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SYNOPSIS 
 
The small East Texas town of Coreyville is shaken by brutal murders and 
kidnappings, striking too close to home for Greg Tenorly. And the only 
witness is a mentally ill neighbor whose remarks are rejected by the police 
ÁÓ ÇÉÂÂÅÒÉÓÈȢ "ÕÔ 'ÒÅÇ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÓ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÓÅÅÍÉÎÇÌÙ ÉÎÃÏÈÅÒÅÎÔ 
statements, and later realizes that they just might contain enough clues to 
point him in the direction of the killer.  
 
But his investigation leads him into a ÈÏÒÎÅÔȭÓ ÎÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÄÁÒË ÓÅÃÒÅÔÓȟ ÏÌÄ 
grudges, jealousy, and greed. Now, caught in the crossfire between two 
ÆÁÍÉÌÉÅÓȟ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÌÉÆÅ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓ ÊÅÏÐÁÒÄÙȢ 
 
By morning, more bodies will be headed for the morgue. The only question 
is whether Greg Tenorly will be among them. 

 
**********  

  



 

 

H IDEAWAY HOSPITAL MURDERS 
BY ROBERT BURTON ROBINSON  

 

Chapter 1 
 
Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ (ÕÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

.ÕÒÓÅ *ÕÄÙ ÄÅÌÉÖÅÒÅÄ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÔÒÁÙ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÉÍÅȢ  It was a frozen dinner, but 
Judy always transferred it to a fancy plate and prepared a small salad and a 
bowl of applesauce to go alongside it . 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ *ÕÄÙȢ  .Ï× ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÅÁÔȢȱ 

.ÕÒÓÅ *ÕÄÙ ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÌÉÎÅÒ ÎÅØÔ ÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÅÄȢ The meal she 
ÍÁÄÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÍÉÌÁÒ ÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓȢ Ȱ$ÉÄÎȭÔ ×Å ÊÕÓÔ see this one a few 
ÄÁÙÓ ÁÇÏȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ *ÅÓÓÉÃÁ &ÌÅÔÃÈÅÒȢȱ 

It was the only good thing about her failing memory. She could watch 
reruns of Murder She Wrote over and over again. They were all new to her. 

The doorbell rang. 

Ȱ7ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÒÉÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢ )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÏÒ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
ËÎÏ× ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÒÕÐÔ ÍÙ ÓÈÏ×Ȣȱ 

Nurse Judy walked down the hallway to the front door. It was a nurse. 

Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÁÇÅÎÃÙ ÓÅÎÔ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÉÓÔÁËÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÁÒÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ -ÒÓȢ -ÁÓÏÎ ÆÏÒ Á 
ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÏÎÔÈÓ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

ȰOh, great. Why do they keep doing this to me? Mind if I come in and use 
ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȢ ) ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÒÇÅ ÉÔ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) hate when I do that. Sure, come on in. 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ )ȭÍ *ÕÄÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢȱ 

Judy led her to the phone. Carnie picked up the receiver and began to dial. 
But as Judy turned to walk away, Carnie slammed the phone across the 
back of her head. 

Nurse Judy collapsed to the floor, unconscious. 

-ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÌÁÒÉÎÇ 46 ÍÁÓked the noise. 

Carnie scoured the living room, kitchen, and other rooms for valuables, but 
found none. Finally, sÈÅ ÅÎÔÅÒÅÄ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȢ -artha was so 
ÅÎÇÒÏÓÓÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÈÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÅ nurse when she 
came in. 

ȰWho was that at the door?ȱ 

ȰIt was meȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ -ÁÒÔÈÁ ÌÏÏËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ 46Ȣ Ȱ7ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÏÐÅÒÁÔÅȢȱ 

Martha picked up the remote and muted the TV. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȩȱ 

Ȱ*Å×ÅÌÓȟ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅÓɂthat kind of stuff Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÓÔÕÍÅ ÊÅ×ÅÌÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÁÆÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÁÆÅȢȱ 

Carnie walked out of the room.  



 

 

Good, thought Martha. The young criminal  would soon exit the back door. 

But then she heard her rummaging around in the kitchen. Then silence. 
Carnie came back carrying a large butcher knife. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÆÅȟ /ÌÄ ,ÁÄÙȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÁÆÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅȢ )ȭÍ ÐÏÏÒȢ #ÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÇÒÁÂÂÅÄ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭs right hand and flipped her arm over. Then she 
held the sharp blade ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ×ÒÉÓÔȢ 

Ȱ4ÅÌÌ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÏÌÄ ÈÁÇȢȱ 

Carnie only waited three seconds for a reply. When none came, she 
dragged the ÂÌÁÄÅ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ×ÒÉÓÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ blood began to leak out. 

Ȱ3ÔÏÐȟ ÓÔÏÐȦ )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Carnie released her hand.  

Martha clamped her wrist with  her left hand to try to stop the bleeding. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÈÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÉÇ ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅɂȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒor several times until 
it broke, jumping  back as the pieces fell to the floor. Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÏÍÂÉÎÁÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

Martha told her.  

Carnie got the safe open and found some very nice pieces of jewelry, which 
she slid into her bag. 

Ȱ3Ï ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ Murder She Wroteȟ ÈÕÈȩ 9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÕÎ ÔÏ ÓÏÌÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÓȟ 
ÉÓÎȭÔ ÉÔȩȱ She ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÂÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ËÎÉÆÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
dropped on the floor.  



 

 

Martha was too scared to say a word. She just wanted this horrible woman 
to leave her house. She was afraid to think about what had happened to 
Nurse Judy. 

Carnie held up the knife and turned it to reflect the light from the table 
ÌÁÍÐ ÉÎÔÏ -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÅÙÅÓȟ blinding her for a moment.  Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÆÕÎ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÓÏÌÖÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÓȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÏÒÅ ÆÕÎȩ 4Ï 
be ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÒȢȱ 

Carnie grasped -ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ ÆÏÒÅÈÅÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÁÎÄ and smashed it deep 
into the pillow as she thrust the knife in an upward motion through  
-ÁÒÔÈÁȭÓ abdomen, piercing her heart. She yanked out the knife and 
casually walked away, as the blood gushed out, forming red pools on each 
ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÏÄÙȢ 

When Carnie walked into the living room, she saw Nurse Judy crawlin g to 
the front door.  

Just as the nurse reached for the doorknob and tried to stand up, she felt a 
sharp pain in her back. She quickly lost strength and slumped down on the 
floor.  

Carnie ripped the knife out of her back and kicked her body over.  

Nurse Judy lay sprawled across the living room floor.  

Carnie smiled at the nurse, as she sat down on top of her. She forced the 
knife ÉÎÔÏ *ÕÄÙȭÓ chest slowly and repeatedly until she saw the pain leave 
her face, and the life go out of her eyes. 

No witnesses, she thought. Just like Grandma taught her. 

**********  

It was their first official date. Greg Tenorly and Cynthia Blockerman had 

been through quite an ordeal togetherɂbeing hunted by police for the 
murder of her abusive husband while they ran from the real killer.  

But all that was behind them now. All charges against them had been 
dropped, and CyntÈÉÁȭÓ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÕÒÉÅÄȢ !ÎÄ Ôhe rumors would 
have died down eventually if they had gone their separate ways. 



 

 

They could feel the stares as they walked to their table. Greg had requested 
the most private booth, way in the back. Coreyville Pasta House was the 
oldest Italian restaurant in town. And still the best. Mama Castilla had run 
the place for over thirty years. She had taken over for her grandfather in 
1973. A sign on the wall said so. 

Cynthia ordered the Fettuccini Alfredo. Greg went with his favorite, the 
Chicken Parmesan. Both ordered iced tea and salad. The bread and olive oil 
with roasted garlic and pepper came with every meal. Greg could not resist 
great bread. And this was the best. He tore off a chunk as soon as the 
waitress delivered it. Cynthia would wait for the salad. 

Ȱ3Ï ×ÅȭÒÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÏÎ Á ÒÅÁÌ ÄÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 3Ï ÈÏ× ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÆÅÅÌȩȱ 

Ȱ+ÉÎÄÁ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÃÁÒÙ ÁÎÄȣ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ 

Cynthia smiled and Greg momentarily forgot all about the amazing aroma 
in the restaurant. All he wanted to do was kiss her. But that would have to 
wait. So, his hunger came rushing back. 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÏÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÐÏÉÌ ÏÕÒ ÄÁÔÅȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ 
ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Greg wondered if he had done something wrong. He could fix itɂwhatever 
it was. 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÁÓËÅÄ -ÏÍ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ -ÁÒÓÈÁÌÌȢȱ 

ȰShe wasȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩ What happened?ȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÉÇÈÔ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÈÅÒÓ ×ÁÓ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÏÎ 
her street. They killed her nurse tooȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÁÓ ÉÔ Á ÂÕÒÇÌÁÒÙȩ $ÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÃÁÓÈ ÏÒ ÊÅ×ÅÌÒÙ in the houseȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ Èad a safe. They took whatever was in it. So, yeah, she probably has 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆ ÖÁÌÕÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ËÎÏ×Ó ×ÈÁÔȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȩ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÊÕÓÔ ×ÅÁÒ Á ÍÁÓË ÁÎÄ ÔÉÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÕÐȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÎÏ× -ÏÍȭÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÅÓ ÓÈÅ ËÅÅÐ ÖÁÌÕÁÂÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ "ÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ËÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ 
anything or not. )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÅ Á ÓÅÒÉÁÌ ËÉÌÌÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÙ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÐÅÎÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

ȰI hope you twÏ ÇÅÔ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÅÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ×Å ÄÏȢ 7Å ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÏÎ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÅÒÖÅÓȢȱ Cynthia hoped this news 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÓÃÁÒÅ 'ÒÅÇ ÏÆÆȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅ Ȭ,ȭ ×ÏÒÄ ÏÕÔ ÌÏÕÄȢ 
She coulÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÁÙ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ. But it was already in her heart.  

**********   

Greg walked Cynthia to her front door.  

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȟ ) ÈÁÄ Á ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÔÉÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ )ȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ 0ÁÓÔÁ 
(ÏÕÓÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÏÏÄȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÈÁÌÆ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ He 
would hold off on telling her he loved her. Although, what he had just said 
was dangerously close, he thought. He just ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÆÒÅÁË ÏÕÔȢ 

Cynthia gave him a smile that turned him to mush as she moved in close, 
ready for contact. 

As he lowered his head to give her a light kiss, he imagined her mother 
peeping through the window. How would they have any privacy if she 
moved in? But then ÔÈÅ ×ÁÒÍÔÈ ÏÆ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ lips began to melt his 
inhibitions , and made him forget all about her mother. He stepped in as he 
pulled her gently toward his body. That sent a million little turned-on 
messengers screaming to his brain all at once.  



 

 

He would later realize that ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÌÅ they 
were kissing. You donȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ anything else in the world when ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
completely out of your mind with  ecstasy.  

Cynthia was like a drug. And Greg was already addicted. 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 2  

Ȱ3ÈÏÕÌÄ ) ÌÅÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÄÏ×Î ÏÒ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÕÐȩȱ 

It was Saturday morning and Greg and Cynthia were getting into his red 
1965 Pontiac Bonneville convertible. 

Ȱ,ÅÁÖÅ ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÉÔ ÏÆÆ ÔÏ -ÏÍȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ 
thougÈÔ ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÃÏÏÌȢȱ 

 Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ 3ÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ coolȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ΰαɂÎÏÔ γαȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÏÒÎ ÉÎ ΫγέγȢ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ÓÁÉÄ cool ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ not warmȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÊÁÚÚ ÍÕÓÉÃÉÁÎÓ ÕÓÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ήΪÓȢ .ÏÔ sure about 
ÎÉÎÅ ÙÅÁÒ ÏÌÄÓȢȱ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÌÁÐÐÅÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÉÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

)Ô ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÁËÅ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÔÏ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ 3ÏÎÏÒÁȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ 
in Marshall. 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕÒ -ÏÍ ×ÉÌÌ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎd move in 
×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÓÏȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÓÈÁËÅÎ ÕÐ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÒÅ× ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÁÒÌÙ αΪÓȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÂÉÇ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÙÍÏÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÐÅÒÍÁÎÅÎÔÌÙȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ #ÏÍÍÕÎÉÔÙ (ÏÕÓÅ ÁÔ ÓÏÍÅ 
point. That would be great, I think. They have plenty of fun activities for 
ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔÓȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÍÁËÅ ÎÅ× ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ 
ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅfinitely not ready for that. Maybe in a year or 
Ô×ÏȢȱ 

Marshall is one of those towns that reminds you of its history everywhere 
you look. It was founded in 1841ɂfour years before Texas became a state. 
By 1860, it had become the fourth largest city in Texas. That was in the day 
when the riverboat was the king of transportation. Before the U.S. Corps of 
Engineers dropped the water level in Big Cypress Bayou. Before the railroad 
came.  

The current population of Marshall is about 25,000. The city has two 
outstanding small colleges: Wiley College, primarily a black school, 
affiliated with the United Methodist Church, and East Texas Baptist 
5ÎÉÖÅÒÓÉÔÙȢ /ÎÅ ÏÆ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÃÈÏÉÒ ÍÅÍbers had attended ETBU. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ )ȭÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ so many good things about you, she already doesȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢ -ÏÍ-ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÔÉÁÌÉÔÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÄÉÓÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ1ÕÉÔ ×ÏÒÒÙÉÎÇȢ "ÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅɂÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÆÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Just like you did? Greg wondered. 

Before they even stepped onto the front porch, Beverly Sonora had walked 
out the door to greet them.  

Greg could see where Cynthia got her red hair and her good looks. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ 'ÒÅÇȢ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Greg offered to shake her hand, but she hugged him instead. 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ×ÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȟ -ÒÓȢ 3ÏÎÏÒÁȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅɂÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÙ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÓÏ ÏÌÄȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢȱ 

Cynthia hugged and kissed her mother. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÁÒȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ 3Ï ÄÏ )Ȣȱ 

Ȱ9Ïu want to go for a ride in it, Mom? Are you getting hungry? We thought 
×ÅȭÄ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÌÕÎÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÎÅÅÄȢ )ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÃÏÏËÅÄ ÕÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÌÕÎÃÈȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ -ÏÍȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȟ $ÅÁÒȢȱ 

As they entered the house, Greg was overwhelmed by the aroma of roast 
beef with carrots and potatoes, green-bean casserole and apple cobbler. 

'ÒÅÇ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ7Ï×Ȣ 3ÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ )ȭÍ ÓÔÁÒÖÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ -ÏÍȭÓ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÃÏÏËȢȱ 

Beverly had set a beautiful table for the three of them. And Greg wanted to 
display his best manners. But everything was so delicious he could have 
easily pigged-out. The conversation saved him from embarrassing himself. 
Every other bite had to be postponed briefly to answer a question. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÁÃÈ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ 0ÉÁÎÏȟ ÖÏÉÃÅȟ ÇÕÉÔÁÒȟ and music theory. And I also direct the 
music at First Baptist Church on a part-ÔÉÍÅ ÂÁÓÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÙ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÂÕÓÙȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÎÏÔ ÂÕÓÙ enough. I could use a few more stuÄÅÎÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÉÔÁÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÃÁÎ ÐÌÁÙ 
ÁÎÄ ÓÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÎÉÃÅȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÍÕÓÉÃȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÅÎÊÏÙ my music. Most of the songs I play on guitar 
are from when I was a teenager. HÉÔÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ βΪÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÌÉËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ tooȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ 
ÓÏÍÅ ÁÐÐÌÅ ÃÏÂÂÌÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÉÃÅ ÃÒÅÁÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ. 

Greg wondered how he would ever lose weight now. If he ate this way 
every day for a year he would double in size. 

Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Greg was surprised at how Cynthia got right to the point. 

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ )ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ËÉÌÌÅÒ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÏÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÈÏÏÄȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÁÍȟ -ÏÍȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅsɂyou could keep me compÁÎÙȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ 
and winked at Greg. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ -ÏÍȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÂÉÇ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÆÕÎ 
seeing you every day. We could have coffee together every morning. Watch 
ÓÏÍÅ 46 ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ 7Å ÌÉËÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÓÈÏ×ÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÇÅÔ ÏÌÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ married 
ÁÇÁÉÎȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ-ÏÍȦȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ think  ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÒÓȢ 3ÏÎÏÒÁɂI mean, Beverly, this is fantastic. Everything was delicious. 
4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÑÕÉÔÅ ×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅȟ -ÏÍɂyou could cook for me. That would be great. I know you love 
ÔÏ ÃÏÏËȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÁÉÄ )ȭÌÌ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

**********  

The Marshall police were looking for the killer, but they had no evidence or 
witnesses. The case would go cold in a hurry. 

Carnie was ready to check out of her roomɂnot because of any fear of 
getting caughtɂjust from boredomȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÏÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÌÁÄÙȭÓ ÊÅ×ÅÌÒÙȟ 
but had plenty of cash anyway. 

Carnie flipped open her cell phone and dialed. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏ?ȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 3ÉÓȟ ÈÏ× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÆ ) ÃÏÍÅ ÓÔÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÙÓ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÔÈÅ 
×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄȢȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȣÓÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÉËÅ ÏÌÄ ÔÉÍÅÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÁÒty all night and get drunËȢȱ #ÁÒÓÉÅ laughed. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÎÏÔ exactly ÌÉËÅ ÏÌÄ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÕÎȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȩ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

But Carnie had already hung up. 

It was hard to believe that her sister, Carsie, had wormed her way into the 
heart of the wealthy doctor. Sis had a lot more patience than she did. She 
would have just slit his throat and skipped town with his fortune. Surely 
#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ fallen in love with the  nerd. Maybe her biological 
clock had started ticking too loud to i gnore. 

Carsie was about to turn 31, and Carnie was only a year behind her. But 
ÕÎÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÍÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ 
babies. Anything she needed she would get for herself, thank you very 
much. 

But it would be hysterical to ×ÁÔÃÈ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ȬÕÎÔÉÌ 
ÄÅÁÔÈ ÄÏ ×Å ÐÁÒÔȭ ÓÈÔÉÃËȢ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÌÌÓ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ 
dress? If the color of the dress indicates the purity of the bride, maybe she 
should go with midnight black. 

The two sisters had been quite a handful for their grandmother. She had 
taken them in after their parents died. Grandma felt so sorry about the girls 
losing their parents that she let them get away with murderɂliterally.  

Carsie had cried herself to sleep one night after discovering that her 
ÂÏÙÆÒÉÅÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÃÈÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÙȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÏÕÎÄ 
him dead on the sidewalk in front of his house. He had been stabbed in the 
chest and his genitals had been amputated. 

The doctor would treat Carsie right, or little  sis would make him sorry. She 
×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÆÆȢ 
3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÎÏÔ ÖÉÔÁÌȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÁÎ ÅÁÒ ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ 3ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÔÈink 
about it doing those kinds of things though. The more she thought about 
it, the mÏÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ !ÎÄ ÅÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ 
restrain herself. 



 

 

But Carsie shouldÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÓ unworthy , she thought. 
Would be a bachelor party for the fine doctor? If  so, she should be there to 
observe his behavior. Maybe she could pay off the jump-out-of-the-cake 
girl , and do it herself. She could pull it off with a good disguise. If the Doc 
got fresh with her she could just take care of him right there. One quick 
Ô×ÉÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄȟ ÌÁÙ ÈÉÍ ÄÏ×Î ÌÉËÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÐÁÓÓÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÒÏm the booze, and 
walk away.  

Yes, she would protect her sister. And have fun doing it. 

  



 

 

Chapter 3  

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ ÎÅ× ÈÏÍÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÅÓÔÁÔÅȢ /Æ 
ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÐÅÒÍÁÎÅÎÔ ÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÃÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÓÈÅ 
married Dr. Mobley. But the wedding was only a week away. Carnie knew 
very little about the doctor. But she knew all she needed to knowɂhe was 
rich. 

She drove into Coreyville on FM-2208 and then went south on Highway 
450. The Mobley property was three miles outside of town. The Georgian 
style home sat in the center of a 1,200-acre plot that was inhabited mostly 
by pine trees.  

There was a security gate near the front end of the long, winding driveway 
that led to the house. The gate was hidden by a couple of strategically 
placed hairpin turns. It was almost impossible to make the 120-degree turn 
onto the driveway from the north.  

Carnie was five miles out of Coreyville when she realized she must have 
missed the entrance. She made a U-turn and headed back north. This time 
it was easy to spot the driveway. However, it seemed to dead-end into the 
tall trees. But she turned onto it anyway. When she reached the end of the 
road, she saw that it was not really the end. The road actually turned sharp 
to the left. Then sharp to the right. The gate was closed, but she saw the 
intercom on the left side of the road.  

Fancy, she thought.  

She drove up close and pushed the button. After about thirty seconds, she 
ÈÅÁÒÄ Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 

Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ #ÁÒÓÉÅ 3ÌÉÔÈÅÒÓÔÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÍÁÙ ) ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȟ -ÁȭÁÍȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ -Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ Carnie 3ÌÉÔÈÅÒÓÔÏÎÅȢ ) ÁÍ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ sisÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÃÏÎÎÅÃÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Very fancy. !ÆÔÅÒ Á ÆÅ× ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 



 

 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÏÐÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȢȱ 

The half-mile drive from the gate to the house had many curves, hills and 
valleys. Carnie could only imagine that whoever put in the driveway had 
taken the path of least resistance through the trees. Finally the road 
straightened out, and she could see the house. The ground sloped upward 
as she approached her sister, who was standing out front.  

It was a two-story house, with a walk-out basement. It had been built by 
the ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȟ -ÉÌÓÔÅÁÄ -ÏÂÌÅÙȟ ÉÎ Ϋγάέ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÒÅÎÏÖÁÔÅÄ 
in 1976. With its huge pillars, it reminded Carnie of a courthouse. 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÅÒÅȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÒÏÁÄ Á ×ÁÙsȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÉÓ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ Á ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ) ÁÍȟ 3ÉÓȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÍÁËÅɂ)ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ .Ï× 
ÌÅÔȭÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÕÎȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÇÏÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÃÁÒ ÁÎÄ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 
They drove past the three-car garage, and then took another left, around to 
a little parking lot concealed behind the trees. The two walked across the 
parking lot and along the walkway between the trees to the house. Carsie 
led her sister across the terrace and into the recreation room. There was a 
billiard table in  the center of the room. 

Ȱ.ÉÃÅȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÇÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÏÌȟ 3ÉÓȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á beerȩȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄȢ Ȱ%ÖÅÎ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢȱ 

Carsie led her into the adjoining room. 



 

 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕÒ Ï×Î ÂÁÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢ 4ÁËÅ Á ÓÅÁÔȟ 9ÏÕÎÇ ,ÁÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÉÔ ÂÅȩȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȟ "ÁÒËÅÅÐȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ Á "ÕÄ ,ÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÍÉÎÇ ÕÐȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

Carsie grabbed a couple of beers out of the fridge. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÍÙ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÕÅÓÓɂÔÈÅ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÙÅÔȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÎÅÙÍÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ 

Carsie led her through a short hallway into the Media Room. There were 
two levels of theater seats facing a wall at the far end that acted as a screen 
for the projector mounted on the ceiling. Carsie pick up a remote and 
turned it on. The pictu re was huge and incredibly clear.  

Ȱ7Ï×Ȣ .Ï ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ %ÌÍÏ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÁÔÃÈ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ 46 ÁÎÄ ÍÏÖÉÅÓ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

ȰElmoȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÓ ÎÉÃËÎÁÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ! ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÎÁÍÅÄ %ÌÍÏȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÌÁÍÅȟ 3ÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ (ÉÓ ÒÅÁÌ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ ,ÉÌÍÁÎ 2ÁÓÔÅÒ -ÏÂÌÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÕÃÈȢ (ÉÓ ÐÁÒÅÎÔÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÒÕÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉÌÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ 2ÁÓÔÅÒ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÌÄ ÆÁÍÉÌÙ ÎÁÍÅÓȢ "ÕÔ %ÌÍÏ ÈÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ 
always went by L. Mobleyɂeven in first grade. For the first couple of years, 



 

 

schoolteachers called him Mr. Mobley. ThÅ ËÉÄÓ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× what to call 
him. They kind of avoided himɂÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ×ÅÉÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ×ÈÙȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÎ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÒÅÁÌ ÔÁÌÌɂsix-foot-seven. The coach begged 
him to play basketball. And he got pretty good at it. So the kids started to 
ÌÉËÅ ÈÉÍȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
ÐÌÁÙÅÒÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ Ȭ%ÌÍÏȭɂfrom L. Mobley and from the Sesame Street 
ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÓÔÕÃËȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÃÁÌÌÓ ÈÉÍ ÎÏ×ɂexcept his 
mother. She still calls him Lilman. But it worked out great since he became 
Á ÐÅÄÉÁÔÒÉÃÉÁÎȢ +ÉÄÓ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÔÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÉÆ ÉÔȭÓ $ÒȢ 
Elmo.ȱ 

Ȱ$ÒȢ %ÌÍÏȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÉÌÁÒÉÏÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÓÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÏÏÍȢȱ 

Carsie took Carnie to the bedroom that was just off the Pub Room. 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÈÁÎÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÇÏ ÅÁÓÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏÚÅ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎɂȬ×ÈÉÌÅ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȩȭ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÎ ÔÏ ÅÖÅÒ ÌÅÁÖÅȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ&ÕÎÎÙȢȱ 

But Carnie was not joking. 

**********  

Macy peeked in, expecting to see Mallie Mae in her favorite chair. Instead, 
she was standing at a front window, staring at the sky. The matriarch spent 
most of her time in her bedroom these days. She had everything she 
needed right there. The room was spacious and beautifully furnished. And 
Macy was ready to jump at her command. 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÙÏÕÒ Ìunch, Mallie Maeȩȱ 

The 75-year-old Mallie Mae Mobley loved Macy like the daughter she never 
had. 



 

 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ )ȭÍ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȢ "ÕÔ ÔÅÌÌ (ÁÄÌÅÙ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÍ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÕÒÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÅÁÔ ÄÒÙ ÈÁÍȢ )ȭÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ËÅÅÐÓ 
ÓÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÄÒÙ ÈÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ 

Macy walked over to pick up the tray. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ,ÉÌÍÁÎȭÓ ÆÉÁÎÃïȩ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÌÁÄÙȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÃÙɂtell me what you really ÔÈÉÎËȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÓÔÕÄÉÅÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ she really wanted to hear her 
ÏÐÉÎÉÏÎȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ Á×ÆÕÌɂa crude money-ÈÕÎÇÒÙ ÔÒÁÍÐȢȱ 

Macy tried not to smile. 

-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ Ȱ)Æ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÎÙ ×ÁÙ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐ ÔÈÉÓ ×edding 
without alienated my son, I would do it in a heartÂÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ determined to marry herɂÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÁÄ ÁÔ 
me. I wanted him to be a surgeon, you know. I had planned it since he was 
a little boy. He could have been a world-ÃÌÁÓÓ ÓÕÒÇÅÏÎȢȱ 

Macy had heard this story nearly every day since she took the job as a 
personal aide fifteen years earlier, after Mallie Mae had taken a fall and 
broken her leg.  

Macy had grown up in Kilgore, graduated from the two-year nursing 
program at Kilgore College, and joined the staff at Coreyville General 
Hospital as a Licensed Vocational Nurse. Two years later, she had doubled 
her salary by going to work for the Mobleys. 



 

 

She fell in love with Elmo early on, and dreamed that her life would turn 
out just like the lives of the women in her favorite romance novels. 
Eventually he would fall for her, and they would get married and live 
happily ever after. But it was taking much longer than she had expected. 
Then Carsie Slitherstone came into the picture. 

Macy started listening to Mallie Mae again. 

ȰȣÓÏ ÈÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅÃÏÍÅ Á ÐÅÄÉÁÔÒÉÃÉÁÎȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ 
ÄÏ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÉÆ ) ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÓÏ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ Á ÓÕÒÇÅÏÎȟ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ 
would have turned out differently. He despised me all the way through 
ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÈÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÃÏÍÐÌÅÔÅÌÙ ÆÏÒÇÁÖÅ ÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÈÉÍ ÈÁÔÅ ÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ) 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÕÒÖÉÖÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÈÉÓ ÍÉÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ hopeless. Unless that woman does something to rub him the 
wrong way. Maybe this sister of hers will accidentally tip him off to what 
ÈÅȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÉÎÔÏȢ &ÒÏÍ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÅÖÅÎ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
#ÁÒÓÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÖÅ ÈÅÁÒÄȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ see. He stayed single for all these years. At 
first I thought he was just being very picky. And I thought that was good. 
"ÕÔ ÎÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ίΰ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÏÎder a lot of people started thinking he 
×ÁÓ ÇÁÙȢȱ 

Macy had heard this speech many times. But it ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȟ 
since she always thought Elmo would marry her some day. 

Mallie Mae continued. Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÌÕÒÔ ÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÌÙ ÂÒÉÄÅȭÓ ÐÁÓÔȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓ ÉÔ before ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 4  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ'ÒÏÕÎÄÈÏÇ $ÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÍÏÖÉÅÓȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÃËÅÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ 4ÈÅn he walked over and sat 
down on the couch next to Cynthia. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÏÖÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏȭÓ ÉÎ ÉÔȩ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÅÇÏÔÉÓÔÉÃÁÌ ×ÅÁÔÈÅÒÍÁÎȟ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÂÙ "ÉÌÌ -ÕÒray. He gets 
ÓÔÕÃË ÉÎ Á ÔÉÍÅ ×ÁÒÐȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ËÅÅÐ ÒÅÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
ÓÁÍÅ ÄÁÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÇÁÉÎ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÈÅ ÇÅÔÓ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÔ !ÎÄÉÅ 
MacDowell. I loÖÅ ÈÅÒȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔȢ )ÔȭÓ Á ÃÌÁÓÓÉÃȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

Greg loaded the DVD and started up the movie.  

Cynthia had the popcorn ready to go.  

4ÈÅÙ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄ ÁÓ 0ÈÉÌ ÄÉÄ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÏ ×ÉÎ 2ÉÔÁȭÓ ÈÅÁÒÔȢ 
By the end of the film, they both had watery eyes. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÍÏÖÉÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ  

Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÙÏÕÒ 2ÉÔÁ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÍÙ 0ÈÉÌȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ Á ËÉÓÓȢ 

Greg started to kiss her, and then ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ )ȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÂÅ .ÅÄ 
Ryersonȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÕÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ËÉÓÓ ÍÅȟ 3ÔÕÐÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ .ÅÄ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅ ÉÎÓÕÒÁÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÅÄ ÃÁÎ ÇÏ ÓÔÅÐ ÉÎ Á ÍÕÄ ÐÕÄÄÌÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÆÏÒ 0ÈÉÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 



 

 

She grabbed him by the shoulders and kissed him hard on the lips. Ȱ3ÔÉÌÌ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ .ÅÄȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ a grin. 

Greg pulled her close and started a kiss. After a few seconds, he was about 
to pull away when Cynthia took over for a while. Then Greg again. It went 
back and forth. He hoped Cynthia would keep him in check, because he 
was feeling more out of control by the second. 

)Ô ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÉÆ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÅÒÅ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÈÅ 
thought. Could they still make out on the couch like this? Not likely. 
Beverly could walk in on them at any moment if she lived there. Greg was 
committed to having no ÓÅØ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅȟ ÂÕÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÁÍÁÚÉÎÇ 
body and passionate kissing were tempting him to the limit. He was in 
danger of going on autopilot. His body could explain it all to his brain later. 

Oh, by the way, Brain, earlier tonight I took over for you, and made wild, 
crazy love to Cynthia. She was on autopilot tooȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ (ÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
mind. Signed, Your Body. P.S. I forgot to ask if you wanted to use protection. 

-ÁÙÂÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÂÁÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÉÎ 
with her sexy daughter. But what if he and Cynthia were making out at his 
house? 

**********  

-ÁÃÙ 'ÏÌÏÎÇ ÐÅÅËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ 
ÈÅÒ ÓÌÅÅÐÉÎÇȢ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÁÒÅÌÙ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÕÐ ÐÁÓÔ ΫΪȡΪΪ 0-ȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ 
nearly 11:00. She closed the door and started to go back to her room across 
the hall. She was halfway through a roÍÁÎÃÅ ÎÏÖÅÌȢ "ÕÔ (ÁÄÌÅÙȭÓ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓ 
oatmeal raisin cookies were calling to her. 

She walked down the stairs to the kitchen and put a few cookies on a plate. 
Then she poured a glass of milk. She wondered what Elmo was doing. Was 
he in the Media Room with Carsie? Their Media Room? Before Elmo and 
Carsie got together, Elmo and Macy used to spend hours almost every 
night in that room. Some nights he had almost kissed her. 

She left her milk and cookies on the kitchen counter and went down 
another flight of stair s, which came out in the Recreation Room. Macy 
could hear the sound of the TV coming from Media Room. She tiptoed to 
the open doorway and peeked in. There she wasɂthat conniving slutɂ
sitting where Macy should have been. How could Elmo have replaced her 



 

 

lik e that? She thought he had been falling in love with her. How could she 
have been so wrong? But it could still happenɂif that woman would just 
go away. 

%ÌÍÏ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 3Ïȟ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ -ÏÎÄÁÙ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ two doctors in the 
office. That should take a little pressure off. If I need to be out for a day or 
Ô×Ïȟ $ÒȢ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓ ÃÁÎ ÆÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÏÒ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÏÆÆ Á ×ÅÅË ÆÏÒ Á ÔÒÉÐ ÔÏ (Á×ÁÉÉ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÎÅ× ×ÉÆÅȢȱ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÓÅØÙ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ $ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÈÉÌÅ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ Ȭ$ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅȭȢ (ÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ %ÒÎÅÓÔȟ 
ÂÕÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ Ȭ$ÒȢ %ÒÎÉÅȭ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÔ ÉÎ ×ÅÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ 3ÅÓÁÍÅ 3ÔÒÅÅÔ ÔÈÅÍÅ ÏÆ 
ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ $ÒÓȢ %ÌÍÏ ÁÎÄ %ÒÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÕÔÅȟ (ÏÎÅÙÐÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ËÉÄÓ ×ÉÌÌ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ Bert ÁÎÄ %ÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ "ÕÔ ÕÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ "ÁÂÙȟ ÍÙ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ "ÅÒÔȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ "ÅÒÔ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÅÒ ÌÅÇ ÏÖÅÒ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÌÁÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÔraddled him. She placed her 
hands on the sides of his head and snuggled it in between her breasts. 
Then she began to slide her body slowly toward and then away from his 
crotch. And again. And again. 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÓÏÍÅ %ÌÍÏȢ !ÎÄ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Macy had seen more than enough. She would try to erase that last few 
seconds from her memory. She and Elmo would still get together. 
Somehow.  



 

 

She had been so busy watching the doctor and his bride-to-be, that she had 
not even noticed Carnie, who was sitting across from her in the dark Pub 
Room, sipping her Vodka Tonic. The light from the TV shown through 
-ÁÃÙȭÓ ÆÌÉÍÓÙ ÇÏ×ÎȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ Ånjoying the silhouette of her firm, 
shapely body standing in the doorway.  

Carnie admired a well-toned bodyɂmale or female. She loved the feel of 
the smooth, tight skin. Sometimes it made her want to rip off her clothes 
and have sex. Other times she just wanted to slash that beautiful skin with 
a razor blade. Once she got a taste, her lust for the flesh was ravenous, 
whethÅÒ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÉÔȣÏÒ ÍÕÔÉÌÁÔÉÎÇ ÉÔȢ 

She strained her eyes to watch, as Macy moved out of the light, and 
became a dark ghost moving across the room to the stairs. It would be so 
ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȣ 

**********  

Macy brushed the cookie crumbs off the edge of her bed and into her hand. 
A couple of tiny bits of cookie fell between her fingers and onto the floor. 
She got down on hands and knees and studied the carpet at very close 
range, retrieving every morsel. The maid service vacuumed twice a week, 
but that was no excuse for sloppiness. 

She went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth for a full three minutes. 
Then she flossed. Then she flossed again. She brushed her perfect thick, 
shoulder-length brown hair until all of the tangles were gone. Then she 
brushed it another thirty times.  

Macy eyed the paperback adoringly as she approached her bed. She had 
read fifty more pages while enjoying her cookies. The characters in her 
ÒÏÍÁÎÃÅ ÎÏÖÅÌÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÃÌÏÓÅÓÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ Á ÂÏÏË. 
She was visiting another worldɂthe world where she felt most at home.  

Macy switched off her lamp and rolled in between the sheets. Then she 
turned over onto her left side, closed her eyes and began to relax. Within 
moments, she heard something. Someone sneaking into her room. 
Through her peripheral vision, she could see a figure standing behind her. 
Standing over her. She pretended to be asleep. Maybe they would go away. 
But what if they planned to kill her? Her back was completely vulnerable to 
a vicious thrust of a knife. Her head was sitting perfectly still on the lacy 
pillowcaseɂjust inviting the blow of a heavy blunt instrument.  



 

 

She felt the bed move as the person got under the covers with her. She 
cringed when she felt a hand on her shoulder, the warm breath on the back 
of her exposed neck. Then the soft, smooth hand caressed her right arm 
and moved down toward her hip. What was about to happen to her? She 
began to tremble. 

Then she felt the fingers work their way under her nightÇÏ×ÎȣÏÖÅÒ ÈÅÒ 
stomÁÃÈȣÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÂÒÅÁÓÔȢ 4ÈÅ ÉÎÔÒÕÄÅÒȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÉÎÃÈÅÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÃÌÏÓÅÒ ÔÏ 
hers, until they were spooned. 

4ÈÅÎ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕȟ -ÁÃÙȢȱ 

The warm tongue just behind her ear gave her goose bumps. She moved 
away slightly. Then she rolled over onto her back.  

-ÁÃÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

Then the warm body was on top of her. There was a long, deep kiss. Her 
feelings were so powerful she thought she would faint at any moment. But 
the feeling went on and on, building to a mind-bending crescendo.  

Then it was over. She lay spent. The hot passion that had worked her body 
into a sweat was almost as good as the real thing. Now she was ready for a 
×ÁÒÍȟ ÐÅÁÃÅÆÕÌ ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÓÌÅÅÐȢ 

But cold reality would be waiting for her again in the morning.  

 

  



 

 

Chapter 5  

The bright Sunday morning sun illuminated the stained glass windows, 
diffusing multi -colored hues across the congregation. Attendance is up 
today, thought Greg. As the organist was nearing the end of the Prelude, he 
stepped up to the podium. 

