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Late for her early morning practice, Maxime Tremblay bolted down sixteen flights of stairs. She counted down the steps in her head so as not to miss any and trip. Seven steps, a landing. Seven steps, seventh floor. Seven steps, a landing. Seven steps, sixth floor.
[bookmark: _GoBack]The door of the sixth floor flew open. Maxime sidestepped to avoid being hit. Her foot slipped down the concrete floor. Anticipating a tumble that would jeopardize her swim season—and her dream of qualifying for the World Swimming Championship in December—she snatched the railing. The old scratchy metal scraped her hands, burning her nerve endings, but stopped her fall.
“Max? Are you all right?” Gabriella, a varsity athlete on the cross-country running team, rushed to her side. The sixth-floor resident grabbed Maxime’s arm, and with a fuchsia-gloved hand, pulled her back onto solid ground. “Sorry, Max. I should have been more careful pushing the door, but there’s never anybody on the other side at this time. I thought I was the only one using the stairs.”
To ensure she didn’t suffer any serious injury, Maxime stretched her muscles while taking a few deep breaths. Aside from the abrasions on her hands, she’d been lucky not to break or strain anything.
“No worries, Gaby. I’m fine.” With the incident behind her, Maxime resumed her descent. “I’m usually at the pool by this time. My coach is going to kill me.”
“No, he’s not.” The cross-country runner was hot on her heels. “Compared to mine, your coach is a teddy bear.”
Maxime gave the woman in a bright pink tracksuit a dubious look over her shoulder.
“Kenney transforms into a polar bear when a swimmer is late, and trust me, that’s not a pretty sight.” One close encounter with a polar bear was all Maxime could stomach in a lifetime. “Anyway, why are you dressed for running? Didn’t you sprain your ankle two weeks ago? Aren’t you on the injured list?”
At any moment Maxime expected Gabriella’s ankle to give up under the strain of their mad dash down the stairs.
“Yes, but my coach sent me a message last night asking me to give it a trial run this morning. He wants me back on the team for the race next weekend.”
Somehow it sounded too soon, but Maxime understood why the coach wanted her back. Gabriella held the university record in both the 5K and 10K races. The medals she won didn’t only speak of her talent and hard work, they spoke of her coach’s ability to develop his athletes and to achieve tangible results. It was an ability the Athletic Department of Birchwood University rewarded with a generous bonus.
To Maxime’s relief, they both reached the lobby in one piece. The digital clock beside the lone elevator indicated 5:26 a.m.
There was no way Maxime could make it onto the deck with four minutes to spare, not when her residence and the swimming pool were at opposite ends of the campus. But if she cut through the woods instead of running on the sidewalk, she could shave two, maybe even three minutes.
Her swim bag slung over her shoulder, she followed Gabriella to the trails.
On this first day of October, the air was brisk and the sky was dark. Dawn wouldn’t break for another thirty to forty minutes.
Staggered lampposts illuminated the trails where a thin layer of frost covered the treacherous roots snaking through the uneven hard packed terrain. A few steps in front of her, Gabriella struggled with her balance. By now, it should be obvious to her fellow athlete that her ankle hadn’t regained its full strength yet and wasn’t ready to sustain any strenuous activities.
A dreadful feeling enveloped Maxime as she foresaw a devastating fall in the woods that would end the runner’s career. “Hey, Gaby? You’re going to trip over a root and break both your ankles. Why don’t you go back to your room and wait until the sun is up before giving it another trial?” Or better yet, why don’t you wait another week?
The runner paused near the junction where their paths would diverge. “I can’t, Max. I’m supposed to meet my coach at 6:00 to discuss how it went. I have no choice but to finish. See you later.”
Ignoring her advice, Gabriella veered left before disappearing around the next curve. A sigh died in Maxime’s throat. Had the runner been one of her girls, Maxime would have ordered her back to bed and shielded her from the coach’s unreasonable demand.
It’s not up to me to reason with her coach. I’m not her captain.
Leaves rustled in the shadows and a bird took flight. Maxime sped along the trail and swerved right. Around the next bend, she came within view of the Sports Center.
She darted inside.
The squeaky door closed behind her, drowning the scream dying in the woods.
~ * ~
The changing room attached to the pool was deserted. Maxime hurried to don her swimsuit then stepped on deck with her water bottle, pull buoy, purple kickboard, goggles and cap.
