stood and stepped away from the sofa.
“Damnit! | shoulda known better than to take his word. He
promised...”

“...that hewouldn’t tell the Chief.” Richard finished. “And he
didn’t. If | hadn’t pushed him into it, he wouldn’t have told me.
Don’'t blame him. Please.”

“1 think maybe you should go.”
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“It's called precognition.” Richard’s voice became low,
almost apologetic. “It's the ability to see things before they
happen.”

“I don’t really wanna hear this.”

“l know,” he stood and started toward her, then decided
against it, “but you need to.”

“And what’ s that supposed to mean?’

“Com’on,” he motioned to the sofa. “ Sit down.”

“No,” she shook her head. “For the time being, I’d rather
stand.”

Richard sighed and lowered himself to the couch.

“Have you ever met anybody else who could do the same
thing?’ He asked.

She gave him alook as though he had just fallen out of atree.

“I"'m serious.” He picked up his glass and took another sip.
“Haveyou?’

“No. Why?’

“1 know two who can. | know four people who can tell you
what you'’ re thinking, another one that can tell you what you did
yesterday, and half a dozen who can do all of that and more.”

“And what nut house did you escape from?”’

Jeanette noticed that she was smiling and they both laughed.

“Will you sit down, now?’ Richard patted the seat next to him.

“Okay,” Jeanetterelented, “but I’ m giving noticethat | dothis
under protest.”

“Noted and logged.”

She joined him on the couch but pushed back against the
armrest on her left. The gurgling of the coffee maker drew her
attention to the kitchen and she decided she wanted something
other than wine. She stood and grabbed her glass from the end
table.

“Y ou want some coffee or are you gonnatry and continue to
defend your taste in wines?’
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He looked at his glass then at Jeanette.

“Let’s go with the coffee.”

He followed her to the kitchen where Jeanette acquired two
large mugs from her cupboard. One had a picture of a yellow
giraffe, the other a blue teddy bear. She handed the teddy cup to
Richard.

“My grandma, what big cups you have.”

“Hey,” she poured hisfirst, “if you cometo my houseto drink
coffee, you're gonnadrink it from real cups, not saucers.”

When she finished pouring, she leaned back against the
counter.

“Now tell me about these weird friends of yours.”

“WEell,” he put the cup to hislips and sipped, “we get together
at least twiceamonth. Usually at one of our houses, but fromtime
to time, we meet a a restaurant for lunch on a Saturday or
somethin’.”

“And,” she pushed.

“And we talk about stuff.”

“What kinda stuff?’

“Meditation, astral projections, palm reading, tarot cards...”

“Whoa,” Jeanette put up a hand, “you talkin’ about psychics
and shit like that, aren’t you?”’

“Yeah,” helooked puzzled. “ Didn’'t you know that’ swhat you
are?’

“I’'mnot apsychic.” Theobjectionwasstiff. “| mean, yeah|’ve
got forward memory and all, but | can’t tell the future.”

Richard tapped the side of his head with two of hisfingers.

“What do you think forward memory is? Like | said;
precognition; it's a psychic trait. And from what | understand
you're pretty gifted.”

“Gifted?’ Her voice became shrill, “thereain’t no gift toit. At
best it' sapainintheass. You got any ideawhat it’ slike to know
what’ s gonna happen before it happens?’
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“Yeah.”
“Oh. So, | suppose you're a psychic too?’
“Yeah. | am.”

Jeanette rolled her eyes and straightened. She walked past
Richard and back into the living room. He followed, but just as
she started to sit on the sofa, she changed course and turned back
to the kitchen, nearly running into him.

“Thisisloony, you know that? Thisisjust plain loony.” She
finished her coffee and went back for more. “ And just what kinda
psychic traits do you possess?’

“Basicaly clairvoyance; that’'s being able to discern things
without the aid of the normal five senses.”

“So you read the backs of cards, and tell what's inside of
closed boxes and stuff like that?’

Her tone dripped with sarcasm.

“I can—I mean | have. But it's more than just that. It's like
instincts to the nth degree. Y ou know what | mean?’

“No,” Jeanette raised her eyebrows and shook her head, “I
don't believe | do.”

“I tell youwhat,” Richard finished hiscup and setitinthesink,
“we got ameeting tomorrow night. Why don’t you come with me
and check it out. | want you to meet one of thefolksthere, anyway.
She helped me when | first started gettin’ into this.”

“1 don’t think so0.”

“Why not?’

“Because | haven't gonethat far off the deep end, yet. | mean,
| spend damn near half my waking hoursjust tryin’ to keep agrip
onmy sanity. | don’'t think gettin’ together with abunch of nutsis
what | need.”

As soon as she spoke the words, she realized how cruel it
sounded. Richard stood with an expression that bordered on
distress.

“I"'m sorry. | didn’t mean it that way.”
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“1,” Richard stepped closer to her, “I think you need us. | think
you need to talk to peoplewho are more aware of thingsthan your
psychiatrist was. | won't attack hisintentions, or hisbelief that the
way hewasworkingwithyouisthebest thingfor you. I will attack
hisbelief that histraining and experience were going to help you.
After all, forward memory is a medical term for something the
medical community doesn’t understand. They’ ve seen it enough
that they should, but they havethisnarrow little view of theworld
and unless thingsfit into their neat little folder of the way things
are, they can’t copewithit. Their answer istotreat you likeyou're
mentally disturbed. Then they’ll try to cure you, either with
therapy or drugs. The problem is that there's nothing to cure.
What you have; what you can do; is normal and you don’'t cure
people from normalcy.”

“Sounds like you' re speaking from experience.”

“l am.” Helowered hiseyes. “When Carol died | lost it. | went
straight off the deep end. | mean, | knew if she went to the store
shewouldn’t come back. | tried to tell her but | didn’t understand
what was happening. | couldn’t seeit, but there was this nagging
little voice in the back of my head that told me things and it was
screamin’ so loud | almost couldn’'t hear anything else. But |
couldn’t make her understand.”

He turned his head and closed his eyes tightly, trying to hold
back tears. Jeanette felt suddenly uneasy. She wanted to comfort
him, but could not find the words. She wondered what kind of
woman Carol had been to have such an effect after so many years.

“I"'m sorry.” Slowly, Richard regained his composure. “But
the point I'm making isthat if I’d known what was happening, |
might’ ve been able to stop her. Asitwas, | didn’t and | couldn’t.
Now, your case might be different. You might actually stagger
around until you finally open your eyes by yourself. But you're
gonnarun into alottawalls before that happens. If you learn how
to handleit, if you learn how to useit, you might be able to steer
around some of those walls.”
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“What time’s this meeting?’ Jeanette muttered.

“Seven-thirty.”

The mention of time made Richard glance at his watch.
Midnight loomed close and he stood, placing hiscup onthe coffee
table.

“1 better get out of here. You've had a long day and you
probably wanna get some rest.”

Jeanette followed him to the door, considering what had been
said and how he had behaved. When Richard opened the door, he
stopped and turned around. They were only inches apart and she
could smell the mixture of coffee and sweet wine on his breath.

“Y ou wanna come by and get me at about six-thirty?’

“Does that mean we got a date?’ Richard smiled.

Jeanette nodded.

“Six-thirty it is, then.”

Without considering the ramifications, he leaned forward and
kissed her briefly then pulled away.

Jeanette’ s eyes widened, she felt her heart skip abeat and she
realized her breathing was so fast she was nearly panting. They
stared, unspeaking for asplit second before he touched hislipsto
hersagain. It wassoft but filled with aquiet energy and shemelted
into him, savoring the moment. When their lips parted, he seemed
sullen, much like the moment when he spoke of his wife. Then,
sowly, agentle smile crossed his face.

“Stuart was wrong.”

Jeanette looked at him curiously.

“What?’

“He said | wouldn’t remember how.”

Jeanette smiled broadly, remembering her revelations to
Stuart aday earlier.

“He’ s not the only one who was wrong.”

“Careto elaborate on that?’

“No,” she placed a hand on his chest and gently pushed him
beyond the door’ s threshold, “and I’ll see you tomorrow night.”
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Jeanette’ s hand groped across the nightstand in search of the
ringing phone as it sounded again and made her grimace before
shecould homein. Sheknocked thereceiver from Mickey’ shand,
then picked it up and laboriously brought it to her ear.

“Hello?” She murmured.

“What do you do on your day off,” Linda’'s voice was far too
bright and cheery for eight in the morning, “when you're new in
town, and the only peopleyou know are the onesyou work with?’

“Lin...” Jeanette sat up in the bed. “Linda?’

“Yeah. Richard said he was over to your place pretty late last
night, so | decided you didn’t deserve to sleep in. Y ou wanna go
into Tyler or Longview with me?’

“1 wanna go back to sleep.”

“That’ s not one of your options.”

Jeanette swung her legs over the bedside and squinted as she
tried to read the hands on the clock. It occurred to her she needed
to get adigital clock, maybe with aradio.

“Tyler or Longview, huh?’

“Yep,” Linda s voice oozed perkiness, “choiceisyours.”

Jeanette considered for a moment then a thought came to
mind. “What about Dallas? It’sonly acouple ahours away, isn't
it?’

“Yeah, straight out the interstate.”

“I’ll drive.” Jeanette’'s mouth tasted like sand but she was
starting to comearound. “My car doesn’t burn asmuch gasasthat
tank you and Stuart got.”
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“Okay. I'll have coffee on when you get here. Seeyou in about
an hour.”

“Yeah,” Jeanette hung up the phone, “you’ [l seemewhen | get
there.”

She hefted herself out of bed and stumbled into the bathroom
where she paused at the mirror over the sink and moaned when
she saw her reflection. Her short hair, flat on one side and spiked
on the other, looked like a punk rocker nightmare. She leaned
forward and inspected her blood shot eyes then closed them and
shook her head.

“You're not gettin’ any younger, chicky.”

If shewasgoing to resurrect herself, ashower wasdefinitely in
order. She turned on the water and undressed as the bathroom
filled with steam. As she stepped one foot in the tub, the phone
range.

“Well kissmy....”

Her hand reached for a towel as she hurried back into the
bedroom.

“Yeah?

“Hi.”

Naked beneath the towel, goose bumps rose on her arms and
shefelt arousal rush from her head to the tips of her toes.

“Hi, Richard.”

“What're you doin’ today?’

Jeanette adjusted the towel with her free hand.

“Meand Lindaare gonnarideinto Dallasas soon as| can get
cleaned up and over there. Where are you?’

“I’'m fixin’ to head out the door. | gotta be at work in about
twenty minutes. | just wanted to see if you slept alright.”

“Yeah,” she sat on the edge of the bed, “and we're still on for
tonight, so don’t worry about me changin’ my mind.”

“Okay,” he paused and Jeanette heard muffled voices in the
background, “I'll give you a call when | get home tonight.”
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“Alright.” It dawned on her how pointless the conversation
was. It also dawned on her she didn’t care. “ See you then. Bye.”

She handed the phone back to the grinning mouse and stayed
on the bed for amoment. Shefinally shook herself and went back
into the bathroom.

After cleaning up, she grabbed a quick bowl of cereal and
headed over to meet Linda. Only when she pulled into the
driveway of her partner’s house did she remembered what Linda
said over the phone. Richard had talked to her sometime between
leaving Jeanette’ s apartment and that morning when they spoke
on the phone. Shewondered on the content of such aconversation
and how much of her private life Linda knew.

The ponderings were interrupted when she noticed Linda
standing in the open doorway to the carport. Jeanette put on a
smile and switched off the car.

“What took you so long?’ Linda asked.

“Oh,” Jeanette moaned as she climbed from the car, “Richard
called when | was gettin’ in the shower.”

Linda smiled and nodded.

“He has away of picking the worst time to want to get on the
phone.”

“Must be a family trait.” Jeanette said jokingly. “I did not
wanna get outta bed when you called.”

“Hey you'rein East Texas, now. Wedon't sleep the day away
out here.” Linda pushed the door open and |et Jeanette walk past.

“That reminds me, you never did say how you wound up here.
I mean, you got family up north and it’s not like thisis the place
to be.”

The two women walked through the kitchen and into the
dining room. Jeanette set her purse on the table and dlid into the
straight-backed chair. She started to answer but caught awhiff of
freshly brewed coffee and an overwhelming need grabbed her.

“Please,” she leaned forward, “you gottalet me have a cup of
that coffee.”
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“No problem.”

Linda stepped into the kitchen and pulled two cups out of the
dish drainer. While she poured, Jeanette busied herself checking
her lipstick inatiny mirror from her purse. Lindarejoined her and
they sipped from their cups before Jeanette finally answered the
earlier question.

“When | was gettin’ ready to get outta the Army | decided |
needed to go someplace where | could start from scratch. | coulda
got on a department in Chicago, where my folks are, but...”

She searched for the proper expression.

“...1 didn’t wannabe around anybody who’ d been apart of my
life with Johnny.” She closed her eyes and Linda noticed her
hands tighten around the cup. “Damn | hate him.”

She set the cup on the table and put a hand over her eyes,
turning away from Linda. Emotions held in check suddenly
rushed to the surfaceand tearsquickly found their way to her eyes.
In aninstant, she brought herself under control, sniffled onceand
found her composure. Lindafelt awkward. At the sametime, she
marveled at the ridged control Jeanette exercised over herself.

“1 don’t know how you do it.”

Jeanette looked up, puzzled.

“Do what?’

“Keep such atight rein on what you'refeelin’.” Shetook asip
of coffee, looking at Jeanette through the steam that drifted up
fromthecup. “If meand Stuart ever split up, | think I’d go crazy.”

“What makes you think I’'m not crazy?’

They both snickered and the tension eased noticeably.

“I'm glad Stuart got you as a partner.” Her eyes locked on
Jeanette’s, but the smile remained and the tone was still friendly.
“1 wasn't too hot about the idea at first: young, good lookin’,
woman cop ridin’ around with my husband for forty hours a
week.”

“Plain Jane cop, you mean.”
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“Don’t kid yourself, lady,” Linda turned up the last of her
coffee and put the empty cup on the table, “nine or ten years ago
I mightalooked as good as you. In fact, back then, | was runnin’
the streets back home so hot and heavy there wasn’t aman around
who was safe. That's parta why | had Stuart invite you over for
dinner the other night. Had to check you out...seeif my man was
gonna be safe.”

Jeanette blushed.

“1 don’t take complements well.”

“Sorry.” Linda stood. “Well, you ready to get on the road?’

“Yeah.”

