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Once, Agnes Hatcher was a suburban school teacher, amember of the Junior
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life she shares an unbrea karmawith the man she believes to be devoted
lover.
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to the Reader: Both Santa Catdinaldand and itstown of Avalon
and are among the beautiful jewels of the Cdiforniacoadt. | dare
not to fal inlove with that idand. However, | havefictiondized
both the police force on theidand, as well as some topographical
irregularities. If thereis any resemblanceto idand residents and/or
tourigsliving or dead in thiswork of completefiction, it is purely
to the accomplice from thelate 1800s, itishighly likely

that the legendary mystery had some help in his deeds.

Prologue



The oven waswide and deep. It was used as afurnace for the brothel
above when coal could be afforded. The besting at the door was getting
louder, and she could hear the dogs barking. She hated the dogs more
than anything. Looking up through the grate, she saw the carriage on the
cobblestones.

Men werelooking inddeit, asif expecting to find them there.

But someone had seen them comeinto ther nest.

They were at the door.

"You must hide," she whispered, kissing histhroat. She wrapped herself
up in hiscloak. They would think that she was him. Shewould crawl
through the space behind the wall and come out by theriver. She could
go down through the sewers and wait.

Later, shewould come back. Shewhispered all thisto him.

"Promise?" he asked, holding her tight. "Y ou won't abandon me?'

She promised with kisses, and hel ped him squeeze into the smdl stone
chamber. She took cod and rags and stuffed them up the opening, so he

could not be seen.

They were trying to smash the door in, and she heard the horses outsde
whinnying asif they were being beeten.

Sheran over and kndlt beside the loose bricks, pulling them out two by
two. Shewas nearly as small as a child, and squeezed hersdlf through,
scraping her knees againgt the ragged stones. Then, snakelike, she
dithered through the crawl space, dowly.

She heard the door burst open.

Shewaited.

The dogs howled and sniffed a the crawl space, but within minutes they
[]8

Thedarmwasover.

They hadn't caught him.

Her beloved was safe.

She backed up through the cramped space, to the room.

Asshedrew hersdf up and out of the runnd, her first thought wasw go
tell him that it was safe. For in that stone chamber where hewas



hidden, he could not possibly hear anything.
And then she saw the locket.

Ih'nned inside his cloak.

She opened it up, curious.

Shesaw what wasinsideit.

Thewoman reliving thismemory awoke briefly.
Shewas chained to a bed.

She could see only shadows and light.

She knew she must reach him. She must make things right with him. But
she closed her eyes, because she longed to return to that other world.

Theworld of her nightmares.
Chapter 1.
He was on the boat when it happened.

Trey Campbell glanced up, thinking held heard something, perhapsthe cry
of agull. He saw the tall white dliffsto the west of theidand, the

natural wonder of Catalina. The Kirk in the Rocks, asit was popularly
known. Within those cliffs was a series of interconnecting caves and
tunnelsthat he had once believed created a greeat |abyrinth within the
idand. Asaboy he'd scaled those rocks, and explored what seemed then
like endlesstrails through the caverns.

Hisfather had taught him to shoot a gun from those cliffs, but not to
kill anything. That was forbidden. To shoot bottles and skeet and even
asawarning intheair to atrespasser if the Stuation warranted it.

But never at anything that breathed.

4 gunfiring inthe dark morning...

Hefelt acold sweat bresk out dong his back and neck. Not from the
heat, but from what seemed, momentarily, like aprima fear of creation
itsdlf: the seq, the rocks, the endless sky. He knew it wasirrationa,
perhaps even asign of apanic attack. A second later, the world was
normal again. Fear was gone. The gun that had accidentaly gone off in
his remembered dream was Silent.

A whiteflash in adark room... Later, hed remember that sense, asif

he'd heard awarning shot, but at that moment he was more concerned with
hisfishing line. He had developed that capacity over the years, to

forget painful memory and to attend to what was directly in front of



him.

During the three hours out to sea, dl that he could possibly fear would
come to pass, but from a distance.

For now he could relax and try to enjoy the sea, the air, the boat.

The boat was a Bayrunner Westcoaster, a fourteen-footer, welded marine
metal, made for rough wesather, but not designed to traverse the
twenty-six some miles between San Pedro, on the mainland, and Catalina
Idand. It wasfor harbor fishing, the man who rented the boats told

him. It would be a anyon€e'srisk to take it out farther than two miles
fromtheidand.

He and hiswife were barely out amilein the boat. He wished he could
take it out farther, not just for the fishing, but for the peace and

cam. The boat was rented for the week, and came with the requisite
nicks and dents and akind of palor to the metal. The outboard motor
was atwo-cylinder with thirty-five horsepower, which held had a hard
time starting. He had killed the motor an hour before, and cast hisline
down.

Hiswife, Early, didn't enjoy fishing but loved being out at sea.

She set her paperback down for amoment and scanned theidand, asif
shed left something behind there and perhaps wanted to go back for it.

"Water'stoo warm," he said. "All the squid probably moved on to colder
currents, and dl the yellowtall followed, maybe even the white sea bass
too. I'll be damned lucky if | catch ahdibut."

"Poor baby," Early said. "We can have ydlowtail up at the caf without
having to put ahook in somefish mouth." She grinned.

She found fishing boring, but the sea soothing.

"Ah," he sad. "But it's so much better when the fish has afighting
chance. Makes mefed manly to caichit. Makes mefed like Hemingway."

"l didn't know Marie Hemingway fished," hiswife said, flicking water
a him. Shegiggled. "Oh, Trey, 0 seriouswith your fishing.

Y ou must fed like I'm keegping you chained to my side, just when you're
dreaming of freedom on the open waves." She crossed her arms behind her
head for support and closed her eyes against the sun. "How awful to have
awifelikeme. Well, it'sonly afew yearsto your mid-lifecriss.

Then you can chase blondes, drive little red Nliatas, and comb your hair
over whatever bald spot's going to emerge between now and fifty."

He shook his head, grinning. " Chained and happy. Just wish | could go
back.., stop things before they happened..." He couldn't look at his



wifethen.

"Stop it," Early said tenderly. She sat up again, returning her
attention to her paperback.

"Romance?' he asked.

"Hardly. It'sthe story of aguy who goeswith hiswife on vacation and
manages to make the wholetrip as stressful as possible until the wife
has no choice but to run off with the cabana boy."

The seawas a sheet of brilliant cobalt, the sky was bone white, the
boat was gently rocking. He did most of hisfishing near the rocks, just
beyond the breskwater. Early had inssted on bringing a cooler full of
sodas, and he knew that it would be a problem later.

Hewatched her, now, as she drank a Peps, her hair dark and shiny
beneath his old San Diego Padres baseball cap, which wasto keep the sun
off her face a thirty, she was becoming dightly worried about having

spent her entirelife at the beach down in San Diego, worried less out

of vanity, more out of fear of the skin cancer that had weakened her

father before his desth.

But shewas so far away from desath that's what he thought then. She
still looked as she had at twenty asfar as he was concerned, although
she clamed she was getting fat. Actualy, truth be known, he was
putting on abit of apaunch which he wastrying to fend off with an
exercise routine, because he just couldn't give up the twice-weekly
tripsto Baskin-Robbins for banana splits. He was just thirty-six,
jogged four milesthree times aweek, and swam amile or two at the
loca gym whenever he thought of it. He had been an unathletic child,
but for some reason, in his|late twenties had begun aregimen that
alowed him afew beers and someice cream.

One thing he couldn't stand to do were sit-ups, or what were now called
crunches, and, thus, the paunch.

These were histhoughts as he sat in the smdll boat, clutching his Penn
850 SSrod, praying for anicefat fish. There was the one thought that
hed plagued him for the past yesar, findly driving him to take this
vacation, perhaps even quit hisjob. He kept that thought a secret,
buried deegp within him most of thetime. He could forget about it for
now. Catdina. The Pacific. Sun. So far removed from his nightmares. The
idand so close, and yet far enough away that no sounds could be heard
from the tourists onshore. He was soaking it in: the cool spray of mist
asthe boat rocked. Theflatness of the light across the water. The hesat
at the back of hisneck from the sun. Thefeding that one of hislegs
hed fallen adeep. Thefirs twenty-four hours on Catalinahad been
spent recovering from the stress of work, the next twenty-four in just
wanting to get out of bed and do something.



And now he wished things could dways be the way they were, right at
that moment.

Right now.

How beautiful hiswifewasto him, with her dark skin and her Latin
eyes. And how much she had taught him in their fourteen years together,
through the fights and the trid's, how things had worked out asiif

they'd been meant to.

Therewas alovelinessin her he could not find when he looked at other
women. It went further than flesh and bone. It was some spark within

her. He grinned as he watched her. She was everything to him sometimes.
Before hed met her, he had been stupid, a clod, someone who was
destined to muddle through life uneventfully.

After meeting her, well, to him at least, it had been like amagica
transformation. Love itsdf had become the most powerful transformer he
had ever encountered. He knew of men who took their wivesfor granted,
but he was not one of them.

"Trey," shesdid, calling him by hisfamily nickname. "Trey?"

He leaned toward her, because apparently shewas about to tell him a
secret.

Shewhispered, "I got to go, sweetie. Right now."
"Soladylike"
"| thought s0." "I told you not to bring so many sodas," he sighed.

"I know. Why isthis such a problem?Y ou haven't exactly been reding
themin." Shehdf grinned. "Besdes, you guys haveit easy.

Y ou can just hang it off the side of the boat. 1'd have to lean over the
edge and probably capsize the whole thing." Then she gripped his hand
and said amost gernly, "l redly haveto go."

Starting the motor was difficult. He had to put dl hisweight into it,
pushing hisfeet against the transom as he pulled on the rope.

The boat rocked lessgently. Early clung to the sdes of it. Finally, he
got it going and steered toward shore.

It took half an hour to bring the boat back into the dock. It was early
inthe day, so the tourist boats were till circling around Avaon. He

had to maneuver his smdl fishing boat around to the Sde of the docks
and then kill the motor and row in. As soon asthey pulled beside one of
thelow docks, Early practicaly legpt off the boat, leaving him

rocking. Sheran in her bathing suit, towel around her waig, carryal



dung over her shoulder, toward the rest rooms.

Hewipcd hisforchcad it was going to bca hot day and grabbed aDr.
Pepper out of the coolcr. His nickname, Trcy, came because, asthe
oldest sonin hisfamily, he was namcd William Campbel| the Third, or
tresin Spanish, which became anglicized.

S0 he had been dubbcdtrey but only his closest fricnds and family used
thisname for him. Most of his coworkcrs knew him as Billy Campbcll.

Work was adifferent identity in more than name aone. He never thought
about it when he was home, or on vacation (like this particular weck).

He had dways hopcd to get into another line of work, but now, after
fourteen years, he could do hisjob by rote. Hisand Carly'sincomcs
combincd were enough to make thcm more than comfortablc. He wasn't even
sure he could do anything clsc for aliving it wasn't as though he were
adoctor, or even athcrapist he was a psych tcch, asupcrvisor, and

even though it was asccurc position, he had ncver, when he got into it

in hisearly twenties, expected to make it a career. Hed intended to go
on and get amaster's and maybe become athcrapist, but thenteresa had
been born, and then Mark, and Early was actudly able to go on and
finish her master's.., and then the money and security at Dardcn Statc
became so good, how could he walk away from thatWith kidsand alife,
how could he make a changc without disrupting the cntire flow of the
world?

But now he was considering quitting hisjob to start over because the
stress had redlly gotten to him with recent events. Early was making
enough to cover for both of them if they drew their beltsin tight. He
could maybe go back for that graduate degree ... In these seven dayson
Cataina, he was going to figure out what the hell he was going to do
with therest of hislife. Hisdream wasto livein aJmmy Buffet song

and bum around on idands like this one to the end of hisdays. He knew
thiswasn't the most practica of plans, and would definitely not put

Mark andteresa through Stanford in the future. Neither would that plan
entirdly wash with Early.

But, he thought, looking over at the old casino and the hillsbeyond it,

as another magnificent day unfolded in Avalon, wouldn't it be nice? No

more Darden State, no more fears, no more stress, no more nightmares
about the more extreme patients coming for me. No more remembering Jo-Jo
ripping his genitas off with his hands, or of LorenaDavis, naked and
drenched in her own blood, using the broken-off fluorescent rod asa
weapon, jabbing at him.

These were the basics of Darden State, and that word that dare not speak
itsnamein these paliticaly correct times: Insane.

And the shadow againgt the dark morning asit became visible with the
whiteflash of gunshot.



Asif theword "fear” could be written with light against darkness.
His beeper began vibrating in his shirt pocket.

"Dammit," he muttered, knowing it was some emergency from work that he
probably didn't even need to know about. He couldn't leave Darden State
for even three days before Jm Anderson messed up and gave the wrong
meds to the wrong patient.

At least, he hoped it was something that smple.

Later, he would remember how innocent things were just amoment before
he made that phone call.

Later, he would remember even the smell of the sea, woodrotted and
fishy, as part of awonderful innocence that would never again exist for
him.

Chapter 2.

The Darden State Hospitd for the Crimindly Insane takes up
twenty-three acres, and hasits own pogt office. So, officidly, itis
located in Darden, Cdlifornia, athough the town that encirclesit is
cdled Caadwdl. It isin Riversde County, just northeast of Moreno
Valey, in alarge canyon between two ridges. Its chain-link fences are
twenty feet high, and, at the top, encircled with coiled razor wire.
Within thetal outer fencethereis ashorter fence, lessthan ten feet
high, which carries athin eectric current, enough to stun ahuman
being for severa minutes. Twenty years ago it had only one high fence,
but every oncein awhile a patient escaped.

Thetown of Cadwell was none too appreciative of hearing thelone
gren, aleftover from air-raid days, after midnight, sgnaing that one
of Darden'sfinest was on therun.

The hitory of Darden isthe history of Americas attitude toward both
criminasand mentd illness. The hospitd was built in the 1890s, and
originaly was completely underground. In those days, aparanoid
schizophrenic who had murdered or committed some antisocia crimewas
treated worse than an animal chained to awall, food pushed with a stick
through the dot in the door.

The underground chambers prohibited escapes, and the community at large
did not have to be reminded of the hospital's existence. There were

fewer than ten percent of the patientswith ahistory of crimind

activity; many of them were acoho lics and drug addicts who were placed
there by loving families.

Darden remained underground until just after World War 11, when it
became a center for lobotomies and radical trestments, ice baths, shock
treatments . one doctor used to walk room to room, and randomly shock



patients whenever the mood took him. Sometimes it was the best treatment
avaladle.

The patientswho arrived a Darden began to come by way of the crimina
justice system, afamous court in Los Angeles, 95A, which was also known
asthe Zoo because of the outbursts from those suffering from psychotic
rages during their hearings. With this new class of patient, Darden

became known as the Crackup Palace, ajoking reference to the
comparative luxury with which some of its patient-inmateslived. There
were escapes occasiondly, reaching an dl-time peak of three ayear

within two decades.

In the 1960s, with the availability and research with psychotropic

drugs, pills became the favorite candies of Darden. The ten- and
fifteen-foot-high fences went up, and the nearly constant escapes
dropped drameaticaly with the constant sedation of the more dangerous
patients, and with a more recreational approach to patient care. The
Darden patient now wears an orange Dardent-shirt, and has caisthenics
inthe morning, recrestiona therapy in the afternoon, can cal friends
collect, can accept calls and money from outsiders.

Occasiondly, if they were sneaky enough, the patients can even make
love, asthe hospitd is not only made up of both male and femae
patients, but they are alowed to intermingle fredy at certain times of
the day. The belief isthat the various medsthat each patient ingests
keep them far enough away from hisor her true fedings so asto be
safe.

But even passion cannot be drugged or shocked from a man's system.

It was at five A.M. that Rob Fallon glanced down the hallway to seeif
the night-shift whore was il in the hallway.

Hisroommate dept on, snoring every now and then to punctuate the
delicious slence of dawn. Rob loved that hour. That momen.

It was asif the entire ward were drugged and groggy, and no one, not
even the orderlies, could think clearly so early in the day.

It was two hours before the night-shift personnel went home.
Ten minutes before the night-shift whore waked down the halway.

Her shoes tapping the newly waxed floor. Her heavy orthopedic shoes. Her
fat ankles. Her smell. Her taste.

The corridors gleamed in the long stretch of fluorescent lights from
above. It was a green glow, from the recent paint job, done, Rob knew,
because the state inspector would be coming in aweek.

There was agrapevine among the patients, and someone at Patton State,



over in San Bernardino, had come to Darden for some tests, and mentioned
theinspector's vigt there. So that'swhy the flowers were planted out

on the edge of the basebdl field, and that'swhy the kitchen smelled of
bleach and that'swhy Dr. IVIJIWARDENE was conducting physica
evaudionsal month long.

Thewhy of thingswas very important to Rob. He had been taught about
thewhy of thingsearly in life by hismother. Her why wasto create

him. That was her sole reason for existence. His mother taught him all
theways. Shewas a brilliant woman, but ultimately she had outlived her
why. All women did.

He had awhy: He was a child of God, and that was why he was on earth,
to just be. gnat was hiswhy. He was a young man twenty-sx .. who had a
genius 1.Q. Under different circumstances (he thought) might have been a
world leader or abrilliant poet. Instead, he had murdered three of his
girlfriends, kegping their headsin water in hiskitchen sink. Thesink
waslarge, theindustrid kind.

It couldvefit afew more heads, but Rob had been arrested before he
could collect another one. The heads still spoke to him when he was by
himsdlf, and they told him about al the secrets of the world.

They told him about the whys. He told the policeman who arrested him
that just because he cut off their heads didn't mean they had stopped
living. They were dill there, hiding from him, talking to him, telling

him that they loved him. The heads.

Rob tried to show remorse for his crimes, but he didn't really
understand remorse, or guilt, or shame. Still, he was very good at
convincing women that he wallowed in misery and pain.

And hewas one of the most beautiful creaturesin dl of creation.

He had been told so on countless occas ons throughout hislife. Hewas
an Adonisfrom his earliest years, and women had dways|oved him.
Always.

That was why the night-shift whore wasin love with him. That was her
why with women, he knew, the why usualy had to do with love.

DonnaHowe.

She was ugly, adog's dog, atwo-bagger hump. She had anoselikea
potato, and skin scarred and mottled with pits and craters.

She was six foot two, broad shoulders, no boobs, arear end like two old
sagging pumpkinsleft out too long after Halloween. Sheld remained a
virgin till she wasforty-one, which iswhen Rob first did her. Shewas
abeast on the outside, but atotal romantic within.



She was meant to be used. She was meant to be taken by him.
Six weeks ago.

She had been easy to seduce. She had never had a date, and Rob looked
like ahunk, he knew it. He knew how to get agirl to like him, any

girl. He couldve written abook onit: You just find out what they like
inaguy, and then you become that thing, that guy, that dream.

It was dways so easy for him.

It wastime, now, for her weekly dose of hislust, so Rob gavea
whispery whigtle, knowing that the night-shift whore would be waiting,
listening just for this sound. She had never had it so good, he knew,

and shewas just about at the point when she would do anything for him.

Hedidn't plan on killing her.
Hedidn't consder himsdf akiller. He had never killed anyone.

He had cut off hisgirlfriends heads, but it hadn't killed them. They

had kept talking, telling him about the men their bodies were il

humping, dl the tens of thousands of men who were laying them, even
now, humping them &l over, every orifice they had, and then some.
Humping. Doing. Making. He couldn't say the F word, just like he
couldn't say the VV word. He couldn't even think them. He had used those
words only oncein hislife. Never again. He had learned not to use them
from the scrubbing that his mother had given him. He had learned never
ever ever to usethe F orv words again. He had felt the wire brushes
againg hisskin. The Comet.

The Clorox. The rubbing acohol. Hismother could not get him clean
enough after he had said that F word. She spent haf the night trying
to, but she could not wipe it off hisskin, hisface, histongue.

And the V word. His mother had told him to call it apurse. "It opens
up likeapurse" shetold him. "It'swhere you put dl the thingsyou
don't want anyoneto see.”

Hewas anice boy. His mother had raised him to be anice boy.

How could aboy like him kill anyone?

Rob Falon did not plan on killing the night-shift whore.

He could never do athing like that.

But he did need her eyes.

He did need her eyes.



Then he would see her why.

Her why wasin the eyes.

Chapter 3.

"Hey,," Rob Fallon said casudly. He leaned against the door frame. He
could be James Dean if he wanted. He was as cool as anyone could be. He
flashed agrin.

The woman wearing the white and blue uniform was moving dowly. She held
achart in her hand, closeto her smal breasts. She wore too much

makeup. Her eyes were blue smudges. Her lips were crimson.

Rob could tell just by the way she moved that she had begun getting
frightened of him. Shewaslike arat standing before a snake. She

stopped in the hallway and leaned againgt the wall.

She stared a him.

In her eyes, that 1ook of fear.

Hewould haveto cam her.

He drew afolded piece of paper from his back pocket. He held it up. "I
wrotethisfor you."

Her fear seemed to retreat. Her squinty eyes cleared. Shewasagirl in
love. Shewashis.

She glanced up and down the hall. There was the distant echo of the
cooksin the cafeteria as they clanged plates and trays and metal
utendls

No other sound.

Her heavy footsteps. Her fat ankles. Her uniform, so unbecoming on her
unwiedy form.

The night-shift whore stepped over to the doorway.
Rob Fdlon handed her the note.

She unfolded the lined notebook paper. She read the poem. She haf
grinned.

Hewatched her eyes. No fear there. They were bloodshot. They were
gamdl. Lurking within them, her why.

"It'sbeautiful," she whispered, looking over hisshoulder at his
roommate. "Y ou wrote this?"



"Yeah," hesad, and believed it himself, even though hed copied it out
of one of the booksin the library. But Rob believed that he wasthe
author of dl.

Heleaned forward and kissed her on thelips, dipping histongue into

her mouth. She accepted it, and he reached for her, holding her. When he
withdrew from her lips, he whispered, "I've wanted you for so long. Just
for akiss. Nothing but akiss. We don't have to do what we did before.

| know it waswrong."

"l can't," she whispered, shrugging off his embrace, stepping back.
"It'stoo risky. When you're released, we can be together. It'stoo
dangerous now." He sighed. "I know. | think about you al thetime. |
think about our life together. How | want to be with awoman like you,
someone who loves and acceptslove. | wish... | wish things could be
different.”

An expression of sadness etched across her face. "'l wish lifewere
esser.”

Rob Falon nodded. He leaned againgt her again, took her head in his
hands, pressed her lips againgt his. He did hislips across her face to
her cheek, then her nose, then to her |eft eye.

Hekissed her eydid.

Something in him urged: now.

Thewhy isin her eyes.

Hetasted her eyedlid. Sdty. Bitter from the blue eyeshadow.

She whispered, "Do you love me?"

He kissed from her eyedlid to her forehead to the edge of her scalp down
to her ear. He whispered, "Yes. God, yes."

Hefdt the rhythm of her body, something beyond her control asit
pressed againgt his. He knew that that place between her legs, her
purse, was opening for him. He knew that her purse wanted him inside
her.

He whispered, "Where can we go? | need you now. Right now."
Chapter 4.

Another patient, two doors down from Rob Fallon's room, on the other
sde of stedl double doors, stirred in her deep. The room was

practically bare. A single chair in the corner, benegth the barred
window, which was shuttered also. The bed itsalf, anarrow hospital bed



with criblike bars along one sde. The blankets were olive drab, the
woman's skin, where her hand showed, was pae white.

Her hand twitched dightly.

Shewas dreaming: The gleaming meta in her hands, and looking into her
lover's eyes asthey shared this most secret of pleasures. The yellow
flickering glow from the candles. The sméll of animd fat asit cooked
inthe large pot set down in the hearth. The sounds of the Strest,

beyond the cramped stone basement horses on cobbleswnes, the cry of a
fishmonger, the shouts as the copper from around the corner came upon
some cresture dying in an dleyway.

But in their sanctuary, the man and woman, caressing each other.
Thetagtes between their lips, mingling.

She had athin cloth over her face, dmost like a pillowcase but
lighter, like athin gauze. Still, bresthing was easy. She could see
shadow, but only during the daytime, if they unshuttered the windows.

She didn't mind the cloth too much. It was supposed to be removed at
night, but sometimesthey forgot. Sometimesthey |eft it on because they
didn't want to see the face benesth it. Sometimes she wished she could
scrape that face away hersalf. She wished she could find her true face
benegth this one, the one that was lurking. The face that had no skin.

Her arms were strapped to the sides of the bed. Her feet were smilarly
strapped. Her fingers were strapped too, asif someone thought that if
even one of those fingers were loosg, it would be too dangerous.

That even asinglefinger might mean that thissmal, pae woman might
tear her way out of her tether and claw her way through wall and flesh
for release from this place. She was smdl bardly five foot one, and
built proportionately, like a doll-perfect hands, perfect waist, perfect
legs, perfect hips. Her hair waslong and blond. It needed cutting, but
sometimes they forgot to attend to this detail.

Her skin had chafed some, and she had bedsores at times. They didn't
even aways have the decency to turn her over. They used to, but they
were getting negligent. Shelonged to fed sunlight on her face again,

to walk in the garden, to talk to the one she had lost, the one who was
S0 closeto her and far away at the sametime ... A single shaft of

light penetrated the room it was the light from the hallway as someone
opened the double doors.

Opening the door to her room too. The metallic scrape of the door asiit
did open. The smell of the halway rubbing acohol, a.fresh coat of
paint, the distant steam of food cooking in the cafeteria.

Thewoman in the bed began breesthing more quietly.



Shefdt thelight across her face.

It was warm.

Shewas sengitive to these things now.

Time and space, dl at once.

She samelled perfume, light, almost undetectable.

Backward and forward, one existence to the next.

She smelled someone's underwear it wasfilthy.

The smells pleased her. She was too used to the stink of the putrid

food, the odor of rubbing acohol and the plastic taste of the red and

green pillsthey shoved down her throat.

A woman had come into her room. The womansmell was dways the stronge<t,
the most disgusting. Thiswoman was just finishing her menstrua cycle.
Thiswoman entering her room had that last scent of dead blood there
between her legs. Who else? There were other footsteps.

All right. And aman too.

Good.

The man wasvery clean. He smdlled like Ivory sogp. He smelled
like--Johnson's Baby Shampoo? No, something cheaper. A generic brand.
Maybe from Payless, or... no, she couldn't tell.

He smélled too clean for someone at thistime of the morning. Hewas
someone who kept himsdlf brilliantly clean. Someone who wasterrified of
filth on himsdf.

She knew this man. She didn't know him by name, but she knew him by
amell. Sheremembered all, for al she had now were memories. Shehad a
photographic mind, she memorized details and faces and smdlls and

tastes. She had smelled the man once before, passing by her room. He was
allowed freerein, she supposed.

Hewas not like her. He was stupid. Men tended to be stupid, to
underestimeate others. To assume that women didn't have minds.

Men thought women couldn't be doctors, could be only nurses, or
orderlies; men thought women should stay home and care for their

old people who vomit and urinate al over and stink the place up.

That waswhat men thought.



But sheliked clean men, like thisman in her room, with thiswoman. The
woman was dirty she had to wear an old Elizabeth Arden perfume called
Chl6e, the woman in her room did, to cover up the stink of her panties.
Her hair smelled greasy too. She washed it only once aweek. She kept it
inanet, probably, beneath one of those tacky white fake nurse caps.

When men were clean they didn't think, they just were.

But the woman who was walking near her bed now, she smelled like she
never douched. Isthe man putting his dean fingers up into the filthy
woman's panties?

Thewoman in bed hald her breath so that she wouldn't have to smdl what
these intruders in her room were about to do.

They were going to do the most repulsive surgery right there.

Right in my room, she thought, and I am chained down, likean animd, |
can't do anything about these awful people, how that man is going to get
histhing al disgusting with that woman's swampy juices.

The man moaned alittle. He whispered, " She can't hear us, can she?"

Thewoman giggled. "Honey, she's got so many pillsin her, evenif she
could, sheld never understand it. It'll be better doing it herethanin

the broom closet. And hell, even if she understands, who'd shetdll? She
never talks. She'sjug athing."

Thewoman in bed amost giggled too. She wanted to tell them that she
could understand what the clean man was doing to the toad.

She wished the clean man would take thisfilthy woman into the showerm
sprays of clear, pure water-- and clean her off, make her dl clean

again. therobe of red with blood roses sewn across "Robby," the filthy
woman said, "l want you insde me now.

Please.” By the voice, she recognized the woman.
DonnaHowe. Just forty-one years old. Single. Bad habits. Bad teeth.

Bornin Oxnard. Parentsin the navy. Lives with two roommatesin Moreno
Vadley, near themall. Very needy. Large fedt.

That was dl the information she had on Donna. It was hard to find out
about people in Darden, because once you asked someone afew questions,
they became cautious.

The man was Robert Fallon. She knew al about him. He was ataker, and
very nice, but snce sheld been unstrapped for only afew monthswhen
sheld firgt arrived, she had not kept up with him.



Of course, hewasinsane, and not to be trusted, but he was a bit of a
lapdog, so she didn't think he'd be too much trouble. Hewas a
sociopath, she knew, by the standards of psychiatry.

Shewas not. She knew what she was hersdlf, what her life was all aboui.
But she recognized sociopaths as brothers and sisters, people who had
purposeto their lives, and an understanding of the Godlike nature of

man that was denied by the other animals. When she had been freeto
roam, when she had been able to look the other patientsin the eye, she
could seewho was one of her kind. They were adifferent speciesfrom
the rest of theworld. They were hunters and the gods of creation. In
times past, she or this man Rob might're been the leaders of the

animals. Insteed, they were cast into prisons and tortured for their
superiority. But the woman re strained in bed knew that the true measure
of civilization wasin how a culture treated her species. The hunters of
men.

These thoughts didn't erase fear from her mind, however. She ill knew
that the animaslike thiswoman could hurt her. She knew that this
woman was the enemy.

And what if no one camein and saw what these two were doing near her
bed?What if they did something to her?

Oh, Lord, thewoman in bed thought, they are animdls, they are lower
than animals, they are trying to make me do it too, | just know they

are, they can't help themsalves, oh, why doesn't someone help me, why
doesn't someone come through that door and help me? These horrible
animasarein my room.t The man was standing up and doing it to the
filthy womean.

Like dogs, oh, someone come in and stop them.t

They needed a shower, awarm, wet shower, with someone to scrub them
down, to clean them, to sponge off the filth and muck.

Thefilthy woman was|eaning forward. The woman in bed could smell her
coffee-stained breath. The filthy woman set her hand down on the edge of
the bed, near the straps.

Oh, please, someone help me. There are obscenitiesin my room.

And then amiracle seemed to happen for the woman in bed, for shewas
ableto draw her index finger and her thumb out from the strap. The

filthy woman's dapping hand had loosened it.

Twofingers

The woman in bed twitched her fingers, restoring circulation asthe
disgusting animals pounded against each other.



Shetouched thetip of her finger to thetip of her thumb.
Freedom.

It was al she needed.

Chapter 5.

It took the restrained woman ten minutesto get her hand and dip it
beneath the covers so the animals couldn't see that shel was|oosening

her other hand from the strap. She would not be able. to get her feet

free, not right away, but she could grab Donna Howe and scrape her face
clean before the toad woman would know what hit her.

She doubted that Rob Fallon would mind.
He might be scared of her, but fear was good.

Sowly, carefully, both hands free, the woman in the bed up to pull the
cloth from her face, the cloth that kept the others from looking at her,
from seeing her asawoman.

They wanted to see everyone as animals.
Butit wasthem.

They were the animas. The woman in bed unveiled her face and wanted to
say "Boo!™ to Donna Howe, but when she saw Donnas face, she could

ggdle

Donna's face was covered with swesat. She was being taken adog from
behind. Her eyes were glazed over from the b act. Donna barely noticed
her, asif she were just waking from dream. Then, when she did notice
her, Donna's eyes went wide, her mouth began to open.

But the woman in the bed grabbed Donnas head by the ears and yanked it
down to the bed, next to her own face.

Asthe woman in bed went to work, the man behind Donna kept pounding his
body againgt hers, his moans becoming louder.

Chapter 6.

MEMORY." the room off the alley, near theriver, by the bridge. It
smelled of rats, and only had ahaf-dozen candlesfor light. They
flickered yelow and green againgt the pedling paint of the plaster

wall. Water dripped dowly from the celling, some of it striking her on
the head. But she didn't move, as much out of fear as of lack of will.

She could hear the women on the street, hawking their wares to the men.
She could hear the creak of whedls asthe cartswent by. Her skin felt



cold. Her blood, warm.

He had st his hat down on the chair and taken his cloak off too.
Beneath it, he wore afresh white shirt and the finest black trousars. He
was atrue gentleman.

Hesad, "'l saw itinyou, girl. You liked whet | did. You lovedit,
pet, didn't you?'

She nodded, still shivering. She could taste blood in the back throat.

"Wearedike, you and |. We are of the same mettle. We've known each
other before, isn't that true? Not in some wretched heaven or hell, but

in eternity. We are soul mates, child." Hiseyeswerelike
diamonds--hard and sparkling dl at once. "I brought you a gift."

He reached into his black bag and withdrew something coveredina
monogrammed handkerchief. Blood had soaked through the silk. "It's
something quite beautiful, if you have the talent for seeing beauty. Do
you?

Do you, my raggedly little urchin?’

Sheleaned forward.

"Do you love what's on the inside instead of what's on the surface?
What is beneath the skin isthe truth of our beings. Hereisher truth,”

he said, squatting down beside her, taking her smal hand, drawing her
to her feet. She was shivering. He wrapped his arm around her and held
the thing in the handkerchief up to her face. "It wasthe part of her
where shelived. It was her secret place. Isn "t it beautiful 7"

She looked on as he unfolded the corners of the handkerchief When she
saw what was within it, she looked away for amoment, because it wasthe
part that she hated the most. She glanced about the room, trying to look
a everything but what wasin his hand.

She saw hersdf suddenly in the reflection of the mirror onthewall.

Her face scarred and hideous.

"Y ou are beautiful to me," he said, kissing each one of theincisonson
her face.

Someone was screaming out in the street.
Shefdt lightning burst through her.

Agnes Hatcher awvokein the bed in the last years of the twentieth
century.



Her face was covered with blood.
Chapter 7.

Jm Anderson should've arrived a work between six and six-thirty, but
because his Chevy truck was running poorly, his brakes about to give
out, he decided to get there at quarter of and avoid traffic.