Ȱ0Ìease take your hymnals and turn to pagÅ άέȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÎÇ 
ȬHoly, Holy, Holy.ȭȱ 

Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty! Early in the morning, our song shall 
ÒÉÓÅ ÔÏ 4ÈÅÅȣ 

As Greg sang and conducted the 4/4 pattern, which he could do in his 
sleep, hiÓ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ×ÁÎÄÅÒȢ 3ÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÆÅÅÌ ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ 
was thinking last night while kissing Cynthia on the couch? His actions had 
been within the bounds of acceptable behavior. He had nothing to be 
ashamed of in that regard.  

But what about his thÏÕÇÈÔÓȩ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ did with Cynthiaɂit was 
what he wanted to doȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÓÈÏnor her or his commitment 
to God. But his feelings had been only natural. God created humans and 
ÇÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÓÅØÕÁÌ ÄÅÓÉÒÅȢ 7ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÏËÁÙ ÔÏ want to have sex, as long as you 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ do it? Then he remembered the passage from Matthew 5:28.  

But I say to you, that whosoever shall look on a woman to lust after her, hath 
already committed adultery with her in his heart. 

At the end of the hymn, Greg stepped back and Dr. Huff went to the 
podium and said a prayer. Then there were announcements, two more 
hymns, and a chorus. 

After the offering, it was time for the choir to sing their anthem. When 
Greg motioned to the choir to stand, Cynthia smiled at him from the Alto 
section. She was so incredibly beautiful. Standing there in her choir robe, 
she looked like a redheaded angel. If they could just get married, Greg 
could stop feeling guilty about his desire for her. 

**********   



 

 

Elmo was not thrilled that Carsie had invited her sister to stay at the house. 
But it would only be for a few more days. He had made it clear to his fiancé 
that as soon as the wedding was over, Carnie must move out. 

Ȱ-ÏÒÅ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÊÕÉÃÅȟ 3ÉÒȩȱ Hadley had prepared a brunch consisting of Eggs 
Benedict, bacon, sausage, blueberry pancakes, bran muffins, and hash 
browns. 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓȟ ÁÓ usualȢȱ 

Hadley nodded. It was his admiration of Dr. Mobley that kept him from 
retiring. He had worked for the family since Elmo was a young boy. 

It was a very pleasant day, so Hadley had put them on the back porch near 
the kitchen.  

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÄÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ Ȱ7Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ %ÌÍÏ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓ ÓÅÃÔÉÏÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ $ÁÌÌÁÓ -ÏÒÎÉÎÇ 
News. 

Ȱ7Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ $ÁÌÌÁÓ :ÏÏȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÊÏÉÎÅÄ ÉÎȟ Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÉÍÁÌÓȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÏ ÐÒÉÍÉÔÉÖÅȢȱ 

%ÌÍÏ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÏÆ #ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔ ÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÄÄ ÇÒÉÎ ÏÎ 
her face. 

Macy walked out of the house, leaned over and whispered into %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÅÁÒȢ 

Carsie did not appreciate the fact that she was being left out of the loop. 
Why did Elmo need to hide anything from his bride-to-be? As soon as they 
ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÏÎÅÙÍÏÏÎȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÉÒÅ -ÁÃÙ 'ÏÌÏÎÇȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
trust her with Elmo.  

Ȱ,ÁÄÉÅÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÅØÃÕÓÅ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ (Å ÇÏÔ 
up from the table and walked into the house with Macy. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÈÁÒÍÌÅÓÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

**********   



 

 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÍÁËÅÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÃÔÉÎÇ ×ÅÉÒÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Elmo rarely spent any time with his mother. He only saw her once or twice 
a week. 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÎȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈÒÏÏÍȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÌÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍȟ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÔÈroom door. Macy 
walked in, leaving the door open so Elmo could see. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÁÒÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

Elmo was shocked by what he saw: his mother holding a hairbrush in one 
hand and a tube of toothpaste in the other. She had applied a line of Crest 
across the bristles of the hairbrush. 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÈÅÌÐȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÓÈ ÍÙ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÅÔÈȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 
3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÓÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÍÏÕÔÈȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÉÃËȢ 

Tell HaÄȣ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎȭÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓɂhe cooks our food. You know. Tell 
ÈÉÍ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÓÉÃË ÁÎÄ ÎÏ× ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Mallie Mae turned and was surprised to see him standing there. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÅÒÅȩ 'ÅÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔȟ -ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÅÔ ÏÕÔȦ .Ï×Ȧȱ 



 

 

Elmo walked out of the bedroom and shut the door. He stood in the 
hallway, stunned. He was about to go back downstairs when Macy came 
out. 

Ȱ3ÅÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÂÁÄ ÓÈÁÐÅȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÉÄÅÁȢ (ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÁÃÔÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ Ó×ÏÒÅ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÃÒÅÃÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÓÔÁÒÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢ "ÕÔ ) 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÌÄ ÁÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅȟ -ÁÃÙȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÄ ÁÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ Á ÌÏÔ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔ ÆÅ× 
ÍÏÎÔÈÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȩ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ αίȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȢ -ÏÓÔ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÉÄ-eighties. But sometimes 
ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÓÏÏÎÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȢ ,ÉËÅ Á ÒÅÁÃÔÉÏÎ ÔÏ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÓÈÅ 
ÔÁËÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÐÒÅÓÓÕÒÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅȢ !ÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ Á ÐÁÉÎ ÐÉÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ/Ò ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Á ÎÕÔÒÉÔÉÏÎÁÌ ÄÅÆÉÃÉÅÎÃÙȢ (Ï×ȭÓ ÈÅÒ appÅÔÉÔÅȩȱ 

Ȱ0ÒÅÔÔÙ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÙÍÐÔÏÍÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ Á ÓÔÒÏËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ Á ÓÔÒÏËÅȢ 7ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ )ȩȱ 

Ȱ0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙɂÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÐÅÎÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ×Å ÄÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÔÅÓÔÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢ 3ÈÅȭÄ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÄÉÅ ÔÈÁÎ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ ÔÏ×Î ÈÅÁÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȢȱ 

ȰOkay. )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢ (Å ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÚÅÓ ÉÎ 
ÇÅÒÉÁÔÒÉÃÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ (ÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÅØÃÅÌÌÅÎÔ ÄÉÁÇÎÏÓÔÉÃÉÁÎȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÔ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÆÏÒ 
ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÍÏ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ ) ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

Elmo weÎÔ ÄÏ×ÎÓÔÁÉÒÓ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÄÙȢ -ÁÃÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÂÁÃË ÉÎÔÏ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ 
room. 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÅÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ Á ÇÅÒÉÁÔÒÉÃ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÆÏÒ ÔÅÓÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ ÏÒ ,ÏÎÇÖÉÅ×Ȣ 0ÅÏÐÌÅ ËÎÏ× ÍÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÉÓ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

**********   

Elmo called his old friend, Dr. John Fransein in Dallas. 



 

 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ %ÌÍÏ -ÏÂÌÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÁÍÅȢȱ *ÏÈÎÎÙ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ 
%ÌÍÏȭÓ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ) ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎÙȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÓÕÒÅ ÈÁÓȢ (Ï× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅȢ ) ÈÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÓÕÃh a big favor, but could 
ÙÏÕ ÒÕÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÅÓÔÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÔÏȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȣÙÅÁÈȟ ÓÕÒÅȢ ) ÃÁÎ ×ÏÒË ÈÅÒ ÉÎȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ άȡΪΪ 0-ȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ ) ÁÐÐÒÅÃÉÁÔÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ 
3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÐÅÒÓÏÎÁÌ ÁÉÄÅȢ (ÅÒ ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ -ÁÃÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ÁÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÒÕÌÅ out other things, right? 
4ÈÅÒÅȭs still  no definitive test to diagnose AlzheiÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÉÔ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÎÉÎÅÔÙ ÐÅÒÃÅÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ 5ÎÆÏÒÔÕÎÁÔÅÌÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÎÏ ÃÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ÈÅÌÐȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓȢ 7Å ÊÕÓÔ 
ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÉÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÙÍÐÔÏÍÓȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÌ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÇure out how to 
brush her teeth with a hairbrush. She knew she was doing something 
×ÒÏÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÙÐÉÃÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÄÏ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȟ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ we should get together sometime. Be sure to give me a call the next 
ÔÉÍÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÎËÓ ÁÇÁÉÎȟ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢȱ 

  



 

 

Chapter 6  

Ȱ-ÏÍ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÍÅ ÕÐ ÏÎ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ 
the living room.  

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÈÁÄ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÏÎȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ had just 
asked her mom the day before. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅËÅÎÄȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÏÖÅÒ Ô×Ï 
or three nights this week and help ÈÅÒ ÐÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÌÉÎÅ ÕÐ Á ÔÒÕÃËȢ 7ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ She leaned over and gave him quick kiss.  

He wanted it to be longer, but that could wait until later.  

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÕÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÐÏÐÃÏÒÎȢȱ She walked into the kitchen. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ "ÁÂÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÖÉÅ ÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÒÁÎÇȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÎÕÍÂÅÒȢȱ 

Greg wished he had. It was his ex-wife. He had not spoken to her since 
right after  the divorce. And they had been divorced for over five years. 
Before that, he had been a full-time minister of music. Her cheating and 
the subsequent divorce had put an end to that job. Fortunately, they never 
had children. 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅȟ 3ÕÓÁÎȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄ ) ÈÁÄ Á ÄÒÅÁÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ 
other night. It was crazy. We were in bed together andɂȰ 

Ȱɂ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÂÕÓÙ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ 
ÔÏ ÔÁÌËȟ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ 4ÈÁÔ ÃÕÔÅ ÒÅÄÈÅÁÄÅÄ ÂÁÎËÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕɂȰ 

Ȱɂ)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 

(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÉÓ ex had any friends in town. He had moved from 
Longview to Coreyville to get away from her and her backstabbing friends. 
It was hard to believe that many of them had once been his friends too. 

Cynthia walked into the living room with the giant bowl of popcorn.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȢ ,ÏÏË )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔÔÁ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅȩ !ÒÅ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÂÅÄȩ )Ó ÓÈÅ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄÂÙÅȦȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕÒ ÅØȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÒÕÉÎ ÍÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÎÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4Ï ÈÁÒÁÓÓ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÒÅÁÓÏÎ ÓÈÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÐÐÁÒÅÎÔÌÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ Á ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÎ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ ×ÈÏ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ÎÏ× ÓÈÅȭÓ ÊÅÁÌÏÕÓȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Ò ÍÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÐÐÙȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÈÏ× ÈÅÒȢ "Å ÈÁÐÐÙȢȱ 

Cynthia gave him a warm, luscious kiss. It was short enough so they would 
still want to watch the movie, but long enough to make him forget about 
Susan. 

**********   

)Ô ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ γȡΪΪ 0-ȟ ÂÕÔ -ÁÃÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ 
what was going on in the Media Room. She prayed that Elmo and Carsie 
were just watching TV.  

!Ô ίΰȟ $ÒȢ ,Ȣ2Ȣ Ȭ%ÌÍÏȭ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ×ÁÓ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ Á ÖÉÒÇÉÎȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ 
with a woman in years. Macy had heard the full account from Mallie Mae 
years ago, when she first moved in to care for her after she broke her leg. 
Macy was her full -time nurse at first. But Mallie Mae enjoyed her company 
so much that she asked Macy to stay on, even after the leg had healed. 

When he was 37, Elmo had been giving every ounce of energy to his 
patients. But he finally grew tired of having no personal life. So he started 
dating. She was a nurse at Coreyville General Hospitalɂa very nice lady. 
And eventually the two set a wedding date. But Mallie Mae did not 
approve. And she did everything she could think of to destroy their 
relationship. But Elmo knew his mother was trying her best to break them 
up. So all that  did was make him more determined to go through with his 
marriage plans.  

Then Mallie Mae crafted her most devious scheme ever. She paid off a 
sleazy private detective to produce porn pictures of EÌÍÏȭÓ ÆÉÁÎÃïȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 
not that difficult to merge shots of her head with graphic sex pictures he 
found on the internet.  

The doctor showed the photographs to his fiancé and she denied she had 
ever posed for such lurid pictures. He wanted so badly to believe her. But 
his mother had planted a terrible seed of doubt. And it grew like 
Dandelionsɂevery time you pull one out of the ground to destroy it, you 
just scatter more seeds.  

Ultimately, the couple was doomed. He hated Mallie Mae for it. She had 
made him miserable while he was in medical school. Now she had 



 

 

destroyed his chance for love and happiness. He swore he would never 
forgive her. 

After that, whether consciously or not, he closed himself off to any 
possibility of a romantic relationship. Because Macy was aware of this, she 
had never pursued anything but a friendship. But sometimes it was all she 
could do to keep from telling him how she really felt. 

Then, after so many years of loneliness, Carsie had bumped into him at the 
grocery store and stolen his ÈÅÁÒÔȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÂÙ +ÒÏÇÅÒȭÓ ÁÔ 
ÌÕÎÃÈÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÉØȢ .ÏÔ ÍÁÎÙ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ËÎÅ× ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÁÄÄÉÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ "ÒÁÃÈȭÓ 
#ÁÎÄÙ #ÏÒÎȢ #ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÎÙ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÒÁÎÄɂÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ "ÒÁÃÈȭÓȢ (Å ËÅÐÔ Á 
supply hidden in a desk drawer. So he went straight to the candy aisle and 
there she wasɂÂÕÙÉÎÇ "ÒÁÃÈȭÓ #ÁÎÄÙ #ÏÒÎȢ 3ÕÐÐÏÓÅÄÌÙȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÈÏÏËÅÄ 
on the stuff too. What were the chances of that? 

Macy went downstairs to the basement and started to walk toward the 
open Media Room door. All she could hear was the TV. What if that 
woman already had him down on the floor? Macy had to admit that Carsie 
was hot. She could probably get him to do anything if she really tried. 

Ȱ-ÁÃÙȟȱ ÓÐÏËÅ Á ÖÏÉÃÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÒËÎÅÓÓȢ 

Macy jumped. 

Ȱ%ÁÓÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÅɂ#ÁÒÎÉÅȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔÌÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Carnie moved in closer and now Macy could see herɂbarely. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȢ "ÕÔ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ Macy wondered why they needed to have this conversation in the 
ÄÁÒËȢ !ÎÄ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȩ 

Carnie moved in closer. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ -ÁÃÙ ÁÓËÅÄ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ 

Carnie grabbed her by the arms and kissed her on the lips. 

Macy pulled back. Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ !Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔȟ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÇÒÅÔÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏÎÅȢ )f Carnie was 
ÇÁÙȟ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ -ÁÃÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
be with another woman, but that was theiÒ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ !Ó 
long as they left her ÁÌÏÎÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

Carnie turned and disappeared into the darkness. Within minutes, she was 
in her car, driving toward Coreyville. 

**********  

Ȱ(ÉȢ -Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ *ÁËÅȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÏÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÏÆÆÅÒÅÄ 
ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÌÁÄÙ Á ÂÅÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÂÅÅÒȟȱ said Carnie. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆÆ ÓÏÏÎȢ 3Ï ÇÏÏÄ ÏÌÅ 
*ÁËÅ ÉÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ȬÇÏÏÄ ÏÌÅ *ÁËÅȭ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÄÒÉÎËÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÇÕÙÓ ×ÈÏ ÒÅÆÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅÍÓÅÌÖÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÒÄ ÐÅÒÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ!×Åȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȢ (ÁÖÅ Á ÄÒÉÎË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅȢ 3ÉÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ !ÎÄ ÔÁËÅ ÏÆÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÏ×ÂÏÙ ÈÁÔȢ (ÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÁÎÎÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȟ (ÏÎÅÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ Ȭ(ÏÎÅÙ.ȭȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ *ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÌÁÄ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÙÏÕȟ *ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÊÕÄÇÅÄ *ÁËÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ΰȭάȱȟ άάΪ ÐÏÕÎÄÓȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÌÙ ίȭΰȱȟ 
weighing in at 120, but she knew she could handle him. 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ *ÕÓÔ ÔÒÁÖÅÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ×ÏÒË ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȢ 2ÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× )ȭÍ in ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÊÏÂÓȢȱ 

He took a swig of his Budweiser. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÆÏÌËÓȢȱ 

She took care of them, all right. But they were sometimes in worse health 
after she took care of them. Sometimes dead. Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ! ÍÁÎ ÍÕÓÔ love ÂÅÉÎÇ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÏ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ .ÅÖÅÒ ÁÓËÅÄȢ .ÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÉÎÇȢ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÏ× ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȢȱ 

Normally, that line would have made Carnie want to stab the guy in the 
heart. But Jake actually sounded sincere. Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎt to get out of 
ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ5ÈȣÓÕÒÅȢ 7ÁÎÎÁ ÇÏ ÆÏÒ Á ÒÉÄÅ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÔÒÕÃËȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢȱ 

Jake took a dark narrow ÒÏÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÒÏÖÅ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÌÅÓȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
recognize the Country singer on the radio. But then, she hated Country 
music.  

He turned onto a dirt trail that led to nowhere, parked and turned off t he 
lights. They could see each other in the moonlight.  

Ȱ)ȭÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÁÒÍÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Really? Is that all you want to do? she thought. 

He slid over, put his arm around her and started kissing her. 

(ÅȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ËÉÓÓÅÒȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÐÕÓÈÅd him away. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȩ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÏÕÔȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ) ÄÏ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÌÅÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ Her hand was 
already in her skirt pocket. And it  was in her hand. Just the flick of her 
thumb would pop up the razor bladeɂready to perform the deadly deed. 

(Å ÂÁÃËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢȱ 

(Å ÈÁÄ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÔ ÁÇÁÉÎȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒ Ȭ(ÏÎÅÙȢȭ "ÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
mind. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÇÏ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒ ÆÏÒ Á ÇÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÐÏÏÌȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÅÒÓȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢȱ 

He started the truck. 

Carnie liked this dumb cowboy. He was cute, and would take orders. He 
might just come in handy, she thought. 

No need to kill him tonight.  

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 7  

Monday mornings always went by fast for Greg Tenorly. It was his only 
weekday morning off from his part-time job as music minister at First 
Baptist Church, Coreyville. Afternoons and three evenings were spent 
teaching private music lessons at his little studio in a strip mall near town 
square.  

Wednesday night he had church choir rehearsal and Friday nights he was 
off. Nobody wanted to take music lessons on Friday nights. And now that 
he and Cynthia were dating, he was glad to have the night available. 

His first lesson on Monday was at 1:30 PM, so he had plenty of time for an 
ÅÁÓÙÇÏÉÎÇ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÉÎÅÒȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÆÅ× ÙÁÒÄÓ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ 
sidewalk from his studio. He ordered the Chicken Fried Steak Special. 

While waiting for his food, he surveyed the lunch crowd. Same old faces. 
#ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÎÙ tourists. His cell rang. It was Cynthia. 

Ȱ(Éȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇɂÅÁÔÉÎÇ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓȩȱ 

Ȱ!Í ) that  ÐÒÅÄÉÃÔÁÂÌÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ) ÌÉËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ Á ÐÌÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÕÎÃÈ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÔÁÓÔÉÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ ÍÉÎÅȢ )ȭÍ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ Á ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈ 
ÁÔ ÍÙ ÄÅÓËȢ )ȭÌÌ be leaving Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÓÏ ) ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ -ÏÍȭÓ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ 
ÈÅÒ ÐÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÓ ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ) ÃÁÎȢ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÂÙ αȡΪΪ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÇÏÏÄȢ )ȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ (ÁÖÅ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÏÏȢ "ÙÅȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȢȱ 

Jane brought Greg his food. He ate at her restaurant nearly every day. 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓȟ *ÁÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ %ÎÊÏÙȢ "Ù ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÈÏ×ȭÓ ÉÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÎËÅÒ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÑÕÉÔ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÍÙ banker girlfriend. 9ÅÁÈȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ Á ÂÁÎË 
ÖÉÃÅ ÐÒÅÓÉÄÅÎÔȢ 'ÅÔ ÏÖÅÒ ÉÔȢȱ 

*ÁÎÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ 'ÒÅÇȢ "ÕÔ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ËÉÎÄ 
ÏÆ ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÁÔÉÎÇ Á ÂÁÎËÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ-Å ÅÉÔÈÅÒȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÁÍÁÚÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÇÅÔ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
morning and look in the mirror. How could a beautiful woman like Cynthia 
ÇÏ ÆÏÒ Á ÇÕÙ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÉÔȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÍÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÁÄ Ó×ÅÌÌȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ 
Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÃÁÔÃÈȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ (Å ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÒÅÃÅÄÉÎÇ ÈÁÉÒÌÉÎÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÉÔ 
fast. And ÔÈÉÓȩȱ (Å ÐÁÔÔÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÏÔÒÕÄÉÎÇ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ lose ÔÈÁÔȢ 4ÈÁÔ ÅØÔÒÁ ×ÅÉÇÈÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
permanent. And a full head of hair is not that important to a lot of woman. 
%ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ÇÅÔ ÏÌÄÅÒȢ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÉÔȭÓ ×ÁÙ ÌÏ× ÏÎ my wish liÓÔȢȱ 

Jane Appletree was the sole owner of the diner, and had run it by herself 
since her husband died a few years earlier. At age 60, she was still a very 
attractive woman. She took pride in her appearance, and the long days on 
her feet helped keep her thin. She would love to have had Greg for herself if 
she was a few years younger. Actually, many years younger, since Greg was 
only 34. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÇÒÅÁÔȟ ÂÕÔɂȰ 

Ȱɂ×ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ *ÁÎÅ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÎÉÃÅ ÌÁÄÙȢ 7Å ÈÁÄ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ 
ÈÏÕÓÅ ÏÎ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÉËÅÄ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÉÓÈ ÙÏÕ ÌÕÃËȢ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÎÅÅÄ ÉÔȢȱ 

**********  



 

 

Ȱ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÌÏÎÇȟ %ÒÎÉÅȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÈÁve lunch plans. But I just 
wanted to give you a heads-ÕÐȢȱ 

)Ô ×ÁÓ $ÒȢ %Ȣ*Ȣ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓȭ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÄÁÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ %ÌÍÏȢ (Å ÈÁÄ ÒÅÌÏÃÁÔÅd 
to Coreyville a few months earlier, but still had only a handful of patients. 
He knew that moving into the office with t he popular pediatrician would 
help bring many new patients to his practice. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÁÔȢ (Ï× ÏÌÄ ÉÓ ÓÈÅȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ αίȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÅÔȢ ) ÓÅÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ Á ÇÅÒÉÁÔÒÉÃ 
speciÁÌÉÓÔ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ (ÅȭÓ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÙÍÐÔÏÍÓȩȱ 

Elmo described what he had seen Mallie Mae doing with the hairbrush and 
the toothpaste. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÙpe of dementia. Might not be AD though. Could 
be something treatabÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ )ȭÍ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÓÔȢ !ÎÄ 
ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȢ )Æ ÉÔ ÉÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȟ )ȭÍ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ Á 
ÌÅÁÖÅ ÏÆ ÁÂÓÅÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÎÄÌÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ Ãonsidering how few I ÈÁÖÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȟ )ȭÄ ÓÁÙ ȬÙÅÓȢȭȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÉÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÃÕÒÅȢ /ÎÌÙ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅÓ ÔÏ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓ ÏÆ 
ÄÅÔÅÒÉÏÒÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ spend some extra time with her 
ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÎÔ any time with her in yearsȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÌÉÖÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ Á×ÆÕÌȢ !ÎÄ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ 
put me through. Every time I get close to her, she starts trying to run my 
life. She tried to make me feel like a fool for wanting to be a pediatrician. 
She still thinks I was an idiot for not becoming a neurosurgeon. That was 
her plan for me. And she is always right.  

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÒÕÉÎÅÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÁÄ ×ÉÔÈ ×ÏÍÅÎȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÆÉÎÄÓ 
a way to run them off. Years ago, I was engaged to a wonderful woman. She 
×ÁÓ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȢ "ÕÔ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÒÅÁÓÏÎȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ 
would never believe the horrible thing she did to break us up. She probably 
ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÁÐÐÒÏÖÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÃÕÒÒÅÎÔ ÆÉÁÎÃï ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÓÉÎÃÅ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÁÌË 
ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÇÕÉÌÔÙȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÔÅÒÍÉÎÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ "ÉÇ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅȢ !ÌÒÅÁÄÙȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ 
how the parents and the kids love you. Take a few days off if you need to. 
"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ×ÏÒËÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÌÉÆÅ ÔÏ ÂÕÉÌÄȢȱ 

**********  

Carsie and Carnie were finishing a lazy, late breakfast on the patio. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÌÁÄÙ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÎÕÒÓÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÒÁÒÅÌÙ ÇÏÅÓ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒsie. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÓÁ× ÔÈÅÍ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÉÎ Á ÂÌÁÃË ÌÉÍÏȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÎÔȢ !ÎÄ ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÙ -ÁÃÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
just drive the Mercedes. TÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÅÉÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÕÓ ÈÅÒÅɂÁÌÏÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ (ÁÄÌÅÙȢȱ 
#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÒÁÉÓÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÅÙÅÂÒÏ× ÍÉÓÃÈÉÅÖÏÕÓÌÙȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÈÅȟ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩ ) 
×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÐÏÕÒ ÍÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÊÕÉÃÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ Á 
life of luxury.  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÇÏ ÔÁËÅ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÌÏÎÇ ÂÕÂÂÌÅ ÂÁÔÈȟ 3ÉÓȢȱ 

Carsie got up from the table and walked away. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÔÕÒÎ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÐÒÕÎÅȢȱ 

Carnie went downstairs to her bedroom. She had been up since 6:00 AM. 
The Exercise Room was right next to the Media Room, just a few yards 
from her bedroom. She had been working out on one of the machines 
when she heard a car drive up to the house. The rooms along the front of 
the basement were mostly underground, but had high windows facing the 
front yard. Carnie had looked out and seen Macy helping Mallie Mae into 
the black limo. 

After exercising, she had taken a shower, made a pot of coffee in the nearby 
Pub Room, and plopped down in the Media Room to watch some TV while 
sipping her coffee. Later, Carsie had called her cell and invited her to come 
up for a late breakfast. The two had sat around in their robes, eating and 
talking for an hour or so. Now it was after noonɂtime to get dressed.  

Carnie did a slow strip tease in the mirror. What a nice, tight body she had. 
Not bad for a 29-year-old, she thought. Any woman would be thrilled to 
have her body. Or any man. 

She went to the closet, picked out a sexy outfit and carried it to the bed. 
But as she walked past the dresser, she accidentally knocked something off. 
It was her favorite perfume. She cringed as it hit the wood floor. But the 
ÂÏÔÔÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁËȢ )Ô ÊÕÓÔ ÆÅÌÌ ÏÎ ÉÔÓ ÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÒÏÌÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
the roll ing sound changed as the bottle went under the bed. As though the 
flooring under there was different.  

She put her robe back on and knelt down to retrieve the expensive 
perfume, which was halfway under the bed. Once she had picked up the 
bottle, she ran her hand across the flooring. It felt the same as the rest of 



 

 

the floor. She knocked on it. It sounded hollow. Then she tested the floor 
where she was sitting. It sounded solid. 

#ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ ÃÕÒÉÏÓÉÔÙ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÖÖÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ Á ÃÁÔ-ÌÉËÅ ÐÉÔÃÈȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ 
she expected to find, but she could think of nothing else until she found it. 
She pushed with all her might until the heavy bed broke free and started to 
slide. She managed to move it over against the wall.  

Carnie knocked on the floor in several place, identifying the hollow-
sounding area. Then she went to her suitcase and pulled out a Bowie knife, 
and began to search for cracks in the seams of the flooring, near the edge of 
the hollow rectangle.  

Finally, she found one. She dug the knife down into it and began to pry. 
She saw movement. Not muchɂbut enough to convince her that she was 
looking at a secret door. Something was hidden down there. Something 
forbidden. She had to find out what it was. 

After nearly an hour, she got the door opened just a crack and worked her 
fingers inside. She yanked on it with all her might, until every muscle in 
her well-toned body ached. Then she heard a ripping sound, as it flew up 
and open. The musty odor enveloped her body, and she fell away from the 
opening and started coughing. She grabbed a towel from the bathroom, 
covered her mouth and nose, and cautiously inched her way to the large 
hole in the floor.  

All she could see was the top of a staircase, leading down into the creepy 
darkness. 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 8  

Carnie stood with the towel over her mouth and nose, looking down into 
ÔÈÅ ÌÁÒÇÅ ÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ her bedroom. It was 
Á ÇÕÅÓÔ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÆÉÁÎÃïȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÅÖÅÎ he ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
know about this secret underground place. 

She just had to see what was down there. So, she pulled the towel away 
from her face a little, took a sniff, and decided she could bear the musty 
odor. Then she took off her robe and threw on some shorts, a shirt, and 
tennis shoes for her journey into the unknown.  

There appeared to be a light switch near the bottom of the stairs. Hopefully 
the lights down there would work. Just as she was about to take the first 
step down, her cell phone rang and startled her. She went to the dresser 
and picked it up. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 3ÉÓȢ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ,ÏÎÇÖÉÅ× -ÁÌÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÎÏȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȢȱ 

Ȱ!Èȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅɂElmo loaned me a credit card, and it ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ 
ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÉÍÉÔȢ 7Å ÃÁÎ ÇÏ ÃÒÁÚÙȢ (Ï× ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÓÉÓÔ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÙ ÓÔÏÍÁÃÈȭÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÑÕÅÁÓÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÓÏÍÅ 0ÅÐÔÏ-"ÉÓÍÏÌȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÉÅ ÄÏ×Î ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ (ÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ )ȭÌÌ ÂÕÙ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ (ÁÖÅ ÆÕÎȢ "ÕÔ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÅÁÓÙȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÍÅ Èome with a couple of 
ÍÉÎË ÃÏÁÔÓȟ ÈÅ ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 

Carnie put the phone in her pocket and began to walk down the stairs, half 
expecting a spider or a snake to attack her. She could cut the beating heart 
right out of  Á ÍÁÎȭÓ ÃÈÅÓÔ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÆÌÉÎÃÈÉÎÇȢ "ut crawling critters gave her 
the creeps.  



 

 

When she reached the switch, she flipped it, and lights came on. At the 
foot of the stairs was a wall. She made a U-turn and walked back past the 
staircase through a long hallway, and then to the left through a doorway. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȢ 

It was a laboratory, complete with Bunsen burners, test tubes, etc. There 
was a blackboard with some formulas written on it, and a few journals. 
Carnie pÉÃËÅÄ ÏÎÅ ÕÐȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÕÍÂÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÓÅÎÓÅ ÏÆ 
ÔÈÅ ÓÃÉÅÎÔÉÆÉÃ ÊÁÒÇÏÎȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ Á ÒÏÏÍ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÈÉÇÈ ÓÃÈÏÏÌ 
chemistry, which she had flunked. 

Across the room was a closed door. One of those large doors like they use 
on exterior walls. She twisted the knob, and pushed the door open with her 
foot. It was just a bathroom. A very large bathroom. She flipped on the 
light and stuck her head in the door. But when she looked to the right, she 
saw a woman looking back at her. She gasped and yanked her head out of 
the room. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

No answer. 

Somebody was living down there, doing who knows whatɂunderneath her 
as she slept. She should have brought her gun down with her, she thought. 

She peeked inɂand felt silly when she realized she had been scared by her 
own reflection. There was a full-length mir ror on the wall. It was hugeɂ
she figured about six or seven feet tall and three feet wide. 

So, why did the good doctor have a secret laboratory in his house? She 
ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÉÔ ÔÏ Carsie. It was just weird. 

She pulled her cell phone out of her pocket and dialed. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÓÅÍÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÅÁÄ ÂÏÄÉÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ .ÏȢ )ÔȭÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÂÁÓÅÍÅÎÔȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÏ×ÅÒ ÂÁÓÅment under the 
regular basement. Weird huÈȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÓÃÉÅÎÃÅ lab and a big bathroom with a huge ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ó #ÁÒÓÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ gone to the mall. There was a secret passageway underneath my 
ÂÅÄȢ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ×ÏÒË ÌÉËÅ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÐÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÔÒÁÎÇÅȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÄÉÓÔÒÁÃÔÅÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÆÅ× ÍÏÒÅ ÄÁÙÓ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ 
×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ !ÎÄ ÏÕÒ ÐÌÁÎ ÉÓ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÏÐ ÕÓ 
ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

**********  

$ÒȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÈÏÕÒÓ ×ÅÒÅ βȡέΪ !- ÔÏ ίȡΪΪ 0-Ȣ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ 
said on the door. But there was usually a frantic parent or two, calling 
about their Johnny or Susie and a high fever, and could the doctor please 
work them in today. And, of course, Elmo would never turn them away. On 
a typical day, he got home at around 7:00 PM.  

So, Carsie had been surprised when he had called her to set up an early 
dinner. They had agreed to meet at Johnny Caces Seafood & Steakhouse in 
Longview at 6:00 PM. 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ Á×ÁÙ ÓÏ ÅÁÒÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÒȢ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓ ÔÏÏË ÍÙ ÌÁÓÔ ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÍÅÎÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈɂyour new partÎÅÒȢȱ 

/ÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÉÔÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÔÁËÅÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÏÒÄÅÒȟ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÈÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ) ÉÎÖÉÔÅ 
#ÁÒÎÉÅȩ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔɂÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ Ô×Ï ÏÆ ÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÎÅ ÏÆ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÏÎÌy 
be bad news, she thought. 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÔÈÁÔ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÁÎÄ -ÁÃÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏÄÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ I ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÏÔÉÃÅȢ "ÕÔ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅÍ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÌÉÍÏ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÓÅÎÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢ -ÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ Á ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ËÎÏ× ÁÆÔÅÒ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÅÓÔ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎɂthat ÓÈÅȭÓ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȩ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ 
ÃÁÎÃÅÒȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÓÏ ÈÏÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ Á ÎÁÍÅ ÏÃÃÁÓÉÏÎÁÌÌÙȢ /Ò ÆÏÒÇÅÔ 
where you put your keys. After all, ÓÈÅ ÉÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÌÄȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ )ÔȭÓ ÍÕÃÈ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÔÈÁÎ ÔÈÁÔȢ 9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÕÓÈ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÅÔÈ 
×ÉÔÈ Á ÈÁÉÒÂÒÕÓÈȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȬÔÅÅÔÈȢȭȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇȢ %ÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÇÅÔ into 
bed, how to put on your clothes, how to go to the bathroom. Then you 
ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÌË ÏÒ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÐÅÁËȢ %ÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÂÏÄÙ ÑÕÉÔÓ ÆÕÎÃÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ 
ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÖÉÃÔÉÍÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÌÉÖÅ ÁÎ ÁÖÅÒÁÇÅ ÏÆ ÅÉÇÈÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÎ years after the 
symptoms first appear. I suspect that she and Macy have been keeping it 
ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅȟ ÏÒ ÃÈÅÍÏÔÈÅÒÁÐÙ ÏÒ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÃÕÒÅ ÆÏÒ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ anything you can ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÌÏ× ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÃÅÓÓȢ !ÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÅÅÍ 
to work fairly well. But only for a little while. Anyway, I should get her test 
results tomorrow. And if they come back positive, I want to postpone the 
×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ heart sank. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )Æ ÈÅÒ ÔÅÓÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÖÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÎÏÔÉÆÙÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ 
guest list and canceling everything. But do you mind if Carnie stays with us 
ÆÏÒ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȩ )ȭÍ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÅÎÊÏÙÉÎÇ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ 

Elmo wanted Carnie to move out as soon as possible. There was something 
ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÉËÅȢ "ÕÔ ÈÏ× ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ÒÅÆÕÓÅ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔ ×ÈÅÎ 
she was being so understanding about postponing the wedding?  

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

**********  

Mallie Mae and Macy were riding in the rented limo, on their way home 
from Dallas. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȟ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȩȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ -ÁÃÙȢ Ȱ7ÁÎÎÁ ÐÕÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅØ 
×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȩȱ  

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙɂÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÕÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÓÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÐÕÌÌÉÎÇ ÏÖÅÒȩȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÒÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ ÒÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÁÌÌ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÎÄÓÏÍÅȢȱ 

ȰMedically ÓÐÅÁËÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÇÏÏÄȢ 6ÅÒÙ ÔÈÏÒÏÕÇÈȢ (Å ÒÁÎ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÔÅÓÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÏËȟ 
including the writing tests for memory and math sËÉÌÌÓȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï×ȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩ (Ï× ÈÁÒÄ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÈȩȱ 

Ȱ%ÁÓÙ ÓÔÕÆÆȢ "ÕÔ ) ÄÉÄ ÐÏÏÒÌÙȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ overdo ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÍÙ ÄÅÁÒȟ ) under-did it. But I answered correctly on some of the 
ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÓÏ ÂÁÄȟ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÏÎÖÉÎÃÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÄÁÙÓ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
ÔÏ ÄÉÓÏ×Î ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ ÆÉÒÅ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÄÉÓÏ×ÎÅÄ ÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÆÉÒÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ )ȭÌÌ ÒÅÈÉÒÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÁÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÒÉÃËÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȢ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÉÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ Á×ÆÕÌ Ábout her. I have a 
ÓÅÎÓÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÌÉËÅÄ any ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÅÎ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÄÁÔÅÄȢ 7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ Á 
woman would ÙÏÕ ÁÐÐÒÏÖÅ ÏÆȩȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÅ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÒÅÁË ÈÉÓ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÁÎÄ ÒÕÎ ÏÆÆ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÎÅÙȢ )ȭÌÌ 
ËÎÏ× ÈÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Macy knew that Mallie Mae loved her like a daughter. She had told her 
soɂmany times. But could she love her as a daughter-in-law? It probably 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÎÄ %ÌÍÏ ×ÅÒÅ ÖÅÒÙ ÃÌÏÓÅɂbut only as friends.  

Was there really any chance they would ever make the leap from friends to 
lovers? She had clung to that hope for so many years. So, why give up now? 
Monica and Chandler had made the leap. And Rachel and Ross. And so 
many of her other friends on TV.  

So, why not Macy and Elmo?  



 

 

Chapter 9  

Carnie was devouring the delicious steak, mashed potatoes and gravy, peas, 
and yams set before her. Hadley had prepared exactly what she had 
requested. It was diner for one. Elmo and Carsie were dining at Johnny 
Caces. Mallie Mae and Macy were on their way home from Dallas.  

"ÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÁÎÁÌÙÚÅ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÔÁ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÓÅÎÔ ÂÙ ÈÅÒ ÔÁÓÔÅ 
buds, or to feel any sense of loneliness. Her entire being was focused on the 
underground laboratory she had discovered. But something was nagging at 
her. What was the purpose of that huge mirror in the bathroom? It was as 
tall and wide as a big door. You idiot! It is a door! 