They headed south on the main road out of Chimney. Ten
minutes later they were traveling west on the interstate toward
Dallas. Thetwo-hour drive gave them achanceto get acquainted.
As they neared Dallas, traffic slowed to a crawl and Linda
expressed reservations about their decision to venture into the
larger city.

“I never remember how bad it isuntil | get here.”

“That’ s another reason | moved to Chimney.” Jeanette leaned
forward and changed stations on the car stereo. “1 got tired of
crowds along time ago.”

“Sotell me,” Lindapulled acigarette from acloth case, “ what
wasitlikeinthe Army. | camereal closetojoinin’, myself. But at
the last minute | chickened out.”

“Well,” Jeanette chewed on her lower lip, “actualy, it pretty
much sucked. | mean, it had itsgood points. Likejob security, free
medical, and aplaceto live. But, when you really got down toit,
itwaslikebein” at work all thetime. | mean, here | get up in the
mornin’sand put in my eight hours. But when the shift’sover I’'m
on my time.”

She reflected on being called back in the previous night and
modified the statement.

“Mostly my time. But when the shift ends in the Army, you
still belong to Uncle Sugar.”
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“Uncle Sugar?’

“Y eah. Uncle Sam, Uncle Sugar...same song different verse.”

“So why'd you stay in so long?’ Linda glanced ahead and
spotted a sign announcing the LBJ Parkway. “ That’s our exit up
there.”

Jeanette glanced over her shoulder, checked traffic beside her
then turned the steering wheel and started to move into the right
lane. Half way through the lane change shejerked the wheel back
to theright. An instant later a pick up, coming from an on ramp,
swerved in beside them.

“Son of abitch.” Linda gestured with her hand as she shouted
out the open window. “That guy couldarun al over us.”

The pick up driver leered at the two women briefly before
accelerating ahead and disappearing into the ocean of slow
moving cars.

“I didn’'t even see him till he was already there.”

Jeanette didn’t comment. Shereacted not on what her eyeshad
seen but on the picture that played out in her mind. She relaxed
when Linda went back to the origina subject of ther
conversation.

“So, anyway,” Linda tossed the butt of her cigarette out the
window, “if the Army sucked so bad, what kept you there so
long?’

“ Stupidity asmuch asanything else. Redlly, | just got caughtin
arut. | had ajob, | had a family, and | was doin’ somethin’ |
thought served apurpose. Asit turned out, what family | had went
down the tubes, as much because of the Army as anythin’ else.
And after | killed that kid, | kindalost somethin’. Y ou know, it’s
likefindin’ out you’ ve been dreamin’ when you thought you were
awake. All those years | spent workin’, sweatin’ over whether |
was gonnamake agood case; al thetimetheworld’ sgoin’ to hell
in a hand basket.”

She reached their exit and turned off the interstate. There
seemed to be moretraffic on the parkway, but it flowed smoothly.
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“How far we goin’ ?’

“See the mall just down the way?’

Jeanettetipped her head up and saw thelong, low building less
than amile ahead.

“Anyway,” she went on, “after my husband decided he was
stupid and the Army finally stopped tryin’ to burn me over the
shootin’, | figured I’ d better get out before things got even worse.
Even with all that, it was still like leavin® home all over again. |
hadn’t realized how we' d isolated ourselves from the rest of the
world.”

“What do you mean?’

Lindalit another cigarette.

“It’ shard to explainunlessyou’ vebeenthere. It ssortalikethe
difference between...”

In mid sentence, an image shot into Jeanette’s mind. The
physical sensation manifested itself asasudden weaknessand she
lost her grip on the steering wheel for asplit second. At the same
time, she was hit with a mild dizziness and nausea.

The image was of a woman with short blonde hair and soft
features. Shewore glassesand sat inadimly lit room with asmall
group of others. It was so clear it could have been a photograph.
Asquickly as it came, the image and discomfort passed.

Linda svoice brought her out of the momentary trance asthey
came upon the turn off.

“You’ re gonna miss the off ramp.”

“Oh shit!” She snatched the wheel hard and the car lurched to
the right. “ Sorry about that.”

“For cryin’ out loud,” Linda was pale, “I thought you were
havin' a heart attack or somethin’. Y ou started shakin’ and had
this blank look on your face.”

“1 don’t know.”

Shepulledinto themall parking lot and found a parking place.
When sheswitched off the car she closed her eyesand |eaned back
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in the seat. A sharp pain began at the back of her neck and crept
up into her head.

“| feel like death warmed over. Like I’ ve been out in the sun
too long.”

Linda frowned with concern. She turned in her seat and put a
hand to Jeanette’ s forehead.

“You don’'t seem to have afever or anything. Y ou wannajust
sit her for a minute?’

“No.” Jeanette breathed deeply and turned her head from side
to side to loosen the muscles in her neck. “1 think I’m okay.”

“You sure.” Theworry in Linda s voice was genuine. “I can
drive us back, you know.”

“No. Let’s go see how much money we can spend.”

Their excursion lasted more than three hours. Linda seemed
like a child in a candy store, sampling dresses, shoes, even
perfume. Jeanette managed to control her urges and throughout
the escapade she selected a single pair of denim jeans.

When the shopping spree ended the two women stopped at a
lunch stand in the mall. Jeanette bought a corny dog with mustard
and asmall bag of frieswhile Lindaindulged herself in adouble
hamburger with onion rings and a large Coke.

“So tell me, what's the deal with the rape.” Linda pushed a
stray sliver of lettuce in her mouth. “ Stuart says there' s been two
in the last couple of days.”

Until that point, they had gone the entire day without
mentioning work. Jeanette |earned years earlier that bringing the
jobhomeledtotrouble. It tended to be aleading cause of burn out
among cops. It was especially poor judgment to discuss ongoing
investigationswith civilians. Even if they were married to fellow
cops. But for whatever reason, she relented and violated both
traditions.

“We don't have a hell of a lot yet.” She licked a drop of
mustard that threatened to fall into her lap. “None of the lab
work’s back, yet, so we don’t really have much to go on.”
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“You got any ideawho the guy is?’

“Well, there’ sbeen two so far. Last one’ swhat kept me so late
last night. And it’s not lookin’ so good. Only witnesses are the
women that wereraped and they haven’t been abletotell usmuch.
It's not like rape’s al that rare; just that most of them don’t get

reported.”
Lindalooked at her with a queer expression.
“What do mean?’

“You didn't know that?’ Jeanette wiped her mouth with a
napkin. “Yeah. The feds figure that somethin’ like sixty or
seventy percent of the rapes never get reported. | mean, there's
lots a reasons. Everythin® from it bein’ somebody the woman
knows to not wantin’ to go through the business of a nasty trial.
You gotta remember, most times it comes down to his word
against hersand agood defense attorney’ sgonnatry everythin’ he
cantomakeher look likeaslut and say sheasked for it. Evenifit’'s
astranger they’ll try to say sheinvited theguy in her house, or she
picked himupinabar, or theway shewas dressed shewas askin’
forit.”

“Sounds like a crock a shit to me!”

“1 agree,” Jeanette finished her dog and dropped the stick in a
wastebasket besidetheir table, “ but that’ stheway it endsup. If the
thing goesto trial....”

“What do you mean, if?’

“Lotta cases get pled without ever goin’ to court. Some of the
others don’t get prosecuted because the State doesn’t think they
got enough evidence for a conviction. Even if the guy goes to
court and gets convicted he may never seetheinside of acell until
all of his appeals have been used up.”

“Son of abitch.” Linda' s demeanor had changed. “So what’s
the usein reportin’ it if the guys gonna get off.”

“That’s what | was sayin’. That's what a lotta women think.
But if they don't report it they’ll never know what woulda
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happened. Maybe the guy that raped them has done it to four or
five other women. If nothin’ else, maybeit’ll let the guy know he
amost got caught and he'll think twice before he triesit again.”

“Or maybe he'll just be more careful.”

The voice came from behind Jeanette. She turned around to
see a woman with brown shoulder length hair and striking
features. She wore a black jumper that followed her lines and
curves asif painted on.

“Hi, Elizabeth.” Linda sexpression belayed her pleasant tone.
“Haven't seen you in awhile.”

“I’ve been workin’ over in Marshall for about six months.
Don’'t get much time to run around anymore.” She glanced at
Jeanette then back to Linda, waiting for an introduction.

“Jeanette, thisis Elizabeth Anderson. She'sbeen tryin’ to get
into Richard’ spantsfor thelast couple of years. Wedon't usually
runinto each other that much but that’ || probably change now that
he's back in town.”

Linda smiled widely and cut her eyes at Elizabeth.

“Shedoesn’t meanthat.” Elizabeth ignored the critical portion
of Linda sremark, returned the smile and extended ahand. “I’m
glad to meet you, Jeanette. Do you two work together?”

“No,” Jeanette glanced in Linda's direction then back at
Elizabeth, “with Stuart on the police department.”

“Oh. So you must be the new officer | heard about. | don’t
know whether to congratulate you or offer my sympathy. You
know, | didn’t think they’d ever hire awoman on there.”

She moved around the table and sat in the empty chair.
Jeanette caught Linda roll her eyes and shake her head. It was
obvious there was no love lost between the two women and
Jeanette had to wonder why they worked so hard to remain
pleasant with each other.

“| take it you're not from around here.”

“Just did a stretch in the Army.” Jeanette turned in her seat.
“Beforethat | lived up north.”
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“1 thought | caught a'Y ankee accent.” Elizabeth pulled a pack
of cigarettesfrom asmall handbag. She offered oneto Lindaand
Jeanette, who refused. “ So, how do you like it down here? It's
gotta be real different from what you’ re used to.”

“1 don’t know. For the most part, people are people. Y ou got
good ones and assholeswherever you go. L ottahow you get along
depends on your attitude more than theirs. Samething' sbasically
true in police work. Y ou got good guys, bad guys and cops. That
stays the same no matter where you go.”

Linda glanced at her watch.

“Oops.” She snapped her fingers. “Where hasthe time gone?’

“I really wish we could stay and chat but we better start back
or | won't havetimeto get supper on.” She stood and gathered her
bags. “ And you’ ve gottaget ready for your datewith Richard, this
evening, don’t you Jeanette?’

“Lindal” Jeanette retorted.

Elizabeth’s head snapped around in Jeanette’s direction. For
an instant, something akin to hatred appeared in her eyes, then
vanished and was replaced with a mock smile.

“WEell, don’t let me keep you from your affairs.” She mouthed.

“Wewon't.”

Linda was enjoying the moment. She inclined her head at
Jeanette, who stood and grabbed her single sack.

“It was good meeting you, Elizabeth.”

“Oh.” Elizabeth glared. “The pleasure was mine, I’'m sure.”

Jeanette leaned close to Linda’'s ear when she bent to pick up
her tray.

“Quit fartin’ around and let’ s get outta here before thiswoman
comes unglued.”

“Elizabeth,” Linda continued to grin, “you take care and be
sure to drop by the house when you get the chance. Okay?’

Jeanette grabbed her arm and pulled her away before Elizabeth
could answer. Once they were out of earshot, she tugged on
Linda ssleeve.



| REMEMBER TOMORROW

“What the hell was that all about?’

“| hate that woman with a passion!”

“Why?’ Jeanette looked confused. “What'’ s the deal ?’

“She’smade it her mission in life to get into Richard’ s pants.
And she’ snever been shy about what sheintendsto do if sheever
getsher handson him. | just don't like her. Hell, we weren’t even
friends before she went on the war path.”

“So you decided to use me to open awound and rub salt init.”

“Hey,” Linda chuckled, “you catch on fast.”

Jeanette joined her.

“Y ou wicked, wicked woman, you.”

“1 know. Don’'t you just hate me for it.”

A light rain began to fall as they drove back from Dallas.
Clouds darkened the sky, yet the mood of the afternoon failed to
dampen their spirits. They joked and laughed as they drove. At
some point, Jeanette realized she had missed this part of life.
Since her divorce, she had forsaken many of the simple,
pleasurable things like friends. She wondered how she had
survived without them.

They reached Chimney’ scity limit at just beforethree o’ clock.
Jeanette turned down a side street and headed toward Linda's
house when Linda tugged at her arm.

“Run by the station. | wannatell Stuart to pick up somethin’ on
his way home.”

Jeanette shrugged and turned a coupl e of cornersthat brought
them in front of the police department. Linda hopped out of the
car and trotted inside. Lessthan aminute later she appeared inthe
doorway motioning for Jeanette to comein.

Jeanette switched off the car. Before she could open her door,
Stuart and the Chief stepped from the building and began moving
her way.

“What's goin’ on?’ Jeanette was worried.

“There' s been another rape.” Stuart started.
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“Make that three.” The Chief interrupted. “Two before
daylight and one sometime early this afternoon.”

Jeanette’ s shoulders slumped.

“Dear God.”

“Wedon’'t have any full timeinvestigators,” the Chief pushed
hishandsinto hispockets, “sol’mpullin’ you and Stuart off patrol
and givin' thisto you. He knows the people in town and you've
got the background. Y ou won't be workin’ anything else until |
say so.”

Jeanette looked at Stuart.

“Let mego homeand changeand | can be back up herein about
half an hour.”

“No,” the Chief shook hishead, “1 told you to take the day off;
as much because we' re not budgeted for the overtime as anythin’
else. | dowant youinherefirst thinginthemornin’. | think wegot
some good printsfrom the onetoday. | want you to seeif you can
match them with any of those we already have. That and we got
some semen samples. It’s not much, but it’s better than nothin’.
And one other thing...."

He reached into his back pocket and pulled out asmall pager.

“Here.” Hetossed it like a Frisbee. “1 want you to be called if
we get anything else.”

Jeanette caught the pager with one hand and fastened it to her
belt.

“What about the women?’ She chewed on her lip. “Were any
of them able to tell us anythin’?’

Stuart glanced at the Chief before speaking.

“One athe ladies from last night said she could see his hand
andthesleeveahisjacket. Atleast weknow he’ swhiteand hehad
adenim jacket.”

“Are the reports done on them yet?’

Thedrizzle had stopped but the sky grew darker and lightening
flashed in the distance.
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“They will be by the time you get in tomorrow.” The Chief
looked up at the sky. “ So, why don’t you get outta here beforethe
bottom falls out?’

“No argument there.” Linda mouthed from the porch.

She walked to the car, where the others stood in a small
huddle. Jeanette sighed, hating to leave with so much work to be
done. Reluctantly, she stepped around to the driver’ sdoor and got
back inthe car. Lindaclimbed in next to her, rubbing her temples
with her fingers.

“Y ou got a headache?’