It was till dark out, and he was deepy. He'd been subbing for Billy
Camphbell dl week, who, the lucky gtiff, was vacationing on Catalina.

But Jm wanted histhree-to-midnight shift back. He wasn't amorning
person. The mornings were apain in the butt, al the patients getting

wild when they first woke up, the meds having worn off. At night, at

least after supper, they tended to watch TV or read or play board games.
Only occasiondly, when atelevison game show like Jeopardy/got too
exciting, did ariot break out. then they weren't that hard to subdue--a
littleforce and afew pills.

When Jm Anderson got past security and had made it down the hall in
Building D, he knew something was different. in the usud way of some
patient getting in bed with another, somewild person trying to use one
of the fluorescent bulbs as weapon.

It was adtilinessthat he had not expected.

A quiet.

Sure, hewas early.

Sure, he dill wasn't dl that familiar with the morning and its
routines.

But Donnawas not at her desk and Rita Paulsen hadn't comein yet to
relieve her.

Donna's desk was piled with papers and Twinkie wrappers. Al though he
knew that Donnawas fairly disorganized, usudly by dawn she would have
cleaned her desk off for the next shift.

Helooked into a couple of the rooms, but the inmates were still adeep.

The one he had never liked, never enjoyed being around her room was just
through the double doors.

He never looked there.
That woman scared him.

Agnes Hatcher. How she memorized faces and people, and any one who had
ever done her even the dightest harm. She was fortytwo, but looked like



shewastwenty, smdl, petite, dmost girlish.

And yet shewas atiger. Shewasthe only patient in D that had to be
restrained and covered except at mealtime. And even then they spoon-fed
her with avery long spoon. Shewasin, asfar as he could tell, for

gaking and planning the killings of four cops, each of whom, shefelt,

had been rough with her when she'd been arrested for a double murder.
Jm didn't know everything about her he had only seen her picture and
had never seen beneath the sack they put over her face but he knew she
was nothing but a destructive force in ahuman body.

And he stayed away from her.
Jm turned his back on the stedl doors.

He shivered. He wasn't going to go through them and check on Agnes
Hatcher at six in the morning with no one else around.

And then he noticed adoor dightly gar.
Robby-boy's room.

Rob was okay, amild-mannered sociopath who had athing for girls heads
but wasfairly easy to control. Like all good sociopaths, Rob aimed to
please, at least to Jm'sface and that was al he cared about on the

job.

Maybe Donnasthere.
Rumor was that Donna had athing for Rob. It was not unusual

for psych techs and orderliesto start having fedings for somethe
patients, but it could get out of hand and cross boundaries-- and that's
when it got dangerous. Jm shook his head: Darden State is another
world. One of the patients, Crackers, had even told Jm that now that
they were friends, it was okay for Jim to screw his colostomy hole, and
then Crackers had proceeded to poke at it with hisown fingers.

Another world, dl right.

Jm decided to go get acup of coffee before checking on Rob Fallon. It
was Campbell's shift anyway--why should Iput thisweek?

He went down to the vending machinesin the staff room. On. of the

lazier employees, Soderbergh, was napping on the couch. Jm poked at him
with hisfinger. Soderbergh snarfled away and opened his eyes hdfway,
asif he were undecided asto whether to full "Wheres Donna?' Jim asked
as he stepped up to the coffee machine. He dropped fifty centsin and
pressed the cream and su buttons. He looked back at Soderbergh. "Get up,
will you?'



Soderbergh dowly sat up, shaking his head free of deep.
"Donna. | didn't see her at her desk. She around?”’
Soderbergh shrugged. "I saw her alittlewhile ago. What it?"

Jm Anderson glanced at hiswatch. " Six-ten." He reached the machine and
withdrew the smal cup of coffee.

"I don't know how you drink that stuff, man,” Soderbergh "It'll kill
you." ,.

"What about Donna?'

"| told you, she'saround. Shewasjust in hereawhile ago. | wa
snoozing, but | saw her go by inthe hdl. Sheld aready out of her
uniform.”

Jm took asip of coffee. "Y ou don't think she's down there Fallon
agan?'

Soderbergh haf grinned. "Maybe. He's been sending her notes.”

Jm Anderson shook his head. "Jesus. | knew she waswrong thisward. |
knew it."

"Want meto go seeif she'sthere?'
"No. I'll go. | just hopeif sheisthere, she'sgiving him meds.

I've seen him try thisbefore. | was hoping Donnawouldn't fal for it.
What alife, huh?' Jim finished his coffee, tossed the cup in thetrash,
and headed out of the room.

Chapter 8.

Waking down the corridor, back to Rob Fallon's room, Jim derson checked
the other rooms briefly. There were fourteen mateson D, dl fairly

docile, owing to the medications received. But of them, five were

consdered sociopaths, and the had murdered enough peopletofill a

house. Mogt of them till deegping. A few were Sitting up in bed, either

just staring out space, or reading, or playing cards. They had that

glassy look in eyes, of Thorazine and Doltrynol. He nodded to those who

up.

rhen he got to Fallon'sroom, the smell of Lysol was ering. That cold
chill that Jm felt whenever he went into one rooms--hefdt it, like
ice. He never knew if it washim, or All he knew wasthat hefdt it.

Sometimes, in the morning, Rob Falon would be a his drawing cartoons
on construction paper. Rob was quite agood toonist, actudly. When hed



been on the outside, Rob had had drawing funny portraits at amusement
parks, and made aliving & it. Jm had one of his cartoonson his
refrigerator at it wasacaricature of Jmin profile, with aquestion

mark over head, and the word "why" written at the bottom.

But this morning the table was bare. Through the bars at window the
firgt feeble rays of sunlight speared across the of the room.

Jm flicked on the light to see better.

He heard whimpering, and saw Rob there, hunkered down on the floor in
the corner, shivering. He kept his hands clenched shut.

He was naked except for atowe around hiswaist. Jm glanced toward the
snk it wasfull of dirty brown water. Rob, who liked to be squeaky

clean, had been giving himsalf asponge bath.

"Rob?Y ou okay?"'

Rob didn't respond.

Other smélls, benesth the Lysol layer: somekind of bleach.

Fdlon deaned himsdf and his surroundingsincessantly. He couldve
gotten the brand-name cleaners from Donna herself.

Jm noticed that the floor had been scrubbed. There was a pasty white
layer of soap acrossits shiny surface.

He glanced over at Rob'sroommate, Petrie, who lay with hisface to the
wall. Adeep or awake, hewasignoring Jm.

"Y ou been having nightmares again, old buddy?* Jm walked over to him
and crouched down. "Needing to clean up after yoursaf2."

Rob looked himinthe eye.

Thiswas unusua for asociopath, to be cowering likethis, afraid of a
world that existed only as adedlusion. Unless something had threatened
Rob's sense of himself asbeing red. Unless he had, for thefirst time
in his existence, been madeto fed small by someone.

But what or who could've done that?

Rob whispered, "Now | know why. It wasn't the eyes, Mr. An derson, it
wasnt theeyesat dl. She showed me.”

He unclenched his hands, something in them.

Something al smeared and red.



Curled hairsa itsfringe.
Skeins of flesh, aloose tapestry unraveled in his hands.
"Damn,” Jm said, sanding, staggering backward.

"It wasn't in her eyes, | thought it was, but it wasn't. It wasin her
purse,” Rob said, holding the thing in his hands up, like a supplicant,
for Im'singpection. "Just like my mother'spurse. It'sinit.

That'swhere her why was. She showed me. She SHOWED me."
Chapter 9.

Three hours later, after docking the Westcoagter, Trey was diding his
work number from apay phone on Catalina. was just coming out of the
rest room several yards away. She h dipped into navy blue shortsand a
turquoise T-shirt, and was ping every few feet to get her sandals on.

Trey waved to her so sheld see him. She looked up, her nose. She would
know the call was about work. They hadn't a decent vacation in Sx
years, between her finishing her and starting with the county, handling
adoptions, and his sive work habits (and he hated work, but could not
keep from aworkaholic, as lazy as he dreamed of being).

And then, that thing. That incident. Accident. With the gun. It dways
there, in the back of his head. He couldn't deep some m thinking about
it. When hefindly could deep, he often about it, asif it were

happening dl over again.

"Thisis Campbdll. | need to talk to m Anderson, Building Trey said
into the mouthpiece, and the call was transferred.

Early didn't even come over. She went to get her sun block the boat. He
watched her. Shelooked like she belonged here beautiful womanina
beautiful town. The dant of light, flat broad. The town benegth the

sun, layered in the harshness day. He saw some children with their

father walking past Early the dock. The children weredl laughing. One
held alarge seahigh in theair. Y oung couplesin brightly colored

clothes strolled dong the promenade. An old man sat on abench outside
the drugstore, clutching acane, watching al the tourists with alook

of disgust on hisface. Early got her sun block and walked back up to
the promenade, ducking into a souvenir shop. The colors of the small
segfront town were al pastel blues and yellows and greens. It waslike
an old painting to him, atown from another time, aresort of perfection

and deepy eyes.

The Catalina Express was docking alittle ways up, with yet more
tourists ready to disembark. Trey had hoped that not too many people
would be on theidand yet since it was midweek. Asit turned out, the
place was packed. At least they had the boat. Later on, maybe he'd take



Mark and Teresa out around one of the coves and | et the baby-sitter have
abreak for afew hours. That would be nice.

Or maybe just lounge around at the rented cottage, read, watch
televison, relax.

Finaly, Jm'svoice came on theline. "Billy. Glad you're around.”
"I'm not really around. Y ou beeped?"

"Had some trouble this morning. Just thought 1'd report in. It's under
control, but shook me up some.” Jim had that deadpan way of spesking, as
if nothing were very important. But there was an edgeto hisvoice.

"Someone hite histongue of f2." It was the joke at Darden, because
between eye poppings and tongue hitings, there wasn't alot elsefor the
psych techsto joke about.

"A litleworse" IJm sad.

"Drop the other shoe." Trey sighed. He knew how bad things could get. He
had seen men and women do things to themsalves and each other which
were, to him, like coming upon avison of hell.

Some dtatic on the phoneline.

"JIm?' Trey said. "What wasthat?| didn't hear you." Jm Anderson said,
"| said, Robby-boy somehow got hold of aplay toy. A red vagina. Only
this one didn't have awoman attached.”

Chapter 10.

Christ. Trey Campbell held his breath for afew seconds. It was more a
prayer than acurse. He brought the receiver down from ear and inhaled
the clean st air. Closed hiseyes. Tried to out theimage that was
forming in his head. Then, back to phone. "Falon did that?

"Other bad news. | think it's Donna Howe."

Trey remembered catching Rob Fallon flirting with Donna, warning her
about how Rob behaved. Trey felt tears coming to eyes. Poor Donna. They
hadn't had amurder on the premisesin teen years. "'l know it was Donna.
Dammit.”

A pauseontheline

Then Jm said, "We haven't found the body yet. Falon isn'ting about

why hedid it or where he put the rest of her. Cops been checking the
lockers and the ceiling, but still no corpse.

Fdlon didn't run, the cops aren't putting usin lockdown, so &t it's



not the hell we had when Kmetko ran in 'ninety-one. having his usua

field day, but even he's acting weird. Fallon Donnaisn't dead. Had to
give him some more meds..." Jm chattering nervously about Rob and poor
Donna, but Trey heard him.

He was remembering something, something about genitals.

Heinterrupted Jm. "Jmmy, it'snot Rob. That'snot his

you know that. Eyes and heads are histhing. Go check on Hatcher."
Another pause.

"Jm?, "Billy," Jm sad, "are you nuts? She's bound and gagged "

"Look, it'sher M.O. Body parts. Surgery. Rob might've killed Donna, but
the genitals are cons stent with Hatcher. Check on her now. Right this
minute. I'll say ontheline"

Trey watched as Early finally came out of the souvenir shop, her hands
full of postcards. She waked toward him, her sunglasses dipping down
her nose alittle. As she got closer, he smelled the coconut oil. She
smelled ddlicious. She managed asmile and held up apostcard of a
mermaid. "I'm going to send thisto Mitch, hell loveit, and Rick and
Kathe, | got onefor them too wait, wait." She sorted through the cards.

She brought one out but must've noticed how distracted he was.

"What's up?' He sighed, reached over, and put hisarm around her. "A
woman a work. Killed."

"Oh, my God," she gasped, and through clenched teeth said, "I hate your
job. We did come hereto think about you getting out of there with both
eyesintact, right?'

He kissed her forehead, tasting coconut oil.

Jm cameback ontheline. "Billy?'

"She's not there, isshe?' "Billy Ritasays Hatcher'sin her room. She's
cuffed, fill doped up from last night's meds, face cover ill intact ™

"Well, thank God for that. Hope Rob talks."
"Metoo. If anything else happens, I'll beep.”
"Okay. Thanks. And Tuesday, buddy," Trey said.
"Oh, yeah, Tuesday,” Jm said.

Trey hung the phone up. Caught his bregth. The fresh air was ardlief.



Heredlized that his breathing had been shalow ever since he thought of
Agnes Hatcher. Sometimes he held his breath when he went into her room
at Darden. Sometimes he held his breath when he heard her nam, e. He
inhaled deeply, shaking his heed.

"What'sall the Suff about Tuesday?" Early asked.

"Well, besdes being my first day back, he owes mefifty bucks, | told
him something would screw up during my firgt vacetion in years.™

"He's an easy mark. Never bet againgt asurething.” Although he didn't
completely bdieveit, Trey said, "Wdll, they .: can handleit on their
end. They don't need me."

"Repesat after me: They don't need me, they don't need me, they can
handleit,” Early said mock hypnoticdly. And then softly, "I'm so sorry
about that woman."

"Metoo." He shook his head. " She was having afling with a patient.

| saw it coming. | spoke with her about it. Next week | was going to
take her out of that building and put her in another one.

| probably should've fired her for getting involved, but | wasn't
completely positive that anything was going on. | should've acl sooner.
| didn't think shed redlly fdl for hisact. She must'rehim."

Carly's eyeswidened. "Y ou're kidding. Why would someone doi something
that supid?'

"If you'reat al vulnerable, and inexperienced, it happens. guy'sa
sociopath. He found her weakness, and he went for it. probably had never
been in love before, and herésthis young!! good-looking guy who seems
perfectly normd, and sheswith dl night long, talking, laughing. Only

she doesn't know that planning something for her. Hesnot like sheis,

he does things effect, he does things only to get something for himself,
because him, she's not even red. To him she'sjust an object, likea

lamp adoll.”

"Sometimes," Early began, "when | hear about those things your job, it
makes me not so surethat we live in adecent world.".

"Yeah, | know."
"| sure hope nothing €l se happens this week."

"Hell beep meif anything does," Trey said, holding the up, about to
put it back in his shirt pocket.

Early made agrab for it, got the beeper, dropped her and said, "Oh, no,
he won't. No more beeps.”" She laughed, and wasn't sure what she was



going to do. Shetook it, and ran down the boat, and by the time she
threw the beeper in the water, he running for her.

"No, Earlyi" he said, but as soon astheinfernd thing fell beneath the
dight waves, he was somehow relieved. He had never been far from that
beeper for the past ten years. Then, to his own surprise, he started
laughing. He knew it was awful to be laughing after a coworker had been
murdered, probably sadistically. Nothing surprised or shocked him
anymore, not after what he/d seen at Darden: the eyes smeared on the
walls, the man who tore his own penis and testicles off with hisbare
hands, the woman who took alightbulb, brokeit, and in front of him and
Jm, diced off her nipples.

It wasn't just ahospitd for the criminally insane, and it was more
than just the archaic notion of amadhousg, it was humanity laid bare,
with both itsbrilliance and its brutdlity.

Trey stood at the edge of the dock on Catalinaldand and laughed,
shocked that he could do o after the morning's tragedy .

He could not stop for ten minutes.
He had trained Donna Howe in procedure.

He had tried to reach out to Rob Fallon, to try to make him understand
how he had hurt people and how that was bad.

He had failed on dl counts.

He could not stop them from doing what they were compelled to do.
Donna Howe needed love, and Rob Fallon needed scalps.

It dmost occurred to him then.

Chapter 11.

They atelunch at one of the restaurants aong the ordered yedllowtail
and asalad, but didn't eat very much of it. Early carefully avoided
seafood, and opted for ahamburger. spoke much during lunch. Trey'smind
was on Darden State again, and he wasfighting to put it out of his
head. At one point she asked, "Are you going to be okay?'

He nodded.

"If you want to talk about this, we can,” she said, and sipped coffee.
After lunch they strolled back up to the smdll cottage they renting, set
up againg the hillsjust beyond the Zane Grey Asfar as Trey was

concerned, the place was costing them afortune, but it was beautiful,
had awasher, dryer, aswimming and a deck with abarbecue. Inthe



mornings he and Early sat in bed and watched deer crossthe yard,
heading for the stand trees up againgt the hills. He joked that it

seemed nicer than house in Redlands. Once he saw the cottage, nestled as
it wasin the hills above the sea, he knew it would be worth any The

gdtter, too, wasfairly expensive, but not much more so Mrs. Quinlan,

who watched the kids after school back home.

"And thisis our summer vacation," Early had reminded "What little there
isof it."

Catdinasliving areawas smdl. Thetown of Avaonwasno

than severad dtreetsthat ended almost abruptly beyond these first

hills. It reminded him of postcards he'd seen of the Mediterranean blue
and white and ydlow buildings on a hillside over ablue expanse of sea.
The town was packed in tight with shops and summer houses, asif these
were exiled from therest of theidand.

There were campgrounds and nature preserves beyond Avaon, but most of
the tourists stayed in town and rode the golf carts around the hillsfor
entertainment, or took horses up thetrails, or the glassbottomed boat

out into the harbor. He and Early had come to theidand years before

and stayed afew weekends, and then had forgotten itsexistence as a

quick Southern Cdiforniagetaway until they planned thistrip. The

choice had been either spend the cash and drive up the coast to do a

little touring, or drop abundle on alittle seaside place. Early had

won, as usud, because she wanted something relaxing, away from cars and
epecidly from work.

Now, with the beeper buried at sea, she got everything she wanted.

The screen door to the cottage was closed, but the inner door was wide
open. Trey didn't likethis. Although Cataina seemed a safe enough
place, he wasn't surethat it wasfar enough from the crimindsand
gangsters of the mainland. He opened the screen door and went in ahead
of hiswife. Something about that morning's cal to Jmmy Anderson made
him nervous. Okay, so the Hatcher woman was till in her cuffs, il in
bed.., but the genitalsin Fallon's hand just didn't add up for Falon.
Fdlonwould kill you aslook at you, but he wasn't asadist, and his
problems didn't seem to center around sexudlity.

Ealy sad, "What isit? Something wrong?' "Just my indinct,” Trey
sad, turning around to look at the silhouette of hiswife against the
sun'sreflection on the Pecific. "'Y ou want a beer?

"l want you, big boy," she said, stepping into the house, |etting the
door dam behind her. "Actudly, what | really want isto get back to my
big fat murder mystery. | wonder when Jenny'll be back with the kids."

Then they both heard aloud splash out back in the pool, and Trey went
to get abeer from the fridge. "I guess Jenny's back. And | guess Mark's



dill trying to swvim.”
"Get me an iced teaand meet me out poolside, stud,” Early said.
"And bring the cameral don't want to miss Marky'sfirst swim."

Jenny Reed, theloca girl they'd hired for the week, wastrying to

teach Mark how to do the Australian crawl, but the six-year-old would
have none of it. Teresa, eleven, was an expert swvimmer and had never
been afraid of the water. She sat on the edge of the small kidney-shaped
pool and sneered at her brother's chickenheartedness.

They both seemed to have wisdom beyond their yearsto Trey, who often
fet that his children were smarter than their old man.

Early had abook in one hand and was pointing at Mark with the other.
"Just pretend you're like Free Willy, Mark, you knowing over the
rocks." Then she set the book on her 1gp and reading, looking up only
now and then to give Trey cameraingructions.

Ever since they'd bought the video camera, when Mark been anewborn,
Trey had hated lugging it al over the place, he had to admit that the
memoriesit preserved were worth it. got a nice shot of Early shooing

him away so0 she could read. then Teresa, making aneat dive from the
edge of the pool. just sat, hisfeet in the water, and refused to get

in. When he the camerato Jenny, she blushed. She was sixteen and blond,
had akind of sparkling persondity. She didn't talk alot, but seemed
smart, and the kids loved her.

Trey turned the video camera back to Mark, who looked at water, now less
afraid for some reason.

Mark told the camera, "1 can seemein the pool.”
Trey laughed. ™Y ou can? Why don't you tell uswhat melike."

"Me doesn't look scared, | know that." Teresa asked, "Oh, so you're not
a'fraidy-cat anymore?”’

In the camera, with the sunlight filtering through

bougainvillea-shrouded trelliswork, Trey's daughter looked as were only
haf there the other half in shade, vanishing. She so much like her

mother, it was amazing. She would be just astiful, and she was smarter
than her old man.

Back to Mark, who said, "I guessmeisn't a'fraidy-cat. Look," he said,
touching hisreflection. "Meisgone."

And then he stood on the edge of the pool, looked at his father and the
camera, and sad, "Isit okay, Daddy, to get in?"'



"Of course, Marky. Just jump. The water's not deep. Jenny'll help if you
havetrouble." "1 don't want her to," hisson said. "Will you help,

Daddy, if something bad happens? Likeif | can't get out? Likeif
something's down at the bottom?"

"Nothing to be afraid of "

His son shook his head. "L ots of things down at the bottom."

"It'sjust likethe mirror a home, son. That'sal.”

Mark looked at the poal, at hisfather, into the video cameras eye.

Just as he was about to jump in, Trey had an urge to stop him, grab him,
and keep him from getting in, to keep him from anything that might hurt
him.

Keep him safe.

But asecond later, Mark was splashing around the pool, doing amodified
dog paddle.

Early looked up from her book, took her sunglasses off, and cheered.
Trey kept shooting the video, because he knew it would be archiva. One
day when Mark was twenty-five and afather himself, Trey could show this
to him, show him how scary it could be to watch your son take astep
toward the unknown.

It wasn't until one-thirty in the afternoon that his brain had pieced
together what had happened back at Darden State that morning.

And what it might mean to him if his hunch was correct.

Jenny took the kids down to go to the movies. Early wastaking anap. He
heard sea gulls overhead, crying ouit.

Trey made some coffee and picked up the phone. He dided Work. What he
had thought of earlier in the day had grown into atheory.

Donna Hozoe needed |oe, and Rob Fallon needed scalps.

The phone rang six or seven times. He knew that when there

was an attack or disappearance on the ward, there was so much confusion that the phones were not
always attended to. He had been there

during ariot, and he and his staff were so busy that hadn't even

bothered to buzz in theriot control police, wh

wouldre ended the problem swiftly.

Run for the phone, Jm. Comeon.



Hefét certain of the outcome of the call before the line was picked up
on the other end.

Chapter 12.
Trey said, "Jm? | want you to go check Agnes Hatcher's bed.”

"| told you aready, we checked it. Look, Falon'sin the bouncing room,
and weve had the cops come through looking for the body "

Trey cut him off. "I don't give adamn, Jmmy, now just do what | tell
you. Anybody feed her yet? Hatcher have lunch?

An admost petulant silence ensued. Then, "I don't know."

Trey sighed, exasperated. He took a couple of deep breaths, because his
first ingtinct was to chew Jm Anderson out. But Anderson was good. He
generdly knew what he was doing. He just didn't know Agnes Hatcher dl
that well. "I'mwilling to bet no one hasfed her. I'm willing to bet
she'slying in that bed with her restraintsloose, waiting for someone

to come feed her."

"Here, Billy, I've got thelog." Trey could hear the papers being
riffled through. He could amost hear the desperation in Im'svoice, as
if Jm were beginning to fear thattrey's hunch might be correct.

"It saysdl right, it says she hasn't eaten yet. Says she was il
knocked out at breskfast. Adegp. Her meds were heavy last night.

Shedidn't fal adeep until four-thirty A.M. Paulsen did the lunch
logshe told me that she went into Hatchet's room today at one with the
bedpan, only shewas till adeep.” Jm paused. He whispered into the
phone, "Billy, they heard her snoring for God's sakes." Another pause.

Trey was sure Jm was getting worried. It waslikethey al apanic
button related to some of the inmates. A panic button th was so easy to
push, and when pushed, a bomb went off som where.

In amore norma tone Jm continued. ™Y ou know what awire Hatcher can
be. Paulsen decided not to wake her. | know it' negligent, but you know
nobody likes deding with try feeding her in about twenty minutes."

Trey cursed under his breath. "No, Jm, heréswhat youreto do. Get a
couple of the big guys--maybe Howie and get down to Hatcher's room right
now, and if acop's around, him too. My takeisthat Hatcher islying
therein that bed with bloc on her face, and her hands areloose. She's

tried this before. iswhat she did on the outside.”

Jm gasped. It occurred to Trey that Jim was not aware of method of
Hatcher's crimes.



"Look, Jm. Before D ward nicknamed her the Gorgon, was called the
Surgeon. She operated on people while were till aive. She removed
parts of their bodies based on she felt was wrong with them. If Rob
Fdlon was having with Donna Howe, Agnes Hatcher would see her sex
organs what was wrong with Donna. What was causing her to be bad. I':
telling you, it's Hatcher's M.O." Trey waited for aresponse, he heard
was Jm's bregthing. "I'm telling you, she'slying in bed waiting for
someone to pull the covers back. She'swaiting attack again. When you go
in, beready for afight. Get some restraints. Take ametd rod with

you, something you can pry tween her teeth if shetriesto bite and lock
her jawson you." It so long for Jim to respond again, Trey fet like
damming the down.

"She'sdrugged up,” Jm said. "Y ou'd think she was apit She'sjust a
patient. She's got so much iunk in her, | doubt shelift afinger.”

Trey chuckled at the younger man's naivet6. Graveyard was a staple
ofvard D. "Y ou've seen her for only the past four Jmmy. | knew her
when. | know what she can do.”

"Okay, boss, I'll do what you want. And if you're wrong, you owe me a
hundred come Tuesday, ded ?'

"Dedl. Look, my beeper's not working. Just call me back,” Trey said. He
gave Jm the number to the cottage, and then hung up.

Chapter 13.

In his office a Darden State, Jm Anderson scratched his entire morning
had been like amigraine about to descend him, and he had swallowed
enough aspirin to kill ahorse. Still, head was pounding. The flickering
overhead lights, dl fluc bulbs needing replacement, compounded the
headache.

It made him angry that he had to follow Campbell'sagain, given dl the
crap coming down that morning. Hed hoping to prove himsdlf to his
superior. It seemed now that was proving just how incompetent he could
be a handling lems. He glanced at Rita Paulsen, who was pushing a
rolling of meds and juice cups. Two psych techs were waking with pretty
recregtiond therapist down the hall toward the game A patient was
screaming in the south wing, but that was for to handle.

Who would're thought that somewhere on this hall murdered, her body
hidden, her genitals cut off.

The police were ill there, an invisible presence, for they down in
Ward A getting coffee. Im didn't fedl they were that essary, except for
incarcerating Rob Falon yet again, thistimei aless
psychiatric-friendly prison--but that would come later, Rob had
undergone yet another trid for murder and another chiatric evaluation.



Copsjugt got in theway, Jm thought. tended to be brutish and nasty
about theinmates; Jm felt aof paternal concern for the psychoson his
shift. Thank God they're out of my hair for now.

But they'd be back soon, sniffing around for Donnas body. Jm had no
doubt that she was stuffed into some locker or cupboard somewherein the
hal. It wasn't thefirst time a staff member had bitten it, but it was

thefirg timeto Jm's knowledge that it had been awoman murdered. And
one as seemingly competent as Donna Howe. Only Rob Fallon would know
where her body lay, and hewasn't going to start talking till his shrink
showed up.

"Rita" IJmsad. "Y ou want to hear something funny?'

Rita Paulsen looked up from the tray. She was not very bright, nor was
she particularly competent, but she was tough on the job.

She had aface like an angd, but she could hold down a patient in the
middle of apsychoatic rageif the Stuation arose. She was definitely an
asset to theward. "What's up?"' she asked.

"That was Campbell on the phone. He thinks that Hatcher killed Donna
Says she'sin her bed waiting for us." He laughed thinking of how absurd
theideawas. He had alaugh like abull eephant.

It echoed down the ward. "Ever snce he shot that guy in his backyard,
he's been completely paranoid.”

Ritashook her head. "Can't blame him, given this place. But let'sface
it, if Hatcher had wanted to get us, she would've doneit earlier.

| wasin there. She was snoring like ababy, you know, same old same
old." Ritalooked a her watch. "Wdl, we can test out histheory. You
want to come with meto go feed the Gorgon?"

Because Hatcher seemed smarter and more watchful than the other
patients, everyone was afraid of her eyes. Although that was not the
reason for the cloth over her face. The cloth was there because if the
staff needed to feed her or be anywhere near her face, she had amean
overbite. Still, the face cloth added to the myth of the Gorgon.

"Okay," Jmsaid. "Sure. Let's go feed the Gorgon. But | don't want to
look at her. Last timel did, it was like she was studying mefor
something.”

"For her next med." Rita Paulsen grinned. "Ready?"

Chapter 14.

Agnes Hatcher's room had been an enormous wak-in refri tor twenty years
before. Then it was converted into aroom for patient named Emily



Freund, who had murdered her children spent most of her lifetrying to
tear the flesh off her refrigerator walls were knocked out, and the room
expanded, it was again reinforced with steel doors. Most patients were
able come and go at certain times of the day, but Agnes, owing to
congtant violent and aggressive tendencies, was restrained round the
clock. In the afternoon she was alowed to stand for hours, restrained
with her arms up in straps and her feet near the floor. She had one hour
of exerciseaday, in another dmost acell, by hersdf. A televison
monitor played an tape, if she so choseto do caisthenics. But the
mgjority of the of her life would be spent in that bed, strapped in,

face covered. outsidersthis often seemed horrifying.

But then, asthe therapists, doctors, and psych techs and liesknew,
thiswas Agnes Haicher.

Thiswas the Gorgon.

She had been apatient at Darden after being transferred another

hospital up the coast because she had caused ariot the patients. A very
libera-thinking doctor had given her aamount of freedom, believing

that her psychosis arose from ahood of abuse and deprivation. She
rewarded her doctor by ating on him as he was held down by the weight of
concrete blocks, without the benefit of anesthesia. They said helived

for sx more hours, but when he was found, he was begging for
degth--which came within minutes of the paramedics ariva.

At Darden she had bitten off three fingers of an orderly within two
hours of her check-in. Within twenty-four hours she was under constant,
restraint.

Outsde Darden'swalls she had surgically removed awoman'sliver on her
coffeetable, and played with it for awhile. She clamed that the woman
was a recovering a coholic who had lapsed one too many times. Her liver
had been her problem. She had murdered a police officer, which wasthe
crimethat led to her arrest and the discovery of dl her other murders.
When the police arrested her, it took six men, and she had to be beaten
into submission. On thewals of her house they found dozens of notes
with the addresses of the policemen who had ever bothered her, and their
children's schoals; also, of doctors who had examined her, and their
families, and of lawyers who had been unkind or threstening to her over
bad debts. Others too names and addresses to which she had no apparent
connection were dated for torture and death. On some of them she
intended to perform her perverse urgery.

She had been planning on dicing off parts of their bodies as souvenirs.

In her home they found a collection of penises, bladders, livers,

hearts, and lungs, and one jar of preserved brains. Some had come from
animas, some from unidentified humans. She owned severd surgica
instruments, most of which had been stolen from hospitas over the
years. She had created her own, using hybrids of fingernail scissorsand



meta nail filesand other household items. She had turned the small den

of her home in Pasadenainto her surgery, and there was enough evidence
of carnage there that one of the investigating officers had remarked,
"Forengicsis going to spend yearstrying to figure out what belongsto
who."

She had been ahigh school teacher in Pasadenafor severa years.

She bdieved strongly in reincarnation, and that life was a continuum
from oneincarnation to the next; she attended All Saints Church, and
consdered hersdlf aheretica Episcopdian.

She had graduated Phi Beta Kappa from the University of Cdiforniaat
Berkeley. With adegreein forensic science.

At thetime of her arrest shewas ateacher and lecturer at various
police academiesin the Southern Cdiforniaarea.

Shewasamember of the Junior League.
Her ancestors had come over on the Mayflower. She was amember of the
Daughters of the American Revolution, but had not been to amesting in

severd years.

She contributed heavily to the Children's Defense Fund and the World
Wildlife Fund.

She voted Republican whenever she voted, but leaned toward alibertarian
philosophy.

She was amember in good standing of Mensa.

A neighbor, just before Agness arrest, had been trying to set her up
with hiscoudin.

She had subscription ticketsto the L.A. Philharmonic.
Shewasthe Gorgon.

Rita opened the door to Agnes Hatcher's room and flicked light up. "Time
to wake up, Miss. Hatcher."

Chapter 15.
In the bed, the patient moaned.
Waking up.

"Jesus," Jm Anderson said, stepping around Rita Paulsen, "has she been
Spitting up blood?"



A spackling of red was on the olive-drab blanket.

In hismind he knew that Campbell had been right. The Gorgon must've
killed DonnaHowe. She must've somehow gotten loose. Shewas playing a
game with them. He held his breath for a second, wondering if he should
cal Howie and Dave into the room to help hold Hatcher down.

But he saw her hand; it wasin the restraint. It was definitely in the
resraint.

The cloth face cover was soaked red.

"It waan't likethet earlier,” Ritasaid, sounding abit defensve as
well as confused.

Jm knew that Ritawas occasiondly negligent. He knew, considering al
the black marksin her file, that she might be fired for not noticing
something like this on her rounds. Maybe, he thought, with the lights

out, maybe you wouldn't see the red. Maybe you wouldn't even look at
where Hatcher's face was, because you thought of her asthe Gorgon and
didn't even like thinking of her as ahuman being.

Hisfirst impulse was to remove the face cover, but he remembered for a
second what Campbel| had told him.

Or warned him about.

No copsinthe hall, and no metal rods on hand. He looked at Rita. "Y ou
ready to see her?'

Rita Paulsen shuddered alittle. "Whenever."

"She may attack. Stand back alittle, okay?"

Ritamoved to the side, but did not seem very nervous.

