THE CONSCIOUSNESS PLAGUE
PAUL LEVINSON

Thisisawork of fiction. All the characters and events portrayed in thisnove are ether fictitious or are
used fictitioudy.

THE CONSCIOUSNESS PLAGUE

Copyright © 2002 by Paul Levinson

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book, or portions thereof, in any form.
Thisbook is printed on acid-free paper. Edited by David G. Hartwell

A Tor Book Published by Tom Doherty Associates, LLC

175 Fifth Avenue New York, NY 10010 www.tor.com

Tor isaregistered trademark of Tom Doherty Associates, LLC.

Library of Congress Cata oging-in-Publication Data

Levinson, Paul. The consciousness plague/ Paul Levinson—1st ed. p. cm.

"A Tom Doherty Associates book.” ISBN 0-765-30098-2 (acid-free paper) 1. Police—Fiction. 2.
Memory disorders—Fiction. I. Title.

PS3562.E92165C662002 813'.54—dc21
2001054059

First Edition: March 2002

Printed in the United States of America
0987654321

TONEW YORK CITY, NOW AND FOREVER

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Thanksto my editor, David G. Hartwell, for his deft editing; my agent, Christopher Lotts of the Ralph
Vicinanza Agency, for hissavvy sdling; Dr. Stanley Schmidt, editor of Analog, where Phil D’Amato (this
nove's protagonist) first appeared in a series of novelettesin the 1990s; my wife, Tina, and our children,
Simon and Molly, for their wonderful first readings of this manuscript; and the many readersof The Sk
Code, my firg Phil D'Amato novel, who said they wanted more....

ONE
"Phil! Good to seeyou!”

Jack Dugan, one of the brass | usualy worked with—recently promoted to the commissioner'srighthand
man down at One Police Plaza—extended his hand. He pulled it back, to contain awracking cough.
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"You look terrible, Jack. What are you taking for that?"
"Nothing." He coughed again, then extended his hand again.
| took it and made a mental note to wash my hands as soon as| |eft the meeting.

"l guess | should get some antibiotics for this" Jack continued. "But | hate to use the suff—they say 0
much of it isaround that bacteriaare building up resstance.”

| sat down in the available chair across from his desk. It was cherrywood—big, battered around the
edges, unevenly lacquered. Itsrosy shine mirrored Jack's rheumy eyes. "Never knew you were so tuned
into public hedth,” | said to him.

He gave me apained smile. "Antibiotics give me theruns. 1'd rather have the cough.” He cleared his
throat like abulldozer.

"Y eah, well, antibiotics are like dumb cops, aren't they," | said. "They come on the scene and club
everyone over the head—the good-guy germsin your system that help you digest your food, aswell as
the bad guysthat make you sick.”

He laughed, then coughed. His eyesteared. Finaly he took a deep bresth, and let it out dowly. "Let me
tell you why | asked you down here."

| nodded encouragement.

"Y ou know, you and | have had some differences over the years about your penchant for bizarre
cases—"'

Yeah, tell me about it, | thought. Hed removed me from cases at least half adozen times.

"—and, even though I've been asceptic, | was talking to the commissioner the other day, and he thinks
that there's no such thing as being over-prepared these days. He'd like you to head up a specia
strange-cases readiness task force—you know, just to be there, with some possible plansin the waiting,
if something really wacky crops up.” He bulldozed histhroat again, then went into a coughing spasm. He
pulled abottle of Poland Spring water out of his desk and guzzled haf of it down. "So, what do you
think?" hefinally managed to say.

JENNA SIPPED A glassof plumwine and smiled at methat evening. "1 know, you hate committees,”
shesaid.

| leaned back on the sofain our living room. "I've ways accomplished more asalonewolf,” | replied.
"I've seen loads of these task forces come and go. Usudlly al they do is mark time and eat up energy.”

"But you told Dugan you'd think about it," Jenna said.

"Yeah. | supposeit could be good to findly have some people working under me. And some
resources.... That would be an improvement on having to aways go the Department on bended knee.”

"Y ou think there's some threat we don't know about that makes them want to do thisright now?" Jenna
asked. She patted her denim jeans.

| scowled. "They wouldn't recognize something bizarreif it smiled in their faces—they'd say it wasa
hoax, and do their best to bury the evidence."

Jenna coughed. "WEéll, this damned cold or pseudo-flu or whatever it is certainly seemsto be getting out



of hand. My sgter told me everyonein San Francisco isout sick with it.”
"Let's hope she didn't giveit to you over the phone." | reached over and refilled her glass.
| CALLED DUGAN two days later to accept the offer.

"He'shome sick with that bug,” his secretary, Shella, told me. "Both he and the commissoner,” she
added. "Got them both. Looks like the Department will be run by the secretaries for the next few days!”
She chuckled.

"No different than usud,” | responded in kind.
Now she laughed out loud. " Shhh, Dr. D'Amato. Don't you give away our secret, now!"
"It's safe with me, don't worry."

| WAS DOWN in Chinatown afew days later on aboring case. But it wasn't atotal loss—I loved the
crush of people and textures and fruit stands. | used the opportunity to replenish my supply of green tea
and persmmons.

"Anything more?' the woman at the stand inquired, in alilting voice. She was hardly more than agirl, with
avery swest face.

| shook my head no, and gave her atwenty.
She gave me two paper bags, my change, and started coughing her head off.
That reminded meto put in another cdl to Dugan.

"Good timing," Sheilas voice crackled through my cell phone, "He came back, fit asafiddle, just this
morming.”

The sun was close to setting on this crigp March afternoon, and | was finished with my businessin
Chinatown, so | decided to hail acab and go over to Dugan's office. It could be useful for meto seethe
expression on hisface when | accepted his offer— seeif there was any true pleasure there.

Thetraffic was worse than usual. | counted two water mains broken, and three potholes the size of
basketballs.

Sheilawas gonewhen | findly arrived. But Jack was dtill in his office.

"So, | seeyou'refeding better,” | said, and took Jack's extended hand.

"I fed like amillion bucks now," Jack said. "How you'd know ... Oh, | guess Shellatold you | wassick?”
"Right—"

"l tdll ya, thiswasanasty one. | tried to fight it on my own asbest | could—I hate taking antibiotics and
those new flu medi cations—buit it got to the point where | was up al night coughing. The commissioner
was pretty sick, too—he picked it up from me, | picked it up from him, who knows?—but his doctor
told him about some new antibiotic or something, ninety-five percent guaranteed not to upset the
somach. That Suff gives me the runs, you know—"

"Yesh—"



"So anyway." Dugan gestured to the available chair. "Have a seat, Phil. What brings you to thisexdted
office?'

"W, I've decided to accept your offer,” | replied.
"My offer?' Dugan looked puzzled.
"Y eah, you know, what you told me last week, about the task force."

Dugan looked a me asif | were putting him on, or confusing him with someone ese. "I haven't the
vaguest ideawhat you're talking about.”

| HAD LUNCH the following week with afriend who was up from the Centers for Disease Control in
Atlanta "Thething s, | think Dugan was completely sincere about not remembering our conversation,” |
said, as| spped thelast of my tea.

| had told Andy Weinberg what had happened in Dugan's office. Andy wasin New York for a
conference about the flu or whatever it was that was making everybody cough. Jennahad it full-throttle
now. | was beginning to fed aticklein my own throst—but, who knows, maybe that was just the power
of suggestion.

"You sure?" Andy responded. "Y ou've been telling me for years how the Department supports you one
day, actslike they have no faith in you the next—you sure thisisn't just more of the same? Hell, I've been
tdling you for yearsthat aforensic detective with your verve would be much happier down in Atlanta,
haven't 7'

"Yeah, but | like New Y ork, even this cold weather in March."

Andy shook hishead in resignation. "Well, at least you seem to be holding your own againgt this new
bug. Better than | can say—had me sick asadog last month.”

"Any chanceit could cause some kind of memory loss?"

"Nah, not very likdy," Andy answered. "It's some kind of flu—definitely nothing worse. We haven't quite
figured out the exact gtrain. It's popping up al across the country—which meansit'samost certainly a
natural occurrence, not a biowarfare hit, thank God. But it can open the gate to bronchitisand
pneumonig, like any flu—that's what were concerned about. Of course, antibiotics can take care of the
lung and bronchid infections—if they're bacterid, and the drugs are taken in time. But no, I've never
heard of any flu-induced amnesia.”

"Strange things, those flu bugs" | mused. "Killed millionsin 1917, with no antibioticsfor the
complications. These dayswhen you get it, you just feel like you're going to die. And not everybody gets
it. Some people get it every year, some get it every two or three or four years, and some hardly ever at
al. With no rhyme or reason to the pattern.”

"Tell meabout it,” Andy said. "Even the worst epidemics knock out ten to twenty percent of the
population at most. Very destructive to business and socid life, obvioudy—and potentialy deadly to old
peaple, anyone with acompromised immune system—>but ill, how come the other eighty percent get a
free pass? And meanwhile, the new meds are gpparently effective in stopping or diminishing theflu for
eighty to ninety percent of the casestreated. Damn it, | wasin that noneffective percentage—I took the
inhalant lessthan aday after | first felt the fever, right in the prescribed time range, and | was till out of
commission for agood ten days.”

"It didn't do much for Jenna, either,” | said. " Shetook the pill, made her sick to her ssomach, but hereitis



amost aweek later and she's il laid up and coughing.” | looked at my watch. "1 better get home now
and feed her alittle chicken soup.” | signaled our waiter for the check.

Andy looked at mewith atwinklein hiseye. "Jenna? Who's she?'
| looked a him.

"Funny,” | said. "But something strange did happen to Dugan's memory. | could seein hisfacethat it was
more than just run-of-the-mill forgetfulness.”

JENNA WAS FEELING better by the end of the week. At first her cough had gotten worse. Her doc
finaly prescribed an antibiotic as a precaution, and, o and behold, not only did she not contract
bronchitis or pneumonia, but her cough had mostly subsided now, too. But if the cough was caused by
the flu, and theflu by avirus, then the antibiotic shouldn't have had any effect—antibiotics snuffed
bacteria, not viruses. Well, those kinds of things seemed to happen al thetime. Maybe it was just
coincidence—maybe the cough would have gone away anyway, regardless of the antibiotic. Or maybe it
would have goneif dl she had taken wasasugar pill....

"Y ou up for something alittle more adventurous for dinner tonight?' | asked. | didn't have the heart to
offer her another round of boiled chicken, even though my technique came Straight from my late
grandmother, the best cook in history.

Jennas eyeslit up and she patted her ssomach. "Absolutely! This Omnin was as good as advertised.” She
pointed to the sheet that had contained her antibiotic pills. One aday for five days, under five percent of
patients report any stomach disorders, the indications form advised.

"Should wetry that place in Riverdae?' she asked.
"BuenaViga?'

She nodded.

"Y ou sure you can handle Itaian?"

She nodded again.

Thefood at Buena Vigtas was delicious. | had a mouthwatering concoction of clams, calamari, shrimp,
and mussdls over linguine, and Jennahad amarvelous penne alla vodka. Our dry wine hit the spot, too.

We walked dowly back to our car after dinner, and drove back to Manhattan with the windowsrolled
down. Spring had findly arrived in New Y ork City, with evening temperaturesin thelow sixties.

"L et's take advantage of this heat wave and walk by theriver,” Jennasaid.

We parked near West Ninety-sixth Street, and walked down to the Hudson. Hyacinths were aready in
bloom, purple and white in the moonlight, and their perfume wasintoxicating. | kissed Jenna, with the
waves of theriver lapping against the shore as accompaniment. | couldn't recdl the last time I'd kissed
her likethisin public.

"Let'sgo home" shewhispered in my ear.

We were back in our bedroom in our brownstone on East Eighty-fifth Street in fifteen minutes. Jenna
began unbuttoning my shirt, and | her blouse.

"You sureyou're up for this?' | asked. She responded by unbuttoning more....



AFTERWARD, SHE LAY inmy arms, eyes closed but not deeping.

| kissed her gently, then said, "L et's get married—have some kids." We'd been living together for three
years. [t wastime.

She opened her eyes, flecks of green on violet. Y ou sure you're up for this?' she asked, and smiled.

JENNA WAS SOUND adleep the next morning. | dlipped out of bed, showered, dressed, and ate
breakfast as quietly as| could. | poked my head back in the bedroom and considered waking her, but
she looked so peaceful adeep.

| caught the clanking subway down to work. | redlized that my throat had progressed from atickleto an
ache, but otherwise | felt grest. | popped in azinc lozenge, and hoped for the best.

Marriageisno small thing. Neither of us had been married before. I'd come close afew timesbuit ... no
one had ever been like Jenna.

| had trouble concentrating at work. Looking at dead bodies, in pictures or the flesh, was never my
favorite part of the job. But today they seemed especidly out of synch with my mood. You're aforensic
detective, somelittle voiceinside my head chided. Who cares about your mood? Live with it.

| turned back to the pictures. Blonde, mid-twenties, strangled, stripped naked, found dead near
Riversde Drivetwo days ago. Jeez, just a couple of blocks from where Jennaand | had been last night.
Ed Monti, the new medica examiner, wanted me down in his office for anoontime meeting about this
today.

| put on my coat and headed out. | tried Jennaon the cell phone. She had no reason to go across town
to the Hudson today, asfar as| knew, but | believed in being careful. No answer on the phone. Hmm ...
She was probably still deegping. Shed likely have called to say hello before going out today.

The blonde was stretched out on the table in Ed's examining room. ™Y ou know, thereé's sometribein
Africa, | forget which, which has the same basic word for degp and death,” he said. "And they distinguish
between the two by saying just 'deep’ for 'deep,’ and 'redly redly adeep' for 'death.’ " Ed liked to wax
philosophica. "But when you look a someone like this'—her name was Jillian Murphy—"theresredlly
no smilarity at al, isthere?’

I'd had the same thought many times mysdif. | thought of Jenna sound adeep in bed thismorning....

Ed gave methe details of the Murphy case over lunch in hisoffice. | 1€ft to tape apand on Crimein the
New Millennium over at Fox News on Sixth Avenue.

| findly got through to Jenna.around four P.M.
"Hey," | said, grinning from ear to ear. " So how are you doing today?'

"I think I'm feeling better,” she said. "But I'm maxed out on chicken soup. Should we take a chance and
eat out tonight?1'd love some Itdian—I fed like I've been cooped up insde for weeks."

"Wdll, sure...."
| STARED AT my cdll phonefor along time after we got off.

| knew Jennawasnt kidding. Could she really have forgotten what had happened last night? | found it
hard to believe.



| thought about taking her again to Buena Vida, to seeif that might jog her memory. But on the chance
that, who knows, maybe something sheld eaten there had triggered some kind of alergic amnesic
reaction, | took her instead to Cafe Sambuca's on Seventy-second Street.

Welingered over ved scaloppine and salad. "'l think | remember waking up yesterday, but I'm not
completely sureit was yesterday," Jennasaid, taking another shot at the issue we'd been discussing al
evening. "l remember coughing like alunatic, but 1'd been doing that all week."

"Y our cough was much better yesterday,” | said, "almost gone. No way 1'd say you were constantly
coughing then.”

"So you're saying, what?' Jennas voice was hoarse. "I'velost aday out of my life—the very day that you
sad let'sget married?!

"Could be alittlemorethan aday," | replied. "The last thing we've established you remembering isthe
initia report on the eleven o'clock news about the Riverside Drive strangling, the day before yesterday. |
wasin the shower then, | didn't hear it, and it wasn't my case yet, so we wouldn't have talked about it
afterward. Y ou sure you remember that report—"

"Pogtive" Jennasad.
"So that's our current baseline for your last memory before the blackout,” | said.

She shook her head dowly, still not completely accepting that a day's worth of memories—hers of
yesterday—had apparently vanished. Shefinaly managed aweak smile. "So how did | respond to your

proposa ?'

| smiled back.

"Y ou il want to marry someone who shares thisinfuriating characteristic with Jack Dugan?" she asked.
"Well, I'm glad that you at least remember that."

JOKE ABOUT IT dl you want—osing aday's recollection is no laughing matter. Something smilar
presumably had happened to Dugan.

" Scattered reports are beginning to comein,” Andy told me on the phone from Atlanta the next morning,
"but it's hard to track at this point. People are home sick, deeping off aflu— they might not even redlize
they forgot a couple of hours when they were awake."

"Unless something important to that person happened in that time,” | said.

"That'sright,” Andy said.

"Which has happened to me, now, twice," | said.

Andy sighed. "I hear you. But we can't rush this. Look, let's say there's nothing redlly going on here—"
"I think thereis”

"Okay, let'ssay | agreewithyou," Andy said. "But what if we'rewrong—what if thereredly isno
memory loss—and we ask arandomly sdlected sample of physicians around the country to ask patients
they'vetreated if they've suffered amemory 10ss? Y ou know how that works—we're bound to get afew
patients saying yes, just because of the hao effect.”



"A percentage of subjects are dwaysinclined to say whatever they perceive their questioner as wanting
them to answer, if the questioner is considered an authority. Yes, | know that."

"So that's one problem,” Andy said.

"W, your survey should focus on patients who've been treated for this damn cough, anyway." | cleared
my throat. It didn't help. "1 bet you'll find that alot more of them report memory gaps than whatever
datistic usualy resultsfrom the hao effect.”

"That'swhat were going to do,” Andy said. "But until were also able to get responses from a control
group—if we can find apart of the country that was less wracked by the cough—we're not going to
know much. That's another problem.”

| frowned. Then cleared my throat again.

"Well get to the bottom of this" Andy said. "But it's going to take awhile. In the meantime, let me know
about any other clear-cut cases of memory lossthat you—"

My other phoneline rang. | asked Andy to hold on.

It was Ed Monti. "Sorry to spring thison you last minute," he said. "But | waswondering if you had time
to come down to the ADA's office right now for ameeting. It's about the Riverside case.”

| WORK FOR the police department, not the medical examiner, so technically Ed Monti couldn't direct
me to do anything. But I'd found over the yearsthat it behooved meto be on the ME's good side.

| wasin Elaine Rubin'ssmdl officein thirty minutes. She was assstant DA for the Riverside murder case.
Ed was there, as were Claudia Gonza es—the foot cop who had been first on the crime scene—and Ron
Greave, her partner. No onewas smiling.

"Thanksfor rushing down here, Phil," Elaine said. Shewasin her mid-thirties, short-cropped black hair,
business suit, and a severe, angular face that Jack Dugan once described as atomahawk. No nonsense,
al busness

"Sure" | said, and tried to bresk the tenson with afriendly air. | took the one empty chair.

"Wereinterviewing everyone who's had anything to do with the Riverside case, Phil. Could you tdll us
everything you know about it?" Elaine asked.

"Widl, it's not redly any morethan | knew when | wascdled inonit—"
"That's okay. Please tell uswhat you know anyway. If it's okay with you, welll record this," Elaine said.

| caught Claudias eye for a second. She avoided my gaze. Greave was staring ahead, impassively. |
looked at Ed. He nodded encouragement.

| shrugged. "No problem.” | told her what | knew about Jillian Murphy, the victim. She was a Columbia
Univergity graduate student, going for her Ph.D. in English literature. She had been found naked,
strangled to desth, in the thread of park on Riverside Drive and 103rd Street, by a couple walking their
dogs early in the morning. No sign of rape or foul play. There were rumors, so far unconfirmed, that she
had had an intense relationship with awoman, aso agraduate student at Columbia, about ayear ago.
The sexudity implied in her being stripped naked, combined with the lack of rape, and her rumored
relationship, had led some people in the Department to speculate that maybe thiswas amurder arising
out of alesbian lovers quarrel. "I'm sorry | haven't been able to do more on this," | concluded, "but I've



been getting increasingly concerned about something e se that—"

"That's okay." Elaine waved off my explanation. "No need to apologize. What you just told usis
extremdy hepful "

"Therée's been some incons stency in the police reports about this case,” Ed offered. "And we're just
trying to get al accounts down on tape, so Elaine can build her case—so she can have a case—when an
arrest ismade—"

"I'm not being inconsistent,” Claudia spoke up, agitated, aggravated. "l just don't remember!"
She suddenly had my complete attention.

"Officer Gonzaes has no recollection now of first seeing the body," Elaine explained. "The couple who

discovered the body went shouting for help, running with their dogs from Riverside Drive to Broadway.
Gonzaeswas on her way to work, heard the commotion, and went with the couple to investigate. She

arrived on the scene aone, without her partner. Her initid report gives very specific details on the state

and position of the body—these could be crucid in our case—"

"I'magood cop!" Claudiaingsted.
Elainelooked &t her.
"How the hell could | just forget awhole morning like that? | don't get it,” Claudiasaid.

Her partner Greave reached from his seat and put acomforting hand on her shoulder. "With the stress of
thisjob, it'snot surprising,” he said.

| opened my mouth to give abetter explanation, but succumbed to a spasm of hacking coughs.

TWO

| dragged mysdlf two evenings later to alecture at Fordham University's Lincoln Center campus, afew
blocks west of bustling Columbus Circle and Centra Park. | wastired, coughing, on the edge of afever.
But the westher was kind, and thiswas alecture | didn't want to miss.

Professor Robert McNair was a cognitive anthropol ogist. He studied the importance of thinking in the
evolution of our species. His lecture tonight was on the significance of memory in human culture.

| looked around the audience—about a hundred students and maybe a dozen faculty. | saw no sign of
Claudia Perhaps she had forgotten that she had told me about thislecture, just this afternoon? Not likely.
Claudia, Jenna, Dugan, and the handful of others| had learned had lost a piece of their memories had no
trouble remembering from then on, once they had recovered. Still...

McNair took the stage. He was an impressive-looking man, in hislate forties or early fifties, of mixed
African-American and European ancestry. Appropriately, he spoke without notes. He had no paper to
read. "'l used to go through the pretense of carrying abatch of blank sheets up the podium,” McNair
began, "so0 the audience would fedl | had prepared for the lecture. | hope you'll fed | prepared for this
lecture even though it comesto you entirely from my mouth and my brain.”

The audience chuckled. | sat in an aide seat—awaysagood bet if you had a cough that might require a
rapid exit. To my left was apriest, who looked to bein hisearly thirties. | didn't take this as a portent that
| might die of the cough. Fordham was the leading Jesuit university in the United States.



"Memory makes the difference between humans and other organisms,” McNair said. Hisvoice was
smooth and deep, like oatmeal. "Asfar aswe know, we can look further into our past than any other
gpecies—and therefore further into our future. Most of our livestake place not in the immediate present,
but the immediate past and the immediate future—we define ourselves based on where we've been and
where we expect to be going...."

| felt acough coming on, and struggled to suppressit. | mostly won—it came out as a stifled thunderclap
inmy throat. | reached for my bottle of water, and guzzled.

"...If memory makes us human, recorded memory makes us civilized,” McNair continued. "The burning
of the ancient library a Alexandria—which reputedly had a copy of every book ever written at that
time—was agreater blow to human civilization than the sacking of Rome. Fortunately, later regimesin
the Church and in Idam did what they could to preserve some of the ancient information...."

Some in the audience were taking notes. | wondered what it would fed like to lose your memory of an
evening like this, then come upon notes you had taken of thislecture. What would it fed liketo read, in
your own hand, notes you had no recollection of writing? Surely if people were suffering bouts of
memory loss around the country, at least afew might have been taking notesin the affected time period?
Then again, some of the people in this audience were taking notes on their [gptops. Coming upon afile
you had no recollection of writing would likely not be quite as disconcerting—it could be explained as
somekind of glitch in adownload, with an incorrect date-stamp, or whateve....

"...Poetry waslikdy initidly invented asamemory-aid," McNair was saying. "Rhymes are Velcro of the
mind. According to McL uhan, poetry became appreciated as an art form only after writing made ora
memory unnecessary—the Iliad and the Odyssey shift in their rolesfrom textbook historiesto epic
entertainment. Not everyone was happy about thisin the ancient world. In the Phaedrus, Socrates
worries that the written word will cause everyone's memory to atrophy. Fortunately—or
unfortunately—for him, his pupil Plato troubled to write thiswrong prediction down...."

Thisguy was good.

Ah, thereshewad! | findly caught sight of Claudiain aquarter-profile of red-brown hair, in arow near
the front and off to the sde. She was seated next to awoman with alight green scarf. That would be
Amy Berman, Claudias friend and a graduate student here. She had told Claudia about McNair....

THE THREE OF uswaited for him after the lecture—Amy had taken a course with McNair at UCLA
last year. " Shall we repair to O'Nedl's for suitable libation?* McNair asked after the introductions were
complete. | likethe use of "repair” in that way.

"Yeah," | said, and weall repaired.

Alas, my cough seemed beyond repair thisnight, but | did my best to keep it in check with dternate Sps
of wine and water.

"So, Amy tells me you recently had amemory loss,” McNair said to Claudia.
She nodded, and gave him the detalls. | offered my hit.

"Yes, | can see how that sort of thing could be distressing, especialy to apolice officer,” he sad,
sympatheticaly. "But | never heard of acough or aflu causing any sort of amnesia. It probably was
psychological—I don't mean to makelight of it, I'm sure it wasred to you—but that would be my guess,
gpeaking as anthropol ogist and not aphysician, of course,”



"|sthere any connection you can think of, in history, between illness and memory?' | pressed.

"Well, plagues, of course, can jeopardize ingtitutiona memory, if they're savage enough,” McNair replied.
"The Black Desath killed as much as three-quarters of the population in some parts of the world in the
fourteenth century—a century before the printing press. Must have wiped out at least some unrecorded
advancesin knowledge." He sipped his cognac.

"But that would be knowledge lost through the death of individuas,”" | said. "Like the solution Fermat
clamed he had, but never published. Those things are fascinating to think about. But I'm redlly
wondering, instead, about any epidemics on record that seemed to take away an evening, an hour, from
those afflicted. Because—" | coughed severd times, harshly, asif to underscore my question. "Excuse
me." | took some water. "Because I'm concerned that might be happening now."

McNair regarded me. "Do you have any evidence of this? Beyond anecdota testimony like Claudiasand
your friend's? I'm not belittling what they experienced, but surdy asa scientist you—"

"Of course—" | coughed again. "Of course you're right to want something more substantid. But so far it's
al sub-rosa Odd ingtances." | took somewine, "l have afriend in Atlantawho'slooking into it.”

"My daughter had an odd experience likethat,” Amy said. "She got an A on an anthropology test, and
swore she had no memory of taking it."

"Redlly?Y ou look too young to have a daughter taking an anthropology course!” | blurted out.

"Thank you." Amy smiled. "I'm thirty-four. Mindy isthirteen, and she'sin aspecid gifted program.”
"WEel, I'm glad to see the program offers courses in anthropology!" McNair said, beaming.

"Did Mindy havethe flu or acough before that incident?" | asked, and of course started coughing again.

"Hard to say,” Amy replied. "The kids have been in and out of the doctor's office ever sincethat heat
wavein January...."

| redized that | was fedling more feverish mysdf. | pushed back my chair and madeto leave. The place
amelled of fine spirits, but | needed fresh air. "'l better get back home," | said. "To bed.”

McNair cleared thisthroat, and nodded in commiseration. "I think I've got alittleitch in here, too," he
sad.

We exchanged cards.

"Good to meet you—wonderful lecture,” | said to him. "Y ou too," | said to Amy. "Thanksfor arranging
this," | said to Claudia, and walked out of O'Neal's, coughing and eyestearing. | took afew breaths and
hailed acab.

Jennawas on the phone when | got home. | looked a mysdlf in the hall mirro—horrible.

| picked up atape recorder sitting on ashelf, and carried it into our bedroom. | had heard alot of
interesting things tonight—idess, theories, possihilities. | didn't want to forget. | rasped what | could
remember into the tape recorder. Ridiculousway tolive.

| AWOKE IN aswesat the next morning, with Jennas cool hand upon my brow.

"Youvegot it full-blown," she said. "Here's some ginger ale, and I'm taking you to the doctor.”



"Too bad they don't make house callsanymore.” | lifted my head from my clammy, clingy pillow.

"Well, at least your long-term memory'sintact,” Jennasaid. "Uncle Eli told me they haven't been doing
that Sncethe seventies.”

"Marcus Welby wasthelast one," | said.
"Who?'

"TV doctor fromthe 1970s" | said. | swalowed alittle ginger de. It felt like broken glass going
down—sad commentary on the state of my throat.

Jennatook mein ataxi to Dr. Steinbuck’s, on East Seventy-eighth.

"Good thing the insurance is paying for this," | groused, and strove, in vain, to find a comfortable spot on
the paidey-upholstered couch in the waiting room. "Hell charge asmal fortuneto say, 'Wdll, it's
probably the flu, can't tell for sure, doesn't matter anyway, and here's a prescription for Omnin just to
make sure pneumoniadoesn't setin.' " | coughed, then shivered.

Jenna rubbed my shoulder.

"Dr. D'Amato?" Nan, the receptioni<t, called out after what felt like amonth and ahalf. | often wondered
how many patients had died in this, and other, waiting rooms, waiting to be seen. Well, maybe | didn't
wonder about that too often, but the thought had occurred to me. At least some hapless schmuck had to
have died that way. | could just see being called in as an investigator on that case....

| took off my clothes, astold, and put on that pathetic piece of wrapping paper they give you in doctors
offices. | coughed and shivered some more.

Steinbuck findly camein, with asmile. "Phil, haven't seen you in awhile. How are you doing?'
"Not good. Otherwise | wouldn't be here," | replied, and smiled back.

"Well, let's see what's going on," Steinbuck said, and gave me the full exam—cold part of the
stethoscope on my chest, tapping my back, looking in my ears and eyes, the whole enchilada. "Well," he
said a lagt, "it's probably the flu that's going around. We can't tell for sure, but it doesn't redlly matter.
Theimportant thing isthat your lungs seem clear and your breathing's okay— means pneumonia hasn't
st in. That'swhat we want to avoid.”

| nodded.

"No point playing around with this, though,” he continued. ™Y ou hear about our new secret-wegpon
antibiotic, Omnin? Well put you right on that."

| nodded again. "Have you heard of any memory loss associated with thisflu?”

Steinbuck looked up from his prescription pad. "No. Why? Have you been having any problemswith
your memory?"'

| shook my head no. " So far, so good. And just to make sure, | took the trouble of reciting yesterday's
recollectionsinto atape recorder before | went to deep, and it jibed completely with what | remembered
thismorning."

Heregarded me. "Good," hefindly said. "But why were you worried about losng your memory inthe
firg place?'



| told him about Jennaand Dugan and Claudia.

"Hmmm," Steinbeck mused. "Memory lossis usudly brought on by undue stress, not enough deep, too
much work—that kind of thing .... Let me know if anything ese develops, especidly with Jenna" He
turned to his pad, and produced his prescription with aflourish. "Omnin, once aday for five days, two
dosesto gtart. That should do it for any serious flu complications.”

| glanced at the prescription, thanked him, and reached for my clothes—

"Just asecond,” | said. Steinbuck was half out the door.

"Yes?' He stuck his head back in.

"Y ou dated this the twenty-sixth," | said, and pointed to the prescription. "Wasn't that yesterday?"
Helooked alittle confused, and shook his head. "No... Isn't today the twenty-sixth?"

"YORK AND EAST Eighty-fifth," Jennatold the cabbie, after shed bundled mein and squeezed in
hersdf. "Well get you homefirst, then I'll go out and get your prescription,” she said to me.

"Herecovered pretty well," | said. Jennaand | had been talking about Steinbuck since we'd waked out
of hisoffice. "But | caught hisexpresson when | first told him he had the wrong date—he definitely lost a
day of memory." | coughed. It hurt.

"Comeon," she said skepticaly. "People make mistakeslike that dl thetime. M.D.s are notorious for
their absentmindedness, just like professors.”

"Thisissomething more,” | ingsted. "It's clearer to methan it isto you because you were one of its
victims. I've had the pleasure of observing it al, in more than one person.”

Jenna considered. "WEell, | admit that the more daysthat go by, thelessI'm clear about what exactly |
forgot.... It'shard to distinguish between what I'm actualy remembering and not remembering now, and
what you say | should be remembering...."

"Entirdy naturd,” | said.

"Likewaking up in the morning thinking you had a phone call in the middle of the night, but not being
certain if you actudly had that call, or you dreamt it," Jennamused.

"My test for that is: Does the memory seem more or lessfirm asthe day progresses? If it getsfuzzier,
then likely it wasadream,” | said.

Jenna nodded. "That'swhy | don't see how you're going to get to the bottom of this. We're deding with
very flimsy stuff here—memories. Let's say there is something going on—little [gpses of
recollection—and it happensdl the time. How could you keep tabs on that? No one would really be
awareof it."

"Some of the lgpses haven't been so little—" | started coughing again. More aggravating than the pain
was the sheer damned monotony of just about everything | uttered being punctuated by a cough.

Jennatook my hand. "The antibiotic should help that. | wish you weren't so stubborn about taking
Robitussn."

"l don't like paliative medicine—I like keeping track of the symptoms.... Anyway, Steinbuck says he's
been fine the last few weeks—he assured me he hasn't had this cough. If he'stelling the truth, that means



that something elseisthe cause of the memory loss.” Our cab turned a corner sharply and | grimaced.
Every musclein my body ached.

"Let'sjust concentrate now on getting you better,” Jennasaid.

| FELT WORSE the next morning—head throbbing, throat burning—and | was swesting and shivering.
And coughing.

"How about some Tylenal to bring down the fever—"Jenna began.
"No, it'snot that high. I've had alot worse than one-oh-one.”

"But why suffer?'

| began to answer, but my throat hurt too much to keep talking.

"Okay, okay, | know—you want to see how this plays out, with aminimum of medication,” Jenna
answered for me.

| nodded, and put my head back on the pillow.
"The antibiotics should kick in later today or tomorrow," she said. "I'll console mysdlf with that.”

| DRIFTED IN and out of deep. | heard some music playing outside ... some old rock 'n' roll, maybe
ealier...."I'm Gonna St Right Down and Write Mysdlf aLetter”...

| started thinking about Socrates ... he didn't like writing, McNair had said.... Who invented writing?
Maybe the ancient Phoenicians ... No, they invented the aphabet.... There were hieroglyphics before the
alphabet, but McNair said Socrates didn't like the alphabet.... Why did the Phoeniciansinvent it?

| was soaked in swest.... Maybe Jenna was right about the Tylenal.... | fell back adeep....

The phone rang the next morning ... or maybe | was dreaming.... McNair was talking again ... about
Lindisfarne, forgetfulness, Darius Morton, the aphabet, the sea peoples, the Phoenicians, Julian Jaynes,
Marshdl McLuhan ... | was asking questions.... Maybe | should write this stuff down. But | fell back
adeep ... or maybe | wasjust dreaming that | fell back adeep.... Does dreaming of deeping give you
doubletherest? | needed dl | could get....

| AWOKE AGAIN. It looked like late morning. "'l fed alot better,” | called out to Jenna.
She came into the bedroom and smiled at me. "Right on schedule. Want some breskfast? It's past noon.”
| nodded.

"Should | get you the phone for McNair?Y ou said you had afew more questions for him, and | should
remind you to call him back assoon asyou felt up toit.”

| put my arms through my polo shirt and looked at her. It felt good to move without amillion nerves
objecting, but—

"Y ou don't remember McNair?' she asked, concerned.

"l remember him," | said. "l remember him. | just don't remember asking you to remind meto call him
back. When did | do that?"



"Yesterday," shesaid. "Y esterday afternoon, after you got off the phone with him. Y ou were ill alittle
feverish, but you seemed to have agood talk with him—do you remember that?"

| shook my head no. "Damnit. I'll cal him right now."
| finished dressing, and fished his card out of my wallet. Jenna brought me the phone.

| caled the number on his card—looked like his office at UCLA. "Professor McNair's office" awoman
answered.

"Hi, Phil D'Amato calling Professor McNair. | believe heand | talked on the phone yesterday
afternoon—"

"l was out yesterday with asick kid," she answered. "And Professor McNair'swifejust called—he'slad
up with that flu bug. Soundslike hell be out the rest of the week.”

THREE

| wasonaplaneto L.A. five days|ater—as soon as McNair was well enough to see me, and | waswell
enough to fly. The two dates fortunately coincided.