Her teammates were in the pool, warming up under Kenney’s scrutiny. The clock above the lifeguards’ office indicated 5:36.
Any other morning Maxime wouldn’t have minded that her phone died in the night and her alarm failed to ring. Monday mornings were different. She had classes from 8:00 a.m. till noon and she couldn’t afford to be late for the first one, not when her first exam for Safety Code was scheduled for next week.
She tossed her flotation gear and bottle beside block four then approached her coach with the strap of her goggles wrapped around her wrist and her swim cap in her hand.
“Six minutes.” Kenney didn’t look at her, and she could have sworn he hadn’t glanced at the clock either. “You know what that means.”
To remind him that most mornings she arrived among the first ones at the pool and that she hadn’t been late yet this year was pointless. No one argued with Kenney about his late penalties—an extra fifty meters of the swimmer’s worse stroke for each minute—unless the latecomer also wanted to be hammered with a series of starts and turns.
“Yeah, an extra three hundred meters of backstroke before cool down.” As she resigned herself to the possibility that she might have to skip washing her hair or eating breakfast, she put her cap on. It ripped in half. Bummer. I should have stayed in bed and faced Kenney’s wrath tonight instead.
Kenney handed her a new swim cap. Where he pulled it from was a mystery she had no desire to solve.
“Thanks.” The red cap stretched to hug her head. “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry.”
For an intense moment, her coach stared at her with a blank expression, pinning her to the deck.
“You’re my female captain, Ursa. The girls look up to you.” He narrowed his eyes. “They may not notice when you’re early, but they sure do when you’re late.”
Lead by example. I know, Kenney. Skip the lecture. “I get it. Honest.”
His gaze released her and traveled to the pool. “Then you’ll understand why I have to give you an extra four hundred, not just three.”
“Four hundred back? Are you trying to kill me?” If she’d known she’d suffer harsher penalties as captain, she might have declined the honor.
Something resembling a hideous smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. “If it helps, you can do breaststroke instead.”
“Yeah, right.” Her breaststroke was slower and sucked almost as badly as her backstroke. What I need is a new phone.
She adjusted her goggles, and as she readied to jump feet first in lane four, she glanced at the pace clock on the wall. Out of the corner of her eye, she caught a moving shadow in the bleachers.
A blink later, it had disappeared.
~ * ~
The news spreading through campus like a brushfire caught up with Maxime while she waited in line at the cafeteria. She’d overheard tidbits all morning, but didn’t add all the details together until someone behind her mentioned Gabriella’s name.
Stunned by the implications, Maxime pivoted around. “What do you mean Gabriella Santos is dead?”
Two burly guys shrugged. If she wasn’t mistaken, both were on the football team.
“She drowned in the creek.” The dark-haired guy answered with an air of weary indifference.
Irked by his attitude, Maxime struggled to keep her voice calm and even. “What time? What creek?” She needed details.
“Sometime this morning. The one in the woods...” The guy glanced at his bald-headed friend who shrugged again. “I think.”
It couldn’t be in the creek running through the woods. There were less than six inches of water in it at this time of year. It would take an incredible amount of talent and bad luck to manage to drown in it.
As she pondered the possibility in her mind, she spotted Hope with her boyfriend, both waving at her from the back of the cafeteria. Maxime was surprised to see her best friend, who also used to be her roommate. Now that Hope was in her third year at Birchwood, the future nurse practitioner spent more time at the hospital than she did on campus.
Maxime gave them a thumbs up, and after picking up a double portion of the daily special, she approached their table.
“Have a seat, Max.” With her foot, Hope pushed a chair away from the table. “I saw you asking the guys about Gabriella.”
Her friend’s ability to read someone’s lips from across a room never ceased to amaze Maxime. She lowered her tray on the table and straddled the chair to eat.
Thierry, Hope’s boyfriend, eyed her lunch. “Are you sure you’re going to eat all that?”
Unlike Hope’s plate, his was empty. From experience, Maxime knew if she said no, Thierry would start helping her right away.
“Maybe. I had a tough practice and no breakfast. It’s been a long morning.” The cereal bar she ate between classes didn’t qualify as breakfast. “So? What is it I hear about Gaby?”
Unsure if Hope wore her transmitter or not, Maxime looked at her while speaking, but also kept Thierry in her line of vision.