At least not as nervous as Jm Anderson felt ingde. He figured if he
pulled the face cover off swiftly, then maybe he could jump back. It was
important not to lean into inmateslikethis. It wasimportant to be

ready to step backward, so that if they lunged, you'd be safe.
Cautioudy, he went over to the edge of the bed.

The hand in the restraint, what he could see of it, twitched dightly,
then dropped asif Hatcher were adeep and dreaming.

Jm checked his own balance to ensure that if she did make a. -grab for
him, he could move back without faling.

He leaned over the inmate and lifted the face cover.



Beneath it, amass of blood.

A woman'seyes staring up a him, asif she weretrying to but could not
with her mouth, nor would her vocal cords muster much more than areedy
whine

Only with her eyes, wide open, could she signa pain and suffering.
He knew those eyes.

Hisfirst thought was. Campbell waswrong.

Chapter 16.

Trey Campbell had grown experienced at blocking bad memories. Thiswas
one of the sde effects of working at Darden. For those psych techs and
orderlieswho could not block out or deny the work environment redlity,
there were often breakdowns or burnouts.

Severd psychiatrists over the past three decades had |eft Darden, never
to practice their craft again because they no longer believed in the
gods of Jung and Freud. Occasionally, there were suicide attempts.

But Trey could not block the memory that hit him full force as he sat
back after hanging up the phone with Anderson.

Trey was twenty-two, anew hire at Darden. He was going for walks with
Hatcher in the garden. He believed that Agnes Hatcher was somewhere
ins de the abused woman beside him. He believed her childhood had been
taken away and her brain had been damaged through torture. She was
smart, he thought. He believed then thet if a person was smart enough,
she could be rehabilitated in some form. He played chesswith her often;
he brought her books, mainly Charles Dickens novels, which she loved.

And then, one day, he dipped.

Hetold her something he regretted as soon as the words were out of his
mouth. "It's Baantine. He has this theory about human behavior.”

Agnes bent down to pick aflower. "Look at these roses,” she said,
glancing back a him. Her blond hair fell to one side of her neck.

She was pretty, dthough the faintest scar tissue could still be se,
just at the corners of her eyes, and along her neck. "The psychiatrist?

[ likehim."
" just don't think you need to bein those restraints all thetime,

That'sdl. You've proven to methat your illnessis chemica and
behaviord.



Baantine talks about my patientslike they're--" He searched for the
appropriate word.

"Mongers?' she asked. She stood up again. "Y ou believe in me, don't
you?'

"I believe that no human being should be shut away and ho tied. "That

was when he knew he had said too much. She had away about her though.
Something that inspired confidence. An dm hypnotic quality. For a
moment hefelt like the patient, and she, the psych tech. "Let'sgo

back. Y ou're due for somemeds." "I don't like Baanting," shesaid. He
watched her facefor 9 of tension, but she seemed perfectly balanced,
perfectly relaxed.

It wasn't until he came upon her two weeks later that he he had made a
mistake of gargantuan proportion.

She had just goneinto her room from one of her walks. The chiatrist,
Bdantine, had been there with his clipboard and ingsfor her to

examine. Agneswas dready on every pill known the medical community a
that time. Every pill that would the strongest man. "

Trey could not forget: waking down the hallway, smiling at of the
nurses, who smiled back. The way his head was from amidafternoon
headache. The smdll of the laundry, for then, it had been on hisward.
That clean sogp smell that to cover dl the other smells of Darden
State. He was thinking the fishing trip he and his buddies were going to
take in afew deep-seafishing off San Pedro, three hours out. He had
his sixty bucks toward the boat rental. He was broke for the from that,
but he would catch enough fish tofill hisfreezer and some.

Hewalked past Agnes I-latcher's room, glancing through thick glass
windows. Sometimes he nodded to her as he went.

He stopped, turned, and went back to her door.

Through the window he saw Agnesleaning over the psychiarist likea
lioness over her prey.

She turned and saw him.

A faint ovd of red around her mouth.

The psychiatrist's skin had been pedled back aong his scalp.

She had been trying to open his skull up to find hisbrain. After hours
of operations and grafts, Balantine survived, but never practiced at
Darden again.

Later, restrained, shetold Trey, "Helived in hishead. | wanted to set



him frea"

It wasthelast time Trey Campbell had ever seen Agnes Hatcher without
her face cover on.

It was the beginning of her obsession with him. An obsession that would
last right up to the present summer day, July second, when he was
thirty-gix.

Trey took three aspirin and swallowed them dry. He stood in the kitchen
of the rented house and kept trying to block those old memories. Were
safe, hetold himself. Werein a cottage on an idand twenty-six miles

off the coast, about one hundred and forty milesfrom Darden State.
She'sin her restraints. She can't do anything to us. To me.

Early sauntered into the kitchen and said, "How about alittle romance
to take your mind off this?"

Chapter 17.

"Now?1 thought you were going to take anap,” Trey said, ing his hands
clean with awashcloth. He hadn't heard back from Jm Anderson just yet.
He had gone to make somefresh juice, but spilled juice dl over the
counter instead. Early stood the doorway in his blue T-shirt that barely
covered her thighs.

"Yes, now," shesaid. "l couldn't deep.'c'e have the place to selves
for afew hours.., why not now?"'

Trey got asponge and wiped the rest of the counter and board clean of
juice. He dropped the spongein the sink.

Hismind was gill on Agnes Hatcher. He found that the he tried to block
hisfear about her from his mind, the more seemed to be engraved in his
thoughts. He glanced at Early. to think of both Early and the Gorgon, as
if one face was, superimposed over the other. Agnes Hatcher was not a
woman ether; different, though, petite, blond, an efish kind Almost
innocent. And then those eyes ... When Agnes flashed them at you, it was
likealightning bolt, it waslike twin cutting through your skin. She

was only ahuman being, but Campbell had seen those small blue eyes
enough to know rained the ferocity of atiger.

Early frowned. It must've been obviousto her that his mind elsewhere.

"Trey, just you and me and Catdina." Early waked right up him and
threw her ams around hiswaist. "The smdll of the ocean, the clean air,
the breeze ... what are we waiting for, violins and roses? When we get
back, it'll be nothing but work for months to come. No getaways, no
timesto oursaves. Just enough timefor kidsand jobs. But right

now..." She brought a hand up to his collar and stroked the edge of his
chin. Shelet her hand dide down to his chest. "Sometimes | forget how



to even be romantic where to put my arms, how to relax, how to be just
like when we met, when it was you and me and chemistry. Remember?’

Trey nodded, grinning. "All that Stuff a work," he said. "It'sjust got

me so wound up." Hefdt incredibly warm with her, comfortable, asif

they were not two people, but one person, complete, together. They'd had
the roughest year of their marriage not because they didn't love each

other or care for each other, but because the kids and the job and

school al seemed to congpire to keep them unconnected.

And that dark morning with the shadow and the white flash from gunshot.
The memory aways threatened the horizon for him, like acoming storm.
He shut his eyes, opened them, asif it would stop the memory from
coming.

She rested her head againgt his chest. "No work talk."
"Jm's supposed to call back soon."

"Fine. Then hell call back soon and you can dedl withiit. But if we
have even ahdf hour to oursalvesinthislove nest, | say let'stake
advantage of it." Shelooked up a him; he could tell that she was
trying to seeif interest was ftirring. She kissed him rather
aggressvely.

Her lipstasted like the sea. He closed his eyes. Her taste was always
wonderful, sweet and sour at the sametime. He brought his arms around
her, his hands exploring her back down to her thighs.

The sensations he felt were both exciting and soothing.

She wiped her lips across hisface, to his chin, hisneck. He kissed the
rim of her ear. Asif by ingtinct, helifted her up, his hands beneath

her, her legs wrapping around him, and carried her over to the couch.
The blinds were up, but there was nothing in view other than the pool
and the hills. A hawk circled above the hills againgt a blue and white

sky.
Shewhispered, "I loveyou, | loveyou."

He, too, whispered the warmest things he knew, and felt burning and
strong as he made love to hiswife, the woman he had dreamed of loving
snce the moment held first seen her. She moved benegth him, and his
body responded. In the last moment he glanced out the porch doors, out
to the hawk in the sky, and watched it dive after some unseen prey, dive
down until it wasinvisble among the trees.

Chapter 18.

Jm Anderson, leaning over Agnes at Hatchet's bed Darden State Hospitd,
felt hisheart freeze.



For amoment he could not move.

For amoment time stopped.

Campbell waswrong, he thought.

Hatcher's not about to attack anyone.

He knew the face of the woman in the bed.

He knew the woman.

Not Hatcher.

Not the Gorgon.

Jm Anderson fdt nothing but stark terror when he saw the

woman.

Chapter 19.

Benesth the face cover, benesth the blankets:

DonnaHowe.

Shewasdill dive,

Chapter 20.

It was till light out on Catalinaldand whentrey Campbell awoke.

He checked the clock: not even four yet. Night would not come for
another four hours or so. He would not deep tonight, he knew. He would
need to have adrink or two to stop the whirlwind in his head--thinking
about Hatcher and what he had done once by letting her be free. Thinking
about death, and the man he had shot in adark morning. All swirling
around hisjob, which was the most insane job anyone could have.

And yet he had felt he had contributed some good to the system.

He had to bdlieve that.

During his nap he'd been having adream, not about Agnes Hatcher or
Early, but about his mother and father and brother. And about the first
time he knew about people. Thefirgt time he redly knew. He was Six,
and hisfather and mother were taking him and his brother to New Y ork to
go sght-seeing. They waked dong Sixth Avenue at dusk, and he had lost

sght of them. He didn't know where his mother was. Hisfather had
aready gone off to some business dinner, but his mother and brother



were supposed to be there. He looked at the people al walking, rushing,
running, ssomping, but he could not see hismother. Findly, he went up

to adoorman who he thought was a policeman because of hisuniform, and
asked if he knew where his mother was.

The doorman looked at him, and the six-year-old Trey Campbel | knew then
that the doorman was insane, and would've been willing to do something
awful to alittle boy liketrey, except for the fact thattrey's mother,

right a that moment, came up and grabbed him by the hand and hurried

off down the avenue, scolding him for not keeping up. Trey looked back

at the doorman, who was still watching him. It had been Trey'sfirst

run-in with what they called on B Ward a DM, which stood for Dangerous
Mother fucker. All the psych techs knew them on sight, sometimes on

amell, and Trey had developed his sensefor them early inlife. Trey
sometimes wondered about the people whose lives were touched and ended
by that doorman in New Y ork.

Trey Campbdll, thirty-six, leaned back on the couch. Early wasadeepin

the crevice of hisarm and chest. She snored lightly. He was naked; she

had managed to retain the bluet-shirt through their lovemaking. The

house was dark; the sky outside, pink. He dered, for a second, about the
kids, as he aways did when he didn't know their wheregbouts. But Jenny
had taken them to the movie down at Monte Casino. Probably for ice cream
cones and awalk afterward. Catalinawas possibly the safest placeto be

in Cdifornia. What was he worried about?

After afew minuteshe did clumgly out from under snaffled before
settling down again on the couch. He yawned, and walked outside to the

svimming pool.
He stood at the edge, looking at his shadowy reflection.

wasthe "me" that Marky had been talking about, the self looked brave
and strong, the reflection; but the flesh itsdlf, felt weak and tired

and ready to throw in the towel. Another of vacation, he thought, that's
al | need.

He doveinto the pool carefully, hishandsin front of his even beneath
the water to protect himsdf in case the pool | too shdlow. But it was
fine and deep, as smdll asit was. He up gasping clean pure air.

It felt good to swim naked. He splashed around, feding abit akid
again. Early came out with someiced tea, and kept he on no matter how
much he begged.

"Well," she said after he'd gotten out of the water and wasting buck
naked on the pooal recliner, "1 guessyou're feding alittle more

frisky."

"A bit," helaughed, shaking hishead in her direction to try to get her
wet. "l guess| am not absolutely essentia to the running of Darden



State."

"Maybe not. But youre essentid for the running of thisfamily.”
"lentit funny.”

What?"

"Oh, Carl, that we fight and get tense alot at home, and then we come
here and we're like two lovebirds on Spanish fly."

"My, my, Mr. Campbell, but you do flatter. And you know | hate being
caled Carl."

"Early my baby" he puckered hislipsin amock kiss"CarlottaMaria, la
seoritarns bonitaen todo € mundo.”

"Y ou better keep worshipping meif you want to stay happy, bubba" Early
lay back and pointed to the sky. "L ook at that sky.

"L ook at that sky. Pink and blue and yellow. Yikes, it'slikea
Spielberg movie”

Trey watched the play of pink and gold light out to the other side of
the western hills of Catalina. The heat of the day had abated, and the
feding wasbucalic. "Likeamovie," he whispered, feding drunk
athough hewas not. "Y ou and melive happily ever &fter, Early, and
nobody needsto call me again because the whole complex of Darden
State's running smooth.”

He reached across to where she sat, took her hand in his, squeezed it.
She gave him astrange look.
"I've got to tell you something,” she said.

Herased his eyebrows, expecting some further protestation of love or
lust.

"Something you might not be too happy about.”
"Okay. Shoot."

"I unplugged the phone before. Now, honey, you were just starting to

relax. | wasn't about to have that Im person calling every ten minutes

with some screw up that was going to keep us from enjoying ourselves.
It'sahospitd for the criminally insane, horrible things happen there.

We don't need to bring them every where we go." And then, her head down,
shesad, "I'm sorry.”

Hefdt himsdf tense up at first; but then he shook his head. "No



biggie. You'reright. | may be resigning soon anyway, right? Who needs
Ie.r]?l

But after afew minutes pretending to enjoy the view, he stood and
excused himsdf to go take ashower.

On the way to the bathroom he plugged the bedroom phone back into its
wall jack.

The phonerang immediately.

Hepicked it up. "Jm?"

The person on the other end of the line said nothing.

But he heard the breathing.

Her breathing.

Theline went dead.

Chapter 21.

"What's going on?' Early asked. She stood in the doorway.

Trey Campbell sat on the bed, staring at the phone.

"Trey?' Helooked up a her. "She'sout,” he said.

"Who?'

Hismouth was dry. "The Gorgon."

Chapter 22.

Agnes Hatcher stared at the phone.

She wanted to say something, but shewas afraid of being heard. Someone
had just walked back into the room. She couh trust the animals. She had
spent most of the day squeezed into crawl space above the acoudtic tile

on D Ward. Therest of the time she'd hidden in aroom.

Someone stood over her as she sat and thrummed her fingers on the desk's
surface. One of the two who had come into the room. aman, wasleaving.

A maninapolice uniform.

The woman who remained said, "I wish those cops would get out of our
har."

Agnes said nothing. Then she looked up at the woman who just spoken and
sad, "Thanksfor letting me use your phone.”



"No problem.” The woman was preoccupied, scanning aon aclipboard. The
woman had fine features, but her forehead wrinkled from stress. Her
badge read Kuehl. Agnes had never her before. But then, Agnes had seen
so few of their faces; likewise few working on the ward had ever seen
hers. The cloth cover usualy on her face, except when the animalsfed
her. Only then she see aface or two. Only then could she begin to
understand ho these animals operated. i The waiting room was large and
sguare. It contained three desks, six chairs, and two potted plants.

There was atdevison set:l sugpended from the celling in the northeast
corner. An | Love Lucy rerun was showing. Beneath thetelevison s, a
long window. Outside, the dried, matted lawn of Darden State, and two
other buildings.

Double doorsled out to the sdewak between the buildings.

Agnesdidn't know the layout of the other wards. She surmised that there
was adiamond pattern to them, for each one had a courtyard.

Beyond these buildings were the high fences, and beyond these, the
canyon, and freedom.

Agnes Hatcher wore adress that was |oose and long for her frame. It was
not the sort of fabric she would've chosen these were Donna Howe's day
clothes. Agnes had had to double-tuck the waist into the belt to keep
from looking too clownish in the larger woman's clothes. The dress stank
of barnyards, but Agnestolerated it. She knew that afalse move would
land her back in the bed, back in the restraints. She'd had forty

minutes after dedling with DonnaHowe. She had washed inthe sink in her
room. She had shampooed her hair carelessy with yellow soap, and knew
that it still contained some blood, matted at the nape of her neck. She

had combed it out with her fingers before leaving her room. Donna's
dtreetclothes had been in her locker, which was down the hal from her
room.

Because she knew that destiny was on her side, she was able to walk down
the corridor undetected. She changed in the hal bathroom, and then

tried to go outside, but had seen the police arrive. Shewent to sitin

an dderly patient's room, opened a Bible, and began reading sections of

it to the old man in the bed. When the police had comein to search the
room, she had smiled a them and said, "Brothers, these poor souls, how
desolate are thelr spirits.” It was enough to make them leave her aone.

She watched the woman named Kuehl.
"|s something bad happening?' Agnes asked.
Thewoman didn't look up from her clipboard for a second.

Then shesad, "Oh, just some trouble with the patients.”



"But that policeman who wasjust here? Did he know anything?”

"Nothing new." Thistime the woman named Kuehl looked at her. ™Y ou said
your friend ismesting you?'

Agnes nodded. "My boyfriend. Jack. He's adoctor here. We're supposed to
have avery latelunch. Isit four yet?

The woman named Kuehl glanced at her wristwatch.

Agnes stood up from the desk. She walked over to the woman as the woman
looked up from her watch.

"It'sjust past.”
"Well," Agnessighed, "thenit'stoo late.

Thewoman looked at her face strangely, and Agnes worried for a second.
She normally was never worried, but the woman seemed to notice something
around Agness eyes.

" think you're bleeding," the woman named Kuehl said.

"Oh, that. It'san old wound. | think I'll just |leave anote for my
friend," shesaid. "Do you have apen?’

The woman reached into her breast pocket and withdrew the' weapon, the
cutter, the dicer, the skinner, the Bic ball-point pen. :i Chapter 23.

As Agnes Hatcher performed the surgery on the woman named Kuehl, it came
back to her like a scent from the past, aday from her childhood
remembered in afew seconds:

Her father would go into her room and find her makeup every morning and
then throw it out or hideit so she couldn't find it. She was eleven,

and her father was a puritan from the old school who didn't believe that
girls her age wore any makeup unlessthey were practicing to become
whores. So every day on her way to school shewould walk up Laconia
Boulevard, past the liquor store and the coffee shop, until she cameto
the Mobile station. Sheld put coinsin the machine to get aCoke, take a
sp, and then ask the manager for the key to the rest room. She'd get

it, unlock the room, and go in. It often smelled bad there, so shed

open her small purse and draw out a bottle of her mother's best perfume,
usudly Shaimar, which she had stolen from the dresser in her parents
bedroom.

She'd spray some of it around the rest room, and apply abit to the back
of her neck. Then sheld take lipstick from her purse, and mascara, and a
small compact with powder. These she would've bought at the drugstore
and kept well conceded in asmall music box in her room. Her father
never opened the music box because it had once belonged to Agnes's



grandmother. Her father hated her grandmother so much that he had smiled
when he had heard the news of the old woman's death two years before.

Agnes consdered this her magic hour, when she would form hersdlf at the
Mobile rest room. From plain Agnes Hatcher Francine, ayoung French
goddess with dark eyel ashes and to cheeks and cherry-red lips, awoman
of intrigue and seducl charm. Francine had shapelier calvesthan Agnes,
and she had gresat dedl of poise and joie de vivre. She would brush her
hair again so that it sparkled, and spray it carefully so asto keep it
looking full and fresh dl day long. Then shewould finish her Coke,
repack her supplies, pick her books up, and open the do to the rest
room. School wastwo blocks farther. If she walke dowly she would not
sweat too much, and so the boysin ho: room would look at her acertain
way, which made her happy. had found that if shelifted her dressjust a
bit as she sat down, would smile at the glimpse of panties.

Then, after school, she would walk back to the Mobile go into the rest

room, and wipe the makeup off with a Kleenex some cold cream. Shewould
wash her face and become, in mind, plain Agnes again. Francine was

there, till, in theleft behind as Agnestrudged dowly hometo a

family that fought or disagreed or said anything bad to one another.

It was on a Tuesday that this changed. Agneswalked up niaBoulevard by
hersdlf, but noticed someone watching her. had just passed the liquor
store, and looked at some of the pagnes advertised in the front
window--shetried to see the tion of the man who watched her in the

glass, but dl she saw her own reflection and the sun'sflat light. She

turned to look a man, shielding her eyesfrom the sunlight, thinking it

was she knew. It was aman wearing chinos and boots, with ashirt. It
looked like acowboy shirt, because there were lassos horses embroidered
on it. The man had blond hair and looked to her, even though she knew he
must be nearly twice her age. realized that he wasn't watching her at

al. Apparently, he was watching the road. His thumb was out and he had
agreen duffd bag at hisfeet. He was hitchhiking.

She continued on to the Mobile station and waved to the old men who sat
out front. Shetried to get akey to the rest but the attendant was

busy, and the manager was nowhere to seen. The manager was usualy nice
to her, and sometimes gave a free Coke and patted her head. She missed
him today; he was nicer than her father. Agnes bought a Coke and waited
out by the garage bays, hoping to see the manager.

Then she went to try the rest room door.

Someone was ingde the rest room and seemed to be taking forever.

She waited dmost ten minutes, and redlized that shed be late for

school if shewaited much longer. The transom to the women's room was

open, and she heard the fan from within, and the sound of water running.
And gill thewoman insde didn't come out.



Agnes knocked on the door. She was aready finished with her Coke. Her
booksfdt heavy in her ams.

The door to the men's room was open just a crack. The transom up top was
open too, and there was no fan on, no sound at al.

Agnes had never beenin amen's rest room before, and had, frankly, been
curious.

The men's room was shadowy. She pushed the door a bit farther open, and
it creaked. She glanced back to the attendant at the gas pump, but he
was taking with acustomer who had comefor afill-up. Quickly, Agnes
stepped insde the men's room. No one was there. She heard the steady
drip of water at the sink, and went to shut the water off. Onceinside,

she used the back of her hedl to shut the door. She didn't want to touch
anything, asit al looked extraordinarily filthy. Sheturned thelock

on the doorknob. She sighed. Sheflicked the light switch, but no light
cameon. Shetried it afew times, but the room remained dark. There was
some light coming from the transom, and she had a penlight in her purse,
S0 she st her purse on the sink and rummaged init for the light. She
brought it out and turned it on. Her reflection seemed spooky with the
smadl intenselight in her hand. Shelooked ugly inthelight.

But I'll turn into Francine, she thought, in afew minutes.

She st the penlight down on the sink and removed the perfume from her
purse. She sprayed it inthe air, but the smell of the place remained

bad. It was il fairly dark, so she had adifficult time putting the

makeup on.

As shewas carefully applying lipstick, someone tried the door.

Because she hadn't used a key to get into the men's room the door had
been |eft open she wondered if the man outside would go get the key from
the attendant or the manager. She grew scared. She closed the lipstick

up and dropped al her makeup into her purse.

Shewent back to the toilet stal and shut the door behind her. would
wait until the man outside went away, and then she would wait another
five minutes. Thetoilet stank, so she had to hold her nose.

In less than a minute someone opened the door.

She saw thelight on the celling above her as the door opened and
closed. A breath of clean air whisked through the stink of the men's
room.

Theintruder tried the light switch. She heard the sound of water in the
snk. Shelooked through the crack in the stdl door. He was walking
back. She hoped he was going to use the urind, but instead he tried the
tall door. Hetried it twice. She wondered what he was thinking. Was he



thinking: Hmm ... pretty strange that the door isn opening consdering
no one eseishere. Or was hethinking: 1/ go to another rest room,
thisonée's out of order. She stood there, against the wall, holding her
breeth.

She heard his footsteps as he walked away.

She heard him peeing in the urinal. The flush. The door of room opening
and closing.

No sound.
He had | €ft.
Water was il running inthe sink.

She figured that she had better get out of there quickly, so unlocked
and opened the stal door and stepped out into the room.

Hewasthere. He stood in front of her, blocking her way.

Agnes dropped her purse, gasping. Shetried to move, but limbs seemed to
be made of stone.

She couldn't see his face because of shadow.
Hesaid, "Knew | seen you comein here.”

He reached down and grabbed her around her shoulders. struggled against
him, but he held her tight. He covered her mouth:i! with his hand and

took her over to the sink. She managed to ahand free and dammed it
back, hoping to hit him in the face. Instead, her hand went into the

mirror, and she felt glass splinters | She grasped one of the glass

shards and brought it up to hisand diced across what she hoped was his
ear, when she redlized she could not breathe at al, and that wasthe

last thing Agnes Hatcher remembered until she woke up in the motel room
in Las Cruces, her wrigtstied together.

"Wheream 1?"
Theman didn't look at her. Hewas WATCHINGTV. Hesaid, "Las Cruces."
She began crying.

"l didn't rape you or nothin'." After she finished crying, she said,
"Please let me go home, migter.

Pleas"

The man turned off the TV and looked &t her.



She knew who he was.

He was the manager from the Mobile station. Mr. Farquar. She had known
him since she was eight. He had dways been the manager of the Mobile
gation. He said, "Can't do that." She said nothing. Her throat was

sore, and she was thirsty. She didn't want to ask him for aglass of

water because she was afraid that he might do something terribleto her.
She heard afly buzzing at the window.

"It'snot awful," hesaid. "What I'm gonnado. It's not awful."

She shut her eyes and pretended she was Francine and not stupid Agnes
Hatcher.

"All I'mgonnado," hesad, "isfulfill my destiny with you." "You
kidnapping me?' she asked.

"Naw. Can't cdl it that. But | know 'bout who you are... | seenitin

your eyes. | know you go in the room to change so other kidsl| think
you'rejust like them. Y ou and I, we know each other from ways back.
Centuries." Heturned to point across to the window, asif behind the
curtains and venetian blindswere dl of human time. She noticed that

part of hisear had been diced off. | did it, she thought, and her

heart beat dightly fast, thinking that she could redly hurt himif she
wanted. If only her hands weren't bound. He said, "I been hunting' you a
longtime" "I'mthirsy,” shesad.

He stood and went to the bathroom. She heard water. He returned with a
plastic cup full of rusty brown water. He held it up to her lips.

After shetook adrink, he said, "Do you remember me?"
She blinked. He seemed to get angry. Shewas afraid he would hit her.

"Y ou don't believe me. I'll show you who you are," he said. He et the
cup down on the nightstand and sat next to her. He put hisarm around
her shoulders. She could smdll his sour breath. squeezed her, and she
fet abrief pain as he pinched her. "Look.".!

Asif sheld been practicing for thisal her young life, shesad, "My
nameis Agnes Hatcher, | livein Empire, Cdifornia | get.! sraight
A's"

His eyes grew wide, and then he laughed. ™Y ou bitch," he said.

"Y ou're hiding from me, | know you'rein there."

He reached into his pocket and brought out asmall, thin-bladed knife.

Hetwisted her head so she was looking at the mirror that |eaned against
the low dresser.



(Remembering decades | ater, she thought she'd seen aflicker of it, that
other face.)

He brought the blade up to the edge of her forehead. It was most a
tickling pain as he began skinning her face. He "Bridey."

She screamed, but he held her head tightly in place as he tinued.

The screams echoed throughout the motel court, and the lice were at the
room within twenty minutes.

But by that time the motel room was empty. Her abductor already packed
her into his car, and they were gone down athat led up into the
mountains. It would be Sx years before would see the light of day

again.

Agnes Hatcher returned to consciousness, in the waiting room den State,
blood showering across her fingertips.

In her hands, cupped like adark red bird, a human heart.
Chapter 24.

Agneswas finished with the woman named Kuehl in lessthan two minutes.
The woman had not had timeto cry out, which wasfor the best. Unlike
Donna Howe, the woman was dead, and very quickly.

Agnes Hatcher took the car keys from the woman's pocket, and her
pocketbook. The woman had a Ford Mustang key chain with asmall beeper
for an alarm system, forty dollarsin cash, one Mastercard.

Pictures of husband, children. Driver'slicense.

She glanced through the doors to the ward and saw the policeman speaking
with one of the therapists.

She went to the double doors. She walked out through them asif shewere
just coming from ashort vist to one of the mentdly ill.

She remembered awoman'swalk she had once noticed, a sort of rhythm to
the way she walked. She could imitate that. In her mind she pretended
she was the woman, and then the walk came easy.

No one would notice Agnes Hatcher. They would think it wasthis other
woman, someone who walked with less confidence, with lessdirection. It

took her less than three minutesto get to the staff parking lot. She

passed no one on her way. It was the afternoon, and even with the police
milling around, it was dow, and people were degpy and inattentive. She

held the darm beeper high up, and pressed it twice. Two high-pitched

beeps came from the left of the parking lot. She followed the sound to a
blue-gray '89 Mustang. She got in, buckled her seet belt, and put the key in the



ignition.

Shefdt the blood against her skin. It had seeped through Donna Howe's
bulky dress.

It was warm like new milk.
She put the Mustang in reverse and pulled out of the parking space.
A manin asuit, probably some kind of inspector, waved to her asif he

knew her. He had agray mustache and very little hair. She thought she
had seen him before once or twice.

She smiled and waved, wondering if he could see the blood on her chin.
Not caring.

In her head, the one word that had fueled her in the londliness of her
captivity: Destiny.

As she drove away, within thewalls of D Ward a Darden State, she could
not know that the second body was found, Leona Kuehl's.

She could not know that the police sedled the building minutes.

Or that Rob Fallon had confessed that the woman Hatcher was now hiding
beneeth the building, in the closed-offun’: derground chamberswhere
once upon atime all the patients at Darden had been housed.

Agnes Hatcher knew none of this, but she was assured by her own fedling
of her fate that she would reach the only man she had ever loved intime
to proveto him that al she had ever done, she. had donefor him.

She had spent her life searching for him.

And now they would be together.

Forever.

Chapter 25.

Early said, "She can't get out, Trey, not with al those people around
a Darden. How could she get out?'

Trey shrugged. "Any number of ways. | know her. That was her on the
phone just now. With cops searching the place, dl the psych techsand

doctors are going to be somewhat disoriented. Some of the patients will
be acting out right now because of the commotion.

No oneis necessarily looking for her, or they're assuming that she's
somewhere within the gates. To be honest, nobody really knowswhat she
lookslike. Weve got pictures of her when she camein, but her face



gets covered most of the time, and she's been in ten years. She could
have a disguise. Who knows with Hatcher? Instead of the Gorgon, she
should've been called the Chameleon. I've seen her imitate people's
voices and mannerisms amogt perfectly. She can be anyone she wants.”

"Cdl Jm. Find out what'sgoing on."
"l just tried. Theling'sbusy. It'l be busy for the next four hours.

| might aswell watch the newstonight, I'll get more information on it
than | would over the phone. My assumption isthat they know she's out
now. The cops have probably shut down afew milesaround Darden. If |
werethere, maybe | could do something.

Maybe not. But I'm here. I'm on vacation. Dammit.”

Early put her hand on top of her husband's. Sheleaned againgt him. As
if with sometelepathy, he felt her warmth and love. He drew away from
it. Hefet cold insde.

Early let go of him. She sighed. " She's four hours away, surrounded by
cops, and she's probably more than alittle disoriented.

Thisis probably the safest place we could be right now.”
"Maybe you'reright. It just has me in knots, what happened.

And how the hell did she get this number? What. did she attack Jm? Did
she get thisfrom the weekly log? How did she know whereto find me?'

Early raised her eyebrows. "Well, there's not alot we can do right now.

| know. Let'sgo for awalk, okay? Down to the beach." She stood up and
went over to the dresser. She opened the top drawer and withdrew a pair
of sweatpants. She dipped into these and tossed Trey apair of khakis.

The world outside, the path down the hillside, dl of it was nearly

slent againgt the sound of crashing waves out on the rocks. Because the
Fourth of July was coming up, banners had been unfurled throughout
Avaon proclaiming the upcoming fireworks display the water. Sinceit
was gtill early in the week, day tourists were up along the docks,
waiting to board the boats back to the land. The sun had gone beyond the
far hills, but was dtill in the sky, casting ahado over the smdl town.
Everything in seemed peaceful and lazy. Early walked ahead, wrapping
around her waist, wearing flipflops and sweatpants and that T-shirt. The
smdl inthear wasvaguely dusty, not as clean asearlier part of the

day, brought by adight wind from thetook it al in at a breath:

vacation, hetold himsdf. Vacation. dipped on his sandds, the
Birkengtocksthat Early had given for his birthday five weeks before,
holding on to an old section wooden fence for support.

"Wait up," hesad.



She turned about, smiling. The sunlight created an auraher. She drew
the smd| Instamatic from her pouch, and his picture quickly, asif
afraid hewould lose his expression in next second. "Gotchal" she cried
out. She pivoted to theright took a picture of the harbor below.
Picturethis: abeautiful, happy woman, awife and mother and socid
worker, caring, loving. With husband and kids. A family. Everythingin
theworld at our feet. Life good for us. And | still can't enjoy any of
this

Not completely. Trey feigned asmile, but it dipped when he caught up
with hiswife.

She didn't seem to notice. She took a deep, luxurious breath.

"What isthat? Hibiscus and maybe gardenia? Mmm... let'sjust junk
everything and move here." She grabbed hisarm, shakingit.

"Wake up, wake up. | want the happy-go-lucky guy back who | married.
| know he'sin there somewhere."
Trey pulled away from her, and then gave her asideways hug.

Hisforehead furrowed with worry. "If only 1'd been there. | could've
done something. | know more about Hatcher than the others do.”

Early, sounding dightly exasperated, said, "That doesn't metter.

They'll find her indde the gates somewhere. 1t take Six men, but
they'll get her tied down again." Wearily, hesaid, "I don't know."

"Thisjobisdriving you nuts, Trey. Don't letit."

Something in the tone of her voice disturbed him.

"I'm not going to hold it in anymore,” she said.

"Hold what in?"

"Thisishard for meto say."

A minute passed, and it worried him, the way she was acting, the look on
her face. They were dmost dl the way down the path, to the main road.

Somehow he knew what she was going to say.

He touched hisfingersto hisown lips. He pointed off to some scrub on
the other side of one of the row of small cottages.

A doe stood still, watching them also.



Thenit ran off into the underbrush.
"I'd like to wish the world away," he whispered, kissing her.

When he drew back from Early, it seemed asif his unhappy mood had been
passed to her. Her face was etched with concern.

"You haveto leave your job, Trey," shesaid.

It barely came as a shock to him, this previousy unspoken demand. Y et,
shelooked guilty, asif kegping from saying these words was tantamount
to cheating on him or aandoning him.