There wasn't much else that was lucky in thismess.
| was atotal blank on the conversation that Jennawas sure | had had with McNair.

He said—when | had findly reached him by phone— that he more or lessremembered it, but his bout
with the flu had left him abit fuzzy on just about everything he had done (he few days before. Not an
outright memory losslike Jennas and Claudia's and mine. Just your garden-variety blurry memory that
lots of folks have when they're sick or getting that way. Stuffed heads and watery eyes were never
conduciveto clear recollections. But given the endangered species that memories seemed to be these
days, any losswas notable, especidly one which might hold a clue to the cause of the bigger losses.

The plane arrived twenty minutes early, amazingly. | had the cabbie drop me off aflew blocksfrom
McNair's home on Sunset Boulevard, on the edge of the UCLA campus. | used the found timeto takein
the scenery—around here awak down the block was like going to the New Y ork Botanical Gardens. |
spotted alarge, tropical insect feeding on an orange flower. | looked more closdly at the vibrating form,
suspended in breath-taking air just beyond the petas. It was actudly atiny hummingbird, splendid in
blues and greens. | had never seen one before like thisin the real world, outside of an aviary....

Even the sign SUNSET BOULEVARD had amagic. Gloria Swanson, Carol Burnett, Harvey Korman,
Erich von Stroheim... What wasthat line? "I'm ready for my close-up, Mr. DeMille!"

| knocked on McNair's door.

An dtractive blonde, clad inloose canvas shorts and halter top, let meinwith abig smile. "Phil
D'Amato? I'm Rhonda, Robbies wife—he'sin the sunroom.” She looked to bein her late twenties, about
twenty years younger than McNair. She led me to the sunroom.

It was sunny indeed, bedecked with pams of varying sze and foliage. McNair was reclining in achair.
He made to get up when | entered the room.

"No, please, Sit," | said, and gestured for him to stay in the chair. "Thanks for letting me come see you.”
Hedidn't look very good—worse than I'd expected. He was still pretty sick.



He coughed and braved a amile. "It seems we have some common interests,” he said.

Rhonda pointed meto awicker chair with pillows. "Can | get you something to drink, Phil?*

"Uh, sure, thanks—orangejuice.”

"You bet," shesaid, and left.

| turned to McNair. "So | seeyou're still struggling with the bug—I can come back tomorrow.”

"l think it'sfindly leveling off—five lousy days," he responded. "I look worsethan | fed."

"What are you taking for it?" | asked.

"Not much," hereplied. "Just alot of vitamin C, zinc candy, garlic—I likethe natural Stuff.”

"Niceif itworks" | said. At least he didn't seem any worse than I'd been—if anything, alittle better.

"S0, you got your Department to fly you out here," he asked, and cleared histhroat. "Easier prying funds
from palice departments than universty departments, I'd imagine." He laughed, coughed, and drank from
atall glassof iced tea. Condensation ran down its Sides.

"The city doesn't want to get bit in the ass by some mystery epidemic,” | said. "The scareswe've had the
past few years are enough.”

McNair nodded, and sipped more tea.

| looked at him. "My problemis| don't quite know whereto begin,” | said. "Possibly you told me
something important in that phone conversation that | can't remember.”

McNair returned the gaze.

Rhonda came in with my orangejuice. "Here you are, Phil."

"Thanks." | sipped. It was ddlicious.

She put her arm around McNair and kissed his cheek. They made a striking couple, sun and night.
"I guess | remember mogt of that conversation,” McNair said. "It was mostly about the dphabet.”
"Yes?' | encouraged.

Rhonda kissed him again, gave me asmile, and | eft the room.

"About its history, itsorigins,” McNair continued.

"Why would | think that was important?*

"Ah, that's easy. Because most people think the a phabet wasinvented by the Phoenicians asamemory
ad—ashorthand, dang improvement over hieroglyphics, to keep track of their maritime transactions.”

"We're going alittle too fast for me here—I don't get what you mean by dang hieroglyphics.” | loved the
way this guy talked and thought. It was dmost poetry. But it was hard to pin down the meaning.

"Oh, sorry," McNair said, and took some moretea. "That's basic to media historians and
anthropol ogists. The Egyptian hieroglyphic system ruled the world of writing then, you see. But it wasa



difficult system to learn and use—you had to master a separate little picture, or combination of pictures
and little strokes, for every word you wished to write."

"Like Chinese writing today?"

"Precisdy,” McNair replied. "But the alphabet is much faster, dicker, cooler—twenty-six |etters that look
like nothing in themsdves, and therefore you can make them mean anything you want them to. All you
have to do is recombine them— like DNA, right? Looks nothing like the organisms it commands proteins
into being. That's one of your specidties, isntit?'

| smiled. "Usudly for meit's DNA tagging degth, not life”

McNair continued. "Anyway, the smart money says that the Phoenicians cooked it up—invented the
a phabet—as aquick way of keeping track of al of their commercid whedlings and dedings.”

"Fascinating,” | said, though | ill couldn't quite see what relevance it had to our current problem of
memory loss. "How far did they, ah, whed and deal? Did they encounter an illness somewhere which
weakened their memory, and that's why they invented the a phabet?"

"Good question,” McNair replied. "Y ou asked me that on the phone last week. ‘I don't know about that,’
was my answer. | mean, | don't know if the Phoenicians suffered any plagues. | canlook into that. But
how far did they roam in their ships, buying and sdlling and trading? Well, the Mediterranean was their
lake. And they traded for tin asfar north as England. Some people think they even made it acrossthe
Atlantic, to the East Coadt.”

Rhonda entered again, with an gpology. " Sorry to interrupt,” she said. Sheturned to McNair.
"Samanthas here with her master's thesis—she said you told her that you wanted to see her for aminute
when she got here”

McNair nodded.

Rhondaturned to me. "He dways makes apoint of personally accepting his students theses,” she
explained. "Samanthas one of hisbest students.”

McNair started getting up, and | helped him.

"See?| told you | was better than | looked," he said to me, and walked out of the room. He was a it
wobbly but in no danger of faling, with Rhonda holding hisarm.

| shook my head in admiration. Always good to meet another stubborn soul.
| looked at the near wall and two bookcases of handsome oak, chock-full of grest titles.

| walked over and pulled one out: The Origin of Consciousness in the Breakdown of the Bicameral
Mind by Julian Jaynes. Where had | heard that name before? The book had astriking cover—thetitlein
black |etters on a bright white background. What atide....

"A red eye-opener, isntit?’
| hadn't heard McNair come back in the room. My head must have been in the book for fifteen minutes.
"Yeah," | agreed.

"So what do you make of histheory that peoplein Homer'stime were not redlly sdf-aware—didn't have
the same sense of sdlf that dl of us now take for granted, as part of our humanity— and writing, the



aphabet, somehow changed that?' McNair asked, setting himsalf carefully back in hischair.

"Pretty far-fetched,” | said. "1 can buy that at some point in our human past, we didn't have complete
consciousness—we were more like, | don't know, chimps or apes. But I'd expect (hat state of mind—or
lack of it—to have been alot further back than Homer. And | don't see how just the process of reading
could have changed that, and made usfully ... self-aware."

"Jaynes thinks that reading and writing silenced the interna voi ces—the communication that went from
one sde of the brain to the other,” McNair said. "And the result was our unified consciousness.”

"Could writing have been that important?'

"Oh, | doubt it,” McNair replied. "Not to mention that it's hard to fathom how writing—or the
a phabet—could have been invented in the first place by people who lacked our level of salf-awareness.”

| nodded.

McNair went on. "But assuming that Jaynes might have been right about at least the first part of his
theory—though maybe his dating was off—what would your favorite candidate be for breaking down
the bicamera mind, and making usfully conscious?'

| consdered. "Something physicd, | don't know—some kind of powerful naturd radiation, maybe anew
type of food, maybeavirus...."

"A virus," McNair repested. " So you think illness somehow made us conscious, and now it's making us
lose our memory?' He started coughing, then wheezing. Rhonda hurried in from the next room with an
inhaler. | helped get it on McNair'sface. He seemed OK. Then my cell phone rang.

It was Jenna. "They have a suspect in the Riverside case. There was an attempted assault in the park last
night. The victim got away, and Dugan says they just picked someone up on her description. He saysit's
connected to the strangling. They want you on the red-eye back to New Y ork—tonight.”

ED MONTI WASwaiting for me at Kennedy. My mind was still focused on the memory loss, but I'd
haveto put at least alittle of that aside now for the more prosaic puzzles of murder. Multitasking—the
Spirit of our age.

| shook Ed's hand. " So we can cross off the lesbian-lover angle now?' | asked.
"Thelover, but maybe not the lesbian,” Ed replied.

"The suspect'sawoman?’

Ed nodded. "And the victim got a point-blank look at her.”

Hefilled mein on the detail sin a cab back to One Police Plazain Manhattan. Carol Michosky lived on
West End Avenue, ablock from Riverside Drive and the park and the scene of the Murphy murder.
Michosky was twenty-three, blonde, and looked alot like Murphy. Michosky waswalking to her
gpartment building around seven P.M. lagt night, arms full with two packages of groceries she had just
purchased on Broadway, ablock over from West End, to the east. She had afeeling that someone was
following her. Weve found that often those fedlings come from the victim's actualy having caught a
glimpse of the assailant. Michosky said that as she entered the courtyard of her building, the fedling that
she was being followed grew stronger, overwhel ming. She wheeled around and confronted a
woman—who apologized for startling Michosky, and asked her how to get to anearby thesater.
Relieved, Michosky gave the woman directions, turned to go into her building—then suddenly felt some



rough garment around her neck, cutting off her air supply. She dropped her packages, struggled. She
began to get dizzy, and sank to the ground. " She was sure she was about to die," Ed said. But with her
vison hazy, she spotted a package of Reynold's a uminum wrap on the ground. She grabbed it, and
jabbed it into what she thought was her attacker's midriff. The assailant cried out and released her.
Michosky turned around and the lant was gone.

"Is Michosky one hundred percent certain that the woman who startled her with the question about the
theater was her assailant?" | asked.

"She saysyes—she got aquick look at her would-be strangler in the struggle,” Ed replied. "But that's
obvioudy awesk link. She's certain that her assallant—the voice that cried out after thetinfoil jab—was
awoman. And Michosky gave a detailed description of the woman who startled her—Michosky isan
evening art sudent at the Fashion Ingtitute of Technology— did | tell you that?—so she presumably hasa
pretty good eyefor visua detail. A patrol car spotted awoman who fit the description, about two hours
later. They took her in for questioning. She has no dibi. She admitsthat she wasin the area, wasthinking
of going to amovie there, and may have asked one or two peoplefor directions.”

"Shedidn't actudly go to any movie?' | asked. "She—"

Ed rapped on the glass partition to get the cabbie's attention. "Do you think that next time we pull up to
an intersection with ayelow light, you could try going through it rather than stopping? Werein alittle bit
of ahurry here."

"Safety. More important than speed,” the cabbie replied, in aPak or Indian accent.

Ed turned to me, rolled his eyes. "The suspect says no about the movie—the weather was so nice, she
decided instead to just keep walking around.”

"It was nice herelast night?' Couldn't have been asnice asin Cdifornia, | thought.

"Ohyeah, ared lovely evening for thistime of year— amost bamy," Ed said.

"Anyone examine her midriff for aorasions or black-and-blue marks?' | asked.

"Y eah, but she's clean there," Ed replied. "We don't know, of course, how hard Michosky jabbed her."

| nodded. " And whether there are any marks would also depend on what kind clothing she had on—how
many layers, how loose-fitting. Though if it waswarm, she likely wouldn't have been wearing anything too

heavy.

Our cab pulled up to One Police Plaza. "They're bringing Michosky in for alineup in about haf an hour."
Ed looked at hiswatch. "Dugan says you can use the bathroom off his office to freshen up.”

"Okay," | said. "This seems more or |ess cut-and-dried—no worse than the usual complicationsin seeing
if we have atrue perp in hand. Why do you think they yanked me back here from Cdifornia?"

"They were jedous?' Ed asked, with alaugh.
| looked a him.

"All right, heré's abetter answer: They're alittle concerned with this memory business. Y ou'rethe
resident expert on that. They want to make sure it doesn't happen again and mess up this
case—assuming that we can see it coming thistime and can do something to prevent it."



THE LINEUP WAS ready ninety minutes later. It consisted of five women, in their midto late twenties.
One was Claudia Gonzaes. Three others were aso policewomen. The fifth was the suspect— Shardee
Boland, abrunette, aso in her late twenties. She had no record.

Dugan walked in, dong with DA Tomahawk, and afew of the detectives who were investigating the
case.

"Helo, Elaine | smiled at her and Dugan.
Elane nodded.

"Thanks for coming back on such short notice," Dugan told me. "The commissioner asked meto take a
gpecid interest in this case. No one likes college-girl assaults—they're bad for the city's reputation. Well
talk about what you learned in Cdifornialater.”

"Sure" | sad.
"Arewe ready to get started?’ Elaine asked.

"We'rewaiting for Boland's attorney,” Dugan began, just asaman about forty in ablue Armani suit
walked through the door.

"Albert Everett, attorney for the defense,” he said with his patented panache. Everett was one of the best
defense attorneysin town.

"Good to seethat Ms. Boland is so well represented,” Elaine said drily. But sheforced asmileto Everett.
"Her father ishimself an eminent copyright attorney,” Everett replied. "We've been friendsfor years.”
"Didn't know that," Elaine sad.

"But it hardly matters,” Everett continued. "She didn't do it—the worgt attorney in the world could get her
off."

"Right," Elainesaid. "Bring in Ms. Michosky," she said to one of the detectives.

Caral Michosky joined usaminute later. She did ook alot like Jillian Murphy—a disconcerting
observation, because the only way | had ever seen Murphy was stretched out dead on Ed's autopsy
table.

The detective painstakingly explained the lineup process to Michosky—she should take her time, be
absolutely sure, just likethey doit ontelevison ...

The curtain opened on the five women standing on the other side of the one-way-vision partition.
Michosky looked very carefully at the lineup.

"That's her!" she spoke up. "Shetried to strangle me!"

At least one detective standing next to me hissed.

The finger on Michosky's outstretched hand was pointed at Claudia Gonzales.

"SHE LIKELY GOT aglimpse of Gonzadesin the precinct last night," Elaine said. She, Ed, Dugan, and |
were in Dugan's office for a postmortem of the dead-end lineup.



"Gonzaeswasthere part of the evening,” Dugan admitted, tiredly. "It'sunclear if they actudly met." He
wiped a spot of something off his cherrywood desk with atissue.

"All shed need isaglimpse” | said. "If shewas unclear or forgot the actud incident, Gonzales face
would be the only onethat looked familiar." And Michosky had indeed become confused, now claiming
that she remembered less and less of the attack, and couldn't be certain if she was remembering what had
actualy happened, or what people dl around her were talking about.

All too familiar tome....
"But shewas crystd-clear last night," Dugan inssted. "What the hell happened, someone got to her?”
"Nah," | said. "Thisdoesn't look to be amob thing."

"Amnesiaof various types can sometimes be brought on by thiskind of trauma,” Ed offered. "It's
textbook, unfortunatdy.”

"Y ou think traumafrom the attack caused this, or did the memory thing that you'reinvestigating?' Dugan
asked me. "Damniit, | had afeding something like thiswas going to happen—that'swhy | caled you
back from Cdifornia."

"I asked her if shed been sick,” | replied. " She says she's been under the weether alittle lately, but
nothing serious™

"So we catch Boland an hour after the attempted crime, on a pinpoint-accurate description given by the
victim," Elanefindly said, having listened with growing impatience to our seminar on memory, "and she
goddamn walks." She straightened her plain, beige suit jacket and shook her head.

AN ARTICLE IN the Wall Street Journal afew days later—DOCS

>

SELF-MEDICATE WITH ANTIBIOTICSAS A PRECAUTION—got me thinking about the memory
problem from adightly different angle. Unidentified public-hedth officids quoted in the article worried
that M.D.swho used antibiotics to keep themsaves from getting sick might be exacerbating the danger of
bacteria building up resistance to antibiotics viatoo much exposure in the population. "It starts for some
in medical school,” the article explained, but "there are no statistics on how many M.D.s continue to take
powerful antibiotics prior to the appearance of any symptoms, asa precaution againg fdling ill."

| leaned back in my chair, put my feet up on my office desk, and wondered if Steinbuck, my doctor, was
one of those who sdlf-medicated. He apparently hadn't had the cough, but | was virtualy certain that heldd
suffered amemory loss. | could cal and ask him, but who knew if held tell me the truth?

Okay, put Steinbuck aside, for the moment.

Dugan had had the cough, took medication, had the memory loss. Same with Jenna, Claudia, and me.
But McNair was sick as adog, and so far had no memory loss. And he abhorred antibiotics.

What about Carol Michosky?

She hadn't been feeling well lately, sheld said. Could she have been a bit of a hypochondriac, and
s f-medicated with Omnin?

It wasn't too difficult to get a prescription from an obliging doc, or maybe a friend had been prescribed



Omnin but didn't take it, or maybe someonein her family was a pharmacit... Lots of possible avenues.
| picked up the phone and cdlled her.

"Ohno," shesaid. "I hate antibiotics—they make me break out in hives. | never take them unlessI'm
redlly at death's door with something.”

Damnit. | believed her. Why would she lie about something like that?
| hung up, and fiddled with my papers and notes.

It looked like I might have been on to something—Omnin, the cure, not theillness, as somehow being the
source of the memory loss.

But Carol had amemory problem, and hadn't taken Omnin. And | certainly had no proof about
Steinbuck.

| Sighed.

Crossthe antibiotic off thelist, or at least put a couple of more question marks after it. The people and
their behavior and symptomsjust didn't seem to add up on that one.

But what did, in this cregping annesa that was now serioudy undermining police work and
who-knew-how-many persond relationships?

A lone shaft of late-afternoon sunlight illuminated the particles of dust suspended in the air between the
window of my office and my desk. It fell just short of my face.

At thispoint, | was till mostly in the dark about what was going on.

FOUR

| drove up to Cape Cod on the weekend to see Andy Weinberg, who was at a conference at the Ocean
Edge mansion in Brewster, on the bay. The conference wastitled Deadly Plaguesin the New
Millennium: How Likely?

| couldn't think of amuch moreimportant topic. But I had my mind on dightly smdler things.

The sand was a hit too cold to be comfortable, but the sun was bright on thislate-April day. | took my
sneakers off anyway and rolled up my jeans and walked barefoot on the beach. Andy wasn't quite as
adventurous—he kept his sneskerson. | did take the precaution of tying mine together in aknot and
hanging them around my neck, just in case the soles of my feet got numb from the cold.

"Theflu isreceding with the winter, like it dwaysdoes" Andy said, looking at the water, which like the
winter was aso in ebb tide.

"l dmogt wish it wouldn't,” | said, "so we could have more time to study whatever it was that happened
the past few months."

"Well, epidemics are like that,” Andy said. "They tend to come and go on their own schedules.”
"So you'd label the cough and flu as an epidemic thisyear?' | asked.

Andy shrugged. "It'sjust aname—all semantics. But the number of victims—of peoplemissing
work—was pretty impressive. We're fill not sureif it was one bug, or two, or more.”



He stopped by asmdll patch of bright green seagrass. "Amazingly tolerant of different environments,”
Andy said, and touched one of the wet bladeswith hisfinger. | did the same. It fdt dick, and sharpasa
razor on the edge—like it could dice through your finger if you weren't careful. "I've beeninlove with this
stuff sncel wasakid,” Andy continued. "Twice aday it'stotally underwater, during high tide. Twicea
day it'sright out hereinthe open air, likeit isnow. And it doesfineal thetime."

| nodded. "But the patch is pretty small." It was aragged square, about eight or nine feet long. | didn't
see any others on the beach. | dso didn't see what this had to do with the cough and the memory loss,
but Andy sometimes had away of approaching important points he wanted to make obliqudly, froma
seemingly unrelated angle. And this seagrass was beguiling in its quiet audacity, just growing out here,
vivid green, in the middle of a half-drenched shore.

"Theresa powerful network of roots underneath,” Andy said. "Depending upon tidal patterns, storm
activity that shifts sands, overal weather conditions, the roots send up more or fewer blades. Some years
theré's hardly any grassat all. Then the next year the grass comes back four timesthe area of this. On
some parts of the coast it stretches for miles. But the roots are there, under the surface, al thetime,
unless conditions are so bad in aparticular spot that they're totally wiped out. A lot like virusesvis-a-vis
their human hosts—aways there, dways under the surface, some years they come out more than others.”

Ah, so here perhaps was the relevance.

"Whatever caused the cough this season haslikely been around for years,” he went on, "maybe centuries,
even millennia. The more we study these things, the more we redlize they're nothing new."

"Y eah, but the symptoms are different,” | said.

"Arethey? That'swhat you've got to investigate. The CDC smply doesn't have the interest, officially—I
think you'l find no government agency will."

"Why not?" | pressed.

"The symptoms are bel ow the radar—they're not important enough, not disruptive enough,” Andy
responded.

"Hobbling amurder investigation isn't important?" | countered.

"Not when there are people actualy dying of other illnesses,” Andy said. " Show me a stone-cold
murderer who actually got away because of this amnesia business—show methat ten, ahundred
times—and then youll get officid nationd interest in this™”

| Sghed.

"I'm not saying 1'm not interested,” Andy said. "1 am—even though | had the damn thing and haven't lost
asecond of memory, asfar as| know."

"Y ou didn't take Omnin." | had told him about my shortlived antibiotic theory.

"Turns out most peopledidnt,” Andy said. "Actua prescriptions were much lower than initidly
projected.”

"Maybe that's why we don't have more verified cases of memory loss” | said.

Andy laughed, and shook his head. "That's assuming the very point in dispute—that Omnin somehow
caused theloss of memory. Y ou know, the FDA put it through all the usud tests before dlowing it out on



the market. Not that those tests are infalible, but they certainly would have picked up any side effects as
serious as amnesia. Anyway, it's not even clear at this point how many actual cases of memory losswe
have"

| started to object that Statistics and surveys weren't everything—

Andy interrupted. "Phil, I'm with you, personally—I agree that theré's something more than alittle
peculiar going on. I've known you too long to think for aminute that you're just making al of thisup. I'm
just saying that, &t this point, any investigation into what you think is happening will have to be done off
the books, at least asfar asmy involvement in any official capacity is concerned. Y ou've gone that route
before.”

| nodded. The tory of my life.

"All right," Andy said. "So let's get back to your question about symptoms. Y our hypothesisisthat this
memory lossis something new. Okay. That can be tested against history—have there been any timesin
the past in which any significant number of people reported losing their memories? A yes might be more
vauableto usat this point than ano—if memory losses did occur in the past, we can see what elsethe
two times, theirs and ours, have in common.”

| took a deep breath of the sdty air. "How far back do you want to go?'

WE WALKED ALONG the shore, past acropping of glistening black stones, freshly uncovered by the
still-receding tide. Gulls hovered above, dropping clams and mussals and other shelled creaturesthey had
captured, so they fell and broke open on the rocks. Each shell made aloud crack! asit metitsfate—like
afinger-snapping scorecard of the seagulls triumph. "That's a pretty old technology right there)" | said
admiringly, and pointed at the birds. "Human technology is supposed to have begun in equivaent
ways—from what |'ve read—in opportunistic use of materias already present in the environment, like
rocks."

Andy nodded. "Y ou dways had ayen for history. So | assume you've dready done some digging into the
history of epidemicsand memory loss?"

| told him about McNair. "Not much that | can find—or anyone else seemsto know—on that score. But
McNair'swork seemsin someway relevant. What do you know about the Phoenicians?'

Andy opened his hands. "Not much. They thrived around the same time as the ancient Egyptians—or
part of that time. They sailed around the Mediterranean. Their home base was where Lebanon istoday.
Didn't they found acolony in North Africawhich later became Carthage?'

"Yeah," | said. "They apparently also invented our a phabet.”
"Interesting,” Andy said. "Doesthat have relevance to our problem?’

"Well, McNair looks at writing, the dphabet in particular, asagreat memory aid,” | replied. A seagulll
shrieked overhead. "Which of courseitis.”

"So you're thinking ... that maybe the Phoenicians invented the a phabet because they were suffering from
widespread memory |0ss?"

"The thought occurred to me, yes," | replied.

"Any proof—documents, whatever, from the time—to support this?' Andy asked.



"Nonethat McNair knowsof," | said. "It'sdl speculation asto why they invented it.” We started walking
the beach again. My feet were beginning to fed alittle cold. "Did the Phoenicians suffer any plagues,
epidemics?’ | asked.

"I'm not sure about the Phoenicians,” Andy replied. "1 know the Carthaginians did—in Hanniba'stime.
I've seen it argued that Hannibal |ost the second Punic war to the Romans because his men were too sick
to fight—and the Romans were fine, because the battles were fought near their home ground, and they
hed immunity to whatever it was that got the Carthaginianssick.”

"Hmmm ... intriguing,” | said. "'l think I've seen that theory, too, now that you mention it. But Hannibal
can't be very relevant to the invention of the a phabet—he crossed the Alps agood millennium later."

| DROVE BACK to the city that evening. The Cape had been beautiful. | could fed its pastelsdraining
from my perception, and not just because it was dark outside.

| would have jJumped in the bay—I love cold water—but my toes had insisted that it was too cold even
for me. | made amenta noteto return for along swim in the summer with Jenna. Menta notes....
Anything that smacked of memory left asour taste in my mouth these days.

Too bad | had to leave the Cape right now, with or without the swim. There was no doubt | could learn
more from Andy. But my cell phone had informed me about another Riverside attack—and this one was
amurder, with no gpparent witnesses at dll.

| cursed under my bresth as | drove towards Providence. The two big aggravationsin my life these
days—the memory loss and the Rivers de assaults—had no deep connection | could fathom. Just two big
pieces of bad news, unfolding at the same time. But our investigation of the murders was definitely being
hamstrung by the amnesia. And every time something new happened in Riverside Park, aface leered out
to taunt me that | hadn't made more progress on the amnesia. My face...

It was Dugan's face that was talking to me the next morning—Sunday—for apecid briefing in his office.
Just him and me. "Everyone e seisaready up-to-speed on this, so | figured I'd give them the day off,"
Dugan said. "Officer Gonzaesis out of town—her mother had astroke, in Philadelphia.”

| felt bad for Claudia, but was glad for her that at least she wasn't in any way involved in the new murder.
No one could have felt worse than she had, when Carol Michosky picked her out of the lineup. Sheld
been carrying around aload of guilt aready for blacking out on thefirst Riverside crime.

Dugan was painting the context for me, which | well knew. "The mayor'slivid about this" Dugan said,
"thisis not the kind of town we want—"

I'd heard this all before. | didn't need that kind of motivation—I'd help solve this, whatever the public
relations. That was my job.

"—We haveto get a better handle on these kinds of cases, much sooner,” Dugan continued. "Maybe we
should get cracking on that specid unit | wastaking to you about last month—"

"What did you say?'
"What? About the specia unit?Y ou seemed to think it was agood idea—"
"Y ou remember that now?"

"Why shouldn't 17" Dugan looked at melike | was the one who was crazy.



"Because you haven't for more than amonth.”

Dugan continued to stare. "Look, Phil, whatever's going on in your head about the specia task force, we
can dedl with it later. Let's get back to the murders—"

| held up aplacating hand. "Just humor me for afew more minutes. What exactly do you remember
about our conversation about the specia task force, and its aftermath?’

Dugan made adisgruntled sound. "For God's sake, we talked abouit it right herein my office. You said
you wanted to think about it. Then..."

| waited afew long seconds. "Y es?'

"Then ... Wdll, with dl thisfocus on the Riverside killings, | guessthe specid unit got lost in the shuffle.”
He cleared histhroat. "That'swhy | brought it up again just now—I il think it'sagood idea....”

"Y ou don't remember the aftermath, do you?' | said.
Dugan's cheeks flushed. "Goddamn it Phil, I'm not one of your witnesseson tria herel™
"I'm not alawyer, I'm just trying to get to the bottom of this," | replied. "Wereon dl onthesame side.”

Dugan camed down abit, and reflected. "I guess| don't remember too clearly what happened right after
| made the proposa,” he admitted. "l was sick asadog.”

| nodded.

"So what exactly do you recall happening then?' he asked.

"| tried to tell you that I'd thought it over, and wanted to head up the specid task force—"
Dugan looked at me, quizzicaly now.

"—and you had no recollection of making thet offer in thefirst place.

| WENT BACK to my office. There was a peace in coming into your office on a Sunday, when most of
the usua people with their usua problemsweren't around.

Thismemory craziness was mutating into some kind of memory swapping, at least for Dugan, who now
recalled what he had &t first forgotten, and could not remember that he had forgotten it in the first place.

| called Jenna. She still had no recollection of my marriage proposal, but her piece of memory had been
lost after Dugan's. Presumably it still had afew daysto return, if that's what was going on here.

We got off the phone.
| tried to put some of the parts together—or, at least, identify them.

The key no doubt resided in the nature of memory. If | could know more about that, | would have a
better chance of understanding what was disrupting it. | spent afew hours on the Internet.

From thereading | had been doing since dl of this had begun—and from what | already had acquired on
the subject over the years—it was clear that no one had much knowledge of exactly how memory
worked.

Engrams and al kinds of markers were proposed as the units of memory, and theories abounded asto



how such units behaved and interacted. They were thought to be not additive but synergistic, so that a
new memory transformed earlier memories, in the way that a pinch of orange powder dropped into a
glass of water gave you not orange powder plus water, but water transformed into an orange liquid.

Most psychologists also agreed that the markers of memory were chained or linked together not only in
before-and-after patterns, but in adensdly packed web that radiated in al directions—an arrangement
which would account not only for straightforward memory but cregtive legps of imagination. Some
researchers contended that memories of specific events were redundantly stored in severd or lots of
placesin the network, or in aprimary place with what amounted to backup.

That could explain what had happened to Dugan: His primary memory of talking to me about the task
force had been short-circuited. Eventualy his backup had kicked in—rebooted and replaced the
damaged part of his system—s0 hislost memory returned. But the replacement also took out some of his
newer memories, those that had accrued sometime between theinitial damage and the rebooting.... There
were indeed some reported cases of amnesiain which a series of memoriesrippled out and in, like so
many markers going back and forth and back again in agame of mentd poker.

Okay, so that at least offered an explanation for one aspect of Dugan'slittle odyssey.
But what caused it?

No one seemed to know what was responsible for the memory markersin thefirst place. All | could find
were generdities about neurochemica networks—I guessthislack of specific knowledge was not
surprising, sncewe didn't have much in the way of precise explanation of how the mind itsdf performed
in the human brain. Some psychol ogists even denied that there was amind, or anything beyond the sheer
physicd brain.

But what could the source of memory be, that it could be injured in the way it had been with Jennaand
Claudia and me and Dugan, and now Dugan again with this memory swapping?

Wheat kind of network gets knocked out by aflu or whatever, and then, in the case of Dugan,
regenerates, recharges, but loses something in the process? If that's how some amnesias worked, what
wasit that those amnesias were attacking?

The shape of this problem and its possible solution came right from the resllm of classic forensic science:
Y ou needed detailed knowledge of the victim, memory, in order to more specificaly identify the assailant,
amnesa

Damnit, | still had afeding that the assailant in this case wasn't the cough or the flu per se. | kept coming
back to the Omnin. Dugan had taken it. And as of now, he had had the strangest memory symptoms.

Antibiotics. What werethey? Anti-life, literally—they destroyed living organisms. They killed bacteria.
But they had no effect on human brains, or memory, asfar | knew. Still, Omnin was something
new—available thisyear for thefirst time. Maybe it had some sort of new effect after all—one that the
FDA had missed. Wouldn't bethefirst time, especialy given something as dippery as memory. Everyone
redlized that the FDA wasn't omniscient.

But other people had lost pieces of their memory—Steinbuck, my doctor; Carol Michosky—and they
hadn't taken Omnin. Or, at least, in Michosky's case, she had told me she never took antibiotics. And |
really had no knowledge one way or the other about Steinbuck.

| pulled out someindex cards. | till liked working with them, even though | dso liked computers. Maybe
| should start approaching this problem the ol d-fashioned way; investigate the network of memory not



only with the network of computers, but with something more tangible than fleeting, invisible eectricity—
bring into play the paper perspective. I'd make acard for each person | knew who had any connection at
al to the memory loss, and write down al pertinent information about them. Maybe the problem was that
someone—ddiberately or not— was leaving out some important detail. Maybe that'swhy this ill didn't
seem to add up. Maybe someone waslying.

But who?

It occurred to methat, in acase involving memory |oss, there was no need to look for liars. Innocent loss
of memory could account for information withheld. And the withholders were al the more difficult to
identify, because they had no ideathey were withholding....

| shook my heed. I'd find out more when other people's memories started coming back—including my
own.... Assuming they did. And assuming that their recovery didn't erase another piece of the picture, as
it had with Dugan.

Andy had suggested consulting history. That was a good place to start, too.

Y eah, history was a so riddled with missing pieces, transformed recollections, winking in and out like a
congellation of faulty neon lights acrossthe ages....

FIVE

Jenna's memory returned eight nightslater. "1 love you," she said to me, about one o'clock in the morning.
| was leaning over to turn out the light, my back to her, just aswe were about to go to deep. And | knew
immediately from the tone of her voice that she remembered.

| turned to her, and she kissed me, full on thelips.

"l won't say I'm sorry | ever doubted you," she eventually said, "because I'm sure | didn't, and | don't
remember if | did."”

| had aready told Jenna about Dugan and his memory recovery and new 10ss, so she was prepared for
what might happen to her. | waited for my own missng memories to come back—I wanted every bit of
my lost conversation with McNair, especialy given hisfuzzy rendition of what he later told mewe had
talked about.

| dso worried about va uable subsequent insghts | might lose. What should | do? Write down everything
| knew or thought | knew about this memory puzzle? | had aready been doing that. | had told Jenna
exactly where my computer files and index cards were stored—three copies, in three different places, for
safety's sake. But there were some threads of thought, parts of ideas, quick bits of insight that had half
occurred to me when | was nowhere near acomputer or an index card, and | never wrote them down....

And what about new connections | was entertaining for thefirst timein my head? What would happen to
those livetrains of thought if segments suddenly went missing? Would the trains be knocked completely
off-track?

Wi, they weren't exactly racing anywhere brilliant as yet, anyway, so maybe | shouldn't worry too much
about their derailment.

And | had to give a least some thought to the damn Riverside homicides. Unlike murdered memories,
murdered people never came back to life. They deserved my first attention.

ED MONTI, DUGAN, and | werein Dugan's office for the third meeting in aweek. Since our



procedure was ameeting per murder, the mood was worse than grim. Some of the mediawere now
cdling thekiller "the Grandson of Sam." Others, aware of the distaff angle, were braying about "the
Daughter of Sam." Two different takes on the Son of Sam—David Berkowitz, lso known as"the
A4-Cdiber Killer"—who had held the city hostage with a series of lovers lane-like murdersin the
summer of 1977, dramatized in Spike Lee's movie Summer of Sam in the 1990s....

Count on the mediato whip the city up into anew frenzy. Though | supposeit was good that people
were scared to death of Riversde Park. Better being frightened than found dead there.

"It'sgood that Gonzales got her memory back." Ed grasped for a bright spot.

Dugan shifted uncomfortably. He preferred not talking about anyone's memory |oss—or recovery—if he
could helpit. He forced himsdlf. "Won't help much &t this point,” he said. "Enough people were witnessto
her memory lapse that anything she recalls now is suspect. And shedidn't redly seealot inthefirst place.
Rubin wasjust aggravated because losing her testimony about the conditions of that first murder—the
position of the body, and al of that—seemed like ablow then, when there was just one murder. Not a
good way to begin to gather evidence for acase. Little did we know..."

That one homicide would turn into five now, with no suspects or leads at dl, except that botched job with
Carol Michosky—and the spring soon to turn into summer.... Dugan had aquarter of the detective force
assigned to this now, carefully sfting through evidence, interviewing any witnesses they could find, and
they hadn't come up with asingle worthwhile lead.