“No.” Sheopened her eyes. “But | will beforethenight’ sover.
Stuart lovespatrol and | know, sureasl’ msittin’ here, he’ sgonna
whine and moan all night long about bein’ pulled off.”

“Hmpf.” Jeanette started the car. “A big baby, huh?’

“Like you wouldn’'t believe.”

“WEell. | wish | could come over and help you through it...”

“But you’ ve got a date with Richard.”

Six thirty came and went without a sign of Richard. By a
guarter to seven, Jeanette had become worried. She paced back
and forth between the kitchen sink and her dining room table,
cradling a cup of lukewarm coffee. Five minutes |later she called
Linda.

As the phone rang once, there was a knock at the door. She
slammed the receiver on the hook and nearly lunged across the
room. Standing at the door she rubbed her hands on her pantsand
waited for another knock before reaching for the knob. Couldn’t
let him think she’'d been sitting around waiting for him to show
up.

“And just where have you been?’ She said as she swung open
the door.

Instead of Richard’ sface, she stared at abouquet of red roses.

“I'm redlly sorry.” Richard whispered in his best sheepish
voice. “But | ordered these at noon and when | got there at six
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fifteen, they hadn’t even started puttin’ them together. I'm really
sorry.”

“You said that already.”

“1 know.”

He peeked out from behind the flowers, the corners of his
mouth turned down.

“Y ou know how it makes somebody feel when you're late for
their first date?’

“Probably.” His expression became a modest grin. “But it's
been so long since | was on adate, I’ ve forgotten.”

“Get in here.”

She grabbed his arm and pulled him inside. Pushing the
flowers aside with one hand, she closed the door with the other
and leaned forward. The feelings from the night before returned
as their lips touched and for a few moments every problem in
Jeanette’ s life melted away.

“Y ou know, we oughta get goin’.”

Richard whispered, his mouth brushing against hers in the
lingering backwash of their kiss.

“Yeah.” Jeanette pushed herself against him until he was
backed against the door, her eyes closed, her mouth hovering near
his. “Whatever you say.”

Another minute passed before either spoke again.

“And we oughta put these in some water, too.” Richard
muttered.

Jeanette had to put her hand to hischest and force herself away.
Even then, her eyes remained closed for a second before she
reached down for the roses. Without a word she ambled to the
kitchen andfilled ashort pitcher with faucet water, then deposited
the flowers.

When she returned, she noticed Richard |ooked rather pleased
with himself.

“What' re you so happy about?”’
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His expression immediately changed to that of a child caught
with its hand in the cookie jar.

“Who, me?’

Jeanette looked behind her then back around.

“1 don’t see nobody €else standin’ here.”

“Ah...”

“Don’'t worry about it, lover boy. | feel the same way. | just
hide it better than you.” She grinned. “Let’s go.”

They headed for Longview in apouring rain, on treacherously
dlick streets. Surprisingly, they didn't talk much. Jeanette
mentioned she had been pulled from patrol and would beworking
with Stuart on the rape cases. Richard, in turn, noted that he had
been offered ajob in Tyler with the University Medical Center.

“They want me to be part of a research project on sleep
disorders. Could be some really bizarre stuff.”

“What do you know about sleep disorders? | thought that was
apart of psychology.”

“It is.” He glanced in her direction, then back at the road.
“Didn’'t | tell you that’s my field?’

“No.” Jeanette widened her eyes and shook her head. “Not
unless | missed something during the time when you had your
tongue down my throat.”

They both laughed.

“I'msorry. | guess| don’t usually talk about work when I'm
off.”

He pulled to the curb in front of a sprawling apartment
complex. The buildings formed a horseshoe around a well-kept
courtyard. Lantern lights mounted on wrought iron posts
illuminated the walkways and the appearance was of aquiet, safe
place.

“Well,” Richard switched off the car, “here we are.”

“Yeah.”

Jeanette shifted in her seat and peered out her window.
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“All of the sudden | feel nervous about this.”

“Don’t worry. It'll befine.” Richard reached over and placed
ahandon her leg. “ Besides, everybody hereisweird sothey won't
notice if you freak out.”

“Thanks alot.” She leaned over and kissed him quickly.

They climbed a set of stairs to the second floor and walked to
the apartment on the corner nearest the street. As Richard moved
to ring the bell, the door opened.

“Hey, Richard.”

The woman smiled warmly and opened the storm door, letting
Richard and Jeanette inside. The small living room was filled to
capacity. Threewomen sat on asofaagainst thefar wall. A young
man occupied acorner on thefloor infront of aglassdisplay case.
Four more women were scattered about the room in chairs or
lounging on big, overstuffed pillows.

Jeanette glanced around the room quickly, trying to avoid eye
contact while at the same time attempting the get a feel of the
gathering. She smiled coyly and inched closer to Richard who
stood just in front of her.

Thewoman at the door came around and hugged him warmly.

“We thought you might not make it, what with the rain and
al.”

“It slowed us up alittle,” Richard and the woman parted, “ but
it couldabeen comin’ down cats and dogs and we' d of still been
here.”

“Hi.” The woman turned to Jeanette. “I’'m Susan.”

“I'm Jeanette.”

They shook hands and Jeanette felt something like a mild
static charge pass between them. Susan seemed not to notice, so
Jeanette pushed the incident aside.

“Let’s see,” Susan touched a finger to her lower lip in a
moment of contemplation, “ over onthe couchisLeann, Julie, and
Karen. Then David’s the one on the floor by my china cabinet.
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And over here is Carol, Regina, Dana, and Angela's the one
stuffing her face from the candy dish.”

“Hi, everybody.”

“Find aplaceto plop down, make yoursel ves comfortable and
I’m gonna put some more coffee on.”

Jeanette felt the musclesin her neck begin to knot as nervous
tension crept in. She and Richard stepped over Angelaand sat on
the floor in front of an end table. The living room was open,
leading into the dining area. Fixtures on a ceiling fan and a pole
lamp in one corner filled the room with light.

“Okay.” Susan came back in and sat on the corner of alow,
wooden chest that served as a coffee table.

“Wewereasking everybody totell uswhat’ schanged sincethe
last time we met. But before we go on with that,” she turned to
Jeanette, “ and since Richard obviously didn’t tell you much about
what we do, why don’t we fill you in on these get-togethers of
ours.”

“Y ou mean when we' re not smokin’ dope and snortin’ coke.”
Leann snickered.

The others laughed quietly and Jeanette felt some of her
nervousness subside. Oddly, though, Susan still made her fedl ill
at ease.

“I"'m sorry.” Leann mouthed. “We knew you were a police
officer and | just couldn’t resist that. Had to seeif it made you go
al pale or somethin’.”

“Alright, youguys.” Susaninterrupted. “Let’stry tostay justa
little serious. We don’t wanna have her leave here thinkin’ we're
abunch of fruit cakes.”

David sat forward and crossed his legs.

“Don’t let them kid you, Jeanette. We are fruit cakes.”

“Free thinkers.” One of the others voiced.

Jeanette smiled as her hesitation about the evening faded into
the background.

71



WILLIAM BUTLER

“What do you guys do, read palms or meditate or somethin’?’

“Well that,” Susan offered, “and wetry to help each other with
problemswe might be having. Basically, we al believethat there
are things, in the world or in the universe, that we don’t
understand, thingsthat are bigger than us. Somepeoplecall it ESP
otherscall it psychic ability. But we, al of us here, recognize that
if wedon’tlearntouseit or understandit that one of several things
can happen.”

“You'regettin’ heavy onus, Susan.” Angelathrew achocolate
in her mouth. “When | wasalittlegirl | used to have afriend that
| played with that nobody else could see. We would do all kinds
of stuff together. | used to think that everybody had afriend like
that. When | got older, | started learning that not everybody’s
friend waslike mine. And after awhile, | think it waswhen | was
in the seventh grade, my friend just stopped coming around.”

“Why’sthat?’ Jeanette asked.

“Because | stopped believing in her.” Angela's expression
turned sad. “ Somebody told methat makebelievefriendswerefor
little girls. So | told my friend and she just didn't come back
again.”

“l dtill don't understand.” Jeanette was genuinely confused.
“You grew up and you didn’t need your make believe friend
anymore. What's wrong with that?’

Richard had listened quietly, letting Jeanette blend into the
group. He sat forward and leaned closer to Jeanette' s face.

“Her friend came back two years ago,” he commented.

Susan jumped up from her perch as the coffee maker gurgled
from the kitchen. She trotted out of the room while Angelatried
to explain to Jeanette.

“When Rachel showed back up....”

“Who's Rachel?” Jeanette asked, knowing the answer before
shefinished. “Forget | asked.”

“Okay,” Angelawent on. “Anyway, when she showed back up
she brought some otherswith her and it waslike we’ d never been

72



| REMEMBER TOMORROW

apart. Seems she understood that | had to finish growing up before
I’d be ready to see her again.”

“Thisistoo deep for me.”

Jeanette stood and made for the front door. Richard started
after her when hefelt Susan’ shand on hisarm. She held two cups
of coffee and shook her head. Richard sat back down and Susan
followed Jeanette out onto the walkway.

“You look like you could use some of this.”

Jeanetteturned at the sound of Susan’ svoice. She accepted the
coffee and took a couple of sips before speaking.

“Thanks. | just had to get some air.”

“Hey,” Susan drank from her cup, keeping her eyes on
Jeanette, “1 know how it is. You're with aroom full of strange
people and all of asudden you start to feel alittle claustrophobic.
By theway, did | get the coffee right?’

“Yeah.”

“Good. You sorta had that cream and sugar ook about you.”

“It scares me sometimes.” Jeanette offered, without
prompting.

Susan stepped forward and leaned her arms against the iron
rail. The walkway overlooked the courtyard. The air was filled
with night sounds, crickets and whippoorwills, even an
occasional owl’s hoot. The rain had stopped and clouds began to
part, revealing patches of star-filled sky. Susan breathed deeply,
relishing the feel of the air as it rushed into her lungs, cool and
fresh and clean.

“It used to scaremeall thetime.” Susan cradled her cup in both
hands. “ Especially when | was young. | could touch people or just
berea near themand I’ d feel their thoughts. Sometimesit wasjust
vague images that didn’t make since. Other timesit was clear like
| waswatchingamovie. When | wasakidit didn’t really bother me
because | thought everybody was like that. | mean, if you got near
somebody you started sharin’ their life. It made sinceto me.”

“Why?’
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“Why, what, hun?’

“Why doesit happen?’ Jeanette felt a sudden wave of sorrow
wash over her. “Why did it have to happen to me? | didn’t ask to
belikethis, damnit! | just wanted to be like everybody else—you
know? | wanted to get married and have a good job and maybe
someday have somekids. | just wanted to be happy.”

Susan reached out and touched the back of Jeanette’ s hand. A
spark arched between them causing Jeanette to jump back.

“What is that?’

“Just static electricity,” Susan smiled. “Nothin’ to do with
what we're talkin’ about.”

“Good,” Jeanette sighed. “I don’t think | coulda stood a
physical manifestation right now.”

They both laughed.

“How long have you been able to see the future?’

“How did you know?’

Susan grinned.

“Richard told me when he called and asked if he could bring
you here.”

“Good. Cause if you'd said you just knew | think | woulda
thrown myself over your balcony.”

“We started thisgroup about ayear and ahalf ago. Therewere
only six of us, originally. A friend of ours, who' snot heretonight,
got us together to discuss a book, of all things. It was about
meditation, and understanding yourself and metaphysics in
general. After awhile, things just kinda snowballed. We usually
get together, now, about once or twice amonth. Sometimeswe do
specific meditations, other times we practice readings, and other
times we get into just exploring the things each of us can do.”

“1 coulda used somethin’ like this just before | got outta the
service.”

“If it doesn’t do anything el se, it gives usasounding board for
the things that are happenin’ in our lives. And you still didn’t
answer me.”
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Jeanette sipped from her cup again and stared out into the
night.

“For aslong as | can remember.” She chuckled. “As a matter
of fact, that's what the psychologist in Germany called
it...forward memory.”

“That's about as close as most psychologists are gonna get.
The real name for it is precognition. And as you’ve probably
guessed it means that you can see the future.”

“But | don’t wanna see the future. | just wannaliveit.”

“And what woulda happened if you hadn’t seen the guy with
the gun on Richard’ s brother in law?’

Jeanette lowered her head.

“He'd probably got his stupid head blown off.”

“But...”

“But | saw it comin’,” she sighed with resignation, “and saved
the day.”

“Thereisone other thing you gottaremember. And thisisreal
important.” Susan turned and looked directly at Jeanette.
“Nothingissetin stone, hun. All things, especially the thingsthat
haven’'t happened yet, are subject to change.”

“1 don’t understand.”

Susan thought for a moment.

“The things you see may or may not be the way it’s actually
gonna be. There's too many variables and any one of them can
throw things off course.”

“Somethin’ else’s been goin’ on lately, too.”

“What's that?’

“I’vebeen seein’ stuff that’ salready happened to other people.
I’ ve never done that before.”

“All | can say about that is, it srarethat a person with astrong
psychic ability to only be capablein one area.”

“But I’'m not a psychic.”

“Don’'t fool yourself, Jeanette.” For the first time, Susan’'s
voice took on a serious tone. “You're a psychic. From just the
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little Richard’s told me, and what you've said, you're a very
strong psychic. What you've done so far is just the tip of the
iceberg. What you need to do is learn to open to it, to work with
it instead of letting it stay random.”

“How?’ Jeanette turned and leaned back against the rail.
“How do | control something | don’t understand; something that
scares me half to death?’

The door to the apartment opened and Richard stuck his head
out.

“Isthis a private party or can anybody join?’

Susan and Jeanette scowled at him.

“1 guessthat means private party,” he said, looking like a hurt
puppy. “Ah...the other’ swanted meto ask if weweregonnado a
meditation tonight.”

Susan glanced at Jeanette.

“You fed up to it?

“What the hell,” Jeanette turned up her cup and swallowed the
last half of her coffee, “in for apenny, in for a pound.”

When they stepped back into the apartment, Susan grabbed a
chair fromthedining areaand set it where she could see everyone
in the living room at once. She made herself comfortable then
asked of Jeanette, “Do you wanna take off your shoes? It might
make you more comfortable.”

Jeanette nodded. She sat on thefloor, her back against the end
table and kicked off her shoes. Richard moved around to the other
side of thetable, so hislegsjutted into the short hall that led to the
back of the apartment.

“Okay,” Susan began, “whatever you need to do to get
comfortable, go ahead and do it. Let’s start by taking some deep
breaths. Inhale through your nose and hold it for three seconds,
then exhae through your mouth. Inhae...hold it...exhale,
dowly. One moretime...inhale, hold it and exhale.”