Carnie jumped up from the table, still chewing. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄȟ -ÁȭÁÍȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÁÄÌÅÙȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
dining room.  

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ )ȭÍ ÄÏÎÅȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

She rushed down the stairs, ran into her room and closed and locked the 
door. Then she went down into the sub-basement, through the lab, and 
into the enormous bathroom.  

She pushed and pulled on the mirror. No movement whatsoever. Then she 
remembered seeing a screwdriver in the lab. She raced back out into the 
lab, found it, and took it into the bathroom and began to pry on the frame 
of ÔÈÅ ÍÉÒÒÏÒȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÕÄÇÅȢ  

Carnie was about to start kicking the mirror when she had a thought. She 
opened the cabinet doors under the sink. All she saw was a few rolls of 
toilet paper. She ran her fingers across the underside of the cabinet and felt 
something. A button. She pushed it and heard a click. Was she imagining 
things, or did the mirror move? She ran to it, and found it ajar. When she 
opened the mirror door she felt for the light switch and clicked it on.  

There were four hospital beds on one wall. And there were various other 
medical devices in the room. It was a hospital ward. But why would anyone 
hide a lab and four hospital beds in their basementɂunless it was used for 
something evil? She was getting turned on by thoughts of a demented 
scientist tor turing his victims to their last agonizing breath.  



 

 

There was a hallway that led to two smaller rooms. One of the rooms had a 
couple of cabinets that could be used to store medicine. They were empty.  

There was another door off the main room. She opened it and saw nothing 
but a hallway that seemed to stretch on forÅÖÅÒȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ 
what the passageway led to, but she would soon find out.  

She practically ran through the winding wooden corridor. For the moment, 
she even forgot her fear of spiders and snakes. By the time she reached the 
other end and saw the stairs, she was gasping. She began to wonder if there 
was enough oxygen in the underground air to keep her alive.  

Once at the top of the stairs, she struggled to open the door. She finally got 
it open and stepped into a small room with a dirt floor and rusty garden 
tools hung on the wall. A small snake in the corner made her anxious to get 
back above ground. Then she saw the door directly across from where she 
was standing. She unlocked and turned the knob. Then she pulled. She 
pulled with all her might. She was getting tired of these stubborn doors.  

She grabbed an old shovel from the wall and began to pry. After working 
the shovel in at several spots around the door, it finally broke free. 

She had never been happier to see daylight. There was an old tractor and a 
new riding lawn mower. And a black 1956 Buick. She was in a barn. She 
walked to the sunlight, looked out the window and saw the back of the 
house. Then she remembered seeing the barn in the back yard while sitting 
on the patio. 

It felt good to breathe fresh air again. 

**********  

It was 7:00 PMɂfinally. Greg was ready to jump in his car and head for 
Marshall. He could get there in fifteen minutes. And even though he was 
tired,  he knew he would be re-energized the moment he saw Cynthia. And 
ÈÅȭÄ need some extra energy since it would be a late night of packing 
"ÅÖÅÒÌÙȭÓ ÔÈÉÎÇÓȢ 

His last student on Monday nights was Nancie Jo Gristel. Even at the age of 
81, she was one of his best music students. Mostly because she listened to 
everything Greg said and tried to do it. She truly loved playing the pianoɂ



 

 

unlike many of his younger students, whose parents were forcing them to 
take music lessons. 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÓ ÕÐȟ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÅÓ ÂÙ ÓÏ ÆÁÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÇÏÏÄ ÐÒÏÇÒÅÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ) ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÄÒÏÐ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐ ÍÙ ÍÕÓÉÃȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÐÕÔ ÍÅ 
ÏÎ Á ÎÅ× ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ .ÁÎcie Jo had been out for several weeks. And he 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÌÔÈ ÉÓÓÕÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÃÕÒÉÏÕÓȢ 

3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÓÁÉÄ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÌÐ ÆÏÒ ÎÏ×Ȣ 
(Å ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ×ÏÒËȢ 3Ïȟ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ enjoy 
×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÔÉÍÅ ) ÈÁÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÁÔÔÉÔÕÄÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ!Ó ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ) ÃÁÎ ËÅÅÐ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÁÎÏȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÈÁÐÐÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÊÕÓÔ ËÅÅÐ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÇÒÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ 'ÒÅÇȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ 4ÈÕÒÓÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Greg locked up quickly, hopped into his car and drove down the alley and 
onto the street. It was a great night for driving the big convertible with the 
top down. The early evening September air massaged his scalp all the way 
down Highway 154 to Marshall. There was no concern about messing up 
his hair, since he kept it cut short. He only wished he had more of it. His 
forehead seemed to get taller by the day.  

7ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÁÒÒÉÖÅÄ ÁÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÌÉËÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ 
were on. He could see stacked boxes through every window.  

Cynthia greeted him at the front door with a full body hug and a very sexy 
kiss. At 34, Greg was far removed from his teenage years, but since he had 



 

 

met Cynthia he found that his body could still jump to attention. It 
reminded him of those embarrassing high school years, walking down 
hallways of pretty girls, hiding unwanted arousals behind textbooks. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅÌÌÏȟ 'ÒÅÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȢ 

Cynthia instinctively turned to face her mother, leaving Greg fully exposed. 
He quickly moved behind his girlfriend and put his hands on her 
ÓÈÏÕÌÄÅÒÓȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÓÁ× ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÓÅÅȢ 

Ȱ(Éȟ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔÁÂÌÅ ÕÓÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÎÁÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ÈÉÓ 
face was turning red. But Beverly seemed to take it in stride. 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ(ÁÐÐÙ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ.Ï× ×ÈÅÒÅ ÄÏ ) ÓÔÁÒÔȩȱ 

**********  

By the time Elmo and Carsie got home in their separate cars, Carnie had 
closed up the hideaway hospital, as she had named it, and moved her bed 
ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÐÌÁÃÅȟ ÃÏÖÅÒÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ 
about it. 

Carsie came downstairs and met Carnie in the Pub Room as she walked out 
of her bedroom. 

Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ Á ÄÒÉÎËȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÓÏ ÇÏÏÄȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇȟ 3ÉÓȩȱ 

They sat down at a table. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÉÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÐÏÓÔÐÏÎÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ%ÌÍÏ ÔÈÉÎËÓ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢ (Å ÓÅÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ Á 
ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÓÔ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÅØÐÌÁÉÎÓ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÍÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÒÁÎ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ÔÅÓÔÓ ÏÎ ÈÅÒȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ!ÎÄȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÔ 
ÉÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÓÏ ÃÌÏÓÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ weȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÕÈȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÓÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÁÌÌ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢ /ÎÅ ÂÉÇ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÉÄÅȢ )ÔȭÓ your ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔȟ ÎÏ× ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢ %ÌÍÏ ÓÁÙÓ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÃÕÒÅ ÆÏÒ 
!ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÄÏȩ 7ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȦȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ %ÌÍÏ ÄÅÓÅÒÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ 
ÈÁÐÐÙȢ 9ȭÁÌÌ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÉÎÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙȢȱ 

Carnie hated to see her sister so sad. But even more than that, she hated to 
wait longer for the money.  

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 10 

The Tuesday ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÓÕÎ ÏÎ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ÓÅÎÔ ÍÉØÅÄ ÍÅÓsages to his 
sleeping brain. The brightness urged him to wake up. But the warmth 
×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ȬÄÒÅÁÍ ÏÎȢȭ ,ÉËÅ Á ÍÉÌÄ ÓÕÍÍÅÒ ÄÁÙ ÏÎ Á ÂÁÃËÙÁÒÄ Ó×ÉÎÇȢ 

He rolled over in bed to let the golden rays warm his back. Her sweet scent 
drew him near to her. He put his arm around her as he kissed her gently on 
the neck. She awoke with a lovely smile and rolled to her back. And even 
though she had not yet spoken, he knew what she wanted. As he began to 
make love to her, he heard something, but ignored it. In her arms, he could 
have ignored a tornado. 

Ȱ"ÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÉÓ ÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 

)Ô ×ÁÓ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ 
them, as though they were sitting on the couch watching TV. 

Ȱ"ÅÖÅÒÌÙȦ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄȩ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÌÏÖÅ ÈÅÒÅȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ.Ï×ȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÖÏÉÃÅȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Cynthia. 

Greg woke up. Is that what it would be like if Cynthia and he got married, 
and Beverly was living with them?  

Of course, he was getting way ahead of himself. He loved Cynthia. But he 
had never told her. Why did it take so much courage to speak three simple 
words? Because she might not speak them back to him. But he would be 
brave. He would tell her tonight. Or maybe Wednesday night would be 
better. No, tonight. 

**********  

'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÐÁÒÔ-time job as music minister at First Baptist Church required him 
to be at the church Tuesday through Friday mornings. Staff meetings were 
ÈÅÌÄ ÏÎ 4ÕÅÓÄÁÙÓ ÁÔ ΫΫȡΪΪ !- ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒȭÓ ÓÔÕÄÙȢ 

Greg walked from his office, down the hallway to the pastoral suite. 
!ÎÙÂÏÄÙ ×ÈÏ ×ÉÓÈÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 3ÁÄÉÅ #ÒÕÍÐÅÔȭÓ 
office. She had been church secretary for over 25 years. Sadie was the glue 
that had held the church together through six pastors. At least, that was 



 

 

her opinion. She had plenty of opinions, and was not shy about sharing 
them. 

Greg could hear Sadie talking on the phone in a confidential tone as he 
approached her office. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ËÎÅ× ÁÌÌ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÁÙȣ) ËÎÅ× ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ 
ÔÈÅ ÕÓÅȩ %ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ËÎÏ×ÓȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÄÍÉÔ ÉÔȩȱ 

Greg thought, I am not gay. And how dare you gossip about me. Is this any 
way for a Christian to act? A church secretary? 

He walked into her office and Sadie quickly ended her phone call. 

Ȱ)Ó 0ÅÔÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 0ÅÔÅȭÓ ÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒȭÓ ÈÅÒÅȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȟ 
'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Not that Greg was late. Pete was just early. He was always early. 

The pastor, Dr. J. Marshall Huff, would lead the group in a prayer. They 
went over the list of prayer requests. 

$ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÇÏÔ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÆÒÏÍ $ÒȢ %ÌÍÏ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ (Å ÁÓËÅÄ 
that we pray for his mother. He got the results of her tests this morning, 
ÁÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÏÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȩ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÅØÔÒÁ ÃÕÓÔÏÄÉal staff lined up to work 
&ÒÉÄÁÙ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 0ÅÔÅ 4ÅÒÍÉÎÓȢ 0ÅÔÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒ ÃÈÁÉÒÍÁÎ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
Building and Grounds Committee. He had been a life insurance salesman 
until a year earlier, when he retired at the age of 65. All of his energy, 
pushiness, and can-do attitude had been redirected to his work for the 
church. He was annoying at times, but you had to admire his dependability 
and determination to get the job done, and get it done right. 

3ÁÄÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÁÎÃÅÌÌÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ0ÏÓÔÐÏÎÅÄȟȱ ÓÁid the pastor. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÁÓÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ.Ï×ȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÔÅÍÐÏÒÁÒÙ ÓÅÔÂÁÃËȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒȢ 



 

 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ίΰ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȢ .ÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÁÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ,ÅÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÏÖÅ ÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ. He would have fired Sadie if he thought 
he could get away with it. She was always blunt, and always said too much. 
But she had too many friends whose husbands were deacons. Any attempt 
to force her out would end badly for him. 

'ÒÅÇ ÆÅÌÔ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ 3ÁÄÉÅȭÓ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÃÏÎÖÅrsation had been about Dr. Mobleyɂ
not him.  

'ÒÅÇ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÈÏ ÁÒÅ ÔÈÅ -ÏÂÌÅÙÓȩ !ÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÅÍÂÅÒÓȩȱ 

$ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÁÒÅÌÙ ÁÔÔÅÎÄȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÏÎ %ÁÓÔÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÄÉÅȢ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÇÉÖÅÎ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ Ãhurch over the years. In the 70s 
they donatÅÄ ÁÌÍÏÓÔ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÕÎÄÓ ÔÏ ÂÕÉÌÄ ÔÈÅ ÅÄÕÃÁÔÉÏÎ ×ÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
0ÅÔÅȢ Ȱ-ÏÒÆÏÒÄ ÁÎÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÒÅÇÕÌÁÒ ÁÔÔÅÎÄÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ5ÎÔÉÌ ÈÅ ÄÉÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÆÒÅÁË ÏÎÅ-ÃÁÒ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 3ÁÄÉÅȢ 

Ȱ/kay. Does anybody else have a special prayer requestȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒȢ 

**********   

%ÌÍÏ ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙȢ -ÁÃÙ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ 
bedroom. She knew his reason for being home at midday. There could be 
no other reason. 

Mallie Mae was sitting at a table, staring out the window. She had eaten 
very little o f her lunch. 

Ȱ-ÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ 

Mallie Mae looked up at him in confusion. Then recognition.  

Ȱ/Èȟ ÈÅÌÌÏȟ ,ÉÌÍÁÎȢȱ 

7ÈÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÏ ÃÁÌÌ ÈÉÍ %ÌÍÏȩ %ÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÅÌÓÅ ÄÉÄȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ 
ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÖÅÒÙ ÈÕÎÇÒÙȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÆÒÕÉÔ ÉÓ ÔÏÏȣȱ She struggled to find the right word. Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÄÙȟȱ 
she finally said. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ɂthe one who ran all the 
ÔÅÓÔÓ ÏÎ ÙÏÕ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÔÕÐÉd, SÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÒÅÓÕÌÔÓ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÐÏÓÉÔÉÖÅ ÆÏÒ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ÓÁÙÓ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÏÇ×ÁÓÈȢ 4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÓȟ -ÏÔÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÃÃÅÐÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏ. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩ )ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÌÕÎÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÆÏÏÄ ÉÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÓÈÅÄ ÐÏÔÁÔÏÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÖÙȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓȣÔÈÁÔ ÃÈÅ×Ù ÓÔÕÆÆȣÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÔÈÅÙ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÇÒÁÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ#Ï×Óȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÉÌÌȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ )ȭÖÅ ÐÏÓÔÐÏÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ 
taking a leave of absence from my practice. I want to do my own research. 
)ȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔ ÏÐÔÉÏÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Elmo turned and walked across the room and out the door. Macy followed 
him. 



 

 

-ÁÃÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ"ÕÔ %ÌÍÏɂÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÕÉÎ your practice. What about 
ÁÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓȩȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÎÅ× ÐÁÒÔÎÅÒȟ $ÒȢ %Ä×ÁÒÄÓȟ ×ÉÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ×ÈÉÌÅ )ȭÍ ÏÕÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Elmo as he walked to the stairs. 

Macy went back into the room and shut the door. Mallie Mae was standing, 
grinning at her. Ȱ3ÅÅɂI tolÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ×ÏÒËȢ (ÅȭÓ ÐÏÓÔÐÏÎÅd the 
×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅȩ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÅÓÔÒÏÙ ÉÔ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÓÔÁÙÓ Á×ÁÙ ÔÏÏ ÌÏÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÁÈȢ 7Å ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ÆÏÏÌÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢ (Å ÒÁÎ ÓÏ ÍÁÎÙ ÔÅÓÔÓ 
ÏÎ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄ test and urine test and even the brain scan only ruled out other 
causes of my symptoms. Apparently, I passed all of those, but I failed the 
memory tests, the problem solving, and the math and language tests. On 
ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ×ÁÙ ÆÏÒ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÆÁËÉÎÇȩ 4ÈÅÎ anybody could 
ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÒÕÅȢ "ÕÔ why would they? Why would you fake ÈÁÖÉÎÇ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȩȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔȢ 5ÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÏÎ ÆÒÏÍ 
ÍÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ×ÒÏÎÇ ×ÏÍÁÎȢȱ 

They both laughed. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ I feel bad about doing this to Elmo. Putting him through the misery 
ÁÎÄ ×ÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÏÎȭÔ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓ ) ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ×ÁÙ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐ 
ÈÉÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÒÕÉÎÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÆÅȢȱ 

**********  

Carnie needed some advice. The plan was going down the toilet. She paced 
the floor of her bedroom as she flipped her phone open and clicked the 
speed dial number. 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÏÓÔÐÏÎÅÄȟȱ 
said Carnie. 

Ȱ)Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÐÏÓÔÐÏÎÅÄ ÉÎÄÅÆÉÎÉÔÅÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ) ÄÏȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÎÓÉÄÅÒÅÄ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÏÕÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÔÏÏ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȢ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ prime susÐÅÃÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÕÌÌ ÉÔ ÏÆÆȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ 
ÙÏÕÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÏÐÔÉÏÎȢ !ÎÙ ÉÄÅÁ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÅØÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÙÅÁÒÓȟ ) ÔÈÉÎËȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÆÉÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÓÕÒÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ wait that  long. Just keeping thinking, Carnie. I have 
ÇÒÅÁÔ ÃÏÎÆÉÄÅÎÃÅ ÉÎ ÙÏÕȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÃÏÍÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȢȱ 

Maybe she could poison Mallie Mae. Make it look like Hadley did it. But 
what would his motive be? Or what about Macy? She had easy access to the 
ÏÌÄ ÈÁÇȭÓ ÆÏÏÄȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÆ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÂÙ Ôhat old woman, 
ÓÈÅȭÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÄ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ Might work. Probably not.  

But Elmo would change his mind about postponing the wedding. Carnie 
would make sure of that. 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Chapter 11 

%ÌÍÏȭÓ ÓÔÕÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÉÎ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÙÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
master suite. But he spent little time there. On a typical day, by the time he 
made it home, after tending to his young patients for nine or ten hours, he 
×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÆÅÁÓÔ ÏÎ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ (ÁÄÌÅÙȭÓ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓ ÍÅÁÌÓ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÔÃÈ Á ÍÏÖÉÅ ÉÎ 
the Media Room or read in his bedroom recliner. The maid spent more 
time in his study than he did. At least she kept it free of dust and cobwebs.  

He located the power button and started up the desktop computer. 
Surprisingly, it still worked. He would be forced to endure countless 
updates to his various software packages. He leaned back in his leather 
chair and watched as each file was downloaded and installed. 

He had ignored Mallie Mae for years. Now his mother was condemned to 
slog through an increasingly disoriented life on her way to a slow, 
ÍÉÓÅÒÁÂÌÅ ÄÅÁÔÈȢ #ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÁÍÅÎÄÓ with 
her before now? He should have tried harder.  

But she had nearly destroyed his plans to become a pediatrician. And she 
had interfered in his love life at every turn, never approving of any woman 
he dated. She was always there to disrupt his dreams with a punch in the 
gut. Because she had to awaken him to reality. Her reality. Still, he had held 
tight to his grudge far too long. And his bitterness had turned to over-
whelming guilt after learning of her condition.  

Finally, all software updates had completed and his computer had 
restarted. He opened a browser and went to the National Institutes of 
(ÅÁÌÔÈ ×ÅÂÓÉÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÒÅÁÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢ  

$ÒÕÇÓ ÍÅÎÔÉÏÎÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÔÏ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÓÔÁÇÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÁÃÒÉÎÅ 
(Cognex), donepezil (Aricept), rivastigmine (Exelon), and galantamine 



 

 

(Razadyne). The effectiveness of these drugs was limited. At best, they 
would delay the symptoms for short period.  

Another drug, memantine (Namenda), was approved to treat moderate to 
severe AD. Also being studied by researchers was the use of anti-
inflammatory drugs, antioxidants, ginkgo biloba, and estrogen. 

He printed the web page and made notes in the margins, circling the drug 
name Namenda, and adding the note try this first . Then he drew arrows to 
antioxidants, ginkgo biloba, and estrogen, and scribbled try these in various 
combinations and strengths. 

**********  

Greg had finished his lessons early, thanks to several cancellations. So, 
Cynthia had decided to wait and ride with him to Marshall. They had 
picked up a hamburger on the way out of town and eaten it in the car while 
ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÂÙ ΰȡέΪ 0-Ȣ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ %ÌÍÏ -ÏÂÌÅÙȩ (ÅȭÓ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ (Å ÈÁÓ ÁÃÃÏÕÎÔÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÎËȢ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅÒÅ Á ÆÅ× ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÖÅ 
ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÅÔ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÉÓ ÎÁÍÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ (Å 
ÒÅÑÕÅÓÔÅÄ ÐÒÁÙÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȟ ×ÈÏȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÄÉÁÇÎÏÓÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ "ÕÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÁÒÙ ÓÁÉÄ ËÉÎÄÁ ÓÔÕÃË ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÄ ÄÉÅÄ ÉÎ Á ÆÒÅÁË ÏÎÅ-car acciÄÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÔ Õp on the internet.ȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÃÕÒÉÏÕÓȢ 3Ïȟ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ Á #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅ #ÏÕÒÉÅÒ ÁÒÔÉÃÌÅ ÆÒÏÍ ΫγβήȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÕÓÙ ÔÅÁÃÈÉÎÇ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓȢ 4Èis was during one of my cancellations. And I had way too many 
ÔÏÄÁÙȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÍÏÎÅÙȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ) ÄÉÄȢ )Ô ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÁÔ -ÏÒÆÏÒÄ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÃÒÁÓÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÁÒ ÉÎÔÏ Á 
ÃÏÎÃÒÅÔÅ ×ÁÌÌ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÁÎ ÏÖÅÒÐÁÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ so unusual. People drink too much and think they can drive. Or 
ÔÈÅÙ ÆÁÌÌ ÁÓÌÅÅÐ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÅÅÌȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÒÉÎËÉÎÇȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÏÎ Á ÓÕÎÎÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÌÅÅÐÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÇÅÔÓ ×ÅÉÒÄȢ (Å went to a gas station and 
filled up two five gallon cans of gas. A witness reported seeing him put the 
two cans in the front seat of his car without the caps. He said gas was 
spilling out of the cans as he put them in the carȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ is ×ÅÉÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ !ÎÄ then, instead of driving back toward his house, he went the 
opposite direction. The investigators estimated that he was traveling at 
ÌÅÁÓÔ γΪ ÍÉÌÅÓ ÐÅÒ ÈÏÕÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏÁȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÁÒ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙ ÂÕÒÓÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÆÌÁÍÅÓȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÌÅÆÔ of 
him to make an identification. Of course, they knew ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÓÕÉÃÉÄÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ#ÌÅÁÒÌÙȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×ÓÐÁÐÅÒ reported it ÁÓ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ -ÏÂÌÅÙȭÓ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÃÌÏÕÔȢ 3ÏÕnds like the police and the 
paper were trying to ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȩȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÉÍÁÇÉÎÅ the only people who know the answer to that are his 
ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȭÓ ÄÒÉÖÅ×ÁÙȢ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÉÎ ÁÎÄ ÐÁÃË ÓÏÍÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÂÏØÅÓȢȱ 



 

 

It was a lot of work, but they were having fun with it. They got out of the 
car and started walking toward the back porch. 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ×Å ÇÏ ÉÎȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÆÁÃÅ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÓ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÉÌÅȢ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× 
) ÆÅÅÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÆÏÏÌȟ ÂÕÔȣȱ 

She moved close to him and put her arms around him.  

Maybe she just feels sorry for me, he thought. She wants to let me down 
ÅÁÓÙȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢ 

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÏȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÌÌȩ #ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ) ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ+ÉÓÓ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÉÌÌÙ ÍÁÎȢȱ 

Greg was more than happy to be a silly man. Yes, he would proudly be her 

silly man, and she could call him whatever she wanted toɂas long as she 
loved him. 

They walked into the house, beaming. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ïȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟ -ÏÍȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ Cynthia. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÃÌÏÕÄ ÎÉÎÅȢȱ 

Greg and Cynthia smiled knowingly at each other. 



 

 

Ȱ$ÏÅÓ ÉÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ËÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÍÙ 
ÄÒÉÖÅ×ÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÎÏÏÐÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÕÓȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ my driveway. I think I have the right to l ook at it any time I want. Aw, 
ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÉÖÅ ÍÅ Á ÈÕÇȢȱ 

As the three stood there hugging, Greg thought everything was going to 
work out just fine. Even if Beverly lived with them after they were married. 
But wait. One step at a time. She said she loveÄ ÙÏÕȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÇÒÅÅ ÔÏ 
marry ÙÏÕȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ 
day. She loves you! 

**********  

After spending all afternoon and evening at his computer, Elmo finally 
dragged himself to his bedroom at 2:15 AM. He was so tÉÒÅÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ 
bother to shower or brush his teeth. He just fell across the bed, fully 
dressed, and was asleep by the time his head hit the bedspread. 

Carnie waited for Elmo to leave, and then slipped into his study. She took 
his stack of notes to the copy machine and made a copy of each page. Then 
she placed the papers back on his desk as she had found them. 

She waited until she was in her bedroom to read through the papers. Her 
medical training and nursing experience made it easy for her to 
comprehend the material. Carnie had worked as a nurse for a several years. 
Until some patients on her floor mysteriously died.  

She saw his notes in the margins and understood that he was planning to 
try a number of different treatment options. Her objective was to get Elmo 
and Carsie married. And the sooner, the better. How could she use the 
information in these papers to her advantage? What if Elmo were to 
quickly find an effective treatment for his mother? Then he could go ahead 
with the wedding. But it could tak e months or years to find something that 
worked. Maybe he never would. In the meantime, his relationship wit h 
Carsie could fall apart. No, she had to speed up the process somehow. 

What he needed were a few volunteers for a clinical trial. Some women 
with AD who would each be given different treatments, to see which one 
worked best. And if none of the treatments were working, Carnie could 



 

 

always alter the results. Or, what if one of the volunteers ÄÉÄÎȭÔ actually 
have AlzheiÍÅÒȭÓȩ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄ Ôo have it, and then miracu-
lously get better. 

Once Elmo saw that his ingenious treatment idea was working, he would 
feel free to get married, knowing that he had done his best for his mother, 
and that her condition would rapidly improve.  

Carnie could set it up in the sub-basement. Elmo could work in the lab, 
and she would act as nurse in their own little hospital ward. But who would 
volunteer for such a thing? No problem. She would bring them in by force, 
if necessary. And once Elmo and Carsie had gone off for the honeymoon, 
CarÎÉÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÁÓÉÌÙ ÄÉÓÐÏÓÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ȬÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÓȢȭ 

But the whole idea was insane. Elmo would never go along with any of it. 

Carnie hashed through plan after plan for hours. There had to be a scheme 
that would work. And given enough time, she would think of it.  

  



 

 

Chapter 12 

7ÅÄÎÅÓÄÁÙ ×ÁÓ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÁÓÓÉÇÎÅÄ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌ ÖÉÓÉÔÁÔÉÏÎ ÄÁÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒ ÔÏÏË 
care of it on other days of the week, as needed. Greg would spend time 
visiting church members who were patients, and sit with the family of 
those ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙȢ "ÕÔ ÆÉÒÓÔȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÉÎÅÒȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÕÓÕÁÌȩȱ *ÁÎÅ poured him a cup of coffee. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ"Ù ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÈÏ×ȭÓ ÉÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȩȱ 

It seemed like Jane asked that question every day. 

Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÁÂÓÏÌÕÔÅÌÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÏ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÈÅÒȢȱ 

*ÁÎÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ (Å ÂÅÁÍÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÒÉÄÅȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÁÌÌ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙ ÉÓȡ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏÏË ÙÏÕ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ËÎÏ×Î ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ Íonths. Practically the whole 
ÔÏ×Î ÈÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÏ× ÃÏÕÌÄ everybody else know before I kne×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ knewȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄȟ 'ÒÅÇȢ 9ÏÕ had feelings for that gorgeous redhead on the very 
first day you met herȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÒÕÅȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȩ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÌÏÖÅ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÁÃÔ ÏÎ ÉÔ 
ÏÒ ÔÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 



 

 

Was Jane right? Had he been in love with Cynthia all along? Before he 
could come back with a zinger of his own, Jane had turned to walk away. 
Did Jane learn this wisdom through personal experience? He wondered 
who the man could be. 

As Greg picked up his newspaper and began to read, Jane watched him 
from behind the counter. He could be so clueless sometimes, she thought. 
But in all fairness, why should he suspect? After all, Jane was 59 years old. 
But it had been a lonely life since her husband had died four years ago. 
Only her customers kept her going. Particularly the one she was currently 
admiring. 

Greg was still reading the sports section when Jane delivered his scrambled 
eggs, turkey sausage, and buttermilk pan cakes. Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ 
ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ (Å ÌÏ×ÅÒÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÈÁÔÅ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÁÔ ÉÔȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢ 4ÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÉÓ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ 
ÄÙÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ supposed to comfort them somehow. Today one of our men 
ÉÓ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙȢ "ÕÔ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÂÁÃË ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙȢ (ÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÐÅÒÁÔÉÎÇ ÔÁÂÌÅȢ 4ÈÏÓÅ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÒÔ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
ÔÅÒÍÉÎÁÌ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

ȰBut yÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÏ ÅÍÐÁÔÈÅÔÉÃȟ 'ÒÅÇȢ )ȭÄ just tell people to shut up and get a life. 
/Ò ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÌÅÆÔȢȱ 

**********  

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÒÓÉÅȟ ÈÏ× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÕÐȩȱ 

Ȱ(Éȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȢ )ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔȢ (Ï× could you be? Your wedding got called off. IȭÍ sorry, 
(ÏÎÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÏËÁÙȢ %ÌÍÏ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅ 
ÆÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÒÅÓÃÈÅÄÕÌÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÁÌÌ ×ÏÒË ÏÕÔ ÓÏÏÎȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÓÏȢ "ÕÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÁÎÔÉÍÅȟ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÓÔÁy with me for 
Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÕÐÐÏÒÔ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÔÅÌÌÓ ÍÅ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÅÖÅÒÙ ×ÁËÉÎÇ ÈÏÕÒ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÄÙȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÈÅȭÓ ÔÏÔÁÌÌÙ ÉÇÎÏÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÉÇÎÏÒÉÎÇ ÍÅɂÈÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÕÓÙ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÒÅÓÅÁÒÃÈȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄȢ 
"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ÈÅ ÄÅÃÉÄÅÓ ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÔÒÅÁÔ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎȟ ÔÈÅ 
ÓÏÏÎÅÒ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÍÉÓÓ ÙÏÕȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉe. And since your sister moved 
outȟ ) ÇÅÔ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÅÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎËȟ $ÅÁÒɂbeing here with me would make the time go by 
ÆÁÓÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÓÏȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ know ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÅÖÅÎ ÍÁËÅ Á ÂÁÔÃÈ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÃÈÅÒÒÙ ÄÉÖÉÎÉÔÙȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï× ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÒÉÂÉÎÇ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÓ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ )ȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÍÅÁÔÌÏÁÆ ÁÎÄ ÙÁÍÓ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȢȱ 

Her grandmother could be so pushy. And she nearly always got her way. 
But maybe she was right. A few days with Grandma Sylvia might do her 
good. 

She found Elmo in his study, glued to his computer. 

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȩȱ 

%ÌÍÏ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÏÏË ÕÐ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÕÐ ÔÏ *ÅÆÆÅÒÓÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÓÐÅÎÄ Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ ×ÉÔÈ 
ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÇÏȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ%ÌÍÏȦ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÎ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅȩȱ 

He stopped reading and looked up at her. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ "ÁÂÙȢ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ×ÁÎÔÓ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÓÔÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȢ 9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÓÏ ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÉÇÎÏÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÄÅÁÌÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÇÕÉÌÔ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÁÄÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 3ÔÁÙ Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÍÁËÅ ÕÓ 
ÂÏÔÈ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

%ÌÍÏ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÓȢ Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȟ "ÁÂÙȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕ tooȢȱ 

After a quick kiss, Carsie went to her bedroom to back a bag. 

**********  

/Î ÈÉÓ ×ÁÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȟ 'ÒÅÇ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏ?ȱ 

ȰWho do you love, Baby? said Greg. 

There was a slight pause before Cynthia responded.  



 

 

Had it all been dream? Had she changed her mind? Was she wishing she 
had not told him she loved him? How many doubts can the human mind 
conjure in a mere second? 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 

Why was she being so cold to him? 4ÈÅÎ ÉÔ ÈÉÔ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ Á ÍÅÅÔÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 9ÅÁÈȟ Ãall me ÌÁÔÅÒȢȱ 

Greg parked his car and walked into the hospital, to the surgery waiting 
room. He recognized the wife, sitting with another woman and a young 
boy. 

Ȱ(Ï× ÌÏÎÇ ÈÁÓ ÈÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÉÎ ÓÕÒÇÅÒÙȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅȢ 

She introduced Greg to her sister and nephew. 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÉÄ *ÅÆÆ ÈÕÒÔ ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃËȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ(Å ×ÁÓ ÃÁÒÒÙÉÎÇ Á ÂÉÇ ÂÁÇ ÏÆ ÃÅÍÅÎÔȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÉÍ ÈÅ ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÈÅÌÐȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ 
ÊÕÓÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÌÉÓÔÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ 

Greg had already run out of things to say. So, he picked up a magazine and 
began to read as the two women chatted. 

Ȱ*ÁÃÏÂȭÓ ÎÏÓÅ ÉÓ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅȢ 

Ȱ*ÁÃÏÂȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÎȢ 

She pulled a tissue out of her purse and wiped his nose. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ Á ÃÏÌÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×Éfe. 

Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȭÓ ÁÐÐÏÉÎÔÍÅÎÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÉÄ $ÒȢ %ÌÍÏ ÈÁÓ ÔÁËÅÎ Á ÌÅÁÖÅ ÏÆ ÁÂÓÅÎÃÅȢ 3Ï ×ÅȭÌÌ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÎÅ× ÄÏÃÔÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÙ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á ÌÅÁÖÅȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÏÐÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ !)$3ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÓter. 

That statement jolted Greg from his magazine article. And he noticed that 
the nurse standing in the Nurses Station perked up too. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ 7ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ίΪÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȣȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅ was ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅȢ 

Ȱ(Å ÂÁÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 2ÅÁÌÌÙȩȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÂÕÔÔÅÄ ÉÎȢ Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÈÅ postponed ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ Indefinitelyȟ )ȭÌÌ ÂÅÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ 

4ÈÅ ×ÉÆÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÙ ÈÅ ÐÏÓÔÐÏÎÅÄ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ Á×ÆÕÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅȢ Ȱ-Ù ÁÕÎÔ ÈÁÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ 
the doctor could do for her. All we could do was watch her go downhill 
ÕÎÔÉÌ ÓÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÄÉÅÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÕÆÆÅÒÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 

Greg noticed that the nurse seemed to be straining to hear the 
conversation. But when she saw Greg looking at her, she quickly went back 
to work at the computer. He got up and walked over to her. Her name 
badge identified her as Mary Magdely. 

Greg spoke to her in a confidential manner that could not be heard by the 
×ÉÆÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ -ÏÂÌÅÙÓȟ -ÒÓȢ -ÁÇÄÅÌÙȩȱ 

3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÌÏÏË ÕÐ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒȢ Ȱ5ÈȣÙÅÓȢ 3ÏÒÔ ÏÆȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÁÐÏÌÏÇÉÚÅȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÓÕÁÌÌÙ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÉÐÁÔÅ ÉÎ ÇÏÓÓÉÐȢ "ÕÔ ) 
had to speak up and set ÔÈÅ ÒÅÃÏÒÄ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Greg figured her to be about 60. She was attractive, and looked very 
professional. 

Ȱ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ  

She had kind eyes, and Á ÃÁÒÉÎÇ ÆÁÃÅȢ *ÕÓÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÆÒÏÍ Á ÎÕÒÓÅȟ 
thought Greg. But there was something else in her facial expression.  

Something she ×ÁÓÎȭÔ saying. 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 13 

Ȱ/ÕÒ ÃÌÅÖÅÒ ÄÅÃÅÐÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ Á ÃÈÁÒÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÈÅ ÆÅÌÌ ÆÏÒ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÃÈ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÁÃÔÏÒɂÉÔȭÓ ÓÃÁÒÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Macy. 

Ȱ) ÄÏ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÖÅ ÏÎÌÙ postponed ÔÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ cancel ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ ÍÙ ÄÅÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ) ×ÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÆÏÒ Á ÇÌÁÓÓ ÏÆ ÍÉÌË ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȟ %ÌÍÏ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 
ÓÔÕÄÙȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÍÉÄÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÏÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÓÐÅÎÄÓ ÏÎ ÔÈe computer, the less time he 
spends with herȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ Æeel sorry for him. HeȭÓ doing all that work to help you because 
ÈÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÉÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÓÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȢ (Å ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÏÎ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȢ (Å ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÄ 
the good sense to steer clear of ÔÈÁÔ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÇÒÕÂÂÅÒȢȱ 

They both heard the car driving alongside the house. Somebody was 
leaving. Macy rushed to the window. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÁÌÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ .Ï× ×Å ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÂÁÃËȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙȣȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ×ÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÐÏÕÒÅÄ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ %ÌÍÏȭÓ 
ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÃÕÐÓȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÐÕÔ Á ÆÅ× ÏÆ (ÁÄÌÅÙȭÓ ÃÈÅ×Ù ÃÈÏÃÏÌÁÔÅ ÃÈÉÐ ÃÏÏËÉÅÓ 
on a plate. They were still warm. 

3ÈÅ ÐÅÅËÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÄÙȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÎÁÃËȢȱ 



 

 

7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÉÔÏÒȟ %ÌÍÏ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ.ÏÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȟ -ÁÃÙȢ 
)ȭÍ ÖÅÒÙ ÂÕÓÙȢȱ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÃÁÕÇÈÔ Á ×ÈÉÆÆ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÅÓÈÌÙ ÂÁËÅÄ 
(ÁÄÌÅÙȭÓȢ (Å ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ/Î ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȟ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÇÒÅÁÔȢȱ 

Elmo tooË Á ÂÉÇ ÂÉÔÅ ÏÆ Á ÃÏÏËÉÅȢ Ȱ-ÍÍȢ .ÏÂÏÄÙ ÍÁËÅÓ ÔÈÅÍ ÌÉËÅ (ÁÄÌÅÙȢȱ 
He washed it down with a sip of coffee. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÉÒÒÅÓÉÓÔÉÂÌÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ Ȱ"Ù ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÕÈȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁ× #ÁÒÓÉÅ 
ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ ÃÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ *ÅÆÆÅÒÓÏÎȢ 'ÏÎÎÁ ÓÐÅÎÄ Á ÆÅ× ÄÁÙÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×ȟ ÁÎÄ ) 
ËÎÏ× ÓÈÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÎÅÇÌÅÃÔÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢ !ÎÙ ÉÄÅÁ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÙÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ Á ×ÅÅË ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢ 7ÈÙȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÉÎÇȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ 
ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ 4ÈÁÎËÓȟ -ÁÃÙȢȱ 

As she spun around to walk out of the study, her flowered skirt twirled to 
catch up with her body. She pictured Elmo watching her, admiring her 
perfectly shaped calves, waiting for her skirt to settle back down across her 
cute little butt.  