"Phil, am | boring you with dl of this?' Dugan asked, irritated.

"No, sorry," | replied. "'l was just thinking that now that school isamost out, maybe well get atemporary
pause, a least, inthekillings." Ed'sidea of accentuating the minutely positive seemed the best | could do
in these circumstances.

"Wonderful," Dugan said. "And then what? They'll sart up again in the middle of September?”
"Actudly, most colleges begin at the end of August these days," Ed supplied. "My daughter hatesit."

Not the news Dugan wanted to hear. He practicaly spat at us. "The mayor's furious about this—did | tell
you that?'

"Don't take this the wrong way, Jack, but there's only so much Forensics can do here," Ed said.
"Y ou—weve—got aproblem in Detection, if we can't come up with any suspects. I'm not trying to beg
off, believe me, but—"

Dugan scowled. "We're on Detection's ass about this, every day, don't you worry. I'm not asking you
guysfor corroborative evidence—I know we have no suspects or even decent leads to corroborate. But
anything you could give usto get us started, to point usin adirection, would be very appreciated at this

point.”

| nodded, sympathetically. Ed wastechnically right. We could examine corpses dl we wanted, but unless
our detectives gave us some leads and angles to play againgt, our evidence usualy amounted to very little.
We couldn't make things up that weren't there. Still, it wasn't in my nature to draw sharp lines between

"your work" and "my work." Thered world isn't like that. Life and death were stubbornly non-Euclidean.

"Well, the later murders support what we thought about the earlier ones” | said, "though we still have no
real proof. The bodies are dl naked, which suggests some kind of sexua moative, but they're not raped or
even molested in any way that we can see. The strangul ations are quick—no apparent struggle— which



isanother reason why the Michosky attack isthe oddball. But the speed and efficiency suggest asurety
of purpose—these aren't spur-of-the-moment crimes—and some physica strength in the murderer, and
likely some knowledge of human anatomy.”

"We were thinking maybe anurse" Ed said.

Dugan nodded. Thiswas old ground, but he appreciated the recitation. "A goddamn female Jack the
Ripper...."

"Wdll, a the very least, astrong, intdligent, driven woman,”" | said. "Assuming we're right about the
attacker being awoman. Could be agay man. Hell, the victims being undressed might have nothing to do
with sex after al—which would mean the attacker could be anyone.”

"But Michosky saw awoman,” Dugan said.
"I wouldn't build acaseon that,” | said. "Lots of things don't add up in that episode.”

Dugan sighed. " See, that'swhy | called you back for that one," he said to me. "I had afedling this
memory thing would rear its head again in thisugly case." He stopped, then laughed suddenly, briefly,
without humor. "Who knows, maybe the murderer fell out with her lover because one of them forgot
something important, persond, and that's what started this whole thing going.”

"So you do, what, another canvass of leshian barsto seeif you can find any word of a shattered
relaionship?' Ed interjected. "That was one of the first things you did, and it turned up empty.”

"So maybewedo it again,” Dugan said. "'l don't know. We reexamine al the evidence, go over whatever
few leads we have. There's got to be something there—something that we overlooked. Probably
someoneinvolved in this, one of the people we talked to, was lying—that's usudly the best place to start

agan."

| agreed. Someone probably waslying. That, or forgetting. Funny, but that was just the conclusion | had
cometoin my memory investigation.

"LINDISFARNE" WAS THE first thing that came back to me—the first piece of the missing
conversation | had had on the phone with McNair. It aso came back to me how sick and feverish | had
felt then. | wondered if that would get in the way of my remembering anything more.

| put acdl into McNair. | had tried to get in touch with him afew times since my chat with Andy on
Cape Cod, but Rhonda had told me he was "on retreat,” someplace up in the mountainsin Colorado.

| was glad to hear him answer the phone.
"What can you tel me about Lindisfarne?' | asked, after aquick exchange of pleasantries.
"Lindisfarme?"

"Yeah," | replied. "1 just recalled your saying something about it in the conversation we had when | was
Sck."

He started coughing. | redlized that he had been clearing histhroat and coughing on and off since hed
picked up the phone.

"Still got thet cough?' | added, unhelpfully.
"Thesethingstaketime," he said, and coughed again. "Anyway, Lindisfarne, yes, | may have mentioned



that in our conversation.”
"Well, can you tdl meits possible relevance to this memory problem I've been investigating?

"Hmmm ... tough one,” McNair said. "Couldn't say, precisely. It was considered aholy idand in the Dark
Ages—alearned colony of monks and scribeslived there, and it was one of the cutting edges of
Chrigtianity on the British Ides at that time. Right off the coast of Northumberland, in northeast England.
But | can't see exactly what that might have to with the amnesiayou'e ... Oh wait, yes, yes..."

nY@l

"Well, you were raving on abit about antibiotics when you were Sck—I mean, totally understandable, |
detest them mysdif, please don't take offense.”

"Absolutely nonetaken,” | assured him.

"Well, yes, | think | mentioned to you that the monks on Lindisfarne may have discovered
antibiotics—there was areport afew years ago that they used them in their hospita—ypeople went there
to be cured in those days.”

"Redlly.... What kind of antibiotics?' | asked.

"I'm not sure," McNair responded. "I gather they had some kind of mold farms, or something of the sort.”
"Any reports of memory lossat Lindisfarne?" That would have been too good to be true.

"Nonethat | ever heard of "

Okay, I'd haveto sttle for just what was true, then. "Do you think it'sworth atrip to the idand—could |
find out more there?"

"| doubt it; there's not much going on there anymore. Just fishing, farming, and tourism. But therésa
leading expert on the place—not that far away; he'slocated in Inverness, in the north of Scotland, if
memory serves. You'll want to see him in person, if you can—he's notoriously monosyllabic on the

phone’

| CAUGHT THE next morning'sflight to London. | talked Dugan not only into letting me go, but
covering it with NY PD money.

"Y ou yourself said the memory losses and the Riverside murders might be connected,” | told him.
"All right, seeif you can book some sort of discount flight," he responded.

It was ameasure of how desperate he was about the Riverside stranglings that he came through with the
funds, even when | found it was impossible to get adiscount flight on such short notice in June. Plus,
Dugan was deeply troubled about the memory losses—not least of al his—in their own right. "Murders
are ultimately commonplace,” he had leveled with me one afternoon, when Ed had |eft. "L et'sfaceit, they
happen dl thetime. But I've never seen anything like this™ And he pointed to hishead, and shook itina
combination of self-reproach and confusion.

| arrived at Heathrow in time for dinner with my old friend Michael Mdlory, my counterpart in New
Scotland Y ard.

"So, what isit thistime, Phil?* he said affectionately, aswe settled into arack of lamb and Y orkshire
pudding at the Serpentine in Hyde Park. The flight had been cramped and tiring. But | was keyed-up and



wide-awake and hungry.

"Not to worry, no Neanderthals cropping up newly dead, asfar as| know," | replied. Thelamb was
ddlicious

"Wdl, that'sardief,” Mdlory sad. "Thelamb issavory, isnt it?"

| nodded, took another bite, and washed it down with asip of red table wine.

"No secret messages popping up in someone's DNA?' Mallory asked.

"We seem okay on that front,” | said.

"Well, spitit out then: What isit?"

"Something much more mundane—strange cases of peoplelosing their memory. But the victimsinclude
Jennaand me, and, well, you know how | am about thesethings...." | gave Mdlory athumbnail summary
of the past months events, including the Riverside killings (just to keep me kosher with the

NY PD—though on someleve | felt that they were related).

"No strange cases of annesaherethat | know of," Mallory volunteered when | wasfinished. "But | don't
remember hearing anything about your new antibiotic Omnin over here, either.”

"Possibly it'sknown here under adifferent name?

"Possibly,” Malory replied. "I'll check into that for you. But | don't recall hearing about any new antibiotic
under any other name, either. Been a pretty light flu season for us—nice, for achange.”

"So England's another bit of evidence that Omnin may be the cul prit.”

"It would seem <0, yes," Mallory agreed. "But don't forget that these sorts of things often act
synergisticaly, with one factor working as acatalyst for the next. So even if your man is Omnin, he may
not have been working aone. Isthat too sexist for public parlance these days, or isit okay because I'm
using the masculine to Sgnify anegative?'

| TOOK THE Flying Scotsman the next day up to Edinburgh, and then switched for another train to
Inverness. It was less colorfully named though equaly comfortable, and the countryside out the window
grew more colorful by the minute. Mauve swaths of thistle and rose-flowering heather were everywhere.

| went to meet Terry Briskman on the south bank of the Ness River, which flowed through
Inverness—the same Ness as in the nearby Loch Ness, and its fraudulent monster. | hoped Briskman
proved more substantid.

It was late in the day. Couples were cuddling on both sides of the river. Drunks were deeping off their
hangovers. Mothers were playing with their toddlers, who shouted with glee in delightful Scottish accents.

"Phil D'Amato!" A big man with abeard stood up and extended his hand as | approached our appointed
meeting place, just to the side of the bridge. | had faxed him my photo from New Y ork, and he'd
directed meto his photo on his Web page.

"Thanksfor meeting me, Terry,” | said, and shook hishand. Helooked just ashe did in his photo. What |
hadn't expected was his accent. "Y ou're not from around here originaly?" It was none of my business but
| couldn't help asking.

Briskman grinned. "Huh—I'd have thought my original accent was better buried than that. But you got



me: | was born and raised in the Bronx. Graduated the Bronx High School of Science. Went to City
Collegefor awhile. Dropped out. | came over hereto study with Karl Popper at the L SE—philosophy
and higtory of science are equal passonswith me. | fell in love with the British Idesand never went
back."

"Amazing," | said. Thiswas not thefirgt timethat I'd run into peoplein unlikely placeswho had grown up
not far from me. "'I'm from the Bronx, too—Christopher Columbus High School, hail the sllver and the
blue”

Briskman laughed. "Y es, yes, | remember that song—I went out with agirl who went to
Columbus—what abody! Didn't last too long, though—she was a bit of asnab.... But, yes, Columbus
High Schoal. Brings back al sorts of memories. Anne Bancroft—you know, the one who played the
mother in The Graduate—she went to Columbus, didn't she?!

"Yes, shedid. But that was before my time."

Briskman sighed, sat back down on the grass. "Have asedt,” he said to me, and | did. | leaned back and
looked at theriver.

"So, what would you like to know about Lindisfarne?" Briskman asked, in almost hushed tones.
"I'd like to know about their holy antibiotics,” | replied.

Briskman amiled. "The people on Lindisfarne thought everything they did was holy. They were, in many
ways, followers of Francis Bacon and his philosophy that science and medicine and technology and
rationality were dl gpplications of the Divine Mind, expressed through humanity—except that
Lindisfarne's beginningsin A.D. 635 predate Bacon by nearly amillennium. Theré's no way one can bea
disciple of someonewho won't be born yet for athousand years, isthere?’ he asked, with asmilein his

eye.

"Not that |'ve seen,”" | said.

"But of course some of the ancients had smilar philosophies, so Bacon and Lindisfarne could well have
been drawing on the same source—that's certainly possible, isn't it?"

"Yes, of course”

"And the ancients understood the antimicrobia effects of molds—though they couldn't see the microbes.
But they understood those antibiotic properties—'Smite me with hyssops, and | shal be clean,’ the Bible
says. Molds grow well on decaying hyssop leaves.”

"Yes, I've dways found that fascinating—shows that modern high-tech science isn't the only path to
wisdom. | came across the hyssop years ago in abiography of Alexander Fleming.”

Briskman nodded. "Hell, | saw somewherein Nature or Science that some monkeys useantibioticsin
thewild .... So it goes way back. And didn't that fellow they found frozen in the Alps have herbsin his
pouch? They could have been antimicrobid, and that's, what, about five thousand years ago? But back to
the monks on Lindisfarne: It's not surprising that they knew about antibiotics—they inscribed the Old
Testament in the Lindisfarne Gospels, fter dl. Beautiful, seventh-century illuminated manuscripts....
Hmmm, maybe the people who wrote the Bible got that knowledge from monkeys—ha, tell that to the
Darwin-bashers. Not only are monkeys our fathers, they're our teachersl Monkey monks. Hey, isn't that
the name of arap group?’

"Y ou're probably thinking of Marky Mark—he's an actor now.” So Briskman evidently relished



wordplay aswell aswild idess. Ordinarily | would have joined in, happily. But | had to keep thison
track. "Doesthe Old Testament say anything about hyssop and forgetfulness?' | was pretty sureit did
not, and | had no reason to think that Briskman was an expert on the Old Testament, till...

He shook hishead. "Not asfar as| know. That's the crux of what you want to know about Lindisfarne,
right? Isthere any evidence that their antibiotics caused lapsesin memory?'

"Yeah. That'swhy I'm here."

"Then I'm afraid you've come here for nothing, on that score. I've read over their manuscripts quite
carefully. No mention anywhere of memory losses™

| scowled.

"Of course, their antibiotics could have caused them to lose part of their memory, in ways of which they
were not aware," Briskman continued. " That could account for why they didn't make note of it in their
documents.”

"Amnesiacan beatricky busness” | agreed.

Briskman smiled. " So how do we decide which hypothesisisright—they forgot in away that made them
forget to record, or they didn't forget at al? Both are reasonable explanations for the evidence of no
mention of memory lossin the Lindisfarne documents.”

"Well, obvioudy the more reasonabl e explanation—the one that posits the least number of suppositions,
and therefore wins on Occam's Razor—is that their records say nothing about memory |oss because
therewasnone" | said. "Not to mention, if their community was struck by amnesia, it likely wouldn't
have afflicted everyone at the sametime. And if it hit people a even dightly different times, then some
would have been able to observe the amnesiain others, and make note of it before they were struck
themsdlves"

"| see you're something of a philosopher of science yourself—and anot bad one. Where did you say you
received your education?"

"I didn't say, beyond Columbus High School,” | replied. "Lots of places, actualy. New Y ork University,
John Jay, the New School for Socid Research back when it was called that—"

"Well, they did agood job for you."
"Thank you."

"Look," Briskman said, "the actud use of antibiotics on Lindisfarne comes with the Benediictine
restoration—we're talking twelfth century and after, our early Middle Ages. But | think the big story there
happened much earlie—something far more important than antibiotics and amnesia, that everyone has
missed about Lindisfarne.”

"Yes?' Let peopletdl methe stories they wanted to tell. Sometimes these turned out to have surprising
relevance to the story | wanted to hear.

"It'sunclear, | admit,” Briskman said. "But it'sthere in the manuscriptsif you redly understand their lingo.”
| nodded encouragement for him to continue.

"You see, alot of what they wrote down in the early times of Lindisfarne—in the seventh century—were



not only the Gospels, but renditions of information passed down oraly from centuries before, maybe
even egrlier than that.”

| nodded again.

Briskman leaned closer, hisface flushed with the zedl of stripping bare a hidden truth. | recognized the
feding. "Thefirst monkson Lindisfarne say that the Phoenicianswere redlly the oneswho taught their
ancestorsto write," he said, "when they stopped in Ireland long ago on their way to the land acrossthe
great sea—that had to have been the Western Hemisphere. The Phoenicians taught those Celtsto write
on theway to America. The Romans and their writing cameto theseides much later.”

IT WASGETTING late, | was getting hungry, and this conversation was too good to cut short, o |
asked Briskman if hewould join mefor adinner at arestaurant of his choosing. He agreed, and
suggested McTavitt's, aten-minute walk.

The maitre d' looked at me and frowned when we walked in. " Jacket required, sir,” he said.
"Oh, sorry!" Briskman said. "I'd forgotten about their silly ... thisrequirement.”

| noticed that Briskman did have ajacket on—an ancient grey Harris Tweed.

| smiled at the maitre d', and turned to leave.

"It'squitedl right, Professor," he said to Briskman, without atrace of having taken offense. "We have an
assortment of jackets from which your friend can select and wear while heisin our establishment. We
keep them on hand just for these occasions.”

"Soundsgood to me" | said, ill smiling. "Thank you."

| lost my smile then dmost laughed out loud when | saw the jackets. I'm certainly no fashion plate. My
shirt hangs out of my pants about as often asit'stucked in. But the jackets|ooked like they had been
taken off of corpsesin the 1930s.

"I think this one suitsyou, Sir." The maitre d' handed me some sort of black-and-white herringbone. It
reminded me of test patterns on my grandmother's old black-and-white TV set.

"Thank you," | said, rubbed my eyes, and put it on. It was way too loose. But that was better than too
tight. "Thiswill befine. Thanks," | said again.

| ordered aginger de when we were seated. | wanted as dear a head as possible for this conversation.
Briskman ordered alager.

"So let's get back to Irdland,” | said, asthe waiter left with our drink orders.

"Okay, here are someimportant early dates for Lindisfarne,” Briskman replied. He pulled a piece of
paper out of hisjacket pocket, and scribbled aquick map. "The monks start a monastery at Clonard, in
themiddleof Irdland, in A.D. 520." He made alittle X in the center of Ireland. "They send up agroup
and establish shop in lona, on the northwest coast of Britain, in 563." He drew an upward arrow and
made another X for lona. "And Saint Aidan of lonain turn begets Lindisfarnein 635." He drew an arrow
acrossthetop of Britain to the Holy 1de. "And while we're on significant dates, the Vikings attack the
Northumbrian monastery on Lindisfarnein 793." He drew awestward arrow from Scandinaviain the
esdt to Lindisfarne. "Thismay be significant, because the Vikings got to Greenland and then Americain
the next few centuries—that's established fact— and they may well have first heard of these new lands
whileon Lindisfarne...."



WE STROLLED BY the Ness after dinner. The river moved like dark, inky diamondsin the moonlight.

"Oh!" Briskman looked at hiswatch. "Y ou've missed the last train that can get you back to London
tonight—we got too engrossed in our conversation.”

"That'sokay," | said. "l had afedling I'd enjoy the conversation so much that | wouldn't want to
leave—I've got aroom booked at theinn."

"Well, you must cancd it, then! Maureen—my wife—and | would love to have you as our guest tonight.
She's off with friends for the evening, but I'm sure she wouldn't mind.”

"That's very generous, and I'd loveto, but I'm dready settled in at the inn. I'm sure I'd have to pay for the
room & this point, anyway." And the truth was dso that | liked sometime on my own immediately after
such sgnificant interviews, to make any needed cdlsin private, collect my thoughts—

"All right, then," Briskman rdented. "But next time—"
"Absolutely, | will," | replied.

"Y ou do have asurprising gppreciation of history, for aforensic detective," Briskman said. "Y our field
aways struck me—speaking gtrictly as an outsider, of course—as amodern, high-tech playground par
excdlence. Y ou use DNA evidence, and dl of that, to look at just theimmediate past. Asyou should:
Last decade's crimes are usudly last century's news.”

"There's no Satute of limitations on murder,” | objected, with asmile. "Solutions to those kinds of crimes
aredwaysin demand."

"Yes, I'dimagine they would be," Briskman alowed.

"You'reright that criminology is high-tech,” | continued. "But degth, asthey say, isnothing new—it goes
back along way. Soit'sonly naturd that we have an affinity for history. Y ou know thefirst
forensic-science text appeared in 1248—Hs Duan Yu, in China—'The Washing Away of Wrongs." "

"Hretitie"

"Y eah, and it had some useful information, too—like how to tell the difference between corpsesthat
drowned and corpses that were strangled and then dumped in the water."

"And how do you?' Briskman asked. "The drowned are more bloated with water?'

| nodded. "Water in the lungs for drownings, versus marks on the throat and broken neck cartilage for
sranglings. So if you find abody in the water with damaged neck cartilage, chances are you've got more
than an accidenta drowning on your hands.” Chances are you've got murder by strangulation, |
thought, asin the Riverside killings.... | hadn't discussed them with Briskman.

"The year twelveforty-eight," he mused, "by then the Norse Greenland settlements werewd | in decline.”
"lronic that they died out entirely just before Columbus,” | said, picking up on our dinner conversation.

"Y ou see, Columbus had the card that counted,” Briskman said. "Reports of hisvoyage were published
in pamphlets al over Europe—they became the best-sellers of the day. The printing press made that
possible. All Leif Eriksson had going about his discovery wasword of mouth.”

"The unrdiability of memory again,”" | observed, "even when it'sworking. What do you suppose would
happen in asociety that operated solely on memory, spotty asit is, and then it started crashing, en



masse?'
"A reaction to your antibiotics?'
"For whatever reason.”

"It would depend, | suppose, on how much of the society was wiped out by the memory crash—and
how quickly, aswe were saying before." Briskman considered. "If enough people were ableto
understand what was going on, and the danger it posed, they might be able to invent some substitutes for
memory...."

"Just what | wasthinking," | said.

"| guessthe printing press could be seen as aremedy for the memory loss created by the Black Plague,”
Briskman mused. " Or an inoculation for the collective mind of society, should the Plague strike again....”

"And the dphabet? Was that a Phoenician response to some plague or crisis of memory they suffered?”

"Nonethat | know of," Briskman replied. "But I'm only an expert on the Phoeniciansinsofar asthey plied
the waters of the North Atlantic. If you want to consult someone who knows everything about the
Phoenicians and the aphabet, I'd recommend Darius Morton. He's also sure that they made it across the
Atlantic.

"Who wasthat?' The name sounded familiar.

"Darius Morton—check out hisbook Ahead of Columbus, for Sarters. I'm pretty sure he's till at

NY U—right in your backyard. And my old stomping ground, too. How is the Village these days? God, |
remember it was agreat place to pick up girls with long blonde hair and short-short skirtswhen | wasa
kid— the best place for that east of California.”

| SLOWLY ATE asdad with prawns—mostly what they called "shrimp” in the U.K.—on the Flying
Scotsman back to London the next afternoon. | put my index cards for the memory losses out on the
table.

Briskman had provided less than what | hoped to learn about Lindisfarne, but much more about other
things. If | could take what he said serioudy, dong with what McNair had told mein L.A., therewasa
Phoenician network afoot—at sea, actually—around the time of Moses and dightly before, asearly as
1400-1300 B.C. The Mediterranean was a pond to them, and the British ISeswerein their sphere of
commerce. They were the maritime counterpower to Ancient Egypt and its deeply entrenched
land-based empire. Later, Phoenicias offspring, Carthage, would challenge Rome's ascent to power—
and lose. All of that was well-documented fact, not supposition.

Almogt as certain was the Phoenician invention of the aphabet—an improvement over Egyptian
hieroglyphics. It was borrowed by the Hebrews for the Ten Commandments, and by the Greeksfor their
philosophy and science.

But Briskman aso claimed that the Phoenicians had reached the New World, sometimein the millennium
between Moses and Rome. He thought they had conveyed this knowledge and their a phabet to
Lindisfarne—possibly aslate as A.D. 500, via some remnant of Phoenician-Carthaginian culture that
reached Ireland, or likely viamuch earlier contact with the Cdltic-Irish ancestors of monkswho
eventually founded Lindisfarne. And just for good measure, Briskman thought the Vikings had picked up
this knowledge of the New World in their attacks on Lindisfarne in the eighth century A.D., and passed it
on to Erik the Red and hisson Lé&if....



Quiteadtory ... but how did it relate to the memory lapsesthat had just occurred in the New World—in
the U.S.A., on my watch, in the past few months?

If I could find evidence of antibiotic use by the Phoenicians—something that might have triggered a
memory loss, which acted asastimulant for their invention of the a phabet—that would certainly help. So
far, dl | had on that was the reference to hyssops in the Bible—a dim reed indeed. Maybe Darius
Morton could help with that.... | so needed to talk to Andy and find out more about the exact
composition of Omnin. | never had thought to ask if it bore any resemblance to the mold spores on the
undersides of decayed hyssop leaves.

Riversde Park had lots of leaves.... | thought again about the stranglings, about the bodies found under
thoseleaves, and | fet guilty. They were never far from my mind, even herein England. | hadn't made
any progressin finding their murderer, or murderers, a al. Well, a least my cdll phone hadn't rung with
news of another killing back home.

| took out my index cards on the stranglings. | had made up a set of them, too. | looked at the names and
their connectionsto the case, and each other, a hundredth time. Jillian Murphy, Carol Michosky, and the
rest... Nothing new....

| looked at my amnesia cards. I'd just added Darius Morton, and half a dozen new notes about
Briskman. | glanced at some of the others—Dugan, Andy, Jenna, McNair...

Hmmm ... That would make an interesting third category of cards. names of people who figured in both
the strangling and amnesia sets. Nothing earth-shattering, but something to keep in mind for future
possible reference. | made out the handful of cardsfor the dual set.

| paid for my mesl, collected my cards, and went back to my seat for acatnap. Thetrain would be at
Victoria Station, London, in twenty minutes.

Instead of napping, | looked at the cardsin all three sets once again.

SX

At VictoriaStation, a pretty girl was sdling poppiesfrom atray. A pictureright out of the Bestles "Penny
Lane." But as| made my way to the Underground, and its connection to Heathrow for my flight back
home, the bright red poppies stirred another train of thought in my mind....

Didn't the Odyssey have a section about the lotus poppy, and the forgetfulness it sowed in Odysseus
men? Another example of memory asacrucid concern of the Ancients.... Actudly, the poppy and its
forgetful effect seemed to pop up at al kinds of interesting juncturesin what McNair caled "cognitive
history." For Coleridge in the nineteenth century, an opium dream was the source of the beautiful opening
of Xanadu— sentenced to forever being afragment by a knock on the door that had shattered the poet's
dream. When he returned his attention to Xanadu, Coleridge couldn't recall what he had intended to
write—the wispy inspiration of opium wastoo far digpatched to be retrieved. Better to be inspired by
thingsthat didn't play such games with your memory, | had aways thought, about that episode....

And didn't Joyce's Ulysses, the best nove of the twentieth century, have a chapter devoted to the many
faces of thelotus?

| also recdled once reading somewhere—likely in Stuart Gilbert'swork on Ulysses—that the Odyssey
might have been based on a Phoenician journal of voyagesin the Mediterranean.

Lots of the places encountered in the Odyssey had names that were Semiticin origin. "Scylla' wasthe



Greek form of the Hebrew s-k-l—skoula—signifying "therock.” | wondered for amoment what the
Semitic name for aland acrossavast seawas, and if it somehow could have been dluded to in the
Odyssey.... | was accustomed to consulting biology, of course, even anthropology and archaeology and
linguigticsin my work. Thiswasthefirg time | could remember poetry and literature having any
rdevance.... Well, if DNA was the language of life, and organismsits poetry, then why not work the
other way, from literal poetry back to what it might say about the human organisms who crested it?

THINGS BEGAN POPPING on avariety of frontswhen | got back to New Y ork.

Andy confirmed that part of the complex cocktail of antibiotics that was Omnin indeed bore adistant
kinship to the mold that most commonly grew on decayed hyssop leaves.

Ed, who had reexamined the body of the last Riverside victim—L aryssa Quaker, twenty-three—inch by
inch, for sx careful hours, before its scheduled interment, found something that made him seek a
temporary delay of the burid. It wasasmall hair on theinsde of the victim'sleft thigh. Ed had missed it
thefirst time, because it was the same reddish blond color as Laryssas hair. But its DNA turned out to
be someone el se's— Laryssa's boyfriend, who had a reddish blond beard. When questioned the first
time, he had clamed not to have seen Laryssa on the fateful night.

Confronted now with the new piece of evidence, he cracked pretty quickly. Jason Lumley
thought—wrongly, it turned out—that Laryssa had been chegating on him (the relationship she had with
her Columbia professor was gtrictly platonic, by everyone dse's testimony). Jason had asked her about it
after spending the evening with Laryssain her apartment. He didn't buy her denia. He had heard about
the Riverside stranglings on the news, and from afriend who was arookie cop in anearby precinct.
Lying next to Laryssain bed, he taked her into dressing and taking alate-night stroll dong the Hudson
River. They never got there. Her body was found in Riverside Park, strangled and stripped, the next
morning....

Jason had gotten some unpublicized details on the earlier stranglings from the rookie cop. This enabled
Jason to make his murder 1ook like the others. Dugan was at |east pleased to be ableto fire the
blabbermouth rookie, and to have one murder solved. "We of course are no closer on the other
granglings than before," he told me on the phone.

"Wdl, maybealittle closer,” | replied, "because now we can subtract everything about the Quaker
murder—which would have given uswrong leads for the others.”

"Yeah, you'reright. | sent Ed aspecid letter letting him know what agood job he did on the Quaker
case. Y ou too—the Department's lucky to have you guys."

| thanked him, but knew | had done nothing on the Qualter and not much on the other Riversides, ether.
"L et me know as soon as you come up with more," Jack said. He knew it, too.

We got off the phone. It rang about a second later.

"Nothing yet, Jack."

"Phil? RhondaMcNair! How areyou are?"

"Oh, hi... I'mfine" | replied. But she sounded nervous, excited—I couldn't tell—about something. "Is
everything okay with Robert?"

"Ohyes" shesad, "that'swhy I'm calling! He wanted to remind you that helll be coming to New Y ork
University next week for asummer lecture, in case you wanted to see him.”



" 'Remind me?’

| WALKED DOWN the hal to get an iced teafrom the soda machine. It wouldn't take any of my dollar
bills. | settled for reheated water over a stale teabag in a Styrofoam cup in the secretary's office.

So now it was my turn on the memory carousd!.

I'd recovered my recollection of McNair's mention of Lindisfarnein our first phone conversation—the
one we had had when | was sick. But according to Rhonda, McNair had later told me about his
upcoming NY U lecture—right before I'd left hishomein California. And | had no memory of that now. |
wondered if | had ever remembered McNair telling me about histrip, before | recovered my recollection
of Lindisfarnein the phonecal.... If so, I'd regained an earlier memory at the expense of alater one, just
like Dugan.

Jennawas the only one | might have spoken to at the time about McNair's new lecturein New York. |
cdled her—she sad it didn't ring abell. But her memory was not exactly one hundred percent these
days, ether....

| sighed, sipped my tea, looked out the window. | was beginning to see why Andy thought thiswhole
businesswas amost impossibleto investigate. A tapestry of pinpricks were enveloping me and my
relationships. These were better than big gashes—magjor disruptionsin socid life due to memory loss—
but they were dl the more difficult to nail down.

But what if the effects proved to be worse in the long run— more pervasive in the population, more
enduring?

What if the Phoenicians had discovered America twenty-five hundred years before Columbus, but forgot
itinamemory plague? What if they had then invented the alphabet to act as a safeguard againgt later
mass amnesias, but that invention had been too late to save the memory of their discovery of the New
World?How would the course of our species have been changed if their discovery of America had made
it onto the continuing map of civilization, rather than just into vague legends of Atlantis, rumors and stories
taken to be some sort of fantagtic fiction rather than fact?

What would happen to our world if we were ravaged by such a plague? Would our massive libraries
save us? Would the Internet?

| was getting ahead of mysdif. | didn't even know that | redlly believed that the Phoenicians had made it
to the Western Hemisphere....

Which brought me back to Darius Morton.

"I'D IMAGINE HE'S been emeritus here for quite awhile now," McNair said to me about Morton as
we ate pizzaon apark bench on Washington Square, the afternoon before histalk.

"Yeah," | said, "but no onein the religion department seemsto know where heisright now."

McNair nodded sympatheticaly. " Skeleton summer staff. But heswell worth your whileto find—a
brilliant man. Y ou know, | asked him to be on my doctoral committee, in the mid-1970s."

"Redlly?| didn't know you got your doctorate at NY U. | thought—"

"Y ou thought right,” McNair replied. "I'm aUCLA man, dl theway, from Ph.D. to professor. But they
alow you to have one outside reader on your doctora dissertation committee from another university, if
you can make a case that such areader's expertise would be uniquely vauableto you."



"And that was Morton?'

McNair shook his head no, and coughed. "1 made my case—irrefutably, | would say. But the chair of my
committee thought otherwise. He thought Morton and his theories about an ancient maritime civilization
that colonized the world were off-the-wall."

"You'vedtill got that cough,” | said. "I'm sorry, | don't mean to sound like your grandmother, and be such
anoodge about this."

McNair laughed, then coughed some more. "Y ou also sound like Rhonda, and just about everyone else
who talks to me about the cough. But not to worry. I've been down this route before. Coughs untreated
with antibiotics can hang on for months. But they usudly go away intheend.”

"Right," | said. "Usudlly. If they don't develop into pneumonia.”

McNair shrugged. "I've got agood congtitution. It'sachance I'm willing to take. | think the dternativeis
worse."

"Antibiotics? But you've said to me al along that you don't see the recent flu experience asresponsible
for the memory loss™”

"Weve actudly discussed the cough more than the cure as the cause of the amnesia, but you'reright, |
have no knowledge of antibiotics causing losses of memory.”

"Y et you do have abeef with antibiotics,” | said.

"Ohyes" McNair said. "Look, their raison d'etre is they destroy bacteriathat hurt us. | suppose that's
good—though some argue, and | tend to agree, that we're better off fighting those bugs with our own
immune defenses—"

"Some deadly bacteria break right through our natura defenses, you know that,” | objected. | had no
lovefor antibiotics, eithe—but | couldn't deny their obvious benefits.

"Granted,” McNair said. "My main concern is about something € se anyway. The human organismis
actudly many organisms, living together in symbictic rel ationships. What happensto our well-being when
antibiotics attack bacteriathat are our partners?'

"Omnin is supposed to go very easy on our ssomach'sinhabitants,” | countered. "It was ddliberately
designed with that in mind."

"And what about its possible effects on inhabitants that we do not know about? What about the things
that those inhabitants do for usthat we do not know about? Surely their ass stance goes beyond just
digestion. Y ou know, bacteria, viruses, they'real alot more ... multifunctiond than we give them credit
for—Oh, that reminds me, | brought this clipping for you. Have you seen it? Thereve been afew articles
on thisover the years—thisisjust the most recent.”

He coughed, and pulled a photocopy of an article out of hisjacket pocket. It was from the New York
Times—the Science Times section—from the week | had been in Britain. | had missed it.

BACTERIA SING; DRUGSAIM TO GET THEM OFF-KEY, thelittle headline said. The article
explained that medical researchers were paying increasing attention to something caled "quorum
sensing"—a capacity of bacteria, discovered more than two decades ago, to apparently communicate
among each other about how many of their kind were in the vicinity. The bacteriawere thought to wait
until they had sufficient numbersto overcomeimmune systems before releasing their toxins. New drugs



were under development—"gtill afew years awvay"—to "jam" the bacterid signals, and thereby render the
bugs harmless....

| looked at McNair. "Y ou think bacteriamight bein our brains, Snging our song? Y ou think
microorganisms might help us remember? How? They livein our head and work as conduitsfor our
neura networks? And then what? Omnin gets past the blood-brain barrier, and killsthose neural germs,
or interfereswith their communication?' It made some sense....

But the cognitive historian dowly shook his head no. "That's going too far—or farther than I'd be willing
to go at this point. We don't know enough about how memory actualy works. Y ou'd need to find out
more about just how Omnin behavesin the body. All I'm saying isthat there arelots of living and
quasi-living things running around insde us—in symbiotic, paragitic, and probably mostly neutral
relationshipswith us.

And these rel ationships—the symbiotic ones, especialy—may well truly make uswhat we are as human
beings. And part of that, in view of the bacterid gift of gab, could conceivably be helping our brains
work, enabling usto think, remember—who knows? But in any case, taking antibiotics—any antibiotic,
Omnin included—is like setting fire to those relationships ... those we know about, those we do not.”

| nodded my understanding. It was not complete agreement, because | could not imagine refusing
antibioticsif | had abacterid infection that could be deadly. Nor could | even entertain not doing
everything in my power to give them to someone | loved who was smilarly afflicted. McNair would likely
say that | favored setting afireto burn out vermin, even though thefire risked diminating the whole forest.
| needed to think more about that.

| also needed to think further about this bacteria theory of memory. | needed to find out more about
Omnin. And | dso needed to explain why Steinbuck and Michosky had had memory |apses even though
| had no evidence that either had taken Omnin, and Michosky had explicitly denied it.

McNair coughed again, and smiled apologeticaly. "Therésalot of polleninthispark,” hesaid. "I'm sure
that'swhat this cough is about.”