“We're gonna do a generic meditation tonight; this bein’
Jeanette’ sfirst time. | want everyoneto closetheir eyesand relax
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their muscles. If it helps, you might want to tighten them up first,
then releasethetension. Work your way from thetips of your toes
to the top of your head. Even your face, relaxing your jaw, your
lips and the muscles of your eyelids. Feel the sensation, as you
seem to sink into the place where you're sitting. Let your entire
body relax.”

Jeanette felt good. Comfortable, cam, and at peace as she
followed Susan’s voice and visudized hersdlf waking down a
staircasetoward adoor. At the bottom of the stairsshereached for the
door and opened it. A world opened up to her; full of sights, sounds,
odors, eventhewarmth of the sunlight that shown down. Somewhere
in the distance, she heard Susan’ s voice continuing to drone on. Not
quite a part of the place she could see, but still ever present.

Without warning the scene changed. Instead of the pleasant,
comfortable place on the other side of the doorway, she found
herself in an empty room with pale, gray walls. A heavy wooden
door wasthe only thing that broke their lines. She walked toward
the door and pushed through into a deserted hallway lined with
doors like the one to her own room.

An overwhelming sense of distress washed over her and she
began running down the hall. As she came to each door, she
opened it and peered inside. Every room held the same scene: a
woman, sobbing into her hands, wearing a drab, white hospital
gown. After a dozen rooms, Jeanette became frantic as she
searched for a way out of the place. Yet, no matter how many
doorsshetried, all led to another examination room with another
weeping woman.

Jeanette screamed.

“Hey.” Susan held Jeanette by the shoulders, providing a
reference point back to reality. “ Open your eyes, hun. Open your
eyesslowly.”

Jeanette’ s eyes snapped open, still gripped in the panic from
her vision. She realized her mouth was gapped open from her
scream and felt embarrassed.
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“Are you back with us?’

Jeanette nodded.

“Areyou okay?’

“If my heart would just slow down,” she shivered and her head
turned from side to side as she sought Richard.

“Did | scream out loud?’

Richard nodded, but it was Susan who answered.

“You rattled the windows, hun. Are you sure you're aright,
now?”’

“I think so.” Shelowered her head. * Jeez, you guys. I’ m sorry.
| didn’t mean to ruin your meeting.”

“Youdidn't.” Leann came off the sofaand knelt behind Susan.
“That's what this is all about; helping each other through this
stuff. It sawhole lot better than tryin’ to do it by yourself.”

“Can |,” Jeanette looked up, her breathing still ragged, and
offered a half hearted smile, “can | have a glass of water or
somethin’?’

“Sure.”

Susan stood and went to the kitchen. She returned with aglass
and handed it to Jeanette who started with asip, then took several
large gulps that drained the last drop.

“Thanks.” She wiped her mouth with her sleeve. “ So what do
we do now?’

The entire room seemed to sigh as if everyone had been
holding their breath, waiting in anticipation.

“Well,” Susan leaned back on the makeshift coffeetable, “we
usually, talk about what we experienced during meditation. But if
you wannaforgo that part....”

“No.” Jeanette shook her head. “I want to. Maybe one of you
can make some sense outta it.”

“Here.” Angelaleaned across the others, holding the dish of
chocolates. “Y ou're gonna start feelin’ hungry in aminute.”

Jeanette |looked at her with a peculiar expression but accepted
the dish.
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“How did themeditation start?’ Richard asked. “What did you
see at first?’

“Well,” Jeanette unwrapped a chocolate covered mint and
popped it into her mouth, “it was real calm and peaceful at first.
| was goin’ down this staircase and there was a door at the
bottom....”

Shetaked for the nearly twenty minutes, devouring the dish of
candies, while describing the details. The otherslistened intently,
never interrupting to ask questions. When shefinished, sheleaned
back on one elbow and waited for comments.

Angela cocked her head to one side and sat forward.

“Do you know how many rooms you looked into before you
started screaming?’

“Ah... eleven, maybe twelve.” Jeanette shrugged and shook
her head. “No. It was twelve. I'm sure of it.”

Angela and Susan exchanged knowing glances.

“Was each woman a different person, or were they al the
same?’ Angelawent on.

“Different person. One was just a high school kid. Another
was forty-something with light brown hair...another one about
thirty and blonde. No; they were all different.”

“Okay,” Susanreared herself up to sit onthe edge of the coffee
table, “now think about this before you answer. Have you ever
seen any of them before?’

Jeanette closed her eyes, trying to recall the images of the
people she saw. Richard inched closer, anticipating a negative
reaction but when she opened her eyes, they were angry rather
than frightened.

“Yeah.” She glared. “Two of them. | met’em yesterday....”

“They were the one' s that were raped. Weren't they?’ Susan
observed.

Jeanette nodded.

“How’d you know that?’
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Susan ignored the question.

“Did you see aman in any of the rooms?’

“No!” Jeanette’ s voice took a sharp tone. “How’d you know
about the rapes?’

“l didn’'t... not really. | could tell it was something,” she
searched for the right word, “something strong, something
painful and traumatic. Rape's the only thing that fits that
description for me. | could feel it when | was holding you.”

“I"'m sorry.” She closed her eyes and threw her head back. “I
didn’t mean to snap at you, like that.”

“It'saright. You ve had a pretty rough time tonight.”

“I’'m still sorry. | shouldn’t have took it out on you.”

Richard glanced at his watch.

“We probably better get ready and head back anyway. It's
gettin’ pretty late.”

“No need to rush off?” Leann complained. “We' re just gettin’
warmed up.”

“I wish | could.” Jeanette rose slowly. “But | gotta work
tomorrow. And I’'m not gonnawanna get up asit is.”

The others stood and one by one, crossed the room to give
Jeanette and Richard a hug. At first, Jeanette was hesitant
exchanging such an intimate gesture with people she had known
for so short atime. But as each came forward, she found the act
compassionate and warm, and it served asabond or remembrance
to hold onto until next they would meet.

Susan was the last to take Jeanette in an embrace. When they
parted, she held Jeanette’ shandsand |eaned forward to whisper in
her ear.

“It’ s not your enemy. Relax and learn to work with it. | think
you'll find that it’sas much apart of you as the color of your hair
and eyes.”

“1 hope you'reright.” Jeanette muttered. “1 really do.”

Jeanette turned and started to precede Richard to the door
when the pager went off.

80



| REMEMBER TOMORROW

“Damnit!” She looked at Richard then to Susan. “Can | use
your phone?’

“Sure, hun. It’sin the kitchen, right inside the door.”

Jeanette crossed the room and stepped into the kitchen. Asshe
dialed, she thought about the things she had seen during the
meditation. She was so preoccupied with her thoughts; shedidn’t
realize Stuart was speaking on the other end of the phone.

“Sorry, Stu. Did you guys page me?’

“Yeah.” He sounded breathless. “ One of the patrolsresponded
toaburglary in progress. Thelady at the house had the guy at gun
point when the patrol got there.”

“Isit our rapist?’ Jeanette asked expectantly.

“Could be. Thelady caught him when hewascomin’ intrough
the bedroom window. And get this,” Stuart almost laughed, “it’s
Johnny Cummings.”

“Okay,” the name meant nothing to her, “and....”

“Johnny Cummings,” Stuart repeated, “the guy that put the
gunin my face.”

“Son of abitch!” Jeanette exclaimed. “I’ll be there in about
half an hour.”
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Jeanette found a surprise waiting when she pushed through the
police station door. With Roger, Stuart, and Johnny Cummings
were the Sheriff, two of his investigators, and the District
Attorney.

“What gives?' Jeanette’ s hands went to her hips.

“Before you fly off the handle,” to Roger’ s surprise, Jeanette
was calm, “let’s explain what's goin’ on here.”

“Who said | wasgonnafly off the handle?’ Jeanette glanced at
the Sheriff then back to Roger. “What’'s goin’ on?’

“We need you to do us afavor with thiskid.”

Tom Allen had been District Attorney for nearly twelveyears.
At fifty six, hewastall and slim with afull head of silver hair. A
massive heart attack during hisfirst term in office left him weak
and debilitated. Amazingly, he fought back until he regained al
of hissolid, two hundred twenty pounds.

“Thiskid?’ Jeanette stabbed afinger at Johnny, who grinned
and seemed to find the situation amusing.

“Yes, ma am.” Tom leaned back in hischair. “Mr. Cummings
has been working with us on a number of...er...projects. In
exchange for his cooperation in these matters, we' ve agreed to
offer him acertain degree of protection under circumstances such
asthese.”

“1 don’t believe this crap!” Jeanette turned to Roger. “Don’t
tell me this little scum bucket has police protection!”

“Now look here, littlelady...” Tom stood and started to cross
the room.
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Before he could take a step, Jeanette spun around and closed
the distance between them.

“You can kissthislittlelady’s...”

“That’s enough, Jeanette,” Roger interrupted.

“No,” sheinsisted, “it’s not enough. I’ ve seen how this goes.
And if you think I’m gonnastand still while thisbunch agood ol’
boys cuts arapist loose, you better think again.”

“Rapist?’ Johnny’s eyes widened. “1 ain’'t raped nobody!”

“Yeah,” the Sheriff spokefor thefirst time, “youain’t said this
had anything to do with them rapes you been workin’, Roger. |
thought we were lookin' at a burglary.”

“Y ou thought wrong,” Jeanette jumped back in.

Roger grabbed Jeanette’ s arm and pulled her backward out of
the officeand into the hall. After slamming the door behind them,
he turned to her.

“You're here because it’ s your case. Don't confuse that with
how | run my department. I’ve let you get away with a few
remarks since you’ ve been here, but that stops right now.”

Jeanette scowled at him without replying.

“Well....” he prompted.

“We gonna get to hang onto this punk?’

“It’sour arrest. If | haveto book him on misdemeanor charges
just sothe DA doesn’t haveasay inthe matter that’ swhat I’ [l do.”

Jeanette felt the knots in her shoulders relax.

“All right.”

“Now,” Roger pulled his cigarettes from his shirt pocket, “I
don’t think you really need to go back in there.”

Jeanette cocked her head to one side and the frown returned.

“Isthis still my case?’

“Yeah,” Roger lit a cigarette and blew smoke toward the
ceiling, “but me and Stuart can handle this part. * Sides, I’ m more
concerned about you gettin’ some sleep so you can be fresh when
you come back in the morning. | want you to try and piece
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together enough from those other reports to pin this on that little
punk.”

Jeanette stewed for amoment. She glanced at the closed door
to the squad room then back at Roger and rolled her tongue across
her teeth.

“| take it you're not givin’ me a choice in this?’

Roger shook his head.

“Nope.”

“Then I'll seeyou inthe morning.”

Instead of moving toward the lobby, she spun around, opened
the door behind her and stuck her head into the room.

“Stu,” she said, “I'll be back at seven.”

“Sevenitis.” Helooked confused, but managedto hideitinhis
voice.

Before she pulled the door, Jeanette turned to look at Johnny
and shook her head.

“That’s twice this week you've looked down the barrel of
somebody else’'sgun, isn’t it?’

“Yeah,” Johnny straightened in his chair, “so what?’

Jeanette clucked her tongue against the roof of her mouth and
extended afinger, pointing it at the boy.

“Three s the charm....”

She ducked out of the room and closed the door before anyone
could respond. When she turned she bumped into Roger, who
stood with his hands on his hips, eyeing her disapprovingly.

“An attorney could interpret that as a threat.”

“Hey,” she grinned, “only attorney in there's the prosecutor.
See you in the morning.”

“You said that already.”

Jeanette raised an eyebrow and eased past without further
comment. She decided enough had been said for one evening and
trotted out to the car.

“That was quick.” Richard remarked as she slid into her seat.
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She buckled the seat belt.

“Doesn’t take long when you' re good.”

A second later she slammed her fist against the dashboard.

“Damnit!”

“Whoa,” Richard stopped short of starting the car, “where'd
that come from?’

“Youdon’twannaknow,” shesighed. “On second thought, I'd
don’'t care whether you wanna know or not.”

Sheturned in the seat and stared at hisfaceilluminated in thedim
glow of theinstrument pand lights. In that brief instant, what had been
an unexplained atraction turned into something more, something
stronger, and shefel in love with the man from her dreams.

“I loveyou,” Richard whispered.

Jeanette felt a shiver rush down her spine and settle
somewhere deep inside.

“How did you know?’ She asked.

Before he could answer she added, “Don’t tell me,” and
touched afinger to the side of her head. “Instincts. Right?’

Sheleaned forward, touched her lipsto hisand let herself melt
into him. When they paused to take abreath, shenearly laidin his
lap, her back pressed against the steering wheel.

“You know,” she said with her eyes still closed, “if the guys
come out and catch us like this, I’ll never liveit down.”

“Do you care?’

“No.”

They kissed again, long and warm and passionately until
someone tapped on the windshield. Instead of stopping, they
continued, running their fingers through each other’s hair and
tasting al they had to offer.

“Hey,” Stuart tapped harder on the window, “we got laws
against that kinda stuff around here.”

Jeanette pulled away then brushed her tongue against
Richard’ slipsbeforesitting upin her seat. Sherolled her window
down and leaned out.
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“Hi, partner.”

Stuart leaned over so he could ook acrossthe car at hisbrother
inlaw.

“Does your sister know you're running around with loose
women?’

“I’'m a big boy, now.” Richard grinned and started the car.
“And we were just leaving, officer.”

“Speaking of loose women,” Jeanette remembered her
encounter in Dallas, “what’ sthe deal with you and this Elizabeth
Anderson?’

“Uh oh!” Stuart remarked. “Where'd you hear about
Elizabeth?’

“Me and Linda ran into her at the mall in Dallas. In fact, |
thought the poor woman was gonna stroke out when Linda told
her me and Richard were goin’ out tonight.”

Richard and Stuart burst into laughter.

“Linda likes to live dangerously,” Richard said through
gasping breaths.

“You mean,” Stuart leaned forward on the roof of the car,
“Elizabeth didn’t try to pull your hair out or anything?’

“Not funny, guys,” Jeanette became serious. “What gives?’

“Actually, we've been wonderin’ what happened to her,”
Richard smiled. “I mean, up until | left town this last time, |
couldn’t go anywhere without her poppin” up. We'retakin’ the
grocery store, the gas station, the bank. Heck, | was even runnin’
into her when I’ d take my lunch breaks at work.”

“So what stopped it?’

“He went to Austin for a month and a half,” Stuart offered,
“said it wasfor aconference and someclasseshewasgivin’ at the
University. We think he was tryin’ to ditch Elizabeth.”