“She’s dead, Max.” The sorrow buried in the eyes of the unflappable goaltender didn’t escape Maxime. “I’m the one who found her body.”
“It can’t be. Gaby and I left the residence at the same time this morning. She was going for a run.” As she said it, it occurred to Maxime she might have been the last person to see the runner alive. “We entered the trails together around 5:25 a.m. and we split when I reached the shortcut to the pool. What happened?”
Though her appetite had fled away, Maxime forced herself to dig into her bowl of pasta.
“We were sluggish on the ice on Saturday so our coach decided we needed a long run in the woods this morning. I was leading the pack.” Hope’s boyfriend fiddled with his fork while recounting the incident. “When I crossed the log bridge, I peered over the side at the water. Something resembling a pink glove floated at the surface. I’m not sure what made me look straight down through the gap between the logs, but when I did, I saw more pink underneath the bridge.”
The color of Gabriella’s running attire hadn’t only struck Maxime, it had also matched her gloves. “Gaby’s tracksuit.”
“Yes, with Gaby in it. I jumped in the creek and scuttled underneath the bridge. She was lying face down. I searched for her pulse. Her skin was still warm, but she was dead. I called nine-one-one and waited with her until the police arrived.” His reputation as a goaltender who could think both on his feet and on his skates wasn’t exaggerated. “My teammates formed a cordon around the bridge so no one else would disturb the scene.”
The lone log bridge on the trails was minutes away from where she and Gabriella parted. “What time was that?”
“You want the exact time? I called nine-one-one at...” Thierry checked his phone log. “At 5:54. Less than thirty minutes after you saw her last.”
Based on Thierry’s account, an image formed in Maxime’s mind, overlapped by a timeline.
“That’s not enough time to run the entire trail and start a second loop, which means she fell off the bridge not long after we parted. I could tell her ankle bothered her. I should have forced her to go back. I could have talked to her coach about postponing that trial run.”
As guilt set in, Maxime replayed their last conversation in her head, searching for the one thing she could have said or done to change Gabriella’s fate.
“Max, it wasn’t your fault.” Hope placed a compassionate hand on her forearm. “I’m not sure what you think you could have accomplished, but talking to her coach wouldn’t have made any difference. Gabriella was on the injured list. He didn’t know she’d started running.”
“Hold on a sec.” Maxime lifted a hand to stop her friend. “Her coach knew. Gaby told me the trial run was his idea. She was going to meet him at 6:00 a.m. to discuss her run.”
The frowning glance Hope exchanged with her boyfriend twisted Maxime’s guts into a knot.
“I was observing an autopsy when they brought Gabriella’s body into the morgue. Her coach came to identify her. I eavesdropped on his conversation with the police officer in the hallway. He had no idea why she was running on the trails with a sprained ankle. He was broken with grief, Max, and I’d swear he wasn’t faking it.”
Reading body language was another one of Hope’s uncanny skills. Maxime trusted her friend’s instincts.
“I believe you, but I’m telling you, Gaby was convinced her coach was the one who sent her to those trails this morning. Besides, what was she doing underneath the bridge? If she fell over, shouldn’t she have been on the side?” Maxime turned her gaze toward Thierry. “You’re the one studying criminology. What does that tell you?”
“Someone is lying?” He pointed at her plate. “Are you done eating?”
A faint chuckle wafted through Hope’s lips as she glared at her boyfriend. “That wasn’t funny, T.”
“It’s all yours.” Having lost her appetite, Maxime pushed her plate in front of Thierry. “So? Should I call the police or not?”
It was the fourth fatal accident involving athletes in the last two weeks. Those kinds of odds defied statistics.
“Oui, Maxime. Tu devrais.” Thierry was among a handful of people on campus who spoke French to her. “Though if I were you, I’d do it in person and not over the phone.”
~ * ~
At the police station, the more the interview progressed, the more Maxime regretted heeding Thierry’s advice. The plain room in which she sat on an uncomfortable plastic chair was as stuffy as her interlocutor.
“So you had an altercation with the victim about running in the dark?” There was an unwelcome edge in the officer’s voice. “Would you call it a fight? Did you struggle with her on the bridge?”