Macy knew she could make Elmo forget about his fiancée. She only wished 
she had pursued him before Carsie came along. She had wasted years of 
opportunity, spending all those nights alone with him watchi ng movies. 
She should have grabbed him one night and seduced him with a mind-
blowing kiss. A kiss that encompassed all the pent-up lust hidden deep in 
her heart. She had done it in her mind a thousand times. But instead, she 
just kept waiting for him to ma ke the first move. And he never did. 

Carsie had said that when she accidentally bumped into Elmo in the 
supermarket she had finally found the man of her dreams. Or had she 
found the money ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÄÒÅÁÍÓȩ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ -ÁÃÙ 
actually believeÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÌings were real.  



 

 

"ÕÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ -ÁÃÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ %ÌÍÏ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ 
had been feeling pretty desperate until the wedding was postponed. Maybe 
there was still hope for her and Elmo. She promised herself that if she did 
get another chance, she would not be so timid. 

**********  

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢ "ÕÔ ) ÈÁÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÃÈÏÉÒ ÒÅÈÅÁÒÓÁÌȟȱ 
said Cynthia. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ (ÅÎÒÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÆÉÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

They rode along in silence for a few minutes. Beverly had offered to make 
dinner, since they would get to her house by 6:00. Then they would pack 
more of her things. Greg had reserved a U-Haul for Saturday. 

Ȱ) ÈÁÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÄÒÅÁÍÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ this time? 

Ȱ7Åll, we were lying in bed andɂȰ 

Ȱɂin bedȩ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÏÕÒ ÍÏÒÁÌÓ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÁÓ ÇÏÏÄ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ dreamsȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȢ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢ )Ó ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ×ÅȭÒÅ ÈÅÁÄÅÄȩȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÄÒÅÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 'Ï ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÙ×ÁÙȣ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÌÏÖÅ ÁÎÄɂȰ 

Ȱɂyou had a sex dream ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ marriedȢȱ 

Ȱ)Î ÙÏÕÒ dreamsȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 



 

 

Ȱ.Ïɂ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÉÔ that  ×ÁÙȢ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ×ÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ 
said. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ×Å will  get married? Can I take that as a yesȩȱ 

She grinned at him and blushed. 

(Å ×ÅÎÔ ÏÎȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×Å ×ÅÒÅȟ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ ÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÊÕÓÔ 
×ÁÌËÅÄ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ÁÎÄ ÁÎÎÏÕÎÃÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ×ÁÓ ÒÅÁÄÙȢȱ 

Cynthia started laughing.  

Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÕÓȢ !ÎÄ ) ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÔÏÐ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȦȱ 

Cynthia laughed even harder. 

Greg laughed too. He was thrilled that Cynthia was not at all shocked by 
the talk of marriage. But he would have felt better if she had reassured him 
that Beverly would not be living with them if they ever got married.  

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȟ ÎÏ ÍÁÔÔÅÒ ÈÏ× ÇÏÏÆÙ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ'ÅÅȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)Î ÆÁÃÔȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÏÏÆÉÎÅÓÓ ÉÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÓ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȢ 3Ïȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÂÅÉÎÇ 
ÇÏÏÆÙȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ) canȢȱ 

They laughed. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÍÙ ÂÁÌÄ ÈÅÁÄȩ )Ó that  one of the reasons you loÖÅ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÈÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÐÁÒÅ ÔÉÒÅȩ )Ó that  one of the reasons you love me? Are 
you gonna tell me that you like Á ÍÁÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÓÏÍÅ ÍÅÁÔ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ ÂÏÎÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ5È-oh. I finally found the dÅÁÌ ÂÒÅÁËÅÒȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÕÍÐÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ 
ÏÖÅÒ×ÅÉÇÈÔȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 



 

 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÃÈÕÃËÌÅÄȢ Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÎȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÊÏÇ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ!È-ha! I should have known! If I ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕȟ )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÉÎÔÏ 
ÓÈÁÐÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁy that if you really want to catch ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ be able 
ÔÏ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÆÕÎÎÙȢ /ËÁÙȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÄÏ ) ÓÉÇÎ ÕÐȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÓÉÇÎ-up sheet, soldier. Just report to my quarters at o-six-
ÈÕÎÄÒÅÄȢȱ 

ȰSir! Yes Sir! I will be there, SÉÒȦȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÓÁÌÕÔÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÕÎȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÉÒȦȱ 

Cynthia punched him in the arm and he smiled. 

***** *****  

Carnie had finished her dinner and gone down into the sub-basement for 
further investigation. She looked through one of the notebooks, trying 
once more to make sense of the formulas, but soon decided it was a waste 
of time. She went through the bathroom and into the four -bed hospital 
ward. Yes, this would work just fine, she thought. 

She walked into one of the two small rooms off the ward and studied it 
more carefully than before. There were only two metal cabinets in the 
room, and they were empty. But something about the floor seemed 
familiar. It was like the floor in her bedroom. She got down on hands and 
ËÎÅÅÓȢ .Ïȟ ÉÔ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 3ÈÅ ËÎÏÃËÅd on the floor in several 
places. 

Carnie ran out through the lab and up the stairs and retrieved her Bowie 
knife. She rushed back to the room and began to search for the edges of a 
ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ )Ô ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÈÅÒ ÌÏÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ  



 

 

When she finally got the door open and leaned it up against the wall, she 
was disappointed to see nothing but dirt. She started to put the door back 
in place, but changed her mind. Kneeling down, she stabbed her knife into 
the dirt several times. On the third try she hit somethi ng. It was hard, but 
not rock. It felt like wood. She dug with her knife and her bare hands, 

throwing dirt to the side of the hole she was makingɂlike a dog digging up 
a prized bone.  

By the time she stopped, some of her fingers were bleeding. It was a door 
or some type of cover, she decided. She pried it open and was shocked by 
what she saw. And Carnie Slitherstone was not easily shocked. 

Ȱ/Èȟ %ÌÍÏȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÒÔÙ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÓ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÕÔ loud. 

Now she knew her scheme would work. Elmo would be forced to play 
along. It had been a wild idea, and she had already realized that Elmo 
would turn her down flat. But that was before she found this. 

Her cell rang. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ%ÌÍÏȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÂÌÉÎÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÍÐÕÔÅÒȢ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÁÎÄ -ÁÃÙ ÁÒÅ ÕÐÓÔÁÉÒÓȢ )ȭÍ 
ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÂÁÓÅÍÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÄÅÔÁÉÌÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÁÌË %ÌÍÏ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÃÌÉÎÉcal trials down 
ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅȭÌÌ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÕÙ ÉÔȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÓ ÈÅ ×ÉÌÌȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÄÉÓÃÏÖÅÒÙȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÎÏ ÃÈÏÉÃÅȢȱ 

  



 

 

Chapter 14 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ βȡίίȟ ÁÎÄ ×Å ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÃÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÆÉÖÅ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ 4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕ for shopping at 
your Coreyville Pharmacyȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÕÎÄ 
system. Then he walked to the entrance and locked the door. If somebody 
had waited that late to get their prescription, it was just too bad. They 
could come back tomorrow. His stomach was screaming for an order of 
7ÅÎÄÙȭÓ ÂÉÇÇÉÅ ÆÒÉÅÓȢ 

There was only one customer in the storeɂa long-haired man in granny 
glasses with a beard, wearing bell-bottom jeans and an oversized jacket. 
The old guy was straight out of a history bookɂSan Francisco hippies, 
1967. The only thing that spoiled the look was the more modern-looking 
jacket. 

The man had been browsing the isles for ten minutes or so, hands always 
in his pockets. Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÃÏÕÌÄ ) ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÅÌÐ ÆÏÒ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÉÒȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÁÓÓÉÓÔÁÎÔ ÍÁÎÁÇÅÒȢ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÕÙ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÒÇÅ ÃÏÎÔÁÉÎÅÒ ÏÆ ÌÉÑÕÉÄ #ÈÅÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔȭÓ on the bottom 
ÓÈÅÌÆȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÁÔ ÌÏ× ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÉÔ ÕÐȢ "ÁÄ ËÎÅÅÓȢȱ 

Poor old guy, thought the assistant managerȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ )ȭÌÌ be happy to get it 
ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

The man led him to the isle and the assistant manager squatted down to 
pick up the ÌÁÒÇÅ ÐÌÁÓÔÉÃ ÂÏÔÔÌÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȩȱ He turned his head to look at 
the old man. But all he saw was something black flying toward his face. 

The old man examined the assistant manager lying on the floor. He 
appeared to be out cold. He returned the gun to the holster underneath his 
jacket and pulled out a roll of duct tape. He wound it around the wrists and 
ankles very slowly to avoid making the familiar screeching sound. Then 
one last piece for the mouth. 

Now he would deal with the pharmacist. 

Ȱ-ÁȭÁÍȩ #ÏÕÌÄ ) ÁÓË ÙÏÕ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÉÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÆÅÍÁÌÅ ÐÈÁÒÍÁÃÉÓÔȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÃÁÎ ) ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÂÁÃËȢ !Î ÏÖÅÒ-the-counter cream. The strongest 
ÔÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÃÁÐÓÁÉÃÉÎɂÔÈÅ ÅØÔÒÁ ÓÔÒÅÎÇÔÈ ÖÅÒÓÉÏÎȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÓÌÅ 
rÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

He walked to the isle and looked for it. After a minute or so, he went back 
ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÁÒÍÁÃÙ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒȢ Ȱ-ÁȭÁÍȟ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ *ÕÓÔ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÁÎÄ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÐÉlls 
ÁÎÄ ÐÏÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÉÎÔÏ Á ÂÏÔÔÌÅȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ 
back to the pain reliever isle. He walks like a girl, she thought. 

When the pharmacist met him on the isle, he stepped back to give her 
room to locate the cream. 

She wondered why ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔɂright there in front of 
ÈÉÍȢ 3ÈÅ ÐÉÃËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÂÏØ ÁÎÄ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȢ Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÉÔ ÉÓȢȱ 

But her polite smile vanished when she saw the gun pointed at her chest. 
She automatically raised her hands. 

Ȱ0ÕÔ ÔÈÅÍ down! Now turn around ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

The old man holstered his weapon, taped her wrists, and told her to lie on 
the floor, face down. 

He taped her ankles and then he flipped up her skirt, revealing her pink 
ÐÁÎÔÉÅÓȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÓÅØÙ ÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ was no time for 
pleasure. He had a job to do. He rolled her to her side, ripped off a piece of 
tape and stretched it tightly across her quivering mouth and around her 
head. 

HÅ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÅÁÒȟ Ȱ,ÉÅ ÓÔÉÌÌɂÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅȢȱ Then he jammed 
ear plugs into her ears. 

The old man quickly moved behind the counter, found a stool and sat 
down at one of the computers, slumped down so he could not be seen from 
the street. He keyed in a search for every customer who had filled a 
prescription for Viagra in the past 60 days. Then he did a similar search on 
Prozac, Namenda and several other drugs. He printed out the results of 



 

 

each search. When he was finished, he grabbed the printouts and slipped 
out the back door. 

The assistant manager and pharmacist would be found in the morning. 
They would give their statements to the police, describing the scary old 
man. But the police would never find that old man. Because he had worn 
latex gloves. And because he had disguised his appearance and his voice.  

And because he was not a man. 

**********  

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ(Éȟ "ÁÂÙȢ ) ÍÉÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 

Ȱ(Éȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȢ -Å ÔÏÏȢ (Ï×ȭÓ ÉÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁ ÉÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÍÅ ÈÏ× Ôo make cherry divinityȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÔÁÓÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ cherry kind. I do like the white divinity. 
(ÁÄÌÅÙ ÍÁËÅÓ ÉÔ ÁÔ #ÈÒÉÓÔÍÁÓ ÔÉÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ )ȭÌÌ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÍÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇȩ )ÔȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÌÁÔÅȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÔ 
that computer all day ÌÏÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÄÄÌÅ ÏÆ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÒÉÇÈÔ 
ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÁÙ ÕÐ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅȢ ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÖÅ ÙÏÕ tooȢ "ÙÅȢȱ 

Grandma walked into the kitchen as Carsie was closing her cell phone. 
Ȱ4ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ %ÌÍÏȩȱ 

ȰYes, MÁȭÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÓÏȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄ Á ÇÒÅÁÔ ÊÏÂ ÓÎÁÇÇÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȟ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÓÏ ÃÕÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
dayɂÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÔÏÏÄ Á ÃÈÁÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ "ÕÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÄÏ ÌÏÖÅ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÁÌÌ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÆÏÒ ÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÉÌÌȢ "ÕÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÍÙ ÌÉÆÅ ×ÉÔÈ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÐÐÉÌÙ ÅÖÅÒ ÁÆÔÅÒȟ ÈÕÈȩ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÒÙȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÒÄ to believe 
ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÉÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÌȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅȢ (Å ÌÏÖÅÓ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ(Å will  ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÉÎ ÏÎ Á ÓÃÁÍȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÕÔ 
ÃÌÅÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÃÁÎȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 'ÉÖÅ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÓÔ ÓÈÏÔȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÒÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔȢ .ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ%ÎÏÕÇÈ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÁÌËȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÍÁËÅ ÓÏÍÅ ÃÁÎÄÙȦȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÔÈÅÎȢ &ÉÒÓÔȟ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÁÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÉÎÇÒÅÄÉÅÎÔÓȢȱ 

Carsie would retrieve each item as her grandmother called it out.  

Ȱ(ÅÒÅȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄȡ ÓÕÇÁÒȣÌÉÇÈÔ ÃÏÒÎ ÓÙÒÕÐȣÔÈÁÔ ÐÁÃËage of red 
ÃÁÎÄÉÅÄ ÃÈÅÒÒÉÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÔÏÐ ÓÈÅÌÆȣÖÁÎÉÌÌÁȣÁÎÄ ÅÇÇÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/ÈȢ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÔ ÈÁÄ eggs ÉÎ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ï ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÃÈÏÌÅÓÔÅÒÏÌȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÆÏÒ ÈÏÏËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȟ -ÉÓÓÙȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȦȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ÙÏÕ ÏÎÌÙ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÇÇ whitesȟ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ 
cholesterol. Of course, there is Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÓÕÇÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ Ȱ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÐÉÇ-ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

Grandma led her through each step of the process. She learned that it had 
to be done in a precise way, even using a candy thermometer at one point. 
Finally, she dropped rounded teaspoonfuls of the mixture onto a sheet of 
waxed paper. After a sufficient cooling period, they sampled the candy. 

Ȱ-ÍÍȟ ÙÅÓȢ 0ÅÒÆÅÃÔȟȱ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȢ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÅÓÅȢȱ 

(ÅÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÃÌÏÓÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÏ 
×ÅÌÃÏÍÅȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Carsie expected a big hug. What she got was a long kiss on the lips. She 
pulled away. 

Ȱ'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȦ 7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ Carnieȩȱ 

**********  

Macy took a break from reading her romance novel to go downstairs for 
milk and cookies. But first she peeked into the study and said goodnight to 
Elmo. She was relieved to see him alone. She half-expected to find Carnie 



 

 

in there, trying to seduce him. Maybe it was mean for her to think of 
#ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ ÓÉÓter in that way. But Carnie deserved it. After all, she had made a 
sexual advance toward Macy a few nights ago. With Carsie out of the 
ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ×ÈÏ ËÎÅ× ×ÈÁÔ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÆÉÁÎÃïȩ 

And even though she was not interested in Carnie or any other woman in a 
sexual way, Macy was drawn down to the basement by a titillating 
curiosity. The Media Room was dark. But she saw a faint light under 
#ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÁÐÐÒÏÁÃÈÅÄ ÉÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÅÁÒ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȟ 
but heard nothing. 

The door jerked open, swinging away from Macy. There was Carnie, 
standing in the doorway. Her smooth, naked skin reflected the soft glow of 
the nightlight. Her body was beautiful, perfect. It begged to be touched, 
ÃÁÒÅÓÓÅÄȢ -ÁÃÙ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÉÎ Á ÔÒÁÎÃÅ ÁÓ #ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ ÂÌÁÚÉÎÇ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÁ× ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 
her nightgown to t he steamy flesh beneath. 

Macy shook herself and ran for the stairs. She forgot about the milk and 
cookies and the romance novel. She locked her door, jumped into bed and 
pulled the covers over her head. 

 

 

  

 

  



 

 

Chapter 15 

The living room clock said 5:58 AM. Cynthia wondered if Greg was going 
be on time, or if he would even make it at all. They had worked at her 
ÍÏÍȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ΫΫȡΪΪ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÏÔÈ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ 
worn down from the lack of sleep over the past few nights. But she had still 
managed to get herself out of bed every morning to go for her run. This 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔȢ 

There was a knock at the front door. 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÍÁËÅ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÅÁÓÙȢ "ÕÔ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÔ ΰȡ00, and here I am. Hey, 
ÁÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÃÈÉÌÌÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÓÈÏÒÔÓȩ )ÔȭÓ ΰί ÄÅÇÒÅÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ !ÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ )ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ×ÁÒÍÅÄ ÕÐȢ !ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ 
ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÒÏÁÓÔ ÉÎ thatȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÅÁÒ Á Ó×ÅÁÔ ÓÈÉÒÔ ÁÎÄ sweat pants 
×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÇÏ ÒÕÎÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÁÒÅɂÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁØÉÍÉÚÅ ÙÏÕÒ Ó×ÅÁÔÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÇÒÅÁÔȢ 3Ï ÍÁÙÂÅ ÎÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅ )ȭÌÌ ×ÅÁÒ ÓÈÏÒÔÓȢȱ !ÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
look that good ÉÎ ÔÈÅÍȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 7ÁÓÎȭÔ ÉÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ 
be out running the streets early in the morning by herself, looking so cute 
and sexy? She had been doing it every day since moving to Coreyville a few 
ÙÅÁÒÓ ÁÇÏȢ "ÕÔ ÎÏ×ȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȟ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÈÅȭÄ ÄÏ 
his best to concentrate on the runningɂresisting the urge to grab her 
perfectly shaped butt. 

Ȱ2ÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÐȢ "ÕÔ ×ÁÉÔɂÄÏÎȭÔ ×Å ÎÅÅÄ Á ÆÌÁÓÈÌÉÇÈÔȩ )ÔȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÁÒËȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏȢȱ She picked up two flashlights from the small table near the 
ÄÏÏÒȢ Ȱ7ÅȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÌÉÇÈÔ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÅÒÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ 
ÇÏÉÎÇȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÏÎÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ to turn on  ÔÈÅ ÆÌÁÓÈÌÉÇÈÔÓ ×ÈÅÎ Á ÃÁÒȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇɂjust 
to make sure they see usȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈɂÏÎÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÈÉÎÇȟȱ said Greg. He turned her around and gave her a big 
ËÉÓÓȢ Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ .Ï× )ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏȢȱ 



 

 

But as soon as he had said it, he began to have second thoughts. Maybe 
they should skip the running today and just lie around on the couch. But 
she had already opened the door, grabbed his hand, and started pulling 
him onto the porch.  

They alternated jogging and walking, spending more time walking than 
Cynthia normally did.  

By the time they got back to her porch at 7:00 AM, it was dawn, and Greg 
was exhausted. Ȱ)Ô ÆÅÅÌÓ ÌÉËÅ )ȭÍ ×earing conÃÒÅÔÅ ÓÈÏÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÎÏÔ ÇÏ ÆÏÒ Á Ó×ÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÅÅȟ )ȭÍ ÄÙÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÍÙ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÉÓ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÊÏËÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ dyingȢȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÌÅÇÓ ÁÒÅ ÓÏ ×ÏÂÂÌÙȟ ) ÃÁÎ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ0ÏÏÒ ÂÁÂÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÙÏÕ ÅÁÔ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÇÌÁÓÓ ÏÆ ÏÒÁÎÇÅ ÊÕÉÃÅȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÈÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ 
*ÁÎÅȭÓȢȱ 

While GreÇ ×ÁÓ ÓÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÊÕÉÃÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÌÕÎÃÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ 
ÔÏÄÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÉÎ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ )ȭÌÌ ÏÎÌÙ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ έΪ 
minutes to spareɂÁÔ ΫάȡέΪȢ )Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )ȭÌÌ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÂÏØ ÌÕÎÃÈÅÓ ÆÒÏÍ *ÁÎÅȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)Æ *ÁÎÅ ÅÖÅÒ ×ÅÎÔ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȟ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÓÔÁÒÖÅȟ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÓÏȢȱ 

/ÎÃÅ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÍÏÖÅÄ ÉÎȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÏË ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÍȢ !Ô ÌÅÁÓÔ ÔÈÁÔ 
×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÅ ËÎÅ× ÈÅȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÌÉÖing there. 

Ȱ)ȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÇÏÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÔ ΫάȡέΪȢȱ 

He gave her a goodbye, but-I-ÄÏÎȭÔ-really-want-to-go kiss. 



 

 

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

It sounded so fresh and magical. And his knees were already weak from the 
running. How much weaker could they get before he crumbled to the floor, 
he ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄȢ Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÙÏÕ tooȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢȱ 

The sparkle in her eyes made him want to say it over and over. 

And Cynthia had begun to believe that the life of love and happiness she 
had always dreamed of was finally within reach. 

**********  

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÒÉÄÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒȢ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ (Å ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÉÆ $ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ ÈÁÄ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÕÅÌÅÓÓ ÌÏÏË ÉÎ ÈÉÓ 
eyes. It had taken a full two seconds for Greg to remember that there was a 
ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌ ÁÔ ΫΪȡΪΪȢ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÔÈÒÏ× ÏÎ Á ÔÉÅ ÁÎÄ ÊÁÃËÅÔȢȱ  

He had learned to keep a couple of sport coats and ties in his office for just 
such a memory lapse. A suit would be more appropriate for a funeral, but 
the immediate family would not see him anyway. They should already be in 
their seats by the time he arrived. And he would be singing over the sound 
system from a hidden room. 

Greg liked the hidden room concept. One time he was singing for the 
funeral of a fifty-something year-old man who, without warning, had 
dropped dead in his favorite recliner. The service was held at a small 
country church. The widow and daughters started crying in the middle of 
'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÓÏÎÇȢ 3Ï ÔÈÅÒÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÕÌÐÉÔȟ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȟ 
as they cried their eyes out. He hoped he would never have to do that 
again. 

The 83-year-old woman and her husband had been faithful church 
members. But the congregation had seen little of their three sons after they 
were grown and out on their own. They were good ole boys. Nice guys by 
ÍÏÓÔ ÓÔÁÎÄÁÒÄÓȢ "ÕÔ $ÒȢ (ÕÆÆ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌ ÔÏ 
encourage the sons to seriously consider their spiritual condition. He had 
ÄÏÎÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÓÅÒÖÉÃÅ Ô×Ï ÙÅÁÒÓ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȢ 

Greg was surprised to run into Henry Joe outside the funeral home. All 
three boys were known by their first and middle names. The other two 



 

 

×ÅÒÅ (ÁÒÒÙ *ÅÆÆ ÁÎÄ (ÁÒÖÅÙ *ÏÈÎȢ (ÅÎÒÙ *ÏÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÄÁÄȭÓ 
footsteps, making a living repairing the old cars in the little town. He had 
taken over the shop when the old man finally retired. Henry Joe had 
replaced the fuel pump on GregȭÓ Ϋγΰί "ÏÎÎÅÖÉÌÌÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÆÅ× ×ÅÅËÓ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ -ÒȢ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÅÎÒÙ *ÏÅȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÅ ÔÏÏË ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÄÒÁÇ ÏÎ ÈÉÓ 
cigarette. 

Greg hated the smoking, but he appreciated being addressed formally. 
Henry Joe had apparently learned manners from his mama. Ȱ(Ï× ÁÒÅ 
ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÏËÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÏÓÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Now Greg needed to move on. He never knew quite what to say to a son or 
daughter who had just lost a parent. He felt so inadequate to handle that 
ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÊÏÂȢ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ people had said to 
comfort him when his mother had died. He had felt such guilt for not being 
ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÔÅÃÔ ÈÅÒȢ )Æ ÈÅ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÆÆ ÁÔ ÃÏÌÌÅÇÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏ 
the store for her that night. Maybe he could have avoided the drunk 
ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÐÉÃËÕÐȢ 

Greg went in the door and looked down the empty hallway. He quickly 
walked to the music room. It was a tiny, with just enough space for two 
peopleɂif one of them was sitting on the organ bench. 

Ȱ(Éȟ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 3ÁÌÌÙȢȱ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ËÎÏ× ÈÅÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÁÍÅ Ïr anything about her, 
except that she was always there to play the organ. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ Amazing Grace and Abide with Meȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ 
looking at the printed program.  

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound, that saved a wretch like mÅȣ 

Greg had sung that hymn hundreds, maybe thousands of times. 



 

 

Abide with me: fast falls the even tide; the darkness deepens; Lord with me 
ÁÂÉÄÅȣ 

In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 

Greg was ready for death, in one sense. He knew he would go to Heaven to 
live with God and his mother and other family members and friends. But 
first, he wanted to live a long life on earth. A wonderful life with Cynthia. 
4Ï ÈÁÖÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÇÒÁÎÄÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȢ )Î ÔÈÁÔ ÓÅÎÓÅȟ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÄÉÅ ÁÔ 
all. Funerals are so depressing, he thought. 

**********  

Ȱ7ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÅÒÅ #ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÁÔ Á ×ÉÎÄÏ× ÉÎ -ÁÌÌÉÅ 
-ÁÅȭÓ ÒÏÏÍȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

Ȱ) ×ÅÎÔ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃË ÏÎ %ÌÍÏ ÌÁÔÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ ) ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÏÔÈÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÉÍȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÃÁÐÁÂÌÅ ÏÆȢ 3ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÓÅÄÕÃÅ ÈÉÍ 
×ÈÉÌÅ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ %ÌÍÏ ÈÁÓ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÆÌÁ×Óȟ ÂÕÔ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÕÎÆÁÉÔÈÆÕÌ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȟȱ 
said Mallie Mae. 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ -ÁÃÙ ÈÅÓÉÔÁÔÅÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÂÌÕÒÔÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÏ 
ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÓÈÅ ËÉÓÓÅÄ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÁÙȩ /Ò ÂÉÓÅØÕÁÌȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ last night when I went down to the basement to 
spy on her, she opened her door and was standing there naked. She just 
ÓÔÏÏÄ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÓÔÁÒÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÒÁÎ Á×ÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÃÁÒÅÓ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅ is ÇÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÆ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÁy or just some kind of wackoɂespecially after that . 
3ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓ ÔÏ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÎȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÙ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÏÕÒ 
ÌÉÖÅÓ ÓÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢȱ 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 16 

Carnie had studied her printout from the pharmacy and selected Nancie Jo 
'ÒÉÓÔÅÌ ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ȬÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒȭ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ Hideaway Hospital Clinical Trial. She 
ÈÁÄ ÌÅÁÒÎÅÄ ÆÒÏÍ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÉÎÔÅÒnet printouts that Namenda was being 
ÐÒÅÓÃÒÉÂÅÄ ÆÏÒ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÄÅÒÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÖÅÒÅ ÃÁÓÅÓ ÏÆ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭs. She 
had selected Nancie Jo at random from the list and located her house on 
the map. She hoped it might be easy since the house was at the end of a 
dead end street. If the driveway was on the dead end side of the house, 
Mrs. Gristel would be a perfect choice. 

#ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ άΪΪί ×ÈÉÔÅ #ÈÅÖÙ -ÁÌÉÂÕ ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ Á ÆÅ× ÄÏÚÅÎ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ 
around in Coreyville. She had swapped out her license plates with a set she 
took off a junkyard car, just in case some neighbor actually took notice and 
remembered the plates. She figured nobody would find it odd to see a 
nurse visiting an 81 year-ÏÌÄ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ patient at 11:00 AM. 

The house was on the left, at the end of Bowie Street. She parked in the 
ÄÒÉÖÅ×ÁÙȟ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȭÓ ÃÁÒȟ and walked to the side door, near the 
back of the house.  She wondered if Mrs. Gristel was fearful about living all 
ÁÌÏÎÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÍÏÓÔ-used door faced the woods 
rather than the other homes seemed particularly dangerous. 

As she stepped onto the porch with her medical bag in hand, she heard 
someone playing the piano. She knocked and waited a full minute. Finally 
the music stopped and she knocked again. Twenty seconds later the door 
opened. 

Ȱ9ÅÓȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎȢ 

Ȱ(ÉȢ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏÅ 'ÒÉÓÔÅÌȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÁÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÆÒÏÍ $ÒȢ *ÏÈÎÓÏÎȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ )ȭÍ ÎÅ×Ȣ *ÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÅÅËȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÃÁÎ ) ÄÏ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ$ÒȢ *ÏÈÎÓÏÎ ÉÓ ÉÎÉÔÉÁÔÉÎÇ Á ÎÅ× ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔ ÒÅÇÉÍÅÎ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÈÉÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ 
ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓȢȱ  

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÆÉÎÅ ÒÉght now. And if the doctor wants to see me, I 
could just make an appointment and ÇÏ ÉÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÏÆ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄȢȱ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ Ó×ÅÅÔÌÙȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ ÓÏ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
this new medicine that he wanted to get everybody started on it right away. 
)ÔȭÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÒÁÖÅ ÒÅÖÉÅ×Ó ÆÒÏÍ .)(Ȣȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 4ÈÅ .ÁÔÉÏÎÁÌ )ÎÓÔÉÔÕÔÅÓ ÏÆ (ÅÁÌÔÈȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ #ÏÍÅ ÏÎ ÉÎȢȱ 

Carnie went in and followed Nancie Jo to the living room. The bench was 
pulled away from the piano, and a piano score was opened on the music 
rack. 

Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȟ ÎÏÄÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÁÎÏȢ Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÅÄ ÎÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÏÄȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȢ .Ï× ×ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ 
ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓȩȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 3ÈÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÐÉÓÔÏÌ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÂÁÇ and 
pointed it at Nancie Jo. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩ ) knew you weÒÅÎȭÔ ÆÒÏÍ $ÒȢ *ÏÈÎÓÏÎȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȦ Who 
ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÅÖÅÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÄÏ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÁÓ ) 
sayɂÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢȱ 

Carnie motioned for Nancie Jo to walk toward the kitchen, and she 
complied. But when the old woman got close to the door she stopped and 
bent over in pain, placing her left hand on the stove for support, clutching 
her hip with her right hand.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÈÉÐȢ )Ô ÇÏÅÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÍÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÁËÅ ÉÔ ÓÌÏ× ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅɂȱ 

Nancie Jo swung around.  

She seems to moving okay now, Carnie thought. Moving fast.  

"Ù ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÁ× ÔÈÅ ÉÒÏÎ ÓËÉÌÌÅÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȭÓ ÈÁÎÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÏÏ 
late. It whacked her on the side of the head and she flew sideways onto the 
floor, dropping the pistol and the medical bag. Nancie Jo flung the skillet 
down and scrambled for the gun. Carnie tried to shake off the dizziness 
and run toward her. But Nancie Jo picked up the pistol and pointed at 
Carnie. 

Ȱ'ÅÔ ÂÁÃËȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȢ 

Carnie stumbled backward. Her vision was getting clearer. Out of the 
corner of her eye she noted the knife block, to her right, on the counter. It 
held eight or ten knives of various types and sizes. Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ ,ÁÄÙȟ ) ×Ás 
taking you to a hospital for clinical trialsɂÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÍÁÙ ÈÁÖÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȟ ÂÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÔÕÐÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÔÒÅÁÔÅÄ ÂÙ $ÒȢ %ÌÍÏ -ÏÂÌÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ pediatricianȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ (Å ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÓÐÅÒÁÔÅ ÔÏ 
ÆÉÎÄ Á ÃÕÒÅȢȱ 

Nancie Jo had heard that Mallie Mae Mobley had AlzheiÍÅÒȭÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ 
Elmo had taken a leave of absence from his practice. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ is ÎÏ ÃÕÒÅ ÆÏÒ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÓÁÙÉÎÇȢ (Å ×ÁÎÔÓ ÔÏ find Á ÃÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢ 3Ïȟ %ÌÍÏ ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌ Á ÇÕÎ ÏÎ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ 
force me to participate in his clinical trial. Yeah, that sounds like Elmo 
ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *Ïȟ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÒcasm she could muster. She inched 
her way toward the wall phone on her right. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȟ ÙÏÕ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÒÅÍÉÎÄ ÍÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÁȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 



 

 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ 3Ïȟ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÏÉÎÔÓ Á ÇÕÎ ÁÔ ÙÏÕ someÔÉÍÅÓȩȱ 

Nancie Joe took the receiver off the hook and was about to dial. 

Ȱ.ÏȢ "ÕÔ ÉÆ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄȟ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅ ÓÍÁÒÔ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÆÅÔÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Carnie. 

In the split second it took Nancie Jo to look down at the gun, Carnie 
grabbed a butcher knife from the knife block and launched it. When 
Nancie Jo looked up, it was too late. The handle of the knife hit her 
squarely in the forehead and bounced off. 

.ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȭÓ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÆÌÅ× ÏÆÆ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÌ ÂÁÃË×ÁÒÄ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÌÌÁÐÓÅÄ ÏÎÔÏ 
the floor. The gun fell out of her hand, but it was only a few inches away. 
As she focused every ounce of her willpower, rolling to her stomach and 
reaching for the pistol, Carnie leaped at her.  

Nancie Jo picked up the gun and was about to roll back to shoot Carnie. 
"ÕÔ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÎÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ËÎÉÆÅ ÏÆÆ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÒÕÓÔ ÉÔ ÉÎÔÏ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȭÓ 
back. And as always, once her anger had been triggered, it quickly 
escalated into blind rage. She twisted the knife and ripped it out sideways. 
Then she gripped it with both hands and chopped at the corpse repeatedly 
with all her might.  

**********   

Ȱ(ÅÒÅȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ",4 ÁÎÄ &ÒÉÔÏÓȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ handed Cynthia the flimsy white 
ÃÁÒÄÂÏÁÒÄ ÂÏØ ÁÎÄ ÇÁÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á ÑÕÉÃË ËÉÓÓȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÄÉÅÔ #ÏËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ !ÎÄ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ you ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÕÒËÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ (Ï×ȭÄ ÙÏÕ ÇÕÅÓÓȩȱ 

)Ô ×ÁÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈ ÈÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓȢ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÈÁÄ 
come to realize that Greg was a creature of habit. And he took comfort in 
his habits. Fortunately, most of them were good ones. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ to ÒÕÓÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÍÙ ÂÁÂÙ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÔÏÏȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȢȱ 



 

 

Greg said a blessing and they began to eat. 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄ Á ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩ (Ï×ȭÄ ÉÔ ÇÏȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Cynthia. 

Ȱ&ÉÎÅɂÆÏÒ Á ÆÕÎÅÒÁÌȢ )Ô ×ÁÓÎȭÔ so bad, really. But I would hate it if I had to 
ÄÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÔÏÒȭÓ ÊÏÂȢ 4ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ×ÏÎderful the person wasɂ
especially ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
family and try to convince them that it was for the bestɂwhich is not so 
hard if the person was old and sick. But what if they were young? What if it 
×ÁÓ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÇÉÒÌ ×ÈÏ ÇÏÔ ÈÉÔ ÂÙ Á ÃÁÒȩ )ȭÍ Êust glad I ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÄÏ banking. Loaning poor unsuspecting souls a bunch of money 
ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÆÏÒÅÃÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ÆÒÏ×ÎÅÄ ÐÌÁÙÆÕÌÌÙȢ  

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢ )Æ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÐÁÙȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÐÏÌÉÔÅÌÙ suggest that they sell a 
ËÉÄÎÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÏÎÄÅÒ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ Á ËÉÄÎÅÙ ÇÏÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÄÁÙÓȩȱ 

They laughed. He checked his watch. His time with Cynthia always went by 
so fast. Ȱ"Ù ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍ ×ÉÌÌ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÏÎ 
3ÕÎÄÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȢ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ is BaptÉÓÔȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ 
ÏÎÌÙ "ÁÐÔÉÓÔ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ ÉÎ ÔÏ×ÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ -ÁÒÓÈÁÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÔÒÙ ÍÙ ÂÅÓÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÈÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÓÅÐÁÒÁÔÅ ÃÁÒÓ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÂÙ βȡΪΪɂunless somebody cancels. If so, it might be a 
ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )Ô ÓÅÅÍÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÁÎ Á×ÆÕÌ ÌÏÔ ÌÅÆÔ ÔÏ ÐÁÃËȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ ÁÌÌ ÄÏÎÅ ÂÙ 3ÁÔÕÒÄÁÙȟ ÅÖÅÎ ÉÆ we have to pull an 
all-ÎÉÇÈÔÅÒ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ×Å ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ thatȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Greg agreed. He had often pulled an all-nighter with Cyn thia in his dreams. 
But in his dreams ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ packing. 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 17 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇ ÁÓËÅÄ ÍÅ ÔÏÄÁÙ whether I thought you would be going to church 
×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÔÈÉÓ 3ÕÎÄÁÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÒÁÐÐÅÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÐÌÁÔÅ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ 
in the box. 

She and her mother were in the kitchen, packing dishes and cookware. 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÓÏȢ 4Ï ÂÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÈÁrdest thing about 
ÍÏÖÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÃÈÕÒÃÈ here if I really wanted to. 
)ÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ Á ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ÄÒÉÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄȢ )Æ )ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅ ÔÏ #ÏÒÅÙville, I need to be a 
part of that community. And that includes going to church there. So, I 
might as well get started this SunÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȭÍ ÐÒÏÕÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȟ -ÏÍȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÍÅ ×ÒÏÎÇɂI do plan to stay in touch with my friends here 
ÉÎ -ÁÒÓÈÁÌÌȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÓ ÏÆÔÅÎȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÅÍÁÉÌ ÁÎÄ )-Ȣȱ 

Ȱ)-ȩ 9ȭÁÌÌ ÉÎÓÔÁÎÔ ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ 7Å ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÙ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ 9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ×ÅȭÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÏÌÄ ÆÏÒ 
ÔÅÃÈÎÏÌÏÇÙȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ! ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓ )ȭÖÅ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÅÎÔ Á ÔÅØÔ ÍÅÓÓÁÇÅȢȱ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÃÏÏÌȟ -ÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ that  ÒÉÇÈÔȟ $ÏÇȢȱ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÅÄ Á ÒÁÐÐÅÒ ÐÏÓÅȢ Ȱ4ÏÏ ÍÕÃÈȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÃÁÒÙȢȱ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ "ÏÎÎÅÖÉÌÌÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅ×ÁÙȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ 'ÒÅÇȢȱ 

She let him in the kitchen door and gave him a long, tight hug. 