“The woman's bazaar,” Richard’'s eyes narrowed and his
voice took on a ominous tone, “in ways you wouldn’t believe,
Jeanette.”
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Jeanette shook her head and changed the subject.

“What say you carry me back to my place. I’'m gonna have to
come in tomorrow and get crackin’ on this.”

“Change in plans,” Stuart said. “Chief wants us to take the
weekend off. Says he wants to do the Monday through Friday
thing long as we're on this.”

“Damnit!”

Jeanette slammed her back into the car seat.

“How the hell’ rewe supposed to put acasetogether if wecan't
work on it?’

Richard put a hand on her leg but it was Stuart who
commented.

“Easeup,” hegrinned, “we got the bastard |ocked away for the
weekend. The DA agreed to stay out of it until the punk can go
before ajudge. | think he doesn’t wanna get caught in the middle
of abigmess. Y ou know, if Johnny getslet out and there’ sanother
rape, it could be the end of his career in politics.”

Jeanette gave in, something she’ d found herself doing quite a
bit lately.

“How about takin’” me home?’ She said in a defeated voice.

“It’ snot but ten-thirty,” Richard offered, concerned about her
mood. “You fedl like gettin’ abite to eat?”’

“Sure,” Jeanette sighed. “Not like | got anything better to do.”

Fiveminutes|later, they found themselvesin the parking | ot of
the Kitchen Door, where she and Richard first met. It was
Chimney’ s only restaurant open later than nine at night.

They were seated by ayoung waitress with abad case of acne
who took their order and brought them each a glass of wine.

“Isthis to make up for that awful stuff at my house the other
night?’ Jeanette smiled.

Richard nodded, “ Touché,” as he held up the glassin salute.

“So,” Jeanette sipped from her glass, “tell me about yourself,
mystery man. Seemslike everything | know about you | got from
somebody else or by accident.”
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“Well,” Richard cocked his head to one side, “there’ s not that
much to tell. If | get that position a the University, I'll be
spending alot of time up there. For the last couple of years|’ve
been dabblin’ in a private practice.”

“What about your stay in Austin?’ Jeanette leaned forward
and folded her hands together. “The one that let you escape
Elizabeth’s clutches.”

Herolled his eyes.

“Did you have to bring her up?’

“Youknow,” Jeanette smiled, “ Stuart said heused to think you
were avirgin, till you got married.”

“Stuart’ stalkstoo much but he’ salot better person than helets
on.”

The waitress returned with their plates. When she moved
away, Jeanette started to take a bite but stopped and put her fork
down.

She glanced up and asked, “So what're you saving yourself
for, now?’

“What?" A bit of sausagetried to sneak out of the corner of his
mouth.

“You've been moving rather slowly with me. | mean, most
guys would' ve tried to get me in bed the night you came over.
What’ ve you been waiting for?’

“The right woman.”

“And how are you gonna know when she comes along?’

“Instincts...that’ smy gift. I'malot better withit than | usedto
be. But it’staken alot of practice.”

“Did Susan help you, too?’

“We helped each other.”

Jeanette’'s expression changed. “There’s an implication
there.”

Worry crept into her face. It never occurred to her Richard
might be romantically involved with someone else.
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He nodded and Jeanette added, “And you're not going to
elaborate.”

“You havean active, inquisitivemind.” Helaid hisfork on the
plate.

“You mean | ask alot of questions.”

“That, too.”

“Sorry. But,” she started to mention the subject of her
conversation with Stuart two days ago.

“You aso keep alot to yourself.”

“Not always.”

“Not when you get backed against awall. And once you start,
it's like opening a floodgate. Everything just pours out. Then
when you realize what or how much you’ ve said, you close the
gate and nothing else gets out. Right?’

“You'retryin' to read me like a book?’

He touched the side of his head with afinger.

“Instincts—remember? That’s my gift.”

“So what else do your instincts tell you about me?’

“You'reafraid to get closeto me—in fact | scarethe hell outta
you. And | haven't figured that out yet.”

“If I’'m so scared why am | here now?’

“Because you're trying to defy fate.”

“Fate?’ Sheraised an eyebrow. “What' sfategot todowithit?’

“Fate speaks to you,” his tone became sincere, “tells you her
secrets, showsyou thethings she sees. Whenthey comein bitsand
pieces, they’ re easier to digest. But whole portions make you feel
small and manipulated—Ilike a pawn in some great game. Like
you're not in control of your life or your destiny.”

Her eyes narrowed and a slight frown creased her brow.

“Damn you!” She whispered.

He reached across the table and touched her hand.

“There aren’'t many people who | can tak to like this. What
you'’ ve gottaremember isyou’ re not alone. We' re one of many—
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you and I. It doesn’t make us specia or better than those who
aren’t aware. But it does make us different.”

“1s philosophy another one of your fields?’

“No. But it helps me to stay sane.”

Jeanette suddenly felt uncomfortableand tried to free her hand
from his grasp. He tightened his grip slightly, intent on making
her listen. As he did, images flooded into her mind.

His past, present, and future rolled across her consciousness
like pages flipped through a book. She saw him as a little boy,
playingin hisback yard. She saw him asan old man, seated before
a Christmas tree and surrounded by children. She saw him as he
appeared now, driving through the streets of the city.

Her breathing came in gasps and her heart raced. She looked
into hiseyesthen down at the hand clamped over her own and the
images continued, one behind the other, in rapid succession with
no end in sight.

She shook her head from side to side and tried to speak. Her
mouth moved but the words got lost on theway to her lipsand the
only thingsthat came out werelittle, painful moans. Finally, with
agreat effort, she screamed and jerked her hand free.

“Stopit!!”

She stood and muttered, “Dear God, dear God...."

“What’'s wrong?’

Richard came around the table and extended a hand to try and
steady her.

“Stay away from me!” Hysteria gripped her and she put her
hands to the side of her head, closing her eyes as tightly as she
could. “Don’t touch me!”

“What happened?’ Richard pleaded.

The other restaurant patrons fell quiet and stared while
Richard moved toward her, grabbed her arms and held on.

Her eyes snapped open and she screamed, loud and shrill then
whimpered, panting, “Please don’t touch me. Please don’t touch
me. Please, please, please....” and collapsed into his arms.

90



| REMEMBER TOMORROW

A dliver of sunlight pouredinto the bedroomthrough acrack in
the blinds. It touched Jeanette's cheek and crept slowly toward
her eyes as the sun arched upward in the morning sky.

Richard touched her arm and shook her gently.

“Ummm,” she moaned and a comfortable smile crept across
her face. “What timeisit?’

“Just past nine,” he whispered. “How do you feel 7’

“Like | could sleep...” it suddenly struck her the voice was
wrong for the situation and her eyes snapped open in a panic.

“Where...”

He placed a hand on her arm but quickly withdrew it,
remembering what happened in the restaurant.

“It'sokay. You'rein your apartment. | got the manager to let
me in when | brought you home.”

She sat up in the bed and inched away from him. With some
hesitation, she lifted the blanket covering her to inspect herself
and saw she wore a thin nightgown and nothing else. When she
looked up her expression was a cross between anger and
confusion.

“Linda got you outta your clothes and into bed. | called her
from the restaurant and had her meet me here.”

His expression turned hurtful.

“I wouldn’t try anything the way you were last night.”

“l don’'t remember what happened.” Her eyes looked
frightened. “1 mean, | remember we went to the restaurant to get
somethin’ to eat. But | don’t remember anything after gettin’
there.”

“It might be better that you don’t. | think you started readin’
me and for whatever reason, it kinda overloaded you. Y ou started
screamin’ and thenyou just passed out. Hasanythin’ likethat ever
happened before?’

“Not that | know of.”
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“How isshe?’ Lindastuck her head into the bedroom from the
hallway.

“Pretty good.” Richard said without looking away from
Jeanette. “| think she just over did it alittle.”

“You had usworried,” Linda admonished. “Richard said you
really went wild.”

“Did you guys spend the night here?’

Richard nodded.

“Wetook turnssleepin’ on the couch. Wewanted to make sure
one of uswas awake in case you needed somethin’.”

The phone rang, making Jeanette jump. She reached for the
receiver, grabbing it with her left hand; with her right, shekept the
sheet pulled close around her neck.

“Hello?’

“Jeanette,” the voice said. “This is Susan. How you fedlin’
hun?’

“More confused than anything else.” She cut her eyes at
Richard. “I take it Richard called you, too.”

“Hey,” Susan tried to reassure. “Don’'t betoo hard on him. I'd
have been real upset if he hadn’t.”

“Just aminute, Susan.” She cupped her hand over thereceiver.
“Y ou mind steppin’ out and lettin’ me put some clothes on?’

Richard smiled sheepishly and left the room. When he pulled
the door behind him, Jeanette slumped down in the bed and
brought the phone back to her ear.

“Sorry. Richard was in here and I’m next to naked. Not that
I’m modest or anything but it just didn’t feel right.”

“I know what you mean,” Susan answered. “Anyway. | just
wanted to make sure everything was okay and let you know you
can cal or drop by anytime today. I’'m not goin’ anywhere and
from what Richard told me, you might need a sympathetic ear or
at least a sounding board after what happened.”

Jeanette thought for a moment. While Susan seemed nice
enough, sheknew next to nothing about thewoman and her police
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instinct told her trust no one until you' re surethey have nothing to
gain from betraying you.

“Thanks for the offer but | think | wanna rest more than
anything else, right now. Can | take arain check?’

“Sure, hun. If you need anything, give me acall.”

Withthat, Jeanette hung up and lay back on the bed. Sheclosed
her eyes, trying to remember something of what happened the
night before. Finally, she decided to dlip into some clothes and
satisfy her need for nourishment. She grabbed apair of wrinkled
jeans and, from one of her dresser drawers, retrieved awhite T-
shirt with an Army logo splattered across the front.

When she emerged from the bedroom she found Richard and
Lindain the dining area sipping coffee. It made her want a cup.

“What' d Susan have to say?’ Richard asked.

“Shewasjust checkin’ to seeif | might need to talk about last
night.” Jeanette's bare feet squeaked as she walked across the
kitchen floor to the coffee maker.

“But | told her since | couldn’t remember anything there
wasn't much to talk about.”

Richard turned in his chair so he could ook at Jeanette.

“That could change.”

“Hey,” Jeanette smiled around her cup as she took a sip.
“That’swhy | keep you around, doc.”

She noticed that Richard’s gaze had shifted from her face to
the T-shirt and realized it allowed arather clear impression of her
small breasts, the nipples of which had become erect. Rather than
embarrassed, it gave her abit of satisfaction and she wondered if
she subconsciously intended to omit a bra.

Richard noticed she noticed him noticing and his face took on
ared glow as he turned away.

“Caught yal” She whispered.

Lindalooked up from her coffee.

“Did | miss somethin’?’
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“No.” Richard muttered.

“Depends on your definition of something.” Jeanette leaned
back against the counter. “| just caught your brother having dirty
thoughts.”

“What?’

“Don’t listen to her, Linda. She's till alittle weird after last
night.”

Jeanette laughed.

“Don’t worry, Richard. | might have been disappointed if you
hadn’t looked.”

“You guys have lost me.”

“WEell,” Richard stood and placed his cup on the table, “we
probably better get outta here and let her tend to her affairs.”

“Yeah,” Linda stood and grabbed her purse from the chair
back, “I need to get home and check on Stuart. He' s not used to
having to fend for himself. He probably hasn't had breakfast.
Actualy, he's probably still asleep.”

“| take it, he knows about this too.”

“Nope,” Lindasmirked. “Hewas asleep when Richard called.
And lookin’ at the fact that he hasn’t called over herelookin’ for
me, he may not even know I’m gone.”

“I’d appreciateit if you didn’t tell him about what | did.” She
thought for a second. “Or what you say | did.”

“Fine by me. Far as|’m concerned we can keep it between us
girls.” She glanced at Richard. “ That means you too, brother.”

“Ha, ha.”

He glanced at Jeanette, who noticed he had to force himself to
look directly at her face. She shook her shoulders slightly as she
pushed away from the counter, making her breast jiggle.

It was enough to divert his gaze again.

“Boy do you have adirty mind,” she snickered.

“You’re doing that on purpose.”

“Yep.” Shewalked over tohim. “After all, weweren't discussing
the wesather in your car outside the department, last night.”
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“You got a point, there.”

Richard smiled, leaned forward and touched her arm,
intending to plant akiss on her cheek. In the instant of contact, a
connection was made. Jeanette jerked and stiffened as his
emotionsslammed into her. Shefelt hispassion for her, warm and
loving. But benesth that there was something else; something
cold and mournful; something buried and believed forgotten but
suddenly brought to the surface.

She placed her hands on his chest and pushed hard enough to
make him stagger backward. Her face was pale and her eyeswere
wide and frightened. That quickly turned to tearful pain.

“Don’t love me because you miss her. Please.”

Richard turned to Linda, who expressed only confusion. He
looked back at Jeanette and said, “1 don't... | don’t understand.”

“You ill love Carol,” Jeanette almost sobbed, “and just then,
whenyouwereholding me, shewasthe oneyou wanted to bewith.”

“That’s not true.”

“Yesitis!” She screamed. “1 saw it. | saw her.”

“But...”

“Please go.” She muttered.

“Don’t do this, Jeanette.”

He lowered his head, turned and walked past Linda. At the
door, he stopped asif to say something. Instead, he merely opened
it and stepped out.

“What the hell just happened?’ Lindaasked almost angry. “He
lovesyou! Infact | haven't seen him this happy about anyone or
anything since Carol died.”

“I"'msorry. But |,” she hesitated for asecond. “If heloves me,
it hasto be because of me. Not because he misses her, not because
| remind him of her.”

“Y oudon't havetoworry about thelast part because Carol was
nothing like you.” Linda shook her head and moved to the open
front door. “ She never woulda hurt him the way you just did.”
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The door slammed and Jeanette found herself feeling very
alone.

At first the ringing phone sounded like a distant bell, mixed
with muted voices. Jeanette, cocked her head, listening as the
sound grew closer then realized she’' d dozed off on the sofawhile
watching TV.

Her hand groped for the phone on the end table as she sat up.

“Hello.”

“Jeanette. This is the dispatcher over at the Sheriff’s
department.”

“Yeah. What's up?’

“An Alison Clark called for apatrol and specifically asked for
you. Said it’s about the call you handled there a couple of days
ago.”

“Okay?’ Jeanette was confused as to why the dispatcher
would call her instead of just telling the woman she was off duty
and sending another patrol.