"Trey, | meanit. Not just think about quitting, but actually just

doit. You haveto leave your job, because | don't want you like this
ever again. And you'relikethisdl thetime. Almost relaxed, dmost

here with me and the kids, but not completely. Y ou're dways part there,
and it consumesyou. | can't manage with haf ahusband, and | won't et
the kids have haf afather. Y ou need to get out." Early had never been
thisdirect about her anger over hiswork. It had dways come out in
little jokes, or agraveyard humor about the tragedies and near-misses
at Darden. Now she even |ooked cross.

Sometimes Trey had trouble keeping thingsin perspective, and it got the
dog up in him to be told what to do to leave his job, not nudged, not
asked, not manipulated into leaving it, but to be directly told to leave

it.

Then he camed down. He fdt like aman defeated. She wasright. He had
to leave hiswork a Darden.

"It'sfunny,” he began. "Y ou get into aplace like that when you're

young and you think you can make adifference. Y ou think you can
actually save someone. But you can't. Not just at Darden, but anywhere.
My dad waswrong. He dways told me you could save someone if you kept
yoursdlf strong and prepared, but you can't. Y ou can save only
yoursdf." "Oh, Trey," Early said. "It'snot that melodramatic. Y ou can

do al kinds of things. It'sjust that | don't want our childrento lose

their father because hé'stoo tied up in thelives of criminds. | don'l

want to lose you ether. We need our life. That place istoo dangerous,
and you're too sengtive. | know you're good at your work, but you need
to get more out of life than just work."

They kept walking, and as Trey glanced down the hillside, he thought he
saw the kids down below, near one of the ice cream lors. Where was

Jenny?

"Early, isthat Terry and Mark?”



She looked across the thin dice of the main drag that she see clearly.
"Maybe. It'shard to tdl." "Jenny's not with them,” he said.

"I'm sure she's around there somewhere. Don't panic.”

"We're paying her to stay right with them.”

"Enough.” Early stopped in her tracks. "Nothing is going to happen to
them here. See what that place has done to you?Y ou think everywhereis
like that ward. Wdll, it'snot. Trey, you dwaysgo off likethis, asif

the worst thing's going to happen, asif everything hasto bea
life-and-desth Situation.” He could tell that she wished she hadn't said
those words. Not exactly in that way. Not those words.

Lifeand death.

Thewhiteflash in the dark morning.

Thegun.

The shadow against the dark.

"Sorry," shesad. "l didn't meanit likethat."

They didn't even haveto talk about it directly. They never had.

It had happened, and then it was over.

A year ago, dmost. The man had been rel eased from Darden State because
some loopy psychiatrist believed that he was " cured,” but Trey had known
better. The man was a sociopath named Wilson.

And Wilson had told the others on hisward that if he ever got out, hed
hunt down anyone who had ever hurt him, including Trey. Trey had one
nightmare after the next aboutwilson, what he had seenwilson do to
people, from the autopsy photographs of the family in Long Beach. Trey
bought a gun and then spent three months a atarget rangein San
Bernardino learning how to shoot it.

And then, one morning.

When it was il dark.

Thenoisein the kitchen.

Thefear, cregping up the back of Trey's neck.

Knowing that Teresa's room was near the kitchen.

Knowing that Wilson was |oose and out to get revenge.



Trey went, shivering, with the gun, down the hall, through theliving
room.

In the dark.

Someone was at the back door. By the kitchen.

In the dark morning.

Trey stood in the doorway to the kitchen.

The morning light was purple.

The shadow against the dark was the exact shape of Wilson.

Trey could never be sure that he didn't rewrite hismemory. Still, he

felt even then that he knew that it wasn't Wilson, but he didn't care,
because thiswas an intruder in his house.

He couldn't even remember actudly drawing the trigger back.

All he remembered was the white flash in the dark.

And then, with the light on, seeing the man.

Where the bullet entered.

Trey began jogging down the path on the idand, past the summer
cottages, past the Zane Grey Hotel, not toward his children, but away
from the memory. He had managed to stop thinking about it for four days
sraight, and now it was back. It had him. He could hear Early calling
for him, but he had to run. He had to do something to get the memory out
of hishead.

He stopped at the bottom of the road, glancing back.

Early waswaking dowly down the hill.

Hefdt agulf between them, assure asif they'd just had afi And the
blasted thing for him was that he knew it was not her fault, He knew
that he was the one to blame for being panic-stricken and paranoid and
overly protective and wary and.., frightened. He sat:

down on the edge of theroad, curbside, his head in his hands.

Hewaited for hiswife.

Thefirst words out of her mouth were: "It's been ayear. guy was
breaking in. Nobody thought you did anything wrong.”

Hedidn't look up at her. He knew it was alie. He knew that had been



what one of the policemen had called trigger happy. knew that he
shouldn't have shot the gun. He knew he have done anything other than
perhaps call the police to come: around and check out the noise a his
kitchen diding glass doors.

But hewas afraid. Not just of some released lunatic who sworn a
vendettaout on him. But afraid of anything that might his courage.
Afrad of anyone who might suggest that he wasn't srong man he
pretended to be to the outside world.

"Trey," Early said asif from some great distance, asif shewereonthe
opposite end of theworld from him. "Areyou dl right?’

Luckily, she didn't mention the tears. He didn't want to acknowledge
them himsdf.

She squatted down in front of him, touching his shoulder her right hand.
"It's about that man, isn't it?"

Trey nodded.

They didn't say anything.
After severd minutes he got up and dusted himsdlf off.

"It'sgoing to be hourstill sunset,” hesaid. "l wish | were a work
right now. | think | could help. Let'sgo find the kids."

Chapter 26.

Mark said toteresa, " She's gonnaget in trouble ifmom and Dad find out."
He was standing in his sster's shadow while she bought, i acorn dog.
Sheloved corn dogs, and Mark liked salt water taffy, which Teresawas
aso buying for him. When she had the corn dog in her figt, she passed
him four wrapped-up pieces of taffy. :.

"I don't careif sheever findsusagan, "Teresasaid in what Mark
thought of as her haughty-princess voice. "She's arhymes-withrich.”

"Witch?' Mark asked, not quite getting it. He opened awrapper and
popped ataffy into his mouth. "What do you think she's doing down
there?' He pointed to the aley between shops. He.. didn't look downit,
because it grossed him out to see Jenny and that boy together. What they
were doing.

"mom saysit's caled canoodling, and it's something that grownups do.
Only not on company time, and Daddy's paying her alot to be with us.
Even though I'm too old to need a sitter. "Teresatook Mark by the hand
and led him over to the arcade. "I've got Six quartersleft. I'll give

you three and | keep three. | want to play Street.



Fghter."

Mark liked video gamesalot, but the dark arcade scared him alittle.

It practically had no lightsinsde it except for the game machines. He

didn't like these types of games either. They were dl about attacking

people or car races. He liked the Donkey Kong game they had at home, but
he couldn't find it in the Idand Arcadia World. He watched Teresago

over to the Street Fighter game. He wandered around between the
machines. There were only a couple of kids hanging out there, and they
seemed alot older than him.

He decided that he didn't want to play anything. He put the quartersin
his pocket and went back out into the sunlight.

Jenny was at the end of the block. He didn't want to attract her
attention, so hetried to hide behind adressdisplay in front of a
shop.

But it wastoo late. She saw him and shouted for him. He stepped out
into the danting sunlight. Mark began waking dowly toward her, his
head down, his handsin his pockets.

Jenny quickly stubbed out a cigarette. "Where the hdll have you been?’
Shehad alook in her eyeslike acrocodile. Mark thought she was
pretty, especialy in the eyes, but not when shewasin amood like

this

"Wewerewaiting for you."

"And where were you supposed to wait?" she said, grabbing him by the
hand and jerking him forward.

"Wejust went to the arcade.”

She dragged him back to the arcade and got out of the sun. She stood
indde, among the clanging and beeping machines. Jenny squatted down to
be a eyeleve with him. "I'm sorry, Marky. | just wasworried.”

"I know. We shoulda stayed near you."

"l wasjust saying good-bye to Tommy. He thinks you're both red nice.
Red well behaved. Y ou won't tell your daddy about this, will you?' The
pretty look came back into her eyes.

He breathed asigh of relief. For aminute she had looked like a
monster. Now dl she looked like was the pretty girl who baby-sat him.
"No."

"Promise?’

He nodded. He wiped hisfinger across his chest. "Cross my heart and



hopeto dig, sick aneedlein my eye.”

Jenny Reed laughed. "That's so cute. Stick aneedlein my eye.
God, that's so cute. Y ou are the cutest thing. Thatterry over there?”
Jenny let Mark lead the way to hissigter.

When they reached her, Teresa half turned and said, "Oh, it'syou."

"Listen, woman to woman." Jenny smiled. ™Y ou understand about boys,
don't you?'

Teresasaid nothing. On the game screen, one of the players kicked
another in the head. Cartoon blood splashed out of the opponent's head.

" left you two for only asecond,” Jenny said defensively.
Teresahad run out of quarters. "l don't need a baby-sitter anyway.

Just because my parentsthink | do and hired you doesn't mean | need
one"

"That'sright," Jenny agreed. "Y ou're old enough. So if your folks ask,
tell 'em | ran to the ladies room or something.”

Teresastuck her nose up at this. "I don't lie. If my mom and daask
anything, I'll tell them that Mark and | werefineadl day long.”

"Crossyour heart, Terry"--Mark poked at his sister's back . "and hope
todie. Comeon."

Jenny giggled and then opened her purse, fumbling through it.

"Look, I'll give you some more quarters.”

"Hush money, "Teresasad disdainfully. Then she hdd her hand

OUT.

Mark knew this about hissister: She didn't lie, but she could be

bribed. She liked money and what it could buy. Teresatook severa coins
from Jenny, and then crossed her heart to sedl the bargain.

There were things about Jenny that Mark hated, and things liked.
Whenever her mood shifted to anger, she was anightmare,

But when shewaslikethis, giving out quarters and giggling, heliked
her.

"Y ou have the prettiest eyes. They'relike blue marbles,” hetold her.



Hefdt himsdf blushing, because he sort of had acrush on Hejust
wished she wouldn't smoke cigarettes or kissthat boy.

Jenny sighed. "Y ou're an angel. And good for my ego. I'm sorry for
taking off likethat. | won't do it again. Cross my heart, hopeto!

die, stick aneedlein my eye. Friends?'
He nodded.
She hugged him tight.

The squeeze of her hug felt good. Even though his mother father hugged
him alot at home, on this vacation they both seemed kind of wound up to
him.

After two more games of Street Fighter, Mark saw his parents out on the
dreet.

"Hey!WEe're over herel™ he shouted asloud as he possibly could.

His mother grinned broadly when shelooked over, Sartled, inthe
direction of the shout. His mother tugged at his dad's elbow and pointed
into the arcade.

Mark noticed that his dad |ooked worried. His dad looked the way Mark
hed felt when he was afraid to dive into the swimming pool.

Chapter 27.

So much of life was unplanned, and yet it often seemed to work out the
way it needed to. Agnes Hatcher pulled the car off the road after she
noticed the patrol car behind her. The patrol car followed her into the
Wa-Mart parking lot. She parked in one of the spaces but was only
dightly apprehensive. It will work out, she thought. It was meant to

work out. It was her first time on the outside in years, and even the

ar was something of a shock to her. But she had to behave asif she
were the woman who owned the car. Kuehl. She had to behave asif she
were just stopping off a Wal-Mart (a store she had never heard of
before) on the way home from work.

The policeman parked his car behind hers.

Agnes opened the door and got out. There was ajacket in the backsest.
Although it was warm out, she drew the jacket over her shouldersin case
there was any blood on her blouse.

The policeman was lanky and young. Possbly in his midtwenties. He had
blond hair and tanned skin. Blue eyes. He was very handsome. She
wondered what it would be like to have him on atable. She wondered what
she would need to remove from his body that would be his essence, his



driving force.

He grinned. "Y ou've got expired tags,” he said, opening up aticket
book. "Can | seeyour registration?’ "You could,” Agnessaid, "only it's
not my car."

Hiseyeswidened abit. "A friend's?"

She nodded. "A coworker's. | borrowed it to run out and get her some new
hose. She has an important meeting. She hasarun in her hose" Agnes
said each word asif aman could not possibly understand this problem.
"Well. Tell youwhat. Tell your friend that she'sthree monthslate.

She needs to get down to DMV pronto. Okay?" The policeman nodded.
She could tell that he wasflirting with her. 1t felt cold when people

did that. It fdt asif they were standing too close and trying to peer
insde her eyes. But she knew that it was what people liked. It wasthe
animd in them doing their mating dance, circling around, waiting for

the moment to press their sweaty bodies againgt yours.

She amiled. "You arejust about the nicest cop I've ever met.”
"Youvemet afew?'

Agnes nodded. "Uh-huh. | like cops.”

"Y ou ever go to dinner with them?'

She giggled. "Now you're embarrassng me. | fed like I'm trying to pick
you up or something. And I'm not that kind of girl. And I'm far too old

for you."

"I'm twenty-eight. Y ou'rein your thirties, right? Not much of an age
difference there." He stepped closer, thrusting his hand out.

"I'm Rick Hunt."
She shook his hand ddlicately. She noticed the veins on hisforearm.

Hewaswdl-muscled. Muscles could be difficult, unlessthe cutting
instrument had asharp, serrated edge. "Rick Hunt," she repested.

"I'm Kathy. Y ou live around here?’
"Just the other side of the freeway.”
For amoment Agneswondered if meeting this cop was part of her destiny.

But something felt wrong about the moment. "Well, | have to shop and
then get back to work. Can| cal you?1 don't really liketo give out



my number." "1 understand,” the cop said. He scrawled hisname and
number across aticket and passed it over to her. "Give meacall soon

though, huh?"
Sheamiled. "Yes. | will."
Shewaked away from him, feding more than alittle nervous.

He might report the car'stags to his dispatch, and Darden State might
aready have reported the Kuehl woman's death and the stolen vehicle.

Agnesdidn't look back to seeif the cop named Rick Hunt was writing
anything down. She just knew that she would have to get away from this
areaof Riversde, Cdifornia, quickly, if shewasgoing to ever fulfill

her destiny.

Inside the Wa-Mart, she found what she needed.
Chapter 28.
We could betwins," awoman said in aide sx of Wa-Mart.

Agnes had just picked up the Clairol shampoo-in color. She turned
around.

A woman of approximately her height with shorter blond hair was grinning

at her. The woman was no more than twenty. She had brown eyesto Agness
green. She had thinner lips. She had amole at the lower |eft Sde of

her chin. Shewas dightly heavier than Agnes. Southern accent. She was
ataker. It was practically adisease with her.

"Don't you think?1 know there are amillion women in Cdiforniawith
blond hair, but look how our faces are dike. | swear, we could be
twins"

"Oh, my," Agneslaughed. Her voice melted dightly into a Southern
cadence. "We could, amogt. Isn't that funny? And were both from the
South." "I have atwin," the woman continued. "She livesin Memphis,

We never see each other anymore. She don't look half as much likeme as
you." "Oh, Lord,” Agnessaid. "And me from Chattanooga.”

"No!"

"Yes. | wasonly born there, though. We moved when | wasthree."
"Well, thisisjust too much... My Jerry's never gonnabelieveit.” As
the woman continued speaking in her friendly Southern accent, Agnes
noticed the basket in her arms. The woman was buying makeup.

"I wish | had your skin tone though,” Agnessaid. "I'm old enough to be



your mother." "No," the woman said, making agesture with her hand that
seemed at firgt threatening to Agnes, but then she realized that it was
afriendly, confidential sort of gesture. The woman was swest, honest,
sncere.

She would be easy to subdue.

"We buy the same makeup,” Agnes said, nodding toward the Maybellinein
the woman's hand basket. "But | need to get agood pair of scissors. My
son he'sgot aschool project. A lot of cutting and pasting. And | need,

let's see, amap. | need one of the coast.”

"Redly?Taking atrip?'
Agnes nodded. "My husband and | are thinking of going to Catalina."

""Twenty-six miles off the Cdifornia coadt,’ "the woman began singing,
and then lost the tune. ™Y ou never been there? Oh, you're gonnaloveit,
honey. It's beautiful and the history. That Cathedral Rock place with

al the caves my Jerry, he fishes sometimes with hisbuddies. He says
you get the most fish early in the morning right out by those white
cliffs" Something in the way the described the place made Agnesthink
it wastheright placeto go to.

That her Jack was there too, waiting just for her.
Knowing.

"Let'sgo over to the school supplies section, honey,” the said. She
grabbed Agnes by the arm, and they trotted off together.

Agnes unconscioudy picked up the cadence of thiswoman's movements:
lively, syncopated, only dightly unsure. Agnes could clap with her

hands the rhythms to most people she had ever met. She could remember to
the smallest detail tics and sweeps of limbs, theway anosewrinkled a
alaugh.

When they reached the appropriate shelf, the woman held up asmall pair
of rounded scissors. "Will these do?!

Agnes shook her head. "No. | need the sharp kind. When he'sdone, | can
dill usethem for clipping coupons.™

The woman laughed. "1 swear, we aretwins. Here" she grabbed a pair of
large scissors and tore them from their cardboard backing "thisll do
you."

"Perfect, thanks." Agnes accepted the scissors, holding them with the
box of Clairol and thelip gloss.

"It isso niceto meset friendly folksin Cdifornia. Everyone out here



seemstoo rude.”
"Aintit thetruth." Agnesshook her head.

Agnes made sure she got behind the woman in the checkout line and kept
talking with her about what a coincidence that both of them should be
there, and both should be from Tennessee, and both should have husbands
named Jerry.

Agnes told the woman that her car was parked behind the Wa Mart, back
by the Dumpsters. "I hate leaving my car in the sun, don't you?|

practicaly met in weather likethis™ Agnessaid, practicing the
woman'swalk.

"Dont | know it," thewoman said, dapping a the air asif fanning

away mosquitoes. "But thank God theré's no humidity out here. Couldn't
you just about die when you think of how sweltering it was back east?
Couldn't you?' "Sure 'enough,” Agnessaid, dipping into adight
Southern dialect.

Asthey rounded the Dumpster area, the woman said, "Y ou sure you parked
back here, honey? Maybe you're round the other side.”

Then she looked back, perplexed, at Agnes.

What she saw made her gasp, and she would've cried out had not her voca
cords been raggedly severed with the dull edge of a pair of scissors.

Agneswatched her handsdo it, asif they needed no guidance from her.
Asif what her hands were doing was natural.
Ingtinct.

Asthe afternoon grew late, Agnes parked the woman's Buick Skylark at
the edge of an arroyo, out intimoteo Canyon. Shetook seventy-five
dollars from the woman's purse, aswell as her Mastercard and American
Express card. She had noticed that afew miles down the road was a bus
gtation, but she did not know where the bus might take her, or if one
came through thistime of day & dl. Agnes might haveto hitchhikeif
shewasto get to her destination in atimely manner. Everything was
garting to work against her, she thought, after the fates had brought

her so far. The woman she'd murdered had bought a Hershey bar at
thewa -Mart. Agnes, who was feding hungry, toreinto it and devoured
it, feding alittle like one of the animas hersdf. Shewould haveto

edt later on.

She needed to keep her energy up.

Then she opened the map she'd bought, folding it over until she found
theidand.



Santa Catdina.

Shetraced her finger from one side of it to the other.

Shewaslooking for some sign from the fates that thiswas right place.

An omen that both hisand her unconscious minds were working in unison.

As shetraced aline from the town of Avalon south and then west, she
foundit.

Thewords; Kirk in the Rock Caverns.

And, in parenthesis, beneath this phrase: (Capilla Blanca, 1607,
Franciscan Brothers)

She didn't need to know more than rudimentary Spanish to understand what
this meant.

It gladdened her heart: The intersection of time and space.

Whitechapd.

Chapter 29.

Trey Campbell kept trying to reach Darden State at the pay phone down on
the docks. Early was pointing out fish near the rocks while Mark leaned
over the edge of the dock to try to see them better.

Jenny sat with her legs crossed beside him. Teresaseemed alittle
despondent, and kept her gaze far out to seaasif nothing in her

immediate surroundings was of interest.

Trey ft nothing but anxiety.

The phone line was busy for afew minutes before Trey had the operator
cutinontheline,

"I need Im Anderson,” he said to the policeman on the Darden end of the
phone.

After severd minutes Anderson's voice came on theline. "Who'sthis?
"It's Campbdll."

"¢'e had another attack.” Jim Anderson's voice was weary. He had taken
some Vaium, probably. Theway these investigations went, all employees
on theward would be held within the indtitution for twenty-four hours
while the police scoured every inch of the compound. "LeonaKuehl.
Hatcher did her number on her.”



"Dead?"
"Y eah. She's luckier than Donna. Donnas so chopped up, eveniif she
pullsthrough, shelll wish she were dead. The copsthink Hatchet'sin
the underground.”

Chapter 30.

"She'snot," Trey said.

"Huh?'

"Listen, Jm. She caled me. Just before four. She called me.

Now, how did she get my number here?’

"You sureit washer?' Trey said nothing.

"Trey, I'm the only one with your number here. She didn't get it off me,
that'sfor sure.”

"Check your pockets.”

mWhat?"

"Do you have my number on you?"
A pauseontheline

"No."

"Did you leave it anywhere?"
Another pause. Jm sad, "Aw, hell.”

Trey wanted to dam the phone againgt the booth. "What does that mean?
Does sheknow wherel am, IJm?' "Yes' wasdl Jm Anderson said.

"Whét the hell do you mean by that? How in God's name did she get it?"
Jmsad, "DonnaHowe. | gaveit to her when she came on last night.”

Trey closed his eyes. The words going through his mind were not the kind
he liked to use with hiswife and kids and their standing three feet

away.

When he felt composed, he asked, "How did that happen?' "Wdll, you told
meto. Y ou told me that you wanted to be on cal in case there were any
emergencies. You told methat if needed doing, you wanted to be
contacted so you could get back intime and fix it."



"So you wrote the number down for Donna. At least Hatcher may not know
wherewe are exactly.”

Jm coughed.

"Please tell me you wrote the number down and handed it to Donna. Please
tell meyou didn't "Trey erupted into afit of cussng. He noticed, out

of the corner of hiseye, Jenny taking Mark and Teresafor awalk to the
end of the dock.

Sounding asif hewere about to face afiring squad, bravely Jm said,
"Weve just been passing it back and forth. It'snot like | could've

predicted that Hatcher would maul Donna and then take it.”

Trey whispered into the phone, "Tell the cops she knowswhere | am and
shel's coming for me."

"Don't get dl bent out of shape. Jesus, she's not going to go catch the
ferry to Catdinatonight.”

"I know Hatcher, Jm. | know her. I'll contact theloca police here.

Y ou tell the cops there that Hatcher has a vendettawith me. That she
caled me here. That she knowswherel am."

"Don't get so bent out of shape. Rob Fallon says she's Hill here.
Maybe sheis.

"Rob Falon is asociopathic head-chopper. Trust me. | know Hatcher. She
isgoing to comefor me."

Jm Anderson hung up the phone on the other end.
Trey let hisend dangle as he walked over to Early.

"l wish | smoked," hesaid. "l fed like doing something
sfdedtructive.”

"l guessthat was bad news."

"What time does Jenny get off work?" Trey asked, waving to the
baby-gitter and hiskids.

" Another hour."

"All right. Let'snot get Marky and Terry upset. Y ou think we could pay
Jenny some overtime tonight? Specia circumstances.”

"We can ask. Why?'

"Thiswoman this psychopath Agnes Hatcher has our cottage address and



phone number, and the last time | spoke with her at Darden, whichis
going On ten years, shetold methat if shewerefree, she would get me.
Simple asthat. Now, one more question, love of my life. Do you mind
going with meto the police?"

Chapter 31.
The police gation in the town of Avalon on theidand was smal.

There were four offices, and two jail celsin back, primarily put to

use over the past two decades as a drunk tank for locals who needed to
deep it off over the weekend. There was a computer on each desk, and
the woman who sat at the dispatch radio was not dressed in any kind of
uniform. She had close-cropped red hair and agood figure. Her name tag
read Gloria

Shewasdl business, however, as shelogged Trey's complaint, "Okay.
Weve got four officers out and two in." She nodded to one of the
glass-walled offices. A stout man with acrew cut sat at the desk, lso
not in uniform. He wore a swest-stained white shortdeeve shirt and
smoked apipe. "That's Oscar Arboles. You can talk to him.

I'll contact the mainland and see what's up with this Hatcher woman
there”

Trey turned to Early. "If you want to hang out here, I'll talk to him
done”

"Noway," shesaid. "My abuditasfather was an Arboles. Maybe we're
related. And | wouldn't missthisfor theworld." She strode ahead of
him with more confidence than hefdt. He couldn't help but notice that
hiswife looked greet, and dwaysdid in Stuationslike this pulled
together, self-assured, anatural leader.

Hetried to catch her confidence for himsaf as he followed her into the
office.

After introductions, Oscar glanced at the blue computer screen, and then
back to them. "So, you're a psych tech at Darden. My hat's off to you.
And you think thiswoman might come here."

"YS,"

"l can't say if she's coming here or not, but she very definitely

escaped. A police officer in Riverside actualy spoke with her an hour
ago. Heradioed in aproblem with thiswoman's car, and then when the
license was traced, it was found to belong to another employee at your
workplace. LeonaKuehl."

Early reached over and squeezed Trey's hand.



Oscar leaned across the desk, holding his pipe up. "Hope this doesn't
bother ether of you."

"A little" Early said. "I have asthma. | seem to detect smoke at three
paces.”

Slightly disgruntled, Oscar tapped the pipe's smoking ashesinto awide
glass ashtray beside the computer. "I just likethe smell of it. So.
Tdl mehow you play into this™

Trey took abregath, then began. "'I've studied thiswoman for twelve
years. | was her first and only friend at Darden. | thought | could
rehabilitate her in away that psychiatrists and drugs could not. | was
wrong. We became close, briefly.”

Oscar looked from man to wife and back. "Intimate?"

"Not like that. Wejust shared alot. | felt there was ahuman being
lurking behind the woman who, at that time, was called the Surgeon. But
| waswrong. Shesamachine. Shefdl in love with me, to some extent.
And then, when | saw what she did to try to prove her love." Trey
closed his eyes, remembering.

The attack on the other inmate. The old man who hit Trey hard inthe

face. Agnes Hatcher had known about that, and when she had the chance...
"She operated on another patient,” he said as matter-of-factly ashe

could. "Nothing fancy. Just abotched lobotomy. That was when she went
back into heavy restraints and heavy sedation. The orderlies covered her
face most of thetimetoo. They called her the Gorgon because of the way
shelooked at them. She looked at everyone asif they were bugsto be
studied before they were squashed.”

"Except for you," Oscar said.

Trey nodded. "With me shefdt we had a shared destiny. She couldn't
understand my betrayd of her. Shetold methat she would find away to
wake meup towho | wasinsde." "Mr. Campbdll,” Oscar said, leaning
back in hischair. "That's not the most dangerous of threats."

Trey kept his cool even though he wanted to explode. "I have worked with
sociopaths and psychopaths and murderers and torturers since | got out

of college. Agnes Hatcher isn't the same. She'samachine. She hasno
fedings, even for hersdf. All she hasisaconstant motion toward.

Getting to meisone of her primary goas.”

Oscar shrugged. "L et's assume she does come for you. Thereésan
al-pointsbulletin out for her arrest. Within the next hour everyonein
Southern Cdiforniawill see her face on televison. We dready have an
officer who saw her. We know what car she'sdriving.

She's going to be caught. It would take her six hours at the earliest to



get here. Y ou and your family are probably safer here than anywhere ese
inthis state. We don't have murdersin Avaon. It costs too much to get
hereif you'rejust out to kill someone. Thiswoman isdready dipping

up. Shewill be caught soon.”

"Maybe| should talk with one of your colleaguesinstead,” Trey said.

"He or shewill say thesamething," Oscar said. "But don't get all

twisted up about this. If you like, I can have another officer escort

you home and stay with you at your cottage. Or you might consider
checking into one of our local guest housesfor the night. That way, if
Agnes Hatcher manages to eude the police on the mainland and find away
out here after the last ferry has gone, and finds your rentd, &t least

you won't bethere"

"That'saterrificidea," Early said, looking attrey. "We can stay at
the Breakers, there'sanice pool there for thekids. That way, you can
get somerest tonight.”

"l guess I'm overreacting alittle. That'sagood idea, officer.”

"Oscar. No Arboles, no officer. Oscar. So" he turned his attention to
Early "how did you end up with agringo like this?"

Early half smiled. "All the good oneswere taken." On the Street again,
Trey sad, "l hate that word gringo."

"It'snot the best one." Early threw her arms around him. "My big baby."
Trey shrugged her off. "He was patronizing.”

"And you are paranoid." Early stopped in her tracks. "Maybe this woman
isout and maybe she's dangerous, Trey, but you are on vacation. We can
just check into ahotel for the night if you're that worried. I'm not. |

think that crazy woman is probably out on the desert right now or upin
Big Bear. Catalinaistoo hard to get to.

Oscar'sright. Maybe she could get over here tomorrow, but the chances
are, they'll have caught her by tonight. Let's go pack up and get aroom
at the Breskers. And quit playing the victim." She stepped around him
and went out to the end of the dock.

When Trey got there, she was Sitting next to Teresa, braiding her hair
and then unbraiding it. Mark sat at the edge of the dock, near the
pylons, with Jenny, who was pointing out boatsin the water.

When he saw hisfather, Mark legpt up and went running over to him. "We
saw the funniest movie, Daddy. And | saw ashark.”

Teresacorrected him. "It was adolphin." "It was big,” Mark said.



Trey touded hisson'shair. "I'll bet it was."

"They come out of nowhere," Mark said enthusiasticdly. "It'sredly

Jenny laughed and swiveled around to face him. "They were a handful.”
"We gppreciate your staying the extrahour.”
"Timeand ahdf," shereminded him. Sherose up clumsly.

"Mark's got alittle cough. Not much of one. | don't think it means
anything."

"Hijito," Early said, reaching her arms out for her son. He trotted over
to her, and she hugged him. "Cough for me."

Mark smiled. He coughed twice.

"Oh, he'sdying." Early raised her eyebrowsto Teresa. "Y our brother's
dying from too much fun.”

Mark laughed, and Teresa smiled.
Trey grinned too. It was okay. Nobody was coming after him.

Agnes Hatcher will be caught within afew hours. Or shelll hide out on
the desert. Thisidand isthe safest place for usright now.

Thiswas confirmed after hed walked Jenny hometo her parents. Trey
jogged back to the cottage, and Early greeted him with "Agnes Hatcher is
dead."

Chapter 32.

Early had taped one of the news broadcasts for him, as she sometimes did
when he worked double shifts at home. It was habit.

Oddly enough, the mayhem of the world often relaxed him. She rewound the
tape to a certain point and pressed the play button on the remote

control.

A KCBS reporter was standing in front of an arroyo. "The body of serial
killer Agnes Hatcher was found three hours after her escgpe from Darden
State Hospitd ."

A photograph of Agnes Hatcher flashed on the screen.

It was an early one, from her first entry into Darden.

It was how Trey remembered her.



Then the video switched back to the reporter. "Hatcher was found at the
base of thisarroyo." The video switched again to alighted canyon, with
aburning car. " She was dead on the scene.

Loca policetold thisreporter that the vehicle shewas found in has

not yet been traced to an owner, athough it appearsto be aBuick
Skylark. Hatcher was the notorious cop-killer of Pasadena, who, in 1981,
known as the Surgeon by Southern Cdifornians...”

The reporter kept talking, and Early said, "See? All that worry for
nothing.”

Trey replayed the video three or four times before he could convince
himsdlf that Agnes Hatcher was indeed dead.

"Thiscalsfor acdebration,” Trey sad, clapping his hands together.
Then he stopped. "My God, | can't believe | said "l can. She diced and
diced, what, twelve, thirteen people career?Y ou were like thiswhen
Jeffrey Dahmer died too. Don't feding bad for peoplelikethat," Early
sad. "I'll makethedrinks"No, it'sjust that Agneswas different. She
was amachine, But she never really had a chance. Probably shewas
aready thing of a sociopath when she wastortured asachild. That's

all takesthough, somekind of torture. It'sasif askidsthey had dark
spot in their brains. Someone, usualy an adult, takestheto just step

on the kid over and over until that darkness blosinto aflower. Until

it becomesthe only thing they know. Thething she knew. Itsamystery
of lifewhy it happens exactly like But it'sno mystery asto whereiit
camefrom.”

"There are alot of abused kidsin the world who don't grow to operate
onunwilling victims" Early said. "Therearealot of kit who get

stepped on, and they go on to run companies or bec social workers or
write noves. They don't dl murder for fun.”

"That's part of the mystery--why does one do that and other become a
Gorgon? Where's the place where it hap Maybe only reincarnation can
account for that kind of coming out of nowhere. Maybeit's not nature or
nurture. But we know she was tortured for many years of her life. |

think half of, she did wasto try to make other people fed the way she
fdt onindde. Shejudt did it thewrong way."

"That'sputting it mildly," Early snorted. "Well, I'm jubilant shesno
longer of this earth, sweet psycho queen that shewas. So, are we going
to have wine or margaritas?’

"Maybe later," Trey said. "I haveto watch thisvideo again. driveit
into my skull that the Gorgon's destroyed.”

Chapter 33.



Agnes Hatcher sat between the old man and his young grandson in the
backseat of the station wagon. The younger man, only in his

mid-thirties, who was the boy's father, drove. The wife, in the front

seat, hadn't liked the idea of picking up ahitchhiker at dl. But Agnes

had given them gas money, and so she had proven honorable enough for the
grandfather who sat beside her. It wasthe only car to pick her up in

forty minutes. "All theway to Los Angeles?" the driver asked.

"Yes" Shesamiled. "My boyfriend Pete's meeting me. Were going to see
Miss. Saigon. | redly gppreciate theride. If my stupid clunker of a
Nissan hadn't broken down, | wouldn't've had to bother you. | hate the
ideaof hitchhiking. Haven't doneit snce | was nineteen.”

"No bother," said the husband in the front seat. "The holy spirit told
usit was okay to give you aride. Were going to arevival downtown."

"Redlly?' shesid.

The wife eyed her in the car mirror. "Have you met csusyet?' "Oh, |
think s0," Agnessaid. "Many times." She turned to the blond boy beside
her. "ghat's your name?"

Helooked up at her with weary eyes. "Timmy."

"Y ou're avery well-behaved young man," she said.