But before he got too excited, he pulled away. 



 

 

She pretended to be hurt, but then gave him a quick kiss on the lips and 
grinned at him. She understood. And she loved the fact that she could turn 
him on so easily. 

She checked the clock. It was 7:58. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÅÁÒÌÙȢ 3Ï ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÓÔ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔ ÃÁÎÃÅÌÌÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÎÃÅÌȢ 3ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ× ÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÅÅÎÁÇÅÒÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *Ï 'ÒÉÓÔÅÌȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ βΫȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÄÏÅÓ ÔÈÁÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ 
calls me if she has to miss. She was out for a couple of months because of 
ÈÅÒ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÐÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÏÎ ÓÏÍÅ ÎÅ× ÍÅÄÉÃÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ 
ÂÅÅÎ ÆÉÎÅ ÅÖÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÒÉÅÎÄÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ she ÈÁÓ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á 
ÔÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÒÙ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÈÅÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉa to Greg. 

Ȱ3ÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÔÉÍÅÓȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ ) ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÅÌÌ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÅÁÎÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÅÃÌÉÎÅÒ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ 46ȟȱ 
said Beverly. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

**********   

Before going inside, she sat in her car a few minutes to put on the blonde 
wig. She was wearing a hot pink blouse, black leather mini-skirt , and knee-
high boots. When she walked in, every man in the bar was instantly 
seduced. Beer mugs hung suspended at open mouths. She could have 
chosen any one of the poor saps, and they would have gladly barked like a 
dog at her command. 

The anticipation faded in the eyes at each table as she passed them by. She 
had no intention of spending time with any of them, although her body 
language suggested otherwise. The man sitting alone in the far corner was 



 

 

her ultimate destination. He had taken a glance when she came in, but 
then went back to studying the bubbles in his beer. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȩȱ ÓÈÅ said. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÕÐȢ 

Ȱ2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒȩ )Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ (Å ÓÔÏÏÄȢ 

Carnie had forgotten the fake name she had used Sunday night. 
Ȱ5ÈȣÙÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÂÕÙ ÙÏÕ Á ÂÅÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ 

Jake hollered ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒ ÔÅÎÄÅÒȟ Ȱ(ÅÙȟ "ÉÌÌȢ 4×Ï ÍÏÒÅ ÂÅÅÒÓȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÌÏÏË ÇÒÅÁÔ ÁÓ Á ÂÌÏÎÄÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÎËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÓ ÃÕÔÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÌÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÉÔȢ ) ÌÉËÅ ÂÒÏ×Î 
ÈÁÉÒȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á ×ÉÇȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ Á ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ ÌÏÏËȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÂÅÅÎ ËÅÅÐÉÎÇ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ÈÁÄ Á 
lot of fun the other night. But then you disapÐÅÁÒÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÕÓÙȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ) ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢ $ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙɂ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ Á ×ÉÆÅȟ ÏÒ ÅÖÅÎ Á 
ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÈÏÔ ÈÉÍ Á ×ÒÙ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ Ȱ-Å ÅÉÔÈÅÒȢ 3Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÌÁÉÄȟ 
ÈÕÈȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏÔ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÉÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ )ȭÍ ×ÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅÒÅȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÔÏÏÄȢ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÈÏÁȟ ×ÁÉÔ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȢ ) ÓÁÉÄ ) ×ÁÓÎȭÔ looking ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÌÁÉÄȢ )ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
×ÁÎÔ ÉÔȢ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÔ searching for ÉÔȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÁÔ ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÃÁÍÅ ÁÌÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÂÉÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÕÔÔȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÔ ÉÔ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÙÅÁÈȟ )ȭÄ ÂÅ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔɂif it was 
ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÉËÅÄȢȱ 

A young waitress delivered their beers and walked away slowly, hoping to 
hear more of the conversation. 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÅØÙ ÓÍÉÌÅȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ×Å ×ÁÓÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÒ ÔÉÍÅ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȟ *ÁËÅȩȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÐÏÉÎÔȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÐÌÅÎÔÙ ÏÆ ÂÅÅÒ ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÉÄÇÅȢȱ 

Jake threw some bills on the table and they hurried out. The other men 
watched in envy and amazement. What was so great about him? 

**********  

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÅÄ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÔÒÕÃË ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ !Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȟ ÈÅ 
took her in his powerful arms and started kissing her. He was twice her 
size, and she barely knew him. Most women would not put themselves in 
such a vulnerable situation. But Carnie was fearless. She kissed him with 
enough passion to set a dead man on fire. But after a few seconds she 
pulled away. 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÌÏ× ÉÔ ÄÏ×Îȟ "ÉÇ "ÏÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÅØȩȱ (Å ËÎÅ× ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÅÒ 
ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÆ ÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐ ÈÉÍȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ 
×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÍÁÎȢ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÆÏÒÃÅ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÏÎ Á ×ÏÍÁÎȢ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ) ÄÏȢ "ÕÔ ÆÉÒÓÔ )ȭÄ ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÓÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÔÁÌË Á 
×ÈÉÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÒÉÎË ÏÒ Ô×ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ -ÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÁÔ ÈÏÍÅ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ÇÒÁÂ ÕÓ ÓÏÍÅ ÂÒÅ×ÓËÉÓȢȱ 

Jake walked into the kitchen while Carnie sat down on the couch. 



 

 

The living room furniture looked like a page out of a 1975 Sears catalog. But 
ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÉÔȭÓ ÃÌÅÁÎȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔɂexcept for a thousand dust mites living 
down deep in the fabric. Yuk. 

*ÁËÅ ÈÁÎÄÅÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ Á #ÏÏÒÓ ,ÉÇÈÔȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔȟ 
*ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÁÎÄ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÇÁÍÅȢ You can ask me any 
question, and I have to answer it honestly. Then I ask you a question. And 
×Å ÔÁËÅ ÔÕÒÎÓ ÕÎÔÉÌ ×Å ÂÏÔÈ ÁÇÒÅÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÏÐȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÄÁÎÇÅÒÏÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ "ÕÔ you ÇÅÔ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢȱ *ÁËÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÆÅ× ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓȢ Ȱ9Ïu acted sort of funny tonight 
when I called you ȬJennifer.ȭ )Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÇÏÏÄ ÏÎÅȟ *ÁËÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒ ÉÓ ȬÎÏȢȭȱ 

He waited for her to go on. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔ is ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÙ ÔÕÒÎ ÔÏ ÁÓË Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ!Èȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÕÒÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ !ÓË ÍÅ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȟ ÆÏÒ ÓÅØȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÇÅÁÒÓÈÉÆÔ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÔÒÕÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÉÓÓÉÏÎÁÒÙ ÐÏÓÉÔÉÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ 

Ȱ3Ï ÐÒÅÄÉÃÔÁÂÌÅȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ) ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÌÉËÅȢ .Ï×ȟ ÍÙ ÔÕÒÎȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÒÅÁÌ ÎÁÍÅȩ !ÎÄ 
ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÈÏÎÅÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÌÌ ÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅ ×ÁÓ *ÅÎÎÉÆÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ -Ù ÔÕÒÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÁÌÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȩȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÍ ÃÌÏÓÅÌÙ ÆÏÒ a reaction. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

(ÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÌÌÉÎÇȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ (Å has ËÉÌÌÅÄȢ 'ÏÏÄȢ Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ËÉÌÌÅÄ 
ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȩȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÁÓË ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÍÅ ÇÅÔÓ ÂÏÒÉÎÇ ÒÅÁÌ ÆÁÓÔȢ 
Could I get another beeÒȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢȱ Jake took her empty can and headed for the kitchen. Then he 
ÓÔÏÐÐÅÄȟ ÓÐÕÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ!È-ÈÁȦ 4ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ Á ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȢ 3Ï ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ 
be my ÔÕÒÎ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢȱ (e walked into the kitchen shouting back 
to herȟ Ȱ) ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ "ÁÂÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÓÍÁÒÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȢȱ 

When it came time for their third, fourth and fifth beers, Carnie acted as 
waitress. Jake never noticed she was not really drinking hers. She kept 
them coming until he was drunk. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÂÅÉÎÇ ÔÒÕÔÈÆÕÌ ÅÁÒÌÉÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÁÓËÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÅÖÅÒ 
ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

(Å ÇÒÉÎÎÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ!×ȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÒÕÓÔ ÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÅÐ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÍÁÎ ÉÆ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÓ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÌÙÉÎÇȢ .ÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 



 

 

Jake lowered his voice and looked around the room and into the kitchen, as 
ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÓÏÍÅÏÎÅ ÅÌÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔȢȱ 

She glared at him, waiting for details. 

Ȱ/ÎÅ ÎÉÇÈÔ ) ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÍÙ ×ÁÙ ÈÏÍÅȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ have been out 
walking in the dark. It was after midnight. What was he doing out there 
ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȩȱ 

*ÁËÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÄÒÕÎË ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÁÎ ÏÖÅÒ Á ÍÁÎ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ 
ÄÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÓÃÁÒÅÄȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÐÒÉÓÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÈÉÍȩ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÔ ÂÙ 
ÃÁÒÓ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÌË Á×ÁÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÁÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÐÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÅØÔ ÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ Á ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÒȟ *ÁËÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÆÉÎÅȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÂÊÅÃÔȢ (Ï× ×ÏÕld you like to make some 
big-ÔÉÍÅ ÃÁÓÈȩȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÐÁÙ ÍÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÕÎÂÕÃËÌÅ 
his belt. 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÆÕÎÎÙȢ (Ï× ÄÏÅÓ ÔÅÎ-ÔÈÏÕÓÁÎÄ ÄÏÌÌÁÒÓ ÓÏÕÎÄȩȱ 

(Å ÓÅÅÍÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÏÂÅÒ ÕÐ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȢ Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ goodȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ Á ÃÌÉÎÉÃÁÌ ÔÒÉÁÌȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒÓ ÇÅÔ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÏ ÔÒÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÎÅ× ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ 
ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅȟ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ×ÏÒËÓȢ (ÅÙȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÎÏ ÇÕÉÎÅÁ ÐÉÇȢ )Ó 
ÔÈÁÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÏȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 7ÈÁÔ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÉÓ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÕÐ ÓÏÍÅ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÔÏÏ ÈÁÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÃÁÔÃÈ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ forcing ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÉÐÁÔÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÌÌÅÇÁÌȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ ÎÏ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÎÅÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÁËÅȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔȟ ÍÁÎɂI really had you going. You thought I 
was serÉÏÕÓȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÕÎÎÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅ sounded ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÅÓÔÉÎÇ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÓÓÅÄȢ 3Ïȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÆÏÒ ÂÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÒÅÁÄÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ ÄÒÕÎË ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÁÒÅÌÙ ×ÁÌËȢ 

They went into his bedroom. By the time Carnie had stripped to her 
underwear, Jake had already jumped onto the bed, naked. 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÔÁËÅ Á ÓÈÏ×ÅÒ ÆÉÒÓÔȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Jake hopped up and hurried into the bathroom. He turned on the shower 
and waited for the hot water while watching Carnie. When she slipped the 
ÌÁÃÅÙ ÒÅÄ ÂÒÁ ÏÆÆ ÈÅÒ ÂÒÅÁÓÔÓȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ&ÏÒÇÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏ×ÅÒȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÙÏÕ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

"ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÅÌÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÆÉÒÍÌÙȢ Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÕÃÈ ÍÅȟ )ȭÍ ÌÅÁÖÉÎÇ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

He stepped back. The shower had begun to steam up the room. 

3ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÉÎȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÐÁÎÔÉÅÓ ÁÎÄ ËÉÃËÅÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÓÉÄÅȢ 

Jake felt tremors of anticipation as he pulled back the shower curtain and 
stepped in. Carnie got in at the back of the tub. 

Ȱ4ÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ ×ÁÓÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÁÃËȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ 



 

 

She located the soap dish, picked up the bar of Dial and began to slowly 
lather his back. His groin began to suck the blood away from his brain and 
other vital organs. His hands were against the front shower wall for 
support. 

Ȱ)Æ ÙÏÕ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÁÔ ÕÐȟ ) ÍÁÙ ÎÏÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÈÏÌÄ ÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÌÏÁÄȢ /ËÁÙȟ ÎÏ× ÐÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÄÏ×Î ÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÓÉÄÅÓ ÓÏ ) ÃÁÎ ×ÁÓÈ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

He would have honored any request she made. 

It was a shame he had rejected her offer. She really liked him. And she 
would have enjoyed sleeping with him. But she had told him too much. 
And he might talk.  

His hands were at his sides and he was very drunk. He would never see it 
coming. She would smash his head into the shower tile as hard as she 
could. He would offer little, if any, resistance. And if the first attempt had 
only dazed him, she would pound his skull into the edge of the tub until he 
was gone. 

4ÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÍÕÒÄÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÙȭÄ ÓÅÅ Á ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏ ÇÏÔ ÄÒÕÎË 
and then stupidly tried to take a shower, slipped down, and busted his 
head open. Too bad. Another drunk kicked the bucket. Case closed. 

On the other hand, she really liked the big lug. 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȩ 7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ you ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ 

She quickly toweled off, picked up her underwear, and walked out of the 
bathroom. 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȩ 9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÉÓȢ #ÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȟ (ÏÎÅÙȢȱ 

  



 

 

Chapter 18 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÁÉÔÅÄ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÎÅØÔ ×ÅÅË ÔÏ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÊÏÇÇÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȟȱ 
said Greg. 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÆÉÎÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÏÎÌÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÅÃÏÎÄ ÄÁÙȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȟȱ 
said Cynthia. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈ, but staying up until after midnight packing and then getting up at 
ίȡέΪ !- ÉÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÔÏÕÇÈȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×Å ÓËÉÐ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×ȭÓ ÒÕÎȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÏËÁÙ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ Á ÌÏÎÇ ÏÎÅȢȱ 

)Ô ×ÁÓ ΰȡέΪ !- ÁÎÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎow if his 34-year-old body could endure 
the second half of the jog. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÓÏÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ×Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÁËÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÏÕÔÅ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÍÙ ÍÅÍÏÒÙȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÆÕÎÃÔÉÏÎÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÓÐÉÔÅ ÏÆ the 
ÅØÈÁÕÓÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÌÉËÅ ÔÏ ÖÁÒÙ ÍÙ ÒÏÕÔÅȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÓÁÆÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÇÏÏÄ ÉÄÅÁȢ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÂÙ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢ (ÅÙȟ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ .ÁÎÃÙ Jo 
'ÒÉÓÔÅÌȭÓ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÐÉÁÎÏ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ×Å ÒÕÎ ÄÏ×Î ÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ 

They turned onto Bowie Street. 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÁÄÄÒÅÓÓȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÂÕÔ I think ÉÔȭÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȢȱ 

7ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÁÄ ÅÎÄȟ 'ÒÅÇ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÔȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅȩ (Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅȩȱ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 
house across the street. 

They stopped in front of her driveway. 

Ȱ3ÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÒȩ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ Ȭίγ 0ÌÙÍÏÕÔÈ &ÕÒÙ ÉÎ ÔÏ×ÎȢ #ÈÅÃË ÏÕÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÆÉÎÓȢ 
Her husband kept in tip top shape for forty years. He had it completely 
restored back ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ȬβΪÓȢ "ÕÔ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÈÅ ÄÉÅÄ ÉÔȭÓ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÈÏ× ÉÔÓ ÁÇÅȢ )Ô 
ÈÁÓ ÐÕÓÈÂÕÔÔÏÎ ÁÕÔÏÍÁÔÉÃ ÔÒÁÎÓÍÉÓÓÉÏÎȢ 6ÅÒÙ ×ÅÉÒÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÃÏÏÌȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÈÅÁÒÄ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ"ÕÔȟ ×ÁÉÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏÄÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ ÓÈÅ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÐÁÒËÓ ÉÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÁÒÁÇÅ ÁÔ ÎÉghtɂto protect the 
ÐÁÉÎÔ ÊÏÂȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÒÇÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ËÎÏÃË ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÄÏÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔȟ 'ÒÅÇȟ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÅÁÒÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÁÈȢ 3ÈÅ ÇÅÔÓ ÕÐ ÂÙ ίȡΪΪ !- ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅÓÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅ ÐÉÁÎÏ ×ÈÅÎ 
ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÌÅÅÐɂuntil the neighbors complained. And her light s are on, 
ÓÏ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÕÐȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ 3ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÆÏÒÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÈÅÒ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÍÅÄÉÃÉÎÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÄÉÓÏÒÉÅÎÔÅÄȢȱ 

They walked onto the front porch and Greg knocked while Cynthia looked 
through the partially opened drapes. 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏË ÁÔ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ/Î ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒÐÅÔȟ ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÐÉÁÎÏɂÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ Á ÐÁÉÒ ÏÆ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅ ÄÒÏÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅÍȢ .Ï× ÔÈÁÔȭÓ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÌÉÎÄ ÁÓ Á 
ÂÁÔ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÌÉÇÈÔ ÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÔher room too. Probably the kitchen. Maybe 
ÓÈÅȭÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

They walked around to the side of the house and up the driveway to the 
little porch at the kitchen door. Greg began to knock. The curtains on the 
door window were made of a thin material. They tried to see through it. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Greg. 

Ȱ,ÉËÅ Á ÂÏÄÙȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȢȱ 

Greg pulled out his cell phone and dialed 911. 

!Ó ÓÏÏÎ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÉÎÉÓÈÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÈÕÎÇ ÕÐȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7Åȭre being 
×ÁÔÃÈÅÄȢȱ 

Greg looked across the street and saw the man in his robe. He was just 
standing there, staring at them. 

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÇÕÙȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ walked down the stairs. 

Cynthia followed him.  

The forty-something year-old man had walked out to pick up his 
newspaper when he saw Greg and Cynthia. He must have thought they 
were up to no good, thought Greg. 

Ȱ7Å ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÏ -ÒÓȢ 'ÒÉÓÔÅÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

The man said nothing, but continued to stare at them. 

Ȱ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ËÉÔÃÈÅÎȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÍÏÖÉÎÇȢȱ 

Still no response. 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÔÁËÅÓ ÐÉÁÎÏ ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÈÏ× ) ËÎÏ× ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÕÒÓÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎ. 

Ȱ.ÕÒÓÅȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 



 

 

Ȱ.ÕÒÓÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÒÓÅ ÃÏÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢ /Ò ÔÏÄÁÙȢ ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÁÄȢ ) ÅÁÔ ÓÐÁÇÈÅÔÔÉȢ -Ù 
ÆÁÖÏÒÉÔÅȢ !ÎÄ ÇÁÒÌÉÃ ÔÏÁÓÔȢ .ÕÒÓÅ ÃÏÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢȱ 

4ÈÅ ÍÁÎȭÓ ×ÉÆÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÍÅÅÔ ÔÈÅÍȢ ! ÈÁÌÆ-smoked cigarette barely 
clung to her lower lip. Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÐÁÙ ÈÉÍ ÎÏ ÍÉÎÄȢ (Å ÁÉÎȭÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÅÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÕÒÓÅ ÃÁÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎȟ ÔÏ ÎÏÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÕÌÁÒȢ 

Ȱ7Å ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕÒ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒȟ -ÒÓȢ 'ÒÉÓÔÅÌȟ ÉÓ ÉÎ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ γΫΫȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÂÁÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ "ÕÂÂÁȢ ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ you back in the 
ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ -ÁȭÁÍȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÁÓË ÈÉÍ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ×ÁÓÔÅ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅȢ "ÕÔ ÇÏ ÁÈÅÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÂÂÁȩ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÉÆ ) ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ "ÕÂÂÁȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÁÓË ÔÈÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎȟȱ said the wife, stomping her cigarette butt into the 
grass. 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ËÉÎÄ ÏÆ ÃÁÒ ÔÈÅ ÎÕÒÓÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÉÔÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÇÏÏÄȢ "ÕÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÎÏÔÉÃÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÅÌÓÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ%ÃÓÔÁÓÙȢ %ÃÓÔÁÓÙ ÏÎ ÃÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅȩ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎ "ÕÂÂÁȢ 9ÏÕ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ Îobody 
ÎÏ ÇÏÏÄ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Bubba and his wife walked away and went into their house. 

Greg and Cynthia ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÅÁÒ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÆÅ ÙÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÉÎÓÉÄÅȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÔÉÍÅÓ ÈÁÖÅ 
) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕȟ "ÕÂÂÁȩ .ÅÖÅÒ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȦ .Ï×ȟ ÓÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȦȱ 



 

 

Ȱ.ÉÃÅ ÃÏÕÐÌÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ Cynthia. 

Greg smiled and shook his head. 

! ÐÁÔÒÏÌ ÃÁÒ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÁÎÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ 
walked over to greet the officers. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÃÁÌÌÅÄ γΫΫȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÏÆÆÉÃÅÒÓȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ SÉÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȟ 3irȩȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÅÇ 4ÅÎÏÒÌÙȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÍÙ ÇÉÒÌÆÒÉÅÎÄȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ BlockerÍÁÎȢȱ 

The two policemen said hello to Cynthia. They all started walking toward 
the house. 

Ȱ9ȭÁÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉÖÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒÈÏÏÄȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÊÏÇ ÁÎÄ ) ÄÅÃÉÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÈÅÃË ÏÎ -ÒÓȢ 'ÒÉÓÔÅÌȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒ 
ÐÉÁÎÏ ÔÅÁÃÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÏ× ÕÐ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ×Å ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÈÅÒÅȩ She takes piano 
ÌÅÓÓÏÎÓȩȱ 

 Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ ȰSo we ËÎÏÃËÅÄ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÄÏÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÓÁ× ÈÅÒ ÇÌÁÓÓÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×Å ×ÅÎÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁ× ×ÈÁÔ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ a body 

ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ7Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÅÌÌ for sureɂÉÔȭÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ 
tÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÒÔÁÉÎÓȢȱ 

Greg and Cynthia followed the officers to the side door and watched one of 
them try to look in. He checked the doorknob to see if it was locked. Then 
he stepped back and kicked the door several times until it broke free. 

They stayed outside and watched the officers go in. 

In less than a minute, one of them walked out and ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 



 

 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÔ ÍÕÌÔÉÐÌÅ ÓÔÁÂ ×ÏÕÎÄÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËȢ )ÔȭÓ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ ÇÒÕÅsome. And 
×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÓÔÁÔÅÍÅÎÔÓȟ ÓÏ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÓÔÉÃË ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢȱ 

The officer walked back in. They could hear his partner on his radio, calling 
for an ambulance. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍ ÈÅÁÒÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓȟ ÓÈÅ ÍÁÙ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÈÅÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÍÏÖÉÎÇ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÌÉÖÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÅȢ -ÏÍ ×ÉÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÏÕÔ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

But Greg wondered why anyone would want to kill this sweet old lady. 
Knowing the reason behind the murder ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÂÁÃËȢ "ÕÔ ÉÔ 
might make him feel better. A few months earlier, he only had himself to 
worry about. Now, he had a girlfriend and a potential future mother-in-law 
to protect.  

**********  

Macy Golong liked to take advantage of the early morning and late evening 
hours. These were the only times she knew there would be no 
interruptions. For the rest of the day, she had to be on-call to meet every 
need of her employer, Mallie Mae Mobley. If the old woman yelled to her 
ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÓÐÏÎÄ ÉÍÍÅÄÉÁÔÅÌÙȟ -ÁÃÙ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅØÐÅÃÔ ÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÔÏ 
ring within seconds. Sometimes hours passed between calls. But knowing 
that one could come at any moment kept her in a state of uneasiness. 

She took another sip of coffee and turned the page. 

Ormando walked onto the porch carrying a whip. His thick, black locks were 
blown back to one side by the warm summer wind. His unbuttoned shirt 
flapped in the breeze, revealing his hard, sun-darkened pectorals and abs. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ will give yourself to meɂ./7ȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÉÎ thunderous tones, cracking 
the whip on the marble floor. 

Jessica wondered how she had gotten herself into this situation. How dare he 
command her to yield to his lurid longings? She would never give in to him. 
Never. And yet, as she looked into his smoldering eyes, she was not sure how 
long she could resist. Surely, unimaginable pleasure awaited her, if she would 
only submit to him. No. She would not give herself to this savage animal. 

Ȱ3Ïȩ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÉÌÌ ÉÔ ÂÅȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ4ÏÒÔÕÒÅ ÏÒ ÐÁÒÁÄÉÓÅȩȱ 



 

 

If she resisted, what guarantee did she have that he would not whip her 
mercilessly, and then force himself upon her anyway?  

But it did not matter. For she had already made her decision. 

Macy flipped the page. Her cell phone rang. 

Ȱ-ÁÃÙȩ Please cÏÍÅ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÒÏÏÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

  



 

 

Chapter 19 

The old black phone on the nightstand was coated with a dried up paste 
consisting of beer and dirt, speckled with Nacho Cheese Doritos dust. And 
right now Jake wanted to take a sledge hammer to it. Not because it was 
disgusting. No, that  he could live withȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÕÐÉÄ ÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÑÕÉÔ 
ringing. He had no idea how many times it had already rung.  

But his splitting headache discouraged any movement toward the phone. 
The mere blink of an eyelid might push him over the edge, he thought. 
And, oh how he wanted to avoid what happened last time, when it felt like 
a plumber was workÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÔÏÉÌÅÔ ÐÌÕÎÇÅÒ ÏÎ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÏÐÅÎ ÍÏÕÔÈ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÉÔ 
ÓÕÃËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÅÖÉÏÕÓ ÎÉÇÈÔȭÓ ÐÅÐÐÅÒÏÎÉ ÐÉÚÚÁ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÏÓÈÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ 
over the floor.  

He started counting the number of times his head throbbed between rings, 
wondering how much pressure the human skull could withstand. It felt like 
his was about to blow.  

Had the old phone finally gone haywire? he wondered. No caller would let 
it ring that many times.  

It had to stop. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÃÈÏËÉÎÇ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅ ÂÁÒÆȢ 

Ȱ*ÁËÅȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ (Ï× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇȩ 9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÏÕÎÄ ÔÏÏ ÇÏÏÄȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÓÅÅȢ )ȭÍ έάȟ ÂÕÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÎÏ× ) ÆÅÅÌ ÌÉËÅ )ȭÍ ΫΪάȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÉËÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)Î ÆÁÃÔȟ ÉÆ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÔ ÆÅÅÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ΫΪάȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÉÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ 
ÌÏÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ×Å ÈÁÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÎË ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÈÏÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÓ ÍÕÃÈ ÁÓ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȩ 9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÍÅ ÁÌÌ ÌÁÔÈÅÒÅÄ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÒÏÃk 
ÈÁÒÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÏË ÏÆÆȢ )ȭÍ ÂÅÇÉÎÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ÂÉÇ ÔÅÁÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏÔ ÁÔ ÁÌÌȢ .ÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅȟ "ÁÂÙȢ .ÅØÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÓÕÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅÄ ×Å 
ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÆÉÒÓÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ talk  everything to death? Why not just do 
ÉÔȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔ ÌÁÔÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÉÍÐÏÒÔÁÎÔȟ *ÁËÅȢ $Ï ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÅÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÉÇ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÌÁÓÔ 
ÎÉÇÈÔȩ !ÎÄ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÁÙ ÔÏÏ ÍÕÃÈɂÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÌÉÓÔÅÎÉÎÇ ÉÎȢȱ 

Why had he told her? He knew whyɂbecause he had gotten drunk and 
ÓÔÕÐÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÎÅ×ÓÐÁÐÅÒ ÁÒÃÈÉÖÅÓ ÏÎÌÉÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÔÁÉÌÓȢ "ÕÔ 
ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ 4ÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ my ÓÅÃÒÅÔȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

It took him a couple of seconds to remember what she had proposed about 
ÆÏÒÃÉÎÇ ÐÅÏÐÌÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÐÁÒÔ ÉÎ Á ÃÌÉÎÉÃÁÌ ÔÒÉÁÌȢ Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȢ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ï× ×ÁÉÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÃÈÁÎÇÅÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÉÎÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÕÒÅ ) ËÅÅÐ ÙÏÕÒ 
ÓÅÃÒÅÔȢȱ 

Jake ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ ÈÏ× ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÁÌÌÅÎ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÒÁÐȢ Ȱ5Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȢ 2ÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ )ȭÌÌ ÄÒÏÐ ÂÙ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔ ÁÔ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ βȡΪΪȢ 3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅÎȟ 
(ÏÎÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÙÅȢȱ 

7ÈÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÈÅ ÇÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ÇÕÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅ ÍÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÏÎ 3ÕÎÄÁÙ 
night? He knew she was trouble. But her luscious body promised heaven, 



 

 

and her lurid eyes flickered with hellfire. A sexy bad girl was always hard 
for him to resist. So, he had gambled and lost. Again. 

If he was lucky, maybe he could do this job without landing himself in 
ÊÁÉÌȣÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÇÕÅȢ 

**********  

It was Friday morning, and Elmo Mobley realized he had not spoken to his 
ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÉÎÃÅ 4ÕÅÓÄÁÙȢ (ÅȭÄ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÁÌÌÙ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÏÃË 
ÒÅÓÅÁÒÃÈÉÎÇ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȟ ÈÏÐÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÂÒÁÎÄ ÎÅ× ÍÉÒÁÃÌÅ ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔ 
for her. But the hopelessness of the disease was beginning to sink in. He 
could not save his mother. No matter what he did, she would deteriorate 
into a pitiful state as she died a slow death. The most he could hope to do 
was prolong her current quality of life for a little wh ile.  

And although he could never make up for all their years of estrangement, 
he wanted to start spending as much time with her as possible. He loved 
Carsie, and had been excited about starting a new life with her, but it 
would be selfish of him to get married right now, he thought.  

He decided to go up and have a heart-to-heart with Mallie Mae. She would 
be surprised to see him, since he rarely went upstairs. When he reached 
her room, the door was closed. He was about the knock, but then he heard 
-ÁÃÙȭÓ ÖÏice. 

Ȱ%ÌÍÏȭÓ ÓÔÉÌÌ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÉÓ ÓÔÕÄÙ ÄÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÎÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÓ ÍÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÁÌÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

Ȱ'ÕÅÓÓ ÓÏȢȱ 

Elmo felt guilty about eavesdropping. He raised his hand to knock, but 
then hesitated when he heard Macy speaking again. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÏ× ÌÏÎÇ ÄÏ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÉÓȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ!Ó ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÉÔ ÔÁËÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÉÆ ) ÃÁÎ ËÅÅÐ ÉÔ ÕÐȟ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎɂÉÆ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÃÁÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÉÍȢȱ 



 

 

Elmo knocked.  

The conversation stopped. 

After a few seconds, the door began to open and -ÁÃÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) 
thought you were going to let her starve. Oh, Elmo. I thought you were 
(ÁÄÌÅÙȟ ÂÒÉÎÇÉÎÇ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔȢ 3ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÆÒÉÇÈÔÅÎÅÄȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ %ÌÍÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÏȩȱ 

Ȱ%ÌÍÏȢ 9ÏÕÒ ÓÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ/Èȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÍ ÔÏ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ 

Elmo motioned for Macy to follow him out into the  hallway. 

Ȱ4ÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÕÎ ÄÁÙ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ $ÏÉÎÇ ×ÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ $ÁÌÌÁÓ :ÏÏȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅ ÚÏÏȩȱ -ÁÃÙ looked confused. 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ (ÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÄÄÉÎÇȢ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 4ÈÅ 46 
ÃÏÍÍÅÒÃÉÁÌ ÓÁÙÓ ÉÔȭÓ γί ÁÃÒÅÓ ÏÆ ÆÕÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÉÔ is. So, have her 
ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÂÙ αȡΪΪ !-Ȣȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ Çoing out in public in her 
ÃÏÎÄÉÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ 3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÏËÁÙ ÔÈÅÎȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ'ÒÅÁÔȢ 3Ïȟ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÍÁËÅ ÄÉÎÎÅÒ ÒÅÓÅÒÖÁÔÉÏÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ× ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ Á ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅȢ "ÕÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÏÖÅ ÉÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÓ ÈÅ walked away and 
went down the stairs. 

As soon as he was out of sight, Macy walked back into the bedroom, closed 
the door, ÁÎÄ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÔÏ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÂÅÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÔÔÅÎ ÉÎ ÔÏ ÈÉÍȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÈÅ ÓÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÕÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ $ÁÌÌÁÓ :ÏÏ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÁÎÃÙ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍ 
ÁÌÌ ÄÁÙȢ (ÅȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÉÔ ÏÕÔȢ (ÅȭÌÌ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÆÁËÉÎÇȢ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ 
ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ×ÅÌÌ ÅÎÏÕÇÈ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÐȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÇÏÏÄȢ )Æ ) ÃÁÎ ÃÏÎÖince him that I really am in bad shape, 
ÍÁÙÂÅ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÇÏ ÁÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÄÕÍÐ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÁÎÃïeȢ (ÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÂÅÉÎÇ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÌÌ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÅÖÅÒÙ ×ÁËÉÎÇ 
ÍÉÎÕÔÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ) ÄÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ ÆÁËÉÎÇ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÆÏÒÅÖÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÉÍ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÔÈȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÁt bridge when I come to it, DÅÁÒȢȱ 

4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÁÎ Á×ÆÕÌÌÙ ÔÁÌÌ ÂÒÉÄÇÅȟ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ -ÁÃÙȢ 

**********   

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÏÈÎÎÙȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ %ÌÍÏȢ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ) ÃÁÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ %ÌÍÏȢ 9ÅÁÈȟ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ÍÙ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȢ (Ï×ȭÓ ÉÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ 
×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ Á ÈÙÐÏÔÈÅÔÉÃÁÌ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÏÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ fake having AlÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ Á ÄÉÁÇÎÏÓÉÓȢ #ÏÕÌÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÆÏÏÌ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÅÁÈ, in theory. The only way to know for sure whether someone has 
!ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÉÓ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÆÏÒ ÐÌÁÑÕÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÁÎÇÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÔÉÓÓÕÅȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ 
can only do that after the patient dies, in autopsy.  

Ȱ3Ïȟ ) ÒÕÎ ÂÌÏÏÄ ÔÅÓÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÂÒÁÉÎ ÓÃÁÎÓ ÔÏ ÒÕÌÅ ÏÕÔ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÃÁÕÓÅÓ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
symptoms, and I talk to the patient about general health, past medical 
problems, and the ability to perform everyday activities. Then I give 
memory tests, and check language and counting skills. So, a person could 
ÌÉÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÏ× ÈÅȭÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÄÅÌÉÂÅÒÁÔÅÌÙ ÂÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ÌÁÎÇÕÁÇÅ ÁÎÄ 
memory tests, and other tests, I suppose. But why would anybody want ÔÏȩȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȟ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢ "ÙÅȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÏÁȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÅÁÖÅ ÍÅ ÈÁÎÇÉÎÇȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÔÉÅ ÙÏÕ ÕÐ ÁÎÙ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ 
ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔÓ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ .Ï×ȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÂÏÕÔȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÆÁËÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÏÖÅÒÈÅÁÒÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ -ÁÃÙ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÃÙȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÅ ×ÈÏ ÂÒÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÄ -ÁÃÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÅÅÐ 
doing something as long as it takes. And when Macy expressed doubt that 
she could keep it up, my mother assured her that she could, if she really 
cared about meȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÉÎÔÅÒÅÓÔÉÎÇȢ *ÕÓÔ ÈÏ× ÍÕÃÈ does -ÁÃÙ ÃÁÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÏÈÎÎÙȢ 



 

 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÉÎÔȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÉÓ ÆÁËÉÎÇ ÓÏ )ȭÌÌ ÆÅÅÌ ÇÕÉÌÔÙ ÁÎÄ ÃÁÌÌ 
ÏÆÆ ÍÙ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÖÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÐÏÓÔÐÏÎÅÄ ÉÔ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÈÏ× ÓÈÅ ÌÏÖÅÓ ÔÏ 
interfere with my life. Remember how she drove me crazy when we were in 
ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÓÃÈÏÏÌȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÄÏȢ 3Ïȟ ÍÁÙÂÅ ÓÈÅ is ÆÁËÉÎÇȢ "ÕÔ ÈÏ× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÈÁÒÄ ÔÏ ÔÒÉÐ her uÐ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÌÙÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÂÅÄȢ 3Ïȟ )ȭÍ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ 
-ÁÃÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ $ÁÌÌÁÓ :ÏÏ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ'ÅÔ ÈÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ ÃÏÍÆÏÒÔ ÚÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ BÕÄÄÙȟ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÉÔ ×ÏÒËÓȢȱ 

Ȱ-Å ÔÏÏȢȱ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 20 

Greg and Cynthia had remained at the murder scene for nearly an hour, 
watching the police, giving statements and talking to neighbors. So, Greg 
had arrived at the church later than usual, and stayed later, and now he 
×ÁÓ ÉÎ Á ÈÕÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÁÔ *ÁÎÅȭÓ $ÉÎÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ ÁÔ ΫȡΪΪȢ  

But as he rushed down the ÓÉÄÅ×ÁÌË ÔÏ *ÁÎÅȭÓȟ ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÍÁÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÅÆÆÏÒÔ ÔÏ 
look for new bumper stickers. It was an addiction. He could not pass by a 
ÃÁÒ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÃÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÉÔÓ ÂÕÍÐÅÒȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÆÕÎ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÎÅ ÈÅȭÄ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
seen beforeɂlike the one on the car in front of Coreyville Copy Shop. 

If ignorance is bliss, then you must be ecstatic.  