ANDY WAS UNREACHABLE on aschooner off of Maine. Who could blame him, given thet it was
hot and July? | decided to postpone my research into Omnin and bacteriafor the two weeksthat he
would be out of touch, rather than bring someone new up to speed at the CDC. | did leave questions for
Andy invariousvoice-malls.

But | also needed to devote more timeto the Riversde murders.

So far, the summer armistice—at least on the part of the kille—had held. Indeed, with the last crime
positively not by the hand of the earlier murders—Jason had excellent dibisfor dl the other stranglings,
and no motive—we were well into our second month of what the Daily News had recently termed "the
Riversde Respite”

That it was arespite, and not a permanent retirement, just about everyone involved in the case agreed.
Killers, of course, were not invulnerable to being victims of murder themsaves— many timesthey were,
especidly in the drug world and organized crime—nor were they immuneto deadly illness or getting hit
by drunk drivers. So one could dways hope. But serid killers were usudly not paid hitmen or drug
muscle. They had agoddamn way of hanging around....

So what, then, was the reason for this pause?

Ed and | had already raised the school's-out theory with Dugan, and | believed it could be a contributing



factor. But something €l se was nibbling at me about this....

Dugan had wondered—more ironicaly and desperately than serioudy—if amemory lapsein the
murderer had somehow ignited the grim regpings. If that were so, | wondered if the summer pause could
in someway be due to the swapping of memory losses that Dugan, Jenna, and | had all experienced.
Could the killer have remembered something that she forgot, which had removed the animusfor the
killings? or perhaps forgotten something e se now, which had the same caming effect? If that were so,
then what the hell would happen if shetook Omnin again thiscoming fal or winter?

My phone rang.

"Claudia, how are you? Sorry to hear about your mother— hope she's doing okay." Thiswasthe first
time we had spoken since before she had gone down to Philadelphiato attend to her mother after her
stroke.

"Thanksfor asking,” Claudiasaid. "1 guess she'sholding her own. I'm grateful that at least she's still with
us." Claudia sounded tired.

These things were never easy. My own mother wasin her seventies and in pretty good hedth. My father
had died suddenly of amassive heart attack almost ten years ago. Everyone had said it was ablessng
that he went so fagt, but it still hurt me every day, in ahole that never healed in my soul....

"So, | waswondering if | could talk to you about something, regarding the Riverside case" Claudia
acked diffidently.

"Of course"

"Well, it'sthe memory thing again,” she said. ™Y ou know, first | gave areport about whet 1'd found on the
scene. Then | couldn't remember any of that. Then it all came back to me— but the DA said it would dll
be suspect anyway, because there were lots of witnesses to my memory being unreliable—"

"Right."
"So I'm not sure what to do about these dreams I've been having,” she said.
"Dreams?'

"Y eah. In the past few weeks, |'ve been having dreams about that morning in the park. The couple calling
out for help ... running with their dogs.... | run over to the park—I see Murphy's body. She's on her
stomach, and the |l eft side of her body from her ankle al the way up to her shoulder isvisible through the
brush...."

"Okay, that makes sense—that's just what you said in your initid report,”

"Yeah," Claudiasaid. "But now, in my dreams, | think I'm seeing something el se—someoneislooking at
me, over my shoulder, as|'m looking at the crime scene. | can't see her, of course, but | know in my
dream that sheé'sthere."

"Maybeit's an anxiety dream—you're feding that someoneislooking at you, over your shoulder, to
make sure you're doing your job?' DA Rubin's face came into my mind. | shook it away—thiswasn't the
timeto be playing Freud.

"No, | don't think s0," Claudiasaid. "It fedslike someone watching not only me but the victim—watching
to see what becomes of Murphy. | see someone crouching in the bushes, standing up when my back is



turned, peering out. She'stall, for awoman, with short blonde hair. I know it sounds crazy, and it can't
be any kind of evidence. But | wanted to tell you. | think she'sthe murderer.”

| HAD DINNER that evening with Jennain an outdoor seafood restaurant on Columbus Avenue.
"Claudias recurring dream doesn't redlly fit with what we know—think we know—about how the
memory lossworks" | said. "'If she had any kind of feding that someone was in the bushes, watching her,
when shewas at the crime scene, then how come she didn't mention that in thefirst place, in the report
she made before the amnesiasiruck?”

"Do you redly know enough about the amnesiato rule out what she told you?' Jennareplied. "Maybe the
mind rebounds after the memory loss—and the memory swap—and gets so senditive that it recallslittle
things that went by too quickly, or were too subtle to be remembered, the first time around.”

"l guess she might have caught aquick glimpse of someone in the bushes'—I drained my wineglass, held
it up to the twilight, and consdered—"and it registered subliminally. And then, somehow, in the aftermath
of the amnesia episode, it penetrated her dreams...."

Jennanodded, and refilled our glasses.

"Anyway, | told her to write up what shetold me, and fax it to Dugan. I've got ameeting with him
tomorrow afternoon.”

We finished our med, forwent dessert, and waked dowly down the avenue towards Columbus Circle.
The night was nicely cooling. Lots of stores were open late, lots of people were on the sdewalks. A
beautiful New Y ork evening....

We dtarted crossing from east to west on Seventieth Street. | noticed a cab on the southwest corner. A
woman wasflagging it.

She looked familiar. It was Amy Berman, | realized—McNair's student, who had told Claudia about his
lecture that | had attended at Fordham University's Lincoln Center campus, just afew blocks from here,
where | had met him for the first time. That | remembered perfectly.

Amy wasin the cab before | had a chance to wave to her. But the passenger door was open, and | could
see her waving to what |ooked to be alingerie store on the corner.

A woman emerged from the store, carrying a package. She entered the cab and it sped away.

Jennatugged on my arm. We had been standing in the middle of the street. Thelight had changed, and
traffic was coming towards us.

We hudtled to the far sdewak. "Y ou that interested in the lingerie store, the women in the cab, or both?"
Jennaasked, smiling.

"I know one of them—she was at the lecture where | first saw McNair," | replied.

"Ahyes, | remember your telling me about that lecture— right before the flu got you," Jennasaid.
| nodded.

"And the other? The leggy blonde with the short-cropped hair?' Jenna asked.

| looked et her.

"Ohmy god!" Jennaexclaimed. " Shelooks like the one in Claudias dream—the one we were just talking



about—doesn't she?"

SEVEN

| called Claudias precinct immediately on my cell phone. Shewasn't on duty. | asked the desk sergeant
to track her down, and have her call meright away.

| called 411 for Amy Berman's phone number and address. Nothing listed for that name.
Damnit....

| caled McNair. Hewasback in L.A. Amy was hisformer student. They certainly seemed friendly
enough after the Fordham lecture. Maybe he had some idea where she lived—what part of town....

Rhonda answered the phone. | got lucky.

"Let me check," shesaid. "I think she sent Bobby some e-mail afew weeks ago, and that might have her
address and phone number—you know, in those little tag-lines they put at the end of the message?’

Rhonda checked and indeed it did. | thanked her. "How's Robert?' | asked her, quickly.
"Still coughing, but basicdly okay,” shesad.

| thanked her again and got off the phone.

| called Amy's number. No answer. Not even an answering machine.

"Let'sgrab acab over to her address,” | said to Jenna.

"Y ou think she'sinimmediate danger?' she asked. A honking car amost drowned out the last of what
shesaid.

"Probably not,” | replied, and covered one ear, "but 1'd rather be stupidly overreactive about thisthan
sorry."

AMY LIVED IN abig apartment building on West End Avenue in the nineties. Our cab rushed usthere
inten minutes. | had tried calling her several more times, but continued to get no answer.

Wewaited in front of her gpartment abouit five minutes—it felt like five hours. | tried to ook as casua
and relaxed as possible, but | was sure I'd failed at that. Passersby looked us over; | was glad Jennawas
with me. Someone likely would have caled mein for loitering had | been done.

"Theresheid!" Jenna spotted Amy, who had just turned the corner. She had a package of what looked
like groceriesin her arms.

| walked to her, smiling, with Jenna.

She looked, smiled back, and pointed a me. "Phil D'’Amato! Claudias friend. We met at Professor
McNair'slecture, right? Small world to see you herel™

| explained to her that it wasn't that small—though | supposed it wastiny enough that I'd seen her on
Columbus Avenue, and with ablonde who fit Claudia's dreamed description....

"Ledie Roth?" Amy asked, amused, maybe a bit annoyed, not at al frightened. "She'sno
murdere—weve been friends since high school . Shelivesjust afew blocks away."



| explained, asgently as| could, that most murderers had had friendsin high schoal. | asked Amy if she
could giveme Lediesaddress so | could go talk to her. Amy said yes, but only if she called her first, and
only if shecame aong.

| got serious and officid. | demanded that the she give me the address.
Amy refused.

| got more serious and officid. | even mumbled something about obstructing an investigation. | asked for
the address again.

Amy glared daggers at me, and reluctantly complied.

| called the addressinto the precinct with arequest that two detectivesjoin me at Ledie's gpartment. It
was on Eighty-eighth and West End.

| dso inssted that Amy accompany us—I didn't want her to call Ledie and tip her off.
| hailed another cab.
Amy sgueezed in with Jennaand me, furious. Jennatried to make small talk with her. It wasignored.

THE DETECTIVES BROUGHT Ledieinfor questioning. Then they questioned her, with me watching
and listening through the partition, for about fifteen minutes.

Dugan had been summoned from some ceremony at the Museum of the City of New Y ork. He joined
us. "So," he asked, "what do we have here?'

"She seemsto have dibisfor haf the crimes, none for the others. The alibis are being checked out, of
course. | don't know—her friend, Amy Berman, swears by her. Were putting Ms. Roth through alot of
aggravation just on the strength of Claudia's nightmares.”

"We can't betoo careful about this" Dugan said. "'Y ou wereright to blow the whistle. Whereis Claudia,
anyway?"

She arrived about an hour later, disheveled. "I'm sorry,” shesaid. "I wasredly exhausted—dead-ass
unconscious. | didn't even hear the phone ring in my dreams.” It had taken severa loud knocks on her
door to wake her. Fortunatdly, shelived in aone-room utility apartment.

Dugan directed her attention to Ledlie, behind the partitions. One of Ledi€sdibishad just checked out in
apreliminary interview over the phone.

"S0," Dugan asked, "isshethegirl of your dreams?"
Claudialooked carefully.

"No," shefinaly said. "l wish shewas, but sheisnt. | can seewhy you'd think she might be—she
certainly fitsthe description | faxed you—but she's not the one. The faceis different. Hersis sweeter,
softer.”

ED AND | werein Dugan's office the next afternoon. "I briefed the commissioner, who briefed the
mayor, on lagt night'slittlefiasco,” hetold us. "Neither oneistoo happy, asyou might imagine. The mayor
cautioned that we have to be careful not to lash out at innocent citizens over this."

Firg time| had ever heard him raise a concern about that. Maybe the memory crash had gotten the



mayor, too, and he'd forgotten how livid held been....

"I know what you're thinking, Phil," Dugan said. "Y ou're thinking: ‘Here they go again, those brasshats
and assholes. They have the attention span of aflea’ Y ou're thinking: 'Here | am, working my heart out
to get to the bottom of this mess, and they're going to pull the rug out from under me, just like they
awaysdo.'"

"Not exactly,” | said. But | couldn't manage asmile.

"Widl, heré's something that might surprise you," Dugan continued. "1 told them: 'Noway.' Y ou and Ed
aredoing agrest job on this, and | want you to continue. I'm backing you with al of my weight, thin as|
might be." He weighed about 160, and stood at about an inch under six fedt.

"Thank you," | said, truthfully.
"All right, then," he said. "So tell me—what are your plans on this?"
Plans? Jeez, | fdt lucky to have an odd hypothesis or two....

Ed spoke up. "We're reexamining the autopsy evidence from the murder victims—acthird time. Hey, I'll
order exhumationsfor al of them, if need be."

Dugan nodded. " So maybe well get lucky if you keep at it and well find that yet another strangulation we
thought was Riversde wasredly by someone e se—that it?'

"Y ou never know," Ed replied, deadpan, unsure if Dugan was baiting him or being genuingly supportive.

"Let metdl you, I'd gladly takeit," Dugan said. He got up from behind his desk, walked over to Ed, and
clapped him on the shoulder. Y ou bet | would."

Then he turned towards me.

| talked about memory lapses from the Phoenicians to the present, about antibiotics from hyssopsto
Omnin, about bacteria and quorum-sensing, and about how, if we could understand some of that alittle
better, we might have akey to awild card in the Riverside murders.

The Dugan | knew would likely have lectured me to stay on point—pursue stone-cold killers, not
half-baked hypotheses. But this version of Dugan took it al in. Then he clapped me on the back.

"And don't fed too bad about last night," he added. "Y ou did the right thing. The Roth woman isfriends
with the Berman, right? Officer Gonzaes and Berman are friends, right? Gonzaes is having bad dreams,
and shefillsin an unclear face in the bushes with aface she's actually seen once or twice— that's the way
dreamswork, right?'

"l guesss0,” | said.

"Gonzaes dreams may il add up to something,” Dugan continued. "Phil, you're the expert on this
mental and memory business. Keep looking into it. What you told me so far makesalot of sense—and
it's helped me better comprehend my own little bout of amnesia.”

It certainly had put him in agood disposition, of late. | had better make the most of it whileit lasted.
BUT JENNA WOKE me the next morning with distressing news.

"Ligten." Sheturned on theradio. It wasthetail end of areport about a sea-squall in the North Atlantic,



off the coast of Maine. Severd yachts and schooners were missing. Coast Guard rescue teams were
converginginthe area.

"Goddamn Perfect Slorm,” | muttered. "I hated that movie anyway."
"Andy's on aboat off the coast of Maine, isn't he?' Jenna asked, though she knew the answer.

| nodded, and started making calls to newspapers, radio and TV stations, Nationa Westher Service,
Coast Guard, anyplace | could find more information. | tried WINS al-newsradio in New Y ork, where
I'd just heard the report. Their phone lineswere crossed or down. " Some computer virus struck part of
our switching operation, Dr. D'Amato," asupervisor with the phone company told mewhen | called and
asked for an emergency connection to WINS. "I don't know when their service will be restored.”

At the other places| called, unfortunatdly, either | had no contact in the organization—why the hell would
| need to know anyone at the Portland Tribune in Maine?—or my contact was on vacation, or my
contact knew nothing.

Jenna brought me orange juice and a pot of tea.

| findly was able to reach someone | didn't know—who was aware of the sory—at the Boston Globe.
"I can confirm that the Coast Guard fears that there's been someloss of life, but please don't quote me on
that, Dr. D'’Amato.”

"Don't worry, I'm aforensic detective not areporter,” | sngpped back. That was needlesdy nasty, |
knew, but | was aggravated.

"Thenwhy areyou cdling in thefirst place?’

"Long story, closefriend, never mind.”

THE CALL CAME throughin my office, on my direct line, later that day.

"Phil, I hear you've been looking for me."

"Andy, jeez, I'm glad you're okay," wasdl | could say.

"Theinitid reports were exaggerated,” he said; "only three boats actually capsized—"

"Y eah, but five people—including two men your general age and description—are among the missing.
Thank God you weren't one of them!”

"Thanks," Andy said sincerely. "Y ou do have amelodramatic way of looking at the world, though.
Y ou're hot on the trail of some bizarre investigation, and someone with what could be important new
information in the caseislogt at sea before he communicates to you—"

"Y ou have new information?' No need to go into the fact with Andy that, for reasonsI've never been
ableto totaly understand, my work often did seem like it came right out of the movies—though lately
there seemed less and | ess distinction between nightmare movies and redlity.

"Yes, | do," Andy replied. "From Australia—about Omnin and the brain—Damn, that's my other phone
ringing, from Atlanta. Look, I'm taking acommuter plane day after tomorrow to La Guardia, to pick up a
flight back home. How about we meet for lunch in Sbarro's or whatever at the airport, around two

p.m.?'

"Okay, but | can dso call you back now, in afew minutes, after you get off the other phone—"



"Hold on asecond,” Andy said to me, then Started talking on the other phone.

He returned to our connection about thirty secondslater. "I've got aload of other calsto make," hetold
me, sounding harried. "Tdl you what, I'll write down what I've learned about Omnin, and mail it to you
before| get on the plane, if you're worried that it's going to vanish without atrace. It's nothing you need
to know immediately. We on for lunch at two?' "I'll be there.”

TWO DAYSLATER | wasin the Sbarro's closest to where Andy's commuiter flight was supposed to
arrive. | wasn't too happy. The clock on thewall said afew minutes past four.

| decided not to go theticket counter asixth time. Likely dl 1 would be told again was that therewas a
lot of turbulence, the plane was smdll, so the pilot took alonger—but definitely safer—route. Why the
hell couldn't Andy have taken atrain? Either there wasn't one that ran straight from Maineto New Y ork
yet, or it wastoo dow....

Three teas, atuna sandwich with too much mayo, and alot of heartburn later, Andy's plane camein. He
looked tan, lean, fit. He grabbed a sdlad, and sat down at my table. "Have you aready eaten?”

"I'mfing" | answered.
"Damn bumpy planeride" hesaid. "Next time I'll take atrain. Isthere even atrain linein Mane?'
"Beatsme," | said. "There may be one that goesto the north of Boston."

Andy leaned back in his chair and appeared to relax. "Okay, heré'swhat's happening. Y ou know, | sent
out federsto my contactsal over the world, to seeif they had any incidences of memory loss, the kinds
of sde effects you—we—suspect for Omnin—"

"Right, but so far, only the U.S. has been hit by the flu this year, and we seem to be the only place with
any kind of mass use of Omnin."

"That's changed," Andy said.
| looked a him. "Audtrdia."

He nodded. "Austraia began getting whapped by the flu afew weeks ago—it's winter for them down
there now."

"Right,” | ssid.

"And assoon as| got reports of that, | got on the phone and started talking to people | know down
there. See? | do take what you say very serioudy, and my mind's dwaysworking onit." He smiled.

| returned it.

"And | got in touch with one guy in particular—Tom Stewart, works ajob roughly pardld to mine, out of
Sydney. Do you know Tom?"

| shook my head no.

"Widll, fortunately, | was able to reach Tom just as he was coming down with the flu," Andy continued.
"His doctor prescribed Omnin. | warned Tom about it. He decided to take it anyway, and be aguinea
pig. Hiswifewasin on it, too—she was thoroughly briefed, and told to take notes on everything that
happened to Tom. And it played out just like you said—a memory loss of afew hours, just around the
timethat the Omnin was beginning to kick in."



"All right, that'sgood,” | said. "It'sgood to have another confirmed case.” But it didn't quite seem to
judtify the sense Andy was projecting that thiswas some kind of breakthrough. "So isthe Audtralian
government going to take any action—ypull Omnin off the market?' | asked.

"Not clear, at thispoint,” Andy said. "But there's more— about Tom Stewart. It'stragic, redly...."
Andy's demeanor suddenly changed from joking, eager, to grim. It was an expression | couldn't
remember ever seeing on him.

"What happened to Tom?"

"He was feding much better, none redlly the worse for the memory loss—just like you—and he was
driving on acurvy country road in the rain. He missed aturn, crashed into atree. He waskilled ingtantly."

"God, that's awful."

"But | took the bull by the horns," Andy said. "Nothing could bring Tom back, but maybe his death could
be of some help to us—make it meaningful rather than just a goddamn stupid waste. | spoke to the
coroner down there, and of course Tom'swife. | told him what | wanted in the autopsy—I made sure
Tom's brain was examined for any trace of Omnin."

| was hanging on Andy's every word.

"Y ou wanted to know if Omnin crossed the blood-brain barrier. Well, turns out it was specificaly
concocted with that in mind. It comes packaged with aspecid agent—a bradykinin agonist called
'Neurolax—which increases the permesability of the blood-brain barrier by activating B2 receptors on the
endothelia cells of the brain's capillaries. Probably more than you needed to know."

"I want to know everything,” | replied. "The endothdlid cells on the brain's capillaries make the tight
junctionsthat block diffusion of substances between cells, and the Neurolax relaxes these, opensthem
up?'

"Yes. For abrief period of time."

"Why?" | asked.

"Why what?' Andy responded.

"Why suddenly market an antibiotic that gets through the blood-brain barrier?”

"Because it's Omnin, remember?' Andy replied. "Good for al, everything. Including who knows what
might be hanging out in the skull. Brain tumors are anasty way to go. There are theoriesthat some
tumors might be caused by offbest, low-profile bacteria. If Omnin can sop that..." Andy shrugged.
"Wdll, you get the picture.”

| nodded, and let what he was saying cross the barrier into my own brain—and, | hoped, my
understanding. " So Omnin was found in Tom Stewart'sbrain?'

"Y eah. Traceswere found in his corpus calosum—you know, the part of the brain through which the
two hemispheres communicate. With that evidence in hand, | knew what to ask the FDA—and they
readily admitted that Omnin isbundled with Neurolax. | got that confirmed just yesterday. They're not
trying to keep it secret.”

"I know the corpus cdlosumwell," | said, mouth dry. "It'sthe part of the brain through which—if Julian
Jaynesisat dl right—the two hemispheres came together, began working as an integrated unit, giving rise



to our sense of self and consciousness. This may have happened around the time the Phoenicians
invented the d phabet.”

"So, if that'sright, Omnin attacks our consciousnessin someway,” Andy said. "Maybe by hindering that
bacterial communication you were talking about in your voice-mail?'

"It'sbeginning to look asif Omnin'sdoing something to gum up theworks," | replied. "But wouldn't the
FDA have tested that out? Discovered that Omnin in the brain blots out memory?*

"I'm going to seeif | can get an answer to that as soon as I'm back in Atlanta,” Andy said. "They had to
have tested Omnin pretty rigoroudy—no way it could have been released on the market otherwise. But,
| don't know, maybe they rushed the Neurolax part of the tesss—maybe they tested that part less
thoroughly. That can happen with a compound drug, especidly one put together under pressure of
countering apossible flu epidemic. Don't worry, I'll find out.”

| nodded.

"Don't worry, Phil," Andy repeated. "WEell get it off the market if need be.”
"Y ou know, | wasjust thinking," | replied.

"Yeeh?'

"If we just remove Omnin, without really understanding why it knocks out part of our mind, how it does
that, then maybe we're leaving ourselves open for even more devadtating attacks from something smilar.”

EIGHT
| looked more closely into the corpus callosum.
| haunted half adozen libraries, and fired up my Web browser into the wee hours of every morning....

The brain operatesin two hemispheres. In the 1960s, much was made of their apparently contrasting
functions. People who received injuriesto the left hemisphere had trouble with sequentid taskslike
reading and counting, but they could seeimages and recall music just fine. Folkswith damage in the right
hemisphere had difficulty recognizing faces, but could read and write aswell asthey ever could. The
upshot was that the left hemisphere controlled thelogical, linear parts of our lives, whilethe right directed
our al-at-once tasks like encountering a picture or asound.

The ideathat |eft-handed people make up a disproportionately large part of the artistic population jibed
with the brain-hemisphere analysis. Theright side of the brain controls the I eft Sde of the body, and vice
versa, o that |eft-handedness indicates that the right or artistic part of the brain is dominant.

Higtorically, |eft-handedness was sometimes aso identified with underhandedness, deviousness—asin "a
left-handed compliment.”" Presumably this was because acommunication presented artistically or
poeticaly was subject to more interpretation— and thus misinterpretation—than a straightforward,
step-by-step declaration. 1. A. Richards, agrest literary critic of the twentieth century, had even defined
the essence of art asambiguity, or amenability to multiple interpretation. The more work asingle word or
phrase could do, the better.

Most people, of course—Ieft or right-handed—sport an intricate mesh of these characterigtics. This
makes sense, since the two hemispheres of the brain work together to control our mentality.

That's where the corpus calosum comesin.



It literally connects the two hemispheres—like the Bering Strait, before water overran the archipelago of
idands and made it agtrait. When the corpus calosum is overrun with injuries, or severed, victimsfind it
difficult or impossible to coordinate tasks controlled by both hemispheres—like reading and listening to
music a the sametime.

All of that was known in the 1960s, when Jaynes proposed his theory. Since then, research had shown
the hemispheres of the brain to be surprisingly adaptable—the Ieft can learn to do right-hemisphere tasks,
and right can learn left, under some circumstances.

| made sure these last few Web pages were stored with the hundreds of others | had read in the past
week. Then | closed the pages and closed my eyes.

Jennawas dready sound adeep. | left my work station, took off my clothes, and dipped into bed with
her. But my mind was dlill racing dong the corpus callosum.

Jaynes theory had been extreme even in the 1960s, when the hemispheres seemed more distinct. He
thought that in ancient times the hemispheres each housed a separate persona, and the two talked to each
other through the corpus callosum telephone. Prophets hearing the voice of the deity were one
manifestation of this—modern schizophreniawas a current, vestigid example. Jaynesthought al of that
changed because of avariety of factors—ranging from naturd disasterslike floods and volcanoesto
artificid creations like the a phabet—melded the two mindsinto one.

Even McL uhan called that theory science fiction. Though, from what 1'd read of McLuhan, that might
have been acompliment.... Maybe aleft-handed one.

What bothered me most about Jaynes theory was not that he'd postulated two separate minds in people.
For dl | knew, that was possible, and his point about schizophreniawaswell taken. But what | found
hard to accept in Jaynes was what he thought had caused the two minds to merge into our current sense
of sdf. The dphabet? Or some natura calamity causing peopleto losefathintheold, "dua" way of

thinking?

It had to be something more—something direct, something physical, that could act on the corpus
cdlosum.

| now had the evidence from an autopsy in Austrdiathat Omnin had been found in the corpus callosum
of Tom Stewart, who had suffered amemory |gpse after coming down with the flu and taking the
antibiotic.

But what in the corpus calosum did Omnin impair?
| had aso done some reading about quorum-sensing, communicative bacteria.

Were they or something like them the secret agents who had bridged Jaynes "bicameral mind” to create
our current form of consciousness?

Were we human, the way we are today, because of an infection of some rapster bacteriain our brain, an
infection that shuttled information back and forth between the hemispheres— an infection that Omnin
unknowingly reduced? And in so doing, threatened to reduce our humanity....

But how to provethat? Try to get an analysis of every deceased person's corpus callosum from now on?
The presence of Omnininitsaf would prove nothing.

| needed to find the gossiping little organism.



But like so many other timesin my work, | seemed in pursuit of something which might well be below our
current level of technologicd identification. If some strain of observable bacteriawere inhabiting our
brains, cresting our sense of salf, wouldn't we already have stumbled across them and taken notice of
their presence? Even if we did not understand their function, wouldn't we have dready seen them in some
autopsy or other examination of brain tissue?

We had not.

Which meant that elther the bacteria were camouflaged by yet some other agent, or the living organism
was something other than bacteria, something alittleless, alittle more, alittle different. But something
which, unlike viruses, was hurt by antibiotics....

Or maybe we had aready noticed these pseudobacteria— or at least understood their effect upon our
brains—sometime much earlier in history, before we even knew what bacteriawere, before we could see
them under a microscope.

| had to search for them not only here, not only now, but in the past....
"Hey..." Jennaturned over, put her arm around my chest, and snuggled.
| kissed her gently on her eydid.

"What timeisit?' she asked groggily.

"Twointhemorning,” | replied.

"We'retwo inthe morning,” Jennasaid, il haf-adeep. 'Y ou and me"
" egh”

"Let'sdoit," shesad.

Not that | minded at al—and Jennalooked especialy good tonight, her skin milky in the moonlight—but
she usudly wasn't S0 blunt. "I should stretch out next to you more often, after burning the midnight Web
about memory loss and bicameral minds,” | said, and kissed her on the edge of her lips.

She laughed. "I meant, let's get married.” She sounded more awake now.
"Ah, sure" | sad. "When?"

"Well, if we're going to have abig ceremony, we need timeto find aplace, send out dl theinvitations. |
think we should invite everyone you ever had animpact oninal of your cases, including the bad guys.”

"Funny,” | said.

"About having abig wedding, or inviting the perpetrators?’

"A big ceremony isfineby me," | said. "Better chance for getting at least some good presents.”
Shekissed me....

"So how does next spring sound?' she said, awhile later.

"Okay, | guess.”

"What's the matter?' she asked.



"| just don't know what shape everyone will bein next soring, if people are taking Omnin en massein the
next flu season.”

| CALLED ANDY the next morning, told him about what | had found about the corpus callosum, and
further explained my idea of bacteria acting as catalysts for our consciousness,

"Sounds promising,” hesaid.

"L ook, weve got to do something to make sure that Omnin is off the market by the end of thisyear, or
sooner," | said.

"I'mtrying to build acase for that,” Andy answered. "But I'm not getting much support for it down here.
Y ou know how it is—we've been over this. No one worries too much that a husband can't recall what he
did on hisboys night out—wives are dready very familiar with that kind of amnesia" He got more
serious. "We need hard evidence, Phil. I've stirred alittle interest here with the Tom Stewart autopsy, but
well need more, much more. I'll get the word out on examination of brain tissuefor suites of Snging
bacteria, but likeyou said, if they were there, we'd have seen them aready.”

"So they're some other micro or submicroorganism with smilar properties.”

"Right,” Andy said. "But no one's going to want to pull back anew drug that diminishes flu complications
on the gtrength of an invisible, unknown organism that may help us remember— or because the
Phoenicians may have reached Americaand then forgot it."

| knew he wasn't wrong. Speculation, theorization, was afar cry from proof. | needed facts—whether in
the twenty-first century, or three millenniaearlier, or anytime in between. Evidence. Even McNair had
said | needed more of it, when he'd pointed me to the chatterbox bacteria. Just as Dugan had pleaded
we needed for the Riverside investigation.

They dl were saying the samething: Get me facts, Phil.

| TRIED AGAIN to reach DariusMorton. To no avail. I'd have to consgn myself to waiting at least until
September to find him, when NY U was back in full session and staff.

Hisbook Ahead of Columbus wasriveting in its arguments that the Phoenicians had made it to the New
World, but it presented no archaeol ogica evidence. No remains that were indisputably Phoenician and
carbon-dated at 1000 B.C. or any other time had been discovered in North or South America. Of
course, before the Viking artifacts had been discovered in the 1970s at L'Anse aux Meadowsin
Newfoundland, and carbon-dated at A.D. 1000, Norse presence in North American had aso been
derided by many as myth....

Maybe | ought to look into that Viking facet of thisforgotten-Americaangle more closdly. An atifact in
the hand, after al, was worth far more than two in speculation....

| knew someone with aspecid interest in the Vikings. | had sat next to LIoyd Halstad yearsagoina
course at the New School for Social Research, on thefilms of Kirk Douglas. | had taken the course
because Douglas Spartacus and Lonely Are the Brave were among my favorite movies. Hastad was
there because he loved The Vikings with Douglas—and it was actudly a pretty good film. We had
stayed in touch off and on over the years.

| tried Halstad at his New Y ork City number. The phone rang three times, and then segued into adightly
different sounding ring—call forwarding at work.

"Hello?" Lloyd picked up the phone. His parents had emigrated from Norway, and hisvoice had just the



dightest touch of an accent.
"Lloyd? Phil D’Amato. How've you been?"

"Phil? It'sbeen yeard! | just got out of the lake—we have a place up here in Red Hook—and I'm
dripping wet, but fine!"

| offered to call back later.

"No, no," Lloyd inssted. "If you don't mind holding on afew seconds, I'll just get atowel and some dry
clotheson.”

"Thanks. Take your time." | held on, and when Lloyd returned | talked a some length about the reason
formy cdl.

"Hmmm ... Well, the explicit Lindisfarne-Phoenician connection isnewsto me," Lloyd observed, "but |
certainly wouldn' ruleit out. But you want to know if thereis any evidence of aPhoenician influencein
the Viking artifacts found in North America? Nothing like that in the Viking remains at L'Anse aux
Meadows, asfar as| know."

"How about at other stes?' | asked.

"Finding artifactsin North Americathat are indisputably Viking is controversd enough,” Lloyd explained,
"Lindisfarne or Phoeniciaaside. But there are at least half a dozen likely places on the northeast coast of
Canada—in addition to L'Anse aux Meadows—with physical remains, bits of weave, parts of tools,
from Baffin Idand to Ungava Bay on down. And then there are the genetic possibilities.... Would you like
afast crash course on dl of this?'

| said | most definitely would.

Lloyd said that research into a Viking presence in North America had been going in and out of stylefor
more than a century. "Earlier studies focused on physica artifacts and on Inuit reported to have European
physiques and red beards," he continued. "The most ambitious theories had the Vikings sailing down the
East Coadt asfar as South America and the Amazon, or west along the St. Lawrence or north up the
Hudson, or sailing and hiking to the Northwest and Alaska, and then sailing down the West Coast to
Cdifornia. Or dl three. Variants of these possibilities—far more convincing, I'd say—arethat Vikingsin
Greenland and northeast Canada interbred with Inuit, and their progeny made the trip out West,
reversing the path that conventional historians say the Thule people made from West to East. There's
been scant evidence even of this, though, other than the odd report of avillage of Inuit with European
faces, which, alas, dways seemed to succumb before it could be checked out scientificaly. But
gene-mapping kicked in about a decade ago, and could have some exciting results.”

"But nothing conclusve asyet?' The posshilities were intoxicating to the historian in me—Vikings
penetrating the extent of North Americahdf amillennium prior to Columbus—buit | till needed evidence.

"No," Lloyd replied. "The problem with gene-mapping isthat even if we find Scandinavian genesin some
isolated Inuit group in the Northwest, it's difficult to prove that the genes were introduced in, say, 1100,
not A.D. 1700. And we have equivaent problems with fragmentary materid remains. A Norse coin from
the deventh century was found in Maine—I've seen it, no doubt it'sthe real thing—but who can prove
when it was | eft there? Could have been well after Columbus. Petroglyphsin Canadawith Viking faces
are better—they date from the 1200s and there's no disputing the pictures were there then—but you
know how it iswith those facesin rock art. Y ou squint a them one way and you see a Norseman, you
squint at them another and you see your high school gym teacher.”



| half laughed. "So L'Anse aux Meadowsisthe only redly rdigble ste.”

"Yeah," Lloyd said. "It was awhole settlement, dwellings and dl. But even that hasits frudtrations. The
Norse were gpparently there for avery short time. The site has no midden piles, nothing to indicate any
long-term habitation. It wasin and out, aone-night stand asfar as coloniesgo. That'slikely why it had no
impact on theworld.”

"Thered problem isthat we're dealing with two illiterate cultures here, Viking and Inuit,” | said. "So there
are no written records to put any of the sites, any of the findings, into clearer context." McNair would be
proud of me.

"Exactly," Lloyd agreed, "And add to that the problem that the two cultures were not only illiterate but
itinerate, constantly on the move, so you not only have no written records, but no stable populationsto
point at astone and tell astory about it that their great-great-grandparents handed down.”

"All right, one more question, then, LIoyd."
"Sure, I'm enjoying this" he said.

"If you had to pick one place in North Americathat the Vikings reached other than L'Anse aux
Meadows, a place where perhaps they made an impact on alocal, stable population, a place where—I
know thisis stretching it—maybe they talked about Lindisfarne and the Phoenicians, and perhaps did
leave some lagting impression on the locds, in some form—where might that be?’

"Cape Cod," Lloyd replied instantly.
"Redly?'

"Think about it," Lloyd said. "It jutsway out into the North Atlantic. It wasthe first land the Pilgrims saw.
It had ardatively stable population of Indians. It's packed with little librariesfull of moldy old documents.
Y ep, I'd put my money on the Cape."

"Y ou wouldn't want to join me on alittle research expedition there next week?' | asked.
"Loveto, Phil, but I'm off next week for ayear in Augtrdia”
"Y ou think the Vikings made it down there, too?" | jibed.

Lloyd chuckled. "Always possible. But, no. Actudly, I'm going thereto look at their rock art—it's
become another one of my passons.”

"Don' take any Omnin down under."

Lloyd laughed again. "Not to worry—I had the flu earlier thisyear, and | expect that makes me more or
lessimmuneto anything smilar thisyear.”