The grandfather tried to touch her knee, but she pulled from him.
"Jesusisour savior," the husband said. "L et metell you aabout him."

Agnes Hatcher closed her eyes and wished that they would away. It would
be afew hours until she got downtown, and another hour to San Pedro.
When she would arrive there, sheld nally dye her hair and change her

look. She was exhausted. An h or two of rest wouldn't hurt. Perhaps she
could deep while animalsin the station wagon droned on about their
religion. had afantasy about dicing each one of their throats, but

there too many of them together.

After al, she needed the ride. She had followed her voice, the one that
led her hands to dice the nice South, woman back by the Dumpsters at
Wad-Mart, the one that her to use the nice Southern woman's body as her
own d voicethat guided her without words, just the vibrations of the
verse. It had al been promised her from the past life, he had her.

"With these lives, with this blood, we consecrate our own eternity

gether.”

The voice had led her to the arroyo, led her to stuff the aily into the
Buick Skylark (the oily ragsin the oven, surrounding beloved, memory
threatened). Led her to burn the woman's the seats of the car, the dow
smoldering fire that caught.



Then, using the naturd leverage of the dight risein the she pushed
the Buick ever so gently, and it rolled, burning farther into the
wasteland.

The voicewithin her let it be known that this would make others leave
her done.

Let her follow thetrail of instinct to her most beloved godl.

But the voice had died down when she'd had to accept the She had stood
at the bus stop for fifteen minutes when the pulled up to her. It was

fate, she could tel. And with these sellersdl around her, driving her

to Los Angeles, she wished voice and ingtinct would guide her handsto
stop up their permanently.

But it was slent in her head.

She had no choice but to play sweet and kind and compassionate.
Next time she intended to take the bus.

Chapter 34.

At the cottage on Catalina ldand, Mark Campbell was mined to overcome
hisfear. He dipped out of hisflipflop and treaded out to the patio.

His mother wasinsde, teaching some guitar chords Teresa played the
piano alittle, but wasto guitar. His mother had been taught classica

guitar when been agirl, but she was teaching Teresa some basic stuff
likethe Magic Dragon." Mark considered that "girl time" between two of
them. So now hefigured it was "boy time" between him hisfather. He
stood afew feet back from the edge of the pool, then turned around.

“Daddy?

"MarkyAWhat's up?'Trey was Stting in one of the lounge nearby, watching
the night.

Thelast gasp of day, dmost an auraof pale lavender light, about the
edges of the undulate hillsthat rose behind the cotta The scents of
honeysuckle and jasmine wafted on alight Night was like a cloud, pushed
from the eadt, toward the hills. was so close to being dark that it felt
likeit was past Mark'stime. Only his parentswere letting him stay up
later than usual causeit was avacation. Hisfather seemed logt in

thought. felt hisfather worried too much about things.

Mark shifted his baance from oneleg to another n, "Will you help me?’
Trey sat up in hischair. Heleaned forward. Hewas atal man, so when

he leaned like that, he seemed to stretch and almost reach where Mark
was ganding. "With what?'



"| want to dive

"Now?It's getting late. How about tomorrow morning?' "Well," Mark said,
dipping his T-shirt over hishead. "Y ou dways say Better late than
never."

Trey chuckled. "That'strue."
"I've been thinking how I've been a'fraidy-cat. And it's dumb.

It's dumb because Teresacan dive. I'm just scared when | ook in the
water and see me staring back. But with the lights out, | don't see me
inthe water. It'sjust water."

"Y ou sound too logicd for your age," Trey said, mussing up hisson's
thick, dark hair. "Okay. I'll get on the edge with you." Trey unbuttoned
his shirt, tossing it on the chair as he rose. He unbuttoned and
unzipped his pants, stepping out of them. He wore blue boxer shorts.
Mark laughed out loud and pointed at them when he saw them.

"That's not your swvimsuit." Mark's eyeswent wide. "It's your
wonderwear."

"Them'smy swimmin' trunks now. Okay, whet you doiis..."

Trey went to the edge of the poal, leading Mark by the hand. He leaned
forward, hisarmsdl the way forward too, pamsflat. "Pretend you're
like adolphin. Push with your feet, presswith your hands."

Mark imitated hisfather's position beside him. "I'll fall." Trey said,
"Youwon't. You'll dive. And you know how to swim, so once you'rein,
you just swim. Let's both go at the count of three.

Okay?'

Mark nodded, but felt uncertain. He leaned forward and closed his eyes
s0 he wouldn't have to see how far the water was from him.

Trey counted to three, and Mark pushed with his feet and pressed with
his hands. He did a bellyflop and sank down into the water. His ssomach
burned, and it was so black around him, he didn't know which way to
turn.

He swdlowed water, and thrashed around, until findly hisfather
grabbed him around thewaist and brought him up.

"Marky, Marky, it'sokay, it'sme, areyou al right?' Trey said,
lifting him up to the Sde of the poal.

Mark coughed. He was crying, and felt likeababy. "I can't do it
right,” hesaid. "I get too scared.”



Trey hefted himsdlf up the sde of the pool and out of it. He went to

get atowel. He brought a big striped one back and wrapped it around his
son. "You did fine" he said, Stting down beside him on the concrete.

"Let metel you alittletrick | doto get through difficult things."

Mark leaned his head into hisfather's chest. "What's that ?*

"l usethe as-if rule. The as-if rule statesthat if | don't know how to
do something, | act asif | do, and then it works."

"Like pretending?’

"Kind of. But it works because it's not quite pretend. It's something
that our minds have within us aready. It's dready in your body and
brainto dive, Mark. You're hdf fish asitis. Look how well you swim."
"Yegh. But | can't dive.”

"But act asif you can. Nobody can do anything until they work &t it.
But if you never try it, you'll never doit. Sometimes| do things|

didn't think | could until | think of the as-if rule"

"So I'm supposed to act asif | can dive? But what if | crack my head
open?'

Trey grinned, rubbing his shoulders with the towd. "Then you act asif
you meant to do that. Want to try again?' "Redly?' Mark asked. "I'm
amost dry. Won't Mom get mad?”

"I don't think so. Not if you're learning something new. Here'--

Trey pulled thetowel off and stood up, holding his hand out "if we keep
trying till you get it, you won't be afraid tomorrow and you can show
off."

Mark took hisfather'shand. "I might ftill be afraid.”

"Oh, yeah. I'm afraid sometimeswhen | dive too. But fear isthereto
help protect you, so you'll think about how to do it safely.

Let'sgiveit onemoretry." Hetook hisson over to the pool's edge.
"Asif," Mark sad, leaning forward toward the dark water.

"Asif," hisfather repeated.

"Areyou afraid of anything, Daddy?' Mark asked solemnly.

"Everyoné's afraid of something, Marky. We have to overcome fear to face
whatever it isthat were running from. We haveto live asif were



brave"

Thistime Mark did agood dive, and came up, dog-paddling toward the
pool ladder.

"Know what?' he asked hisfather.

What?"

"I don't haveto be afraid of nothing no more."
"That'sright. Not grammaticd, but ill correct.”
"Know what else?'

Trey shook hishead.

Mark climbed up the ladder to the concrete. Then he legpt over the edge,
cannonballing, making ahuge splash when he landed.

When he came up giggling and sputtering, he cried out glegfully, "That's
what!"

Chapter 35.

The woman with the neatly trimmed reddish-brown hair, wearing jeans and
alight blue cotton swester, glanced around the oyster bar. Thiswasthe
sixth dive shed entered aong the waterfront that evening. It stank of

fish, and even urine from the open men'sroom door. It was only eight
P.M., but aready the place was packed, wall to wall with people

drinking beer or devouring oysters and shrimp. The place wasfilthy,
athough the management had tried to cover this up with sawdust on the
floor and dim lighting al around the bar and tables.

It reminded her so much of her past, of the very reason she wasthere.

In an ordinary saloon, or restaurant, no one would look twice at this
woman. Her hair was an obvious over-the-counter dye job.

Her eyeswere pretty but small. Her face was pale, asif she hadn't been
inthesuninyears. Her lips, thickened with glossy lipstick, were

curved nicdly. Shewould be considered moderatdly attractive in another
SHiting.

But in that particular bar near the harbor, she might be the most
ravishingly beautiful womanindl crestion.

There were seven men Sitting at the bar itself, and when she entered the
bar area, four of them turned to look at her. The others dowly turned
also when they noticed their compadres doing so. Shetried to read them,
but it was difficult with the noise from the juke box, and dl the



talking. She had been to three other such bars aready, and was
exhausted. It took alot out of her to get agood reading of someone,
particularly in thissort of environmen.

One of the men winked at her. He was twenty-two or -three. Five o'clock
shadow. Dark, thick hair. Brown eyes. Well-built but short.

His eyes stayed on hersthe longest. She counted the seconds until he
looked away. Then he glanced back again.

Boldly, shewalked over to stand by him.

"Hi," hesaid. His breath was spit and beer. Hewas horny. That was
enough.

"Youll do," shesad.

"Huh?'

"Y ou got a boat?"

He nodded. "Sure. Me and a hundred guys down here. Why?

Y ou into boats?'

Shefdt chilly, and was afraid for amoment that someone elsewas
watching her. Someone who was threatening in some way. She felt that way
whenever one of her own species was nearby. She could fed whoever was

watching her just asif they were touching her face.

She didn't particularly like that feding. It passed, however, and she
returned her attention to the man on the barstool.

"Yeah," shesad. "l redly get into boats."

Sheturned dightly to the right, but could not tell where the threat
was coming from.

When the dark-haired man ordered her a beer, she knew.

It was the bartender. One of us.

A former surfer boy. Blond, six feet, well-muscled, premeanoma His
hair was cut short and flat on top, long and stringy on the sides. He
was not handsome at al except for the athleticism of hisbody. He had
pale blue eyes. Crow's-feet about their edges.

Hewas ill, theway an animal being hunted was till. The bartender
glanced at her, and she knew that he was one of her kind.

He was reading her as much as she was reading him.



They didn't haveto say anything.

When he went down to the far end of the bar, shefollowed him.

"Do you have aboat?' she asked.

He nodded. He kept his hands in the pockets of hisyellow shorts. She
assessed from his bad posture that he was weary. He had possibly been
doing speed for a couple of days. He would need to wind down. He said,
"| can get asailboat. Do | know you from somewhere?' His voice was
raspy, asif hed spent yearsraking it with razors.

"I don't think so. | need aboat with amotor. It doesn't have to be
very powerful. Can you help me?

"Sure. They cdl methe Cobra." He thrust his hand out to shake hers.
Shedidn't return the gesture.

That wasdl it took. His shift was off by midnight.

Off-shift, he wore aHawaiian shirt that was blue with blotchy yellow
flowers over the black muscle shirt held worn at the bar. He kissed her

as soon as she stepped up to him outside. Hiskisswas dry. He smelled
like whiskey and Old Spice aftershave.

She stepped back, away from hiskiss.

"I thought you liked me," Cobrasaid.

"l do. Not likethat."

"Okay, whatever."

"The boat?"

Cobra cursed under his bregth. He walked ahead of her, stopped and half
turned. A nearby dtreetlight cast apae glow around hisform, likea

halo. "l swear we met before.”

"Maybe" shesad. "Do you bdievein past lives?'

He answered her with alaugh. "My VW's around the corner. | can takeyou
to my buddy's boat. Where you headed?' "Catdina," she said. She stood
beside him and watched the darkness as if she expected something to
attack her. Y et she did not seem afraid. Just wary.

"Tel meanother one." He smiled good-naturedly as she caught up with
him.



"All right,” shesaid. "If you won't take methere, I'll find someone
ese Therésadways someone ese. But | can give you something you've
never had in life before” ' Y eah? What's that?"

"Fulfillment.”

Then she reached up to hisface, holding it in the pam of her hand. She
knew what the animalswanted. | will train you, dog, and you will
understand your placein life. I will lead you to where you need to go.

Shekissed him, and hdd him there for several moments.
"| thought you didn't want that," he whispered.

"Now | do," shesaid, feding her eyes glazing over. Feding her mind
glazing over too. "Inthisaley. Againg thiswall."

She pulled the swesater over her shoulders and head. She leaned back
againg the cold bricks. She moved out of her body, to avantage point
above them, asif she were not the woman below &t all.

She watched the animals bite and kiss and explore each other's bodies.

Then the lightning of time and space struck her, and its flash erased
al memory of the present life.

October was amonth of rain that year. A constant besting against the
roof far above, and leaking down into the crawl space where she dept.

She dept too much, but she was too weary afterward, after what she and
her lover did, to do anything else. She awoke when arat scurried across
her leg. She crawled down to the opening, into the coa storage room. He
was beating at the door again. Beating so hard, she thought he would
break it down, or cal attention to their nest.

She couldn't let anyone else know about their nest or it would be dl
over.

She was sure that even her neighbors, if they knew what she did there
with him, would set them both onfireinddeit.

She glanced a the great oven, with itstwin doors. Remembering a
childhood fairy tae of awitch being thrust ingdeit by evil little
children.

Of being baked dive by evil children.

All children wereevil.

Shedidn't liketo think of the times she'd had to deep in that oven
with her lover, doors shut. Just to keep from being discovered, mashed



intogether, asif they were one person and not two. Hearing the hounds
and the whistles as the cod basement was searched. Fedling his hands
about her... Thinking of the children lighting thefirein the oven,

laughing asthe witch burned.

She hoped that he would take her away from there, as he'd promised.

She prayed that they could use the lifetimes they'd collected toffy
avay.

Hewas, &fter al, agentleman. And she would be hislady.

She stooped down, pushing open the small door. He was there. grabbed
her, dragging her into the night. Hiskisseswere like poison, shefdt
hersdf die with each one.

He cupped his hands againgt her breadts, squeezing gently, then harshly.
The gadight was dimmed in the fog and drizzle, and she hear the clatter
of horses as the carriages went by on the street. smelled garbage and
sewer runoff. Rats squealed at the doorway to left. She had never been
50 cold and so hot at the same time.

Shefet her blood burning within her, and she wrapped her legshis
wag.

He had the most beautiful face she had ever seen. It waslikeagod's,
wild and ravishing and golden.

"Doit," shemoaned. "Doit."

Hetook the small scalpel and touched it againgt her breastbone.
She met the cold metal and pressed hersdlf againgt it.

The blood was warm, and he brought hisface down to it, tasting it.
He kissed her lips, passing her blood back to her.

Rain began to fall, and she heard the others, in the dleys, among
tenements, their cries of lust, their tender moans.

Lightning cut across her vison.

"Y ou avampire or something?' Cobra asked. He touched side of his neck
and examined the blood on hisfingers. "'l dig pires. | tasted blood
sometimes. That was some love bite you me."

Agnes Hatcher's eyes came back into focus.

Shewasin thewrong skin. It was the wrong place. She to be back there,
back with her beloved, back with the only who truly understood her.



She wept for dl she had lost over her lifetimes. Cobra held tight.

Hisfriend's boat was small, just a doop with anine-horsepower,'.
engine. It had asingle cabin, with two narrow deeping bunks, ahot
plate and bathroom. They kept the sail tied to the mast used the motor.

Agnes Hatcher fell adeegp in the cabin. When she awoke, it was till not
morning.

The boat was docking on theidand.
Shefdt hispower, hispull. Jack. Beloved.

Cobrawanted to fall adeep, but he wastoo keyed up. He told her how
much heloved her. He confessed his crimes: the stolen things and the
murdered people. He murdered like achild, from aquick temper. He loved
likeachildtoo.

"Do you love me?' he asked.

"No," shesad truthfully. "But | knew al about you when | saw you. |
knew what you had done."

"l saw it inyou too," he said, nodding off to deep. Agnes knelt beside
him and watched the dreams come to his closed eyes. Then shewent up on
the small deck and waited in darkness.

The threat of memory enveloped her, not her beloved, but the man from
her childhood:

The man tying her to the chair, carving into her skin with the

wood burning iron. Teaching her about the life they had been a part of.
Teaching her about how he had been there, had witnessed what she and her
lover had done in the previous existence, and he had taken her in order

to punish her for what she had done.

After days of thetorture, the memories of the past life had come so
strong and vividly that she could not see the present world for the past
one.

The past life exploded across her vison: She was nineteen, and living

on the streets of London, occasiondly deeping in the great sweatshop
basements, which were warm at night, even though the machines clattered
all through the dark hours. She had been forced into the life at twelve,

by her mother, and did not enjoy any man's touch, no matter how much he

pad.

Then, one night, she met the gentleman surgeon. He promised her more
than money. He promised her immortdity.



"'Each life we take,"he whispered into her ear as he madeloveto her,
"we gain another. The ancients knew this. That wastheir reason for
human sacrifice. | have taken severd lives. If you will believein me,

| will never abandon you.”

She had delighted when her lover scarred her, or drank adrop of blood
from thetip of her finger. He had a hunger to consumelifein every

way.

He taught her how to use the surgery tools, how to ped flesh back so as
not to traumatizeit.

They took the other girlstogether. She hedd Mary Kdly's head while her
lover operated. She watched the terror of their victims 'faces, and
findly thelovetoo, for in suffering these whores achieved agrea

beauty. She watched for the police, or she sat in the carriage, waiting
him to run out swiftly so they could drive off.

Her life was never the same afterward. It was full of gorgeous moments,
of the taste of blood, of the understanding that the immortal soul was
inthe body itsdlf, in the part of the body that was most important to
itsowner.

Sometimesthar victimslived in their hearts, and sometimesin ther
genitas and sometimesin their brains.

And aways, afterward, he brought the scalpel to her to taste. would
combinetheir bloods: their victim's blood, and then hers, and then his.

Communion for eternity.

Shetook the scalpd from his hands. She pressed it lightly against
thick skin of hiscollar.

His eyes burned with excitement. She could tdll that he was aroused in a
way that he had never been before.

She brought her face to his and kissed him as a man kisses awoman, hard
and deep and conquering.

"Wearethegods," he said after the kiss.

That was the day of the hounds.

That was the day of the coppers with their shouts and fury.
That was the day of betrayal.

That was the day she opened the locket that was pinned insde his.
cloak.



Asthe sun rose dowly from the east, behind her she saw itsfirst
purple-pink rays dash theidand.

Thereit was. the place of her dreams. Not the squalor of adigtrict of
an ancient city, but the reincarnation of that placein their new time,
their new skins. It was sacred to her now, thisidand.

Thisidand was the place where time and space would mest.

The great spires of rock, ending in needidike formation. The severd
mouths of caves, stacked on top of each other. The bottom, an opening
into its depths. The magnificence of it in the early sunlight, whereits
white chalk seemed to glow against the rest of theidand.

It rose like the Gothic cathedral of nature.
The sacred home of the fates.
CapillaBlanca

Chapter 36.

It was on the morning news, buttrey and Early both dept late the next
day, so they missed the item.

It was on theradio, but Early had it turned to a Top-40 station, The
woman in the canyon wasfindly identified as Mary Beth Clark, bornin
Tennessee, aresident of San Bernardino County for the past eight years.
Although much of her body was burned, it was the eye color that caused
the discrepancy with Agnes Eventudly Mary Beth's husband, Jerry,
contacted the police about hiswife, and dl of it was traced back to
theWa-Mart in Riverside.

Trey Campbell awvoke at nine-thirty, innocent of this correction'. in the
news. Hewasfeding like he had the biggest hangover of hisi life,

Which he did, because when he and hisfamily had gotten back homethe
previous evening, and after Marky's now-famous perfect dive in the poal;
and after the kids stayed up to watch The Little Mermaid again, hed
made a couple of killer margaritas. Heavy on the Cuervo Gold. Light on
the sweet and sour. Crushed ice. Heaven.

And had drunk them both because Early wanted a glass of wine instead.

They'd stayed up until two watching bad late movies. Then held begun
reading The Three Musketeers, which Early had brought. He couldn't put
it down until about three-fifteen. He fell adegp on the couch, and when
he awoke, it was because Mark was pritzing him with water.

"What the"he gasped, wiping at hisface with his hands.



Mark was giggling. Already in his swimsuit and wet, he held the plant
Spritzer up and sprayed afew moretimes. "It'sonly water!"

Mark began dancing around, until he dropped to the carpet, exhausted.
Early was out on the porch sipping coffee; Teresawas taking a shower.

"We dready went swvimming, Daddy. | dived six times. Just likea
dolphin. Now get up,” Mark said with some authority in hisvoice.

"L ook, fish-boy, Daddy'sfeding alittle creaky today." Trey dowly
rose up, tasting the aftereffects of the margaritas mixed with

morning bresth. He ssumbled to the bathroom and shuddered. when he saw
what seemed to him an old man staring back at him.

After his shower hefdt like going right back to deep.
But Early had anidea
"Oh, no, nothing specia today, please," he groaned.

"Just listen. Well cal Jenny and cancel today and take the kid
horseback riding. Won't that be fun?'

Mark cried out, "Y eah!”

"I'm an old man, sweetheart. My ticker ain't so good." Trey faked alimp
and hunchback.

"Itll befun."

"Okay, okay, but |et's not cancel on Jenny. Mark'stoo young to goon a
horse."

"l an not!" he protested.

"Aretoo. Nobody in their right mind isgoing to rent ahorseto akid
your size, trust me." "Discrimination,” Mark said, and the word seemed
too big fori hismouth.

Trey looked at Early. That would be aword that he'd heard say. "It's
because you can get hurt on ahorse. Until you've lessons..." The worst
thing abouit telling his son thiswas thattrey knew that he sounded just
like his own father. He had aways hoped he'd grow up to be amore
liberd, easygoing dad, but it just never happened.

"Terry hasn't had lessons,” Mark said.

Teresa appeared at the patio doorway. She dripped water from head to toe
onto the stone walkway. "1 don't want to ride horses,..



They'refilthy."
"What?' Trey sad. "Every girl likes horses.”

"Not me. Why can't | stay here and swim?" Early sghed, clapping her
hands together. "Okay, okay. Y our father and | will go riding, and you
guys hang out here. Y ou're sure you want to do that?"

Teresanodded, and padded back to the swimming pool. A loudii splashin
the water Sgnified her approvd of thisplan.

Early ran out to the pool, shouting, "But you are not to go swimming
without Jenny watching you. Get out of thereright now.”

Mark looked cross. He eyed hisfather like he was the enemy. "I don't
wanna." "What can | do to make you happy?' Trey asked.

Mark furrowed hisbrow. "Takemeriding."
"No can do. What else?’

"I don't care.” Mark, who moments before had been in agood mood, got up
from the floor and stomped off to his bedroom.

"Y ou knew he couldn't goriding,” Trey said after Early came back
ingde

Early crossed her arms. "Don't jump on me just because you're tense. Why
don't we just do separate things today?Y ou go do what you want, which
I'm assuming is get wound up, and I'll go horseback riding.”

"I'll go, I'll go." Trey rolled hiseyes. "I didn't mean for thisto
become a production. I'm not jumping on you. Okay?'

"All right. And it'll befun. Youwait and see" she said.

The one piece of advice hisfather had given him that seemed to work in
his marriage, the only decent piece of marital advice the old man had
ever conferred upon him, was: "Remember, son, thewifeisawaysright.
Y ou remember that and you'll have many happy years ahead of you." It
seemed like the code of the troglodyte to believe that, buttrey had
found that it worked. When he and Early got inajam, he generaly gave
in and told her she wasright. Things often worked out from there.

Jenny arrived a ten-thirty, looking like shed just come from working
inagarage, which was not her norma look. "I forgot to wash my
clothes" she said by way of explanation. "These were the only things
even approaching clean in my dresser.” Shetwirled around in the
dungarees and bleach-spotted blue chambray workshirt.



"Likewecare" Trey sad cavdierly.
Jenny'sface lit up when she heard about the horseback riding.

"Oh, God, it's so grest. If you can get Elmer to let you off thetrail
with hisold nags, you can ride out to the beach around the coast.

It's SO pretty. Just make sure you go to Elmer's. Tell him | sent you.
God, | wish | wasgoing."

"Thanksfor the advice," Early said, bringing Jenny'straditiona

morning cup of teato her from the kitchen. " Sorry you can't. just that
thekids..."

"l know, | know. Kids are dwaysfdling off horsesaround herelt's
amazing to me that some parentslet themride at dl. I've be, riding
sncel wasten, but | took lessonsthe wholetime," Jenny plained to
Mark, who sat right next to her. Trey could tell had acrush on the
baby-sitter, and would probably cry when had to leave her at the end of
the week. Jenny turned to face and pinched his cheeks. "Hélo, you curie
pie. What do you to get up to today?"

Mark's face went from fascination to disapprovd. "'l want to riding."
"We can go hiking," Jenny said. "You likethat?'

"Maybe. If | wason ahorse.”

"Wel" Jenny winked a Early "well pretend.”

Outside, Early grabbedtrey's arm. "Jenny has amajor crush you."
"Naw." "When you were outsde with Terry, she told me she thou

was the luckiest woman on the face of the earth.”

"Yourekidding."

"No. Redlly." Early leaned againgt his shoulder like aschool "Of
course, | set her raight.”

Of al the horsesin the stables, Trey was given the one named Assassin.
And there was agood reason for it. It kicked era timesjust being
brought out from the stables. He had ajust getting the saddle strapped
ontight so it wouldn't dip off on thetrail.

"Why isit you get the horse named Dorothy and | get Sn?' he asked as
he tried for the third time to get the saddle on large dappled mare.

Early grinned. "Y ou can handle her."



"I haven't ridden for Six years. She'stried to bite me twice ready. My
rear end is going to be burning soon from the and shelll probably drag
mein the dust for several miles. Come on he groaned, findly getting
the horse to bresthe in long enough strap the saddle on sufficiently
tight. He grabbed the horn, dipped hisright foot into the stirrup, and
raised himsdlf up to the saddle.

"Just stay Hill for about aminute, okay?* Trey Started giggling likea
kid.

"What's so funny?' Early asked, her back straight as she trotted her
mareupto his.

"I was wondering what she's called for short, Ass?"
"Get your mind out of the gutter. Call her Sassy."

"That's cute. Sassy. Hey, Sass, yawannagalop?’ "Trey, no, no," Early
sad.

But it wastoo late. Sassy was galloping across the doping hill, and,
inturn, Carly's horse tarted up too, even though itsrider kept
cdling out, "Whoa, whoa, dow down."

It became one of the best daysthat Trey could remember, between his
horse trying to bite him even while he was adiride, and theriding

across the beach, at the water's edge. More than loving Early, heliked
her like he had never liked anyone before. He thought: It's niceto be
married to your best friend.

Trey thought such warm, loving thoughts right up until thetime Assassin
threw him into the waves, and between the fear of breaking hisback and
thefear of drowning, he cursed his sorry fate.

Early rescued him in due course, and he spat seawater out of the side of
his mouth. "No bones broken," she said.

He sat in hiswet clothesin the surf and watched the mare take off on
itsown down the beach. "Grest," he said. "Now I'm going to haveto
chase down that damn horse."

Chapter 37.

Jenny was doing something very bad, Mark was sure. He knew even though
shewas alot older than he was, she shouldn't being the wine from the
fridgeinto aglassfor hersdf. But he nothing.

He had just finished lunch, and Teresawas out by the poal, taking anap in
the sun. Mark was bored, and even though Jenny told him to stay outside
because sheld be right out, he had back in.



"What'swrong?' Jenny asked as she Sipped from the glass.

"Huh?'

"You'relooking a me funny, Marky. What's up?* Jenny what Mark would
cdl aphony grin. It wasthe smile he usualy when helied to his

parents (and was caught, as usual).

"I know what you're doing,"” Mark said dowly. "And you're supposed to."
"This?' She held up the glassfull of wine asif it werea"Oh, we
grown-ups are dlowed. | dready asked your mom." Thisthrew him. If
she had asked his mother's permission, it must've been al right. He

didn't pursue the subject further. got sillier as she drank the wine,

and picked up the phone and s haf the day yakking it up with her

friends,

Between cdlshe said to her, "1 liked you."

"I likeyou too." Her words durred together.

"I mean | used to like you." Hewrinkled hisnose up, hiseyes
squinting. "l don't think you're very nice."

"Marky, Marky. | know you don't mean that." She leaned over to givehim
ahug, but he pulled away from her.

"l dotoo." He crossed hisarms on his chest.
"Y ou're il mad because you didn't get to go horseback riding.”
"Am not. | don't care about dirty old horses. I'm telling my parents.”

"You'd do that to me?' She took another sip of wine. The phony grin had
disappeared. She looked like she was about to pout.

"Yeah. | would." He nodded. "Y ou're being bad.”

"Well." Thetone of her voice changed draméticdly into anasty, low
tone like a cat that was about to scratch. "How would you likeit if |
made up stories about you and told them? Who do you think they'd
bdieve?'

"That's mean. To make up stories.”

"Youddoittome" shesad.

"I'd tel thetruth."

"Ligten," Jenny said, flipping her hair back behind her shoulders.



"Y ou're too young to understand these things. If you wart, tell your
parents. But that meansthey'll get areally nasty baby-dtter. Ugly and
big and mean. There are only two of uson Catdina."

Mark considered thisfor amoment.
Jenny picked the phone up again and tapped in anumber.

Mark got off the couch and wandered back outside. He stood overteresa,
who was deeping on her ssomach in her one-piece with ruffles at the
edges.

After aminute she woke up. "Y ou're dripping on me," she said.
"l don't like Jenny."

"Me neither. That'swhy | didn't want to go anywhere."

"Mom and Dad like her."

"That's because she fakes everything around them, like she's Miss.
Perfect. | can seeright through her. If they knew why she wanted to

take ustothemovies..." "Yesah," Mark said, remembering the boy that
Jenny had met there, and how they had sucked face through al of
Pocahontas. Although, it had been something of an education for him. He
was curious asto why her boyfriend had kept sticking histonguein her
mouth. Mark had found it disgusting to watch. He squatted on the
concrete besde hissgter. "We should run away."

"'Not," shereplied sarcagticdly. "Besides, where would we Mark
shrugged. "I havefivedadlars.

"How'd you get five bucks?' "I been saving," he said smugly. "Every
week, fifty cents cleaning out the cat box and feeding the fish.”

"Y ou save your alowance? Minesgone beforel getit. Y saved that
money for ten weeks?"

Mark nodded.

"Five bucks can buy usice cream,” Teresasaid, Stting up, aquick
mental calculation. "And we can get some corn dogs. wanna?"'

"Hun?'

"Run away. Not very far. We can get some supplies with money and then
hide out in town. If we see her, we can just around the corner. Then,

when Mom and Dad come back we can show up and tell them al the nasty
suff she does.”



"l don't want to be a squealer.”

"Okay, I'll do the squeding.”

"But the only other baby-gtter'sbig and ugly."

"So what?'Y ou expect Mary Poppins?| just don't like Jenny.

thought you were in love with her though, so | kept my mouth Mark
sighed. "'l was. | thought she was nice. But she's Teresagot up. "Let's
go. But we have to be sneaky about it. We don't want ‘the witch'
figuring it dl out and stopping us.™

Asthey snuck out the back gate, Mark heard Jenny on the "Tommy?" she
said. "Sure. Yeah. No, redly. | got the place to mysalf. Come on over.
Hey, how often does a chance like this come around? No, no, they'reredl
little. I'll pop The Lion King on the video player and shove
some-cookiesin front of them. Redlly private. Y eah. Just you and me and
achoice of bedrooms."

Chapter 38.

"Let'sexplore,” Early said, pulling attrey's hand. They had managed to
catch the errant horse, and now both animals were tethered to some
scraggly trees off the riding path. The road from Avalon was below them,
but it was cut off near the high rocks because of amuddide that still

had not been completely cleared from the unusually heavy rains of the
late soring. Half the hillside there was difficult to navigate because

of theway therocks had falen.

Trey glanced up the sSde of the hill. "All theway up there?' He turned
and caught a glimpse of one edge of Avaon. They had come around the
idand far enough to barely see anything but the tip of the town.

"Sure" hiswife sad, letting go of him and running up the thin trail

ahead. It led to the caverns that tunneled back to the sea. He had hiked
thisareawith hisfather when held been twelve and thirteen, on

vacation then. Early stopped halfway up the hillsdeto read the
sgn.""TheKirk inthe Rocks,' "she said.""Where the Spanish monks lived
in solitude from 1605 to 1620. It became known as Capilla Blanca, for
the white chalk cliffs on the ocean side. Enter at own risk?Y ou want to
rskit?'

He caught up with her. "I aways wondered how this place got anice
Scotsword like 'kirk," when it was used by Spanish monks.”

"It'stheway of Los Estados Unidos," shereplied. Sheled the way,
weaving between boulders and brush, until she came to the mouth of the
cavern. A large chain-link fence had been erected there., guessthere's
no risk involved here. Wish we could get in. Smell th It's bat guano.”



He leaned againgt the fence. "My dad and | used to come here. He knew
al thetrailsthrough this. There's a carved-out to where the monks
dept. He used to take me there and tell me stories.”

"Nice nightmare materid.”

Helaughed. "They were more funny than scary. Hewas a co plex man. He
drank. He could be abully when it cameto hisown way." Trey'svoice
seemed to die down like a sudden of wind that was over. Quietly, he

sad, "But he wasagood in other ways." Then he brightened, asif the
good memories coming back. He spread his hands out asif creating a
canvas hismemories. "He could be amazing too. Hetold great stories.

was cheap redlly chegp. When | wasin college he sold al my furniture
from home. | came back the first summer, and | even have abed.” He
could smile at these memories now, from distance of years. Suddenly,
another memory hit him. One he savor. He remembered the old man at the
kitchen door of the Bernardino house.

Trying to bresk in.
Thegunfiring.
The look on the man'sface, the gray hair, the shabby clothes.

"I wish | had never killed that man." Trey went and through the fence,
down into the chasms and paths of the Early leaned against the
chain-link fence. "It was an Of course, you wished you didn't. Hewas
trying to break had three break-insin that house. I'm sorry he died
too. wasn't your fault. Get over it."

Trey shook hishead. "I don't think | can. If only | that gun. | was
just too paranoid.”

"I know you were. With good reason. That inmate, what was name? The one
who had escaped. Watson?' "Wilson," Trey sighed. "Just like Agnes
Hatcher. | would come for me. | assumed | would be histarget. | guess|
wrong on both counts.”

"It'samoot point in Hatcher's case, now that she died in the crash.”
Early went over, dipping her left hand across the back of his neck. It
felt cool where shetouched him. "It'sokay, Trey. Itll dl be okay."