Not very nice, he thought, but it was a new one for his collection. He filed 
it with hundreds of others in his mental database. Not the best use of a 
brain, but they say most people only use 10% anyway. 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ) ÈÅÁÒ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÑÕÉÔÅ Á ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁÎÅ ÁÓ 'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ 
the door. She was standing behind the counter at the soda fountain, filling 
glasses with various soft drinks. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÂÉÔ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÔÈÁt Jane had 
already heard about it. By now, he thought, everybody in town knows. He 
×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÎÔÅÒȢ Ȱ3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÍÙ ÐÉÁÎÏ ÓÔÕÄÅÎÔÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÁÎÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÔ ΰȡέΪ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÊÏÇÇÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁh. Your new health kick. "ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÏÐ ÁÔ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȭÓ 
ÈÏÕÓÅȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÔÉÐÐÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÏÆÆȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔÈÉÎÇȟ ÒÅÁÌÌÙȢ ) ×ÁÓ ÃÏÎÃÅÒÎÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÍÉÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÌÅÓÓÏÎ 
ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÃÁÎÃÅÌȟ ÓÏ ) ÃÁÌÌÅÄ ÈÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ) ÇÏÔ ÎÏ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 
Now I wish )ȭÄ ÇÏÎÅ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ 
ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 9ÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ËÉÌÌÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÒÕÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÓÔÉÌÌ ÆÅÅÌ ÂÁÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÎÏÔ ÃÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÏÏÎÅÒȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÆÒÏÍ ×Èat I hear, she was already dead by noon. So, there was 
notÈÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅȢ $Ï ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÌÅÁÄÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÔÅÌÌ meȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× everything ÔÈÁÔ ÇÏÅÓ ÏÎ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÏ×Îȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÌÙ 
grin. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÒÅÅÔȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÁÎÙ ÈÅÌÐȢ ) 
told the polÉÃÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÂÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÉÎÔÅÒÖÉÅ× ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÏ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȢ .Ï ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ 
×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÓÁÙȢ (ÅȭÓ ÃÒÁÚÙȢȱ 

Ȱ(Å ÄÉÄ ÓÅÅÍ ËÉÎÄÁ offȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ kinda off. Way ÏÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ Á ÎÕÒÓÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÔÏ ÖÉÓÉÔ Nancie Jo on Thursday and that she 
was driving a white car, and somÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÒÄ ȬÅÃÓÔÁÓÙȢȭȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅȩ 4ÈÅ ÇÕÙȭÓ ×ÁÃËÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁÎÅ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ Á×ÁÙ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÁÙ ÏÆ ÓÏÆÔ 
drinks. 

'ÒÅÇ ÍÕÌÌÅÄ ÉÔ ÏÖÅÒȢ ! ÎÕÒÓÅȣ×ÈÉÔÅ ÃÁÒȣÅÃÓÔÁÓÙȣ (Ï× Á×ÆÕÌ ÉÔ ÍÕÓÔ ÂÅ 
living in a fog, never making any sense. Ignorance is bliss, they say. Maybe 
not. Where had he just read that slogan? Oh, yeahɂthe bumper sticker on 
the white car in front of the copy shop.  

If ignorance is bliss, then you must be ecstatic.  

Ecstatic. ECSTASY. The bumper sticker on the white car in front of the 
copy shop! He ran out the door to look at the car.  

But it was gone. 

 
**********   

)Ô ×ÁÓ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ βȡΪΪ 0-ȟ ÁÎÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÌ 
phone began to ring. 

Ȱ) ÍÉÓÓ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 



 

 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ÍÉÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÏȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÅÄÄÉÎÇ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÂÁÃË ÏÎ ÔÒÁÃË 
ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ )Ó -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÂÅÔÔÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌȢ "ÕÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÈÅȭÓ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÙÏÕ ÉÎ ÓÐÉÔÅ ÏÆ ÈÅÒ 
conditÉÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙȩ ) ÔÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÉÍ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ sound ÁÎÙ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ5Èȣ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÃÁÎ ÔÅÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÉÍ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÉÍÅȢ (ÅȭÓ ÍÉÓÓÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ 
ÍÏÒÅ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÄÁÙȢ %ÖÅÎÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÓÔÁÎÄ ÉÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅÇ ÙÏÕ 
ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÁÎÄ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7Ï×Ȣ ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÐÁÔÉÅÎÔȟ 3ÉÓȢ )ȭÌÌ ÔÁÌË ÔÏ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÍÏÒÒÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ "ÙÅ-ÂÙÅȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÐÁÒËÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅ×ÁÙ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÏ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÄÏÏÒȢ  

When she knocked, Jake swung the door open immediately. His eyes 
nearly popped out of his head when he saw her. But it was almost too 
muchɂÌÉËÅ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ 
wearing a dress or a long, stretchy shirt. But she was definitely not wearing 
a bra. 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÉÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ  

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÆÁÎÔÁÓÔÉÃȢȱ 

Yes, you are, thought Jake. 



 

 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔÌÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ3ÉÔ ÄÏ×Î ÁÎÄ )ȭÌÌ 
ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

They sat on the couch. 

Ȱ&ÏÒ our clinical trial I had planned to gather four volun teers. The tricky 
ÐÁÒÔ ×ÁÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓease. So, I got some records 
from the local pharmacy and picked out a few patients. But most people 
×ÉÔÈ ÍÏÄÅÒÁÔÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÖÅÒÅ ÃÁÓÅÓ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÌÉÖÅ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎÌÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÇÏ 
out by themselves.  

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÏÍÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ Á 
caretaker, which could get messy. But then I realized I could just round up 
four older women who ÄÏÎȭÔ have the disease, and make them pretend they 
doȢ 4ÈÅ ×ÈÏÌÅ ÃÌÉÎÉÃÁÌ ÔÒÉÁÌ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓ Á ÆÁÒÃÅ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÔÅÌÌ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙ ÁÎÙ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÓȟ )ȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÙÏÕȢ !ÎÄ ×Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
×ÁÎÔ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Jake had no doubt that Carnie was capable of murder. 

Ȱ-Ù sister, Carsie, is engaged to Dr. Elmo Mobley. They were supposed to 
get married tonight, but he postponed the wedding after he found out his 
ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÁÔ ÄÏÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÌÉÎÉÃÁÌ ÔÒÉÁÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÄÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÉÔȩȱ 

 Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅȟ ÉÆ ) ÃÁÎ ÇÅÔ %ÌÍÏ ÔÏ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÔÒÙ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÈÉÓ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔ 
treatment ideas to find the best one for his mother, then he will have done 
ÁÌÌ ÈÅ ÃÁÎ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÆÅÅÌ ÆÒÅÅ ÔÏ ÍÁÒÒÙ ÍÙ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÏÕÎÄÓ ËÉÎÄÁ ÃÒÁÚÙȢȱ (Å ÒÅÁÌÌy thought it 
sounded absolutely insane. What Carnie was planning was unethical and 
ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÉÌÌÅÇÁÌȢ ! ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔÅÄ ÄÏÃÔÏÒ ÌÉËÅ %ÌÍÏ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÁÌÏÎÇ 
with it ɂeven if he thought it would save his mother. But Jake needed to be 
careful what he said. He ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÁÆÆÏÒÄ ÔÏ ÍÁËÅ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÁÎÇÒÙȢ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÒÏÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ×ÏÒËȢ !ÎÄ ÁÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÉÆ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á 
sure-ÆÉÒÅ ÂÁÃËÕÐ ÐÌÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃËÕÐ ÐÌÁÎȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔȩ )ȭÍ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÂÏÒÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȟ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÕÐȢ 3ÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ 
her back to Jake and bent over. 

(Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÅØÐÅÃÔȢ 

She grabbed the bottom of her dress and pulled it up and over her head as 
she spun back around. She was completely naked. Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÄÏ ÉÔȢȱ 

And they did. Many times and many ways, throughout the night. 

After a couple of hours, Jake began to wonder if there was such a thing as 
murder by sex. He knew he had sold his soul to the devil. But for the time 
ÂÅÉÎÇȟ ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅȢ 

**********   

-ÁÃÙ 'ÏÌÏÎÇ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÌÏÖÅ ÌÉÆÅɂat least, not in the real world. She 
loved vicariously, through her romance novel heroines and her dream-life 
alter ego. If it were not for her job, she might well have been swept away by 
her intense fantasies, never to be seen again in the physical realm.  

A few years back she had purchased Total Dreamcall, writ ten by some 
doctor in Australia according to the internet site. In it, he described a 
technique for recalling dreams in great detail. He claimed that dreams 
could be replayed, as though they were movies. She had learned to focus on 
remembering her dreams immediately upon wakingɂto think of nothing 
else until she had total recall, or as the doctor put it, Total Dreamcall. 

The so-called doctor might have been a quack. But regardless, she had 
become an expert at recalling her dreams. They were quite vivid, and 
included talking and sometimes even background music. So real were her 
dreams and her recollection of them, that they were beginning to 
overshadow her waking life.  

How do we know what we really did, and what really happened to us 
yesterday, for example? We know because we remember it. But what would 
happen if our memory of dreams was the same as our memory of real 
events. How could we tell the difference? We could ask somebody else who 
was there. But what if there was no one to ask? 

3ÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒÅÄ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ 
and slitting his throat. And then going home, taking a shower and going to 



 

 

bed. If your neighbor is alive the next day, you know it was a dream. But, 
×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÈÅȭÓ ÄÅÁÄȩ !ÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÈÉÓ ÔÈÒÏÁÔ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÃÕÔȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÙÏÕ 
only dreamed killing him?  

4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÈÏ× ÒÅÁÌ -ÁÃÙȭÓ ÄÒÅÁÍÓ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÃÏÍÅȢ 

The church had been decorated beautifully. And it looked as though every 
resident of Coreyville was in attendance. The pipe organ was proclaiming the 
glorious entrance of the bride. 

Macy beamed as she walked down the aisle. She noticed Carsie in the crowd, 
ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÒÏÏÍȭÓ ÓÉÄÅȢ 7ÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅȩ -ÁÃÙ ÈÁÄ ×ÏÎ %ÌÍÏȢ #ÁÒÓÉÅ 
had lost, and should not have been at the wedding. But nothing would spoil 
her special day. 

She stood with Elmo proudly before God and man. She glanced at her 
handsome groom. Her dearest dream had finally come true. 

But she started to feel a laser-like burning at the back of her head. She 
whipped around and located the source. It was ȣ(%23%,&Ȣ 4ÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ 
staring at her was HER. But how could that be? 

She blinked and she was looking at Carsie. But they had swapped places. 
Carsie was now in the wedding dress, standing with Elmo. Macy was in the 
congregation, looking at her. 

No! 

She woke up. It took a full five seconds for her to realize it had been a 
dream. 

Sometimes her dreams were no better than real life. 

 



 

 

Chapter 21 

Hadley was a proud man, and rightly so. He had joined the army as a 
teenager and served for five years, including two years in the Korean War. 
Segregation in the armed forces was ended during that war. He had served 
admirably, and left the army as a decorated Sergeant.  

Following his military service, he returned to a segregated society that gave 
ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÒÅÓÐÅÃÔ ÔÏ !ÆÒÉÃÁÎ !ÍÅÒÉÃÁÎÓȢ (Å ÔÏÏË Á ÊÏÂ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÆÏÒ %ÌÍÏȭÓ 
grandfather, Milstead Mobley, as a manservant. The salary was more than 
adequate, but he had planned to look for something better. He dreamed of 
owning an automobile dealership some day. 

But soon, he felt like he was right where he belonged. And when he 
ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȟ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅ ÃÁÍÅ ÏÎ ÓÔÁÆÆ ÁÓ Á ÍÁÉÄȢ 4ÈÅ ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÃÈÉÌÄÒÅÎȟ 
although they tried. But they were never lonely living with the Mobleys. 
They were family.  

And the thing that had kept Hadley there for all those years, even after the 
passing of his dear Eloise, was respect. A mutual respect. Henderson 
Benjamin Hadley placed a high value on respect. So, even at age 77, he 
never had thoughts of leaving. 

These days, Hadley was primarily a cook, but readily accepted any duty 
that was entrusted to him. However, when Dr. Mobley had started to tell 
him about the trip to the Dallas Zoo, he was less than thrilled, though he 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÁÌÌÏ× ÈÉÓ ÆÅÅÌings to show. But then the doctor had surprised him by 
ÓÁÙÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ (ÁÄÌÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÁÃÃÏÍÐÁÎÙ ÔÈÅÍȢ  

Dr. Mobley had suggested that Hadley take the day off and go visit his 
brother. And when he balked, the doctor insisted that he take a fishing 
holiday, and that he was not to come home until Sunday afternoon. Elmo 
knew Hadley loved to fish. 

It was now 6:45 AM. Hadley whistled a tune as he finished arranging the 
clothing and other items in his old tweed suitcase. He turned to the full -
length mirror on the inside of his closet door and checked his attire. Oops. 
He removed the brown fedora and replaced it with his fishing hat.  

(ÉÓ ÂÅÄÒÏÏÍ ×ÁÓ ÕÐÓÔÁÉÒÓȟ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒȢ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÄÏÏÒ ×ÁÓ ÏÐÅÎȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ 
decided to stop by. He took off his hat and looked in. 



 

 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ ,ÁÄÉÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ (ÁÄÌÅÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÂÒÕÓÈÉÎÇ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÈÁÉÒȢ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȟ (ÁÄÌÅÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ Ȱ7ÉÓÈ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓȢȱ 

Ȱ-Å ÔÏÏȟ -ÁȭÁÍȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ $ÒȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÉÎÓÉÓÔÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ ) ÇÏ ÔÏ +ÁÒÎÁÃËȢȱ 

Ȱ4Ï ÓÅÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÒÏÔÈÅÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ !ÎÄ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅ ÆÉÓÈÉÎÇȢȱ (Å ÈÅÌÄ ÏÕÔ ÈÉÓ ÆÉÓÈÉÎÇ ÈÁÔȢ 

Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÏ #ÁÄÄÏ ,ÁËÅ ÉÎ ÙÅÁÒÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

(ÁÄÌÅÙȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÓÐÁÒËÌÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÅØÃÉÔÅÍÅÎÔȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÆÁÂÕÌÏÕÓȢ 7ÅȭÌÌ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ 
whole day out there. And thÅÎ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔ ÆÏÒ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȟ ÉÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ #ÁÔÆÉÓÈ ÁÎÄ 
ÈÕÓÈ ÐÕÐÐÉÅÓ ×Å ÃÁÎ ÅÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÕÎÄÓ ÄÅÌÉÃÉÏÕÓȟ (ÁÄÌÅÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÐÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ -ÁȭÁÍȢ $ÒȢ -obley told me to stay gone until tomorÒÏ× ÁÆÔÅÒÎÏÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙȭÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÆÕÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙ. 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÉÎÔÅÎÄ ÔÏȟ -ÁȭÁÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÁÄÌÅÙ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÂÉÇ ÇÒÉÎȢ 

He walked out of the room and down the stairs to the garage and out the 
back door. Hadley kept his vehicle in the old barn, which was also where 
he worked on the car from time to time. It was a shiny black 1956 Buick 
Roadmaster Riviera with red interior. 

He wÁÓ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ #ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ -ÁÌÉÂÕ missing. She had been parking it in 
the barn the last couple of days. 

Hadley flipped open his cell phone as he drove away from the house. 

Ȱ(ÅÌÌÏȩȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÉÓ (ÏÒÁÔÉÏȭÓ &ÉÓÈ #ÁÍÐȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÁÄÌÅÙȢ 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ "ÅÎȢ 9ÏÕ ÏÎ ÙÏÕÒ ×ÁÙȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÏÒÁÔÉÏȢ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ 3ÉÒȢ !ÎÄ ÔÅÌÌ !ÌÍÁ ÓÈÅȭÄ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÂÅ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÃÏÏË ÕÐ Á ÈÕÇÅ ÍÅÓÓ ÏÆ 
#ÁÔÆÉÓÈ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÄÏ ÓÏÍÅ serious ÆÉÓÈÉÎÇȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ that  ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÈÉÔÃÈÅÄ ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÔȢ 3Ïȟ ÈÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÓ ÆÁÓÔ ÁÓ ) ÃÁÎȢȱ 

Hadley never drove his prized Roadmaster over 50 mph. He changed the 
oil every 2,000 miles and waxed it four times a year. 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÔÅ ÎÏÔÉÃÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÁÄÌÅÙȢ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ× )ȭÍ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÔÈÒÏ× Á ÌÉÎÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁËÅȢ "ÕÔ 
×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ $ÒȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÅ ÄÁÙ ÏÆÆȩȱ 

He rarely had a full day off, and he couldnȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
done ÁÎ ÏÖÅÒÎÉÇÈÔÅÒȢ "ÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄȢ (Å ×ÁÓ ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ Ôhe family, after 
all. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÊÕÓÔ ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙ ÈÅ ÐÌÁÎÎÅÄ ÁÎ ÁÌÌ-day trip to the Dallas Zoo with his 
mother and Macy, and I guess he realized this morning it would be a good 
time for me to get away tooȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÓ ÎÉÃÅ ÏÆ ÈÉÍȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭt want you to drive 
ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÍÅ ÔÏÏȢ )Ô ÓÅÅÍÓ ÌÉËÅ ÅÖÅÒÙÂÏÄÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÉÓ ÁÃÔÉÎÇ ËÉÎÄÁ ÆÕÎÎÙ 
ÌÁÔÅÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ2ÅÁÌÌÙȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ7Å ÊÕÓÔ ÆÏÕÎÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÉÓ ×ÅÅË ÔÈÁÔ -ÒÓȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ,ÏÒÄȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔȭÓ Á×ÆÕÌȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ !ÌÍÁ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/ÎÌÙ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÉÓȟ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÈÁÓ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ $ÒȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÓÅÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ Á ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÉÓÔ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÒÁÎ Á ÂÕÎÃÈ ÏÆ 
tests ÏÎ ÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÃÁÍÅ ÂÁÃË ÐÏÓÉÔÉÖÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÅÅÎ ÈÅÒ ÈÁving any 
ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍÓȢ (ÅÒ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ÓÅÅÍÓ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÓÁÙ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÍÏÒÙ ËÉÎÄÁ ÃÏÍÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÅÓȢ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ×ÈÅÎ 
ÙÏÕ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÇÅÔ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÓÏȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÕÒÒÙ ÕÐ, MÁÎȢ 7ÅȭÒÅ ÂÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÄÁÙÌÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÏÏÎȟ (ÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

**********   

Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ×Å ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ wear old, worn-ÏÕÔ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ÔÏÄÁÙȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ is ÏÌÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÏÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÂÁÄȟ ÉÓ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ×ÅÁÒÉÎÇ makeupȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÅÅȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ1ÕÉÔȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÂÌÕÓÈÅÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÁÎÎÁ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ -Ã$ÏÎÁÌÄȭÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÏÕÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÉÄÎȭÔ ÉÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÇÏÏÄ ÔÏ ÓËÉÐ ÔÈÅ ÒÕÎ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÌÅÅÐ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÌÏÎÇÅÒȩȱ 
he said, as they walked to his car. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȣȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓËÉÐȢ 9ÏÕ ÇÏÔ ÕÐ ÅÁÒÌÙ ÁÎÄ ÒÁÎ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÍÅȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÔȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÍÉÓÓ ÍÙ ÒÕÎȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ËÎÏ×ÎȢ 7ÅÌÌȟ I ÈÁÄ ÎÏ ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍ ÓËÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÑÕÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÏÎ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÄÁÙ ÏÆÆ ÅÖÅÒÙ ÏÎÃÅ ÉÎ Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏ ÐÒÏÕÄ ÏÆ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÏ ÉÔȢ ) ËÎÏ× ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÅÁÓÙȢȱ 

They picked up somÅ ÂÒÅÁËÆÁÓÔ ÓÁÎÄ×ÉÃÈÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÆÆÅÅ ÁÔ -Ã$ÏÎÁÌÄȭÓȟ ÁÎÄ 
headed toward Marshall to pick up the rental truck, load it , and move 
"ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÔÏ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȭÓ ÐÁÐÅÒȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ. 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÐÁÇÅȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÃÌÕÅ ×ÈÏ ÄÉÄ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÓÅÎÓÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÔÁËÅ anyÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×Å ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕÒ ÍÏÍ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȩ %ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌÌÙ ÓÉÎÃÅ ÔÈÅ ÍÕÒÄÅÒ 
ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÓÔÒÅÅÔ ×ÁÓ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÓÏÎÓ ÓÈÅ ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÍÏÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÆÒÅÁË ÏÕÔȢ "ÅÓÉÄÅÓȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÓÈÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏɂcancel 
ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÃË ÁÎÄ ÕÎÐÁÃË ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÂÏØÅÓȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÉÔȭÓ ÔÏÏ ÌÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÃÈÁÎÇÅ ÈÅÒ ÍÉÎÄȢȱ 

It was a mild late-September dayɂperfect for moving. It had been an easy 
decision to put the top down on the Bonneville. There was not a cloud in 
the sky. And the bright sun provided enough heat to compensate for the 
wind blowing through their hair. Not that Greg had much hair. He would 
throw on a baseball cap for the numerous trips between the truck and the 
house. On a day like this, an uncovered, balding head was guaranteed to 
get a sunburn. 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ÆÏÒÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ) ÓÁ× ÙÅÓÔÅÒÄÁÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÃÁÒȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÅÎ ) ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ *ÁÎÅȭÓ ÆÏÒ ÌÕÎÃÈ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÁÓ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ ÃÁÒ ÐÁÒËÅÄ ÉÎ 
front of Coreyville Copy Shop. And it had a bumper sticker that read: 

ȰIf ignorance is bliss, then you must be ecstatic.ȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÖÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÏÎÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ /Ò ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔ ÓÏÍÅ×ÈÅÒÅȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȩ 9ÏÕ ËÎÏ×ɂthe odd guy who 
ÌÉÖÅÓ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÆÒÏÍ .ÁÎÃÉÅ *ÏȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ 7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ(Å ÓÁÉÄ Á ÎÕÒÓÅ ÖÉÓÉÔÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ Á ×ÈÉÔÅ ÃÁÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÏÍething about the word 
ȬÅÃÓÔÁÓÙȢȭȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȣȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȟ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÁÔȢ 

Ȱ%ÃÓÔÁÓÙȢ 3ÏÕÎÄÓ ËÉÎÄÁ ÌÉËÅ Ȭecstatic.ȭ If ignorance is bliss, then you must be 
ecstaticȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ 'ÒÅÇȢ 3ÅÅÍÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÒÁÓÐÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÓÔÒÁ×ÓȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ ÔÈÉÎÇȡ )ȭÖÅ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÅÅÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÕÍÐÅÒ ÓÔÉÃËÅÒ ÂÅÆÏÒÅȢ !ÎÄ 
ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÎÅ× ÉÎ ÔÏ×Îȩ )Ô ÃÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ×ÈÏȭÓ 
lived here forever and just put on a new bumÐÅÒ ÓÔÉÃËÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÏ ÉÔ ×ÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÅÃÓÔÁÓÙȾÅÃÓÔÁÔÉÃ ÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÆÉÒÓÔ ÓÁ× ÉÔȢ 
!ÎÄ ÏÎÃÅ ) ÄÉÄȟ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒ ×ÁÓ ÇÏÎÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÇÏ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅÒÅ 
Monday and ÓÅÅ ÉÆ ) ÃÁÎ ÆÉÎÄ ÏÕÔ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÁÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÔÈÅÙ ÎÏÔÉÃÅÄȩ !ÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÅÙȭÌÌ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ×ÏÒÔÈ Á ÓÈÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÔÒÁÎgerɂwhat good 
×ÉÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÄÏȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÐÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÃÈÅÃË ÏÒ Á Ãredit card. I know it sounds crazy, but 
)ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÕÒÔ ÔÏ ÁÓËȟ ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÔÅÌÌ 
ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÙÅÔȢ .ÏÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÅÙ ÅÍÂÁÒÒÁÓÓÅÄ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÏÆ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÏÓÅ ÐÅÏÐÌÅȢ 4ÈÅÙ 
practically laughed in my face when I suggested they interview the 
ÎÅÉÇÈÂÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ×ÈÏ ËÎÏ×Óȩ -ÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎ ÔÏ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȢ 9ÏÕ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏÌÖÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÃÁÓÅȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÏȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇȩȱ 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 22 

Jake squinted at the clock on his nightstand through blurry eyes. What a 
night! Carnie had nearly killed him with her insa tiable appetite for sex. He 
ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒ ÓÉÄÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÄȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȟ ÈÅ 
thought. No surprise. But then he smelled the irresistible aroma of fresh 
perked coffee. Was she still there? 

He was anxious to find out, but as soon as he stood, he felt the 
overwhelming urge to drain his bladder. He could barely hold it until he 
got the lid up. But when he released, an intense burning sensation nearly 
brought him to his knees. It was a little late to be questioning whether 
Carnie had any diseases.  

He inspected himself. No wonder he was in painɂit looked like somebody 
had taken a couple of pipe wrenches to the thing. But he knew it would 
regenerate. It always did. So, he let go, and the burning began to subside 
after a few seconds.  

Jake walked into the kitchen and saw Carnie sitting at the table, drinking 
coffee and reading the sports section. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ 3ÌÅÅÐÙÈÅÁÄȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÔÏÏË ÏÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÔÁÌË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÏÕÒ ÐÌÁÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÐÌÁÎÓȩȱ (ÏÐÅÆÕÌÌÙ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÅØȟ ÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ (ÅȭÄ ÎÅÅÄ 
a couple of days to recuperate. 

Ȱ4ÈÅ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÉÓ ÅÍÐÔÙ ÔÏÄÁÙȢ .ÏÂÏÄÙ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÏÍÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÌÁÔÅ 
ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅ ÁÓ ÈÅ ÐÏÕÒÅÄ Á ÃÕÐ ÏÆ ÃÏÆÆÅÅȢ 

Ȱ3Ï ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÔÈÅ Ðerfect time to go out and get volunteers for our clinical trial. 
7ÅȭÌÌ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÄÁÒË ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÇÏ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ 7ÁÌ--ÁÒÔ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÂÅ 
ÅÁÓÙ ÔÏ ÒÏÕÎÄ ÕÐ ÆÏÕÒ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÎÇ ÏÎȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ )Æ ) ×ÁÌË ÕÐ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÔÏ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÌÁÄÙ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔ ÁÔ 
night,  ÓÈÅȭÓ ÌÉËÅÌÙ ÔÏ ÓÃÒÅÁÍȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÙ )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÄÏ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÓÍÉÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÅ 
ÐÏÌÉÔÅ ÕÎÔÉÌ ) ÇÅÔ ÃÌÏÓÅ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȢ 4ÈÅÎ )ȭÌÌ ÓÈÏ× ÔÈÅÍ ÔÈÅ ËÎÉÆÅȢ !ÌÌ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ 
ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÄÒÉÖÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÏÌÄ Á ÇÕÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ ÕÎÔÉÌ )ȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÌÌ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÁn. 
4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÅÁÓÙ ÅÎÏÕÇÈȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓȢ 7ÁÉÔȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÖÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙɂ)ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÕÓ Á ÖÁÎȢȱ 

There must be some way out of this, he thought. Think harder, Jake. 

He picked up the main section of the paper and read the headline. 

Elderly woman brutally murdered. 

Then he read the details of how Nancie Jo Gristel had been stabbed to 
death in her own home. And that no valuables were taken. And that the 
ÐÏÌÉÃÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÌÕÅÌÅÓÓ ÁÓ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ËÉÌÌÅÒȭÓ ÍÏÔÉÖÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á×ÆÕÌȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÌÏ×ÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÐÁÐÅÒȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÍÕÒÄÅÒÅÄȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈɂ) ÒÅÁÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÏÒÙȢ 4ÅÒÒÉÂÌÅ ÓÈÁÍÅȢȱ 

*ÁËÅȭÓ ÂÏÄÙ ÆÅÌÔ ÈÅÁÖÉÅÒ ÂÙ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄȟ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÉÓ ÃÈÁÉÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
ÓÏÏÎ ÓÉÎË ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÌÏÏÒȢ (Å ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÁÓËȢ (Å ËÎÅ× 
Carnie had killed the woman. 

**********   

Ȱ$ÉÄ ÔÈÅÙ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÏÖÅ ÕÓȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ 
ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÌÉÖÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍȟ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÎÔÅÌȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ 
she seemed more like a child than a 30 year-old. 

Her grandmother looked up from her crossword puzzle. Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ 
ÄÉÄȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÁÓË ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÈÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÕÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆȣȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÓ ÄÏÎÅȢȱ 



 

 

Sylvia Slitherstone had been babysitting her grandchildren when her son 
and daughter-in-law were killed in a car crash. The girls were both under 
five years old when she became their new mother.  

Their parents knew they were taking a chance every time they went out in 
that old Ford station wagon. The power steering had grown erratic and the 
brakes were weak. Otherwise, they might have been able to avoid the 
dump truck that veered into their lane that rainy night. Sylvia knew that if 
her family had been wealthy, like the Mobleys, her son and daughter-in-
law would still be alive. She was sure of it. 

Ȱ7ÅÒÅ -ÁÍÁ ÁÎÄ $ÁÄÄÙ ÈÁÐÐÙȩ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ɂwere they madly in 
ÌÏÖÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÉÒÌÓȢ 9ȭÁÌÌ ×ÅÒÅ Á 
picture pÅÒÆÅÃÔ ÆÁÍÉÌÙȢȱ 

Carsie turned back to the pictures on the mantel. 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ×Å ×ÅÒÅȟ 'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȢ 7Å ×ÅÒÅ ÐÉÃÔÕÒÅ ÐÅÒÆÅÃÔȢ 7Å ÌÏÏË ÓÏ ÈÁÐÐÙȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÎÏ× ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÃÈÁÎÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÈÁÐÐÉÎÅÓÓ ×ÉÔÈ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÉÆ ÈÅ ÃÁÎ ÅÖÅÒ ÌÅÁÒÎ ÔÏ ÄÅÁÌ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ÆÁÃÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅr is dying. 
"ÕÔ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÔÈÉÎËÓ ÈÅȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÉÓ ÄÅÔÅÒÍÉÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ Ô×Ï ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 3ÈÅ 
ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ÇÅÔÓ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓȢȱ 

#ÁÒÓÉÅ ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȢ Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ does always get 
whaÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÎÔÓȢ (Ï× ÄÏÅÓ ÓÈÅ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÎÅÖÅÒ ÔÁËÅÓ Ȭ.Ïȭ ÆÏÒ ÁÎ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÙ ÓÈÅ ÉÓȢȱ 

Carsie walked over and sat on the sofa, slid her shoes off and stretched her 
ÌÅÇÓ ÏÕÔ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ÃÕÓÈÉÏÎÓȢ 3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÁÆÔÅÒ ×Å ÇÅÔ 
married? How are you going to get the money? Am I going to just write you 
ÁÎÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ Á ÃÈÅÃËȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ "ÕÔ ×Å ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ×ÁÉÔ ÕÎÔÉÌ ÙÏÕȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ Á ÆÅ× 
months to avoid the possibility of an annulment. Then, if Elmo gives you 
any trouble over ÔÈÅ ÍÏÎÅÙȟ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÉÍÐÌÙ ÄÉÖÏÒÃÅ ÈÉÍ ÁÎÄ ÔÁËÅ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÁÌÆȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÄÉÖÏÒÃÅ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌ ÔÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ÃÏÏÐÅÒÁÔÅȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ 
ÓÉÇÎÅÄ Á ÐÒÅÎÕÐȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÓÉÇÎÅÄ anythingȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÏÏÄȢ $ÏÎȭÔȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÒÁÎÄÍÁȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÌÏÖÅ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ× ÙÏÕ ÄÏȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÕÒÔ ÏÕÒ ÍÁÒÒÉÁÇÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ "ÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ ÙÏÕ ÁÇÒÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÆÏÌÌÏ× ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎȢ 7ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ 
ÙÏÕ ÎÅÖÅÒ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÍÅÔ %ÌÍÏ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÐÌÁÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣ "ÕÔ ) ÄÉÄȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÆÅÌÌ ÉÎ ÌÏÖÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ&ÁÌÌÉÎg in love was not ÐÁÒÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÅÌÐ ÉÔȢ (ÅȭÓ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢ !ÎÄ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÌÏÓÅ ÈÉÍȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏȢȱ 

**********  

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÓÔ ÓÐÏÔȟ ÈÕÈȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÁÄÌÅÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÔ ÉÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÏÒÁÔÉÏȢ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×ȟ (ÏÒÒÙȢ 7Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÄ Á ÎÉÂÂÌÅȟ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ 
ÈÅÒÅ ÆÏÒ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ Ô×Ï ÈÏÕÒÓȢȱ 

(ÏÒÁÔÉÏ ÓÁÔ ÕÐ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔȟ ÆÁËÉÎÇ ÁÎ ÁÉÒ ÏÆ ÄÉÇÎÉÔÙȢ Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÄÁÒÅ ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÖÁÌÉÄÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÍÙ #ÁÔÆÉÓÈÅÒÙ ÐÒÏÆÉÃÉÅÎÃÙȩȱ 

(ÁÄÌÅÙ ÔÏÏË ÕÐ ÔÈÅ ÃÈÁÌÌÅÎÇÅȢ Ȱ/Î ÔÈÅ ÃÏÎÔÒÁÒÙȟ 9ÏÕÒ (ÉÇÈness. I would 
ÎÅÖÅÒ ÉÍÐÕÇÎ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÒÁÃÉÔÙ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÁÓÓÅÖÅÒÁÔÉÏÎȢȱ 

(ÏÒÁÔÉÏ ÓÌÕÍÐÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÄÏ×ÎȢ Ȱ) ÇÉÖÅȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÉÎȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÄÉÃÔÉÏÎÁÒÙ ÏÎ 
ÔÈÅ ÂÏÁÔȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ) ÁÌ×ÁÙÓ ×ÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÔÈÅÎȢ (Ï× ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ×ÁÇÅÒȩ 7ÈÏÅÖÅÒ ÃÁÔÃÈÅÓ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÓÔ ÆÉÓÈ ÇÅÔÓ 
to watch while the loser cleÁÎÓ ÁÌÌ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅ ÌÏÓÅÒ ÃÁÎ ÔÁÌË !ÌÍÁ ÉÎÔÏ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÔ ÆÏÒ ÈÉÍȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÓÏÍÅ Á×ÆÕÌÌÙ ÓÍÏÏÔÈ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÏÒÁÔÉÏȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ 
you just might be able to pull it off, Brotherɂif you were thirty years 
ÙÏÕÎÇÅÒȢȱ 

They laughed softly, so as not to scare off the fish. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏ ÍÁÙ ÂÅ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÒÅÏÐÅÎÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÂȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÁÄÌÅÙȢ 

Ȱ5È-ÏÈȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÏÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÅ ÔÏÏË Á ÌÅÁÖÅ ÏÆ ÁÂÓÅÎÃÅ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÉÓ ÍÅÄÉÃÁÌ ÐÒÁÃÔÉÃÅ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ 
ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÔÒÅÁÔÍÅÎÔ ÆÏÒ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÏÎ ÔÈe internet all day long and half the night, trying to 
ÆÉÎÄ ÓÏÍÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÓȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÇÏ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÅØÐÅÒÉÍÅÎÔÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÁÔ )ȭÍ ÔÈÉÎËÉÎÇȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȟ ÈÅȭÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÓÔÏÃËȢ 4ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÎÏ 
ÃÈÅÍÉÃÁÌÓ ÏÒ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÓÕÐÐÌÉÅÓ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ÈÅȭÓ Á ÐÅÄÉÁÔÒÉÃÉÁÎȟ ÎÏÔ Á ÐÈÁÒÍÁÃÉÓÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÏÒÁÔÉÏȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÈÉÓ ÆÁÔÈÅÒȢ -ÏÒÆÏÒÄ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÅÍÅÒÇÅÎÃÙ ÒÏÏÍ ÄÏÃÔÏÒȟ 
ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ .ÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÔÏÐ -ÏÒÆÏÒÄȢ "ÕÔ %ÌÍÏ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ 
other ÒÏÏÍÓȟ ÄÏÅÓ ÈÅȩȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȢ -ÏÒÆÏÒÄ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÉÍ ÔÏ ËÎÏ×ȟ so I never told him. Even 
-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ×Å ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÇÏÔ ÉÔ ÄÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÆÉÎÄÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Horatio.  



 

 

Ȱ-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ×ÁÓ ÏÎ ÖÁÃÁÔÉÏÎ ÉÎ %ÕÒÏÐÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȢ 2ÅÍÅÍÂÅÒȩ !ÎÄ 
%ÌÍÏ ×ÁÓ ×ÏÒËÉÎÇ ÉÎ Á ÃÌÉÎÉÃ ÉÎ $ÁÌÌÁÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ËÎÅ× -ÏÒÆÏÒÄ ×ÁÓ ÂÕÉÌÄÉÎÇ Á ÌÁÂ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ 
know about the rest of it. And she was happy to be away while construction 
×ÁÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÎȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ) ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÁÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ )ȭÍ ËÉÎÄÁ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÎÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÒÅ× ÅÖÅÒ ÌÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔ ÓÌÉÐȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Hadley. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ) handpicked ÔÈÏÓÅ ÍÅÎȟ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÄ Á ÌÏÔ ÏÆ ÆÁÉÔÈ ÉÎ ÔÈÅÍȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÐÁÉÄ ÔÈÅÍ ×ÅÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ÄÉÄȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ -ÏÒÆÏÒÄ ÐÁÉÄ me ×ÅÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅ %ÌÍÏ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÇÅÔ ÔÏÏ ÎÏÓÅÙ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ (ÁÄÌÅÙȢ Ȱ)Æ 
ÈÅ ÆÉÎÄÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÒÏÏÍÓȣȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅ ÓÅÃÒÅÔÓ ÁÒÅ ÂÅÓÔ ËÅÐÔȢȱ 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 23 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ "ÏÎÎÅÖÉÌÌÅȟ ÆÏÌÌÏ×ÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ 
following Greg in the U-Haul. They had loaded the truck with boxes and all 
the furniture Beverly wanted in her bedroom. They also took her dining 
ÔÁÂÌÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÈÁÉÒÓ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ ÍÕÃÈ ÎÉÃÅÒ ÔÈÁÎ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓȢ 4×Ï ÇÁÒÁÇÅ 
sales, one at each house, would allow them to get rid of the excess 
furniture.  

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÌÏÖÅÄ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÃÁÒɂmostly because it made her feel close to him. 
She was sitting where he sat, her hands holding the steering wheel he held 
with his hands. Hands that sometimes, during a long kiss, worked their 
way down her back to embrace her butt. How wonderful it would be to 
wake up next to him every day, and go to bed with him every night. 