“You wannago by there?’

“Not redly.”

“Well she sounded kinda scared.”

“Than send a patrol over.”

“Well, the chief told us that if somebody calls and asks for a
particular officer we' re supposed to seeif they wanna handle the
cal.”

Rather than get into alengthy discussion with the dispatcher
shesaid, “Okay. I'll be on my way. But get one of the guysthat’s
on duty to meet me out front of the house.”

“Okay.”

Jeanette dlipped on apair of sneakersand threw abutton down
blouse over her T-shirt. After clipping an off duty holster to her
belt, she hurried out the door.

Jeanette found the marked patrol car waited in front of the
Clark house as she pulled to the curb. She climbed from her car
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and met the officer as he squeezed out from behind the wheel of
the patrol. She'd been introduced to Andy Wilson when he
relieved her and Stuart on one of their shifts. He didn't seem
overly concerned about the call, and just kind of stood there
waiting for Jeanette to tell him what to do.

“You been to the door, yet?’ Jeanette asked.

Andy shook his head, “1 waswaitin’ on you.”

Jeanette shook her head, turned and walked briskly toward the
house. Thedepartment wasafar cry fromtheway thingsraninthe
service.

She reached the door, stood to one side and knocked lightly
instead of ringing the bell. Andy came up beside her, panting
dightly. Rather than stand to the other side of the door he
positioned himself directly infront of it. Several moments passed.

Jeanette felt worry boil up. She reached forward to try the
knob. It turned and she pushed the door open. Slowly, she peeked
around the corner of the doorjamb. As sheturned back to Andy to
put afinger to her mouth, he was about to call through the house
to ask if anybody was home. She motioned him to follower her
and they stepped inside.

Jeanette eyed the entryway and living room beyond then
moved to the hall and the bedroomsin the back of the house. The
entire time she could feel Alison wasin trouble.

They reached the doorway of the master bedroom and Jeanette
saw the top of Larry’s head bobbing up and down on the far side
of the bed. He hadn’t seen them; intent on what he was doing.

“Whoa.” Andy remarked without thinking.

It wasenoughto draw Larry’ sattention to the doorway but not
before Jeanette leapt acrossthe bed, snagged ahandful of Larry’s
thick, shaggy hair and landed straddled across his back. In a
single, smooth movement she unholstered her pistol and pushed
the muzzle deep into the notch at the base of his skull.

Walking backward, she pulled the big man away from Alison
who lay sprawled on the floor beneath him. In that instant asharp
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pain stabbed through her mind. Like some horrible, long
forgotten memory, it made her twitch and brought bile up from
the pit of her stomach. Only theimmediacy of the situation let her
push the thought and sensation aside.

But it left something in its wake: an intense, nearly tangible,
revulsion. And she was angry—very angry.

“You,” her voice became an animal-like growl, “can give me
your hands or | can blow your brain out through the top of your
skull and we won't have to worry about the cuffs.”

Much to her disappointment, Larry brought his hands around
to the small of hisback. Releasing his hair but keeping the pistol
in place, Jeanette handcuffed him then gave him alittle nudge that
caused him to roll on to his side.

Holstering her gun, she turned her attention to Alison.

“You okay?’

Pants ripped and pulled down around her ankles, Alison lay,
curledinto afetal position. Jeanette’' s question caused her to open
her eyes but she remained silent.

Andy still waited in the doorway, a blank expression on his
face, wondering what to do. Jeanette decided for him.

“Look in the closet to your right, Andy, and toss me a pair of
pants.”

“Oh,” he muttered. “Y eah.”

“Alison,” Jeanette touched her shoulder, “you still with me?’

Alison nodded.

“Hereyou go.”

Andy tossed a pair of jeans to Jeanette.

“You get these on.” She laid the pants across Alison's
stomach. “We re gonnatake him out to the car. Then I’ [l beright
back, okay?’

Alison nodded again.
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“Don’'t | get to say anythin’?’

While pleading, Larry’ stone retained a hint of arrogance and
it left a sour taste in Jeanette’ s mouth.

“You get to shut up, Larry because | haven’t read you your
rights.”

Jeanette stood beside the open back door of Andy’ s patrol car.

“Well, aren’t you gonna read me my rights then?’

“Hadn’t planned on it,” Jeanette said, making a point of not
looking at him.

“But you gotta read me my rights. I’'m under arrest, ain’t [’

“Yep, Larry, you're under arrest.”

She placed ahand on thetop of the car door and |eaned her face
over it, staring at Larry. “But | don’t gottaread you your rightsif
| ain’t gonnaask you nothin’. And since you got nothin’ | wanna
hear the best thing you can do is shut up!”

She slammed the car door on the last word. Andy stood on the
other side of the car by the driver’s door.

“Y ou sure you won't need any help with him at the jail?’

Andy shook his head as he dug the car keys from his pocket.

“1 think you took all the fight outta him.”

Keys in hand, he stopped just before crawling behind the
wheel.

“Stu said youwasgood. | thought hewasjust braggin’ onyou.”

“What can | say?’ Jeanette smiled. “I’m gonnasit with her for
alittle bit then head back to the house.”

“No problem. | can do a coversheet and let you fill-in the
details when you come back on shift.”

99



WILLIAM BUTLER

That said, Andy wedged himself into the car and drove off.

Jeanette sighed, thrust her hands into her pant pockets and
turned to walk back to the house. She found Alison in the kitchen
seated at alittle breakfast counter. Jeanette’ sfirst impression was
of arag doll; worn and tattered, she seemed all used up.

“Sam'’s gonna be mad at me.”

Jeanette frowned and cocked her head to one side.

“I don’t think s0.” She shook her head. “Not at you.”

She stepped into the kitchen and pulled a stool up to the
counter as Alison broke into sobs.

Forty minutes | ater, Jeanette drove into the parking lot of her
apartment. As she walked toward her door, she heard a car come
into the lot. When she turned she saw Susan behind the wheel of
a beat-up, old Nova.

Jeanette unlocked the apartment door, turned back and walked
to the edge of the parking lot.

“Hm,” Susan moaned as she walked up. “Did | catch you at a
bad time?’

“No.” Jeanette shook her head. “In fact, | could probably use
the company right about now. Comeoninand |’ [l put some coffee
on.”

She led the way and conducted Susan to the sofa. Neither
woman spoke while Jeanette worked in the kitchen. Finished, she
moved into the living room and flopped down next to Susan.

“Doyou ever fedl...”

Susan finished for her, “...like the world is ganging up on
you?’

“Yeah.” Jeanette leaned forward and cupped her face in her
hands. “I mean, ever since | got here it's been one thing after
another.”

“And asif thejob weren’'t enough,” Susan added, “you’ ve got
all this other crap goin’ on, too. Yeah, | know exactly what you
mean.”
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“S0,” Jeanette sat up, “it’snot like Chimney’ s down the block
and around the corner fromyour place; what bringsyou to town?’

“Richard called me.”

“Oh.”

“Not toworry.” Susan slid closer and placed ahand on her leg.
“I’mnot hereto scold you or anything. Hejust wanted meto make
sure you were okay and after what happened this morning, he
didn’t think you really wanted him around right now.”

“Actualy, | dowant himaround,” sheturned to look at Susan,
“al thetime. It'slike he’'sadrug and | can’t get enough of him.
Like I’'m feeding off his energy or something and when I’'m not
with him | feel drained and empty.”

Susan laughed.

“You'reinlove, hun.”

“Yeah. | know.”

“So why are you so worried about it?’

“Because | can’t be. Not yet. Not now. Not this soon.”

Susan shook her head and smiled.

“And just when istoo soon or soon enough? Where doesit say
how long we' re supposed to know someone beforewefall inlove
withthem?If there’ sarule book, nobody’ sever bothered to show
it to me.”

Jeanette leaned back.

“It'sjust that...”

“Nothing’ s set in stone, hun. If you never remember anything
else, you need to remember that one thing. Nothing' s set in stone.
That’ sespecially trueabout thefuture; even whenyou’ ve seenthe
future. It can al change and it doesn’t take much to bring about
change. Infact, just having glimpsed something can set you onthe
course to changeit.”

Without prompting, Susan stood, walked around the sofa and
into the kitchen. She grabbed two cups from the countertop and
poured two coffees. When she sat down again, she handed one to
Jeanette and took a sip from her cup.
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She continued the conversation asiif it had never paused.

“There' s something else.”

Jeanette looked up from her coffee, “What’s that?’

“Y ou're doing the same thing | used to do. Y ou're fighting it
rather than letting it takeits natural course. That only leadsto one
thing.”

“Oh?" Jeanette could see concern on Susan’s face.

“Yeah. You, huddled in a corner someplace, muttering to
yourself.”

“It can,” Susan licked her lips and closed her eyes, “it will, if
you let it, make you lose your mind.”

Opening her eyes, she placed her cup on the coffee table and
turned in her seat so she faced Jeanette.

“It used to be | just about cut myself off from the rest of the
world. | didn’'t go out, | didn’t answer the phone, and | didn’t let
anybody come over to the apartment. Heck, | was so sensitivethat
if | touched aletter somebody sent me, | could see the faces and
lives of everybody that’d touched it on its way to me. Now that
will rattle your cage.”

“Oh my God. What'd you do?’

“| stopped fightingit. | took adeep breath, opened the door one
day and walked out side.”

“There salittle market down the street from my place. | took
astroll down there and shook hands with and spoke to everybody
I met. Atfirstit hurtlikehell. It waslike somebody had laid meon
my side and poured hot water in my ear. It was everything thing |
could do not to go running down the road screaming like a
banshee.”

“But after the first half dozen people it got better. When I'd
been out for an hour, I’ d shaken hands with maybe thirty people
or so. By then | could do the two-handed shake and really hold on
for awhile.”

“It’ snot that thingsdidn’t flood inonme, it’ sjust that it didn’t
hurt once | stopped fighting it.”
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“Nothing you see will hurt you just because you seeit. If you
seeahorribleaccident with bodiestwisted and torn; even if one of
them isyour own; seeing it doesn’t make it happen. It was going
to happen whether you saw it or not. And likel said, seeing can be
all it takes to set you on the path to preventing it.”

“You don't control destiny. Not yours, not mine, and not
anybody else’s. All you do is get a glimpse of what might be.”

“But what about Richard?’ Jeanette’s voice was sad. “I saw
hiswife. | felt what he felt for her. When he was holding me, he
wasthinking about her. | can’t competewith that. | can’t compete
with a dead woman.”

“Youdon't haveto. And | know Richard well enoughto say he
doesn’'t love you because you remind him of her. Carol was
beautiful and loving. But she was a meek, fragile little thing.”

Susan thought for amoment then worked her mouth into what
reminded Jeanette of a small pout before saying, “Hun, he's
aways gonna love Carol. No one and nothing can change that.
But you're not in a competition for his heart. You don’'t have to
beat her towin him. And | think it’ssafe say that if hedidn’t love
you, he wouldn’t be with you.”

Jeanette brought a hand up to her face, covered her eyes, then
let the hand drift down over her mouth and stared blankly across
the room.

“1 need to call him, don’'t I'?”’

Susan nodded.

“I think you owe him that much, at least.”

Sheglanced at her watch. “1 better get going. Got another stop
to make while I’'m in town.”

Jeanette stood and walked with her to the door. To her surprise
she found herself giving Susan a hug before opening it.

“1 think you’ re gonna be okay, hun. | really do.”

Before Susan’s car pulled from the parking lot, Jeanette was
on the phone, dialing Richard’'s number. She almost hung up
when she heard him answer. Instead, she whispered, “Hi.”
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“Areyou okay?’ Richard’s distant voice replied.

“Not really. But I'm better than | was.”

A moment passed without either speaking. Jeanette stood in
the short hall besidethe kitchen counter. Back to thewall, shedlid
slowly until she sat on the floor, knees bent in front of her.

“1,” with her eyesclosed, shewhispered again, “wanted you to
know I’'m sorry.”

“It' sokay.”

“No it's not.” She leaned forward, resting her head on her
knees.

“No it's not.” She whispered again as tears flowed from her
eyesand puddled on the floor between her legs. “I love you. Dear
God, | love you so much and...”

She sniffled and wiped her nose with the back of her hand but
the tears came harder.

“...and | don’t ever want to hurt you or make you sad.”

“Hey,” Richard tried to comfort her, “don’t do that. Don’t
cry.”

“I"'m sorry.”

She tried to stop but only succeeded in making it worse.

“I"m so sorry.”

“Do you want me to come over?’

“No.” Shefinally regained some of her composure. “Not right
now. | think I need to be alone for alittle while. At least for the
night.”

“Okay. Then I'll call you first thing tomorrow.”

Jeanette nodded.

“| take it you' re nodding your head.”

“Yeah,” she chuckled and wiped her nose again, “I guessyou
couldn’t see that on the other end of the phone, could you?’

“Nope,” his voice smiled. “I’'m good but I'm not quite that
good. Not yet, anyway. I'll talk to you tomorrow, then.”

“Y eah. Bye.”
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She stayed on the floor a few minutes before mustering the
energy to stand and hang up the phone. Absently, she went about
collecting the cups she and Susan used and placed them in the
kitchen sink. With that done, she wandered back into the living
room, sat on the sofaand picked up the TV remote. Her mind went
back to the conversation with Richard as she flipped through
channels on the television and settled on an old, black-and-white
movie.

As she stared blankly at the television, something happened.
Thefaint sound of distant music wafted into theroom asif carried
on a gentle breeze. She recognized the tune; a wedding march
played on an organ. Staring harder at the television, she tried to
match the sounds to what was happening on the screen.

Just then she heard hushed laughter. It caused her to sit straight
in her seat and glance around the room. Out of the corner of her
eye, she caught afaint movement. When she turned, she saw the
ghostly image of woman holding a small child and talking to
someone next to her.

Jeanette recognized her. But the recognition did nothing to
make sense of what she saw. Linda sat in a high-backed church
pew beside Stuart. She leaned closer to him, whispered
something in his ear then pointed with her free hand toward the
front of the church.

Church?

Jeanette considered for a moment she had lost her mind and
thiswasthe way it had manifest itself. She turned in the direction
Lindapointed and saw aman and woman standing before apriest.
Thepriest madethe sign of the crosswith one hand, while holding
abiblein the other. At the same moment, the woman, wearing a
pale blue dress, turned to glance over her shoulder.

ThechildinLinda sarmslet out an excited squeal that pulled
Jeanette’ sattention in that direction. When she turned back to the
couple, shestared into her own face and watched her lips speak in
aquiet voice, “It’s okay. It's all going to be okay.”
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The other Jeanette then turned back to the priest and continued
reciting her wedding vows.