“What?” Baffled by the ludicrous allegations, she stared in disbelief at the police officer sitting across the table. Officer Callaghan, whose last name was engraved on the tag he wore on the pocket of his light blue shirt, had twisted her words. “No!”
“No need to yell, Ms. Tremblay.” The officer tossed his pen onto the closed folder resting on the otherwise empty table. “I hear you loud and clear.”
No, you don’t. The man in uniform hadn’t written down anything of what she’d told him in the last twenty minutes. Not a single word. Nothing. “You may be listening, Officer Callaghan, but you’re not paying attention.”
As soon as the words escaped her mouth, Maxime wished she could reel them in. Her father had taught her to remain calm under any circumstances. He wouldn’t be impressed to learn frustration had hijacked her brain.
The officer’s face hardened as warning shots darted from his eyes. “If I were you, Ms. Tremblay, I’d choose my next words with extreme caution. Everything indicates the death of Ms. Santos was an accident, yet you come into the station claiming to possess valuable information. By your own account, you were alone in the woods arguing with the victim minutes before her death. So tell me, if it wasn’t an accident, who killed her? You didn’t see anyone else on the trails. You didn’t hear her scream or struggle, or did you?”
The word game the officer played sickened Maxime. Yet she held his piercing gaze, determined to set the record straight. “Someone pretending to be her coach lured Gabriella into the woods. Back home, we call that suspicious.”
The officer’s lack of interest, or concern, as he leaned back in his chair bewildered her. “Ms. Santos was on the injured list, which meant no running, right? Did it not occur to you, Ms. Tremblay, that she made up the message so you wouldn’t report her noncompliance?”
Maxime wasn’t sure what angered her more. The earlier suggestion that she was a murderer or that Gabriella was now a liar. Either way, she’d heard enough. She stood. “I can see I’m wasting my time and yours. Am I free to leave or will you read me my rights?”
~ * ~
The knock on her door, which her dad overheard, gave Maxime the excuse she needed to end their video chat. Like she expected, he wasn’t too pleased with the way she’d handled the conversation at the police station, though he also looked disappointed by the conduct of the officer.
“Need to go, Papa. Je t’aime.” She kissed the pads of two fingers, her index and middle finger, then pressed them on the screen. “Bonne nuit.”
“Bonne nuit, trésor.” Her dad smiled then saved her the trouble of terminating the connection.
Dodging the clothes on the floor, Maxime rushed to the door and opened it. “Hope? What are you doing here?”
It was the first time her friend had visited Maxime’s new private room. Hope breezed by her before she had time to invite her in, then eyed the clothes on the floor.
A disapproving frown creased Hope’s forehead. “Your room is messier than when we lived together. Did you forget everything I taught you?”
“Yeah, I did.” Maxime closed the door. “Why don’t you dump Thierry, move back with me, and give me a Housecleaning 101 refresher course?”
With all the weird night shifts nursing students had to do at the hospital, Maxime understood why Hope chose to live closer to the hospital. Still, she never thought she would miss her roommate as much as she did. Hope was the witty sister she never had.
Her best friend burst out laughing. “Sorry, Max, but you’re beyond salvation. Thierry, on the other hand, never leaves clothing on the floor, he’s a better cook than you, and—”
Maxime rolled her eyes. “Stop before you tell me he’s as good between the sheets as he is between the pipes.”
A cheeky grin cracked Hope’s face as she wiggled her brows. “He’s not as good, Max, he’s better. That being said, you need a boyfriend to help you relax.”
Memories of her one serious boyfriend flooded back to Maxime’s mind, stinging as painfully as they did more than three years ago. “If you’re thinking of setting me up with a new guy, forget it. You have lousy taste in men, except for Thierry.”
“It’ll break Ben’s heart to learn you don’t want to have lunch with him.” An exaggerated sigh whooshed out of Hope’s mouth as she picked up Maxime’s new team bag from the floor. “When did you get it?”
Maxime slouched in her desk chair. “Kenney handed them out at practice tonight along with our new winter jackets.”
With gentle fingers, Hope brushed the embroidered letters spelling Ursa, Maxime’s nickname, on the top of the bag. “I love the new font of the purple letters. They’re bigger and more elegant.”
Maxime agreed with her friend. Whoever approved the new design deserved an accolade. “My new jacket is in the bag. You can take it out if you want to look at it.”