(ÅÒ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÕÓÉÖÅȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÓÅÅÎ ÉÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȩ 
3ÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ ÒÅÃÏÇÎÉÚÅ ÁÎ ÁÂÕÓÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÍÅÔ ÈÉÍȩ 
She had been attracted to his big, lean body. The muscles were definitely a 
turn -on. Surely she had sensed danger just beneath the surface. He had 
gone into a rage once when they were dating. But even after he hit her that 
night, she went on with the wedding plans anyway. How foolish. Young 
×ÏÍÅÎ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÓÏ ÎÁāÖÅȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 7Å ÔÈÉÎË ×Å ÃÁÎ ÆÉØ ×ÈÁÔÅÖÅÒȭÓ ×ÒÏÎÇ 
with a guy. 

But she was a little older now, and a lot wiser. With Greg, there was very 
little that needed fixing up. She would help him get in better physical 
shape. But even that was more about his health than his looks. And she 
knew that in the worst case scenario, she could live with him not being in 
ÏÐÔÉÍÁÌ ÓÈÁÐÅȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ËÎÅ× 'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇÓ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÉÎÃÅÒÅ ÁÎÄ 
ÄÅÅÐȢ (Å ÔÒÕÌÙ ÃÁÒÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÅÖÅÒÙ ×ÁÙȢ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÏÍÅ ÇÕÙ Ôrying 
to get into her panties. But he did want inɂoh, did he ever. But not until 
marriage. 

Cynthia wondered if Greg was going to pop the question soon. It seemed 
like he had nearly done it a couple of times already. But with her mother 
moving in, Greg might have put his wedding ideas on the back burner. She 
hoped not. They could make it work. Or, t hey might have to get another 
ÈÏÕÓÅȣ 

**********   

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ Á ÌÏÖÅÌÙ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔȟ ,ÉÌÍÁÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 



 

 

Ȱ-ÏÔÈÅÒȟ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ) ÈÁÔÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÎÁÍÅȢ 0ÌÅÁÓÅ ÃÁÌÌ ÍÅ Ȭ%ÌÍÏ.ȭȱ 

Ȱ,ÉÌÍÁÎ ×ÁÓ ÍÙ ÇÒÁÎÄÆÁÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÎÁÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ Mae to Macy. 

Macy nodded as though this was news to her. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ )ȭÌÌ ÔÒÙɂiÆ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÍÅ Ȭ-ÏÍȢȭȱ 

%ÌÍÏ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÒÅÌÁÔÉÏÎÓÈÉÐ ÈÁÄ ÅÖÅÒ ÂÅÅÎ ȬÎÁÔÕÒÁÌȢȭ 
He must have been close to her as a child. But if so, those childhood 
memories were long forgotten. Ȱ/ËÁÙ ȣ-ÏÍȢ !ÎÄ )ȭÍ ÇÌÁÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔȢȱ  

Elmo had been surprised at how normal his mother had been all day. If she 
×ÁÓ ÆÁËÉÎÇ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÄÉÓÅÁÓÅȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÄÏÉÎÇ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÊÏÂ ÏÆ ÉÔȢ 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÆÁÎÃÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȟ ÆÅÅÌÉÎÇ a bit underdressed in the skirt and blouse 
she had worn all day at the zoo. 

Ȱ6ÅÒÙ ÅØÐÅÎÓÉÖÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȟ ÐÅÒÕÓÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÍÅÎÕȢ 

Ȱ) ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÖÅ ÂÁÎÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÐÌÁÙÉÎÇ ÍÕÓÉÃ ÆÒÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÂÉÇ ÂÁÎÄ ÅÒÁȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Mallie Mae pretended to be reading her menu while she listened carefully 
to the conversation between Macy and Elmo. She had been observing them 
all day. They had clowned around a lot, and at one point, were throwing 
food at the monkeysɂuntil a zookeeper made them stop. She had never 
seen Elmo act so childishly. It was refreshing.  

After several hours of watching them interact, she had a revelationɂMacy 
was the perfect match for Elmo. She had proved to be loyal and 
ÔÒÕÓÔ×ÏÒÔÈÙȢ !ÎÄ %ÌÍÏ ×ÁÓ ÏÂÖÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒȟ ÁÌÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭt 
seem to know it. 

Ȱ) ÌÏÖÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÓÏÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȢ )ȭÍ 'ÅÔÔÉÎÇ 3ÅÎÔÉÍÅÎÔÁÌ /ÖÅÒ 9ÏÕȢ )Ô ×ÁÓ 4ÏÍÍÙ $ÏÒÓÅÙȭÓ ÔÈÅÍÅ 
ÓÏÎÇȢȱ 



 

 

Oh children, Mallie Mae thoughtɂif you only knew how much the words 
of that song apply to you. Lilman had no business marrying Carsie. His eyes 
sparkled when he looked at Macy.  

/ÎÃÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÄ ÏÒÄÅÒÅÄȟ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ,ÉÌÍÁÎȩ ) ÍÅÁÎȟ %ÌÍÏȢ 
!ÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÁÓË ÔÈÉÓ ÂÅÁÕÔÉÆÕÌ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÌÁÄÙ ÔÏ ÄÁÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Macy was caught off guard by Mallie MaÅȭÓ ÓÕÇÇÅÓÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÏËÅÄ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 
embarrassed. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÓÕÒÅȢ -ÁÃÙȩȱ (Å ÓÔÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÅØÔÅÎÄÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ-ÁÙ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÉÓ 
ÄÁÎÃÅȩȱ 

Macy looked at Mallie Mae. 

Ȱ'Ï ÏÎȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÁÎÄ ÔÏÏË %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÈe dance floor. But 
her elation turned to disappointment when the song ended before they 
ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÖÅÎ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÄÁÎÃÉÎÇȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏÖÅÒȢȱ  

She turned to walk back to the table, but Elmo was still holding her hand. 
And he was not moving. She looked back at him. 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÇÉÖÅ ÕÐ ÓÏ ÅÁÓÉÌÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȟ ÉÎ Á Ó×ÅÅÔȟ ÐÌÁÙÆÕÌ ÖÏÉÃÅȢ 

The orchestra started playing another tune. 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅ ×Å ÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Macy smiled at him. It was an uncensored smile, and she wondered if she 
had just given away the long-held secret of her heart.  

And in that moment, Elmo finally realized her deepest feelings for him. He 
wondered how he had missed it all those years. He had always repressed 
his desire for her. After all, at 37, she was 19 years younger than Elmo. He 
was just too old for her. But that reasoning no longer rang true, since he 
was now engaged to a 30-year-old. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ this ÓÏÎÇȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ -ÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ,ÏÖÅȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÇÁÚÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÅÙÅÓ ÁÓ ÔÈÏÕÇÈ ÈÅ ÈÁÄ 
never seen them before. 



 

 

Macy was so afraid she would wake up. What if it was just another dream? 
Ȱ)ȭÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÏÄ ÆÏÒ ÌÏÖÅ tooȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Elmo smiled as he took her in his arms ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÄÁÎÃÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ 
ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÕÈȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÓÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÄÉÚÚÙȢ 

He stopped dancing, leaned over and spoke softly iÎÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÅÁÒȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
Mood for Love ÉÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÓÏÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ )ȭÍ ÎÏÔȢȱ (Å ËÉÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÌÉÇÈÔÌÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÏÒÅhead. The 
ÅÌÅÃÔÒÉÃÉÔÙ ÈÅ ÆÅÌÔ ÂÅÔ×ÅÅÎ ÈÉÓ ÌÉÐÓ ÁÎÄ -ÁÃÙȭÓ ×ÁÒÍ ÓËÉÎ ×ÁÓ ÓÏ 
magnificent he was caught by surprise, then by guilt. He had a fiancée.  

-ÁÃÙȭÓ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÂÏÄÙ ÓÕÒÇÅÄ ×ÉÔÈ ÅÍÏÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÆÁÉÎÔÅÄȢ 

Mallie Mae delighted in watching them on the dance floor. When the song 
was over, they returned to the table, talking and grinning.  

Ȱ9ȭÁÌÌ ÍÁËÅ Á ÈÁÎÄÓÏÍÅ ÃÏÕÐÌÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȟ beaming at them. 

-ÁÃÙ ÁÎÄ %ÌÍÏ ×ÅÒÅ ÁÍÁÚÅÄ ÂÙ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÓÔÁÍÐ ÏÆ ÁÐÐÒÏÖÁÌȢ 4ÈÅÙ ×ÅÒÅ 
ÓÔÉÌÌ ÓÍÉÌÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÈÅÎ %ÌÍÏȭÓ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÒÁÎÇȢ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÉÇÎÏÒÅ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

%ÌÍÏ ÇÌÁÎÃÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÐÈÏÎÅ ÄÉÓÐÌÁÙ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ #ÁÒÓÉÅȢȱ 

-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅ ×ÁÓ ÐÅÒÔÕÒÂÅÄ ÂÙ #ÁÒÓÉÅȭÓ ÔÉÍÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÉÎÇÓ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÓÏ 
well. 

Ȱ(Éȟ #ÁÒÓÉÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ Ȱȣ.Ïȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÅÁÔ ÄÉÎÎÅÒȢ 4ÈÅÎ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÅÁÄ 
ÈÏÍÅȣ/ËÁÙȟ "ÁÂÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÃÁÌÌ ÙÏÕ ×ÈÅÎ ×Å ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅȣ9ÏÕ ÔÏÏȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏ ÔÏ -ÁÃÙ Ánd his mother. 

Then he and Macy noticed that something was wrong with Mallie Mae. 

Ȱ-ÏÍȟ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 



 

 

Ȱ-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ  

-ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÌÏÏË ÏÆ ÃÏÎÆÕÓÉÏÎ ÍÏÒÐÈÅÄ ÉÎÔÏ ÆÅÁÒȢ Ȱ)ȣ)ȣ×ÅÔȣȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Macy lifted the table cloth and looked underneath. Liquid was dripping off 
ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅÓ ÏÆ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÃÈÁÉÒȟ ÑÕÉÃËÌÙ ÆÏÒÍÉÎÇ ÓÅÖÅÒÁÌ ÓÐÏÔÓ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÃÁÒÐÅÔȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÔÁËÅ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ ÒÏÏÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ ÈÅÌÐȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÔÈÁÎËÓȢ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÃÁÎ ÄÏ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎ ÔÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢȱ 3ÈÅ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÓÏÂȢ 

-ÁÃÙ ÈÅÌÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÆÅÅÔȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ )ȭÍ ÈÅÒÅ ÔÏ ÔÁËÅ ÃÁÒÅ ÏÆ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Elmo watched as Macy walked his mother toward the restroom. She was 
ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÐÕÒÓÅ ÂÅÈÉÎÄ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÁÌËÅÄȟ ÁÔÔÅÍÐÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÉÄÅ 
the large wet spot on the back of her dress.  

The ladies room was empty. 

Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ 9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ) ×ÅÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÏÎ ÐÕÒÐÏÓÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÁÆÔÅÒ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÃÁÌÌÅÄȟ ÓÏ ) ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄɂȱ 

Ȱɂhey, you know I dÏÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÈÅÒ ÁÓ Á ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ-in-law, but I would never 
purposely humiliate myself in a crowded restauÒÁÎÔȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ 7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩ $ÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÐÅÅÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈÏÕÔ ËÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÉÔȩȱ 
said Macy. 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣ ) ×ÁÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÉÔÔÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÒÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ) ÆÅÌÔ ×ÅÔȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ 
ÅÖÅÎ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÄÏÉÎÇ ÉÔȢȱ 

0ÏÏÒ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȟ -ÁÃÙ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ 3ÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÆÁËÅÄ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓ ÔÏ ÍÁÎÉÐÕÌÁÔÅ 
her son. Now, maybe she really did have it.  



 

 

Chapter 24 

&ÒÅÄÄÙȭÓ &ÅÎÄÅÒÓ ×ÁÓ Á ÓÍÁÌÌ ÕÓÅÄ ÃÁÒ ÄÅÁÌÅÒÓÈÉÐȟ ÌÏÃÁÔÅÄ ÌÅÓÓ ÔÈÁÎ Á ÍÉÌÅ 
from *ÁËÅȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÌÅÆÔ ÈÅÒ ÃÁÒ ÁÔ *ÁËÅȭÓ while she went down to give 
&ÒÅÄÄÙ ÓÏÍÅ ÂÕÓÉÎÅÓÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ Á ÆÌÁÓÈÌÉÇÈÔ, thanks to the 
moonlight.  

She was dressed in a cute little exercise outfit. She figured a sexy 29-year-
old seen on the streets of Coreyville after dark might arouse suspicion. But 
not if Miss Sexy was jogging. Some wives miÇÈÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅÉÒ ÈÕÓÂÁÎÄÓȭ 
eyes back in their sockÅÔÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔȢ 

The sticks in her hands were not really sticks. They were poster tubesɂone 
of which contained a large screwdriver. The ring of auto jiggler keys was in 
her pocket. 

The tiny portable office building had not been portable in years. It had a 
small office, a bathroom and a little storage room. Once you were in 
&ÒÅÄÄÙȭÓ ÏÆÆÉÃÅ ÁÎÄ ÈÅȭÄ Çet between you and the door, ÙÏÕȭÄ ÂÅ ÈÁÒÄ 
pressed to escape without buying one of his junky cars.  

! ÌÁÍÐ ÉÌÌÕÍÉÎÁÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÅÓË ÁÎÄ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅÌÓÅȟ ÁÎÄ Á Ȭ#ÌÏÓÅÄȭ ÓÉÇÎ ÈÕÎÇ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ 
×ÉÎÄÏ×Ȣ -ÏÓÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÖÅÈÉÃÌÅÓ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÆÒÏÎÔ ÌÏÔ ÈÁÄ ȬΗίΪΪ ÄÏ×Îȭ ÓÃÒÉÂÂÌÅÄ 
across their sad faces. They seemed to sense they were past their primeɂ
shined up to look their best despite their age. But Carnie had no interest in 
them. It was the dark blue full-size van that had caught her eye earlier in 
the day. 

This is just too easy, she thought, as she reached into her pocket for the 
ÊÉÇÇÌÅÒ ËÅÙÓȢ 4ÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ËÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÏÒËȢ .ÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÄÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÅÃÏÎÄȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ 
around to make sure there was still nobody watching. She tried several 
more. Key number six was the winner. She opened the door. Now she 
would use the screwdriver to pop the ignition and then work a little magic 
×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÅ ×ÉÒÉÎÇ ÁÎÄȣ 

Ȱ(ÏÌÄ ÉÔ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ Á ÒÕÍÂÌÙ ÌÏ×-pitched voice. 

She turned around and saw Freddy himselfɂall 363 pounds worth, 
pointing a pistol at her. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ my ÖÁÎȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ.Ïȟ -ÉÓÓÙȟ ÔÈÉÓ ÉÓ my ÖÁÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ &ÒÅÄÄÙȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÁÒÅ ÏÎ my property, 
ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÉÎÔÏ ÍÙ ÖÁÎȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÃÒÙȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢ 7ÈÅÎ ) ÂÒÏËÅ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ 
Billy, he stole my van. I reported ÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÏÌÉÃÅȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅÙ ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÄÏÎÅ Á 
thing to find it. So , I started searching all over HallsvilleɂÔÈÁÔȭÓ ×ÈÅÒÅ ) 
live. Then I looked in Marshall and Longview tooȢ -Ù ÓÉÓÔÅÒȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ 
ÍÅ ÁÌÌ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÐÌÁÃÅ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÅÒÅ is your ÓÉÓÔÅÒȩȱ &ÒÅÄÄÙ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÌÅÆÔȢ ) ÔÏÌÄ ÈÅÒ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ ) ÆÏÕÎÄ ÍÙ ÖÁÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÃÁÒÅ ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÖÁÎ ÂÅÌÏÎÇÓ ÔÏ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÅ 
ÐÁÐÅÒ×ÏÒË ÔÏ ÐÒÏÖÅ ÉÔȢ )ȭÍ ÃÁÌÌÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÐÓȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟ &ÒÅÄÄÙȢ 9ÏÕ are FreÄÄÙȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÅÓÓ ×ÉÔÈ &ÒÅÄÄÙ ÏÒ ÈÉÓ ÃÁÒÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÓ ÈÅ 
flipped open his cell phone. 

Carnie walked toward him. 

Ȱ3ÔÁÙ ÂÁÃËȢȱ (Å ÐÏÉÎÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄȢ 

She ignored his warning and moved in closer and placed her hand on his 
chest and began to rub it lightly and gaze into his eyes. Ȱ.Ï× &ÒÅÄÄÙȟ )ȭÍ 
ÓÕÒÅ ×Å ÃÁÎ ×ÏÒË ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÉÎÇȩȱ &ÒÅÄÄÙ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÓÉÎÇ ÆÏÃÕÓȢ (Å ÍÕÓÔ ÃÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÐÓȟ ÈÅ 
thought.  

Then she put her arms around his huge body. She still had a poster tube in 
her left hand. 

Freddy was in a daze. When was the last time an incredibly sexy young 
woman put her arms around him and pressed her smoking hot body into 
ÈÉÓȩ .ÅÖÅÒȢ 7ÁÓ ÈÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÈÉÓ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅȩ (Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÅÒÅ 
was the gun? His hands were numb. But his arms were around her exposed 
midriff. He loved the feel of her smooth, tight skin.  



 

 

Carnie removed the cap from the poster tube behind his back and pulled 
out the large screwdriver. She rubbed her breasts from side to side across 
ÈÉÓ ÃÈÅÓÔ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÉÍÅÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ(Ï×ȭÓ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÅÅÌȟ "ÁÂÙȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ ÎÏ×ȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ) ×ÏÎÄÅÒ ×ÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÐÐÅÎ ÉÆ ) ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÄÏ×Î ÉÎÔÏ ÙÏÕÒ ÐÁÎÔÓȩȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ 
ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ ÂÁÃË Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅȢȱ 

&ÒÅÄÄÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÁËȢ (Å ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÔ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍÓ ÆÁÌÌ ÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÓÉÄÅÓ Ás she pulled away. 
Do whatever you want, Baby, he thought. 

Carnie threw her right hand into the air.  

By the time he looked up and saw the shiny, sharp object in her hand, it 
was too late to raise the gun or even step back. He was a dead man, and he 
knew it . 

She thrust the screwdriver deep into his chest. She expected him to fall 
ÄÏ×Îȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔȢ &ÏÒ Á ÍÏÍÅÎÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅ ÈÁÄ ÈÉÔ ÔÈÅ ÍÁÒËȢ 
He just stood there, dazed. Then he began to raise the gun. 

She jumped toward him and grabbed the arm with the gun and tried to 
wrench it from his hand. But he twisted the pistol more and more toward 
her. 

Ȱ$ÉÅȟ ÙÏÕ ÆÁÔ ÂÕÔÔȦȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÒÉÐÐÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÆÉÎÇÅÒÎÁÉÌÓ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ 

But her words made him stronger, more determined to kill her. Just a 
couple more inches over and he would blow a hole in her heartɂif she 
even had one. 

Carnie realized she was losing the battle. She could not overpower this bull 
of a man. She swung her right leg back like in high school. She had been 
captain of the soccer team. This one is for the win, she thought. She threw 
her leg forward with all her strength, and plunged her shoe up into his 
crotch. It was a kick that would have rocketed the ball way beyond the 
length of the field. 

Freddy dropped the gun and his cell phone and rolled to the ground in 
excruciating pain. He was still breathing and moaning when she yanked 
the screwdriver out of his chest. The blood began to gush. He would be 
gone in a few seconds, she thought. Nobody would find the corpse until 



 

 

morning. She used his shirt to wipe off the screwdriver. Then she picked up 
the pistol. Too easy for the cops to get fingerprints off of it, she thought. 

She climbed into the van, popped the ignition, started the engine, and 
ÄÒÏÖÅ ÔÏ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÈÏÕÓÅȢ 

When she pulled into the driveway, Jake walked out to the van. Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÄ 
you ÇÅÔ ÔÈÉÓ ÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ&ÒÏÍ Á ÂÕÄÄÙȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ! ÂÕÄÄÙȩȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÈÅ was a buddyɂfor about a mÉÎÕÔÅȢ .Ï× ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔȢ 'ÅÔ ÉÎȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ *ÕÓÔ Á ÍÉÎÕÔÅɂ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÕÒÎ ÏÆÆ ÓÏÍÅ ÌÉÇÈÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÌÏÃË ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢȱ 

Ȱ'ÅÔ ÉÎ ÎÏ×Ȧȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

JÁËÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÓÓÅÎÇÅÒȭÓ ÓÉÄÅ ÁÎÄ ÇÏÔ ÉÎȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÉÎËÓȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÍÅÌÌÓ ÌÉËÅ ÙÏÕÒ buddy ÕÓÅÄ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÈÁÕÌ ÄÅÁÄ ÆÉÓÈȢȱ 

Ȱ-Ù ÂÕÄÄÙ is Á ÄÅÁÄ ÆÉÓÈȢȱ 

*ÁËÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȟ ÓÏ ÈÅ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐȢ 

Carnie pulled into the Wal -Mart parking lot.  

Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÈÏ× ÁÒÅ ×Å ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÉÃË ÕÐ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á 
ÇÕÁÒÄ ÄÒÉÖÉÎÇ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÇÕÙ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÅÌÅÃÔÒÉÃ ÇÏÌÆ ÃÁÒÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ (Å ÍÁÙ ÂÅ ÏÌÄȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÈÁÖÅ Á gun, but all he 
ÈÁÓ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÉÓ ÄÉÁÌ γΫΫ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÉÎ ÂÉÇ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ Á ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢȱ #ÁÒÎÉÅ parked the van. 



 

 

Ȱ(ÅÒÅ ÈÅ ÃÏÍÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÁÔÃÈ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÓÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÓÔÅÐÐÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎȢ 

She waved to the guard as he approached.  

He saw her, and drove to where she was standing. Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ÎÅÅÄ help, 
-ÁȭÁÍȩ $ÅÁÄ ÂÁÔÔÅÒÙȩ &ÌÁÔ ÔÉÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ )ȭÍ ÆÉÎÅȟ ÔÈÁÎË ÙÏÕȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÙÏÕ )ȭÍ ÍÅÅÔing both of my 
grandmothers here and taking them out for a fancy dinner. They think 
ÔÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅ ÐÉÃË ÏÕt some material for drapes. In fact, 
ÎÅÉÔÈÅÒ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍ ËÎÏ×Ó ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÓÅÅȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÈÏÐÅ ÔÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ "ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÅȭÒÅ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÏÔ ÓÕÐposed to do that. 
9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÁÒË ÈÅÒÅ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÈÏÐÐÉÎÇ ÁÔ 7ÁÌ--ÁÒÔȢȱ 

4ÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×ÏÒÒÙȢ )ÔȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÏÕÒ ÌÉÔÔÌÅ 
ÓÅÃÒÅÔȢȱ (Å ×ÉÎËÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢ 4ÈÁÎËÓ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ï ÐÒÏÂÌÅÍȢ (ÁÖÅ Á ÎÉÃÅ ÔÉÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÒÁÎÄÍÏÔÈÅÒÓȢȱ (Å ÄÒÏÖÅ Á×ÁÙȢ 

**********   

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇȭÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÕÃËȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÇÁÒÁÇÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÔÏ ÈÅÒ ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒȢ Ȱ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÒÅÁÌÉÚÅ ) 
ÈÁÄ ÓÏ ÍÕÃÈ ÓÔÕÆÆȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȟ -ÏÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÍÉÎÄ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÃÁÒ ÏÕÔÓÉÄÅ ÆÏÒ 
a while.ȱ 

Ȱ9ȭÁÌÌ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÈÕÎÇÒÙȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ) ÃÏÕÌÄ ÅÁÔ Á ÈÏÒÓÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÉÎ ÍÉÎÄȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÔÏ 'ÒÅÇȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÐÒÅÔÔÙ 
ÇÒÕÎÇÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÎË )ȭÄ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÔÏ ÅÁÔȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ×Å ÏÒÄÅÒ ÐÉÚÚÁȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

They agreed on a large pepperoni, and Greg pulled out his cell phone and 
walked out of the room to call in their order.  

Ȱ(ÏÎÅÙȟ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÍÉÎÄ ÈÅÌÐÉÎÇ ÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÙ ÈÁÉÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÍÏÒÎÉÎÇȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Beverly.  

Ȱ3ÕÒÅȟ -ÏÍȢȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÎÔ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÆÉØ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÎÉÃÅ ÆÏÒ ÃÈÕÒÃÈȢ 3Ïȟ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ×ÁÓÈ ÉÔ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢ 
WÈÅÎ ×Å ÆÉÎÉÓÈ ÅÁÔÉÎÇ )ȭÌÌ ÒÕÎ ÄÏ×Î ÔÏ 7ÁÌ-Mart and get some more of my 
ÓÈÁÍÐÏÏȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢ ) ÈÁÖÅ ÓÈÁÍÐÏÏȢȱ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ (ÏÎÅÙȟ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÓÐÅÃÉÁÌ ÂÒÁÎÄ ) ÕÓÅȢ )ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÏÎÌÙ ËÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÒËÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ 
ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢȱ 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȢ )ȭÌÌ ÇÏ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÓÉÌÌÙȢ 9ÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÇÒÕÎÇÙ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÈÁÔÅ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÏÕÔ ÁÌÏÎÅ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔɂȰ 

Ȱɂnow wait a second. If I had known you were going to treat me like a 
ÃÈÉÌÄ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÍÏÖÅÄ ÉÎ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȟ ) ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÉÎ -ÁÒÓÈÁÌÌȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÆÉÎÅȢ 'Ï ÂÙ ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÌÉËÅ ÉÔȟȱ said Beverly. 

They both smiled. This living together thing would take some work, but 
they knew they could do it. 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 25 

Ȱ$ÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÆÏÒÇÅÔ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÉÎÇÓ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ 7ÅȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÅÖÅÒÙÔÈÉÎÇ ×Å ÎÅÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

They were sitting in the stolen van at Wal -Mart, waiting for their first 
victim.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ËÎÉÆÅȩ 9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÕÓÅ ÉÔ ÔÏ ÓÃÁÒÅ ÔÈÅÍ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ 
them get in the van? And you forgot the gun. I was supposed to point it at 
them to keep them quiet. We better go back. We can do this some other 
ÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÌÏÖÅ ÂÏØȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Jake twisted the latch and opened the glove box, and a light came on 
inside. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ÁÉÎȭÔ ÔÈÉÓ my ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒȩȱ 

(Å ÅØÁÍÉÎÅÄ ÉÔȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÉÓ ÒÅÄ ÓÔÕÆÆ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÁÎÄÌÅȩ "ÌÏÏÄȩ $ÏÎȭÔ ÔÅÌÌ Íe 
ÙÏÕ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÏÌÅ ÔÈÉÓ ÖÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ/Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅ ÎÏÔȢ 4ÈÁÔȭÓ ÐÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ ÒÅÄ ÐÁÉÎÔȢ 1ÕÉÔ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÓÏ ÆÒÅÁËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÎÏÔÈÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÔÈÉÓ ÁÉÎȭÔ your ÇÕÎȟ ÉÓ ÉÔȩ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ ) ÇÏÔ ÍÙÓÅÌÆ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÉÓ ÍÅÓÓȢȱ 

Carnie grabbed his shirt collar and got in ÈÉÓ ÆÁÃÅȢ Ȱ$Ï ÙÏÕ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ 
ÐÒÉÓÏÎȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÕÔ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ ÓÅÔÔÌÅ ÄÏ×ÎȢ /ÔÈÅÒ×ÉÓÅ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÇÅÔ ÃÁÕÇÈÔȢȱ 

She grabbed the two weapons and handed the gun to Jake. 

(Å ÓÔÕÄÉÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ Á ÆÅ× ÓÅÃÏÎÄÓȟ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÓÏ ÓÍÁÒÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎ ÂÙ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÇÁÖÅ me the gun, and yoÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ Á ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÁÔȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÍÅȩ 9ÏÕ ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÍÅȩ 
7ÅÌÌȟ ÇÏ ÁÈÅÁÄȢ )Æ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÄÏ ÉÔȟ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÎÏ×ȟ *ÁËÅȦȱ 

*ÁËÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔ ÓÅÒÉÏÕÓÌÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÈÏÏÔÉÎÇ ÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÕÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒȢ 
(Å ×ÁÓÎȭÔ Á ËÉÌÌÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÏÎÅ ÐÅÒÓÏÎ ÈÅ did kill was by accidentɂÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ 
murder. 

Ȱ$Ï ÉÔȟ *ÁËÅȦ 'Ï ÁÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ËÉÌÌ ÍÅȦȱ  

3ÈÅ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÌÁÍÐÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÁÎÄÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȟ ÆÏrcing him to 
ÐÏÉÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ ÄÉÒÅÃÔÌÙ ÁÔ ÈÅÒ ÃÈÅÓÔȢ 4ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ÌÁÔÃÈÅÄ ÏÎÔÏ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒ 
finger with both of her thumbs and began to squeeze. 

Ȱ.ÏȦ 3ÔÏÐȦȱ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÈÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÓÔÏÐ 
her from making him pull the trigger.  

The gun clicked. 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÌÁÕÇÈÉÎÇ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅÄ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÈÁÎÄȢ Ȱ9ÏÕ ÆÏÏÌɂyou think I 
×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ËÉÌÌ ÍÙÓÅÌÆȩȱ 

Ȱ$ÏÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÔÏ ÍÅȦ !ÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄ ÙÏÕ ÕÎÌÏÁÄ ÉÔȩȱ 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ *ÁËÅȟ ×ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕ 
accidentally shot ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅÍȩ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
ÐÒÉÓÏÎ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÈÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÒÕÎȢ (Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÆÅÅÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÌÅÔÈÁÌ ÉÎÊÅÃÔÉÏÎȩȱ 

The look of fear on his face gave the answer. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÓÏ ) ×ÉÌÌ ÅÓÃÏÒÔ ÅÁÃÈ ÌÁÄÙ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÖÁÎȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÐÏÉÎÔ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎ ÁÔ 
them to keeÐ ÔÈÅÍ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÍÁËÅ ÓÕÒÅ ÔÈÅÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÔÒÙ ÔÏ ÅÓÃÁÐÅȢ !ÎÙ 
ÑÕÅÓÔÉÏÎÓȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÔÏÒÅ ÔÏ ÓÅÅ ×ÈÏ ×ÁÓ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ÏÕÔȢ Ȱ,ÏÏËȟ *ÁËÅȢ 3ÅÅ 
ÔÈÁÔ ÏÌÄ ×ÏÍÁÎ ×ÁÌËÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÂÙ ÈÅÒÓÅÌÆȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ Á ÆÉÎÅ ÃÁÎÄÉÄÁÔÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÇÏÔ ÏÕt of the van and 
put the screwdriver in her left hand upside down to conceal the blade 
behind her arm. 



 

 

The woman was carrying two plastic bags in her left hand, and was holding 
her keys in her right hand. Carnie wondered where her purse was. Maybe 
she had ÈÅÒ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÌÉÃÅÎÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÃÒÅÄÉÔ ÃÁÒÄ ÉÎ Á ÐÏÃËÅÔȢ 

Ȱ-ÁȭÁÍȟ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ ÂÅ ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌ ÏÕÔ ÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ ÆÅÅÔ 
away. 

The woman seemed confused. 

!Ô Á ÄÉÓÔÁÎÃÅ ÏÆ ÆÉÖÅ ÆÅÅÔȟ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ"Å ÃÁÒÅÆÕÌȢ 4ÈÅ ÇÕÁÒÄ ÔÏÌÄ ÍÅ 
somebody reported a purse ÓÎÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ ÔÏÎÉÇÈÔȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÇÕÁÒÄȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÇÕÙ ×ÈÏ ÒÉÄÅÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÌÆ ÃÁÒÔȢȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄ ÈÅÒÅȩ 4ÏÎÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Carnie was standing two feet from the woman. 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ ) ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ ÂÒÉÎÇ ÍÙ ÐÕÒÓÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȢȱ 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÌÁÕÇÈÅÄȢ Ȱ3Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÏÕÔÓÍÁÒÔÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÙȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ) ÄÉÄȢȱ 4ÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÍÉÌÅÄȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅȩȱ 

Ȱ(ÁÒÒÉÅÔȢȱ 

Carnie put her hands behind her and transferred the screwdriver to her 
right hand. Then she put her left arm around Harriet.  

Ȱ(ÁÒÒÉÅÔȟ ) ÈÁÖÅ Á ÆÁÖÏÒ ÔÏ ÁÓËȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÔÏ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅȟ ÁÎÄ ÎÏÔ ÍÁËÅ Á ÓÏÕÎÄȟ ÏËÁÙȩȱ 

Ȱ/ÈȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ ÂÕÔ ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÅÔ ÈÏÍÅȢȱ 

Carnie whipped out the large screwdriver. 



 

 

Harriet gasped. 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÁÃÔ ÎÏÒÍÁÌ ÁÎÄ ÄÏ ÅØÁÃÔÌÙ ÁÓ ) ÓÁÙȢȱ 

Carnie walked her to the van, opened the sliding door, and told her to get 
in the back seat. 

Harriet flinched when she saw the big man in the front seat pointing the 
gun at her. 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÃÌÏÓÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÄÒÉÖÅÒȭÓ ÓÉÄÅȢ "ÅÆÏÒÅ ÓÈÅ 
opened the door, she checked for another target. She spotted a woman 
×ÈÏ ÁÐÐÅÁÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅ ÉÎ ÈÅÒ βΪȭÓ ×ÁÌËing out. She had a purse on her left 
ÁÒÍȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏ ÂÁÇÓȢ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÉÎÄ ×ÈÁÔ ÓÈÅ 
wanted. But if she was looking for a large, sharp screwdriver, Carnie would 
be happy to fix her up. She started walking toward the woman. 

7ÈÅÎ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÓ Ô×ÅÎÔÙ ÆÅÅÔ Á×ÁÙȟ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÙÅÌÌÅÄȟ Ȱ(ÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȢȱ 

Was ÓÈÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÍÅȩ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÅÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 3ÕÒÅȟ )ȭÌÌ ÈÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȟ ÌÁÄÙȢ "ÕÔ ÔÈÅÎ 
Carnie saw the old man with the shopping basket. 

Ȱ)ȭÌÌ ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅ ×ÈÅÎ ) ÇÅÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȟȱ ÙÅÌÌÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȢ 

Carnie walked past the woman, thinking she might try to take her and her 
husband. When she passed the old man, he winked at her. The tight 
jogging suit showed off every inch of her curvaceous body. The old man 
turned his head as he walked to get a view of the back side. He crashed his 
shopping cart into a parked car. 

Ȱ*ÉÍȟ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÄ ×ÁÔÃÈ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȟ ȰÉÎÓÔÅÁÄ ÏÆ ×ÁÔÃÈÉÎÇ 
ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÂÕÔÔɂȰ 

Ȱɂ(ÅÙȟ )ȭÍ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇɂ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÂÕÙÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ) ËÎÏ× thatɂÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÏ ÃÈÅÁÐ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÁÎÙ ÍÏÎÅÙ ÏÎ ÉÔȢȱ 

Did they honestly think she was for sale? Carnie wondered. Maybe she 
would go stab a couple of old farts just for the fun of it. She made a U-turn 
ÁÎÄ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÐÁÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÕÐÌÅȟ ×ÈÏ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÔÉÌÌ ÂÉÃËÅÒÉÎÇȢ 4ÈÅÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÅÖÅÎ see 
her this time. 

**********  



 

 

Ȱ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÌÏÎÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒȢ 

Cynthia and Greg were still sitting on the couch, finishing up their pizza. 

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÈÅ ÇÏÉÎÇȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ7ÁÌ--ÁÒÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÓÈÁÍÐÏÏȟ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÕÓÅ the kinÄ ) ÈÁÖÅȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ×ÏÒÒÉÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÈÅÒ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÁÔ ÎÉÇÈÔ ÂÙ herÓÅÌÆȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ Á ÌÉÔÔÌÅ ÂÉÔȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ÄÉÄ ÉÔ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÎ -ÁÒÓÈÁÌÌȢ (Ï× ÃÁÎ ) ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ 
ÓÈÅ ÃÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÉÔ ÈÅÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ 3ÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÆÉÎÅȢ !ÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÇÏÎÅȣȱ 

Greg set his paper plate aside and slid over beside Cynthia. 

By the time he got to her, she was ready. They began to kiss. 

Neither of them felt the usual fear of taking it too far. Just knowing that 
Beverly would be back in a few minutes would keep their hormones in 
check. 

**********  

4ÈÅ ÂÅÁÄÓ ÏÆ Ó×ÅÁÔ ÏÎ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÆÁÃÅ ×ÅÒÅ ÇÒÏ×ÉÎÇ ÌÁÒÇÅÒȢ 4ÈÅ ÔÈÒÅÅ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÉÎ 
the back of the van were having pretty much the same thoughts. They 
ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÅÔÈÅÒ *ÁËÅȭÓ ÇÕÎ ÈÁÎÄ ×ÁÓ ÓÈÁËÙ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÓÃÁÒÅÄ ÏÒ 
because he was just crazy. Either way, they figured their life was hanging by 
a thread. Any escape attempt would surely lead to a bullet or a screwdriver 
through the heart. 

Carnie saw taillights in her rear view mirror. A car was pulling into the 
parking spot directly behind the van. Carnie stepped out and saw an older 
woman getting out of her car and locking it. She was alone. This would be 
an easy one, she thought. 

Carnie approached the woman while she was still beside her car. 

Ȱ%ØÃuse me, MÁȭÁÍȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÓÕÐÐÏÓÅ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÅ ÁÎÙ ÊÕÍÐÅÒ ÃÁÂÌÅÓȟ ÄÏ ÙÏÕȩȱ 

Ȱ5Èȟ ÎÏȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔȢȱ 



 

 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÐÒÏÄÕÃÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÂÅ ÑÕÉÅÔ ÁÎÄ ÃÏÍÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÍÅ 
ÁÎÄ ) ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÎÏÔ ÃÏÍÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÙÏÕȢ 'ÅÔ Á×ÁÙ ÆÒÏÍ ÍÅȢ (ÅÌÐȦ 3ÏÍÅÂÏÄÙȟ ÈÅÌÐ ÍÅȦȱ 
3ÕÄÄÅÎÌÙ ÓÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÒÅÁÔÈÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ down and saw the screwdriver 
stuck in her chest. Then she collapsed to the pavement, between her car 
and a pickup. 

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÒÉÐÐÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒ ÏÕÔ ÁÎÄ ×ÉÐÅÄ ÉÔ ÁÃÒÏÓÓ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÄÒÅÓÓ Á 
few times to clean off the blood. 