He bardly heard her voice. "Looking &t that old man, lying there, dying.
Dead. It was like watching my father dieal over again, only | pulled
thetrigger.”

A slent moment passed between them. He felt the cool of the shade from
the nearby rocks and trees. He smelled the fresh salt of the sea below
them. The soothing heet that rose, incongruoudy, from Carly's cooling
hand at the back of his neck.



"When we get back, | want you to go to acounselor to ded with this,"
Early said gently. "l loveyou, | love our life together, but you have
obsessed on thislong enough. Between thisand your job, part of you is
numb. | don't want my children growing up with afather who'snumbin

that part.”
"What part isthat?"

Early took adeep breath. "The part about forgiveness. Of even yoursdlf.
Now," she said, turning so that he couldn't see her tears, "tell methe
legends of the bat cave.”

He began to recount for her tales of the passages around the cavern, the
gtories hisfather had told him, the lives of the order of monkswho

lived in sllence among these chalk walls. He told her that he knew most

of thetrails, because hisfather had led him through each one, showed

him the Great Room, where the monks had created their smdl chapel. "The
statue of thevirgin Mary wasin one of the recessesin the room, and it
was|ong gone, but they'd painted the walls like a chapd, with the

gtations of the cross and angels and al kinds of things on white. It

was redly beautiful. It'stoo bad you can't go in there anymore. |

guess graffiti taggersmight ruinit.” Early sighed. "1 wish we could

seeit. Don't you think we could sort of bregk in somewhere? If you know
al thetrails, there must be another entrance.”

"That might not be too smart,” he said. "Some of those trailsweren't
even very sturdy when | was akid. And there're these big drops, like
wells, down hundreds of feet. Besides which, | don't think it would bea
redly good exampleto our dsif we were caught breaking in, do you?'

Oh, it'll give them something to remember us by for yearsto come." She
grabbed his hand, tugging. "Come on, we don't haveto go in too far.

Jug alittleways."

Chapter 39. **Who are you?' Cobra asked.

"I'myou.”

"Me?1| don't get it."

"I know what you hunger for."

"Y ou mean, what | done before? Thekilling?'

"Morethan that. The pleasureinit,” shesaid.

Cobraand Agnes Hatcher had spent their morning washing up at the beach
showers. Cobra sunned on the beach while she walked among the shops,

hoping to catch aglimpse of afamiliar face. She brought him alunch of
hamburgers and french fries. She ate nothing.



Her hunger was not for food.

By thetime Trey and Early wereriding, she was asking alocal Redltor
about rentd cottages. She was shown severa photographs, and given
direction if shewanted to wak around the town by hersalf and look at
them.

About the time Agnes found the exact location of the cottage she was
interested in, which would be available the following week, Trey was
thrown from his horse two milesaway.

When she and her newfound friend trudged up the road to the cottage, it
was |ate afternoon.

Chapter 40.

"It'snot dark at dl," Early said, leaning againgt thewall. A shaft of
afternoon sunlight cut from above and to Sde. It lit most of the craggy
rocks, and they could see dl the over to where the white chalk walls,
which were smooth, be They had climbed around part of the bent
chain-link fence, oudy where locd kids had been doing it for years.
The cave silent except for the sound of waves crashing againgt its
rocks, below.

"I'm telling you, we shouldn't be doing this," Trey said. In of hisown
warnings, he was leading, every now and then back to touch Carly's hand
to make sure she was staying b Thetrail was not particularly narrow at
this point, but at its edge there was afifty-foot drop into another

cave.

"Thisisfun, Trey. Thisislikebeng kids" Early tried to pass but
when she did, he pressed her back. "Sneaking into a cave off limits.
It'slike playing hooky."

"Oneat atime." Trey thrust hisarm out so she couldn't around him. "
don't careif it seemslike therésroom to walk by sde. All it would
takeisfor your foot to dip..."

Early huffed. "Weve hiked trails up at Big Bear more than this. Give me
abreak."

"Thedifferenceis, if wefdl here, no one can cometo help us”

"Y ou are such agtick-in-the-mud," hiswife said. " So, where'sthe
room?"'

"The Great Room? I'm not sure we can get there from thistrail.
Maybe we can look down oniit."

She pushed lightly a him. "Well, let'sgo.”



After taking afew wider trallsinto dead ends, Trey finaly got the

right one. The light from above, where the caves opened up at the top of
the hill, was growing weeker. The sun'slight was shifting.

Ashewaked ahead of Early, he dmost stepped over the edge.

Thetrail ended abruptly.

Although he couldn't see them, he could smell the bats--this must be

where many of them congregated. He glanced at the celling of rock. He
could see their huddled, shadowy forms. He pointed at them to hiswife.

She gasped.

He whispered, "No loud noises, please. Nothing's worse than having a
hundred bats swipe at you."

She nodded.

He brought her to the edge of thetrail, where the rock dropped into a
chaam.

The feeble sunlight descended where he pointed, and then seemed to grow
brighter.

"Thereitis" hewhigpered.

Below them, around chamber of pure, dmost glowing white.
"It'snot al chalk. Some of it's other minerals.”

"It looks like baking soda," she whispered, mindful of the bats.
"How do you get down there?"

"Y ou don't get down, you get up. Therésatrail that winds from the
water leve upward.”

There were drawings of figures dl aong the whitewadls. It was hard to
figure out from above what exactly they were, but Trey had seen them
from the chamber's floor when held been twelve.

Hesad, "There're the stations of the cross. And see? In that recess?
Therésthe Queen of Angdls.”

"| guessthe paint faded over theyears.”

"It was probably redly colorful when the monks were here. It'sweird

how | fed comfortablein here. Maybeit'sal those hikesDad. I've
never been scared in this place. 1t's so... beautiful," said for lack of



a better word.
"This should be some kind of nationd landmark,” Early said.

"| think they tried that. They just couldn't keep the kids fro writing
over it. Look. "Trey pointed toward the far wall of the chamber.

Scrawled across a carved religious saint, the words CHERY L ROBERT
4-EVER, .

"It's<till so beautiful." Early hugged Trey. "It'slike our secret

He kissed her forehead. "Now, let's get the hell out of here before
these bats wake up."

"Wait. What's that in the middle?" She pointed downward.

"It'sjust adrop. It'snot awell or anything. But the monksused it to
raise and lower suppliesfrom boats. Back then the S could get little
boats into the water-level caves. They'd raise foo(

and fresh water up in anima skinstied to ropes.”
"Y ou mean those monks never |eft?"
"Not until they died."

Early shook her head. "That's so weird. It'slike they were anchorites
of theidand." She shivered and turned back on the path. She ducked to
avoid an overhang, and then stubbed her and let out a brief but powerful

ary.

Trey reached for her, and brought them both down against floor of the
trall.

The noise disturbed some of the bats, who flew asif sampeding theair
over their heads, brushing Trey's back. He lay on top of her.

"Sorry," she whispered. " Stubbed my toe."

"The hazards of cave hunting," he said. "But now that | haveyou like
this..." He kissed the back of her neck.

"Between you and the bats, | don't know if I'm ever safe.” pushed him
off her and herolled back against the rock wall. "L et's get out. That
whole monk thing has me feding kind of creepy.”

Out inthe open again, Early said, "1 fed like I've just come out of
some ancient tomb." "Y ou have, "Trey said. "When the monks died, they
buried themselves at different placesin the caves. Like catacombs.”



"And what about the last monk?"

Trey affected abad Boris Karloff accent. "Maybe he'still in there,
waiting."

Chapter 41.

+ 0, Jenny said, pushing hersdf up to agtting position. "I'm not
going al theway." She combed her fingersthrough her hair.

All the buttons of her blue shirt were undone. Still, she had kept her
brafirmly fastened despite her boyfriend's best efforts. Shefdlt. heat
insde her, the kind that she would're liked to burn with, but she knew
that boys liketommy didn't respect girlsthat went al theway. No

matter how blue hisbals got, and no matter how much sex might dear up
his acne. He had even told her that he thought masturbation wasasin,
sif shegaveinto him, then she could save him from sin.

Tommy lay on hisback. His shirt was off, but so far he had kept his
swimming trunks on. He was definitely cute, but she didn't intend to get
areputation in Avalon for him. The town was too small, and everyone
would know in no time flat. She'd end up like her older sigter,
unmarried and pregnant at seventeen. Not in her plans.

She was going to marry aguy like Mr. Campbd|, who would her places. A
guy who would treat her right. Not like the loca townies. Jenny Reed

was going to get off thisidand and go to Los Angeles. Shewas going to
maybe wait tables until she got some partsin movies. She was going to
befamous... "If | begged?’ Tommy asked.

She laughed, buttoning her blouse up. "Not if you proposed marriage.”

They were on the bed. They'd spent part of the day getting drunk, the
other part making out and grinding against each other.

She was winding down a bit from the wine, and figured she'd better fill
the wine bottle up with some water so the Campbellswouldn't notice that
any of it was gone. Glancing at the clock, she cried out, "Holy shit

they may be back soon. It'samost three. Get up, get up.”

"I'mup,” he said, laughing. "That's the problem, I've been up for the
last two hours." "You are so crude,” Jenny said. She leaned over and
kissed him on the forehead. Hetried to pull her down again, but she
resisted.

She pushed him away.
Jenny did to the edge of the bed and stood up. "I'll get you one more

beer, and after that you have to leave. They never get back much before
five, but you never know. Remember, if they surprise us, youre



twenty-one." "lt'swhat my ID says." Tommy propped himself up on his
elbows.

"Where arethose rug rats? | ain't heard a squeak outtathem for hours.”
Standing in the doorway, trying to look sexy by balancing on one hip,
Jenny said, "They ran away. But | think | saw Marky sneaking around the
backyard alittlewhile ago."

"'Some baby-stter you are.”

"Hey, you get what you pay for. What's going to happen to them here? As
long as| don't hear either one of them svimming, they'll befine. |

think they're just getting their revenge for you being here.”

"Maybe they're watching us. Maybe they're learning dl kinds of things,”
Tommy sad, grinning.

"Like how to be drunk and stupid." Jenny arched her eyebrows, mocking
him. She turned and padded barefoot out to the kitchen.

She checked the road from the small kitchen window. A few tourists were
bicycling by. Thered be amillion of them come the Fourth.

They'd comein droves on the morning of the Fourth and stay through the
weekend. It was dways like that when the holiday was midweek. But no
sgn of the Campbells.

Jenny opened the fridge and grabbed a Rolling Rock bottle from the back.
A sound behind her startled her.

"Tommy," she said, turning. "Don't sneak up on me likethat.”

But it wasn't Tommy.

Chapter 42.

Teresahdld tight to her little brother's hand. He knew to keep quiet
because the man with the tattoos all over his arms and back looked
scary. The man's shirt wasin hishands, and he wiped it across his
stomach and chest to get rid of nil the swest that was shining on his

in.

The tattooed man was stepping carefully through the French doors of the
patio, into the cottage.

Teresawhispered in her brother's ear. "Maybe it's another boyfriend.
She hasalot of them.”

Mark wished his sister would keep quiet. He didn't want that man coming



over and finding their hiding place. He was sure it wasn't a boyfriend
of Jenny's because Mark was positive he saw asmall, dightly curved
knifein the man'sright hand.

Then he saw the pretty woman in the jeans and swester. She was aready
insde the house. He thought he saw Jenny too, but he wasn't sure.

He heard glass break from somewhereinsde.

Then he thought he saw something that made a shower of red water come
out of Jenny'sface, and it scared him so much, he peed in his shorts.

He couldn't help himsdf he held tight to Teresal's hand and jumped up,
drawing her with him.

The woman in the house looked out across the patio.

She moved swiftly. Mark thought it was like the nature film saw once
where alion went after agazelle.

Shewas coming for him and hissigter.
Chapter 43.

Teresascreamed, "Run! Marky, run!™ She tugged at his hand, but his body
was hard as stone. Mark couldn't move. Something about the pretty woman
coming toward him had made him fed terribly cold. Hefelt like he

wasn't evenin his body, but waslooking down at himsdlf. At himsdlf and

the lady who moved so fadt, it was like she was running, only it was

more like she was bounding toward him. He wondered why he couldn't make
himsdalf go. Hisfeet felt like they were sunken into the concrete of the

pool. Hetried to scream at himsdlf from inside his head to move, but

nothing happened.

Even hislips couldn't move.

Teresapushed at him and went running. There was abreak in the hedge
behind the cottage that |ed to another street.

Mark couldn't even turn around to seeif that's where his sister went.

Mark didn't fed he could budge an inch. He wasfrozen. Hetried to tell
his body to run, but nothing moved.

Hewished his sister had stayed with him, but she was scared too, and
shewould get help.

Thewoman came to him and leaned over. Her face was inches from his own.
He could smdll her swest breath.

She put her hands on his shoulders.



She looked deep into his eyes, asif she werelooking for something else
ingdehim.

"You'rehisson," shesaid. Her voicewaslight. "Y ou look your father.
Y ou have hiseyes. Y ou have beautiful eyes

There was blood on her teeth.
She brought her lipsto hisforehead.
Chapter 44.

Agnesclosed her eyes, sill kissing his son. Tasting the fear on the
boy'sface.

Lightning thrust aspear into her brain. She was pushed into the past
body.

Her head throbbed with pain as she opened her eyes again.
Shewasthere, in the nest she shared with Jack.

Looking at the locket that had been pinned to his cloak.

Seeing the pictureingdeit. Thelock of hair.

Thewoman with the dark hair and pale skin.

She went to the corner of the room to gather more codl.

All she could think of was betrayal.

All she could think of wasthat he had betrayed her for dl eternity.
Something wild and uncontrollable was released from deep within her.

It was asif adeeping beast were awakened.

Chapter 45.

At six P.M., Trey sat done on abench outside an ice cream shop in town
while Early got a scoop of peppermint ice cream on asugar cone. They'd
wandered the hills and rocks, avoiding any humans they happened to spot.
It had been their day to be completely aone together. He was happily
bored with the early evening. Bored and ill alittle hungry even after
they'd gotten a couple of burgers an hour before.

It seemed that the entire town was overrun with tourists at this point,

and he attributed thisto the fact of the Fourth of July celebration

coming up the next day. His backside ached from riding, and the top of
his forehead was bright red from the sun. Early got her cone and walked



down the block, window-shopping.

He could see the docks and beach from his seat, and was mildly surprised
to see amedium-sized powerboat with the letters L.A.P.D. stenciled in
white on its navy blue prow.

Severa cops got off the boat and walked up the docks.

Early came over and sat down next to him. "I spy withmy littleeyea
hat and some sandasthat | want to buy."

Trey pointed to the dock. "Look what | spy." "Oh. Cops on vacation?' she
sad, fanning theair. "God, it'shot.”

"I wonder what's up."
"Wéll, it's not because the dreaded ax murderessis after you."

"Now | fed bad," he said. "She's dead. Poor thing. She never had a
chanceinlife”

"Neither did her victims. Remember that next time you feel sympathy for
asadigtic killer." Early had away of expressing hersdlf that dways
seemed to override whatever mood he was fedling. He appreciated that
about her.

"It's hard to understand that kind of mind, how it perceive.. things.

She was kidnapped when she was barely Teresa's age. She was tortured by
thisinsane person. For years. She was amost seventeen when shefinally
broke free, but it wastoo late. She had murdered the man who had
abducted her. Who could blame her then?

He had tortured her, skinned her in places, kept her in abasement,
chained like adog. Taped her congtantly. Bled her with small, knives.
And he crested amonster himsdlf in her. He had turned her from agirl
with some problemsinto a creature from nightmares.

She had afairly unique pathology, which her abductor had apparently
tortured into her. She believed that she was reincarnated, living

through the problems of another existence, and that this drove her to be
who shewas." "So, who was she?" Early asked. He could tell shewas
trying to lighten things up a bit; her tone was facetious. "' Cleopatra?
Anastasa?

The Iron Maiden of Nuremburg?'
But he couldn't evenraiseagrin. It all seemed so sad to him.
He had dwaysfelt that none of the patients at Darden were redly to

blamefor ther Stuation. It was asif the ancients were right: Some
were born under unlucky stars. "Shewas agirl, aso named Agnes, who



lived in London around the turn of the century. A titute.”
Early seemed genuinely interested. "How much of her file you see?'

"l didn't. Her psychiatrist kept that under lock and key. Agnes Hatcher
told medl of it. She bdieved that everyonefrom her rent lifeadso
played apart in past incarnations.”

Carly'sjaw dropped, in mock drama. She touched hiswrigt, leaning
toward him. Shewhispered, "Y ou were one of her clients?!

Trey findly grinned. It did seem alittle funny to him. Quit ing

yoursdlf o serioudy dl thetime. "Not quite. She bdieved | the

reincarnation of her lover. He was quite a character. A man who tortured

her and degraded her, but who understood her. A man who taught her about
life" Early wasslent. Then shesaid, "It sounds nuts, but I'm

actudly dightly jealous. And | don't even buy the reincarnation thing.

Doyou?'
"Do | what?"
"Bdievein reincarnation?"

Trey laughed. He glanced toward the beach, with itslast Stragglers
il swvimming or having evening picnics. "l redly would hate to come
back to earth and haveto figureit al out al over again.

But | do. A little”
"I married aheretic,” Early said. "A recovering Cathohalic like me."

He stood up, stretching. He looked back, above the shops, to the western
sky abovethehills, therays of the sun till glowing. "I'm not talking

about any orthodox reincarnation theory, just the one that goes, you

know, you die and then grass grows from your grave and, some animd eats
the grass, and so on... you know, the 'no energy islogt' theory.

Fragments of what we areremain.” Trey fdlt alittle exagperated trying

to put thisinto words, since he was never sure of his exact belief

system except in the most generd terms.

Since Early was algpsed Catholic, religion came up in their lives only
when the kids were baptized and when the in-laws visited.

Early brought her legs up on the bench, crossing them in a pseudo-yoga
position. "I'll be sure to remember to save on your funera, then. Maybe
I'll useyou asfertilizer to plant some grass in the backyard. How did
anice Episcopalian boy from Riverside ever devel op such independent
thinking?"

"It'sjust asense. It seemslogica to me.”



"'So maybe you were Agness lover. We should go to one of those
regresson therapy hypnotists sometime and find out. Maybe | should be
jedous" Early said, knitting her eyebrowsin mock worry.

"Maybe she's being reborn even as we spesk, and in ten years some kid
will come up to you and say, "Hey, I'm Agnes.' I'll be jedousthrough
eernity.”

"Wadl, you won't be jed ous when you hear who her lover was."
Queen Victoria?

Trey laughed. "Not even close, except maybe by family ties. Apparently
you are married to the reincarnation of a nice man named Jack who used
to knife the odd hooker."

"Jack the Ripper?' Carly's eyeswidened. "I wish | hadn, asked any of
this. Yikes. She thought you were Jack the Ripper?'

"Her immortal beloved. | even had nightmaresfor awhile bathen, she
described it so vividly. She believed that | brought her into 'the

life," and then tried to destroy her. She told me that one day | would
remember the Greet Betraya and then we would be united.

Oneof those nice past lives™" "The Great Betrayd," Early said. "Sounds
like the Great Room those Spanish monks had.” Then she snapped her
fingers. "CapillaBlanca"" Carly's eyeswidened. "What acoincidence.”

"Huh?'

"CapillaBlancathe origind name of that Kirk in the Rocks place. It
means ‘white chapd' in Spanish. Whitechapd wasthe are of London where
Jack the Ripper did hisdirty work. Isn't that: weird?”

Trey caught hisbreath. "Yeah, itis. Very. But then again, Britainis
anidand, and we're on an idand, and Jack the Ripper killed in
Britain... s, oh, my God, we've both been on idands. What'sredlly
weird isthat you know where Jack the Ripper stalked hisvictims.

Maybe you were there too. Maybe you're Jack."

"Don't mock me, bucko," Early said, "or you won't get any kisses. | just
think it'sweird that the day after she getskilled, were walking

around a place cdled white chapel. Maybe you are the Ripper
reincarnae.”

Chapter 46.

"It fedslikeit never getsdark here, "Trey said. They waked hand in
hand aong the promenade. The shopswere al closed down, but afew of



the restaurants were just serving dinner. "When isit going to get dark?
I'mtired of daylight.”

"Sinceyou're caendar-impaired, I'll remind you that it's July, and
we've passed midsummer night by only about aweek. That'swhy it's not
dark yet," Early said. "Try back in acouple of hours."

"Oh. Right." Hegrinned.
"Hey!" Early said asif she just got the greatest ideain the world.

"Let'stake the kids out tonight." She paused, dragging him with her, to
examine amenu on thewall by asmall bistro. "If Mark's gotten over his
pout for the day, maybe helll behave himself for some pagllaor...
mmm.., thislooks good. Scampi. That'swhat | want." She sighed. "God,
that wasafun day."

"Yep' wasdl Trey sad. "'l analucky sonof agun." Hetook her in his
arms and kissed her. Closed his eyes. Blocked out poor, dead Agnes
Hatcher. Blocked out Darden State. Blocked out everything but the here
and now.

For variety, they walked the narrow side streets up the hill, cutting

over within saverd houses of their rentdl. The entire town of Avalon
seemed slent, which matched the balmy weather. On the way back to the
cottage, Trey noticed two policemen standing at the edge of theroad. He
and Early exchanged glances.

"Don't get paranoid,” she whispered, taking his hand. When they strolled
near the two men, one of them held up his hand.

"I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to stop. We have an
investigation in process,” one of them said.

"Excuseme, "Trey said. "Has there been some sort of accident?

There seemsto be alot of police out tonight." Early leaned againgt a

fence post to tie the laces of her tennis shoes. The sky was becoming
overcast, which for most of Southern Cdiforniain July was unusud, but
not among the coastdl idands. The clouds didn't necessarily herald a

storm, but perhaps there would be scattered showers that would come and
go quickly. Noticing Early, and the sky, and the policemen--these were
hislast moments of feding safe in the universe.

The short cop said, "Asamatter of fact, there has been something of a
mishap. Do you live up thisroad?"

"We'rerenting a cottage. Right at the end. Number He knew before they
even said another word. It wasin their eyes, He felt his heart rate
accelerate suddenly, and he broke out in acold swesat. He couldn't even
bring himsdlf to look at Early. He was afraid she would fed it too. The



fear. Asif it werealiving, breathing thing that he let out of its
cage only when there was nothing to sop it.

Trey knew.

He knew in agut-wrenching way, and before they could stop him, before
they could speak, he was running up the road, toward the house, thinking
only:

Let them be sofe.

Pease, God, let them be safe.
Let our children be safe.
Chapter 47.

Later, it seemed like anightmare. It seemed like the cottage was on the
seq, adrift. Tables, chairs, walls, al seemed to rock dowly back and
forth. Hisvison waslimited, asif he were looking through adark

tunndl. Trey fought hisway past the police. They were ablur of blue
uniforms and gray suits. A woman in ablack skirt and white blouse had a
small Baggiein her hand and was picking something off the floor with a
pair of tweezers. A policeman made agrab for hisarm as he sumbled
across something on the floor he couldn't bring himself to look at the
thing he was afraid might be a human body. He heard shouts asif from
underwater.

The living room seemed to rock back and forth asif it were being

dapped with waves. His body moved faster than his mind, for he couldn't
understand why there were SO many policemen standing at the edges of the
kitchen, using brushes and penlights on the counter.

Hefdt dizzy, and was afraid he would fal but heheld onto his
consciousness, his sanity. He worked as hard as he could to be strong as
he ran down the hall, caling their names asif expecting eachto bein

the bedrooms of the cottage.

Trey fdt somewhere deep insde himsdlf that whatever was happening
here, God would keep his children safe. Children didn't deserve for
anything bad to happen to them. Nothing like what he was afraid of.
He kept hismind racing, keeping the flame of hope dive.

Until he saw the spray of blood across Mark's bedroom wall.
Chapter 48.

It wasn't Mark or Teresain the bed. It was the body of an older boy.

Even thiswas difficult to determine. Trey felt swesat break out dl up
and down his spine. He began shivering uncontrollably. It was asif he



had stepped into another dimension of existence. Asif he had stepped
into hell.

Trey's mind was wiped clean, then, for the next several minutes.

Hetook in the room with his eyes. He saw what there was to be seen. But
his brain short-circuited, and he felt very cold. He fdt for an ingtant

asif hehimsdf had themind of thekiller. Asif he were stepping into

the room, seeing the boy in the bed.

Seeing theterror in his eyes asthe boy beheld the knife.
The curved knife held high and brought down in adicing mation.
Theripping of skin.

The sméll, from somewhere distant, of soot and mildew. The sound of
clattering hooves on cobblestones. Beeting of rain againg shingles. The
taste of blood in the back of histhroat... A human being lay on the

bed, his skin diced down the middle and pedled back, stuck with tacks
to the bed. Hisface had been completely skinned. It was a mass of red

pulp.

A cop turned around when he saw Trey and said, "Who are you?' He had
something that looked like some bloody body part in alarge plastic bag.
The evening sunlight through the long bedroom window cast akind of
rainbow across the bloodstained wall.

The lampshade by the bed was spattered with something that had once been
part of ahuman being.

Trey fdt astab in the back of hishead, asif just seeing this hurt so
much that he was about to |ose consciousness.

Onthewall, fingerpainted in blood, the word:
Chapter 49.

Trey crumpled in a heap to the carpet. He closed his eyes. Please God
don't let Marky or Terry be hurt. Please let this be adream.

Down the halway, he heard Early cry out. He stood up on shaky legs,
grasping the door frame. He saw her, down the hall. Shewas caling for
their children.

Trey marshaled what little strength he had and went toward the sound of
her voice asif it were his own heartbeat. He wanted to hold her until
they were one being, together. Until there were no more tears, only
warmth. Only comfort.

When he found her, among the cops, she was shivering. He wrapped his



arms around her. He held her as close as he could get.
Normally, hewould fed her warmth. Now al hefdt wasice.

"Trey," shewept againgt his shoulder. "My babies. "Trey'smind couldn't
focus on any one thing. Random and scattered images flashed through his
mind: Mark when he took hisfirst brave dive, Mark when he was aweek
old, lying in the old Bestrix Potter blanket in hisbassnet, Teresaat

her fourth birthday party, Teresadancing on her grandfather's toes when
shewas X, thetime when Early miscarried... Images of Dr. Baantine,
the psychiatrist, his scalp diced open, the blood on Agnes Hatcher's

face, thelook in her eyes, a him, when she cried out, "Beloved! My

only lovet" Theimage of Agnes Hatcher, face covered, in her

restraints, in the steel-doored room at Darden State... chess games,
sitting across from her and trying to figure out how she would move her
chess pieces.., walking with her in the garden, and hearing her stories
about her last incarnation with him.., his babies, hislittle children--

he couldn't block theimagestorn asif awild animal had dug its claws
into them. Histhoughts: It can't be Agnes Hatcher. She's dead.

| watched the news. It's what was reported. She couldn't have donethis.

A familiar voice, behind them, at the French doorsto the patio,

sad, "My men have been looking dl over for you two."

Trey glanced around. Through his own tears he saw Oscar Ar boles, pipe

in mouth, shining with sweat. He was coming in from the pool areawith a
dark-haired woman. The woman had a camerain her hand. She would be the
crime-scene photographer. She had alook on her face asif none of this
blood spattering the roon

was anything out of the ordinary.

Oscar looked asif he himsdf were hoping thiswasdl just anight mare
from which to be awakened.

Chapter 50.

"Y our sonisunharmed,” Oscar Arboles said. He was wearing avery
swesat-stained blue suit, the collar of his shirt undone, histie askew.
Hewas on the patio, walking Trey and Early around the pool. ™Y our
daughter ran down to get help. She'sdoing fine. A neighbor afew doors
down called us. The murderer didn't hurt your son. It was that woman
fromtheasylum.”

"Agnes Hatcher?' Trey sad, feding confused. "But she's dead.”

He knew even as he spoke the words, he knew shewasredlly dlive.



He'd known as soon as he'd run up the road to the cottage.
He'd known asif he had some psychic link with Hatcher hersaif.
Oscar stopped pacing. "Mr. Campbell, she'svery much dive."

Looking at both of them, he drew a handkerchief from his breast pocket
and handed it to Early. "We received areport of asighting of Hatcher

at aharbor saloon in San Pedro. She was seen in severa places,
speaking with men at the bar. She found one too. Weve got him."

"We saw on the newsthat she died,” Early interjected. She blew her nose
into the handkerchief.

Trey cussed ablue streak. "I should've known. It wasn't her, wasit? It
was somevictim of hers”

Oscar nodded. "She's very clever.”

"Clever? Shesagenius.” Trey cursed silently to himsdlf. "H could |
leave my kidsalonelikethat?' Early asked, "Can we go to them now?|
want my babies." eyeswerefilled with tears.

Oscar nodded. He went inside and spoke briefly with one the
investigating officers. When he returned, he said, "L et's go out the
back gate. No use getting upset dl over again walking throu that ..."

Early clung to Trey the whole way back to the police Sation.

When Early saw the state that Mark wasin, she began weeping loudly. She
went to him, hugging both him and Teresa. "Thank God, thank God, oh,
thank you, God. "Teresawas doing fairly According to Oscar Arboles,
their daughter had not witnessed too much. She had tried to get Mark to
run, had pulled and 1 him, but he hadn't budged. So she had just taken

off, assuming that if she got help quickly enough, nothing bad would

happen to her brother.

Teresahadn't known what was wrong with Mark.

"A mild catatonia," Oscar said. "It hgppens sometimes. An event iSO
traumatic, theindividud freezes. Hell befinein aday or s0."

Trey picked his son up and held him. Mark's chin rested againgt his
shoulder. Trey had never in hislife seen a sadder-looking boy.

Hiseyeswere dl dark and seemed to have sunken into hisface, coming
amdler. Hislipswerethin, and in atight line. He said nothing.

He reacted to nothing.

Teresabegan crying, and Early held her. Early and Trey looked at each



other. For amoment her look stung. Trey didn't know if hisinterpreting
her expresson wasjust hisown guilt for not being the children, or if
Early was genuindy angry with him for having the kind of job theat would
bring with it thiskind of mongter.

Oscar sad, "Although there's a good chance Hatcher's ready off this
idand, | want to get dl of you off-idand tonight. I'll have acouple

of the mainlanders cops-—-take you to Long Beach in amotorboat in half

an hour. We can get your son to Long Beach Memoria for observation, but
I'm certain helll come through with flying colors by morning.”

Too numb to speak, Early nodded. :

Trey said, "What did Hatcher do up there?' Oscar was silent. After afew
seconds he said, " Shelived up to her various nicknames. Not ataleto
betold in front of children.”

Neither Trey nor Early could leave them yet. Trey set Mark down beside
hismother. He held Teresafor awhile, smeling her breath, feding her
heartbeat. He wanted to stay with them. They were a unit, not to be
separated. He felt like an animal protecting its young, for he wanted to
guard them for the rest of their lives.

He deposited Teresawith her mother and put hisarm around Mark. Trey
just wanted the warmth to pass through dl of them. He didn't want to
ever leavethar Sdesagain.

Oscar Arboles said, "Why don't we go talk in my office, Mr. Campbel17?*
Early nodded to Trey. "I'll stay here. Don't worry. We'refine."

A drangerdief wasin the air between them. Almost an eectrical

charge. It wasthat monstrous human emotion of surviva sdfsurviva.
Two teenagers had been murdered brutdly in the rental cottage, but they
were part of another world of tragedy. In thisworld of hisown family
and of happy endings, Trey felt asif heand hisfamily werelucky. They
had been spared that horrible tragedy.

They had somehow skirted it. Days later he and Early might be back at
their homein Redlands, both working in theyard on aday off. They
might laugh while they watched Marky run under the sprinklersthen. Or
Terry might show them achord change on the guitar she'd just learned.
An overdue notice from Visamight comein and ruin the weekend for him.
That would be the next tragedy light and easy to take care of. It was
horrible what Trey was thinking just then, and he wished hismind didn't
dredge up the thought:

Thank God it wasn't us. Thank God my children weren't inside that house.

Along with this came the unspoken thought:



ffust don't think about those other children, the older ones, ffenny and
her friend, trapped by the Gorgon, with no escape but death.

Five minutes later, in his glassed-in office, Oscar pushed a paper cup

of coffee acrossthe desk. "No cream, but you'l live. Y ou want
doughnuts, we got cream-filled and glazed, no plain." He dapped a pink
box on aside table near hischair. He reached in and grabbed a crumbly
half-doughnut and took a bite. Oscar spoke while he chewed. "I used to
see things on a par with thisback in my Holly wood days, but not since.
Even then it wasn't nearly so bloody. My locd boys, they've never seen
thisbefore. Half my guyswerelosing their lunches. | suppose, working
with these kinds of killers, you've been somewhat exposed to this."

"A bit." Trey nodded. "But when it's on the insde of Darden State, it
doesn't seem asterrible. Usualy, they do it more to them selvesthan
to others.”

Trey stared at the coffee.

Then he picked up the cup and took asip. It tasted sour. " She killed
Jenny.”

Oscar nodded his head, chewing the doughnut. "And aboy."

"| saw the body in the room. Who wasit?"

"Jenny Reed's boyfriend, Tom Hydop. They must've been surprised in the
house. Jenny was in the kitchen. The boy was in the back bedroom." Oscar
finished off his doughnut and reached into his breast pocket. He

withdrew his pipe, thrusting it between hislips. "It'syour wifewith

the asthma, am | right?’

Trey nodded. "Fed freeto light up.”

"Gracias." Oscar struck amatch on the desk and cupped it in his hand
around the pipe bowl.

"'Denada, "Trey replied, having learned athing or two from hiswife's
family.

"Y ou fool around with this Reed girl?" Oscar asked.

"Jenny Reed. Shewas pretty. A pretty baby-gtter. Many men might think
about it. Maybe fantasize. She probably had a crush on you, no?’

"What in God'sname are you driving a?"

"Agnes Hatcher. Maybe she wasjedlous of thisgirl."



Trey would have laughed if he weren't so insulted. "1 guess character is
something that nobody respectsin Southern California, but I've got
some. | wouldn't cheat on my wife even if the opportunity arose.”

"Butifitdidarise.."

"Y ou don't know Agnes Hatcher either. Shekilled Jenny Reed because
Jenny Reed was in the cottage. She would've killed Early or Teresaor
Mark if they'd been there.”

"She didn't touch your children. | take that back, she didn't hurt your
children. And you didn't mention yourself. What do you think Hatcher
would've done had you been there?