Her new bomber three-in-one jacket with Swimming and Ursa written one underneath the other on the back and the C on her right sleeve was in Hope’s hands before Maxime finished her sentence.
“The jacket is shorter and the fabric is shinier than last year.” Hope admired it with glee in her eyes. “I love that new style.”
“Me too.” Maxime had always been fond of Birchwood’s team colors, but this year the cloudy gray was crisper and the purple was richer. It couldn’t be lovelier. “I take it you and Thierry haven’t gotten yours yet?”
The same passion thrived inside the three of them. They enjoyed training, they craved competition, and they aimed to excel. It was Thierry’s second year as captain of the men’s ice hockey team, a rare feat for a goaltender. Hope was named captain of the women’s biathlon team a month ago. A day later, Maxime became captain of the women’s swim team.
“Thierry thinks he’ll get his after the game tonight and my coach told us we’d get ours after shooting practice tomorrow.” Her friend proceeded to remove the interior fleece from the exterior shell. “Want to come with me to watch his game? It starts in twenty minutes.”
The homework piled on her desk warned Maxime against a night out after wasting part of her afternoon at the police station. “I haven’t made a dent in my homework yet.”
“Come on, Max. One period of play. You can leave at the first intermission.” Though Hope attended most of her boyfriend’s hockey games, she didn’t beg Maxime to accompany her unless something special was happening. “I’m dying to know how it went at the police station. Besides, I stopped by the morgue before I came here and I glimpsed the preliminary autopsy report by accident.”
Dangling potential information in front of her to unleash her curiosity was an unfair, but efficient, tactic. As much as she wanted to forget about the circumstances surrounding Gabriella’s death, Maxime couldn’t. “And?”
“And hurry.” Hope threw her the inner fleecy part of her new jacket, which also bore the nickname Ursa. “I want to be there when T steps on the ice.”
~ * ~
A nightmare she couldn’t recall awoke Maxime. She looked at her phone. The screen indicated 3:00 and low battery.
Bummer.
Rattled by the police interview, she’d forgotten to stop by the store on her way back to campus. By the time she’d remembered, it had been too late. The store was closed.
She could plug in her phone again, go back to sleep, and hope it rang. Or she could get up, go to the washroom, and finish her homework while she ate a lazy breakfast.
Her empty stomach rumbled.
Let’s go pee first.
The washroom, which she shared with the other fourteen girls on the floor, was located at the end of the corridor. Maxime didn’t bother putting anything over her tank top and matching panties. The odds of meeting anyone in the middle of the night were slim, and even if she did, she couldn’t care less if anyone saw her. Her swimsuit was more revealing than any undies she owned.
By 4:45 a.m., homework was done, she was dressed, and she was restless.
To channel her extra energy, and stretch her legs, Maxime hopped and skipped down the stairs. As she entered the lobby, the elevator door parted.
Sonja Maximillian, a fifty-meter freestyle veteran in her last year of teaching, exited the elevator. The oldest woman on the swim roster at twenty-eight years old, Sonja trained part-time since her practicum at the local high school conflicted with their swim practices.
The future teacher wore her new jacket and carried her new swim bag, which sported the nickname Max, short for Maximillian.
Since Max was on the team when Maxime joined, her teammates had nicknamed her Ursa in honor of her old injury. She paused by the front door and waited for Sonja to catch up.
“Morning, Ursa. Are you always up this early?” Sonja’s Germanic accent, which Maxime found intriguing, was more pronounced in the morning.
“No, but the alarm on my phone is acting up.” Maxime pushed open the door and held it while Sonja also walked out. “I was awake, so I thought I might as well leave for the pool early.” And avoid facing Kenney’s wrath two mornings in a row.
A heavy fog enveloped them, the humidity seeping through Maxime’s new fleece and chilling her to the bone. She couldn’t distinguish her teammate’s expression, let alone the road vanishing in the mist less than three feet in front of her.
“Is something special going on this morning?” Talking helped Maxime forget she should have worn the entire jacket. “I don’t think I ever saw you at the pool before 5:20.”
“I know.” There was a dubious quality to Sonja’s voice. “As a general rule I refuse to set my alarm before 5:00 a.m., but I couldn’t ignore Kenney’s weird note.”
For their coach to give a note to any swimmer was a weird phenomenon in itself. Her curiosity was piqued. “You got a weird note from our Kenney?”