**********  

'ÒÅÇȭÓ ÒÉÇÈÔ ÈÁÎÄ ÈÁÄ ÂÅÅÎ ÁÔ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȭÓ ×ÁÉÓÔ ÆÏÒ Á ÃÏÕÐÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ .Ï× 
it was inching upward. Cynthia knew where it was headed, and was afraid 
of the stimulation it would surely bring. But her mother had been gone for 
a good while. She would be driving up at any second. They would hear the 
car and stop what they were doing. So they were safe. 

Greg was beginning to lose control. His body wanted CynÔÈÉÁȭÓ, but he had 
promised himself he would wait until mar riage. A marriage he had not yet 
even proposed.  

But he began to realize that he was just a puppet. And testosterone was his 
puppet master. Although in his mind he ordered it to stop, his right hand 
continued to move up until it found her left breast. He felt the nipple with 
his thumb. It was very hard, and so was he. 

CyÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÁÉÔȟȱ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÌÌÅÄ Á×ÁÙȢ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȢ ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÄÏÎÅ ÔÈÁÔȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÌÏÏËÉÎÇ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÁÌÌ ÃÌÏÃËȢ Ȱ,ÏÏË ×ÈÁÔ ÔÉÍÅ ÉÔ ÉÓȢ -ÏÍȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ 
ÇÏÎÅ ÆÏÒ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÈÉÒÔÙ ÍÉÎÕÔÅÓȢ 3ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÂÁÃË ÂÙ ÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ#ÁÌÌ ÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÌȢȱ 

Cynthia jumped up and went to her cell phone, which was lying on the 
kitchen counter. She walked back into the living room with the phone to 
ÈÅÒ ÅÁÒȢ Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÉÎÇȢ )ÔȭÓ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÖÏÉÃÅ ÍÁÉÌȢȱ 

Ȱ,ÅÔȭÓ ÇÏ ÆÉÎÄ ÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 



 

 

4ÈÅÙ ÒÕÓÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÔÏ 'ÒÅÇȭÓ car. 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 26 

Ȱ)Ó ÓÈÅ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏ ÓÏÆÔÌÙȟ ÔÁËÉÎÇ Á ÇÌÁÎÃÅ ÁÔ ÈÉÓ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÁÒ 
view mirror.  

-ÁÃÙ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÈÅÁÄ ÔÏ ÌÏÏË ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÃË ÓÅÁÔȢ Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏȢȱ 

!ÆÔÅÒ -ÁÌÌÉÅ -ÁÅȭÓ ÁÃÃÉÄÅÎÔ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔÁÕÒÁÎÔȟ Ôhey had made a quick exit. 
They went to the first convenience store they could find to pick up some 
adult diapers. Mallie Mae had reluctantly put on a pair. Then they had 
stopped for hamburgers at a Sonic Drive In. 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÆÁËÉÎÇȟ ÈÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅȩ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Macy was glad it was too dark for Elmo to ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÔÕÒÎÉÎÇ ÒÅÄȢ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ 
ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ÍÅÁÎȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÈÅȭÓ ÂÅÅÎ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÅ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4Ï ÄÒÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÁÎÄ #ÁÒÓÉÅ ÁÐÁÒÔȢȱ 

-ÁÃÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÓÐÅÁËȢ 3ÈÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÓÔÒÁÉÇÈÔ ÁÈÅÁÄȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÏÎ ÉÔȟ ×ÅÒÅÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

She had dreaded this moment. As soon as Mallie Mae had drafted her into 
the scheme, Macy knew it would end badly. Any chances she might have 
had with Elmo were about to evaporate. But she might as well get it over 
×ÉÔÈȟ ÓÈÅ ÔÈÏÕÇÈÔȢ Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ) ×ÁÓȢ )ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ %ÌÍÏȢȱ 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÏËÁÙȢ ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÂÌÁÍÅ youȢ )Æ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÐÌÁÙÅÄ ÁÌÏÎÇȟ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ 
fired you. That is, she would have threatened ÔÏ ÆÉÒÅ ÙÏÕȢ "ÕÔ ÓÈÅ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÁÃÔÕÁÌÌÙ ÄÏÎÅ ÉÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÌÉËÅ Á ÄÁÕÇÈÔÅÒ ÔÏ ÈÅÒȢ !ÎÄ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ËÉÎÄ 
of fond of her too, or you ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ÆÏÒ ÁÌÌ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÙÅÁÒÓȢȱ 
(Å ÐÁÕÓÅÄ ÆÏÒ Á ÓÅÃÏÎÄȢ Ȱ(Ï× ÍÁÎÙ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÈÁÓ ÉÔ ÂÅÅÎȟ -ÁÃÙȩȱ 

Ȱ&ÉÆÔÅÅÎȢȱ 

Ȱ7Ï×Ȣ 7ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÔÏÏË ÔÈÅ ÊÏÂ ÁÓ ÈÅÒ ÎÕÒÓÅ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ×ÈÁÔȩ άΫ ÙÅÁÒÓ ÏÌÄȩȱ 

ȰάάȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÐÒÉÓÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÓÏ ÌÏÎÇȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÅÖÅÒ ÇÏ back to the 
hospital? They would have gladly taken you back. And you know I would 
ÈÁÖÅ ÒÅÃÏÍÍÅÎÄÅÄ ÙÏÕ ÈÉÇÈÌÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȣȱ 

He finally knew the answer. But how could he have been so clueless? he 
wondered. Earlier in the evening, on the dance floor, he had seen the love 
ÉÎ -ÁÃÙȭÓ ÅÙÅÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÆÉÒÓÔ ÔÉÍÅȢ (ÁÄ ÉÔ ÂÅÅÎ ÔÈÅÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÁÌÏÎÇȩ &ÏÒ ÆÉÆÔÅÅÎ 
years? They had been great friends, spending most nights watching TV or 
movies together. At 22, she was a sweet, alluring presence. But because of 
the age gap, he had forced himself to think of her as a sister. It was the only 
way he could trick himself into keeping his hands off her. And it helped 
him quell the powerful fantasies of making love to her.  

!ÎÄ ×ÈÙ ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÄÁÔÉÎÇȩ 3ÈÅ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÍÁÒÒÉÅÄ ÌÏÎÇ 
before now. Maybe a better question was why he had not wondered about 
these things before. Had he been playing games with himselfɂand with 
ÈÅÒȩ +ÎÏ×ÉÎÇ ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÈÅÒȟ ÂÕÔ ÎÏÔ ×ÁÎÔÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÌÏÓÅ ÈÅÒȩ 

If Macy had not been living in the house, maybe Elmo would have found 
love years earlier. And if he got married, the wife would probably want 
Macy to go. Carsie had been aggressive in advancing her relationship with 
Elmo. She had made him realize he was letting his prime years slip away. 
He needed to make up for lost timeɂand she would help him do it. She 
had replaced Macy as his TV buddy. And she had been relentless in 
pushing him toward the altar. 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÓÔÁÙÅÄ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ ÏÆ ÍÅȟ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ7ÅÌÌȟ )ȣÙÅÓȢȱ 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÏÒÒÙȟ -ÁÃÙȢ )ȭÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ÓÏ ÕÎÆÁÉÒ ÔÏ ÙÏÕȢ I had feelings for you from day 
ÏÎÅȢ "ÕÔ ) ×ÁÓ ήΫ ÔÈÅÎȢ !ÎÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÏÎÌÙ άάȢȱ 

Ȱ) ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ 

Ȱ) ×ÁÓ ÃÒÁÚÙ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÙÏÕȟ ÂÕÔ ÉÔ ÍÁÄÅ ÍÅ ÆÅÅÌ ËÉÎÄÁ ÌÉËÅ Á ÄÉÒÔÙ ÏÌÄ ÍÁÎȢ 9ÏÕ 
ËÎÏ×ȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÕÎÄÅÒÓÔÁÎÄȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÓÏ ÙÏÕÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÓÔÁÒÔÉÎÇ ÏÕÔ ÉÎ ÌÉÆÅȢ ) ÆÉÇÕÒÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓt thing you 
ÎÅÅÄÅÄ ×ÁÓ Á ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÉÇÕÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ ÐÁÓÓÅÓ ÁÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÓÁ× ÙÏÕ ÁÓ Á ÆÁÔÈÅÒ ÆÉÇÕÒÅȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÅÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ËÉÎÄȟ ÉÎÔÅÌÌÉÇÅÎÔȟ 
ÆÕÎÎÙȟ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÍÁÎȢ ) ÎÅÖÅÒ ÃÁÒÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÔÈÅ ÁÇÅ ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÃÅȢȱ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÈÙ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÁÙ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÃÁÕÓÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÁÆÒÁÉÄ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ ×ÁÙȢ !ÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ÉÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ 
ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ×ÅÉÒÄ ÆÏÒ ÙÏÕ ÈÁÖÉÎÇ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÕÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÙÏÕȭÄ ÅÎÄ ÕÐ ÁÓËÉÎÇ 
ÍÅ ÔÏ ÌÅÁÖÅȢ ) ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÒÉÓË ÉÔȢ ) ÊÕÓÔ ÈÏÐÅÄ ÔÈÁÔ someday ÙÏÕȭÄ ÆÅÅÌ ÔÈÅ ÓÁÍÅ 
way I didȢȱ 

Elmo glanced at her. At 37, she was at the height of her beauty and sexual 
power. He felt incredibly lucky. He would not waste another day. He 
reached over and picked up her hand and brought it to his lips.  

And when he kissed the back of her hand, she knew exactly what he was 
thinking. He was not going to marry Carsie. Apparently his feelings for 
Carsie held no comparison to his long-hidden love for Macy. 

This was a scenario she had dreamed many times. Elmo finally saw the 
light, and they would live happily ever after. But this was not a dream. Was 
it? No, this was real. 

Then Macy thought about Mallie Mae. She knew Mallie Mae would be 
happy about the breakup of Elmo and Carsie. But how would she feel about 
Elmo and Macy? And what about the accident at the restaurant? Had 
Mallie Mae faked it? If so, she had left Macy out of the loop. And that 
would be a first. 

Mallie Mae lay content in the back seat with her eyes closed. Now maybe 
she really would go to sleep. 

**********  

Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÔÁËÉÎÇ ÕÓȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÅÎȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ Ô×Ï ÁÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÓÐÅÎÄ ÔÈÅ ÒÅÓÔ ÏÆ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÉÖÅÓ ÉÎ ÐÒÉÓÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ 
others. 

Ȱ5ÎÌÅÓÓ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÔ ÕÓ ÇÏɂÎÏ×ȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒȢ 



 

 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÏÌÄ ÈÁÇÓ ÂÅÔÔÅÒ ÃÏÏÌ ÉÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÒÅȢ /Ò )ȭÍ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÌÅÔ ÍÙ ÂÏÙÆÒÉÅÎÄ ÇÏ 
ÁÈÅÁÄ ÁÎÄ ÓÈÏÏÔ ÙÏÕȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ(ÅȭÓ ÊÕÓÔ ÉÔÃÈing to blow your heads 
ÏÆÆȢȱ 

The women studied Jake. He looked like he really might do it. 

Jake was living a nightmare. He should have just gone to the police and 
ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆ ÉÎ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÈÉÔ ÁÎÄ ÒÕÎȢ (Å ÈÁÄÎȭÔ ÍÅÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÁÔ ÍÁÎȢ 
!ÎÄ ÈÅ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ËÉÌÌ ÔÈÅÓe women. But now he was in deep. Carnie 
had killed a woman in the parking lot, and he knew by Texas law he would 
be charged with murder tooɂas though he himself had plunged that 
ÓÃÒÅ×ÄÒÉÖÅÒ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÁÔ ÐÏÏÒ ×ÏÍÁÎȭÓ ÃÈÅÓÔȢ (Å ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÎÙ ×ÏÒÓÅ ÏÆÆ ÉÆ 
he shot all four of the old women and Carnie right now. He almost wished 
ÈÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÐÕÌÌ ÔÈÅ ÔÒÉÇÇÅÒ ÁÎÄ ÇÅÔ ÉÔ ÏÖÅÒ ×ÉÔÈȢ -ÁÙÂÅ ÁÆÔÅÒ ÔÈÁÔ ÈÅȭÄ ÔÕÒÎ 
the gun on himself.  

Then he remembered the gun was not loaded. And why was he kidding 
ÈÉÍÓÅÌÆȩ (Å ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÉÌÌ anybody. Not on purpose. 

Ȱ(ÅÙȟ ) ËÎÏ× ÔÈÉÓ ÐÌÁÃÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÅÎȢ Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÅÓÔÁÔÅȢȱ 

**********  

Ȱ) ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÈÁÖÅ ÇÏÎÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

Greg was driving above the speed limit. Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÓÈÅȭÓ ÆÉÎÅȢ 0ÒÏÂÁÂÌÙ 
decided to browse around for Á ×ÈÉÌÅȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÓÈÅ ÁÎÓ×ÅÒÉÎÇ ÈÅÒ ÃÅÌÌ ÐÈÏÎÅȩȱ 

Ȱ-ÁÙÂÅ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÎÏ ÓÉÇÎÁÌȢ )ȭÖÅ ÈÁÄ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÉÎ ÃÅÒtain areas of the 
ÓÔÏÒÅȢ 3ÏÍÅÔÉÍÅÓ Á ÃÁÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÇÏ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈȢ !ÎÄ ÉÔ ÃÁÎ ÂÅ ÎÏÉÓÙ ÉÎ 
ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 3ÈÅ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÁÒ ÉÔ ÒÉÎÇÉÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÎÏȟȱ said Cynthia. 

Red lights were flashing in the Wal-Mart parking lot. When they got closer 
they could see the ambulance and three Coreyville police cars. There were 
at least a hundred people trying to get a look. 

Greg parked the car and they hurried toward the spectacle. 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÎÏȟ ÎÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 



 

 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÓÕÒÅ ÉÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

They made their way through the crowd. 

Ȱ,ÏÏËȟȱ said Cynthia, pointingȢ Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÈÅÒ ÃÁÒȢȱ 

It was inside the roped area. 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÈÁÐÐÅÎÅÄȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÔÏ Á ÍÁÎ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÈÉÓ ×ÉÆÅȢ 

Ȱ) ÈÅÁÒÄ ÉÔ ×ÁÓ ÁÎ ÏÌÄ ÌÁÄÙȢ 3ÏÍÅÂÏÄÙ ÓÔÁÂÂÅÄ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ/Èȟ 'ÒÅÇȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÃÌÕÔÃÈÅÄ ÈÉÓ ÁÒÍȢ 

Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎȢȱ 'ÒÅÇ held the rope up while they bent down and went under it. 

One of the cops saw them approaching and started walking toward them, 
holding out his hand, ordering them to stay back. 

Ȱ7Å ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

#ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÓÔÁÒÔÅÄ ÃÒÙÉÎÇȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÖÅ ÇÏÔ ÔÏ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÌÒÉÇÈÔȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÈÅ ÃÏÐȢ 

When the other officers and paramedics opened a path for them, they 
could see the body lying on the pavement with a sheet over it. 

Ȱ.ÏȦȱ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ÔÈÒÅ× ÈÅÒ ÁÒÍÓ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ 'ÒÅÇ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÓÓÅÄ ÈÅÒ ÆÁÃÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÈÉÓ 
chest. She was sobbing uncontrollably. 

Ȱ7Å ÔÈÉÎË ÉÔ ÍÉÇÈÔ ÂÅ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȢ #ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÔ ÕÓ ÓÅÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Cynthia cried harder. 

One of the paramedics uncovered the face. 

Ȱ)ÔȭÓ ÎÏÔ ÈÅÒȟ 3×ÅÅÔÉÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 'ÒÅÇȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÓÕÒÅȩȱ 3ÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȢ Ȱ/Èȟ ÔÈÁÎË 'ÏÄȢȱ 

A woman had just broken through the crowd and run to the body. 



 

 

Ȱ/Èȟ -ÏÍȦȱ 3ÈÅ ËÎÅÌÔ ÄÏ×Î ÂÅÓÉÄÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÌÏÏÄÙ ÃÏÒÐÓÅ ÁÎÄ ÂÅÇÁÎ ÔÏ ÃÒÙȢ 

Greg and Cynthia turned and walked away. 

Ȱ"ÕÔ ×ÈÅÒÅ ÉÓ ÓÈÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁȢ 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 27 

Carnie drove the van into the barn and killed the engine. She and Jake had 
successfully abducted four women for her fake clinical trial.  

Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÁÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÏ ÔÏ ÕÓȩȱ said one of the women. 

Ȱ)ȭÍ ÃÈÅÃËÉÎÇ ÙÏÕ ÉÎÔÏ (ÉÄÅÁ×ÁÙ (ÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ÈÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȢ ) ×ÁÎÔ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÈÏÍÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ ÁÎÏÔÈÅÒ 
woman. 

Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÖÏÌÕÎÔÅÅÒÓ ÆÏÒ ÍÙ ÃÌÉÎÉÃÁÌ ÔÒÉÁÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ3Ïȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÎÎÁ ÂÅ ÔÈÅ ×ÈÉÔÅ ÍÉÃÅ ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÌÁÂÏÒÁÔÏÒÙȩȱ Á ×ÏÍÁÎ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ3ÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÁÔȢ .Ï×ȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Jake got out, opened the sliding door and motioned for the women to exit 
the van. He held the gun on them as they stepped out. His hand was 
getting so shaky it seemed as though it might fire accidentally at any 
second. 

Ȱ/ËÁÙȟ ÌÅÔȭÓ ÇÅÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÁÍÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÁÇÅÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ"ÅÔÓÙ (ÏÌÓÏÍȢ αάȢȱ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ slightly stocky, and appeared to be quite 
ÓÔÒÏÎÇ ÁÎÄ ÈÅÁÌÔÈÙȢȱ She glared at Carnie as though she might try to grab 
her at any moment and wrestle her to the ground. 

Ȱ-Ù ÎÁÍÅ ÉÓ %ÌÌÅÎ 0ÉÎËÌÙȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ββȢȱ %ÌÌÅÎ ×ÁÓ ÓËÉÎÎÙ ÁÎÄ ÆÒÁÉÌȢ (ÅÒ ÓËÉÎ 
was whiter than baby powder. 

Ȱ-ÁÒÃÉÁ #ÌÅÇÇÍÏÒÅȢ αγȢȱ -ÁÒÃÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÎÅÁÒÌÙ ÓÉØ ÆÅet tall, and stood erect and 
proud. 

Ȱ#ÌÅÇÇÍÏÒÅȟ ÈÕÈȩ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ!ÒÅÎȭÔ ÔÈÅ #ÌÅÇÇÍÏÒÅÓ that wealthy family? 
9ÅÁÈȢ 9ȭÁÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÈÁÔ ÆÁÎÃÙ ÃÌÏÔÈÉÎÇ ÓÔÏÒÅ ÉÎ #ÏÒÅÙÖÉÌÌÅȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÃÏÒÒÅÃÔȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ 7ÈÁÔȭÓ ÔÈÅ ÎÁÍÅ ÏÆ ÔÈÁÔ ÓÔÏÒÅȩȱ 

Ȱ#ÌÅÇÇÍÏÒÅȭÓȢȱ 



 

 

Ȱ/Èȟ ÒÉÇÈÔȢ /Æ ÃÏÕÒÓÅȢȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ Á ÓÍÁÒÔ-aleck grin.  

#ÁÒÎÉÅ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ×ÏÍÁÎȢ Ȱ!ÎÄ ÆÉÎÁÌÌÙȟ ×Å ÈÁÖÅȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÅÖÅÒÌÙ 3ÏÎÏÒÁȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÇÅȩȱ 

ȰΰαȢȱ 

Ȱΰαȩ 7ÈÙ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÊÕÓÔ Á ËÉÄȢ ,ÏÏËÓ ÌÉËÅ ) ÍÅÓÓÅÄ ÕÐȟ *ÁËÅȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÏÎÅȭÓ ÔÏÏ 
ÙÏÕÎÇȢȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ×ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÊÕÓÔ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ ÇÏȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ.ÏÐÅȢ #ÁÎȭÔ ÄÏ ÔÈÁÔȢ 9ÏÕȭÌÌ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ act olderȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÃÔ ÏÌÄÅÒ ÆÏÒ ×ÈÏȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȢ 

Ȱ&ÏÒ $ÒȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙȢȱ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÂÅÌÉÅÖÅ %ÌÍÏ ÉÓ ÉÎÖÏÌÖÅÄ ÉÎ ÔÈÉÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÒÃÉÁȢ 

Ȱ$ÒȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÉÓ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÄÅÖÅÌÏÐ ÔÈÅ ÂÅÓÔ ÐÏÓÓÉÂÌÅ ÍÅÄÉÃÁtion for his 
ÍÏÔÈÅÒȟ ×ÈÏ ÈÁÓ !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢ 3Ïȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÐÒÅÔend to have a clinical 
trial using the various concoctions he comes up with. The big difference in 
ÏÕÒ ÃÌÉÎÉÃÁÌ ÔÒÉÁÌ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÅȭÌÌ ÈÁÖÅ ÏÎÌÙ ÆÏÕÒ ÐÁÒÔÉÃÉÐÁÎÔÓ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÂÅ 
residents in the clinÉÃ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÅÎÔÉÒÅ ÔÒÉÁÌȢ !ÎÄ ) ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ 
say. None of you have !ÌÚÈÅÉÍÅÒȭÓȢȱ 

Ȱ!ÃÔÕÁÌÌÙȟ ) ÔÈÉÎË ) ÍÉÇÈÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÌÅÎȢ 

Ȱ!ÎÙ×ÁÙȟ ÉÔ ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁÔÔÅÒȢ 9ÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÆÏÏÌ $ÒȢ -ÏÂÌÅÙ ÂÙ ÐÒÅÔÅÎÄÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÁÖÅ 
the disease. And then one of you will be miraculously cured.ȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÃÒÁÚÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÔÓÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÉÔ ÉÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÁÎ ÅÖÉÌ ÇÒÉÎȢ Ȱ"ÕÔ ÙÏÕ ×ÉÌÌ ÄÏ ÁÓ ) ÓÁÙȣÏÒ ÙÏÕ 
×ÉÌÌ ÓÕÒÅÌÙ ÄÉÅȢ &ÏÌÌÏ× ÍÅȢȱ 

Carnie led them to the tool shed. Jake followed up the rear with the gun. 
Carnie turned the knob and kicked the door a couple of times to open it. 
She stepped in and walked across the dirt floor to the other door. 



 

 

3ÈÅ ÏÐÅÎÅÄ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ&ÏÌÌÏ× ÍÅȢ !ÎÄ ×ÁÔÃÈ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÅÐȢȱ 3ÈÅ 
×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÈÒÏÕÇÈ ÔÈÅ ÄÏÏÒ ÁÎÄ ÄÏ×Î ÔÈÅ ÓÔÁÉÒÓȢ Ȱ#ÏÍÅ ÏÎɂ×Å ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ÇÏÔ 
all niÇÈÔȢȱ 

As Betsy took the first step down, she thought about slamming the door 
behind her, jumping down on Carnie, and snapping her neck like a twig. 
Then the other women could take care of Jake. He was so nervous he might 
drop the gun. But then she looked back and saw Ellen already stepping 
down behind her. 

Ellen was working on a plot of her own. What would happen if she fainted 
or fell down a couple of stairs? she wondered. She might end up breaking 
an arm or a leg. Then what would they do with her? Would they take her to 
a real hospital? Or would they shoot her like a lame horse in an old 
western? Maybe she needed a better plan. 

-ÁÒÃÉÁ ÌÏÏËÅÄ ÂÁÃË ÁÔ *ÁËÅ ÁÎÄ ×ÈÉÓÐÅÒÅÄȟ Ȱ9ÏÕÎÇ ÍÁÎȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÔÏ 
ÇÏ ÁÌÏÎÇ ×ÉÔÈ ÔÈÁÔ ÃÒÁÚÙ ×ÏÍÁÎȢ 7ÈÙ ÄÏÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÌÅÁÓÅ Õs before you get 
ÙÏÕÒÓÅÌÆ ÉÎÔÏ ÍÏÒÅ ÔÒÏÕÂÌÅȩȱ 

Ȱ3ÏÒÒÙȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÉÎ ÉÔ ÕÐ ÔÏ ÍÙ ÅÙÅÂÁÌÌÓȢ $ÉÄÎȭÔ ÙÏÕ ÓÅÅ ÈÅÒ 
ÓÔÁÂ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÍÁÎ ÂÁÃË ÔÈÅÒÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÒËÉÎÇ ÌÏÔȢȱ 

Ȱ"ÕÔ you ÈÁÖÅÎȭÔ ËÉÌÌÅÄ ÁÎÙÂÏÄÙȟ ÈÁÖÅ ÙÏÕȩ )ȭÍ Á ÖÅÒÙ ÇÏÏÄ ÊÕÄÇÅ ÏÆ 
ÃÈÁÒÁÃÔÅÒȟ ÁÎÄ )ȭÍ ÑÕÉÔÅ ÃÅÒÔÁÉÎ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ ÃÁÐÁÂÌÅ ÏÆ ÍÕÒÄÅÒȢȱ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ× ×ÈÁÔ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÁÌËÉÎÇ ÁÂÏÕÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ *ÁËÅȢ Ȱ.Ï×ȟ ÈÕÒÒÙ ÕÐ ÁÎÄ 
get down those stairs before I shoot you in the butt, /ÌÄ ,ÁÄÙȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÅÒÃÙȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÒÃÉÁ ÁÓ ÓÈÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÏ ÄÏ×ÎȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÓ ÍÏÒÅ ÏÆÆÅÎÄÅÄ ÂÙ 
his rudeness than his talk of shooting her. 

Beverly thought it best to keep her mouth shut. What must Cynthia and 
Greg be thinking right now? Surely they had gone to Wal-Mart looking for 
her. She felt as much concern for her daughter as for herself. Cynthia 
would be worried sick.  

Carnie led the group through the curvy wooden corridor, which seemed to 
lead to a dead end. But then they began to see light in the distance, 
growing brighter as they got closer. 

They walked into the large room and looked around.  



 

 

Ȱ7ÅÌÃÏÍÅ ÔÏ (ÉÄÅÁ×ÁÙ (ÏÓÐÉÔÁÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÉÔÈ ÐÒÉÄÅȢ 

It was a four-bed ward, like one you might see in a real hospital. Each bed 
had a nightstand, but they were missing one standard item: a telephone. 
There was a couch on the far wall and a table in the corner stacked with 
various medical supplies and linens. 

Carnie picked up a stack of gowns and threw one to each of the women. 
Ȱ#ÈÁÎÇÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÔÈÅÓÅȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÅÒÅ Á ÄÒÅÓÓÉÎÇ ÒÏÏÍȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÌÅÎȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÁÈȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ9ÏÕȭÒÅ ÓÔÁÎÄÉÎÇ ÉÎ ÉÔȢȱ 

All four women looked at Jake. 

Ȱ'ÉÖÅ ÍÅ ÔÈÅ ÇÕÎȟȱ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÓÁÉÄ ÔÏ *ÁËÅȢ Ȱ.Ï× ÔÕÒÎ ÁÒÏÕÎÄ ×ÈÉÌÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÌÁÄÉÅÓ 
ÃÈÁÎÇÅȢȱ 

*ÁËÅ ÔÕÒÎÅÄ ÁÒÏÕÎÄȟ ÂÕÔ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÅÎ ÄÉÄÎȭÔ ÍÏÖÅȢ 

Ȱ(ÕÒÒÙ ÕÐȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Sensing they were in more danger than before, now that Carnie was 
holding the gun, they quickly selected their beds and began to take off 
their clothes and lay them on their beds. 

Ȱ.Ï× ÆÏÌÄ ÙÏÕÒ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ÁÎÄ ÐÕÔ ÔÈÅÍ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÅÌÆ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÙÏÕÒ ÎÉÇÈÔÓÔÁÎÄ 
and get ÉÎ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ*ÁËÅȟ ÇÒÁÂ ÔÈÁÔ ÂÁÇ ÁÎÄ ÓÔÁÒÔ ÈÁÎÄÃÕÆÆÉÎÇ ÔÈÅÍȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒnie. 

Ȱ)Ó ÔÈÁÔ ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÃÅÓÓÁÒÙȩ 7ÈÁÔ ÉÆ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÆÉÒÅȩȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÒÃÉÁȢ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÔÏÁÓÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Jake picked up the bag, walked over to Carnie and talked softly to her with 
ÈÉÓ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ ÔÈÅ ×ÏÍÅÎȢ Ȱ$Ï ×Å ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÈÁÎÄÃÕÆÆ ÔÈÅÍȩ 4ÈÅÙȭÒÅ ÎÏÔ 
ÇÏÉÎÇ ÁÎÙ×ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ.ÏÔ ÁÓ ÌÏÎÇ ÁÓ ÓÏÍÅÂÏÄÙȭÓ ÈÏÌÄÉÎÇ Á ÇÕÎ ÏÎ ÔÈÅÍȢ "ÕÔ ÈÏ× ÁÂÏÕÔ ÁÔ έȡΪΪ 
!- ×ÈÅÎ ÙÏÕ ÆÁÌÌ ÁÓÌÅÅÐȩȱ 



 

 

*ÁËÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ "ÅÔÓÙȭÓ ÂÅÄȟ ÓÅÔ ÔÈÅ ÂÁÇ ÄÏ×Î ÏÎ ÈÅÒ ÎÉghtstand and 
pulled out a set of handcuffs. He cuffed her right wrist to the stainless steel 
ÂÅÄÒÁÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÔÈÅÎ ×ÅÎÔ ÔÏ %ÌÌÅÎȭÓ ÂÅÄȢ 

Ȱ*ÁËÅȩ "ÏÔÈ ÈÁÎÄÓȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ!Èȟ ÃÏÍÅ ÏÎȦȱ ÓÁÉÄ "ÅÔÓÙȢ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÙÏÕȭÌÌ ÆÉÎÄ ÔÈÁÔ ÙÏÕÒ ÓÔÁÙ ÈÅÒÅ ×ÉÌÌ ÂÅ ÍÏÒÅ ÅÎÊÏÙable if you learn 
ÓÐÅÁË ÔÏ ÍÅ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÒÏÐÅÒ ÔÏÎÅ ÏÆ ÖÏÉÃÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

*ÁËÅ ÈÁÄ ÊÕÓÔ ÈÁÎÄÃÕÆÆÅÄ "ÅÔÓÙȭÓ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÒÉÓÔ ×ÈÅÎ #ÁÒÎÉÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÏÖÅÒ ÔÏ 
her bed and slapped her hard in the face. 

It gave Betsy such an adrenalin rush, she tried yank the bedrails free and 
ÓÌÁÍ ÔÈÅÍ ÔÏÇÅÔÈÅÒ ÌÉËÅ ÃÒÁÓÈ ÃÙÍÂÁÌÓ ÁÇÁÉÎÓÔ ÔÈÅ ÓÉÄÅÓ ÏÆ #ÁÒÎÉÅȭÓ ÈÅÁÄȢ 
But the only thin g she accomplished was to bruise her wrists. 

While Jake handcuffed the other women, Carnie walked to the table that 
had medical supplies sitting on top of it . She picked up four syringes and 
four vialsȢ 3ÈÅ ×ÁÌËÅÄ ÔÏ "ÅÔÓÙȭÓ ÂÅÄ ÁÎÄ ÐÒÅÐÁÒÅÄ ÔÏ ÇÉÖÅ ÈÅÒ ÁÎ ÉÎÊÅÃÔÉÏÎȢ 

!Ó #ÁÒÎÉÅ ÐÒÅÐÐÅÄ "ÅÔÓÙȭÓ ÁÒÍ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÓÈÏÔȟ "ÅÔÓÙ ÓÁÉÄȟ Ȱ7ÈÁÔ ÉÓ ÔÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÈÅÌÐ ÙÏÕ ÒÅÓÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ)Ô ×ÏÎȭÔ ÈÕÒÔ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Ȱ(Ï× ÄÏ ÙÏÕ ËÎÏ×ȩ !ÒÅ ÙÏÕ Á ÄÏÃÔÏÒȩȱ 

Ȱ.ÏȢ "ÕÔ )ȭÍ Á 2ÅÇÉÓÔÅÒÅÄ .ÕÒÓÅȢ /Ò ÁÔ ÌÅÁÓÔ ) ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÂÅȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ 

Ȱ) ÎÅÅÄ ÔÏ ÐÅÅ ÂÅÆÏÒÅ ÙÏÕ ÐÕÔ ÍÅ ÔÏ ÓÌÅÅÐȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÌÅÎȢ 

Ȱ.Ïȟ ÙÏÕ ÄÏÎȭÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ #ÁÒÎÉÅȢ Ȱ)ȭÍ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÃÁÔÈÅÔÅÒÉÚÅ ÙÏÕȢȱ 

Jake winced. He definitely ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ÂÅ helping with that . 

**********   

%ÌÍÏ ÁÎÄ -ÁÃÙ ÓÐÏËÅ ÓÏÆÔÌÙ ÓÏ ÔÈÅÙ ×ÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ×ÁËÅ ÕÐ -ÁÌlie Mae in the 
back seat. They were about an hour from home. 

 Ȱ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ -ÏÍ ÔÈÅ ÇÏÏÄ ÎÅ×Óȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 



 

 

Ȱ(ÅÙɂyou called her Momȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

 Ȱ9ÅÁÈȢ ) ÇÕÅÓÓ )ȭÍ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÕÓÅÄ ÔÏ ÉÔȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ %ÌÍÏȢ 

Ȱ9ÏÕ ÃÁÎȭÔ ×ÁÉÔ ÔÏ ÔÅÌÌ ÈÅÒ ×ÈÁÔȩ !ÂÏÕÔ ÂÒÅÁËÉÎÇ ÕÐ ×ÉÔÈ #ÁÒÓÉÅȣÏÒ ÁÂÏÕÔ 
ÕÓȩȱ 

Ȱ"ÏÔÈȢ !ÎÄ ) ÃÁÎȭÔ ÒÅÍÅÍÂÅÒ ÔÈÅ ÌÁÓÔ ÔÉÍÅ ) ×ÁÓ ÅØÃÉÔÅÄ ÁÂÏÕÔ ÓÈÁÒÉÎÇ 
anything ×ÉÔÈ ÈÅÒȢ 3ÈÅȭÓ ÌÉËÅ ÔÈÅ ÂÒÁÔ ×ÈÏ ÐÏÐÓ ÙÏÕÒ ÂÉÒÔÈÄÁÙ ÂÁÌloons. She 
always finds a way to spoil your party. But this time I think it will be 
ÄÉÆÆÅÒÅÎÔȢ ) ÒÅÁÌÌÙ ÔÈÉÎË ÓÈÅȭÌÌ ÂÅ ÈÁÐÐÙ ÆÏÒ ÍÅȢ &ÏÒ usȢȱ 

Ȱ) ÔÈÉÎË ÓÏ tooȢȱ -ÁÃÙ ×ÁÎÔÅÄ ÔÏ ÓÃÒÅÁÍ ×ÉÔÈ ÄÅÌÉÇÈÔȢ 

Ȱ*ÕÓÔ ÔÈÉÎË ÁÂÏÕÔ ÉÔȟ -ÁÃÙɂwhat it would be like to live in  a house without 
tension. A house where we all love ÅÁÃÈ ÏÔÈÅÒ ÁÎÄ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÁÌÌ ÈÁÐÐÙȢȱ 

Ȱ)Ô ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ -ÁÃÙȢ 

Ȱ9ÅÓȢȱ (Å ÓÍÉÌÅÄ ÁÔ ÈÅÒȢ Ȱ7ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌȢȱ 

 

 

  



 

 

Chapter 28 

Greg had looked down every isle in Wal-Mart, but could not find Beverly. 
Cynthia ×ÁÓ ×ÁÉÔÉÎÇ ÎÅÁÒ ÈÅÒ ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭÓ ÃÁÒ ÉÎ ÃÁÓÅ ÓÈÅ ÓÈÏ×ÅÄ ÕÐ ÏÕÔ ÔÈÅÒÅȢ 

Finally Greg went to customer service and asked that Beverly be paged. 
While he was waiting, he noticed a display of flashlights and decided to 
buy two large ones and some batteries. 

There was no response from the page. 

"Ù ÔÈÅ ÔÉÍÅ ÈÅ ÍÁÄÅ ÉÔ ÂÁÃË ÔÏ "ÅÖÅÒÌÙȭÓ ÃÁÒȟ #ÙÎÔÈÉÁ ×ÁÓ ÇÅÔÔÉÎÇ ÆÒÁÎÔÉÃȢ 
Ȱ7ÈÅÒÅ ÃÏÕÌÄ ÓÈÅ ÂÅȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ He handed Cynthia a flashlight and then clicked his on and 
began to shine it in and around the car. Then he checked underneath. 

Ȱ/ÈȢ 4ÈÉÓ ÉÓ ÎÏÔ ÇÏÏÄȟȱ ÈÅ ÓÁÉÄȢ 

Ȱ7ÈÁÔȩȱ 

Ȱ4ÈÅÒÅȭÓ Á ÓÅÔ Á ËÅÙÓ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÈÅÒÅȢȱ 

Ȱ-ÏÍȭÓ ËÅÙÓȩȱ 

Ȱ) ÄÏÎȭÔ ËÎÏ×Ȣȱ (Å ÓÔÒÅÔÃÈÅÄ ÏÕÔ ÏÎ ÔÈÅ ÐÁÖÅÍÅÎÔ ÁÎÄ ÒÅÁÃÈÅÄ ÕÎÄÅÒ ÔÈÅ 
car to retrieve the keys. 

Ȱ!ÒÅ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÈÅÒÓȩ (Å ÈÅÌÄ ÔÈÅÍ ÕÐȢ 

Cynthia reached down and took the keys and shined her flashlight on 
them. 

Ȱ9ÅÓȟ ÔÈÅÓÅ ÁÒÅ ÈÅÒ ËÅÙÓȢ 'ÒÅÇȟ ÓÈÅ ÍÕÓÔ ÈÁÖÅ ÂÅÅÎ ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÅÄȢȱ 

'ÒÅÇ ÓÔÏÏÄ ÕÐȢ Ȱ)Ô ËÉÎÄÁ ÌÏÏËÓ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÁÙȢ "ÕÔ ×ÈÙ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÁÎÙÏÎÅ ËÉÄÎÁÐ ÈÅÒȩ 
)Ô ÄÏÅÓÎȭÔ ÍÁËÅ ÁÎÙ ÓÅÎÓÅȢȱ 

Cynthia walked over to one of the cops who were working the murder 
scene. Greg followed her. 

Ȱ3ÉÒȟ ÃÁÎ ÙÏÕ ÐÌÅÁÓÅ help ÍÅȩ ) ÔÈÉÎË ÍÙ ÍÏÔÈÅÒ ÈÁÓ ÂÅÅÎ ËÉÄÎÁÐÐÅÄȟȱ ÓÁÉÄ 
Cynthia. 