"Well, you take care of yoursdf anyway," | said.

| PACKED asuitcase for Jennaand me as soon as| got home. She had an adjunct teaching job at
Princeton that started the last week in August. | was entitled to two weeks vacation. That gave us plenty
of time. | told Dugan I'd keep in touch with everyone on adaily basis about the Riversde case, and come
back immediately if anything new came up.

"How does Cape Cod sound for the next two weeks?' | asked Jennaas she walked in the door. "I
rented alittle cottage for us off Ellis Landing Road, right near the place | met Andy in April "



"Sounds great!" She kissed me. "So will thisbe ared vacation or your kind of vacation?'

| smiled. "My kind, I'm afraid." By which we both understood: I'd be there to work. "But don't worry,
well gill have timefor lots of long waks on the beach...."

JENNA GOT TO take most of those walks alone.

| got to tour just about every library, historical society, and old and rare bookstore on the Cape. Any of
these places could well have a one-of-a-kind handwritten document that even the New Y ork Public
Library on Forty-second Street did not know abott....

| hit paydirt twelve dayslater, in the Brewster Ladies Library, less than two milesfrom our cottage. | had
skipped over the place at first, owing to its less-than-scholarly-sounding name. | wouldn't make that
migtake again.

Right there on the open shelves of itstiny reference section were severa loca history books, published in
the early 1800s. These held accounts of early sea-captains who had retired to their shorefront homesin
Brewster. | would have found these engaging in any case. But a bound, handwritten manuscript written
by anE. L. Costain 1819 held specid interest....

The manuscript was ledger-sized, and contained about one hundred unnumbered pages written upon with
what now looked to be abrown ink—the color of fall oak leaves after they had falen. Theink was abit
faded, but it and the handwriting were legible. Thetitle—The Cape in Antiquity, Recent and Distant,
with Considerations of the Provenance of Flora and Fauna and Prominent Families—was enough
to make me sit with it and read page by page, in anearby, overstuffed chair by abig window.

Much of the writing was observation, charmingly accurate in an age before Darwin, of the ecologica
niches of the numerous species of birdsthat il thrived along the woods and shores of the Cape. "Each
enjoysits own admixture of beach plum, wildberry, or other wilde seed or fruit. In so doing, each natura
crop is atended by its own devoted winged Gardener...."

But inthelast third of the manuscript, | found this

It has been claimed that the Cape was contacted by voyagers from the Olde World five centuries
prior to Christopher Columbus. According to this history, pirates of Danish or Norwegian stock,
seeking a safe haven for ill-gotten bounty, made several landings in the harbour of what is today
known as Welle Fleet. Further, if this history isto be believed, the landing was the consequence of
much planning. The pirates were said to be guided by a fallen priest from the Holy Island across
the sea—jeez, that would be Lindisfarne—who himself was said to be guided by knowledge of North
America by a civilization far more ancient than his. Legends say he left a written account of these
voyages, which account was said to be consumed in fires commencing in the forests near the
shore, which fires have been known since antiquity to sometimes beset thisland, all due to the
lightning storms which are at once the glory and bane of life on the Cape, as its many varieties of
inhabitants including human beings have come to know.

SO BRISKMAN'S STORY was confirmed.

"Though for all we know, Briskman may have read the very same account years ago,” | said to Jennaas
wefinally got to stroll along the beach the next morning. "Maybe he visited Cape Cod asakid with his
family."

"No evidenceis perfect,” Jennasad. "There are dways holes and soft spots. But | think your theory
about a Viking-Phoenician connection to Americais certainly stronger now than before we came up



here

| took her hand. The beach was especialy beautiful today. Seagulls, sandpipers, even the colorful human
glidersinthear werenice. A shack aong the shore was broadcasting Beatles musicto oneand dl. The
shack seemed to vibrate with the best of the guitar licks, and the high notes Lennon hit, asif the cottage
itself was one big AM radio, and the shimmering screen porch its speeker.

"Thiswould be anice placeto retireto," | said.
Jennaamiled, perhaps abit sadly. "Y oulll never retire.”

"Isthat okay?' | asked sincerdly. | felt genuindy bad about blowing most of our two weeks herein
libraries, but what could | do?

Jennadrew closeto me. "If you don't ook after the human race, who will?*

| knew there was atouch of resignation, even unhappinessthere, aswell asadmiration.
We held each other for afew minutes.

"So, what's next?" Jenna asked.

"I checked in the phone book for 'Costalsthismorning,” | replied. "Pretty much of ahopeless case—it's
avery common name here. A lot of the Portuguese sailors who settled on the Cape centuries ago had
that name. I'd say there's no chance of locating any of E. L.'sheirs now. Theladiesin the Brewster
library were no help with that, either, sweet asthey were."

"How about we drive to Wellfleet, and poke around there?' Jenna suggested.
"Let'sgofor aswim firs—thetides coming in."

WELLFLEET WAS ABOUT thirty minutes east of Brewster, on Route 6A into Route 6. Parts of it
were quaint and charming; other parts were abit too commercidized for my taste. | knew severa
forensic psychologistsin Wellfleest—I'd heard it said that every psychologist in Boston vacationed
here—but two didn't answer their phones, and the third had none listed. They might have provided some
locd leads. Wdll, the sky and the bay were pastel consolation....

I'd dlready checked al the book repositories| could find on the Cape, earlier in the week. Jennaand |
decided to devote our time to the dozen or more antique shops in and around town. These occasiondly
had afew old books.

We came up empty. It was past five dready, and all we had eaten all day was breakfast. Dinner seemed
agood idea. There were someinviting restaurants on Main Street.

We passed avery attractive couple on the street—both women.

"Got you thinking of the Riversde case again,” Jennacommented, aswe neared alittle seafood
restaurant.

"Yeah," | replied. | guess| hadn't been talking for the past few minutes.
"Large gay community in this part of the Cape," Jennasaid, "especidly Provincetown.”

"Yeah," | said again. Provincetown was at the far eastern tip of the Cape. And | had indeed been thinking
of the Riverside case—not only because we had walked past alesbian couple, but because of the poster



| had seen earlier on awall, and forgotten, until | saw the couple.

The poster was from a gay women's group in Provincetown. It was devoted to countering antilesbian
prgudice, and listed dl the jobsthat gay women held in society. None were redly unusud, especidly in
thisday and age.

But one stood out as suspect in the Riverside crimes.

NINE

| woke up in my bedin New Y ork the morning after next. Jennawas off with some friendsfor breskfast
near Central Park.

It felt good to wake up in my bed. It waslike day and night in comfort compared to the spongy spring
that had passed for a mattressin our cottage on Cape Cod.

Other than that, nothing felt better about being back in New Y ork....

The dog days of August were nearly over. College kids would soon be back in class. | hoped that what |
had said to Dugan about the Riverside murders being on hiatus for the summer was wrong—because the
summer was soon to end.

My origind notion about the summer was based on the ideathat the murderer was specificaly preying on
Columbia University Students, and she—possibly he—was a student there. That, of course, was ill
possible, maybe even likely. But there were other scenarios.

| needed to conduct more interviews—at least two more, at this point.
| showered, dressed, gobbled abagel for breakfast, and got down to the office about an hour early.

| cdled Amy Berman—Claudias friend—the one | thought had been in danger from Ledie Roth, thetall
blonde with the short hair, who had turned out also to be Amy'sfriend, and no danger.

Amy hung up on me,

"Ligten," | said on the second call.

She hung up again.

"Would you prefer | asked the police to detain you?' | managed to get out on the third call.
"Onwhat charge?"

"Asamaterid witness, possibly,” | replied. "But ook, | don't want to do that.”

"So why are you bothering me?"

"I'm sorry for upsetting you and your friend Ledie—I overreacted, | admit it. | wastrying to protect you.
But therés ill akiller out there—who seemsto like women on the Upper West Side. Look, | don't
mean to scare you, or upset you again, but | need your help. | just want to talk to you."

She sighed. "I'm dready late for work. | can't talk to you now."

"How about later?



She sighed again, more loudly. "1 have an appointment with an adviser at Fordham at six P.M. | suppose
| can get therefifteen minutes early. We can sit on the benchesin front of the school—the southeast
corner of the Lincoln Center campus. Y ou know where that is?"

"Y$,"

"I'm warning you, though. If you show up with copsin police carswith sirens, I'll suedl of you. For
God's seke, you've got me sounding like acrimina myself aready!"

| ARRIVED TEN minutes before our gppointment, and Amy was dready waiting for me. She was
wearing a plum-colored blouse and alavender skirt and looked very good. | redlized that the only other
times | had seen her, | hadn't been in any condition to notice. | had been on the verge of the flu the first
time, and in pursuit of someone | thought might be on the verge of killing her, the second time.

She gave me ashort, sour smile.

| took a seet and started talking. Better keep my preambles to aminimum, and get |ess-contrived
responses.

"I know you don't have much time, and | very much appreciate your seeing me," | began. ""Could you tell
me about your relationship with Professor McNair—?"

"My relationship?| was his student at UCLA last year, asyou well know. What exactly are you
implying?
"Nothing—I didn't mean to imply anything. | wasjugt interested in how well you know him."

"Look, I may be divorced, but that doesn't mean | play around with my professors. | don't have the time,
anyway. Between my daughter Mindy, my job, and school, | barely have time to bresthe most days.”

"l know," | said, "and you take very good care of her. She seemslike afinegirl.” Mindy had been at her
grandmother's gpartment on the night Jennaand | had shown up on Amy's doorstep. We had
accompanied Amy to pick up Mindy after Ledie had been released—the least we could do was provide
shuttle service for al concerned, after the aggravation of that evening. Amy had been so angry shed
wanted to refuse it—but she had only $2.43 in her purse.

"Thank you," she said softly, and gppeared to calm down alittle.

"I'mreally just interested in your impressions of Professor McNair—I don't know how well you know
him. But I mean, what kind of ateacher did you find him to be? Did you ever meet hiswife Rhonda?
Were you—and other students—ever to their home—?"

Shelooked at her watch. "I'll be late for my meeting. | don't really see the point of this." She stood up
and walked away.

Well, at least | had got some of what 1'd wanted in thisinterview.

| CALLED THE second woman on my list the next morning.

"Oh, hi, Dr. D'Amato," Carol Michosky replied. "What can | do for you?'

"Could we get together and talk today? Anytime would work for me—just for afew minutes."

"I'm packing to leave for alittle vacation the day after tomorrow," shereplied. "It's been along hot
summer for me, and | redlly need to get out of here.”



"Our interview won't takelong. | promise.”

"But what do you want to talk to me about, anyway?" she protested. "I know | screwed up on that
lineup. | tried my best. | was confused....”

"l know," | said, trying to be as soothing as | could. "I'm not looking to hold you up on that. It'sjust...
Thereareafew small points1'd like to go over with you."

"I'd rather not, redly,” she said. She had that tone like she was about to hang up.
"Look, | redly must ingst. Thisis police business.”
Slence

"Ms. Michosky? Tdl you what: Y ou don't need to come down to my office, if that'sinconvenient. We
can meet anywhere you like—even out in the park near your housg, if you want." Public benches seemed
to be my venuesfor interviews these days.

"Okay," shefindly said. "Thereésajuice bar on Ninety-first and Broadway—I usualy wak down there
around eleven to get my dalily fix of carrot and whesat."

"Been too long sincel had agood glass of carrot juice mysdlf,” | said, truthfully. "Elevenitis”

| WASIN amood to walk, so | got off the subway at West Seventy-second Street, and grabbed a
papaya juice from Gray's across the street. True, | was supposed to have a carrot juice with Michosky,
but it had also been too long since I'd had a papaya, and besides, the carrot would make a good chaser.

| looked back at the Seventy-second Street station. It waslate-Victorian in structure—maybe
early-Edwardian; what was the difference?—and still looked great through its stains, at least to me.

I'd dways felt adeep connection with the nineteenth, Victorian century. Maybe because it bore the
origins of modern forensic science, with Fauld's |etter to Nature in 1880, proposing the use of
fingerprintsto identify criminas. Or maybe because it was populated with the likes of Darwin, Mendd,
Pasteur ... | had respect akin to reverence for al of those biopioneers—not only for their discoveries, but
for theway they exulted in, rather than apologized for, their belief in progress through science and
rationality. Sure, the twentieth century had had itsinningsin the sciences of life—more than itsinnings,
with Heming and penicillin, Salk and polio vaccine, Crick and Watson and the alphabet of life. But
walking here in the twenty-first, looking back at the nineteenth, | often felt asif I'd legpfrogged alarge
part of the twentieth century and its cynicism. Maybe the human genome and its wonders to behold
would help rekindle the vision of scientific nobility that the atom bomb and other atrocities had dmost
extinguished.

Carol Michosky was standing nervoudly in front of the juice bar on Broadway and Ninety-first Stredt.
She had the demeanor of awoman who smoked three packs of cigarettes aday, but had misplaced her
third pack two hours ago. She ran her hand through caked dirty-blonde hair. It looked more dirty, less
blonde, than | remembered it. She turned and greeted me.

"It'stoo hot in there," she said, and pointed to the juice bar. "1 think the air conditioner is broken or
something. | didn't fed like standing inline. Isit okay if weforget thejuice and just walk?'

"Of course." | followed her lead and walked east with her on Ninety-first Street.

"Ordinarily I'd go towards Riverside, not Central Park,” shesaid. "I used to fed safer going west—with
al thosewildingsin Centra Park and everything." She shuddered. "But now..."



| nodded sympathetically.
"It'slike Scyllaand Charybdid" she said. "Hey, arentt | the poet!”

Now, where had | heard Scyllabeing talked about recently? No, not talked about—I'd been thinking
about the theory that the Odyssey was taken from a Phoenician seafaring log, and the evidence that the
Greek "Scylld' came from a Semitic word meaning rock. What atangled web 1'd been caught up in
lady....

"I'm sorry | was so sharp with you on the phone," Michaosky continued. "I redlly do need avacation. |
haven't been feding wdll lately—can't seem to shake this summer cold. And | absolutely don't believein
antibiotics—I never take them.”

"Never?'

"No," shereplied. "Oh, right, you wanted to know if | had taken any Omnin. Absolutely not! The thought
of that stuff running through my system makes me itch—I work too hard to build up dl the acidophilusin
my tummy!" She rubbed it and smiled.

"Y ou don't know Professor Robert McNair by any chance?'
Shelooked at me, eyes open, innocent. "No. Should 17

"He has views about antibiotics very similar to yours," | replied. But she was convincing about not
knowing McNair. "Anyway ... could we get back to the night of your attack for just afew minutes?' |
proceeded, gently. "If it's not too painful "

"Yes, it'spanful," shesad. "But | figured that's what you wanted to talk to me about again, so | stedled
mysdlf for this, and I'm ready.”

"Thank you," | said. "I waswondering if you could go over for me again why you think the woman who
asked you about the movie theater and the woman who tried to strangle you were the same person—you
werevery ingstent about that in your initid interviews."

"l don't know," Michosky said.
"Y ou're not sure now?"

"I'm very fuzzy about that night now—that'swhy | made such an ass of mysdlf a the policelineup. I'm
not sure whose face | saw, now."

""So none of your memory has returned or gotten any clearer sincethe lineup.... It'sthe same or even
worse now than it wasthen?"

She nodded and looked at me quizzicaly. "Do muddled memories sometimes get better in these kinds of
cases?'

"Sometimes. It degpends.” So shelikely wastdling the truth about not taking Omnin—Dugan and Jenna
and | had recovered some of our lost memories. Of course, she could have been lying—could be lying
now—about her memory faling apart that night in thefirst place. | pressed her: "Y ou told the police that
you got aquick glimpse of your assailant, and saw the face of the woman who asked you about the
movie theater asecond earlier, right?”



| spoke more softly. "I don't mean to be cross-examining you here. | just want to try to ... to understand
thisalittle more. How exactly did you see your assalant for that brief moment?”

"Like, through my eyes?' Michosky answered in an exaggerated Vdley-girl up-tak intonation. | wasn't
sureif shewas mocking me, or was just upset.

"I'm sorry,” shesaid.

"It'sokay," | said. "l know how tough thisisfor you. What | was getting a was, did you see the strangler
face-to-face, or over your shoulder? What features struck you? Was the hair of your assailant the exact
same as the moviegoer?'

Michosky let out abig sgh. "I know her hair was dark—that I'm sure of "

"Okay," | said. Sharadee Boland—the suspect in the lineup— did have black hair. And so did everyone
eseinthelineup, including Claudia Gonzales. "What € se do you remember seeing in your assallant's
face?"

"l guess| didn't seethat much,” Michosky admitted. She stopped in front of a nineteenth-century
brownstone. We were aready across the street from Central Park. "1 just got avery quick look at her,
over my shoulder, at avery painful angle. But | had a powerful feding that she was the one who had just
asked me about the movie house. That'swhat | told the police.”

| thought for amoment. ™Y ou told the police you had a'powerful feding' the two were the same person?
That doesn't sound quite the same as you had aquick glance and they looked the same. Believe me, I'm
not trying to split hairsor grill you, but..."

Michosky looked at me, then ran her hands through her hair three timesin rapid succession. "No, | see
what you're getting a," shefindly said. "Maybe my strong sense that the two were the same was not
based on what | saw. But what, then?"

| encouraged her to speculate.
She closed her eyes. "They had the same smdll,” she said.
"Thesamesmd|?' | asked dumbly.

"Y eah, they had the same perfume on—they smdled the same. | got awhiff of what that bitch who
attacked me was wearing. It was the same as the woman who was looking for the movie theater. But
damnit, | redly can't remember their faces at dl anymore—just their smell...."

So | had learned two thingsin thiswalk from Broadway to Centra Park.

One, it was possible after dl that the movie fan and the woul d-be strangler were two different
women—who happened to look generally similar, but also happened to wear the same perfume.

And two, if | believed Michosky about not taking Omnin— which | sill wasinclined to—she had indeed
suffered amemory loss for other reasons, maybe the traumathat DA Rubin had mentioned. That would
explain her loss of visuad memory. But olfactory memories can run much deeper, beless shakable, than
visua recollections—maybe because the nose has adirect connection to the brain that bypassesthe
blood-brain barrier. | had learned that somewhere, maybe in one of my undergraduate classesin
psychology and perception. And that would explain why Carol's "feding” that her questioner and her
lant were the same person—based on their perfume—had endured.



"Any guess about the name of the perfume?’ | ventured to Carol.

She shook her head no. "1 just know it's not something I've ever worn. It didn't smell bizarre, or
outlandish, though. It was maybe even familiar, in away. I'll keep thinking about it."

"Okay. Can | giveyou aquick call tomorrow, so we can touch base one more time before your
vacation?'

She nodded.

| thanked her—genuinel y—and wished her awonderful trip. | could negotiate getting a vacation number
from her tomorrow, if need be.

In the meantime, | decided I'd better speak to Sharalee Boland again—she, a the very least, had asked
Carol for directionsto the moviethat night. And for that matter, | probably aso needed to talk again to
Ledie Roth. She had blonde hair, but brunette wigs were as common as chocol ate kisses.

| was sure they'd be even less pleased to hear from me than Amy Berman and Carol Michosky.
But I had an important question to ask them.
What perfume did they wear?

ROTH WASHIKING the White Mountains in New Hampshire, and would be out of range through
Labor Day.

| had abit more luck with Boland. She worked as amanager at a Starbucks on the East Side. | reached
her by phone the next morning. She was nicer to me than | had expected.

"None of your fucking business,” shereplied to my query about what perfume she usually wore. And then
she hung up.

Pan B for such occasons entailed my cdling Laurie Feldman—not to find out what perfume she wore,
but to enlist her aid in finding what Boland wore. Laurie was an undercover detective, with aknack for
quickly making friends with women—at a checkout line in adepartment store, from anearby tebleina
restaurant, wherever—and gaining their confidence.

She didnt disappoint.

"Shdimar," shetold me on the phone that afternoon. "It's not cheap, not excessively expensive,
moderately priced and moderately popular, 1'd say. Most stores like Bloomingdal €s have it—that's
where| got lucky and made the connection with Boland today, right after lunch. Her friend at work told
me that's where she'd be."

"Good work!" | said. "Do you think | could go down to Bloomingda€e's, so I'd know what it actually
andlslike?'

"I'm one step ahead of you, Phil—I aready bought alittle vid, just for the occasion. Buy me a beer after
work, and I'll give you asniff.”

| did asrequested.

Later that evening, | sat down with Jennafor shrimp and corn on the cob at home. | told her about the
Shdimar. "It amellslike something | know," | sad.



"That's probably because | wesar it oncein awhile” shereplied. "It's one of my favorites.”
"So you're the one who tried to strangle Carol Michosky?'

"I can't recall.”

"Nice"

I AWOKE THE next morning to the smell of Shaimar and the phone both ringing in my head. Jenna
groaned and pulled the cover over her face. | reached over her and picked up the phone. She must have
put abit of Shaimar on before she went to degp—I'd conked out early last night. The whiff pleased yet
disturbed me, agood wine with a disconcerting undercurrent.

Dugan was on the phone. | didn't have to hear what he had to say to know it was bad news. He didn't
cdl thisearly inthe morning to tell me anything good.

"Meet me a Ninety-fourth and Riverside as soon asyou can,” he said.

| wastherein under fifteen minutes—traffic waslight at the beginning of the morning, at the end of
summer, in the city. Dugan directed me to the body, stretched out facedown, unclothed, near atree. One
of the cops said something half under his breath about her having anice ass, and cupped his hand asif to
caressit. Dugan glared him away before | had a chance to shove him.

| pictured Carol Michosky'sface, the last time | had seenit, just yesterday. It had borne agenera
resemblance even then to Jillian Murphy's face—ddicate, tragic, somehow il pretty even in desth on
Ed Monti'stable. Now Carol's face, in quarter-profile on the ground, was more completein its
resemblanceto Jllian's. They weretwinsin atrait that was the last word in resemblances.

And | dso knew with gnawing certainty that | wasin part responsible. Murders don't usualy happen by
accident. Something in my flurry of interviewsthe past few days had called forth akiller for Caral.

TEN

"Nothing especialy unusud here." Dugan gave me aprintout of a hastily compiled log of Carol's recent
phone activity, a a hagtily arranged afternoon meeting of just him and mein hisoffice. Thelog included
calsfrom her cell phone aswell as her gpartment in New Y ork City.

"Thereésacdl from her hometo my office number at five-twelve P.M. yesterday," | noted.
"Yeah, | saw that. What did she say to you?"

"l wasntin." Thecal had comein right around the time | was buying Laurie abeer and finding out the
secrets of Shdimar.

"Did sheleave amessage?' Dugan inquired.
"Nothing on my voice-mail when | camein thismorning,” | replied.
"Did shetak to someone esein your office?’

"I'll check when | get back there." | shook my head. "Unconsummeated calslike that lways lead to no
good.” And this no good was about as bad asit got.

"Wadl, heré's something else to get you aggravated,” Dugan said, and did another printout to me across
thetable.



It was a breakdown of crimes and convictions during the past sx months. "Asyou'll see, violent crimes
are up and convictions are down. Just the kind of diverging lines the commissioner hates."

"What prompted the specid sx-month summary?' | asked. Usudly they were weekly, monthly, yearly.
"They worked it up thismorning after Carol's murder?'

"Aslikely areason asany,” Dugan replied. "L ook, on the one hand, by al means send thisalong to your
friend Andy at the CDC—maybe it's more evidence of the memory bug'simpact. Thedrop in
convictions might be due to law-enforcement amnesia. On the other hand—get me the Riverside strangler
aready. We damn well better not forget about that.”

JENNA GOT ME onthe cell phonejust before | got back to my office. "I've been trying to reach you
for an hour," she sad. | usudly turned my phone off before meetings with Dugan—he didn't like
interruptions and | didn't blame him. | had just turned it back on. "Take alook at the obituary pagein
today's New York Times."

| walked into my office and picked up the copy of today's paper that had been sitting on my desk,
unread past the first page, sincethe morning. "Jeez," | said to Jennawhen | turned to the obits.

ROBERT MCNAIR, UCLA PROFESSOR OF COGNITIVE ANTHROPOLOGY, DEAD AT 47,
the headline on the quarter-page obituary read. There was apicture of him, looking good, likely from a
least adecade ago. | scanned the text. "Natural causes ... pneumonia suspected but not yet confirmed ...
had beeninill hedth for years... funera in his hometown of Chicago tomorrow at noon..."

"I'm not redlly surprised,” | said sadly. "He put too much faith in those homeopathic remedies. Still..."
"l know," Jennasaid.

"I had no idea his hometown was Chicago,” | said.

"It says helived there the firat eighteen years of hislife.”

"Why the hell didn't someone call me when he was sick? Rhonda, hiswife, someone..."

"Y ou don't redlly know them that well,” Jennareplied softly. "Y ou know how that is. HE'simportant in
your world, in acase you're working on, so you naturdly think you'reimportant in his."

"I'm going to cal her now anyway," | said.

"Okay," Jennasaid.

| tried, but there was no answer.

| got Jennaback on the phone. "'I'm going to Chicago for the funerd.”
"Y ou spoke to Rhonda?"

"No," | replied. "But I'm going anyway. The obit doesn't say anything about it being private or just for
family."

Jennadidn't completely approve, but knew better than to argue with me. "I'll get you on a plane—you
want to leave today or tomorrow morning?”'

"Let'stry for aflight that getsin around ninein the morning tomorrow,” | said. "I've till got lots more
work to do today on Carol's murder."



Jennacalled me back twenty minutes later. "Bad news," she said. "Thunderstorms around Chicago,
security problems on two airlines—flights are being canceled left and right. | can't get you anything to
Chicago tomorrow or today."

"Goddamn." | thought for asecond. "I'll driveit.”

"No," Jennasaid sharply. "I'm not going to let you. Y ou're aready tired, emotionaly drained. Y ou're not
going to do this case or the memory problem or anything any good by winding up crushed behind atreg!"

“I'm going anyway."
"You'renot," Jennaindsted.

"I've got to get to that funerad—it may be the only chance I'll have to pick up something valuable from
Rhonda, or from who knowswho ese will bethere...."

Jennasighed. "Let'sthink if there's another way. Do trains run from here to Chicago?'

"I don't know," | said. | looked at my watch—it was 3:37. "'l don't think our trains move fast enough,
evenif they go to Chicago. Were not like France or Japan.”

"Let meat least check,” Jennasaid. "'If thetrainswon't do it, then | can a least come with you in the car,
and we can sharethe driving."

"| thought you had acrucia committee meeting tomorrow at Princeton.”
"l do," Jennasaid. "Buit ... were wasting time. Let me check thetrains.”

She got back me to me five minutes later. ™Y ou're booked on the Lake Shore Limited, leaving Penn
Station at four thirty-five this afternoon. Y ou better get moving. They said you can pick up your tickets
on the train—I told them it was police business. Just show them your photo-ID."

"What time doesthe train get to Chicago?"

"Eleven-fifteen tomorrow morning. The funerd's a noon. It's not more than twenty minutes by cab from
Union Station— | checked it out. So you should be therejustintime.”

| looked again a my watch—it was now 3:43 P.M. Penn Station shouldn't be more than ahalf an hour,
at mogt forty-minute, ride from my office a thistime of day. | took aquick glance a mysdf in the small
corroded mirror that hung on one of my walls. | had on adull corduroy jacket, pants that needed
pressing, and no tie. Wait aminute—I was sure | could buy aquick tie at Penn Station.

| threw Jennaakiss. "Thanks, baby. I'll cal when I'm situated on the train.”

| DASHED INTO thetrain at 4:31, with four minutes to spare and a cheap seven-dollar tie around my
collar. | had actually done the cab ride in under forty minutes, but thetie store | had ducked into in Penn
Station seemed devoid of cashiers. | was on the verge of counting out seven dollars and leaving the cash
on the counter, when someone findly appeared, to take my money. And then | had trouble locating the
track with the Lake Shore Limited. But | had madeit.

"Take aseat by the window on the left-hand sideif you can find it," aconductor advised me, after
processing my tickets, "it has the best view of the Hudson on theway up.”

| did as suggested, and plopped into avery comfortable seat with plenty of legroom. Thiswould haveto
do for the next eighteen hours—all of the private degping compartments had been reserved days ago,



Amtrak had told Jenna.

But | didn't redly mind. Firgt, | doubted if the city would have covered the $400 for the round-trip
deeper. Second, | wasn't sureif | would have been willing to put out that money mysdlf. Third, | was
looking forward to mingling with some of the other passengers—tota strangers could sometimes be
sources of odd insights and vauable bits of information.

Thetrain did quietly out of its berth. Thiswas one of thethings | had aways liked about trains—the way
they started their journey amost imperceptibly, atom by atom, unlike the roar and boom of an airplane. It
was 4:.44—nine minutes |l ate aready— but the train would have plenty of time to make this up along the
way. | reclined the seat and stretched out my legs and looked at the first view of the Hudson and New

Jersey beyond.

"This seet taken?' A tall man with atwo-day stubble on aruddy complexion was standing over me. He
looked genid enough, though—and besides, | couldn't just lieto him.

"Bemy guest,” | said, and gestured to the empty aide seat besde me.

"Thanks." He threw a heavy, clanking bag into the overhead luggage rack, sat down, and took off his
shoes. He wasn't wearing any socks. Histoenailslooked like they had last been clipped in the
Peistocene,

| shifted dightly in my seet. "Beautiful view," | offered, looking out of the big window.

"Ohyeah," my companion said, "maybe the best in the whole railroad system. Except maybe the Pacific
route."

"Youridethetrainsalot?"

"Ohyeah," he said, asecond time. "Y ou get to fed like you're redly part of the country that way. Not
like popping in and out of the city like an impostor from on high, likeyou doin an arplane.”

Looking at him, | had trouble believing he could even afford to travel by plane. But hiswords rang true.

"Weve forgotten what it'slike," he continued. "What it feels like to be connected to people and placesin
real time— everything's airplanes and—what do you call it?—cyberspace today. Y eah, everything's
computers—but lots of the system ain't up yet—hey, set the larm clock earlier! Timeto get up,
Computer! The system's deeping. Weve forgotten what it's like to live without computers, but the system
antupye.”

| looked at him carefully. He would have had my attention even if he hadn't uttered "forgotten” twice—a
word that was sure to compel my interest these days. "What have we forgotten abouit railroads?" |
asked.

"Areyou kidding? They paved them over into bike paths, for God's sake! How far can you get ona
bicycle? How many people can it carry? A bicycle built for two? And they missed the boat on those fast
trains, too."

"Y ou mean the Acela? The one that goesfrom New Y ork to Boston in three hours?

"Thevery one" he said, nodding. "Why do you think it took so long to get them going? Why do you
think you're ftill on this dowpoke to Chicago—you're going to Chicago, right?”

| nodded.



My seatmate continued. "I'll tell you why the fast train took so long to get moving: Because the people
who were working on it forgot what they were doing! And you know why they forgot?*

"No. Tdl me"

"Computers! Half the time they're not up yet, see? They're down! And people rely on them, instead of
their memories, and they loseinformation...."

Well, it would be too much to believe if he had blamed the forgetting on Omnin. But his point about
computers and memory losswas reminiscent of what McNair had said thefirst time I'd met him, when he
was taking about Socrates and his critique of writing—the philosopher'sfear that writing would cause
our memoriesto atrophy. That was agresat lecture.... Poor McNair. Hard to believe he was
dead—though I, of al people, knew death was dl too easy to bdieve.

The conductor made thefirst call for dinner in the dining car. My stomach was grumbling. | asked my
companion if hed careto join me, my treet.

"Oh no. Thank you, but no," hesaid. "I'll bejust finewith this" He pulled agreasy paper bag out from
under the seat. | didn't want to hang around to see what wasinit.

He stood up intheaide, so | could get out. It wasn't really necessary—there was more than enough
room for meto pass. "Y ou sure about dinner?" | tried one moretime. "It would redly be my pleasure.”

"I'mfine, redly,” hereplied. "But thank you again for the offer.”

DINNER REALLY WAS apleasure—not so much because of the food, which was okay, but the view.
Light from the setting sun bounced off the Hudson outside my window, and seemed to reach my facein
golden packets that accompanied every bite | took. An elderly gentleman sat across the table. Hewas on
hisway to Chicago, too. The wash of light, the gentleman, the motion of the train against the river, made
mefed likel wastraveling along time ago.... The Lake Shore Limited, with service to Buffao,
Cleveand, Chicago, and the last two centuries....

The gentleman excused himsdlf as| finished my cup of tea. It suddenly occurred to methat my friend with
the paper bag and the poetic edge might be gone when | returned to my sest. | paid hurriedly, and made
my way back.

Hewas till there, mumbling to himsalf about something. Hisface it up when he saw me. " So, was your
dinner good?' he asked.

"Wonderful," | replied.

"Y eah, they always are, thistime of day, this particular place. Hey—I saved your segt for you! | had to
go to the bathroom. When | got back, some kid wasin your seat! | told him it was taken. He said sorry,
he hadn't redlized. | told him no problem, that's why they put erasers on pencils. To correct mistakes.
Our brainswork that way, too—nothing has to be permanent in there. Our brains can erase mistakes,
and then write the correct stuff in—though that could be wrong, too. But that could be erased too.
Wouldn't you agree?’

"Yes, | would."

We continued conversing like this until we got to Albany. "I'm off in Schenectady, next stop,” he said, as
he put on his shoes and stood up. "I'm going to stretch my legsalittle.” He smiled, and walked down the
ade Hisgat wasalittle shaky, but he didn't seem in any danger of falling.



We had aforty-five-minute wait in Albany, and were told we could walk outside if we wanted. | decided
instead to lean back and close my eyes, for at least afew minutes....

Just about everything that guy had said had relevance to the memory case—Amitrak taking so long with
the Acela because people had forgotten some of the details of their work; the brain erasing and
rewriting....

Visonsof bacteriain the shape of little pink erasersand tiny points of lead filled my heed....

Wasthis guy taking like this because he had some connection to the memory events, or was hejust
some guy talking, and | was so primed about thisthat | saw relevance in even acasud, offbest
conversation on atrain?

| opened my eyes, and redized that | hadn't been in touch with Jenna since I'd boarded the train. She no
doubt knew from Amtrak that | was aboard, but | had promised to call her oncel was under way. |
wondered why she hadn't called me.

| took out my cell phone—it was still on, and seemed to be okay. | called Jenna. Some kind of "circuits
busy" announcement greeted me. Typica for thistime of day, | guessed—just past the evening rush
hour—but annoying; these phones had ahabit of losing service just when you most needed them. Well, at
least thiswaan't any kind of emergency.

| looked at my watch. Thetrain still had twenty minutesin Albany. | decided to walk outside.

There was no sign of my friend, but ablonde woman around thirty, in tight, worn blugieans, walked by
and caught my eye. Made methink about Carol, and those stranglings....

Damnit, | thought | had an inkling of who the killer might be, from what had popped into my head that
last day on Cape Cod, in Wellfleet. | could see aface behind the hands that had strangled the life out of
Carol Michosky, Jillian Murphy, and the others. But | had to know more before | moved—nbefore |
risked destroying someone'slife on no real evidence, just abunch of possible connections. | needed to
know how my conversations with Amy Berman and Carol Michosky and anyone el'se on that day had
somehow lured the killer into action. | needed to know at least that, before | moved—

"All aboard," a conductor announced over aloudspesker. "Well be moving in afew minutes.”

MY FRIEND WAS at his seat, ngpping, feet unshod, when | returned. He opened up an eye. "Glad to
seeyou madeit back," he said.

"l was tempted to wait until the train started moving, and then run dongside and jump on, but | thought
the better of it," | said, and smiled.

He rewarded mewith abdly laugh. "Plenty of times| did that, asakid.”
"Somehow | knew you'd say that,” | replied.

Thetrain dowly left the Albany-Rensselagr station behind with the sunshine. | looked out at the darkening
landscape, then back a my companion.

"What kind of work do you do?" | asked.

"Carpenter, fredlance, retired,” he answered. "1 love working on private homes—you get achanceto
make people's dreams come true.”



"That'saworthy rarity, isn't it? All too often we step on them.”

He nodded. "What's your line of work, if you don't mind my asking?"
"Of coursenot,” | said. "1 just asked you yours. I'm aforensc scientis.”
"Like Quincy!"