Trey thought amoment. His mind was ablank, short-circuited by the
recent events. He said the first thing that came into his head.

"I think she didn't want me to be there, knowing her. Once she figured
out where | was staying, she could've waited until | arrived.

She could've hidden somewhere. But she didn't. Unfortunately, she wanted
to kill anyone ese she came across.”

"Just for the thrill ?"

Trey shook his head, setting the half-empty cup back on the desk. "No.
She doesget athrill fromiit, but not for the reasons generdly

associated with psychopaths. She believes she's callecting timein

eternity for hersaf with each murder. She told me once that that was
why the ancients sacrificed humans: to ransom their own souls. She had a
wholetheory about it."

"Why do you think she spared your son?"

Without hesitation Trey said, "He hasmy smell.”

"Your amd|?'

"Agnes Hatcher studies people. She studied me for years, even after she
stopped seeing me. She knew more about me than anyone but my immediate
family by then. She remembered smells. She remembered faces. She once
told methat she could tell if aperson had the heart of akiller or

not. She could smell that too."

A grin rose from Oscar's doughnut-crumbled lips. "But you knew she was
insane”

Trey shrugged. "No. The courts called her that. Shefelt shewasa
different species from the rest of us. She may have beenright.”

"Does she think you have the heart of thekiller?'



Trey didn't answer this.

"In any case "boscar blew smoke from his pipe--"what she did to those
teenagers was not just killing. It had the look of aritua toit. Were

not even surethat dl theinternal organs are there with either

body..." ... Trey wiped hisface with his hand, remembering the skinned
body in the bed. "God"

"I'm not going to go into detail about what was done to those kids.
Sufficeit to say, they didn't suffer long. And we caught her
accomplice”

"She usudly works done.”

Oscar nodded. "Or she killswhoever helps her. He'sin the holding cell.
He'sawild one. Named Nathaniel Coker, but known around the waterfront
in San Pedro as Cobra. Not very bright. He was suspected of severd
murders of agroup of Vietnamese fishermen severd years back, but there
was nothing solid to connect him to the crimes. The Hatcher woman tried

to get him too. But shefailed. It's good to know shefails now and

then, huh? She didn't have the time, but she was going for hisballs.

She heard the girl screaming for help though, so she got out of there

fast. Our friend Cobraonly got gouged a bit, but we patched him up.”

Oscar winked. "Better than losing the 01’ cojones, eh?”

"She's after me" Trey said after he finished the cup of coffee.

"I know," Oscar said. "Shetold your son that. Shetold him that she
wanted his daddy. We found him standing on the patio, shivering.

Shehad left anicelittlelipstick mark on hisforehead. Only it wasn't
lipstick. It wasblood. And it'sal hewould tell us. "The lady wants
my daddy."Y ou ask him, hell probably tdl you too. It'sdl he seems
ableto say at the moment.”

For asecond Trey felt defensive of hisson. Not just with Agnes
Hatcher, but even with the police. He didn't like the thought of Mark
being questioned. Not after what hed witnessed. He liked even lessthe
ideaof Mark being brought into court one day in the future to tetify,
while Agnes Hatcher sat there, watching the boy.

If Agneswas ever caught. "Can't you get ahelicopter for my family?

| want them back on the coast as quickly as possible.” "We could do an
arlift,” Oscar sad, relighting hispipe asif it would hep him to

think better. Hetilted his head side to side, weighing this option. "I

don't think it's necessary. Y our son is strong.

Hell come out of this soon. There'sjust something ingde him that's
keeping the door locked for awhile. Until he fedls absolutdly safe.”



Oscar glanced at hiswatch. "We can have a helicopter herein thirty
minutes, forty, tops. But you and your family can get on aboat inten
minutes and have two armed guards as an escort right now. If she's il
around on thisidand, | think you should go for the boat. Why wait and

chance anything?"
"l guessthe boat'sfineg," Trey said. "But I'm staying.”
"Noyou'renot."

"If you want to catch Agnes Hatcher,” Trey said. "Y ou're going to need
me. Once she knows I'm off thisidand, she's as good as dipped through
your hands. | know her. | know what drives her."

"What drives her, then?' Oscar leaned forward. The smoke from his pipe
blew right into Trey's eyes. Oscar gpologized, fanning the air.

Trey took five minutes and told Oscar about the Jack the Ripper
reincarnation story. " She operates on the part of the body where she
thinks the soul resides for each person. She clamsthat Jack taught her
that when she finds this sacred place of the soul, she gains another
incarnation. That it'slike a sacrifice to the fates.

Shethinks she's adifferent species. She believes| am too. She

believes that she and | have to come together again to resolve, | don't
know, some kind ofkarmic debt. We're bound through eternity. Not to be
too morbid, but | assume she cut out Jenny's eyes.”

Oscar leaned forward, pipe thrust firmly in mouth. "Why do you say
that?'

"Jenny had beautiful eyes. They were her best feature. Agnes probably
intuited that from just seeing her once. So she thought her soul resided
in her eyes. | don't know thisboy, Tom, but if he werein bed, waiting
for Jenny, Agnes must've cut off hisgenitals.” "Right on the money,”
Oscar said, shaking his head. "With the Reed girl, it was more than just
eyes." Hethrummed hisfingerson hisdesk. "l trained in L.A., Mr.
Campbell, when | was younger.

I've seen the worst a human being can do to another human being.”

He paused a besat. "Thistopsit. We know Hatcher took aquick shower to
wash off the blood of her victims. We saw traces of her hair. It was

red, and then, bits of it were blond. She used shampooin hair color. We
as0 know she rummaged through your wife's closet. Probably changed
clothes, dthough we didn't find Hatcher's clothes. Shedid thisin just

afew minutes. She'svery fast aswell as methodica. We assume, based

on thetimelag before we got the cdl for help from the neighbor, that

she had about six minutesto get out of that house and avoid being seen

by my men."



Trey covered hisface with his hands. He remembered the kind of work
that other killersin D Ward had donein the past. Theimagesit

brought up for him. Half of hisjob was repressing such memories. Early
was right; he was going to have to find another line of work. He didn't
want his children to grow up in this atmosphere.

He didn't want to ever again see alook like the one on Mark's face that
evening: the blank, empty gaze, the dight drool at the corner of his

lips

"Let'sget your family on that boat,” Oscar said, pushing himsalf up
from his desk. He wiped his hand across the bald spot, swiping at
severd stray black hairs. "I've worked on thisidand for thirty years,
Mr. Campbel. | never imagined anything like this monster would come
here. What can | do to help catch her?' Trey said thefirgt thing that
cameinto hismind. "Let metak to the accomplice. Cobra”

Chapter 51.

Early dried her tears, but could not bring herself to let go of either

of her children. Shelooked into Mark's eyes and tried speaking to him,

but he stared through her. She remembered when he was born, how they'd
caled himtadpole for months before the forma name Mark took hold. How
he still seemed like her little Tadpole now, a baby, so sweet and

loving. She wished she had brought the children with her and Trey for

the afternoon ... If only sheéld ingsted on bringing them. They'd have

been safer on ahorsetrail than in the cottage... If only I'd been

there... Teresasaid, "I don't know why he couldn't run, Mommy." Her
voice seemed now to be of amuch younger girl, asif the experience

she'd been through had taken away any maturity she'd devel oped.

She began crying softly, and then stopped again. "1 tried to make him
run. Maybe | shoulda stayed with him." She nestled her head into her
mother's shoulder.

"No, you did theright thing, Teresita," Early whispered.
"Y ou got help, and if you hadn't've, maybe things would've been Worse."

"Hesaw itdl,” Teresasaid, gazing & her little brother. "I saw only
the woman and the man and Jenny. | didn't see what they did to her.
Marky saw it." "It was ahorrible thing," Early said.

"Poor Jenny, "Teresasaid. " She's dead. If we'd been in the house, wed
be dead too..." She began crying. Early felt the wetness of tears seep
into her blouse. "Mommy, | want to go home."

"Wewill," her mother cooed. "We will. Soon." She glanced around the
walls of the waiting areaand felt asif Agnes Hatcher werethere,
waiting for them.



The woman who had stolen her children'sinnocence.

If only Trey had never worked at that damn hospitdl, she thought. None
of thiswould have ever happened.

At that very moment Trey stepped back into the room.

Chapter 52.

"They've got apolice escort for you and the kids," Trey told hiswife.

He had to stled himsdif for this. Hisingtinct wasto go with them, to

not let them out of hissight. He was afraid too. Afraid that Agnes
Hatcher would get him, findly. That shewould do to him what she did to
others. He was having trouble even touching hiswife.

Hewas afraid that if he did, it would be too much like agoodbye.

Hewas afraid it would mean that they werereturning to life.

And that he would never return to that mainland, not if Agnes Hatcher
ever found him.

"Y ou're not staying here," she said. "No. Not with that monster running
loose." Shejutted her jaw out abit to emphasize her determination on
thispoint.

"Early, | haveto,” hesaid. "She's il here. | know her, Early. |
know what she wants."

Early seemed like afierce mother tiger defending her young. An anger
sparked into flame behind her eyes. He could see the heat in her face.
"Y ou told me shesameachine. If they don't catch her, shell just kill
you, Trey. And then I'll be awidow and your children will be
fatherless. No. | can't let you do that. Not for some psycho or some
job. Get your priorities straight.”

"I haveto stay," he said, defeated. "1 can help catch her.”

Early said nothing. She ill held Mark in her arms; hewaswrapped in a
cotton blanket. She tookteresa's hand. Teresalooked up at her father
with tear-filled eyes. Her lower lip wastrembling.

Trey wanted more than anything to go with them.

But if hedid, he might be leading Agnes Hatcher right to them.

He couldn't do that.

He had to trust hisinginctson this.

Early turned and | eft the police Sation. The whole way out, Teresa



glanced back at her father, wide-eyed, asif wondering why he wasn't
coming too.

There were no buildingsto block the view to the harbor. The town wasto
theleft, the sea straight ahead. Pelicanswere gliding and diving near
shore. The place possessed an unearthly silence.

Jenny'sfamily and the family of the dead boy would be notified.
Resdents and tourists would be staying in, and locking up tonight.
Catalinaldand would be run by fear until the Gorgon was caught.

Trey went and stood in the doorway. He wanted to go with Early, but he

was afraid that if he did, no one would ever catch Agnes Hatcher. O, if

he stayed with hisfamily, maybe Agneswould turn up and kill al of

them. He knew how to handle Hatcher. He knew how her mind worked. If he
had only known that she was dive that day, he would never have left his
family. He sent amenta prayer to Early: Turn around. Look at me again.

Tdl meyouloveme.

Shedidn't turn back.

"Wait!" he cdled. Heran out, through the street, catching up with her.
When hedid, hesad, "I loveyou. | loveyou." "I loveyou too," Early
said. Her eyeswere dry. Her gaze was steady. The fire of anger was
gone, replaced by resignation. "But do you love us enough to come with
us? Do you love your children enough to stay with them?"

"That'snot fair. If | can help in someway to catch her "

Early interrupted him. "I'm tired of watching our children get the worst
part of you while the inmates Ofdarden State get the best part. Well be
in Long Beach tonight. When you're ready to, join us. We're your

family."

Trey watched her walk with the children to atall policeman. The
policeman indicated one of the docks, where an L.A.P.D. boat was moored.

Trey watched them get on the motorboat the tall policeman, and ashort
policewoman, who wasthe pilot.

He stayed and watched until the boat was under way.

He knew that once the police had caught Agnes Hatcher, Early would
understand and forgive him.

He knew he was doing the right thing.

From behind him, Oscar Arboles called out, "Mr. Campbdl|!



Let'sgo seethesnakein hispit.”

Chapter 53.

"Mommy?" Teresa asked asthey got into the police motorboat.
"Sweetie?'

"Why isn't Daddy coming with us?'

"He hasto help the palice.”

"Isthat lady going to hurt Daddy?" Teresa asked.

"No," Early sad, not knowing if she might be lying to her own daughter.
Chapter 54.

The holding cell of the Catalina police station was actualy made up of
two cdls, sde by sde. They were each the Size of small bathrooms.

There was atoilet in each, and asink. A narrow, short cot, ongside
thetoilet. No windows. The cell to theright, as Trey entered the ares,
was empty.

A man who looked like ayoung sailor turned middle-aged fast sat on the
cot in the other cell.

He had blond hair, in abuzz cut to the Sdes, longish from there,

Helooked like a poster child for steroid abuses, because he had the
bulky muscles and that strange, misformed kind of skull that ssemed to
accompany the use of such drugs.

His Hawaiian shirt was soaked with blood.

"Cobra, you have avisitor,” Oscar said. He pointed to achair fortrey
todtin. Then, to Trey, hesaid, "I'm going back to my computer to
pull somethingsup. Y ou need me, just ydl. But yel loud."

The cop on the boat was named Erskine. He had alongish face-- likea
hound dog, Early thought. He was sweetly goofy, trying to make jokes
with the policewoman who was piloting the boat. He flirted innocently
enough with Early, but shewasin no mood for such nonsense. She fdt
numb insde, and the only heat within her was anger attrey for not
coming with them. Mark, wrapped in the blanket, was tucked against
Teresa'sarm.

"Excuseme," she said asthe boat got under way. "How long will it take
to get to Long Beach?'



Erskine smiled. "Wll, the ocean's cam tonight, so it won't be bad. It
might take as much as three hours. Four, if it gets choppy.

Y ou ever get seasick?”

"Sometimes," Early said. She wrapped her arm around Teresato help keep
her warm.

The policewoman sitting in the pilot's chair was more businesdike.
She kept her face forward and serendly guided the boat.

Early appreciated the fact that she hadn't tried to make small talk with
them. Shetried to watch the stars, but something of afog was drifting
in--the sky had been clear minutes before. Thiswas what summer tended
to belike near the coast. She hoped it wouldn't get any colder. The
temperature could be seventy during the day, but then drop to achilly
gxty on the water at night. Early closed her eyes, keeping her arm
around her daughter and son.

Erskine made afew inane comments to the policewoman, which Early
couldn't hear. She was o furious with Trey for staying behind, the word
divorce crossed her mind for asecond. In her mind she smashed plates on
thelinoleum tilein their kitchen at home.

In her mind she was the most loving and understanding wife possible.
Neither extremewastrue.

And then she thought: He's doing the best he can. He's doing what he
bdlievesin.

The other thought too:

Don't get hurt, Trey. Don't get hurt. Let the cops catch thiswoman,
shoot her down, throw anet over her, whatever.., don't get yoursdlf in
trouble.

Erskine said to the policewoman, " So, what's it like working on an
idand?Not alot of action." He was from San Pedro, brought out three
hours earlier, only to turn around again. He glanced at her badge.
"Stouffer. Likethe frozen dinners.”

"Paula,”" she said, shooting him anasty look. Erskine was taken aback

for asecond. She had seemed like alooker to him until he noticed her
mean little eyes. They were amost squinty, and he aways thought women
were somehow tainted if they had squinty little eyes. Then thelook
vanished from her face. Her eyes widened, dodlike. She was a babe again.
"What'sit like on the mainland?' she asked.



"Oh, I don't know. | don't do much work in the harbor or anything.

Mainly burglaries. Stolen cars. Theusud." The policewoman said
nothing.

"I'm sure| saw you at the academy,” Erskine said. "I never forget a
face"

Paula Stouffer half smiled. "I'velectured at various academies.”

"Onwhat? Idand hopping?' He wastrying to make ajoke, but it died in
his mouth. He knew how feebleit sounded. "That killer back there was
some doozy. Did you see the blood on thewalls?"

Paula Stouffer nodded. "Listen, can you steer for aminute? | want to
get asmoke from my bag.”

Erskine nodded. "Sure. | love piloting these babies." He kept hiseyes
graight forward. It was pitch black, the sun having set just a brief
while earlier, but there was dways an incipient light along the horizon
where the mainland began.

Hefdt the policewoman's hand on his shoulder, and he grinned, feding
like maybe he was going to get lucky tonight.

Her grip on his shoulder got stronger, sharper.

Carly's head drooped to the side until it was completely leaning on
Teresas. Teresahad fallen adeep too.

Only Mark was awake.

Only Mark, wrapped in the blanket with his eyes wide, saw what happened
to the policeman named Erskine. The dim green lights from the edges of
the boat cast a shadow as the knife plunged into Erskine's neck. The
policewoman cut so sharply into Erskinesthroat that his head fell

amost completely backward.

When the policewoman finished, she turned akey in the boat'signition.
She stepped around her seat. She walked calmly over and leaned closeto
Mark.

She had handcuffsin one hand.

In the other, afishing knife.

Mark saw her shadow face.

Mark gasped, "Thelady."

chapter 55.



In the holding cell areaof the Catadina police sation, Trey Campbdl

sat down in thefolding chair. The place was gray and made of concrete.
The bars were thick. Cobra had been finger-painting on the gray wall of
his cell with his own feces. Hed painted a snake, complete with forked

tongue.

And heldd painted awoman. Stick figure. Oval breasts. A halo around her
heed.

Cobraglanced over at him. Saw that he noticed his recent art.

Seemed proud of it. He seemed so different than other human beingswould
be in the same situation. This man seemed asif he owned theworld in
which he existed.

Trey knew then. He could fed it theway hefdt it about the psychos on
hisward. Theway he knew about the doorman when held been alittle kid.
Cobrawas one of them. Trey fdlt that chill, and the dight confusion.

The sense that there was something so different about Cobrathat it

verged on paranoia. Or acomplete understanding at the sublimina level

of another human being. Cobrawas of the same species as Agnes but not
assmart.

"l liketo draw,” Cobrasaid.
"Did you draw theword 'beloved' on thewall at that cottage?"

Cobra shook hishead. "That'saword. | don't do words. | draw pictures.
You like?' He tapped the wal with the snake.

"It'sme and her. She'srighteous. She's... " He seemed to burst with
possible descriptions of her. Then he said, "She'severything.” "Tdl me
about her, "Trey said. Faking cdm, he placed his hands carefully on his
knees and didn't look Cobradirectly in the eye, but just past hisleft

ear. He didn't want to get into mind games with this guy, Cobragrinned.
He had awide gap between hisfront teeth.

When he spoke, hisvoice was gravelly. " She's agoddess. She touched the
face of the universe, man." Then, leaning forward, "Y ou got a

Cigarette?

Trey shook hishead. "I don't smoke. Sorry."

Asif thiswere enough grounds for dismissal, Cobraleaned back on the
cot. He crossed his arms behind his head and shut his eyes.

"Tdl meabout her."

"Why should I?Y ou can't even get me acigarette. Y ou some lowlife
ragpicker trying to get meto confess?Y ou can Sit on it and rotate.”



Trey got up and walked out of the cell. Ashedid, Cobracalled out, "
like Marlboro Lights 100 in abox!"

In the hal he found a cigarette machine. He borrowed change from Oscar
and got the pack that Cobra wanted.

Trey brought the cigarettesinto the holding cell area. He passed a
cigarette and abook of matchesin to Cobra. Cobratook them, touching
Trey'sdightly trembling hand.

"Don't be scared of me," Cobrasaid. "I'm only the tool. She'sthe
operator, let metdl you. | couldve sat out my days at the docks
geding from thetill here and there. Nothing likethis..." Helit the
cigarette and inhaled deeply. "This... magnificence.., thisbrilliance."

"Y ou mean Agnes?'

Cobranodded. "Thank you for the cigarette. You aretruly a
compassionate man." He said thiswith mock refinement.

"Do you know where sheis?'

Cobragrinned. He had agrin like a sdeshow barker: deazy and
compelling a the sametime. "Y ourethe one, an't you?' Trey sad
nathing.

Cobralaughed. "Y ou're the one she'slooking for. Those kids we took
out. They wasn't. They wasfun for her. She told me she was collecting
lifetimesto give you. On aplatter, buddy."

"What do you mean?'Trey sat down in the chair by the cell. Heleaned
forward.

"Before| say anything, can you get me agood lavyer?”
"What?'

"I'm an accomplice to murder. | know that. I'll be happy to turn

evidence againgt her, but only if | got me agood lawyer. Onewho's
gonnamake sure she never getsout again. | know her now. It only took
me aday, but | know her insde and out. She'sthat way. Can you pass me
that pack?' he asked, hishand out in supplication. "I liketo

chain-smoke."

Trey passed the cigarette pack to Cobra. Again Cobra's hand grazed the
underside of hispam.

Caobraquickly lit one cigarette off the first. He stubbed out the last
of thefirgt cigarette and began smoking the next. The room wasfilling
with smoke.



"I can't do much with regardsto lawyers” Trey sad.

"Oh." Cobrapuffed on the cigarette. "I guess| got nothing to say to
you, in that case.”

He swiveled around on the cot and lay down.

"She'sgoing to get you anyway," Trey said, standing from the chair. He
walked toward the door.

As he touched the doorknob, Cobra made a sputtering cough.
"What?' he cried out. "Whatju say?"

Trey turned, leaning back against the door. " She's going to get you.

Because you know her. She gets everyone who sees her in action. When she
was caught last time, she had entire file cabinets with descriptions of

people who knew about her, and their families, and anyone who had ever
come in contact with them. She was going to systematically operate on

each of them. Evenif it took severd lifetimes.

| may not be able to get you alawyer, Cobra, but | can be a pretty
decent witness. | know her. | know that she's the one who went for the
girl'seyesand face. And | know why. | know that it was her, not you,
who cut off the boy's penis and killed him. Y ou were just the what would
you cal it? the tough guy who scared those kids. Y ou played with them
after they were dead. Y ou were the one who didn't know how far she'd
go." "Shit," he said, hisvoice raspy with smoke. "1 didn't even know
shewas gonnakill ‘em. I thought we was just gonnarough ‘em up and
have some fun with 'em. | like blood and dl, but not the way she did.”
"S0," Trey sad. "Whereisshe?!

Cobra cursed and kicked thetoilet. "Sheredly screwed me
"Yeah, shedid. Roydly."

When the man in the cell had calmed down some, he said, "1 thought we
was just gonna, you know, have fun and scare those kids.

She told me she was after you "cause of that whole past-lifetime
bullshit. | held that boy..." Cobra began bawling like ababy. While he
cried, he still managed to smoke. Trey knew the tears were fake.

Cobrawas a sociopath. Cobra couldn't even understand that what he had
just participated in, the murders of Jenny and her boyfriend, was wrong.
Hewould think the mistake wasin getting caught. If histearswere at

all redl, it was because he was caught, not because of remorse.

Trey went back to thefolding chair and sat down. "Whereis Agnes
Haicher?"



Cobrawiped his eyes, shuddering with tears. He took along drag off a
fresh cigarette. "Do you know about time and space? | mean, how she
thinks about it? She soundslike friggin' Eingtein, you ask

me. Shetalks about somekind of continuing thing..."
"A time and space continuum,” Trey said.

"Yeah. Y ou do know her. The intersection, she said, of time and space.
She collected dl these things, you know, bits of hearts and lungs and
livers, | thought she was some kind of cannibal, but she didn't want to

eat them. She told me they were for the path. The crossroads of time and
gpace. They werethefud to the path. She talked like sheld been there.
Like she knew where shewas going. It waswild." He said thisasif it
were some wonderful trip. ™Y ou want to know where sheis?' he asked
rhetorically. "1 mean, you're never gonnafind her. | tried to tell the

other cops, but they weren't like you.., they were morons. Y ou want me
totell you?1 cantell you, but you won't get it unless you know her.
Unlessyou know her well. She told me only one man was gonna understand
it. Where shewas going." He snorted and laughed, abig hyenalaugh.
"Youretheone, ain't you?Y ourethelove of her life, | cantell. She

told me al about you. What you did before. Seemslike you should be
ingde here and me out there. How many women, mister?Ten, twelve?

Slicing and dicing. Doin' thingsto them that no man oughta do.

But you wanna know something? She let me do her, mister. She put out for
me"

Trey ligen dispassionately. "I understand she attacked you too."
Ingtinctively, Cobraclutched his crotch.

Trey said, "It's because of what shelet you do to her. If sheremains
free, Cobra, she'sgoing to finish that job. | know her. She'sa
machine. She never sarts something without finishing it. So tell me

wheresheis"

Cobra, looking frightened for thefirst timein the cell, told
everything he knew.

Chapter 56.

On the boat at sea, Early opened her eyes when she heard her son spesk.
"Thelady," Mark said over and over.

Early looked up at the policewoman. Early kissed Mark on th| forehead.

He's getting better. Hell befine. Thisnightmare will be over soon.
"That'sright, Marky. The policelady.” The migt of fog, likeathin



veil, drifted across the boat.

"Thelady,” Mark said again. Early was about to say something to the
policewoman, to ask why the boat had stopped, when she saw the large
knife in the woman's hands.

Thekind of knife that she hersdf had used afew timesto help.
Trey gut and clean the fish they'd caught.
The policewoman held it against Mark's throat.

"You're Agnes Hatcher," Early gasped. She didn't want to move for fear
of what this madwoman would do to her son.

"And you're the bitch who stole my Jack from me," Agnes Hatcher said. "'l
cansmel himdl over you."

Trey fdt like he was moving through molasses, from the holding cell
areato the door. He heard Cobra's cynica laughter and tasted the smoke
intheair. He pushed through the door to the corridor that led to the
offices of the police station. He passed a middle-aged man sitting a a
desk, scribbling notes down from a phone cal. He walked swiftly to
Oscar's office, knocking on the door.

Through the glass Oscar glanced up from his computer. He sgnded for
Trey to enter.

Trey opened the door and said triumphantly, "I know where sheis. She's
at the caves. It's because of the connection to the word Whitechape!.
It'sasgn to her of where time and space will intersect. "vvhere our
karmawill be resolved." "CapillaBlanca," Oscar said without

hesitation. "Maybethat'sit. Glad our Cobrataked to somebody. None of
my boys could get through to him. Anything else?"

"He said she's keeping souvenirs.”

"Body parts? Organs?'

Trey nodded.

It wasnine P.M. "Y ou stay here," Oscar said, rising, grabbing his

jacket from the coatrack. "WATCHTYV or talk to Dinah out front. I'll get
ten men and some motorboats over there. We'd go up to the other end of
the cliffs, but | aready have men out on the road setting up blocks. |
doubt sheld've had timeto go that way. For al | know, she knows her
way around in aboat. And if she'sthere, | don't want her finding you.
How'd you get our friend in the cdll to tdl you this?"

"I've worked with sociopathsfor years, "Trey said. "'l understood him."



Oscar lip-farted at this, asif Trey werejust some bleeding heart.
"Y oull never find her without me," Trey said.

Oscar turned and pointed at him. "Y ou think too much of yoursdlf. Y ou
need somerest. There's acouch out front. Useit."

Trey felt sunned by the authoritative command from him.

Severd minutes later he went to Sit on the green couch in the front
office. Dinah, the dispatch officer, listened to the police band, which
she kept on low volume. She smiled occasiondly when Trey looked her
way, but kept her head down.

He watched the slent televison. There was no news about the murders.
He wondered how sensational amurder had to be to make the news.

He closed his eyes. He wished held gone with Early. He wasn't needed
here. Whether or not Agnes Hatcher was after him, he didn't need to be
there for her. He should be therefor hisfamily.

Heimagined Early playing with Mark out a the swvimming pool. Teresa,
diving off thefar edge.

Mark afraid of his own reflection, which lurked at the bottom of the
poal.

Without wanting to, Trey Campbell fell adeep.
He dreamed.

A chessgamein hdll, between him and Agnes Haicher. All around them,
fire

She was picking her queen up and moving it toward hisknight.

"You can't win likethat," he said.

Agnes Hatcher grinned. Her teeth were bloodstained. "I don't have a
srategy,” she said. "Do you, Mr. Campbel|? Mr. Campbel|?" she asked,
her voice medting into another voice, lighter, sweeter... Trey avoke
when he heard his name being caled.

It was Dinah. "Mr. Campbel |7

His eyesfluttered open. He oriented himself to the room. The front
office of the Catdina police station. He sat up. His back wasdl

sweaty from lying againgt the leather couch. He wiped at his neck.

"Mr. Campbd|?' Dinah repeated. She stood up from behind her desk.



He nodded. "Uh-huh."

Dinah turned up the dispatch radio abit, but it sounded like severd
voices speaking in monotones dl a once. Sheturned it down

agan. "Oscar wants meto tell you they've caught her.”
Trey glanced up at the clock on the wall.
It was dmogt ten P.M.

A haf hour later, when Oscar stepped into the police station, he was
soaked to the skin. "The damn waves," he said, "'l was ether throwing up
or getting soaked. We could barely see anything because thefog's
coming in. | was sure we were going to crash into each other.”

Trey had been pacing for amost ahalf hour. "So what's the story?*

Oscar glanced at him like he was the last person in the world he wanted

to see. "The story isjust about the way I'd've played it. We went out

to those caves. My men and women are dready coming down with colds, and
the ones out of San Pedro think I'm ajoke.

We spend an hour and ahdf shining flashlights up and down the dimy
walls of that CapillaBlanca. Although | must admit, that central room,
the round onewith thewdl inthe middle, is pretty interesting. I've

lived herefor fifteen years and never went through there. It'samazing
how those monkslived ... " Redlizing he was getting off the subject, he
backtracked. " So we spend half the night looking there, and | get this
cal. Not on the generd police band, but on my private band. Turns out
the coast guard picked up awoman matching Hatchet's description, soaked
in blood, on adoop just up out to sea abit. She was easy to subdue,
and they're taking her to the mainland. So, weredl alittle furious
weran off on atip from aparanoiac. And | don't mean our friend
Cobra."

Oscar sneezed, and walked past Trey.

Trey stood therein the center of the office.

"l don't believeit," hesaid.

Oscar stopped at the door to his own office. He shook his head.
"Bdieveit, Campbell. All | cansay is, | hopethey fry that woman.

She deserves worse, but if there'sahdl, shelll work out her damn
karmafrom there."

"It'snot her, Oscar," Trey said. "'l know it."



"And how do you know that?"
"Indinct,” Trey sad.

Defeated, Trey waked out the door, out of the police station, into the
cool night. He passed the closed-up storefronts where Early had
window-shopped earlier that same evening. The ice cream stand, where
he'd been gitting, thinking how good life could be. It can al turnon a
dime. He remembered abiblical quote: In the twinkling of an eye. He
wished he could step back through time, to that moment in the morning
when he had forbidden Mark from coming horseback riding. If hed
followed through on Carly's plan, even Jenny and her boyfriend would
gtill be dive, because the cottage would've been empty. Then he
might've been able to prevent those murders. And he would've prevented
his son and daughter from having been exposed to that.., creature. The
thought gave him shivers: Agnes Hatcher kissng her son on hisforehead.
Likean animd cleaning ancther before thekill.

The Gorgon wasin hislife again. For dl the good hetried to do her,
none of it mattered. He had tried to understand her pathology when she'd
been first admitted to Darden. He had been young and idedlistic and,
essentidly, stupid. He had given her information that fueled her

fantases.

Trey could not have felt worse.

He walked down the street to the docks. When he reached the pier, he sat
down and gazed out at the night. The fog was light, and he could seethe
darkness of the sea. He closed his eyes, sending a prayer out for Mark

to get better.

And then, with sudden dlarity, he remembered something that Agnes
Hatcher had oncetold him.

He'd been sitting with her, playing chess. She was amuch better chess
player than he'd ever be. It wasin the recreation room at Darden State.

Orderlieswere standing guard at the doors. Agnes was rarely alowed
around any other patients.

She wore the hospital gown and green dippers. Her hair sparkled inthe
sunlight that cut through the barred windows.

Heleaned back in the chair. It was his move, but he couldn't figure out
for the life of him how to get around her queen.

Shesad, "It'sadrategy.”
He grinned, back then. He was only twenty-three, and he still believed

that people could be saved from themsalves. From their past, their
psyches.



"Whet is?'

"This" Sheindicated the plastic chess pieces. "It'smy Strategy. You
don't have one. Y ou're just reacting to mine. That's not how anyone

wins

"How can | win?Y ou're going to put mein check soon. Y ou always She
looked quite serioudy at him. "'l would never do anything to hurt you. |
don't want you to lose thisgame." She said it then asif what she were
saying was of some grest importance. "I want you to win."

IIWMI
"Because you understand.”
"About chess?'

"About how dl of itisone. Chess, life, degth... You're not likethe
others. Y ou have special knowledge. Only you need to open the door to
it.

Y ou need thekey. | anthekey."

Helet thisgo. He knew that she wasinsane. There were some thingsthe
patients said that were indecipherable.

Then she said, "'"Remember this. | dways have adrategy. In thisgame,
have you watched? | moved my men around to thisside, and so you
followed.

And then to the other side, and then you followed again. And back and
forth. But if you watch the pattern of what | did, you'll see athread
through the middle. Thisiswhere | moved my queen. Thiswas no srategy
adl"

"Right where you started. All your other moves were distractions from
that main move. "He nodded. "'l wished | had noticed it. That's some
grategy: I'm dumb and you're smart.” "No," she said, leaning acrossthe
board to touch hishand. "My strategy is making you seethat thereisno
grategy. All of it is chance. Fate.

Fateisthe guiding star. | believe fate guides usto where we need to
go. | may appear to win this game, and you may appear to loseit..." The
warmth of her hand grew stronger until he wanted to draw back fromit.

It wastoo warm. Too inviting. "But fate iswhat draws my queen to her
destination. The men may go to theleft to fight, and to the right, but
the players move where they are meant to, regardless. Your castleis
mine, your kingdom, because it was meant to be mine."



With that, she moved her queen and won the game.

He opened hiseyes. The bay at Avaon was before him. He stood up on the
pier. Hetried to look out to the bend of theidand, but could not see
any of the Kirk in the Rocks.

The men may go to theleft to fight and to the right.
But the players move where they are meant to.
My strategy isno strategy.

Faeistheguiding gar.

Your cagleismine,

Y our kingdom.

Chapter 57.

Agnes Hatcher kndlt in darkness on the deck of the boat. She waited
until the last patrol boat had rounded the curve of theidand.

She had used the boat's police radio, and, from her years|lecturing to
police academies, she knew which band to use to make the frequency
appear distant enough to fool the local police. She had spent most of
her childhood and youth observing and studying the police. It dways
camein handy.

Shewasless exhausted than exhilarated from the day's kill. Operating
on the boy and girl at the cottage had been refreshing, and she had
showered in the spray from the teenage girl. When she heard the other
girl, thelittle one, go running and screaming, she knew she had to get
out of the cottage fast. She did not intend to be caught before she
atained fulfillment.