A car horn blared in the night, startling Maxime. She accelerated her pace, imitated by Sonja.
“Yes, our Kenney. It was in the side pocket.” Her teammate patted the side of her new bag. “If I hadn’t taken the time to change bags last night, I would have missed it.”
Weird indeed. And unreliable. Kenney wasn’t in the habit of beating around the bush. When he had something to say, he said it. It was uncharacteristic of him to send a note that might, or might not, be seen right away.
“What did it say?” It didn’t occur to Maxime she might offend Sonja until the question reached her own ears. “If it’s not too personal.”
“That’s just it, Ursa. It wasn’t personal. It was...it was peculiar. The note asked me to be there no later than 5:00 a.m. to get the flags out of the equipment room.”
“Flags?” Maxime’s spirits sank. “We’re doing a back practice?”
This wasn’t the start of a good morning, not when Kenney didn’t bother with the flags unless he conducted a full-fledged backstroke practice.
A loud sigh escaped Sonja’s lips before dissipating in the early morning. “I can’t say I’m crazy about backstroke either.”
“Hold on a sec.” Maxime grabbed her teammate’s arm as they reached an intersection. “Don’t take it the wrong way, but why did Kenney ask you to get the flags? And why this early?”
An unwritten swim ritual dictated that the first swimmers on deck installed the lane ropes, and flags if needed, then at the end of the practice, different swimmers rolled them again.
“Don’t know.” Sonja crossed the empty street by her side. “Isn’t that weird?”
Weird didn’t begin to describe the feeling feasting on Maxime’s insides, and the sensation didn’t abate when they entered the deserted Sports Center.
~ * ~
The critters gnawing at her stomach had invited their invisible cousins to crawl on the back of her neck, setting Maxime on edge. Maybe it was the result of yesterday tragedy or Hope’s revelations during the hockey game.
The autopsy had determined Gabriella broke her left ankle, which was strange since her right one was the weaker one, the one she’d sprained.
As soon as she stepped on deck with Sonja, Maxime gazed into the bleachers, combing each row. She could have sworn she saw someone lurking in the shadows yesterday.
Her teammate dropped her swim gear near block two. “Ursa, I’m going to get the flags.”
Maxime bottled up her displeasure at the prospect of swimming backstroke for an hour. “I’ll take care of the lane ropes.”
The red and white lane ropes were coiled on the storage reel in the corner adjacent to the lifeguards’ office while the flags were stored in the equipment room at the other end of the deck.
Maxime picked up the small wrench, unrolled the first rope, hooked one end to the inner wall, then walked along the length of the pool with the other end of the rope and the tool to tighten it on the opposite wall.
A loud thud coming from the equipment room startled her. “Max?”
Hearing no response, Maxime dropped the lane rope and rushed toward the equipment room.
“Max?” Her senses heightened by the heavy silence, she tightened her grip on the wrench as she came within view of the room. “Are you all right?”
A toolbox rested open on the floor, the tools scattered near the doorway. Off to the side, Sonja lay down, gasping for air, as she gripped the flag rope wrapped around her throat. A dark hooded figure loomed over her, choking her.
Maxime barged in. “Stop!”
The assailant dropped the rope. For an instant frozen in time, their gazes met, then he lurched sideways and snatched a tool from the floor. Maxime raised her wrench to fend off his attack. To her horror, he plunged the screwdriver toward Sonja’s chest. Leaping forward, she swung her weapon. It struck his shoulder. Hard. Something cracked. The wrench slipped from her fingers as a guttural scream deafened her ears. Blood splattered on her legs, on her feet. A smell churned her stomach. The assailant slammed into her.
Dazed from the hit, Maxime stumbled on the floor near Sonja. The hooded figure dashed out hugging an arm.
Her teammate was unconscious, but breathing. The screwdriver was embedded in Sonja’s left upper arm, and from the amount of blood spurting from the wound, it had pierced a major artery. Maxime loosened the rope around her neck then tied one end around Sonja’s arm to make a tourniquet.
“Stay with me, Max.” Hoping to stop, or at least slow down the blood loss, Maxime tightened the rope, one twist at a time.
Her teammate twitched.
“I’m here, Max. Hold on.” Steps and voices reached Maxime’s ears, growing louder by the second. “Help! Someone help!” 
~ * ~
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