Jeanette bolted from the sofa. Asshe did, the scene before her
dissipated like smoke caught on abreeze like the one that brought
the sound of music to the room.

Shefelt her heart pounding in her chest and her breathing came
in quick, shallow pants. She glanced around the room, reassuring
herself she was still in her apartment. Her first instinct was to
phone Richard. She discarded the idea amost immediately and
remembered the things Susan told her.

She also realized what happened was unlike her flashes of
forward memory. It hadn’t taken place in her mind. Though
gossamer, it had been tangible and intruded into the real world:
unfolding intheroom with her. Before she could consider further,
the phone rang.

Jeanette rounded the sofa and picked up the receiver.

“Hun?’ Therewas concern in the voice on the other end of the
phone.

“Susan?’

“Areyou okay?’

Jeanette turned and took alook around the room asif to make
sure before answering.

“Yeah.” She nodded. “I think so. But...”

“Alright then. | had atwinge that said something was up, so |
pulled into alittle convenience store and called.”

“1...” Jeanette hesitated.

Then, “I don’'t know what it was. It was like a dream or
somethin’. But | wasn’t asleep.”

Jeanette related the experience, “...and then it just stopped.”

“Y ou had awaking dream, hun.”

“A what?’

“A waking dream. It's a dream that happens when you're
awake. But it’s still just a dream. You're gonna be alright. It's
nothing to worry about.”
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“So, what? Are we joined at the hip? Isthat how you knew to
cal?

“No baby; nothing so dramatic. Y ou just sent out somereally
strong vibes, that’s all.”

For a moment neither woman spoke.

“You still with me?’

“Yeah.” Jeanette closed her eyes. “I think so.”

“Y ou need to get some rest, hun. Y ou’ ve had arough day and
arough night before that. Y ou don’t want to wear yourself out.”

Jeanette nodded.

“1f you need anything, remember, I’ m just aphone call away.”

Jeanette nodded again.

“Andyoureally ought to start using wordswhenyou’ retalking
to people on the phone. It makes it easier for them to hear you.”

Jeanette could hear the smile in Susan’s voice.

“I’ll remember that.”

“Okay then, hun. I'll talk to you later.”

“Yeah. Bye.”

Jeanette placed the phone in its cradle and leaned forward on
the counter for amoment before straightening and retiring to the
bedroom. To her surprise, she slept soundly. If she dreamt, she
had no memory of it the next morning.

She spent Sunday cleaning the apartment and hoping no one
would call. From the time she woke, she decided she wanted to
limit her contact with others that day. Her logic being to avoid
touching or seeing anyone, thereby reduce the likelihood of
unpleasant or unwanted events.

In late afternoon, as she worked in the kitchen preparing abite
to eat, amemory pushed to theforefront. Something Richard said
while they sat in the restaurant two nights earlier.

“Fate speaksto you,” he said, “tells you her secrets.”

It was the first recollection of that night and made her stop
what she was doing because sherealized shehad aholein her life.
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With the exception of that one phrase, she had no memory of what
happened once they arrived at the restaurant.

Standing in front of the sink with the water running, knifein
one hand and a potato in the other, Jeanette closed her eyes and
tried to push aside the veil obscuring the events of that night.
When sherealized shewasgiving herself aheadache, she stopped
and took a deep breath, then tried again.

She remembered the meeting at Susan's apartment. She
remembered the police station. She even remembered pulling
into the parking lot with Richard at the restaurant. Everything
after that, however, was gone: as if it had been cut from her
memory with apair of scissors.

When she decided she was getting nowhere, she finished
cutting the potato and dropped the cubesin apot of water. While
that cooked, she minced half an onion and began sautéing itina
fry pan. To that she added ground beef.

Sheremoved the potatoes from the stove, dumped them into a
bow! and mashed them. By then the onions and ground beef were
ready.

Mixing everything in the bowl, she seasoned with pepper and
salt then made small, oval shaped patties. These she coated in
flour, dipped in egg batter, and rolled in breadcrumbs. A few
minutes later, she removed four golden brown croquettes from
the frying pan and went to the table in her dining area.

Jeanette started to take a bite but stopped, put her fork down, and
mouthed wordsfrom the conversation nearly thirty-six hoursearlier.

“So what’ re you saving yourself for, now?’

In that instant her memory returned.
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Chapter Six

A bell rang: faint and far away.

It rang again: louder and closer.

Jeanette climbed from her sound sleep feeling like she' d been
underwater. When the phone rang a third time, she found it with
her eyes closed.

“Yeah.”

“Where are you?’

“Hmm? | don’t know. Where did you call me?’

“Jeanette,” Stuart’s calm voice carried atone of urgency, “are
you awake?’

“1 think so.” She sat up in bed but kept her eyes closed. “ What
timeisit?

“Almost ten.”

“1 guess that means I’m late for work, doesn’t it?’

“Yup.”

“Okay.” Shefinally opened her eyes. “Let me get cleaned up
and I'll betherein alittle bit.”

Forty minutes later, she drove into the police department
parking lot. She climbed from the car, straightened her uniform,
turned and nearly ran into Roger.

“Son-of-a-bitch!”

“Not the greeting I’m accustomed to,” Roger smiled, “first
thing in the morning but it's better than some. | hope you got
enough rest this weekend.”

Jeanette lowered her head.

“Sorry I'm late.”
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“Don’t worry about it. Y ou put in enough overtime last week
to more than make up for it.”

“Walk with me.” He hooked her arm and headed away from
the station. “There’'s a class of fourth-graders touring the
department, so it’s alittle full in there right now.”

Thepolice department occupied acorner lot. Theroad infront,
the east side of the building, was little more than a narrow alley.
Anderson Street ran aong the north side. Across the street were
buildings for an ambulance service and the local gas utility.

Roger stopped when he reached the corner.

“We had a rape-free weekend. That lends credence to the
theory that your boy, Johnny, isalikely suspect.”

“| take that to mean you were able to keep the county boys
from lettin’ him out?’

“Yup.” Roger lit acigarette. “He was arraigned this morning
and bond was set at fifty-thousand. Right now, the only charge
against himisthe burglary. I’'m hoping you'll find enough in the
[ab report to tie him to the other.”

“S0,” Jeanette raised an eyebrow, “the lab results are in?’

“Just on the first case. Stuart has them. We've got a file on
Johnny that dates back quite a few years. I'm sure if you go
through it you'll find something in there on his blood type. If it
matches up, it'll put us one step closer.”

“So what’ re you standin’ around out herefor?’” He ground his
cigarette butt under his heel. “Get to work.”

Jeanette spun around without responding and jogged back to
the station. Pushing through the front door, she was greeted by a
crowd of waist-high kids being ushered by a rather stressed-out
looking woman.

Shefound Stuart seated at one of the desksin the squad room.
He sipped on a cup of coffee and scribbled on a yellow notepad.
He looked up and smiled when she walked into the room.

“1 want you to know, Lindagave me hell all weekend because
of you.”
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Jeanette cocked her head to one side. A puzzled expression
came across her face.

“Come again.”

“Saturday morning,” he started, “when she and Richard got
back from your place. She cussed you up one side and down the
other. It took the better part of an hour for me and Richard to get
her calmed down.”

Jeanette pulled up a chair to one side of the desk, turned it
backward before sitting, and leaned her arms across the back.

“l am so sorry.”

“Yeah,” Stuart went on, “even after that she still went around
pouting and looking like she wanted to bite somebody’ s head of f
for most of the day. It wasn't until Richard called back that
afternoon; | guess he'd talked to you by then; that she finally
started to act like a sane person.”

Jeanette lowered her chin on her folded arms, “I guess| really
got on her bad side, didn’t |7

“So,” Stuart grinned, “are you one of those high maintenance
women | always hear about?’

“Knock it off.” Shegrinned back. “Haveyou looked at that 1ab
report, yet?’

“Yeah,” he grabbed a manila envelope and handed it to her,
“but it's all Greek to me. All except where it shows the blood
type.”

Jeanette extracted the contents and scanned though the report.
To her surprise, it was very thorough.

“Chief sayswe got afile on Johnny.”

“Sure do.” Stuart stood and went to a bank of file cabinets at
the back of the room.

“We've handled him for everything from misdemeanor
assaults to drunk driving.”

He pulled open a drawer and quickly retrieved afile folder.

“Herewego.”
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Jeanette took the file from him.

“I just wanna see if we got anything on his blood-type.”

“Should be.” Stuart followed Jeanette back to the desk. “One
of thedrunk driving arrests was atraffic accident. We got ablood
draw while he was at the hospital. | was the arresting officer on
that one.”

Jeanette found the forms she was |ooking for and pulled them
fromthefile. Shegrabbed thelab report again, flipped to asection
near the back and ran her finger down the page until she found
what she was looking for.

“Damnit!”

Stuart sat up in his chair.

“What?’

“It'snot him.”

Sheflipped the lab report and form from Johnny’ sfile around
for Stuart to see.

“Johnny’ s atype O-positive. The rapist isan A-negative. It's
not him.”

Jeanette slammed her hand on the desktop, “ Fuck metotears!”
and stood just as Roger came into the room.

“1 take your outburst to mean we' ve got a problem.”

Stuart looked sheepishly from Jeanette to the chief before
answering.

“It’ s not Johnny,” he said.

Before the chief could comment, the phone rang. Stuart
scooped it from the cradle and answered.

“Police Department. Can | help you?’

He immediately handed the phone to Jeanette.

“It’ sthe county jail.”

Still fuming, Jeanette took the phone.

“Yeah?

After listening for a moment she spoke again.

“No problem. I'll be over to get it in alittle bit.”
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When she hung up Roger and Stuart waited before asking.

“Larry Clark got bailed out this morning but he didn’t take his
personal belongings. County just wanted to know if I'd come by
there and pick them up.”

Stuart looked puzzled.

“When'd you put him back in jail?’

“Late Saturday morning.” Jeanette put the lab report back in
the envelope. “He attacked Misses Clark in her house while the
husband was at work. The dispatcher called me because she asked
for me specifically and | met the patrol over there.”

“Go on over and pick that up.” Roger crossed his arms and
leaned against the doorframe. “When you get back | want you to
pick through that |ab report and see what you can get out of it that
might put you closer to identifying the perp.”

Jeanette nodded and turned to Stuart.

“You drivin'?’

He stood.

“Wouldn't have it any other way.”

When they returned from the county jail, they had another
surprise waiting for them. Alison Clark sat in the lobby of the
police department. As in their previous meetings, Jeanette
couldn’t hel p but notice how weak and fragile the woman |ooked.

“Ms Clark?’ There was genuine concern in Jeanette' s voice.
“Iseverything alright?’

Alison rung her hands and fidgeted before answering.

“Larry,” she began. “Larry’s been calling the house. | guess
ever since he got out of jail. He says he’'s gonna hurt Sam. Says
he’ s gonna hurt Sam and then take me away and...”

Shetrailed off into tears.

Jeanette sat next to her and turned in the chair to face the other
woman. She placed a hand on Alison’s shoulder and squeezed
gently.

“Where's Sam, Ms Clark? Where's your husband?’
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“He'sat work. | haven’t told him.” Shelooked at Jeanette with
pathetic eyes. “| haven't told him about this weekend, either.”

“Okay, MsClark,” Jeanette sighed, “here’ swhat we' re gonna
do. | want you to give a written statement to my partner. You
remember him from the other day, don’t you?’

Alison glanced over at Stuart and nodded.

“Okay. And while you're doing that I’m gonna see about
getting an arrest warrant on Larry for phone harassment and
threatening an assault. ThistimeI’ll seeif we can get the judgeto
deny bond. | think three incidents in a weeks time should be
enough to convince ajudge that Larry’s a danger to the public.”

Stuart stepped closer and extended his hand to Alison.

“Come on back to the office with me and we'll get started on
that statement.”

Alisontook Stuart’ shand and stood. As she headed to the back
of the station, she turned back to Jeanette.

“1 should call Samandtell himwhat’ s happened, shouldn’'t 1?7’

“1 think s0.” Jeanette curled her lip into her mouth. “1 think he
needs to know what all’ s happened.”

Stuart and Alison disappeared into the squad room.

“Do you ever wonder,” Roger stood behind the counter to the
clerk’s area, “if some people were just born to be victims?”’

“That woman, Chief,” Jeanette stood and shook her head, “is
probably one of the sweetest, gentlest people I've ever met.
People shouldn’'t have to go through their lives always being
afraid. Peoplelikeher shouldn’t haveto worry about assholeslike
her brother-in-law. They just shouldn’t.”

It was Roger’ s turn to sigh.

“And in a perfect world, they wouldn’t. But...”

“Right.” She turned to him. “Y ou know this DA better than |
do. Youthink | can get awarrant on Larry based on her statement
and the other two reports?’

“Nope.” Roger shook hishead. “But | can.”
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Jeanette smiled coyly, “ Thanks.”

He wagged his finger at her, “But don’t get used to me doing
your leg work.”

“Not toworry.”

As Roger left, Jeanette realized she still held the paper sack
with Larry’s personal affects. She headed to the property room
where she dumped the contents on a table and prepared to
inventory them.

She picked up awatch and immediately afeeling of revulsion
washed over her asimages snaked into her mind. It made her take
a deep, gasping breath and drop the watch.

“Oh my God.” She muttered.

Cupping her hands over her mouth, she took several deep
breaths to regain her composure. Something Susan said came
back to her. It israre for a person with a strong psychic ability to
only be capablein one area.

Slowly, shereached for thewatch. Oncein her hand, sheclung
toit. Imagesfilled her mind: threefacesof three different women.
Sherecognized all of them. Asquickly asit began it stopped and
the watch became just a watch rather than avessel or conduit.

When she stepped into the squad room, Stuart looked up from
speaking to Alison.

“Ms Clark?’ Jeanette whispered. “Alison?’

Her back to the door, Alison turned around, still looking
pitiful.

“How many times,” it was hard for Jeanette to keep the anger
from coming to the surface, “has Larry raped you?’

Alison lowered her head and closed her eyes. Tears trickled
down her face and her whole body shook as she wept
uncontrollably.

Jeanette walked over, knelt and put an arm around her.

“Oh Alison, I’'m so sorry. I’'m so sorry.”

When Sam finally arrived at the police department, it was
nearly noon. Stuart made the call, not giving him any details, just

115



WILLIAM BUTLER

letting him know he was needed there. Alison had regained as
much composure as she was going to. She still sat in the squad
room with Jeanette when Stuart and Sam came in.

“Alison?’