"Sort of." Quincy, of 1970stelevison fame, had actualy been a coroner—amedica examiner—Ed
Monti'sjob. But it was close enough to mine for purposes like this.

"S0 how come you're taking the train rather than flying?”

"Bad weather around Chicago, lots of flights canceled— thiswas the only way | could make sure I'd be
in Chicago tomorrow morning,” | replied. "But if 1'd known how much I'd enjoy the views and the
conversation, I'd have gone thisway even if they had aflight that picked me up a my door.”

He chuckled appreciaively. "Like | was saying before, thisisthe only way to travel. Well, this, and the
water—the lakes and rivers and oceans. We don't redlize these days how far people got in those old
days. And they saw much more, too."

| nodded. "Y ou know anything about the Vikings?'
"Thefootball team?"

"No, thered Vikings, from Norway," | replied.

"I know," hesaid. "l wasjust pulling your leg."

| smiled. " So, you think the Vikings may have madeit here, to America?' That | was even asking him this
was amessure of how far | was stretching in the memory investigation—trying to get information,
confirmation, whatever, from astranger on thetrain.

He shrugged. "Don't know...." His eyes gleamed with another thought. "Quincy!" he said. "How about
that? | was gtting next to Quincy on the train—wait until | tell the wife about that! The first thing shelll ask
meiswhat kind of murdersyou're working on. Would it be okay if we talked about your work?"

"Believeit or not, we dready have," | answered.

Helaughed. "Oh, | get it. Now you're pulling my leg. Fair isfair. I'm game. So you'reworking on a
Viking murder case? They did goinfor alot of rape and pillaging, didn't they?Y ou mulling over some
old bones?' Helaughed again.

"Sort of...."
The conductor announced that we would soon be in Schenectady.

"Well, that'smy cue,” my friend said. He put on his shoes, stood up and grabbed his clanking bag from
the overhead, then offered abig, bony hand to me—all in asingle, digointed move. "Quincy!" he said
agan. "Thewifesnot gonnabelieveit!”

| shook hishand. "It was fun riding with you."

"Same here," he said, and lumbered away, down the aide, to one of the exits.



The train sopped very briefly in Schenectady, and then dipped dowly out. It was now almost completely
dark outside. | leaned back in my seat and closed my eyes.

| saw the bacteriain my brain again. Thistimethey weren't pencil points and eraser heads. They were
little cells—little cell phones—sending out streams of moleculesto one another. | had read about some
molecular form of bacterid signaling on the Web. Isthat what Omnin jammed? Of courseit did, or
something smilar! | should have been more definite about that with Andy. I'd known dl dong that Omnin
was adifferent, new kind of antibiotic. "Ninety-five percent guaranteed not to upset the ssomach”"—that
wasthefirst thing | had heard about Omnin, from Dugan. How it could be so close to certain of not
killing acidophilus and other helpful bacteriain our digestive systems? Well, the traditiona way wasto
target pecific, pathological bacteria—antibiotics that only went after dangerous, illness-causing germs.
But Omnin's very name said its strategy was otherwise—it was designed to knock out the widest
possible range of bacteria. How could it do that without killing good bacteria?

By interfering with bacterial communication, that's how. The result would keep dl bacteriafrom overly
multiplying. Good bacteria could continue, maybe alittle tongue-tied, maybe alittle hard of hearing, at
their norma levelsin our body. Acidophilus strainswould continue helping us digest our food. But bad
bacteriawould go nowhere after getting afoothold in an initid infection. They'd be deaf and dumb after
invading us—blind strangersin astrange land. Unable to build up aquorum for full-scdeinvason. All
good results for us, the human host.

Except in one place, our brains. For if bacteria or something like them in our heads enabled usto think
and remember viatheir communications, then what we needed was not just their staying dive, but their
continued communication—

My cdll phonerang. It was Jenna.

"I've been trying to reach you for hours" she said.

"| was probably in some sort of pocket with broken coverage.”
"Y ou're not going to believe this™" she said.

"Try me." Hadn't my clanking friend just said that about hiswife?

"Darius Morton's secretary called here about an hour after you boarded thetrainin New Y ork—hé's
findly returned from hissummer resdence.”

"Excdllent! We can set up ameseting when | get back.”
"Youll likely see him beforethat,” Jennasaid. "He'son your train!™
"What?'

"He'sgoing to McNair'sfuneral. His secretary ran into the same flight problemswe did. Theresonly one
comfortable way to get to Chicago if you can't fly, especidly if you're Morton'sage. The Three Rivers
train leaves New Y ork for Chicago at twelve forty-five in the afternoon—Morton couldn't make that
one. So he'son your Lake Shore Limited. It'sthe only other train from here to there,"

| took it dl in. ™Y ou wouldn't happen to know the last time Morton cut histoenails?' | asked. But that
couldn't be right. My loquacious companion had detrained in Schenectady, not Chicago.

Which meant that Darius Morton—who of course was an old friend of McNair's, amentor, and likely
the main source of McNair's and Briskman's knowledge of the Vikingsin America, and who knew what



else, maybeinsghtsinto plagues and people in hisory—was ill onthistrain.

ELEVEN
What did Darius Morton look like? | wracked my brain.

| had seen a picture of him on the back cover of one of hisbooks. It was apicture of aman in hisfifties,
with afull shock of dark hair. But that was at |east three decades old.

| tried to picture my copy of Ahead of Columbus. Damn, that book didn't have apictureat dl. That's
what | got for purchasing it in a used bookshop—a copy with no dust jacket.

| redlly had littleif any ideaof what Morton looked like.
And Jennahad said he was on thistrain.

| could speak to a conductor, and see if Morton could be located. | got out of my seat, and walked
towards the cafe car.

| found aconductor about hafway there. | pulled out my NYPD ID, and explained my need.
Thetrain lurched alittle, and | reached up to an overhead compartment for balance.

The conductor shook her head. "Only way we'd know where he wasfor sureisif hewasin adesping
compartment,” she replied in a Jamaican accent.

"Well, could you check that for me, then? It's very important.”
She agreed, and asked me to wait afew minutes. She called the request in to another conductor.

The crackling walkie-talkie response came back pretty quickly. | made out enough of it to understand
that Morton was not in a deeper. Jenna had aready told me that Morton's reservation on thistrain had
been as last-minute as mine, and mine had been too late to get adeeper, but | figured it couldn't hurt to
check.

"We have no Darius Morton in any deeper,” my conductor repesated the message to me.

"Okay. Thanksfor checking. Isthere any other way we can locate people on the train? Don't the tickets
you collect have names on them?' | had paid for mine on the train, and my name had been writtenin.

"Oh, of course," she said. "Buit that wouldn't tell uswhere on thetrain heis." Shelooked around thetrain
car, dark now except for the dim, overhead evening pandls and afew persond reading lights. "I could
make an announcement—~buit it's pretty late for that. We don't even announce stations on the
loudspeaker past this hour. Too many passengers are deeping.”

| looked at my watch. It was afew minutes after nine,

"But if it'san emergency, | suppose | could make an announcement. Let me ask the other conductors
what they think," she said.

"L et's see what you can come up with first, with thetickets," | said. | didn't fed good about waking the
whole train up— including Darius Morton. | wanted a cooperative subject, not someone who would be
judtifiably annoyed about being woken by abooming announcement on my account. "Meanwhile, I'll just
awak around abit and seeif anyonelooksfamiliar," | added.



"Okay," shesad. "Meet mein the cafe car in about thirty minutes. We should have agood idea by then if
your Mr. Morton gave us aticket on thistrain.”

THE CAFE CAR was two ahead of my coach car, towards the front of the train, which featured the
dining, lounge, and deeper cars. | decided to walk the other way first.

A few of the coach carsin the rear had come from Boston and had hooked up to our trainin Albany.
Morton was not likely to bein one of them, since he had boarded in New Y ork, but I might aswell
eyebal their passengers as best | could anyway. Maybe Morton had changed his sedt.

The gentle rocking of thetrain to and fro asit moved along—what had Arlo Guthrie called it in that song,
"the rhythm of the rails'?>—was atonic to most of the passengers, who were in various states of deep. |
tried to look at the faces as quickly aspossible. | fdlt alittle like a Pegping Tom, looking at so many
deeping people. At least their eyes were closed, so they couldn't see me scanning for atrace of what |
recalled of Morton.

| barely looked at the women at dl—areversa of my usua watching habits—or anyone who appeared
young or even middle-aged. | saw four legsin jeans protruding from an undulating blanket.... | smiled.
More power to them.

| entered the last car, and nearly tripped over someone sprawled on the floor between the first seat and
thefront of the car. It wasagirl, who looked to be about eighteen or nineteen, with her shirt ridden up
and her jeans dung low so the small of her back and alittle below was exposed. | amost reached down
to carefully turn her over and look for awound or amark where ablow had been received, but stopped
mysdlf just intime. She wasjust deeping—soundly—>but just deeping, on atrain. Not, thank goodness,
stretched out dead in Riverside Park....

| reached the end of the last car, and tried to picture Morton'sface. | didn't have a photographic
memory—not to mention the other problems with my memory, of late—and the more | tried to clarify
that blurry image from hisbook in my mind, the more diffuse that face became. Still, | had afedling thet |
had seen someone who looked like Morton somewhere on thistrain. Maybe | was confusing hope with
recollection.

| walked dowly back towards the cafe car, and carefully stepped over Seeping Beauty. She had turned
over on her sde, had adight smile on her face, and looked contented. God, this was the way people
with their eyes closed were supposed to look. I'd seen enough girls and boys with eyes closed for the
other reason—murder—to last alifetime. Every murder victim wasredly agirl or aboy, whatever their
age. When murder takes your life, it'sa certainty you died too soon....

| redlized that most of the passengers on thistrain were either in their late teens or early twenties—likely
college kids, graduate students, going back to school—or well over middle age. But most of the elderly,
especidly the oldest, were couples.

Did Morton have awife?| didn't know.
Would hetake her on atrain to McNair'sfuneral in Chicago? Maybe.

| guessit depended on how close both had been to McNair, whether Morton was too frail to travel
aone, other factors. From what Jenna had said, my impression was that Morton was traveling
aone—"he's on your Lake Shore Limited," Jenna had said—but that wasn't conclusive.

| got back to my car, and proceeded on to the cafe. | looked at my watch. It was past nine-thirty, and
more than half an hour since | had talked with the conductor. There seemed to be afew more lights



outside. If | remembered the schedule correctly, we'd be arriving soon in Utica, New Y ork.

THE CAFE CAR wasfilled with people drinking coffee, tea, beer, and stronger stuff. One of the tables
featured apoker game. Another had what looked like gin rummy. A third had four guys and two women
loudly singing some Coasters song from the 1950s, totaly off-key but in great spirit. My conductor was
stting at the end of the car, sipping a cup of coffee, staring off into space. A big sheaf of ticketswere on
thetablein front of her.

"Dr. D'Amato!" she said, and gave me abig smile as | approached. "I was ready to send out a search
party for you! Any luck finding Mr. Morton?"

| shook my head no.

"Wdll, hesonthistrain,” she said. "Heresyour proof." She put the top ticket in my hand. It said
DARIUS MORTON. And there was a shaky signature with that name on the top |eft corner.

"Sowhereishe?' | asked.

"Did you check the bathrooms?”

"No," | said. "What | am supposed to do? Knock on every closed bathroom door?”
Shelaughed.

| did, too. "Most of the bathroom doors were open, anyway," | added.

"Thetoiletsare along shot," she said. "Hes more likely adeep in his seat with ablanket or ascarf or a
hat pulled over hisface, if you didn't spot him. How urgent isit that you spesk to him right now?!

| considered. "l guess not urgent enough for me to break into bathrooms or pull blankets off deeping
passengers,” | sad.

She nodded agreement. "Our first breakfast announcement will be alittle after eight in the morning, right
before we pull into Bryan, Ohio. | can ask him to come to the cafe car then. Can you wait that long?”

"l guess s0," | responded. "L et's say he gets off before then?”
"Histicket says Chicago,” shesaid.
"Yes, of course, | knew that." | was getting tired. | yawned.

"But let'ssee," she continued. "WEll bein Uticain afew minutes. Then Syracuse, Rochester, Buffaloin
New Y ork; Erie, Pennsylvania; then Cleveland, Elyria, Sandusky, and Toledo, Ohio; before Bryan—"

"Gregt name, Elyria" | said. "I don't think I've ever been there."

"Soundslike 'ddirious—it'sjust asmal little place,” she said.

Thetrain started dowing down. The car swayed. | touched the top of the seat for support.
"Why don't you join me? Take aload off," she said, and pointed to the seat across her table.

"Good ideg," | said. "Maybe I'll also get acup of tea. It'll kegp me up for afew hours, but maybe I'll
come up with some bright idess. Can | get you more coffee?’

"Lovesome," shesaid. "And, look, I'll tell the other conductorsto ask any senior gentswho leave the



train a any stop before Bryan if they happen to be named Darius Morton, just in case.”
"Thanks" | said, and went to get the caffeine.

FOOD AND DRINKS were dispensed in anarrow, bustling areajust beyond the seating in the cafe car.
Theline was|ong but good-natured. Three near-misses of Coke, beer, and a pizzaon the chests of
innocent bystanders dicited nothing but smiles of understanding. Thejostling of the train seemed to agree
with mogt of the customers. It certainly did with me. Maybe because it brought back days in the bumper
cars of Rye Playland, Coney Idand, and Palisades Park.

| eventualy returned to the conductor's table with paper cups of teaand coffee. She smiled at me.
"I don't know your name," | said, and passed the coffee her way.
"Reging," shereplied.

"So you work thefirgt part of thisroute, and then anew crew takes over in Pennsylvaniaor Ohio?" |
asked.

"Oh no, we work the entire route—al | eighteen hours. We spell each other for breaks, but we all work
thefull shift."

"lan't that exhaudting?'

"Sure," Reginasaid. "But we get used to it. And we get time off on either side, in Chicago and New
York. A sociologist once told me—a professor traveling with us from Chicago to New Y ork—that we're
a sdf-contained community. We comeinto existence just for thistrip, and then anew onefor thetrip
back. Likeabig family, inaway. | guess shipsthat used to sail across the ocean were likethat."

| nodded. " And maybe spaceships will be like that, too— eighteen hours at faster-than-light to the next
dar." Something about thelightsin the smdl cities outside the window made me think of thet. They
reminded me of an old French movie, Godard's Alphaville, in which travel to another star was filmed
aong adark highway with the lamplights on the sides shining like stars. | looked out the window now.
Thelights of Uticawere aready receding. Next star system would be Syracuse.

"Y ou've got quite an imagination, Dr. D'’Amato. | likethat," Reginasaid.
"Comesin handy in my business” | said. "Cdl mePhil."

We chatted about trains and stars and citiesfor along time. Boats of old could have been part of the
discussion, too—we were traveling dmost right dongside the Erie Canal, in some parts—but | preferred
not thinking about Phoenicians and amnesiaand murder in the quiet of this moment. They could dl keep
until morning.

"Well, timeto go on my rounds again,” Reginasaid. "l start with the deegper cars. Good talking with you,
and thanksfor the coffee.”

| told her the pleasure was mine.

She promised again that she and the other conductors would keep an eye out at dl the stops for old men
who answered to the name of Darius Morton. "And listen for my announcement allittle after eight A.M.
that Morton iswanted in the cafe car.”

| smiled thanks, then made my way dowly back to my train car. Almost everyone was adegp now. | il



couldn't see asingle face that looked like what | recalled of Morton's.
| kept walking, and redlized that | had gone beyond where | had been sitting.
| turned around and walked even more dowly.

Hmmm ... Thiscar did not look like the one | had been in, now that | wasfocusing on this. Why would |
overshoot my seat so badly? Had | forgotten where | was Sitting? | was moretired than | thought.

The next car looked morefamiliar. | waked to the end, and turned around....

| finally spotted my seat about halfway back, and realized why | had missed it thefirst two times. Thank
God it wasn't my memory.

When | had |eft my seet, the one next to it had been empty.
Now it was occupied. | made my way over.

She looked to bein her mid-twenties, with aclingy sweater and a short knit skirt. She was sound adeep,
her head lolling dightly from her aide seat over to mine.

| looked around to seeif there were empty seats. There were none. More people must have boarded the
train thanleft in Utica—

"I'm sorry. Did | take your seet?" she opened her eyes and asked groggily.
"No, no," | said. "That's okay."

She looked embarrassed. She had big brown eyes.

"Um, mineisby thewindow," | said, and moved carefully around her.

"Sure," shesaid. "I'm sorry | was hogging your seet.” She pulled herself entirely over to her side. "I'm just
sodeepy.”

"Believeme, | understand,” | said reassuringly. "It'sokay." | settled back into my seat, and closed my
eyes.
Something about her seemed famiiliar.... Here we go again, apart of me thought.

No, we're not, another part said. Time for some sleep.

| drifted off and started dreaming of Shdimar. That's what seems familiar about her, | said to mysdf in
my dream. It's that perfume again.

| SLEPT FITFULLY, opening my eyesat afew stops, catching sight of the Cleveland skyline. | saw the
firgt light of morning over Sandusky Bay in Ohio. Kira—I could see her name now on the overnight bag
at her feet—moaned softly and shifted in her seat. Her backside pressed against my thigh. | drifted back
into daydreams and deep....

| awoke to some kind of announcement. It was about breakfast soon being served in the dining car. |
could smdll Kiras perfume more clearly. She had shifted again—or maybe | had—and her head was
touching my shoulder.

| looked at my watch—it said two minutes after eight. | rose carefully, so as not to disturb Kira, and



made my way to the cafe car.

"Mr. Darius Morton, Mr. Darius Morton..." an announcement said. | recognized Reginasvoice. "Please
cometo the cafe car for an important message.” Her announcement was repeated twice.

Reginawas at the same place she had been last evening. She greeted me with asmile.
"Y ou look none the worse for ahard night'swork," | said.
"You do," shejoked, "and you weren't even working."

| laughed. Jennaadways said she thought my mind never stopped working. "Thank you for making that
announcement,” | said. "Much gppreciated.”

"W, your man should be here soon,”" she said, and eyed a man about sixty in apale blue polyester
jacket who had just entered the car.

"Nah, too young,” | said.

She nodded. "I checked with dl the conductors, and no one over forty or fifty left usat any of the stops
after Utica, except one elderly couple, and their name was Jenson or Jenkins, not Morton."

"Okay, thanks." | yawned and took a deep breath and tried to wake up fully. "I'm going to get sometea,”
| said. "Coffeefor you?"

"I'll passthistime," Reginareplied. "My stomach's complaining dready. But you get your tea, and |
predict Mr. Morton will be here when you come back."

| did.

Hewasn't.

"Y ou were gone amogt fifteen minutes" Reginasaid. "Must've been along line.”
| nodded.

"Maybe hewas on it, and wanted to get hisfood first? I'll make the announcement again,” Regina
offered.

"Thanks"

The second announcement yielded the same no show.

"What could have happened to him?' | asked. "Maybe he didn't actudly get on thetrain.”

"We have his sgned ticket, and your information was that he was on thetrain. I'd say he waswith us."
"So what's going on?'

"Only one of two possibilities," Reginasaid. "Either he's till with us, and for some reason doesn't want to
present himself, or heleft the train a some stop before Syracuse—maybe Utica, Schenectady, Albany.”

"But histicket isfor Chicago, like you said last night. Why would he get off earlier?'

"Happens once in awhile. Maybe he wasn't feding well. Maybe he got acal on hiscdl phonefrom a
friend who wanted to meet him in Albany—it's awhole new world out there with those cell phones, let



metd| you."

| sighed. "What about the first possibility—that he's on the train right now but doesn't want to come
forward?'

"| guessthat would be his prerogative. We like passengers to come forward when we ask them, but |
don't know that there's any law, not if they haven't done anything wrong. But you're the expert on that.
Do you want me to walk seat by seat, and ask every man who looks the age if he's Darius Morton?"

| consdered. "No. | just want to talk to him. He's not a suspect or anything like that. | guess he's entitled
to keep to himsdif if that'swhat he wants. I'll try to catch up to himin Chicago.”

| thanked Reginaagain. Shetold meto look for her— "Don't forget, Doc, | owe you a coffeg’—the next
time | was on the Lake Shore Limited. | did have areturn ticket. But | knew | might need to take aplane
ingeed, if aflight wasavailable.

| 1eft the cafe and stepped between carsfor abreath of air. It was nearly nine o'clock aready. Thetrain
was gtill in eastern time. | set my watch back an hour in anticipation of Chicago time. | could probably
catch Jennaiif | caled right now, before she left for Princeton.

"Hello?' She sounded asif sheld been fast adeep.
"Hiya, sorry | woke you. | thought you had amesting.”

"Yeah—I did.... But the secretary called yesterday afternoon.... Didn't | tell you that last night? | guess|
forgot, with everything going on about Morton.... Anyway, Hanley—the department chair—completely
forgot about the meeting—he was still on someriver in Caiforniayesterday.... So my mesting was
rescheduled for next week. Sometimes forgetting can be good—it let me deep late today.”

"Until | called.”

Jennalaughed. "No, I'm glad you did. You al right? Y ou make it through the night okay on thet train?"
She seemed more awake now.

"I'mfine." | filled her in about Morton, and made atiny request.

"Y ouwant meto cal his secretary, and have me cross-examine her about whether he got off the train?’
Jenna asked.

"I could call her mysdlf. But | don't want to risk antagonizing her and Morton with acall from the police,
and you seem to have ardationship with her."

"l do?'
"Well, better than mine," | replied. "Plus, my phone battery lookslikeit'srunning low." Which it was.
"All right,” Jennarelented. "I'll get back to you as soon as | spesk to her."

"Have something to eat firs." | threw her akiss and went back to the cafe to get a ham-and-egg
sandwich, mysdlf.

| sat down at atable, plugged my phone recharger into a socket on the side, and my cell phoneinto the
recharger. A teenaged couplejoined me. They were replaced by amother with two towheaded boys,
who werein turn supplanted by an ederly woman. An entirelife cycle, in twenty rolling minutes....



My phone was recharged. It rang just as | was starting to walk back to my seet.

"Heresthe story,” Jennasaid. "Y ou wereright. Morton left thetrain in Albany. According to his
secretary—Mrs. Dayson, if you need to know—he got acal on hiscell phone just before the train was
about to pull out of the Albany-Renssdaer sation. It wasfrom an old friend in the area—one of
Morton's students, who was also close friendswith McNair. Morton had put acdl into him, telling him
about McNair's death, asking if hewas going to attend the funera. The guy hasapilot'slicenseand a
gmd|l plane. Hetalked Morton in getting off the train in Albany and flying with him to Chicago. Morton
didn't need too much convincing. His secretary said he wasn't too happy about traveling al night
scrunched up in acoach seet.”

"I hope he does better than Buddy Holly." A stupid line a atime likethis. Buddy Hally, Ritchie Vaens,
and the Big Bopper had dl died when asmall plane they were taking from Mason City, lowa, to
Moorhead, Minnesota, crashed after their Clear Lake, lowa, concert, a two A.M. on February 3,
1959. They had taken the plane to avoid traveling in a cramped, jumpy bus. For no important reason, |
knew dl the exact details—I'd memorized them as alittle kid; maybe because even then some part of my
brain was stuck on forensic science. | even went over them with Jennaonce, after "Maybe Baby" had
been playing on theradio....

"Not to worry, he'saready in Chicago,” she said. "Y ou should be therein alittle over two hours yoursdlf.
How was your coach seat, by the way? Did you get any deep? | was up until about one in the morning
last night, but didn't want to chance waking you with acall.”

"The seat wasn't bad at dl,” | said. "Not as good as a bed, but pretty comfortable. | had some interesting
traveling companions, too. One was wearing Shdimar. I'll you about it when | get home.™

| returned to my seat. The train was pulling out of Elkhart, Indiana—another town with anice name that
I'd never heard of. " South Bend, Indiana, will be our next stop, in about twenty-five minutes,” a
conductor's voice said, not Reginas. South Bend | had heard of .

Chicago was two more stops.
Kirawas awake and getting her bags together.
She amiled at me. "I'm getting off at South Bend,” she said.

"Chicago,” | said. "Good luck at school.” | could see the angles of textbooks poking through the side of
one of her canvas bags.

"Thanks," shesad. "Have asafe journey."
Shewalked away.

She was a complete stranger. But between her perfume and her backside against my leg and my
daydream, | felt asif | knew her.

And | was glad she was going to school in South Bend, not New Y ork right now.

| looked out the window, and tried to turn my attention to Chicago.

TWELVE

The announcement came as we were pulling out of Hammond, Indiana: We would be arriving thirty
minutes late a Union Station in Chicago. We had been waiting as an endless freight train passed by usin



Hammond, the last stop before Chicago. "Conrail ownsthetracks," someone behind me grumbled.
"Merchandise has the right-of-way over people.” The black oil-cars on the freight train had been grest to
look at—aLiond train set cometo life—but | would have dl | could do to get to the funeral homein
Chicago before the eulogies started.

Fortunately | wastraveling light—just the jacket on my back, awallet and acell phonein either pocket. |
washed up as best | could in the bathroom on the train. FORGET Y OUR TOOTHBRUSH? AMTRAK
HAS SMALL QUANTITIES OF THESE AND OTHER AMENITIESAVAILABLE TO MAKE
YOUR TRIP COMFORTABLE, the sign on the mirror said. | flagged down a conductor and took them
up on aftershave as well astoothpaste and brush. Not my brand, but beggars can't be choosers. |
straightened my Penn Station tie, walked out of the bathroom, and stood by the door at the end of my
car, ready to rush out and through the station.

Thetrain arrived forty minutes late.

| wasthefirst one out of my car, but passengers were pouring out of al the carsin front of me. | ran the
fiedlike | was playing quarterback at Columbus High School back in the Bronx, which | had never
played in thefirst place except in my imagination. The passageway waslong; | came razor-closeto
bumping into two el derly women, aman who looked to be even older (but he was not Morton—he was
Asan), and alittle boy sprinting away from hismother. | gpologized to everyone, especialy the man.
Morton's secretary had said he had gotten off in Albany, but | looked the man over carefully enough to
make sure he wasn't Morton anyway.

| ran through two more lengthy corridors and abig flight of stairsthat looked familia—maybeit wasthe
onein Brian DePdmas The Untouchables—and | was afew feet from the taxi stand. | was short of
breath, but the escaators that ran along the last flight of stairs had been too filled with people for meto
chance.

| hopped into a cab. "Johnson's Funeral Home on North Avenue,” | told the driver. "I'm redlly in ahurry
today."

"Just two miles" hereplied in what sounded like a Slavic accent. "No problem!™
| leaned back and bresthed dowly. "Thanks. Y ou're from Centra Europe?”’

"Montenegro!" he responded. "Actudly, I lived in New Y ork. | came herefor afriend'swedding last
year, and didn't leavel"

"Y ou like Chicago better than New Y ork?"
"Sure | do. It'smore quiet than New Y ork. Chicago deeps sometimes. New Y ork never.”
"Somefolks consider that aplus™” | said.

| had no ideawhat traffic was usudly like at midday in downtown Chicago, but mercifully it was moving
today—certainly better thanin New Y ork at noon. We pulled up to Johnson's a eighteen minutes after
twelve.

| gavethe driver afive-dollar tip on afive-dollar fare—he had gotten me here pretty fast. Besides, the
smdlest bill I had wasaten, and | didn't want to wait while he made change. "I bet Chicagoans don' tip
that well," | told him.

| left the cab and walked up to Johnson's front door. This had better be the right place. It had to be. It
was mentioned in the New York Times obituary for McNair—well, that was no guarantee—but Jenna



had called Johnson's to confirm the time of the funeral before booking my Amtrak ridein New Y ork.

A man about thirty with a suitably lugubrious expression opened the door to the funera home. | recaled

what an old undertaker | used to know on the Lower East Side in Manhattan aways told me about how
he talked to his customers. "Never tell 'em how sorry you are about their loss. Hell, you're not sorry, and
they know it. Y ou're happy, because their loved one's passing hasjust put someincomein your pocket.”

| asked the gentleman at the door where | could find the McNair funerd.

He pointed to the right, without aflicker of changein his expresson. He didn't tell me how sorry hewas
for my loss.

McNair's chapd was packed. | dipped in and took one of the few empty seatsin the back. | looked
around and tried to see if anyone looked familiar. It wasimpossibleto tell. All | could see were the backs
of peoplée's heads. They numbered in the low hundreds, at least.

A man who announced himself as Reverend Taylor took the podium. "Robert McNair was known
around theworld for hiswork in cognitive anthropology,” he said in rich, ringing tones, "but he never
forgot hisroots herein the city of Chicago.” The reverend talked about the Baptist faith, McNair'sfaith,
and about the marriage of faith and reason in McNair'swork. "A man needs both,” Taylor went on.
"Faith without reason is blind, and reason without faith has no meaning. A great philosopher by the name
of Immanuel Kant once said something like that, and Robert McNair took it to heart, aswordsto live by.
His reason took him to places that were unpopular in his chosen profession, hisfaith told him that did not
meatter. Popularity isa perishable commodity, atissue of minutes and days. Faithisarock of the ages...."

Reverend Taylor talked like thisfor fifteen minutes. The audience loved it, offering verba
affirmation—repesating phrasesthat Taylor had uttered, saying, "That's right"—in the black Baptist
tradition.

| loved it too. | kept looking around the audience. | thought | could see Rhondain the front row, most of
her blonde hair hidden in akerchief.

Taylor said that severd of McNair's colleagues would now be coming up to the podium to speak. The
first was "Professor Kelvin Williams, alongtime colleague of Robert McNair, now & the University of
Michigen."

Williams spoke e oquently of McNair'swork, and the connection it had to hisown liféscaling asa
scholar, who investigated the importance of bodily fluidsin human history. "They laughed a Robert
McNair and they laugh at me. But truth has anasty habit of washing away ridicule....”

Two women and a second man walked up to speak about Robert McNair. | had an urge to do so
myself, though as Jenna had pointed out the day before, | hardly knew him.

Reverend Taylor was at the microphone again. "Every serious student of humanity hasamentor,” he said.
"Alexander had Aristotle, Aristotle had Plato, and Plato had Socrates. And Robert McNair had his
mentor, too. It is heartbreaking for the mentor to see the student die, just asit isfor the parent to see the
child not survive. It goes againgt the natural grain of things. But & the sametime, the world isfortunate,
we are fortunate, that the mentor of Robert McNair still walkswith us on this Earth. Professor Darius
Morton...."

A figure rose from one of the front rows, on the extreme left Ssde. He wastdl, dignified. Helooked asiif
he might have needed a cane, but his strength of purpose was sufficient support. | could somehow see dll
of that as he walked to the podium, in haf-profileto me.



He turned to face the audience, and pulled up the microphone to reach his mouth.

God, he did look very familiar. But not so much because of that photo on the book jacket, which the
face before me only vaguely resembled.

No, | redized in arush. Darius Morton looked familiar because | had sat across adinner table from him
just last evening, asthe sun set through the window on the train near Albany.

THE SERVICE ENDED forty minutes and five speakers later. | knew there were two people | needed
to speak to before the audience dissolved through the doors: Rhonda McNair, whom | had come here to
seeinthefirs place, and Darius Morton, the object of my vaiant, fruitless pursuit on the Lake Shore
Limited.

About two-thirds of the crowd was aready surging past me and out the exits. The other third was either
milling or dowly converging towards the front in an attempt to express persona condolences to Rhonda
and family, shake hands with Reverend Taylor, or deposit a phrase or two of discoursein the ear of one
of the speakers.

Morton seemed to be abit closer to me than Rhonda, so | approached him first, while keeping an eye on
Rhonda. | couldn't let either leave without making contact.

"Phil D'’Amato,” | said as| came within handshaking range of Morton. "I'm agreat admirer of your
work."

That was amistake. He turned and looked at me, asif | were some kind of superannuated graduate
student. "That'snot my name," he said, and turned away.

"I've been trying to reach you for weeks," | continued. "I'm with the New Y ork City Police Department.”

That was amistake, too. Now not only Morton, but about twenty other people who had come to pay
their respectsturned to look a me, with expressions ranging from distaste to distrust.

"Please, | just need to talk to you—you're not under investigation. We were on the Lake Shore Limited
together."

That seemed to be the magic phrase. Morton regarded me with dawning but incomplete recognition. The
rest of the crowd started turning back to their business, asif not to intrude on our persona conversation.
| extended my hand to cinch the dedl.

Morton took it, tentatively. "l wasn't on that train very long,” he said.
"I know," | said. "We had dinner together near Albany yesterday. The sunset was magica.”

Hesmiled. A thousand tiny lines appeared on hisface. "That it was. | remember. How come you didn't
introduce yourself and talk to me then?"

"I didn't know you were Darius Morton then,” | replied. "L ook, do you think we could sit down and talk
someplace for afew minutes? | just need to express my condolencesto RhondaMcNair over there, and
I'll beright back." I could see that the crowd around Rhonda was beginning to thin, and she was starting
to make her way out. My ideawasto work out atime | could talk to her later in the day, if possible, and
then get right back to Morton here.

"I'm actualy pretty hungry," he said, "aproposthat dinner in Albany. Perhaps we could get abiteto eat.”



"Soundsgood to me" | said. ™Y ou're not going to the cemetery, then?" That had been my origina
plan—to accompany the mournersto the cemetery—hbut | had to beflexible.

Morton shook his head. "My doctorswould kill me. Not in this humidity!"
"Okay. I'll just be aminute, and then welll pick anice restaurant.” | turned and wal ked towards Rhonda.

She had already donned sunglasses. With that and her kerchief and blonde hair, shelooked for al the
world like Lana Turner or some 1940s starl et attending the funeral of aclose friend.

A middle-aged woman approached her. "He was such awonderful man, wonderful man,” the woman
sad, in high-pitched grief. "Do you have any ideahow wonderful he was?'

Rhonda lifted her sunglasses and looked at her. "No. | was only hiswife." She turned and caught sight of
me

"Phil? Phil!" she shouted, and came towards me and flung her arms around me,
"Rhonda, I'm so sorry—"
"I shouldn't have been s0 sarcagtic with that woman,” she said. "It'sjust so painful...."

"I know, I'm sorry,” | said. The woman was aready sharing her good opinion of McNair with someone
dse

Rhonda put her face closeto mine. | could smell aswell as see her tears.

"Robhbie thought so highly of you," she said. "I'm so glad you were able to come. | was afraid that some
of the announcements wouldn't reach back Eagt intime.”

| just nodded. No point in telling her in these circumstances that my announcement gpparently was one
which hadn't made it back East.

"l want to talk to you," she said, very serioudy, very quietly, very clearly. She pulled back and |ooked me
inthe eye. "Will you be staying in Chicago? Are you coming with usto the cemetery?'

"Well—"

"No, we wouldn't be able to talk there anyway. And you look so tired. Y ou have to take care of your
hedth. That'swhat | dwaystold Robbie...." Her red eyes watered. She composed herself. "Today's
shot," she said. "How about tomorrow? How about breakfast? Is nine o'clock too early for you? I'm il
confused about the time—I'm till on West Coast hours.”

"Sure, nine o'clock breakfast tomorrow would be great. Where will you be staying?"

"No, no," shesaid. "L et me come to you—we can talk more fregly that way." She looked around. |
followed her gaze. A group of about fifteen remaining people were courteoudy giving us spaceto talk.
They weretrying very hard not to overhear. | also glanced at the back of the room for Morton, and saw
he was 4till there, leaning againgt abench. "I'll be staying with Robbie's sster,” Rhonda said, even more
quietly. "It's better we talk alone. Where's your hotel ?'

| thought frantically. | had no hotel. | had heard someone talking about staying at some nice hotel as|
was running through Union Station. What was the name of it?

"The Hyatt Regency,” | said.



"The Hyait Regency?'

"Yeah." | hoped | had not just conjured up that name in my fatigued recollection.
"The one on East Wacker Drive? It's beautiful .

"Yeeh," | said hopefully.