She wouldve taken his son, then.
The beautiful boy, so much like hisfather's smell.
But there had been no time that afternoon.

Instead, she had gone back inside the cottage, pulled some clothesfrom
the woman's closet, and changed into them. They were long for her, the
shortsand T-shirt, but she had no time to worry about such things. She
wrapped her jeans and swester in a bundle with the soul catchers. Then
shewent out the front door of the cottage, leaving Cobra shivering ina
corner of the kitchen, spineess man that he was.

Sincethelittle girl was screaming at the road behind the cottage, no
one seemed to notice the woman in shorts andt-shirt jogging down the



sdepath, asif shewerejust out for exercise.

The police bitch was easy to take care of. She was down at the docks,
totally inexperienced, young too--perhaps only twenty-one.

She was aone, because dl the other cops had gone up to the cottage.
Except Paula Stouffer had not wanted to. She'd been scared.
Sheld never done more, probably, than catch ateenager shoplifting.

She might have even known the girl and boy who had been daughtered up
thehill.

It was easy to approach her asatourist and tell her that there was
someone funny in the rest rooms at the pier. Someone funny, not too
scary. Just aweirdo.

"Il gowithyou," Agneshad said. "l just think there's something
wrong with the poor man.”

Paula Stouffer was undoubtedly relieved that she didn't have to deal
with murder and mayhem. Only someone funny, perhaps ahomeless person,
in the women'srest room.

When Agnes had her indgde the filthy walls, she ripped the knife across
Paula Stouffer's throat, using her own swester to sop up the blood so
that it didn't ruin the police uniform.

She stuffed the body into the last stall. Covered her with one of the
dark plagtic bags that was used to line the rest room garbage can. She
closed the stdl door, locking it from the ingde. Then she climbed over
thetop of the stall.

But only after she scaped her, for Paulahad beautiful auburn hair.

It had been that smple. She knew that there would be a boat to the
mainland with hisfamily on board. Sheld been hoping he would come too.
But it was enough that she had hisfamily.

Their lives, their sacrifice, would be more crucid toward immortdity
than any others.

There was no moon that night. Thefog came and went asif an unfelt wind
moved it dong. The boat was dark too, for she'd shut off al the
controls.

But even S0, againgt the stars and mist and indigo sky she saw the greet
Church of Faterising, triumphant.

She glanced at the Slhouettes of her prisoners:



The woman handcuffed to the girl, and the boy. The woman was gagged, and
Agnes had draped a piece of cloth, torn from Officer Ersking's shirt,

over her face. The bitch would fed what Agnes had felt dl those years.

The bitch would know what Agnes had been through.

And the boy. So like hisfather. He would not try to escape. She knew
thet.

She held tight to the fishing knife. It was so much like the knife they
had used together in thefall of 1888. The taste of the blood that day
had reminded her of dl the livesthey'd captured then.

Of dl thelifetimesthey had acquired.
He would cometo her now.

He would come.

Chapter 58.

Trey didn't bother knocking at Oscar Arboless office. He just walked
in.

"Sheisthere,” Trey sad.

Oscar glanced up. "Mr. Campbell." He didn't seem asfurious as Trey had
expected himto be.

The police chief looked sad, his eyes bloodshot.

"Wewerewrong," Oscar said. "There was no coast guard pickup. | located
the frequency of the cal the one that claimed that Agnes Hatcher had
been caught. I'm afraid | have some bad newsfor you."

Trey stood ill.

"Y our family hasn't been sighted near the mainland. They should've been
closeto docking by now." Oscar said, " She somehow managed to take the
boat. Overcome the officers. We found one of them, dead, scalped. Paula
Stouffer. In the beach rest room, in alocked stall, covered with a

garbage bag. Hatcher's been out to seaamost four hours. She destroyed
any equipment on board, so we can't track her. She hasyour family."

Trey Campbel sad, "I know. That was her god dl aong. Checkmate.”

Oscar looked at him, perplexed.

"Shel'sat CapillaBlanca" "No," Oscar said. "We went over every inch of
that place. I'm sorry. She's probably on the mainland by now, or near

it. Maybe she's hiding up at San Jos Idand. Maybe she's on the western
sde of our own idand. We have hdicopters coming from Los Angelesto



check thelocal harbors. No more goose chases. I'm sorry. It's out of my
iurisdiction now. The state boyswill have her shortly, I'm sure.” But
Oscar sad thisasif even hedid not believeit.

Trey ran down the streets of Avaon, his mind racing ahead of him.

He had no one to turn to now. He was going to get no help from the
police. They had their own agenda, their own strategy when it cameto
catching killerslike Agnes. It often took daysto track down such
killers. By then she might have added three more victimsto her li<.
Usudly, police were not that effectivein the short term, for they

didn't understand the nature of the beast they were hunting.

Trey felt acold swest break out along his scalp and neck. He had to do
something.

Timewas running out. Hisfamily may dready have been killed.

But that wasn't what Agnes Hatcher would use them for. Shewould use
them for drawing him to her.

Hewas not going to let anything happen to hiswife and children.
Hewas not going to let them die at the hands of the mongter.

He had only himself as aweapon.

But it was his best wegpon, because Agnes Hatcher wanted him.

Out" was dl Agnes said. She had the boy handcuffed to her left wrist.

She moationed with the fishing knife toward the smal beach of pebblesa
the sea entrance to Capilla Blanca. The waves crashed just beyond the
larger boulders, but sheld been able to maneuver around them because the
police boat wasjust smdl enough. But if they stayed in the boat much
longer, awave was likely to come over the rocks and do more than just

Spray them.

"l said, out." Agnestook the knife and held it against the boy's neck.
Thelittle girl, handcuffed to the woman, moved. Agnes could tell she
was afraid of stepping out of the rocking boat. The girl's mother, her
face covered, her mouth gagged, made no sound whatsoever.

The girl gingerly stepped down into the ankle-deep water, shivering.

Her mother followed; the girl helped guide her over the edge of the
boat. The mother dmost fdll, but balanced hersdf againgt the girl.

The boy a Agness side said nothing, but when she walked, he stayed
with her,



Agnes grabbed two of the flares. She popped one of them, and afizzing
red flame struck at itstip. She handed thisto the girl. "Usethislike
acandle" shesad. "If you try anything, | will kill your brother

right in front of you. If you run off any path with your mother
handcuffed to you, keep in mind, there are pits and chasms throughout
these caves. Y ou and your mother will both dieif you don't follow me
exactly. Do you understand?'

Thelittle girl nodded dowly, tearsin her eyes.

Agneslit her flare dso, and held it in the hand that was cuffed to the
boy. She said to him, ™Y ou will do exactly what | say, won't you?"

The boy looked up at her, staring blankly. He nodded.
"Y ou saw what happened to your baby-sitter?"

Again Mark nodded. He was not even shivering. It was asif he had
adapted to thisStuation. Asif some mechanism within hisunconscious
mind had kicked in, shunting fear asde for thetime being. Asif
surviva a any cost were enough to keep him functioning.

"She was very bad. She was vain. That means she thought the beauty of
her face was more important than the gods. But | took that face from
her. I bitit with my teeth." Agnesleaned closer to Mark'sface. "I

tasted her face. It was where shelived. Do you know where you live?!
Mark said nothing, but he didn't take his eyes off her.

"You liveinyour heart, little boy. And that'swhere I'll goif | need

to find you." She stood up again. Thegirl'sfacewasred in the glow
fromtheflare. "Be careful," Agnessaid patiently. "Keep it away from
your face. Y ou might burn yoursdlf."

She directed her captives to the cave's entrance.
Chapter 59.

The Bayrunner Westcoaster was docked at the short pier. Trey Campbdll
had to climb over alow chicken-wirefenceto get to it; the rental boat
dock was closed after dark, unless one had akey.

He squatted down beside it, stepping, crablike, intoits stern. He did
acrossto one of the seats. He checked the motor for gas there was il
plenty. It took him severd minutesto get it started, and when he did,
he stayed down low in the boat in case one of the local copswas il
out, watching the docks. He loosed the boat from its mooring.

He drove the boat around the docks, going dowly so as not to bump any
of the other resting boats. He steered it out into the bay, watching the
shoreto seeif anyone followed him. The worst thing now would be if
Oscar and histeam of policefollowed him. Agneswould surely murder his



family in that event. Only Trey knew that he held the key to stopping
her.

The seawas calm.

Once hewas out far enough from the town of Avaon, withitsflickering
lights, he noticed an incipient light across the sea, agreenish glow,
asthe waves crashed against rock and shoreline. He knew to keep the
boat a good distance from the shore, because athough part of theidand
was smooth with sand, there were outlaw rocks a sandbarsjust out in
the bay, creating afake reef. When the boat

rounded the sde of the idand to where CapillaBlancarose up, he
turned the motor off.

It wasadglent night.
Thenight mist moved slently.

Trey took the oars beneath the dats of the boat and began dowly rowing
toward the cavern's mouth.

Agnes Hatchet's words echoed in hismind:
My drategy isno strategy.

Then he thought: She thinks I'm Jack the Ripper. She believeswe haveto
make things right together. That's what she's after. Not Mark or Terry
or Early. They'rejustinthe way.

She has no strategy. It's more haphazard than planned. Even her escape,
it was pure dumb luck. It was Donna Howe being foolish and Rob Fallon
being his ever-lovin' sociopathic sef. It wasn't fate. These were

random events, which she has made to look like part of a pattern. | was
caught up init because | was afraid. | wasn't seeing it for what it

was. the machine called the Gorgon just going where the wind took her,
the easiest roads, the dumb luck of life. Her finding my vacation phone
and address was coincidenta to attacking Donna Howe. If Jm Anderson
hadn't passed that piece of paper to Donna, Agneswould probably be at
hisresdencein Redlands. Not here. It'sal chance, and she'srelying

on it while the cops arelooking for logic and peattern.

But her logicisnightmares.

The answer to stopping her iswithin her own pathology.
Becoming anightmare.

Becoming what she wants.

Anideathat seemed absurd and brilliant at the same time suddenly



occurred to him, something held never really considered.
Something about telling Mark hisas-if philosophy.

Trey Campbell was going to behave asif Agnes Hatchet's pathology were
red.

He was going to become, for her, Jack the Ripper.
Hewas going to give her what she wanted.
He only hoped he wasn't too late for hisfamily.

Rowing asfast as his heart and muscles would bear, he saw what he
thought was the flash of ared flare just up at the shore, in the mouth
of the cavern.

Chapter 60.

Theflarelit the cave abrilliant red, outlining its recesses and

sharply jutting rocks. Teresawalked carefully dong the wet pebbles at
the cave bottom. As she was about to step on what seemed a smoother
surface, the psycho woman shouted at her, "Not that way!" Then, more
camly, "Totheleft, dear. See how it winds upward.

If you go straight ahead, well wind up in alagoon. Look, do you see
the spird of the path? It represents the journey home. Spirding,

soirding.”

Teresalooked up at her mother'sface. It was covered, but she could

tell by the way her mother was walking that she wanted Teresato obey
the orders. Not seeing her mother's face was kind of scary for her; the
handcuffs that bound them together hurt her wriststoo. But she knew her
father would come, with the police, soon. She knew it would work out
okay, just likeit did on televison showslike Rescue 911. Teresa had

an opposing thought in her head too. She thought that what happened to
Jenny might happen to her. Shetried not to let that thought control

her.

Teresawent to the left. She kept the flare asfar out in front of her
aspossible. It waswarm at its base. Too warm, asfar as shewas
concerned. Shedidn't like the way the fire sputtered at itstip ether.

It wasn't like a Fourth of July sparkler. It felt too warm, like it was
going to eventualy get so hot that sheld haveto drop it. She didn't
want to be in the dark with the psycho woman.

She glanced back at Mark, cuffed to the woman.

Mark looked like he was somewhere e se. His feet moved, and he stepped
over rocks. But he didn't seem to be normal in hiseyes.



Teresa stepped up onto arough, narrow path that quickly rose up from
the wet pebbles. Before her she saw the path riseand twit, like a
darcasein alighthouse. She hoped there were no wild animasliving
init.

Shedidn't want to turn around and see the woman behind her.
She didn't want to ever haveto look at that face again.
She hoped everything would turn out al right.

Teresatugged at the handcuff to keep her mother away from the edge of
the path.

Agnes gave her own flare to the boy. She whispered, "Y ou hold on to
this. It'll help ussee. Y ou can chase away dl the shadowswithit.”

She showed him how to hold it. He was abeautiful boy. Just like his
father. She wanted to hug him tight because he had a spark of her lover
in him. But she knew thiswasn't thetime.

Then, as she followed the girl and her mother up the winding path, she
opened the police knapsack at her side. Remembering when shefirst spoke
with Jack in this new incarnation, the walks through the garden, the

chess games, the way shelooked at him and knew 0. o Agnes Hatcher |eft
atrail for him. Each of the pieces was sacred, and he would follow them

to their nest.

Hewould follow them, and remember.
Thelightning flashed in her brain, and she saw:

The oven was stuffed with rage. The ail jug, for the lamps upgtairs,

rested in the corner. The coppers had | eft after searching the place.

They had run back to the dead woman in the street. The one with her body
diced open. The one whose blood tasted like warm metal. : The locket
wasin her hands, open.

Thelock of hair.

The picture.

She looked at the oil lamp. She could hear the whistles outside, and the
endlessrain. Would it never stop? She went to the casement window,
looking through the grate. The street was enshrouded with fog. Therain
was not as heavy asit sounded against the room. It sounded like drums
beeting; but it was only spitting rain outside.

Shetook the locket in her fist and crushed it, but it would not bresk.

It only seemed to get warmer with her touch.



The time was drawing near. She knew that she must act fast, or she would
never have the chance. How could he betray her?

A memory of being told astory asalittle girl: of awitch pushed into
agreat oven and baked dive by merry children.

Agnes stepped over to the ail lamp, lifting it up. Its glow waswarm.

Warmth enveloped her suddenly. Thelocket in her hand waslikefire. The
lamp's glow, so comforting.

In the corner, the great oven.

Lightning thrugt its spear through her Shewasinthemotd inLas
Cruces. He was pedling away the layers of her face. He was showing her
that she wore amask.

"'Do you see who you are?' he asked. "It takes saverd lifetimesfor
ordinary peopleto understand this. But I'm giving you a gift of sght.

Y ou see? Remember the past? Y our life was different then, but it was
your true sdf”

Red lightning cut across her vision like blood blinding her from her cut
forehead She was in the cave, and the boy handcuffed to her stared up at
her with the eyes of one who knows.

Trey was up to his shouldersin the water, drawing his boat toward the
shore. He had to stop the motor severa yards from the ragged beach
because the waves were getting dightly choppy. He was not agood enough
seaman to ensure that he wouldn't crash the rented boat on the rocks. He
gradualy found sure footing, and was able to bring the boat up to the
narrow strip of beach, just beyond the rocks. He secured it as best he
could, and then went over to the police transport boat. He found

Erskineg's body, and a pool of blood in an auraaround his neck and
shoulders.

Without hesitation he reached into the dead man's shoulder holster and
withdrew agun. It was a standard issue Smith &'Cvres-son. From Trey's
limited knowledge of cops, he assumed that the dead officer had rarely

if ever used the gun. But it would be fully loaded.

Trey hdditin hisright hand. Theideaof having to shoot it bothered
him. Conflicting. imagesrosein hismind:

Shooting the old man who had been trying to break in to his house.

Agnes Hatcher, bent over the psychiatrist at Darden, bits of hisscalp
between her teeth.

He checked around the boat and found asmall flashlight. Heflicked it



on. The police radio was destroyed. Hisfirst impulse wasto take this
boat, go get the police, and come back. But what if there was no time?
What if there were only minutes|eft to help his children?

| can't risk it. | can't sacrifice them to that madwoman.

From within the cavern he saw a pray of red light. It moved, cagting
enormous shadows across the hanging rocks.

He waded through thetida pool that would, within the next severd
minutes, be flooded.

When he stepped over the smaller rocks and across what seemed alagoon
within the cavern, he waved the flashlight beam about the cave.

Then he saw something that made him catch his bregth.

He shined the light on the object that lay upon the dick path that led
up from the water.

It was a human heart.
Besideit, one of Carly's sandals.

Trey Campbd| felt asudden sharp pain in the back of hishead, and for
amoment he thought hewasfdling.

Instead, he was leaning across awoman's body. Blood trickled from the
edge of her neck. He looked up, and Agnes Hatcher was there she looked
different, but he knew her through the eyes. "The windows of the soul,”
shesaid.

He reached for her, and grasping her, brought her to him. Kissing her.

Trey opened his eyes. He was standing on the path that led to the Monk's
Chamber. Hefdt didocated, asif hed briefly shared avison with the
Gorgon. She'singde me now. | will find you, Agnes. | will keep you

from hurting them.

As he hiked the path that spiraled upward, he came across other such
finds. What might've been an eye, dthough it was dl bloody.

Severd yards ahead on the path, aragged patch of human skin, almost
like sheer fabric. Don't let thisbe my children. Don't let thisbe

Early. Please, be safe. Please, Agnes, don't hurt them. He wondered if
he wastoo late. He moved as quickly as he could across the dick rock.
He shined hisflashlight up thetrail.

He knew whereit led.



Hisfather had taken him there many times when held been aboy.

The Monk's Chamber. The Monk's Well.

CapillaBlanca

Whitechapd.

Trey shouted, "Agned”

The name echoed through the caverns, which to Trey now seemed like the
spiraling chambers of anautilus, al leading to the centra place of

destiny.

Chapter 61.

Theroom was circular, with natural stone bencheswithin its perimeter.

A chasm was at its center, dmost perfectly round, like awell without
walls. However, there were several embedded rocks around its edges. The
walls of the room were etched and shaded with pictures of Jesus and
Mary. Thismade Teresafed alittle less scared. Graffiti, too, was

sprayed and dashed acrossthe whitewalls.

Teresabegan saying her prayerssilently. She gripped her mother's hand.
Her mother gripped back, giving her a squeeze.

It felt likeasigna from her mother that they would be safe.

Someonewas ydling from below, dmost like it was coming from the well
that sat in the center of the room.

"Do you hear him?' Agnessaid, turning to the children. Theflareslit
the room with a pink glow, and the psycho woman seemed

to be bathed in blood on her face. She had eyeslikefire.
The scream again, "Agned!™”

Teresarecognized the voice. Daddy. She glanced at Mark, but he il
stared straight ahead, through her.

Agnes Hatcher grinned with bloodstained teeth. "It'sthe intersection,”
shesad. "It'sthe sacrificetime.”

She grabbed Mark and brought him close to her bosom.
Sheraised the fishing knife over hisforehead.

Closeto hiseyes. "Lifefor life," she whigpered.



Teresascreamed, "No"

Her mother pulled Teresabehind her swiftly, and even with her hands
confined, leapt forward.

Early could see only blackness through the face cover. She had said her
prayers, and held on to her daughter'swrist, even while the handcuffs

had sawed againgt her own wrists. She had carefully followed her
daughter up thetrail, hoping that the police would come soon. Hoping

that something would rescue them. Or something would help, some natural
or supernatural agency. But no help had come.

When she heard Trey's voice, she thought he was near. But then, with
Teresas crying out, she knew that something was happening. Something
bad.

Then she heard a bleating sound from Mark.

So shelunged in the direction of Agnes Hatchet's voice, keepingteresa
behind her. She had to make sure that nothing happened to her children.

What shefet when she lunged was a cold blade digging deep into her rib
cage.

Agnesdrew the knife out. "Y ou bitch! Y ou damned bitch!"

Teresalay beside her mother. With her free hand she tore off the face
cover. Shelooked at her mother's eyes. They were closed.

Don't be dead, Mommy. Please, don't be dead.

Ignoring the psycho woman who knelt over her with the knife, Teresaused
her hands and teeth to tear off the rag tied around her mother's mouth.
"She hasto breathe! Y ou'rekilling her!" Teresasaid, turning to look

at the psycho woman.

Agnes Hatcher held on to Mark. She shivered when she saw the anger in
the girl'seyes. "Dying isgood,” Agnessaid dmost swestly.

"Hurting isgood. It showswho you are ontheinsde.”

Suddenly Mark began crying. He tugged at the handcuff, but was held fast
in Agnessarms. Shekissed the top of hishead. "Don't worry, little

one. I'll show you where your mother lived. Not in her heart. Not like
you. Shelived in the lower part of her body. Shelived where she

cresated you."

Agnestraced the knife down Carly's body, down her sscomach.

Sheraised the knifedightly.



"Shelived where dl whoreslive," Agnessad.
At that second, the sound of a gunshot rang through the caves.

Bats by the hundreds swept downward upon them. Teresa started screaming.
She kept her face low, near her mother's. The bats brushed across her

hair, tangling it.

The monk's chamber became black with bats as they dived down among the
children. Agnesflaled the knifein the air asthe bats dgpped against

her.

The knife dropped from her hand to the hard-packed dirt.

When the bats had cleared, Agneslay in aheap across Carly's body.

The shadow of aman stood at the entrance to the circular room.

"Beloved,” theman said.

"Daddy!" Teresawept, clutching her mother. "Daddy! Mommy's dead!”

But the man in theiagged doorway didn't look at her. He didn't seem
like her father at al, because the expression he wore was different.

Helooked like someone ese had crawled into his skin.
"It'staken me so long to cometo you," he said, his arms outstretched.

Agnesfelt adoorway open within hersdf. He had found the key, findly.
Hefound the key!

It was asif they were back in their nest, beneath the street in

Whitechapdl. It waslikethat last day. She was transformed no longer in
the body of the Hatcher woman, she was Agnes Graile, nineteen. Her Jack
wastherefor her.

Shewent to hisarms. "I'm sorry for what | did,” she whispered,
pressing her face againgt his neck. "I brought you al these lives so we
could be together forever."

She smédlled again the mildew and the cod. She kissed his neck.

The scent of his soap was there the scent of the gentleman surgeon.
"Leavethem,” he whispered. "They're nothing to us."

She smiled, nodding, and reached into her pocket for the key to the

handcuffs. She smelled wonderful, asif sheld just taken a scented bath.
It wasasif her entire body chemistry had changed.



Therewas no seato her, no blood. Just the scent of flowers after a
rain. She handed the small key to him. Trey took it and uncuffed the
boy.

Then he hooked the empty handcuff around hisown wridt. if i can get her
away from them. If | can just get her away from here.

"Bound for dl eternity,” he said.
And then shefelt the metd againgt the flesh of her breest.

Ingtinctively, she drew back from him. She saw the gunin his hand.
"It'skarma,”" she said dreamily. "What | did to you, you now do to me."

She reached for the gun, her hand closing over his.

Teresawrapped her arms around her mother, weeping. She didn't
understand why her father was acting so crazy.

Then shefdt the breath on her cheek.
She drew back, looking at her mother.

Early opened her eyes. Shefelt apain below her chest. Shetried to
speak, but had some trouble. Shetried to rise up, but had little
energy.

Agnes squeezed thetrigger of the gun.
Trey pulled it back and up, not wanting to kill her--

The bullet grazed Hatcher's shoulder Agnes knocked Trey backward with
al her weight. It was asif she had the sStrength of severa strong men.
Hefdt his knees buckle, and the wind was knocked out of him.

Hefdl to the floor, unconscious.

Agnesleaned over him. "l didn't meanto,” shesaid, "It wasthe locket.
| didn't meanto... theoven..."

Trey, waking, hearing her babbling about "locket" and "oven," redized
that his act as her beloved Jack had sent her mind back to her repressed
memory. He drifted in and out of consciousness for afew moments, had
the hallucination that he was insde some dark cold metal closet and
could hear rain outside.

Astherain spattered the streets and leaked into the basement, Agnes
opened the small locket and saw the lock of dark hair and the woman's
picture. It was some society woman. Jack had betrayed her.

He wasthere, hiding in the oven so that the police would not find him



if they searched their nest. He was hiding behind rags and cod.
Shefdt the blood boil within her.
How could he betray her like that? They had sworn eternd devotion!

They had mixed their blood with the blood of others they were bound
together for dl time and eternity... She soaked moreragsin ail.

WTEN she had severa such rags, she opened the oven door dightly.
She held the ail lamp up. In the light from the lamp she saw hiseyes.
Helooked at her with love. She knew it was not meant for her. She was
just awhore. Shewas just the street rag he had worn for a period of
time

This other woman in the locket she was the one he loved.

"Arethey gone?' hewhispered.

She answvered him with fire.

Early whispered to Teresa, "The knife.”

Teresastretched asfar as she could to reach the fishing knife that had
fdleninthedirt.

She said to Mark, "Marky! Help... Mommy needs help..."
She pointed toward the knife, which was just afew feet from him.
Mark took a step toward the fishing knife.

It lay inthedirt, itsmetd shining red in the unholy light from the
flares

The images of Jesus on the cross seemed to dance in the flickering glow.

Trey cameto full consciousness. He reached for the gun, but it wasn't
near him.

Agnes, cuffed to him, dragged him up to hisfest.

"l hadto do it," she said, tears streaming down aface that ill
looked like atigress ready to spring. She held the gunin her hand.

"l had to. Y ou were going to run off with her. Y ou were going to forsake
me. | couldn't let you. | knew it was the flesh that drew you.

| knew that. | did it for us. So our love would not betainted...”



She pointed the gun toward Early. She drewtrey toward hiswife and
children. The handcuffs chafed hiswrigt. "When she dies, you'll
understand.”

"| dounderstand,” Trey said. "And | loveyou."
A glimmer of hope sparkled in Agnes Hatchet's eyes.

For thefirst time since held been in histwenties, Trey thought she

looked human. She was no longer the Gorgon or the Surgeon, but a
much-abused girl who had not been alowed to fully develop. She looked
like the mogt pitiable creature on the face of the earth.

In amoment he remembered her life: the torture asayoung girl, the
rape, the darkness that was forced to blossom within her mind.

"If you love me, you'll watch her die," Agnessaid. Sheamed the gun
for Carly'sface.

Carly's eyes grew wide with terror.

Trey brought hisfree hand to Agnes Hatcher'sface. He turned it toward
his own. He kissed her strongly, passionatdly. "It's me. It's Jack," he
sad. Then hetook the gun from her hand. "L et me murder the bitch.”

Early whispered, "Trey?'

"Shut up!" heyelled a her. Then, softly, to Agnes, "We can dways be
together now."

"Do you forgive me?'
"For what?'

Her mood suddenly changed. She wasn't buying the act. She went for the
gun. "You'll know when | kill the bitch. Y our eyesl| be opened."

Using dl the strength he could muster, Trey jerked the handcuff.

The gun dropped without firing. He and Agnesféll to the floor of the
chamber. He groaned as he felt her knee connect with hisgroin, hard.
She ground her knee into him there. He retched, and jabbed his elbow
into her ssomach.

She scratched at him blindly, asif fighting for her life. He punched

her as hard as he could in the face. She bit down hard on his neck,
drawing blood. They wrestled to the well the rim of rocks at its edge
keeping them from faling over. She managed to bring him down. She
rolled on top of him and put her face closeto his.

She foamed a the mouth. 1t was like having a bobcat sitting on top of



him, small but strong and mean. "I'll makeit right,” she spat a him.
"It'snot your fault." Through the wild look on her face, he saw into

her eyes. She was a child there, they were swirls of colors, and she was
logt within them. It was like watching someone where half their soul was
at war with the other half. "It's not your fault.

It's'cause of me, what | did. That night.”

And then acam came over her. She haf smiled. "I know you love me. |
know | waswrong."

Her strength seemed to mellow, and she was no longer a heavy weight
bearing down upon him, but light. He felt he could push her off.

Hewas about to do just that.

And then, asif fulfilling some destiny, sherolled over the edge of the
chasm.

Chapter 62.

Trey held on to one of the stone markers at the edge of the grest well
with hisfree arm. The handcuff with Agnessweight pulling oniit diced
into hiswrigt likearazor. If hetried, he could pull her up. He could
save her. All histraining had been to save and help and understand. But
thiswoman was aongter. This woman had stabbed hiswifein her rib.
Thiswoman wouldve tortured and killed hisfamily. If heraised her up
from the pit, evenif he could, shewould tear into him likealion. But
something within him il believed that she could be saved. That
something in that monster soul could be salvaged.

Early crawled dowly, snakelike, to the edge of the precipice.
Teresacrawled dong with her, still handcuffed to her.
Early gripped Trey's arm where the handcuff was cutting into hiswrist.

Agnes, dangling, but holding on, too, to what she could of the walls of
the natural well. "Jack," she whispered, "please, hep me. | loveyou."

Then she tugged harder on the handcuff, kicking out from thewall. She
didn't want help being brought up to safety.

She wanted to bring Trey over the edge with her.

Early held thefishing knife up in her free hand and brought it down.
She hacked at Agnes Hatcher'swrigt, cutting deep into her flesh.

Early sawed with the knife until Agness small hand, bloody and torn,
dipped loose from the cuff.



Chapter 63.
Agnes Hatcher dropped into the darkness of the pit.

Trey heard the echo as she landed, and it sounded asif her spina cord
snapped.

Trey held hiswife and children as close to himsdlf as he could get
them. He tore his shirt off and wrapped it around Carly'ssideto help
stop the wound up. He wanted to drown in the feding of their skin,
their smell, their sound, their taste as he kissed Mark's forehead and
Teresas cheek. He held hiswife the longest, and they cried.

When he felt the strength, he helped Early up. "Maybe you should go get
help,” shesad.

"No," hesaid. "WEell make it back to the boat. I'm not going to leave
you."

Early was feding wesk, but she leaned againgt him as they walked back
down the winding path of the cavern. Teresaheld Mark's hand, but kept
one hand on her father's back as he walked, just to make sure he was
there.

When they cameto the lower exit from the caverns, they saw that the
water had risen. The boats were gone, washed out with the tide.

"So, what now? An earthquake?' Early asked, keeping her sense of humor
intact.

Trey held up theflare. He set Early down at the edge of the path.
Heingtructed Mark and Teresato stay with her.

Trey Campbell walked out into the dark ses, flare held high.
Thewater reached his chest, and he found arock to climb on

to.

He waved the flare back and forth, trusting that someone would seeiit
and send help.

Within an hour he saw the lights of another boat. Asit got closer, he

saw that it was an old-fashioned fishing trawler. A man on board waved a
lantern, and Trey shouted, waving the flare faster until it seemed like

he'd painted the Sky red withit.

Chapter 64.

She heard him. The shout. Likeacry of joy.



Agnes Hatcher lay on adanting rock shelf of the monk'swell.

The smellsal around her were of seaanemone and urchin, and dead fish.
The water was gently lapping at her back where it had risen with the

tide. Shewould drown, or diefrom thefall. Or shewould live and

starve, too weak to call out for help and then die dowly in severa

days. It didn't matter to her.

She stared up the sheer wall to the white chak of the cavern, which
seemed to glow in the dark. A memory cameto her, not of abasement in
Whitechapel, or of the man who had taken her from the gas Sation rest
room.

Shewasten, and a her parents’ house. It was her birthday, and her
father was taking her to the park to ride the ponies.

The memory was brief but intense: like abirthday candle just beforeiit
was blown out.

Her smdl hand within her father'slarger hand.
Warnth.

She could not move, no matter how hard shetried. Shefdt the blood
pulsing from her wrig.

It was like being in that room again a Darden.
Restrained.

But the cloth was off her face. She could see. At least she could ill
e

Sight wasits own kind of freedom.

Her lungs hurt, and breething was difficult. All her energy went into
each breath.

Minuteslater she heard the rush of water asit flooded the wdllike
chamber.

The salt stung the stab woundsin her wrist. But pain was distant, like
the crashing waves outside the caverns.

Desth was like going home. It had to take you in when there was nowhere
esetogo.

Shewasgoing home, findly. After dl thistime.

She awaited, patiently, the next incarnation.



It cameto her, not as the sea rushing over her face, nor asthe blood
drained from her body, but asacloak of firein her mind.

After the old fisherman had located them and brought them back to town,
and after Early got patched up at aloca clinic, they had spent the
morning at the police gtation, giving their statementsto Oscar Arboles.
They had spent the afternoon deeping at the Breakers hotel. He had

dept in abed wrapped around hiswife; his children in cotsin the same
room. He didn't know how long atime would pass until he would alow
them out of hissight. Trey had been awakened by the sounds of the
firecrackers.

"Oh," he said, waking Early. "It'sthe Fourth.”

She rubbed her eyes. He kissed her severa times before he could bring
himsdlf to get out of bed.

"Would it be foolish to take the kids to see the fireworks?' Early
asked. Shewasfeding better. "I mean, after dl we've been through?'

"We're on vacation,” Trey answered. "Why not?'

Avalon had set aplatformlike barge out in the bay. Thelocd fire
department was shooting the fireworks off from there. Y achts and doops
of al szes speckled the horizon. A band was playing John Philip Sousa
marches from the docks. The beach was a sea of sparklers as children
waved them and smdll flags around. Tourists had packed the placein
twenty-four hours.

That night Trey sat out in another rented Bayrunner West 230 Andrew
Harper coaster, holding Early, while Mark and Teresawere amazed by the
night fireworks.

The last rocket was launched and sprayed arainbow of color acrossthe
night.

For asecond Trey felt something tugging within him.

"Something wrong?' Early asked, noticing his change of expresson.
Hedidn't want to say what he felt. He said, " Just happy we madeit
through." "They'll find her body," Early said. "No one could survive
that fal. Not even her.”

Trey Campbell returned his attention to the falling sparkles, and to the
renewed joy in his children's faces.

But hefdt it again.

Withinhim.



She'sgone.

He thought he'd heard her voice whisper to him, Beloved.t Trey imagined
agonedley, and ashivering young girl standing inits corner. She
watched the basement of an adjoining tenement rage with fire. Asthe
flames shot up through the night, the girl moved closer to thefire, as

if looking for something.

"Areyou there?' she asked thefire. "'Jack?'

Trey tried to warn her away, but the girl pulled her cloak closer around
her shoulders. She moved toward the burning building. Shelifted agrate
that was red from hesat. Theflesh of her fingersburned againgt it. As

the tongues of fire shot up from below, the girl descended into the
burning room.

Trey thought he saw them clutch at each other asif they werethe only
soulsin theworld. Clutch and claw and embrace as the flames engulfed
them.

He watched the sky brighten with one last shattering spray of light. For
amoment, it illuminated the heavens. And then the Sky was dark, a

mystery.

Trey Campbel wondered if, somewhere safe, she would be reborn.