She held atissue and wiped her nose with it before turning at
the sound of Sam’s voice.

“Mr. Clark,” it was Jeanette, however, who stood and walked
toward the door wherethetwo men waited, “let metalk to you out
herefirst.”

Touching his elbow, she guided Sam back into the short
hallway and pulled the squad room door closed behind them.

“What's going on, officer?” Sam’s eyes were sad and
pleading. “What’s happened to Alison?’

“There’sreally no easy way to say this, Mr. Clark.” She felt
like she was telling someone a family member had died. “Y our
brother, Larry, has been raping your wife on and off for the past
severa years.”

It staggered him and he backed against thewall almost falling.
Jeanette maneuvered him to a chair and helped him sit.

“Mr. Clark?

He didn’t answer but just stared into space.

“Mr. Clark?’ Jeanette said again. “Are you still with me?’

“What?' He tipped his head up toward her but his eyes were
till blank. “Huh?’

“Mr. Clark,” shewent on, “wethink Larry’ scommitted at | east
half a dozen other rapes here in the last week. None of the other
women has been able to identify their attacker, but Alison can.
With her statement, we' ve got enough to arrest your brother for
what he’s done to her.”

Sam till stared up at her but Jeanette couldn’t tell if hereally
understood what she said.

“Mr. Clark? Do you understand what I’ m saying?’

He nodded but the blank expression stayed.
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“You need to take Alison home and stay with her. If Larry
comesto your house or callsyou, you need to call us, right away.
Do you understand?’

He nodded again and stood.

“1 need to take Alison home?’

“That’s right, Mr. Clark. Take her home and stay there with
her. She doesn’t need to be alone right now.”

Guiding him by the elbow again, she walked Sam back to the
squad room. When they stepped through the door he drifted to
where Alison sat and helped her to her feet. Neither spoke asthey
turned and headed to the door.

He stopped besi de Jeanette and with the same dead expression
asked, “Will you let us know when you have him?’

Jeanette nodded.

“As soon aswe pick him up.”

“Thank you.”

Jeanette followed the couple down the short hall and into the
waiting area. Roger opened the front door from the other side as
they reached it.

“Oh.” He apol ogized, stepped to one side and held the door to
let the Clarks out.

After pushing the door closed he turned to Jeanette. “ DA says
he'll give you your warrant but he wants you to compile areport
including al of the incidents.”

“He'sour rapist.” Jeanette remarked without expression.

Roger narrowed his eyes and frowned. “What?’

Jeanette nodded.

“He sbeenraping her for years. Shejust never said anythingto
her husband or anybody else. | get the feeling that someway she
thought it was her fault.”

Roger crossed the room to the counter separating the lobby
from the receptionist’ s area and reached for the phone behind the
desk. After punching in the number to the District Attorney’s
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Office, he put his hand over the receiver while waiting for an
answer.

“| take it you've got al that in her statement?’

“Yeah.”

“And the other rapes. How are you tying him to those?’

Jeanette stepped over to a row of chairs along the wall and
flopped down in one.

“Just circumstantial right now,” she lied, “but if we can get
samples from the guy, I'm sure it’ [l match what was in the rape
kits.”

“Draw up your affidavit for thefelony warrant and takeit over
to the judge’' s office. I’'m going to seeif they’ll issue the warrant
and have it waitin’ for you.”

An hour later, Jeanette and Stuart walked out of the County
Judge's office with an arrest warrant for Larry Clark. As they
pulled out of the Justice Center parking |ot, something occurred to
Jeanette.

“Head over to Alison’s place.”

Stuart bunched up his lips and pulled to the curb.

“Why?’ Heturned inthe seat, “Larry liveson the other side of
town.”

“Because, he's at their mother’s house and we don’t know
where that is.”

“And how do you know that?’

Jeanette smiled at him.

“A little birdie told me.”

Stuart nodded and made a U-turn from the curb to head north
toward the little, quiet neighborhood where Alison and Sam
lived.

“I don’t know if I’m just getting’ used to you or what, but |
almost expect you to know thisstuff asamatter of fact, anymore.”

“Well,” Jeanette fidgeted in her seat, “that makes one of us.
Ever since | got hereit’s been getting’ worse.”
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“Y ou mean better, don’'t you?’

“Since when does worse mean better, Stu?’

They turned off the main road onto a residential street and
Jeanette was hit with a sense of dread she couldn’t contain.

“Drive faster, Stuart. Something’s wrong.”

Stuart urged the patrol car forward with more urgency and
didn’t bother to ask for particulars. Having reaped the benefits of
Jeanette’ sgifts, hewasn’t inclined to question her the way others
might.

As they turned the corner onto the Clark’s street, Jeanette’s
eyes sought out the house.

“Sam’s car’sgone.” She intoned.

Stuart parked in thedriveway. Climbing fromthe patrol before
itwasfully stopped, Jeanette nearly ran toward thefront door. As
she reached forward to knock, the door opened.

“Misses Clark. Where' s your husband?’

“He went to their momma’ s house,” Alison sniffled, “said he
was gonna carry Larry up to the police station.”

“Damnit!” Jeanette sighed. “Where does their mother live,
Misses Clark?’

“Over on Hampton. Right acrossfrom the elementary school.”

“Do you know the house number?’

“1,” she sniffled, “I think it’s 210. But I’'m not sure.”

“Okay, Misses Clark.” Jeanette grabbed the portable radio
from her side. “ Stay here and wait for me. Do you understand?”’

Alison nodded.

Jeanette spun around and radioed the dispatcher to have the
other patrol meet them at the address Alison gave. Back inthecar,
she turned to Stuart and shook her head.

“1 told you | had a bad feeling about this.”

“What's up?’

“210 Hampton.” She growled. “And we need to be there, like
ten minutes ago.”
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The addresswasn’t more than half amilefrom the Clark home
and it took little more than a minute to drive there. The other
patrol arrived at the same time. However, when Jeanette saw the
ambulance backed in the driveway, she knew they were too late.

The house was aranch style with aporch that ran the length of
thefront. Sam sat in awicker chair on the porch to one side of the
doorway. Helooked up as Jeanette and the other officers came up
the walkway.

“Larry’sdead, Officer Henderson.”

Jeanette stopped just out of arms reach.

“Do | need to read you your rights, Mr. Clark?’

Sam shook his head.

“He shot himself before | could get past momma. | guess he
overhead us arguing; tellin’ her what all he’d done.”

Jeanette glanced at Stuart.

“You guys go on in. Get what you need for the reports and
don’t forget about the mothers information.”

Stuart paused for a moment.

“You sureyou got it here?’

“Yeah.”

Once Stuart walked away, Jeanette grabbed the chair next to
Sam and sat.

“l wish you'd have done as | asked and stayed home with
Alison.”

“1 know but,” Sam sighed and bowed his head, “I figured |
could get him to come in without a fuss. Thought | could talk
some sense into him.”

Jeanette put a hand on top of his.

“She’ s gonna blame herself for this too, you know.”

He looked up.

“What do you mean?’

“Mr. Clark, your wife thinks she’ sto blamefor all the trouble
that’ s been between you and Larry all theseyears. That’ swhy she
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never told you what wasreally going on. Some kindaway she got
it in her head she needed to be punished.”

“She didn’t have nothin’ to do with it.” Sam frowned and
shook his head. “Larry was pretty much born a dumb-ass. He
aways wanted what he couldn’t have. And on his best days he
wasjust abig bully.”

“Doesn’'t change what your wifethinks.” Jeanette stood. “ She
thinksit’s her fault for what happened to her; for what happened
to those other women; and she’ sgonnathink it was her fault Larry
killed himself.”

She turned and started into the house but stopped just before
going through the doorway.

“I’vemet alottapeople since | started being acop. But | can’'t
say I’ve ever met anybody sweeter or more vulnerable than your
wife. If you don’t do anything else in your life, Mr. Clark, you
need to make sure she understands that Larry was responsible for
the things he did. Not you, not her, and not anybody else.”

“I'll do that.”

“Good.”

At threethat afternoon the day shift ended. Jeanette still sat in
front of astack of reportsand forms. Roger walked into the squad
room as she tossed alegal pad into a basket on the desk.

“What are you still doing here?” He leaned against the
doorframe.

“Well,” shelooked up fromthepapersinfront of her, “I’ vestill
got the forms that get sent to State, to finish.”

“Well,” Roger mocked, “you need to go home. | told you we
can't afford the overtime.”

She tried to argue.

“But | was late coming in thismorning. So | figured | needed
to make that time up.”

“You figured wrong. You worked this weekend and that
makes up for this morning. Go home.”
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Jeanette closed the cover on the open notebook, pushed it to
one side and stood.

“You don’t have to tell me twice.”

“Apparently | do.” Roger smiled. “But we'll chalk it uptoyou
being new. And by the way, good work.”

“Not asgood as it coulda been,” Jeanette shook her head, “or
Larry Clark would still be adive.”

Roger straightened and walked over to the desk.

“Are you gonna beat yourself up over that?’

Jeanette scrunched up her mouth and thought for a moment.

“No,” she shook her head, “I’m gonna take my own advice.
Larry was responsible for what he did.”

“Good.” Roger crossed his arms and nodded. “Now get outta
here.”

“You got it, boss.”

Outside, in the parking lot, she sat in her car for a moment;
eyes closed, head leaned back on the seat. Though abbreviated,
the day seemed to have been long and difficult. The only good
thing was it hadn’t given her time to think about Richard.

“Don’t just stand there,” she said without opening her eyes,
“say something.”

“How’d you know | was there?’ Richard asked.

“A little birdie told me.”

She sat up in the seat, turned and rested her arms, crossed, on
thewindow frame. Richard |eaned down and kissed her gently on
the top of her head.

“S0,” she smiled, “I only warrant hair-kisses now.”

He knelt so he was at eye level with her.

“1 figured I’ d start there and work my way down.”

He leaned forward until their lips aimost touched but instead
of kissing her he spoke.

“I want you to be my wife.”

To her surprise the question didn’t take her aback. As well,
even though she kept her eyes closed, she could see Richard
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clearly. She could see the street behind him, the parking lot
behind her and the police department building beside that.

She smiled.

“I think,” shewhispered. “I think I’ vebeeninlovewithyoufor
avery long time. Since before | came here. Since before | |eft the
service. Even since before | married my ex-husband. | just never
thought you were real until that day you walked up to Stuart and
me in the restaurant.”

Richard still squatted before her, staring into her closed eyes.

“Can | take that as ayes?’

“Yeah,” she smiled, “I think you can take that as ayes.”
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Chapter Seven: Epilogue

Jeanette sat on the edge of her bed wearing only a sheer robe.
The clock on her nightstand bathed her in soft, green light while
behind her Richard snored quietly. After considering it a while
longer, she stood and trod into the living room, bare feet
sgueaking as she walked across the linoleum and stopped at the
phone on the wall beside the kitchen.

She picked up the receiver and dialed then waited.

“Hey, hun.” Susan answered.

Jeanette shook her head.

“You're always one step ahead of me, aren’t you?’

“I've been sditting here in bed,” Susan’s voice smiled,
“watching old movies and waiting for you to call all night. | take
it Richard's asleep?”’

“Yeah.” Jeanetteturned her back to thewall and leaned againgt it.
“Wetdkedfor abit afterward, but | think | wore him out. Next thing
I knew he had dozed off, so | covered him up and came out here.”

“Actually, you sat on the edge of your bed for awhiledeciding
whether to call me before you did.”

They both laughed.

“So. What isit you wanted to tell me at one in the morning?’

Jeanette chewed on her top lip then exhaled.

“1,” shebegantoweep, “| remember tomorrow, Susan. | called
the Chief whenwe got back hereand told him | needed theday off.
We'reflying to Nevada because | don’t want another day to pass
when I’'m not married to him.”

“Good for you, hun. So what’ s the problem?’
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“1 guess,” she wiped the tears from her eyes, “I guess there
isn't one. | just wanted to say, thank you.”

It was Susan’ s turn to get quiet.

“Y ou know you’ rewelcome, hun. Now hang up and call Linda
so you can tell her you' re marrying her brother.”

“Okay.”

She hung up then picked up the receiver again and dialed
Linda s number. Stuart answered.

“l won’'t be in to work in the morning and neither will you.”

“What?" He was groggy being wakened from a sound sleep.
“Who is this? Jeanette?’

“Yeah. Now put your wife on the phone.”

“Huh?" Stuart still wasn't fully awake. “Why do you wanna
talk to Linda? And why aren’t you comin’ in tomorrow?’

“Shush, Stuart. Just put Linda on.”

“Alright.”

In amoment, Linda s sleepy voice answered.

“Hey.” Jeanette whispered. “ Two things.”

“ Jeanette?’

“Yeah.”

“What time isit? What’s wrong?’

“It’ salittleafter oneand nothingswrong. Now shut up and just
listen for a minute.”

“Okay.”

“You wereright and I’m sorry. That’ s the first thing.”

“I’m aways right. But what are you talking about?’

“Don’'t worry about the details. You’'ll figureit out when you
wake up in the morning.”

“If you say so. What’ s the other thing?’

“Richard and me are getting married tomorrow. We're going
to Nevadaand you and Stuart are coming with us. We' ve got four
seats booked out of Shreveport at noon. So you need to get abag
for you and Stuart packed, first thing in the morning. Okay?’

“Yeah. Sure. Can | go back to dleep now?’
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“Yeah.”

She hung up and walked back to the bedroom. As she pulled
off the robe and climbed into bed the phone rang.

“Hello?’

“Jeanette?’ It was Linda: her voice more awake.

“Hey.”

“You're gettin’ married?’

“Yep.”

“Oh!” Linda screamed. “I knew something was up when
Richard didn’t come by tonight.”

Jeanette smiled and laid her head on the pillow.

“So you're okay with that?’

“Oh hell yeah!”

“Thank you.”

“So we'll see you over here” Linda's voice returned to
something closer to normal, “say about nine or 0?7’

“Y eah. That sounds good.”

“Okay then. Night, night.”

“Night.”

Jeanette reached to hang up the phone and Richard stirred.

“Is everything okay?’ He asked.

“Yeah.” Sherolled over soshecouldlook a him.* That wasLinda”

“You told her?’

“Uh huh?’

“And she's okay with everything?’

“Uh huh?’

“Good.” He said and drifted back to sleep.

Jeanette rolled onto her back and stared up at the celling. She
thought she’'d find alittle shop or boutique when they landed in
LasVegas. She was sure she could find ablue evening gown like
she had in mind. And of course, Richard would need a tuxedo.

She closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.

THE END
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