"So I'll meet you there tomorrow at nine o'clock in the lobby, for bregkfast." She hugged me again, and
pressed her face against mine. Sheleft with aflourish. The others dowly followed. | let the resdue of her
tears evaporate on my face.

She walked out the door, and barely looked at Morton. Maybe she didn't see him.

| walked dowly up to Morton. Rhondawas right about my being tired. Funeras were dwaystiring, and
this one was after nearly nineteen hourson atrain.

"S0, where should we eat?" Morton asked, and stood up straight.
"How about the Hyatt Regency?' | replied. "It must have a decent restaurant.”
"Good choicel" he said. "It's not more than ten minutes from here by taxi.”

LUNCH AT THE Hyatt wasin askylit atrium. For the second time in under twenty-four hours, | sat
across atable from Darius Morton. The view this time was not as good—Iily padsin the water that
bordered and crisscrossed the dining area—buit it was till quite nice for an indoor arrangement. And the
conversation promised to be alot better.

| presented my story, my theories, asbest | could to Morton ... about an antibiotic that jumped the
blood-brain barrier and attacked some unknown bacteria or bacteria-like microorganismsin the corpus
calosum that helped enable our consciousness ... about memory |oss being the current result... about
how | needed some evidence, any evidence, that this might have happened in history ... about the
Phoenicians and the aphabet and what they and the world might have forgotten about their presencein
North America... about how Morton was the expert in thishistory, and | needed his help, any help, that
he could provide, lest Omnin be gobbled up like popcorn thisfal with who knew what consegquences.... |
even told him alittle bit about the Riverside stranglings, just in case he had any ideas about their possible
connection to Omnin and the memory loss.

Hetook it dl in, with his Caesar sdlad and hisiced tea. He nodded. "'l believeit dl," he said when | was
finished. "It's happened to me."

"Y ou've had memory lapses?’
"Oh, of course," Morton replied. "I attributed them to my advanced age—ninety-two, you know."
"But you took Omnin?"'

"Of coursel did," hesaid. "And | would again. At my age, | can afford to lose alittle memory—I have
plenty to sparein thisold head.” He touched histemple, and chuckled. "But | can't afford to get too sick,
or even stay alittle sick for too long. Y ou see what happened to McNair."

"But it makes sense to you that the Omnin might have caused your memory loss?' | could see again, right
across the table, the problem that Andy had been wrestling with since this whole memory mess had
begun. There were too many other reasons for memory loss. They were more plausible than Omnin as



the culprit. In Morton's case, it was just old-fashioned old age.

"Y es, what you're saying makes sense,” he said. "The Phoenicians were ravaged by disease. All peoplein
those dayswere. That'swhy life expectancy back then was so short. But they probably built up abit of
resistance to some diseases—traveling to so many different areas, being exposed to a bit of thishere, a
bit of that there, like aseries of booster shots. Probably earlier peoples went through this as well—any
wide-ranging nomadic existence would do it. So yes, such civilizations on the move, such bands of
roaming people, might have had just alittle more time to come up with cures, antidotes, anything that
might work againg thoseillnesses. They might well have used what we would today cdl antibiotics. They
could have developed them on their own, or picked them up at some learned port of call.”

"Arethere any written records of that?"

Morton shook hishead no. "That's the grest irony, at least for the Phoenicians, you see. They invented
the dphabet. But asfar as| cantel, they used it mostly to keep track of their customers, for records of
transactions. Memory was dwaysin short supply. First, because people didn't live that long—so there
weren't many people around with long memories. And you might well be right that antibiotics made it
worse. Let's examine your scenario: Humans achieve consciousness because bacteriatrade information
back and forth between the two hemispheres of the brain, just like the Phoenicians sailed back and forth
between the Old World and the New. Antibiotic substances— whatever they werein those days—are
taken to fight illness, but one penetrates the blood-brain barrier and a so compromises consciousness.
The Phoenicians perhaps redlize at least part of what is happening. So they create the alphabet, asa
desperate attempt to preserve information lost to faltering memory. But so much information is already
lost that, by the time the dust settles, the Phoenicians have an dphabet, dl right, but no recollection of
why they origindly invented it. Yes" he nodded more to himself than to me, "I believethat is possble.”

"How comeit hasn't happened again, until now?"

"Maybeit did, and we don't know," Morton replied. "Y ou ever wonder why grest civilizations—the
Incas, the Aztecs, the Romans, hell, even the British—suddenly went down the tubes? Maybe because a
crucid part of their population lost acrucid amount of memory at acrucia time, because of some
medication that censored the bacteriathat keep our minds perking, if you areright. Or, if that didn't
happen, maybe you'e still right, and antibiotics that cross the blood-brain barrier—get through those
congtricted capillariesin the brain—are very rare, and so that's why we have no definite, confirmed cases
of memory loss until now. Certainly molds and their antibacterid effects seem more common than
microvessd relaxants.”

| could see why this man was so beloved by his students. He had away of making the wildest ideas seem
reasonable. He was redlly telling me no more than what | had pretty much hypothesized already, and yet
coming from hismouth, it al seemed so possible, so red. "Could you write some of thisdownina
letter?" wasdl | could manage.

"Why?Y ou afraid I'm going to die soon, and won't be around to explain dl of this?' He smiled, and
chuckled again. | haf expected him to cough, and was glad that he did not.

"No," | said. "It'sjust that aletter fromyou, in theright hands—"

"—won't do you any good." He finished my thought, not in theway | wanted. ™Y ou know enough about
me to know I'm not taken serioudy by very many people. Hell, I've got hard evidence that the
Phoenicians were herein America—carvings of their aphabet on rocks—and that's pooh-poohed by the
‘experts.” No one's going to pay any attention to aletter from me about a bacterium in the brain that no
one can see”



"Y ou're content to just stand by and let us go the way of the Phoenicians?’ | countered.

"Not likely," hereplied. "That well go that way, | mean. Weve got too many other surrogate memories
working for us now—the Web, television, video stores, even the old printing press and the books it
churns out are far more than the poor Phoenicians ever had. Hard to imagine amnesiaswveeping al of that
avay."

"Y ou taught McNair, Briskman, Jaynes, McLuhan, dl pretty well," | said. | could see the source of many
of thar ingghtsinto our mediaand consciousness and cognition in Darius Morton.

"Well, McLuhan and Jaynes got alot of it on their own," he said modestly, but still pleased. "And if you
ask me, Jaynes got alot of it wrong, too. | think consciousness arose much earlier than Jaynes
says—maybe even the Neanderthals had it. After dl, bacteria have been on this planet alot longer than
people. If their concertosin our brains are what got us thinking, there's no reason to assume that they
waited until just three or four thousand years ago to sart the overture.”

| just smiled a him.

"All right, I'll writeyour letter," hesaid. "Tell mewhereto send it.”

| gave him Andy's addressin Atlanta. | had it memorized.

"Okay," Morton said. "I'll writeit and send it as soon as | get back home." Helooked at his watch.
"Wheresthat? | mean, if | need to contact you."

"You'll haveto dowith NYU," hereplied. "I like you. | like the way your mind works. But dmaost no one
knows where to reach me. That'sthe only way | can continue doing any useful work a my age. | do the
resching, when | havethetime.”

"] undersand,” | said.

"I haveto get back to my hotdl," Morton said. "My friend's flying me back to New Y ork. HES very rich,
you know. One of my few studentswho did very well in the materiad world. Most seem to confine their
accomplishmentsto theideationd.”

"Hewasat thefunerd ?'

"Ohyes, but standing in the very back,” Morton said. "He had to dip out early for some business meeting
or some such.”

| nodded, and tried to recall if anyoneleft early. | had been Sitting in the next-to-last row, so | guess|
wouldn't have noticed anyone leaving who had been standing by the door.

Morton pulled his chair back, and started to rise. "Oh, the hill," he said, and reached for hiswallet.
"I'vegotit, | ingg," | said, and walked around the table to gave him ahand.

"Thank you," he said to me. "And | think you're right about the memory losstying in to your murder
investigation, too. Subtract even asmall piece of memory from peopleslives and it does strange
things—putsther redlities at variance with everyone elsg's, because their common thread isfrayed. Buit |
won't put that in my letter. 1t'l be controversa enough asis!" He winked, clapped me on the shoulder,
and walked dowly towards the escalator.

| SAT BACK, looked at the lily pads, toyed with the bill. "Will you be charging that to your room, Sir?"



"Ah, no," | told the waiter. "I haven't checked inyet." | gave him my credit card.

| had to face redities. Morton's support felt good, like it could save the day, like water for a goldfish that
had legpt too high. But | was till morelikely to smash againgt the side of arock than swim to triumph on
this one. Morton was right about how hisletter would be received. No one would take it as more than
the musings of acrackpot unlessit happened to land in the hands of someone who adready beieved in
Morton and hisideas. Another example of Plato's Meno paradox in action: Y ou had to aready possess
some relevant knowledge in order to recognize new knowledge. Nothing impresses those who know
nothing. Amazing how often that redlity reared itsinfuriating head in my work.

Wi, at least Andy had the requisite knowledge. But whom would Andy show Morton's |etter to?
Whose mind would be open enough, prepared enough, to takeit serioudy?

| couldn't worry about that now. | just had to make sure that Morton wrote the letter and sent it to Andy,
for whatever good it might do. Before Morton forgot. Before he died. What an awful situation—I felt
lousy even having to think that last thought.

| sghed. | had no reliable way to even stay in touch with Morton. The letter was completdly in his hands.

The waiter returned with my credit-card dip. | Sgned it and went to the front desk to get aroom for the
night. | felt like | could deep for aweek.

| CALLED JENNA when | got to my room. | hadn't talked to her since I'd been on thetrain. | was
looking forward to hearing her voice and talking to her on aclear, non-cell phone connection, in private.

"I've been trying to cdl you al morning,” she said. ™Y our cell-phone battery must be low again or
something.”

| looked at my cell phone. | had turned it off before | had reached Johnson's—nothing ruder than a cdll
phone ringing during afunera—and had forgotten to turn it back on.

"Sorry," | said. "It was turned off. What's the problem now?"

That came out harsher than | had intended, which wasnot to be harsh at dl. "Sorry,” | said again. "I'm
just bonetired."

"I know," she said soothingly. "1 just wanted to tell you that Dugan cdled—"
"Don't tdl me there's been another murder—"

"No," she assured me. "It'sjust... He was getting back to me about your travel to Chicago, and he's
getting abit antsy about it."

"About whet?'

"You know," she said. "He says his superiors are starting to get on his case. He believesin what you're
doing for the memory problem, he supports you on that, but he just wants you morein the office and less
ontheroad.”

"l can't come back tonight,” | said. "I've got ameeting with Rhonda McNair for breskfast tomorrow."
Goddamn predictable about Dugan. My grandmother used to have an expression: The cow was good
and good, filled up the whole bucket of milk— and then it kicked it over.

"| thought you might not be able to make the Lake Shore Limited at seven tonight, so | checked with a



whole bunch of arlines, and I've got you on aflight back to New Y ork that leaves OHare at eleven
forty-five tomorrow morning. Would that work?"

"Ya'],"

"So I'll cancel thetrain reservation?' Jennaasked. "It costs only thirty dollarsfor acancellation. Y ou can
mail in your ticket and get the balance.”

"Yeeh," | said again.

"Get some deep,” shesad, and blew akiss.

"I will," I said, and kissed her back. "Sorry for being so grumpy.”
| stretched out and dept likealog.

A CRUELLY RINGING tdephone woke me up.

| fumbled withit, put it to my face, and cleared my throat. | said something like hello and squinted at the
time on the clock radio. It was 7:35 P.M.

"Phil?* afamiliar voice sad.
"Yesh?'
"Phil?It's Rhonda. Hope | didn't wake you."

"Ohno," I lied. "l wasjust relaxing, reading the paper.” Why isit that no one ever wantsto admit being
woken up by aphone cal? Y ou'd think the act of deeping was akin to robbing abank or steing
groceries from someone on crutches.

"Okay. Good," she said. "L ook, do you think we could meet right now, in your hotdl, and not wait until
tomorrow morning?'

"Well... sure" | replied.

"I'm not interrupting anything ... you sure?1'd ... I'd think 1'd fedl better if | could see you now rather than
waiting."

"Absolutely,” | said. "Let'sdoit now."
"Okay," shesad. "So I'll meet you in thelobby of the Hyatt in about half an hour.”
WE MET AS planned, and took the escalator one flight up to the restaurant.

| ordered alight dinner—qgrilled-chicken salad. Complemented the grilled-shrimp salad I'd had for lunch
here just afew hours ago. Rhonda ordered a margarita.

"Thanksfor seeing me," she sad, for a least the third time since sheéd arrived. "'l want to tell you
something—I wanted to get it off my chest—something Robbie wanted meto tell you." | looked &t her
carefully. She hadn't said that before.

"It'sokay," | said, and took her hand. She had come without kerchief or sunglasses. Her face looked
puffy, cried out, vulnerable.

"Robbie knew that you were suspicious of that new antibiotic...”



"Omnin."

"Omnin—thanks... that you thought it might be hurting bacteriain our brainsthat help usthink. And he
talked to you about his not taking any antibiotics, and you told him you were concerned about his hedlth,
that maybe sometimesit did make sense to take antibiotics, even with their bad side effects”

| nodded.

"Well, Robbie wanted you to know... He wanted you to know that he definitely didn't die from that flu
thing that was going around, not from its complications, either." She sarted to cry.

| patted her hand.

"Robhbie died from cancer,” she said through tears. "L ung cancer—that's why he was always coughing.
Lymph cancer. Liver cancer. It spread everywhere in theend.”

"l see.... 'mso sorry,” | said, my voice thick with emation, too.

""Robhbie wanted you to know that antibiotics wouldn't have done him any good. He didn't die from any
infection. He wanted you to know that. He said your instincts were good. He said you wereright to
distrust antibiotics. He said you should keep that up.”

"I will."

"Hewas so Sck," shesaid, crying again. "Everything hurt. He was a brave man, but he didn't want to go
on anymore. | couldn't talk to you about thisin front of hisfamily. He asked meto help ... to help ease
the pain.... He didn't want to leave, but he couldn't take the pain. What was the point in his suffering, if |
could do something to help it?!

| squeezed her hand. ™Y ou don't have to say anything more.”" | could see where thiswas going. | had to
forget what she had just been trying to tell me. | thought: Here | am struggling with a memory
problem, and | have to forget this part of our conversation. | was part of law enforcement. | had a
mora and legal obligation to bring even the best-intentioned euthanasiasts to the attention of the
authorities. But thisone | had to et pass.

"That'swhy | didn't inviteyou," shesaid. "l lied to you about sending an invitation—I'm sorry. But |
wasn't sure how | would react when | tried to tell you about how Robbie died. | didn't want to make a
gpectaclein front of the family.”

"It'sdl right,” | said.

"I'd better get back now," she said, and gave me aweak smile. "Thank you, | fed much better now." She
got up to leave. "Oh, here, let me pay for my drink." She opened her purse.

"Not necessary, I've got it covered,” | replied.
"No, pleasg, | ingst." She dug into her purse and—

Our waiter scooted up right behind her, carrying my food and her drink. For some reason, he was
looking & me, not Rhonda.

"Hereyou are, dr," he said, and smashed right into her arm.

The drink and the contents of her purse went flying. The grilled-chicken salad shook on the plate, but
survived. Our waiter put my food down on our table.



"I'm sorry, sorry,” hesaid. "I'll get you another drink."
"Noneed," | said, "redly. Let'sjust help the lady with her purse.”

Rhondas, like every other woman's purse | had ever known, seemed to have contained a galaxy of

lipsticks, cough drops, pencils, pens, rouge, little soap bars, paper pads, pieces of paper, packs of
tissues...

Thethree of us spent afew minutes hunting everything up.

"] think that's about it," Rhonda said shakily.

"I'm sorry, sorry," the waiter repeated.

"It'sokay," we both told him.

"I'll beright back," | added to the waiter, and gestured to the table. "Don't take the chicken away."
"No, no, of course not," the waiter said.

| walked Rhonda down the escalator flight, and got her into acab. "No need to talk to anyone else about
this"" | said. Y ou just concentrate on your family now, and getting back on an even ked."

She hugged me through the open taxi door. | closed it, and the cab sped away.
| walked back upstairsto my grilled chicken, and sat down.
"Uh, mister?" A boy, about eight or nine, came over to my table.

My first fork of grilled chicken was haf an inch from my mouth. | put it back on my plate, and smiled at
the boy. "Hi."

"Um, | found this on the floor—I think it was from that lady's purse. My parents said | should giveit to
you." He pointed to a couple, beaming, three or four tables away.

"Well, thank you very much," | said, and shook hishand. "Tell your parentsthey have avery good son."

He smiled and loped back to histable, nearly knocking into my waiter, who now was carrying atrayful of
food to another table. The waiter cursed softly in some sort of subcontinental tongue.

| smiled, and looked at what the boy had given me.
It was a piece of paper.

It had three names written on it, with phone numbers.
Claudia Gonzales, Amy Berman, Carol Michosky.

A linewas drawn through the last.

THIRTEEN

| putin acdl to Rhondathe next morning as | paced around the American Airlines boarding area of
O'Hare.

| didn't have her number in Chicago, so | called her a home, intending to leave a message for her to call



me. Her voice-mail greeting wasn't encouraging.

"Y ou probably know what happened to Robbie," she said in aquavering voice, "and if you don't, it's
none of your business. | need sometime alone now. Lots of time, | think. Please don't leave your
number, because | won't return your call. | don't care about your damn credit-card and house-loan
offers. If you're aburglar and want to steal from mewhile I'm away, be my guest and take your best
shot. I've dready logt the best thing in my life. And my neighborsjust got aredly vicious guard
dog—Gary—and hélll rip your lungs out if you take one step onto my property.” And then it beeped. |
needed to talk to her, ask her questions about the names on the piece of paper—why they were there,
what that meant—Dbut decided this was not the time to |eave a message on Rhonda's machine.

| called Claudia. Shewas at a specid sex-crimestraining conferencein the Catskills. | called Amy
Berman. A surly woman who professed to be her mother told me that Amy was on vacation for the
week. | didn't contest the point. If Amy wasnot in New Y ork, that likely meant she was safe for thetime
being.

| called Jenna. No answer there, either. One of those days. No one and her grandmother were home.
Just Amy's mother.

A muffled boarding announcement blared forth. | was able to comprehend enough to know it was for my
planeto New Y ork.

| wasin my seat about ten minuteslater. The plane took off about two hours after that. | took the paper
with the three names out of my pocket, and looked at it for what must have been thefiftieth time aincel
had boarded the plane.

Thelist could have signified alot of things, none clear to me. McNair, of course, knew Amy—she was
his student—and he had met Claudia at the Fordham University lecture. But why was Carol's name
there, crossed out? Well, the crossed-out part had to be because she was dead. But why was her name
there at al? Carol had told me she didn't know McNair. Y et here was her name on hiswidow'slis—ina
manner, moreover, that suggested that Rhonda knew that Carol had been killed.

There were three possible explanationsthat | could see: (a) Carol had for some reason lied to me about
not knowing McNair; (b) Carol indeed did not know McNair, but knew Rhonda (in some context which
did not identify Rhonda as McNair'swife); (c) Carol's name was known by Rhonda—as a victim of the
Riverside stranglings—even though Carol did not know the McNairs. Well, | supposetherewasaso a
fourth possihility: (d) Thewriter of the list was not RhondaMcNair. But then what wasiit doing in the
depths of her pocketbook? It was probably best to put that hypothesis aside, until | knew more about
Rhonda

| fill carried agut feding from my fina meeting with Carol that shewastdling the truth, so | wasinclined
toruleout (a) aswel. That left (b) and (c), both of which pointed to Rhonda playing somerolein the
past few months other than her being McNair'swife. But if (b) were the case, what wasthe likelihood
that Carol coincidentally knew Rhonda at the sametime | was pursuing Rhonda's husband for his
knowledge of the aphabet and its history and its pertinence to the memory loss? Or, if (¢) werethe
explanation, the same question followed: Why would McNair'swife be kegping track of the Riverside
murders? Was she a serid-murder buff in her sparetime?

So (b) and (c) looked to be in the same boat as (d)—al grounded pending more knowledge of Rhonda.

| il hed trouble thinking of Rhonda as anything more complex than the "Rhonda’ of the Beach Boys
song. But the last two days and the piece of paper in my hand and even the tone of her voice-mail
greeting said otherwise. And if years of work in forensic detection had taught me anything, it was that



looks— blonde surfer-girl or otherwise—could be periloudy deceiving.
But who wasin peril here?

| looked again at the list of three names on the paper.

| wished the answer was as easy as A-B-C.

But | was gill mostly preliterate when it cameto this.

ITWASNEARLY five P.M. New Y ork time when my plane landed at La Guardia. The late tart and
then circling around La Guardia had nearly trebled the two-and-a-haf-hour flight time. And no one as
interesting as the carpenter with the uncut toenails had been seated next to me.

| took ataxi sraight to One Police Plaza. If | could get there by six, there was afifty-fifty chance that
Dugan would be il bein. I tried Jennaon the cell phone. Still no answer.

Thetraffic was obliging, and | wasin the building by 5:55. | rushed up to Dugan's office. Sheila, his
secretary, was aready gone, but Dugan's door was open. | peeked in—

"Phil, the world traveler, returneth!™
"Well, Chicago's hardly ‘theworld, " | replied.
Dugan smiled and pointed me to asest. "Y ou know, | wastaking to Jenna—" he began.

"I know," | interrupted, "and | don't blame you. But it turns out that | found something apparently very
relevant to the Riverside stranglings in Chicago. Unfortunately, I'm not quite surewhat it means.” | gave
him the piece of paper with the three names, and told him how | had cometo acquireit.

Dugan sudied it. "So you think thisisahit lig?'

"Always apossbility when the linesthrough avictim'sname,” | replied.

Dugan looked a me. "Have you notified Officer Gonzaes and the Berman woman?'

| told him about my unsuccessful attemptsto reach them.

He resumed his scrutiny of theligt. "Tell mewhat you know about this RhondaMcNair.”

| told him everything | knew, with the exception of her talk about hel ping to end McNair's pain.

"So you don't know where sheis now?"

"No," | said. "And her voice-mail inL.A. isno help."

"Should we cal up our friendsin the LAPD, and see what, if anything, they know about Mrs. McNair?'
"Yeah. | guessso." | hated to bring her into this as a potential suspect, but we had no choice.

"I don't like those goddamn cowboys out there—they make it worse for the rest of us." Dugan picked up
the phone and called his counterpart in Los Angeles. He then asked him, sweet as could be, if he could
do aquick search for anything relevant about Rhonda McNair.

There were acouple of calsthat | needed to make about RhondaMcNair aswell.



DUGAN HAD AN event to attend uptown, and offered me aride home.
Jenna opened the door as | was putting in the key.
She flung her asams around me. | kissed her.

It was ameasure of how on edge | was about everything that | was not only glad to be holding her, | was
even happier that shewasall right.

"| fed likel've been goneayear,” | said softly, into her ear.
"Y ou're safe and sound now," she said, and hugged me.

| wanted to Say just like this, but there was someone | wanted to reach in Cdifornia, while he—I thought
it was ahe, but maybe not—was till in his office. It was now alittle past seven, New Y ork time, which
meant it was alittle past four in the afternoon in Los Angeles.

"Do you gtill have acopy of the Times obituary for McNair?' | asked Jenna.

"Uhm, | think so...." She pulled away, and went to our kitchen table, the usual repository of recent
newspapers. "That wasjust ... let's see ... day before yesterday, right?”

"Yesh"

"Fedlsto melike you've been gone ayear, too," Jennasaid. "Okay, hereit is. ROBERT MCNAIR,
UCLA PROFESSOR OF COGNITIVE ANTHROPOLOGY, DEAD AT 47." | joined her in the
kitchen and read through the obituary carefully. "Natura causes ... pneumonia suspected but not yet
confirmed ... had been inill hedth for years..." The article went on to say he had been diagnosed with
lung cancer nine years ago, had fought it off at first, but hiswife and doctor said held been losing the
battle of |ate. "Pneumonia came on in hisweskened condition...."

| was looking for his doctor's name.

It was near the bottom of the obit. "Professor McNair died at hishome, near the UCLA campus, with his
wife and hisdoctor at hisside. According to Dr. Carlos Santucci...”

| put down the paper and went for the phone. Jenna rubbed my aching back.

"Yes" | saidto the Directory Assstance computer voice—I dwaysfdt like an idiot responding to that
voice—"I'm looking for Dr. Carlos Santucci, Los Angeles”

"Checking..." alive voice now informed me. "We have threelistings for Dr. Carlos Santucci in the
Greater Los Angeles Area. Our new cross—area code directory lists—"

"I'll take dl three," | interjected.

"Thank you," the operator replied, and he gave me al three numbers.
| dided thefirgt.

"Doctor'soffice," acheery femde voiceinformed me.

"IsDr. Santucci in?'

"Who shdll | sy iscalling?”



"Dr. Phil D'Amato, from the New Y ork City Police Department. It's about Professor Robert McNair."
"Hold on."

Maybe I'd gotten lucky.... | turned my head and smiled up at Jenna, over my shoulder.

"Dr. Santucci here," asmooth, degp mae voice said.

Amazing. First person I'd reached by phone on thefirgt try inthe last few days.

| explained who | was and what | wanted.

"Robert McNair did die of pneumonia,”" Santucci responded, "as | indicated on the death certificate and
as| believe was reported in the papers.”

"Yes, | understand. But what | wanted to know about was the state of his underlying cancer. |
understand he was pretty far gone, and that's what set him up in the end for the fatal pneumonia” Maybe
| wasn't so lucky after al—I thought | had just clearly explained that question to Santucci.

Hisreply was now slence.

"Dr. Santucci ?"

"I'm afraid | redly can't divulgethat kind of informetion, Doctor..."
"D'Amato. Phil."

"Dr. D'Amato. Yes, sorry. You'renot an M.D., isthat right?"
"Yes, that'sright. | haveaPh.D. in forensc science—"

"WEell, then, it would be doubly wrong for me to divulge any more information about Robert McNair's
death. Y ou're not a consulting physician or acolleague. Y ou're with the police. | redly shouldn't be
talking to you about this a al—doctor-patient privilege. I'm sure you understand.”

Actudly, I didn't. Or if | did, it wasthat Santucci felt that he had something to hide. Why ese make such
abig ded about ardatively innocuous question? But there was no point in getting confrontationa with
himonthis.

| tried a softer tack. "'l understand, of course,” | said, asreassuringly as| could. "I'm just afriend of the
family—and a great admirer of the professor'swork. I'm just trying to get a better idea of why he died,
s0 | can dedl with it better. His death was agreat shock to al of us."

"Then | suggest you ask hisfamily,” Santucci replied coldly. "L ook, Dr. D'Amato, | have apatient to see
in about five minutes. | need to look over her file. I'm sure you understand.”

"Okay," | relented. "'l appreciate your even talking to me to the extent that you did." | could seel wasn't
going to get anywhere with Santucci today, likely not tomorrow or the day after, either.

| hung up, turned to Jenna, and shook my head.
"What's he trying to keep secret?' she asked.

| told her what Rhonda had implied about helping to take McNair'slife. Jennawas the one personin the
world | could trust with that kind of information.



"So you think Santucci's some kind of Kevorkian, and Rhonda assisted?" Jenna asked.

"Euthanasias alot more common these days than Kevorkian,” | replied, "especiadly when it comesto
advanced, painful cancer." | exnaded dowly. "That'swhy | want to find out more about McNair's
condition.”

"So who can you cal to find out about that, other than Santucci ?*

| rubbed my eyeswith my fingertips. "Can't think of anybody right now. I'm too tired, and hungry, and
missngyou."

Jenna smiled, and stroked my head. "Wdll, | can do something about the second and third, even though it
might work againgt thefirgt."

We had dinner in the pretty good Italian restaurant around the corner, then went to bed, then to deep
about two hours later.

Actudly, only Jennawent to deep, head against my chest, snores soft asawhisper.

| ran my hands gently through her hair, and tried to think of who ese | could cal about McNair's
condition before he died.

| was half adegp when aname popped into my brain. Samantha, that student of McNair's who had
delivered a paper to hishome, while | waited, looking at Julian Jaynes book, in McNair's sunroom.

| also thought of Amy Berman. But she was out of town, and | wasn't sure how close she had been with
McNair the past few months.

| didn't even know Samanthas last name. But she was the only person | could think of right now who
might know something about what | needed to learn about McNair.

SANTUCCI WAS EASIER to reach than Samantha.

It took me most of the next day just to convince the appropriate person in Records at UCLA to giveme
the phone numbers of al women named Samanthawho were pursuing a master'sdegreein
Anthropology. There were three. Lots of parents must have been watching reruns of Bewitched twenty
years ago.

| managed to reach just one Samanthathat evening. She was the wrong one.
| reached another the next day. She wasn't the right Samantha, either.

Only one more Samanthawas left. | redized that | had no ideawhat the voice of McNair's student
sounded like. One of the wrong Samanthas concelvably could have been lying.

But why?

Another possibility was that my Samanthawas not an anthropology student after al. She had written a
magter'sthesisfor McNair, who taught in the anthropology department. But for al | knew, she could
have been apsych or sociology or even acommunications student. According to Jenna, alot of
cross-disciplinary study was going on at universities these days.

| shook my head and put another call in to Rhonda, just in case she had come home. | wasn't surprised
to get the same message | had heard at O'Hare.



| called the last Samantha

"Hello," ahigh-pitched voice answered.

"Hi," | said. "I'm Dr. Phil D'Amato, afriend of Professor Robert McNair. Were you his student?”

"l gavethe gatisticsto Dr. Felgus," she said defensively. "He said that would be okay."

"Ohyes, I'msureitisokay,” | sad. Bull's-eye! Maybe. "So you were Professor McNair's student?”
"Yes?' she haf answered, hdf asked, till suspicious.

"WEell, this probably sounds crazy,” | said. "But | don't know if you remember, a couple of months ago,
when you delivered your thesis directly to Professor McNair's house? | wasin the next room, and | was
very impressed with your conscientiousness—that you would deliver your thesisright to hishome."
Actualy, I was more impressed that McNair would be willing to accept adocument likethat, with his
beingill and dl, but why split hairs?" And McNair—the professor—spoke very highly of you." That was
true. Or, if McNair hadn't, Rhonda had.

"That was my thesis" Samantha said proudly. "I hopeto have it published as abook someday.”
"l hopeyou do."

"And you said your namewsas... Al D'’Amato?’

“Phil."

"Y ou know, | do remember Professor McNair saying he had very important company in the next
room...."

Great, now she was snowing me.

"...andwould I liketo go in and meet him?But | had plansto drivedownto La Jolla..."
"Wdll, that wasme," | said.

"Good to meet you—findly," she said, and laughed.

Thiswaslikely as comfortable as she was going to get. "Listen, | have aquestion. Y ou know, Professor
McNair's desth came as such sudden blow to dl hisfriends. And it would help if we knew alittle more
about it."

"l don't know very much,” Samantha said, tightening up again.

"I know," | said. "But | was wondering, you know, he was suffering from cancer for such along time..."
"Y eah, but that's not what killed him. He'd beaten that.”

"Redly?| thought it had metastasized dll over near the end. Those kinds of things can be awful—"

"Noway!" Samanthainssted. "I mean, he might till have had cancer insde him somewhere, and he had
that lousy cough for months, but that wasn't cancer. Professor McNair said it was a hangover from that

flubug."
"How do you know he ... wastdling the truth?" | pressed, as ddlicately as possible.



"Because he had plenty of energy,” shereplied. "I mean, sometimes he wastired, like everyone. But he
walked two miles with me, and was barely out of breath, about ten days before he ... died." Her voice
caught on thelast word.

"Y ou sure?' Cancers could move devastatingly fast. | knew that. But ten days...
"Yes," shesad, with abit of indignation. "Of course I'm sure.”
"So when did the pneumoniacome on?" | asked.

"I'm not sure. | didn't see him again after that last walk. | think—I don't know, | talked to him on the
phone less than aweek before he died, and he sounded okay then, too. So | guessit came on after that.”

| BROUGHT SUSHI home. Jennaand | ate in that night.

"| redly need to fly out to Californiaand conduct a proper investigation,” | said. "It's hard for meto
assess how truthful Samanthawas—I couldn't see her face, her lips, her eyes.”

"Duganwon't gofor it," Jennasaid. "Don't even call and ask him. I'm not too thrilled about you taking
another trip now, ether.”

"l know," | said, and poured alittle white wine for both of us.
"If Samanthaisteling the truth, what does that mean?' Jenna asked. "Why would Rhondalie like that?"

"I don't know. Rhondalying to cover up amercy killing makes sense, but if we believe Samantha, that
McNair wasn't that sick—"

"I know what you're going to say, and it'scrazy," Jennasaid.

"Isit?1 think it's been pressing against anervein the back of my mind since Chicago, but... Look, if
Samanthaisright that McNair did not have metastas zed cancer, and maybe not even pneumonialess
than aweek before he died, then what the hdll killed him?"

"Rhonda, but..."

"Right, Rhonda. But if he didn't have cancer, and didn't have pneumonia, then where the hell wasthe
mercy in her killing him? What was he being saved from? If the answer is'nothing—no mercy, no morta
illness—then thekilling wasn't mercy at dl. It wasjust plain, goddamned murder!” ™Y ou better call Dugan
tomorrow."

| DIDN'T HAVE to.

Hecdled mefird. Very early in the morning. At home. The ever-accurate bell-ringing harbinger of bad
things goneworse.

"Hédllo," Jennaanswered, deep-durred. "Sure, he's here." She passed the phone to me.
"You're not gonnalikethis, Phil."

"I know." I'd heard that sa utation too many times not to know.

"It'sAmy Bermanthistime.”

"Oh God. Shewas out of town."



"Well she'sout of town now for good.”
"What happened?’

"The report camein shortly after midnight. It'salittle different, thistime. She gpparently got back to the
city yesterday. Her body was strangled, al right, but it was found just ingde the southwest corner of
Centra Park—you know, right near the fancy subway entrance for the A and D trains by Trump Tower."

"Yeah," | said, sick to my stomach. "Near Fordham University's Lincoln Center campus. Shewasa
student there."

"That's probably why she wasin the area,”" Dugan agreed. "Y ou want to come down and look at the
bodly?"

"Okay," | sad.

"Okay. Seeyouinthirty minutes. I'll get ateafor you—"

"Did you contact Claudia Gonzaes?' | asked.

"What? No, not yet," Dugan replied. "1 think she just got back from her training session. Y ou want meto
talk to her about this?"

"l want you to arrest her.”

FOURTEEN

Dugan didn't say anything for along time.

He hadn't hung up. That wasn't hisstyle. | could hear the live dectricity in the sllent connection.
Jenna groaned and turned over, under the covers.

"Phil," Dugan findly spoke. "Haven't we gone through this dready?' He said the words very carefully,
amost tenderly, asif he was very concerned—about me.

"What do you mean?"'

"I mean, your wild ideathat Officer Gonzaesis somehow involved in thisas ... maybe more than an
invedtigating officer.”

"I don't know what you're talking about—honestly,” | responded. "Y ou're saying | dready told you my
suspicions about Claudia?' | had no recollection of that at dl. What the hell was this? Another chapter in
my memory-loss book? Did the losses comein some sort of diminishing ripples? The stone of Omnin hits
the bacteria center in your brain, and memories depart like ripples on a pond?

Or was Dugan so resstant to the idea of Gonzaes asthe Riversdekiller that he would lie, saying | had
aready told him about Gonzales, just to throw me off? That didn't make sense, ether.

"Yeah," Dugan replied. "Y ou told me sometime after the Michosky foul-up—I| mean, the onein which
she picked Gonzaes out of the lineup. Y ou told me that the thought had first occurred to you on Cape
Cod, when you saw a poster that talked about gay women as cops. She was the first one on the scene of
the first murder—so, you thought, who knows what she was able to cover up, or change around to look
like someone sedid it. Y ou said maybe she was using the memory bug as an excuse not to remember,
S0 she could be deliberately vague and discourage the DA. And then, in classic D'Amato fashion, you



came up with the best twist of al: Maybe Michosky picked Gonzaes out of the lineup becauseit wasin
fact Gonzaeswho attacked her!™

"I told you dl of this?' Infact, | had indeed been thinking about dl of this—and more about Gonzales and
the murders— for along time. | had been agonizing, or so | had thought, about whether | should go to
Dugan with this. | didn't want to jeopardize the career of someone who could be afine officer, until | had
more evidence, until more of the piecesfit. "I have no memory at al of saying anything about thisto you
beforethis phonecdl,” | said.

"Yeah, wdll, you did. And we dso talked about Gonzaes being in Philadel phiawith her mother at the
time of the murder that occured after the Michosky attack. Do you remember that?!

"I remember that she said shewas. | remember our discussing it at thetime. | don't recal talking to you
about it in aconversation in which | made alegations about Claudia as the strangler, no."

"Well, youdid,” Dugan said.

"And what did you do about al of that?"
"I madediscreet inquiries.”

N

"And we found nothing substantive, Phil. Nothing. She was there at the scene of the first murder. So
what? She's a police officer—that's what we're supposed to do. And that Michosky woman—God rest
her soul—was aflake. And | had Claudias mother tracked down and | called her mysdlf. She seemsto
be recovering well after her stroke. She confirmsthat Claudiawas with her in Philadelphia at the time of
that second Riverside murder.”

"Does Claudia have dibis for the other murders?"

"No," Dugan admitted. "But I'm sure aquarter of the cops on the force don', either. Phil, most of the
murders were donein the middle of the night.”

"If youwon't arrest her, at least let me question her."
"Inabox?| won't havethat."

"Anywhere you like. Just make sure that she can't leave, in case she confesses or gives herself away. You
can watch the questioning yoursdlf. Y ou can do that for me, can't you?"

Dugan bresthed heavily into the phone. "All right, Phil. I'll do asyou ask." He bregthed heavily again.
"Thank you."

"Phil, I'm concerned about you.”

"I know. Soam |. But bring in Gonzales. Please.”

| PUT THE phone down and looked at Jenna. She was wideawake now.

"I have no recollection of your ever talking to me about Claudiaasthekiller, either, for what for it's
worth," she said. " Score one for you—though my memory ishardly sacrosanct these days, either.”

| shook my head. "These damn memory outages aretricky, especidly if they're taking out diversof time



rather than whole days or evenings. | hate to say it, but it's easy to see how | could have alost a
conversation with Dugan.”

"But with me too? What's the likeihood of my losing awhole conversation aswell, on the very same
ubject?’

"Not very high," | alowed, "which suggests| never told you my suspicions about Claudia.” | tried to
recdl. | pressed my memory. It felt like atired muscle.... How the hell were you supposed to remember
something you didn't say?

"Remember our little outing to Wdlfleet?' | continued. "I saw something on a poster there that made me
think of Claudia. It was some sort of flyer from alesbian antidefamation group, with alist of successful
careersthat leshians pursued. One was something like 'beat cop in magjor metropolitan cities." "

"l remember Wellfleet—qreet little town. But you never said anything about a poster.”

"All right,” | said. "l guess score one for me, then, after dl. My impressionisthat | thought about that in
Welfleet, but didn't say anything to you or Dugan about it at the time. Still doesn't completely provethat |
didn't talk to Dugan later about Claudia, though. But why on Earth would he make something up about
thet?'

"I don't know," Jennasaid. She thought abit. ™Y ou think Claudias gay?"

"That's been the favored theory al along—that the killer was agay woman,” | replied, relieved to be
talking about anything other than my memory. "A string of violent crimeswith sexua dements—the
victims are stripped naked—but no penile penetration. A lesbian killer iscertainly logical.”

"And agay policewoman would have the physical strength— all that exercise.”

"Exactly,” | sad.

"So does Claudiawear Shaimar?'

"A good question,” | said. "One of many ill outstanding.”

| WENT DOWNTOWN to my office. | felt worn, and it was only nine o'clock in the morning.

There was aloose end | needed to track down. | had dropped it in al the hustle and angst about
McNair. | hadn't given it athought snce my return from Chicago. But it was bothering me now. It might
have rdlevance.

| asked around the office. Had anyone taken acall from Carol Michosky the night of her death, afew
minutes after five? The phonelog indicated that she had called my number. Depending upon how | had
set my phone that day—and | couldn't remember that, either, but | guess there was nothing pathological
about that—her call might have been automatically routed to the receptionist's number, or perhaps
someone elsein the office. | did know that there was no message from Michosky in my voice-mail when
| camein the next morning.

No one knew athing. No one remembered getting acall from Carol Michosky that or any other day.

"But wait aminute," Libby, our receptionist, said, as| waswalking away, scowling. "Wasn't | on vacation
then?'

| turned around and looked at her, hopefully.



"Ohyeah. | was" shesad.
"So that means..."

"Well, there would've been atemp in herefor methat day," she replied. "But wouldn't you remember
thet?'

| shook my head no. "1 was too wrapped up in other things." That would have been me doping out the
goods on Shdimar with Officer Laurie Feldman. Not to mention my quicksand recollection, which was
thelast thing | wanted to get into now. "Can we find out her name? | mean, assuming thetemp wasa
g,ell

"Sure," Libby replied. "Anything's possible, with time.”
Libby got back to mewdl| after lunch.

"Sorry thistook so long." She came into my office with a piece of paper, on which was aname and two
phone numbers. " Cezanne Beck was the temp.”

"Nicenamg" | said.
Libby nodded.

"Thefirst number isthe Hot Temps headquartersthat hires her out. The second iswhere she should be
right now— Bloom, Oringer, and Rosep—alaw firm."

"Thanks," | sad gratefully. "'l appreciate your going the extra step and getting the number of where sheis

"No problem,” Libby said, smiled, and | &ft.

| called thelaw firm.

"Bloom, Oringer, and Rosep,” afemale voice answered.

"Hi. Isthis Cezanne Beck?'

"Oh, you mean the temp today?"

"Yeeh"

"| think she stepped out for aminute. Can | take amessage for her?"
| considered leaving my name and number. But | didn't want to scare her off. "No thanks—I'll call back.”
| called back about fifteen minutes | ater.

A different female voice answered thistime,

"Hi," | said. "Isthis Cezanne Beck?'

No reply. Thiswaslike pulling teeth—

"Yes" sheanswered. "Areyou the party who called before?’

"Yes, I'mthe party.” | told her who | was, and the purpose of my cal. It's my party, and I'll cry if |



want to.

"I think | did get acal from Carol Michosky. She wasthe poor girl who was found strangled the next
day? | remember talking to my friends about that. Poor girl. It redly cregped me out."

"Murders can do that,” | said. "What exactly did she say to you? Did she leave amessage?’

"No, | asked if she wanted to leave amessage, and she said no, she'd prefer talking to you on the phone
about it tomorrow—the next day. Poor girl. | definitely would have left amessage for you if she had left
one"

"Of course. | know you would. Did she give you any idea about what the 'it' was?"

"The'it?'

"Y eah. Y ou know, the thing she said she would rather talk to me about the next day,” | said.

"Oh, that."

"Right."

"Sure," Cezanne said. " She said she remembered the perfume she was talking to you about. Shdimar.”
"l seg" | said. "Tell me, did anyone overhear your conversation?”

"Overher?'

"I mean, was anyone standing next to you when you recelved thiscdl?'

"l don't think s0," Cezanne replied.

"Hmmm ... Well, thismight sound like a strange question. But did you talk to anyone about Carol and the
Shdimar? Anyone around the office?!

"Well, now that you mention it, not in the office, but in the street—you know, in front of your police
precinct.”

"Canyoutel meabout it?' | prompted. "Whatever detailsyou remember.”

"Well, | walked out of the building, and agust of wind blew some dust or something inmy eye, and | had
take out my contact lens—"

"Right, and the Shdimar?'

"Well, agroup of policewomen passed me by, and whew, did | get awhiff of Shaimar! And you know, |
hate that stuff— my boyfriend's old girlfriend woreit and helovesit and | hateit—and | blurted out
something like, "Wow, today's aday for cops and Shaimar." And one of the policewomen looked at me,
and asked mewhat | meant, and | figured 1'd better cooperate, so | told her I'd been temping in your
office, and acdl camein for you about Shaimar.”

"Did you mention Carol's name?"
"Yeah ... | think so. | was pretty nervous. Was that wrong? It was a policewoman who was asking.”

| felt like screaming: Was that wrong? It just cost Carol Michosky her life, that's all! But Cezanne
had no way of knowing. "What happened next?' | said, asunemotionaly as| could.



"Wl the policewoman said thanks for talking to her, and not to worry about the Shalimar crack—I was
concerned that | had offended her, because she was the one wearing the stupid perfume, and | guessiit
showed on my face—and then she walked away with the other policewomen.”

"Do you think you would recognize her?"
"No, my vison was very teary and blurry. | had dust in my eye—"
llRigm_ll

"I could see she had dark hair," Cezanne offered, "and | think dark eyes, but | didn't really see anything
very clearly. Why, did she do something wrong?'

| didn't answer.

"Did | do something wrong? Was | wrong to mention Carol Michosky's name?’

| il couldn't answer.

All I could think was, 1'd bet any amount of money that that policewoman was Claudia Gonzales.
And it looked likel ill couldn't proveit.

"No, you're not to blame," | said.

| WENT TO wash my face in the bathroom. | splashed lots of cold water on my face, and wiped it with
apaper towel. | didn't likewhat | saw in the mirror: bags under bloodshot eyes.

| walked back to my office.
Standing in front of it was Dugan—and Claudia

"Phil," Dugan said. " told Officer Gonzales you wanted to talk to her about afew things. She cameright
over."

| smiled at both of them. | caught awhiff of Claudias perfume as| opened the door and invited themiin.
Whatever it was, | knew it wasn't Shaimar. Of course not—she had no doubt stopped wearing it the
night she strangled Carol Michosky.

"Okay if | 9tin?' Dugan asked.

"By dl means" | said, and showed Claudiaand him to the two comfortable chairsin front of my desk. |
thought about al the suspects, al the deazes, who had sat in these chairs over the years. And now one
was agoddamned police officer....

"Thanksfor cominginto seeme," | said to Claudia

She nodded. | could tell from her demeanor—unless she was a Meryl Streep-class actress—that she had
no ideawhat thiswould be about. Good for Dugan.

"I'd liketo talk to you alittle more about your relationship with Carol Michosky.” | might aswell begin
with my best shot.

"My relaionship? | didn't know her. She picked me out of the lineup, asyou know." Sherolled her eyes
asif to say, Another screwball witness. "And | heard that she was strangled. And | fedl terrible about



that, because | till fed guilty about muffing thet first crime scene with Jillian Murphy, dthough | don't
know that we would have actualy caught anyone even if | had been totally compos mentis—that'sthe
phrase, isn't it?"

| tried to look sympathetic. "It is. | understand.” She was good, which presented a classc dilemma: Either
she was good because she was innocent, or because she was aclever killer. And the better she was, the
more that supported both contradictory propositions. But | was sure | had the goods on her. "Do you
recall what you were doing the evening of Carol's murder?’

She laughed. "Seeping, if | wasn't working." She stole alook at Dugan. Good, she was beginning to see
where this conversation was going. Now we'd see how long she held up. Dugan's face wasimpassive.

"Well were you working or deeping?’ | pressed.
"Seeping, | guess™

She had no choice but to say that, of course. If she had been on the job that night, there would be
records of that dl over.

"And | assume you were deeping aone?"

"Oh yeah, and in the nude, with a bottle of scotch on the dresser, dl ready in case you or the
commissioner wanted to drop by for aquickie. What the hell isthis about?' Now she turned, completely
and demandingly, towards Dugan.

"Apparently it's about dibis, Officer," hereplied.
"Or lack of," | added.

"But let'stak this through—there's no sense getting upset at this point.” Dugan extended his hand, to cam
theruffled air.

Claudia snorted. She wasn't calmed. Good.
"Let'stak about the late afternoon,” | said.
"Which one?' she parried.

"The |ate afternoon before the evening in which Michosky was murdered and you were deeping,” |
replied.

She struggled to keep her composure. "I honestly don't remember.”
"Back to that again?' | needled.

"Hey, it's happened to lots of people—including you, from what I've heard. But I'm not saying that was
the memory thing, anyway. | just don't particularly remember what | was doing late that afternoon. Do
you remember, on the spur of the moment, what you were doing some afternoon, weeks ago?”

"S0 you think you might remember if you had more time?"
"Thisisbullshit!" she said, and shifted in her chair asif she were making to leave.

Dugan discouraged her with agtare.



"Should | call my PBA representative, my lawyer?' Claudia's question was both sarcagtic and redl.
"No oneis charging you with anything now. We're just having aconversation,” Dugan replied.

"Maybe| can help jar your memory alittle about that afternoon,” | said. "Wereyou in front of this
building?'

She looked a me. She was beginning to realize what | had on her. What she couldn't redlize, of course,
wasthat | had nothing that would stand up in court, or likely even to Dugan. Any law student could poke
holes through Cezanne's spotty vison. But those were the cards | had to work with. The key was

showing just enough of them to Claudia—I had awitness, but not awitnesswith dust in her eyes.

Plus| had to play the excruciating joker, not revealing too much else of Cezanne'sidentity lest sheend up
on Claudias hit ligt, in the event that Dugan let Gonzaleswalk out of here.

| glanced at Dugan. He was back to his poker face.

"Supposethat | wasin front of your precinct,” she said dowly. "What of it? Was someone strangled there
that | don't know about?"

"No, but you might have picked up information there that convinced you Carol Michosky was better
dead than dive."

| could see Dugan, in the periphery of my vison, leaning in with interest.
"Picked up information like that from whom?' Claudia asked.

| shrugged, smiled. She knew who—Cezanne. | prayed that Claudiadidn't know her name—it wasa
hard oneto forget. Even if not, Cezanne wouldn't be safefor long. | had tracked her down in just afew
hours. Her life now could well depend upon my capacity to bluff enough of a confession out of Claudiato
get Dugan to take her badge and gun and let her leave thisroom only under arrest.

"Maybe you overheard metaking,” | offered.
"Oh, were you outside then?" she retorted.
"Good question, Phil," Dugan said.

"Yeah, | was out of the building"—technicaly true, but on my way to meet Laurie Feldman, not standing
infront talking to her or anyone. But | had no choice about making this play now. | had to scare Claudia
into some kind of admission, some kind of guilty response that would give Dugan enough to take her off
the street. | looked steadily at her dark eyes.

"He'slying," shesad, vehemently.
"How do you know that?' Dugan asked mildly.
"It'sobvious" shereplied.

"Y es, obvious to you because you were there, right?’ | demanded. "How else could you be so sure that |
waan't?

"Soyou are lying," Dugan remarked to me. "Y ou weren't there."

"I'm leaving," Claudia declared, and now she did stand up. "I've had enough of this shit.”



"Sit down," Dugan said, with the full authority of hisoffice. "Please," he added, more kindly.

Claudia hesitated, then sat, reluctantly.

"Y ou have anything more, Phil?* he asked. "At this point, it's not much better than 'he said/she said." "
"Yeah, | do," | replied. "Tell usabout last night,” | asked Claudia

| thought | saw Dugan wince.

"Last night?' Claudiaresponded.

"Y eah, last night, around the time Amy Berman was murdered.” | resisted adding, And don't tell me you
have trouble remembering that"?

Shelaughed.
But it wasn't hysterical, hopdesslaughter.

"I was off-duty, in abar on the West Side, getting good and drunk with at least five other officers. We
garted about seven-thirty in the evening, and were theretill closing. Would you like their names?’

Amy had been murdered between nine and ten in the evening. Could Claudia get five copsto lie for her?
What about the other peoplein the bar? | cleared my throat and started to reply—

"It checks out, Phil," Dugan said firgt, in apained voice. "1 made some cdlsearlier. It checksout.”
Claudiasmiled triumphantly.

Dugan shook his head sadly. "Y ou can go now," he said to Claudia. Helooked at me. "If that's al you
have, Phil."

"Put her under arrest,” | pleaded to Dugan. "Y ou're jeopardizing—"
"Y ou can go now," he said again to Claudia.

She waked out the door, still smiling.

FIFTEEN
Dugan regarded me, appraisingly. "Jack, I—" | began.
He held hishand up for meto stop. His expression said he didn't want his thought process interrupted.

| talked anyway. "The temp who worked here the day Michosky was murdered is now on Claudias
radar—the temp was the one who told Claudia that we were on to her perfume, and Claudia knows that
| know that."

Dugan made aface asif he didn't fully comprehend what | was saying but was not concerned.

"Claudia's probably ferreting out the temp's nameright now," | continued. | felt better not saying the name
Cezanne mysdlf, though | knew of course that Dugan was not the threst to her.

"We've got atail on Officer Gonzales, Phil," he said at last. "Weve got the bases covered. We're not
Supid.”



"Good." | was delighted to hear that. | picked up the phone and called Libby's extension. If wewere
lucky, she might well be the only person in my office who was fully aware of Cezanne Beck—her name,
and the name of her company.

"Hi Libby, Phil here, quick question: Did Officer Gonzalestak to you or anyonein the office on her way
out?'

"Shedidn't talk to me, but | didn't see her leave," Libby replied. "I wasin the ladies room."

"Okay, thanks. Listen. Please do not tell Officer Gonzales or anyone anything about Cezanne
Beck—unless| tdll you firg that it'sdl right.”

"Y ou mean the temp we were talking about before?”
"Right. The temp. Please don't talk to anyone about her.”
"No problem,” Libby said.

| put down the phone and turned, somewheat relieved, to Dugan. "That should shut off Claudias most
likely pipeline of information ... | guess, if she has any brains, which she obvioudy does, that the last thing
sheld do right now iskill the temp, when she knowswere on to her."

"Right," Dugan said, "so you needn't be so hyper about this."
"No, we need to be hyper,” | responded. "We can't be too careful.”

"Of courseit'saways good to be careful,” Dugan said. "But that dso means being careful not to
overreact. | wouldn't say we're'on'’ to Officer Gonzales. I'd say we're trying to cover al possihilities,
however remote. A more likely reason for her not going after the temp isthat she's not your perp.”

| started to object.
"Phil, I'm concerned about you. Y ou've been over-the-top on this case for months now."

| looked a him. | could understand his being upset about what had just happened—about my indictment
of Claudia, followed by her damned dibi for last night—but "over-the-top for months'?

"| thought you said you supported what I've been doing onthiscase" | finaly said, quietly.

Dugan looked surprised, then shook his head, asif thiswere more evidence that there was something
wrong with me. "When exactly did | say that?' he asked.

| DIDN'T KNOW whether to laugh or scream. | took a breath and my time.

| answered ascamly as| could. ™Y ou're saying you have no recollection of telling me that you
appreciated what | had been doing on this case? And, athough you were of course unhappy that we
hadn't yet nabbed the killer, that you thought the memory bug might well have relevance, and you
approved of my exploring possible links between the annesiaand the Riverside stranglings?”

Dugan looked confused. He was struggling to make sense of dl of this, too. He was basically agood
person, and agood top-level cop. | rarely had much doubt about that.

"l ... 1 may have fdt that way, Phil. | did fed that way. And a part of me still does. But no, | don't
remember explicitly telling you that | supported you on this."



| smiled sadlly. ™Y ou see our problem, then,” | said softly.

Dugan nodded. ™Y ou don't recall speaking to me awhile ago about Claudia. | don't recall telling you a
while ago that | gpproved of your approach. We're each missing little pieces. Hard to have a meeting of
the minds with such jagged edges.”

"Yegh"

"How do we decide who's right?* Dugan asked.

"I'm willing to accept that we both are—we're both victims of thismemory lapse,” | said.
"| thought it was over," Dugan said.

"Obvioudy naot," | replied.

Dugan sighed. "Phil, | spoke to the commissioner about you this morning. | had no choice—he cdled
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“Why?

"Claudiasno dope," Dugan said. "I invited her down to thisinterview. Soon as we got off the phone, she
caled her PBA representative. He got right through to the commissioner—the two get ong pretty well.
So, the commissioner cals meto find out what's going on.”

"Claudiacaled her PBA rep because she'squilty,” | said.
"Dont let the ACLU hear you."

"What did you say to the commissioner?' | asked. | wasn't usualy so pushy with Dugan about his
conversations with top brass, but he had certainly opened the door on this one.

"I had to be honest with him,” Dugan said. "I told him my concerns about you. He knew about your
running off to Chicago—"

"How?"' | asked.

"I don't know," Dugan said. "I didn't ask. But | told him | didn't necessarily think that was the best way to
spend your time on this—that's part of what | mean when | said you've been over-the-top—"

| started to disagree—

"But | dsotold him | have alot of confidencein you,” Dugan continued. "And | do. And | also think that
Claudiadid behave oddly in our interview—certainly with more hogtility than if she weretotally innocent.
But we've got to keep our minds open for other suspectsin the Berman homicide. | even checked out
Ledie Roth this morning—the woman you saw walking with Berman, who you thought looked like the
suspect in Claudias dresm—but she has an airtight out-of-town dibi." He smiled, pensvely. "You had a
theory about Claudias dream, too—you thought she madeit dl up just to throw us off track.”

| frowned. "I remember thinking that. | can't remember telling you."
"It was al in the same conversation we had about Claudia," Dugan said.

" She's been acting strangdly in thisthroughout, Jack.”



He considered. "I don't know ... maybe she's covering something up. Or maybeit's just the guilt shefedls
for losing her memory of the Murphy ste.”

"It's more than that. Much more."

"But shedoes have an dibi for last night. That'safact,” Dugan said, gravely. "And shewasin Philadephia
for the second Riverside strangling. So, if you still want her for the other murders, you've got to seelast
night asacopycat."

"Or maybe she has an accomplice.”

"Who?' Dugan asked.

| shook my head. "I don't know," | said.

"Maybeit's someone we don't know at al,” Dugan said.

"Let'spray not."

| LEANED BACK inmy chair after Dugan left, and closed my eyes.

| had seen thiskind of progresson many times, in crisesin my lifeaswell asmy cases. It dways seemed
to start the same way. Y ou bang your head against thewall. Everything's opaque, occluded, clogged like
afated artery. Nothing gets through that blood-brain barrier. And then theré's aquickening. A few things
begin to make sense. But thisvery gtirring aso seemsto unravel your sources of support. Friends pull
back, antagonists are emboldened....

| could see dl the sgns. Dugan and the commissioner were concerned about me? | wouldn't put it past
Dugan, much as| liked him, to be putting agoddamn tail right now on me aswell as Claudia. That was
hisjob. It wouldn't surprise meto learn | had aready been tailed for weeks. Whatever was happening, |
knew | didn't have much time. | had to get some conclusive evidence, on al fronts.

| called Andy Weinberg. We hadn't talked in awhile. Maybe held have something | could use.
"Phil. I wasjust going to cdl you." Histone was mixed, but on the whole not very positive.

"Well, that's encouraging,” | replied. The optimist doubts nothing, except his own pessimism. | needed to
be optimistic.

" just received along letter from Darius Morton this morning.”
"Wonderful! What'sit say?' That was encouraging.

"It's very doquent—inspiring, realy,” Andy said. "Not much about the Phoeniciansin America. He says
he'staking the longest long-range view of the historian— ooking at the history of humans and life on this
planet. He says he met you in Chicago at McNair'sfuneral, and you told him your concerns, and al of
that got him thinking about life and desth on the grand scde.

"Here, I'll read you the best part: ‘Mitochondria materid from bacteriamay have beenin our cellsfor
millions of years. Many anthropol ogists accept thisnow. It may have hel ped make us human. Why not
bacteria or something similar in our brains? We don't yet know the physica substrate of thought. We do
know that bacteriaare inherendy colonists, which meansthey're in the business of communication. Isit so
far-fetched to consider, asthey go about their businessin our brains, if that business enables processes
we know as thought, consciousness, memory? Perhaps they infected uslong ago, and that plague turned



prehominidsinto thinking beings. If thereis even achance that such isthe case, as Dr. D'Amato suspects,
isitwisetoriskit dl onjust anew type of penicillin? Isn't it better to come up with adifferent new kind
of penicillininstead, or market this onein aform that respects the blood-brain barrier? "

"I'll fax you thewholeletter,” Andy concluded. "It'sredly something.”

So Morton had come through. | bresthed out dowly. "Please do fax it to me,” | told Andy. "What'sthe
bad news?'

"Widl, | heard from the FDA yesterday," he said. "They're not inclined to put abrake on Omnin at this
point.”
"But that was before Morton's | etter.”

"Y eah, but judging from the reasons they gave me, | don't think hisletter will change their minds™ Andy
sad. "l mean, it'spossible, and I'll certainly keep pushing, but they fed the deaths from pneumoniaand
other bacteriad complications of the flu that Omnin can avert, well, the FDA fedsthey far outweigh losses
in memory, however aggravating. Look, you were right, Omnin was specificaly designed to target
bacterid communication, to stop the song so the aingers can't multiply, but leave them dive, and the FDA
isproud of that—one of their guystold me that makes Omnin ‘ecologicaly sound.’ I'm not sure what if
anything we can get from them at this point ... maybe some kind of label warning—"

"Likewhat?'The most common side effect of this drug is that it may make you lose your mind?' Or
maybe, 'Not to be taken by anyone who values his or her memory'?"

"I know, Phil, I know."

"Would it helpif | told you | just had another memory-loss experience, and so did Jack Dugan? And that
it'sbeginning to get o much intheway of our Riversde strangling case that I'm worried we may never
get thekillers?'

"Y ou think there's more than one now?"

"It'sapossbility I'm considering—assuming | remember it tomorrow. | fee more and more like that guy
in Memento."

"Phil, I've collected solid reports of memory lossesin the hundreds. I'm completely with you on this. But
afew more examples—especidly from you—are not likely to change anyone's mind in Washington. The
lossesare judt ... too minor. And that memory-carousdl effect—where the lost memories come back and
new ones arelost—just makesit worse. No oneis even clear about what exactly they forgot. | think
even you haveto admit that, if you're honest with yoursglf.”

"How long do we have before they go into production for the fall batch of flu-season Omnin?' | asked,
rather than admitting anything.

"They've dready started,” Andy said.
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"But until it'sactually shipped and put into hospitals and pharmacies, we still have achance” Andy said.
"If we could just come up with amagjor, dramatic example of memory loss caused by Omnin, that might
convince the FDA, with or without the germs-in-the-brain theory. No one's found any bugsin the brain
yet, either, and I've received a bunch of reports on that already too." He sighed. "It'stough, Phil, it's
tough.... Maybe it would help if we brought Morton down to Washington to testify. | have afew friends



who have connections on Capitol Hill, maybe we can get some sort of hearing going.”
"Better act quickly if you want to get Darius Morton down there,” | said darkly. "He's no youngster.”

| WASBEY OND tired. I'd been working constantly since before the crack of dawn. But | had to stay
on top of this—especidly the murders. If | stopped pursuing Claudiafor even an hour, she and the
stranglings could dip away from me. They might never be within reach again.

She had an dibi for the Berman murder. Okay. She wanted that aibi to make us believe that someone
else had strangled not only Berman but al the other women. Whatever had redlly happened with Berman,
| had to figure out away of digproving what Claudiawanted usto think.

| called Ed Monti. | got hisvoice-mail. What was going on these days? Was 1. the only person who ever
answered the phone?

| left amessage. "Hi, Ed. Phil D’Amato here. | don't know if you've done the Berman autopsy yet, but if
you havent, I'd like you to look for something for me. And if you have, and you could go back and take
another look, I'd redlly appreciateit. | need to know if you see anything that would lead you to think that
Berman'skiller was someone other than the Riverside strangler. | have nothing specific. But I'd like
anything you might find—any differencein the strangling MO, any unusua marks on the body, any kind
of sexua moledtation, | know the otherswere clean in that area—anything at dl. Thanks."

| put down the phone. Who else could | call? | picked up the phone.

"Is Laurie Fldman there?' | asked after diaing her number.

"Hold on, sure" amaevoice sad. "Who's cdling?'

"Phil D'Amato."

"Okay, hold on."

"Phil!" Laurie said cheerfully. "Y ou got another request for me? | loved that beer the last time!”

"Just aquestion, for now," | said. "When you taked to Boland—and coaxed her to reved her
perfume—did she by any chance talk about who € se she might have seen in the area the night that Carol
Michosky was attacked?"

"The night Michosky picked Claudia Gonzaes out of the lineup?' she asked. She knew nothing of my
suspicion of Claudia

"Y egh, that night."

"Hmmm ... Y ou know, Phil, | hateto say this, but my memory of my conversation with Bolandisalittle
fuzzy. | know we talked about the perfume—because | told you about thet, right? But | can't recall what
else we discussed. | should have taken notes, but, you know, thiswas afavor to you, not an officia
invedtigation...."

"Of course. Don't fed bad about it. I'm really glad you were able to help with the perfume ID," | said.

"I'msorry,” Lauriesaid. "I do fed bad. | hateto et you down. | redlly should start taking notes al the
time—my memory just isn't what it used to be."

Welcome to the club, | thought. "Did you have theflu or acough earlier thisyear?' | asked.



"Why?" Laurie responded. "Does that have abad effect on peopl€'s memory?*

"Not completely clear, asyet," | sad. "Did you take anything for it?'

"Y eah. My doc prescribed that new antibiotic, Omnin. He said I'd be good as new in aweek."
"It may have made you too new."

"Huh?'

| told her I would call her back when | had a chance and explain the dangers of Omnin, and she should
ask her doctor to call Andy Weinberg at the CDC in Atlantaif he wanted to prescribe Omnin again.

"Okay," Lauriesad.

We hung up. Maybe it was good that the more | dug into the Riverside case, the more | hit against
Omnin. Maybe that way 1'd figure out how to come up awinner in both cases.

But not today.
| packed it in, and went home about ten minutes early.

| WAS TOO exhausted to fully enjoy the lasagnaand salad that Jennahad made, but | did my best. The
wine was good.

"Let'sgotodeepearly,” | sad.
Wedid just that....

And somewherein deep deep | dreamed that Dugan cdled again, early in the morning again, to tell me
about another body discovered in the park—

Then the phonedidring.
| had just been dreaming that the phone had rung, but it wasredlly ringing now.

| opened my eyes. It was barely dawn. Jennawas holding the phone. "Hold on a second, Jack, he'sright
here

She handed me the phone.

"Yeah," | said groggily, for at least the second day in arow, in this goddamn unending nightmare that was
dlred.

"Phil, you're not gonnabelieve this" Dugan said.

"Jack, I'mtoo tired for Twenty Questions or Millionaire or whatever the hell they cal those game
shows now."

"They found someone elsein the park,” he said.

"Cezanne Beck!" | shouted, furious. "'l knew it! What the fuck happened to that assholetail you said you
hed on Claudia?'

"Who's Cezanne Beck?'



| started to answer, loudly.

"Phil," Dugan interrupted. "The tail's son had an gppendicitis attack—he was on the phone with the
hospitd, took hiseyes off Claudiajust aminute—"

"And gave her timeto dip avay and kill Cezanne. | told you—"

"No, no! Phil, lisen to me: Claudiawasthevictim!™

What?"

"Y es, Claudiawas the victim—they found her in Riverside Park about an hour ago. Stripped naked.”
| was speechless.

"But Phil, shésdive”

SIXTEEN

| walked into Dugan's office about ninety minutes later. | was coming in so early so often | might aswell
asput abed in the hall.

He garted talking.
| did too.
Two unshaven, exhausted disputants, with more bile than orange juice or coffeefor breskfast.

"Doesn't mean she's not the killer, Jack." | jabbed with my finger for emphasis. "Nothing'sredly

Helooked a me. " She was bare-assed, unconscious, stretched out in the park, and you want to tell me
shefeked it?'

"It's September not December, nighttime temperatures are in the sixties—that's allittle chilly for just skin,
aure, but not fatal. And she'saive,” | ingsted. ™Y ou think that's just coincidence?"

Dugan considered. | couldn't tell which lines of hisface were wrinkles or the harsh imprint of morning
through uneven window blinds.

"We can't lose Sght of the thingsthat il point to Claudia,” | continued, "even with her dibi for Berman
and now this. Whereis she now, by the way?'

"Beth Israd, for observation,” Dugan replied. "My problem with your theory isthat | didn't seethose
thingsin thefirst place the way you do. Even Claudiafor the Michosky murder is till abig question—we
haven't received a statement yet from that temp.”

"I know." | had been standing since | had come into Dugan's office, giving alecture. Now | sat down for
more careful discussion. "Who found Claudiathis morning?”

"An eighteen-year-old Columbia University student,” Dugan replied. "l interviewed him about an hour
ago. Hewas out jogging. He says he saw Claudialying on her sdein the grass near the path. At first he
thought she was dead, but then he saw she was breathing. He tried to rouse her—he says he said 'miss,
miss afew times, and touched her shoulder. But she didn't move or respond. So he ran down ablock to
the nearest phone and called 911."



"Do you believe him?1f by some chance Claudiaisn't lying, do you like him for the attack, maybe the
other stranglings?' No point in not at least consdering every possibility.

"He seemed very nervous, embarrassed,” Dugan said. "Understandable, given the circumstances. It may
be he's fibbing about where he touched her—maybe not just on her shoulder. Always possiblein these
cases. But we checked his record and he's had no problems of any kind with the law before. | believe
him on this. Asfor the murders, heé's afreshman at Columbia, and wasin high school in New Orleanslast
spring. He just got here two weeks ago. So there's no way he could have strangled anyonein New Y ork
other than Amy Berman and maybe Carol Michosky. I'll check on the exact date he cameto New Y ork,
and hiswhereabouts on those two evenings. But | think hell come out clean on those, too."

| nodded agreement. "Okay, s0, he called EMS. What happened when they got to the park? Was
Claudiatill out cold?"

"MarthaWillis and James Towson took the call—two very experienced people,” Dugan said. "They said
she started to wake when they put the blanket around her.”

"S0 as soon as medica people arrive—people who could tell pretty quickly if shewas playing
possum—she opens her eyes."

""She had abrasions around her neck,” Dugan countered.
"Those could have been self-inflicted,” | shot back.

"I ill find it hard to believe that she would just stretch out naked like that in the park,” Dugan said. "It's
taking quite adamn risk. She might have been raped by just your average sick dob wandering by. Even
killed."

"She was desperate. She had to be, after our meeting yesterday—however much she was smiling when
shewalked out of my office. Desperate people do desperate things. What did she say shewasdoing in
the park then, anyway? Or is she claiming the attack took place somewhere ese?

"| talked to her briefly by phonein the hospitd,” Dugan said. " She said she wasfeding very bad again
yesterday, after our interview, about her loss of memory in the Murphy case. She couldn't deep. So she
decided to go back to the scene, to seeif it could shake loose some memories, and was on her way
there when she was attacked from behind. She said she didn't see her assailant. All sherecallsare very
powerful hands around her neck, and losing consciousness very quickly.”

"If her assailant’ was her accomplice, then Claudias plan might have been to get choked just enough to
lose consciousness, to make her ploy redly convincing. That's another possibility,” | said. "But, then, of
course—Oh God! Jeez!"

"Y ou said haven't received a statement yet from Cezanne Beck—the temp who was in my office the day
that Michosky was killed—about Cezanne's conversation with afemae cop who | am sureis Claudia”

"Right...?" Dugan hdf said, haf questioned what | wastalking about.
"Where'sthe new tail on Claudia?’ | asked.

"l assume at the hospital,” Dugan replied. "Why?'Y ou expect her to go kill the temp now?" he asked
sarcadticaly.



"No," | answered in kind. "But Claudia's accomplice could be in the process of hunting or killing Cezanne
right now—"

"Goddamn it Phil! We don't even know that there is an accomplice!™

"Oh, | see. We don't even know. So, you're comfortable with just sitting back and risking another
woman stripped and strangled?”

Dugan stood up. Hisface was rouge with anger. Hisfist was clenched. | could see him struggling with
whether to throw me out of his office, put meinto some kind of mandatory psychologica counseling, or
give any more consderation to what | was saying.

His better part won out. He dowly sat down. He was basicaly a reasonable man.

"Isthiswhere you think your temp is currently employed?' he asked evenly. He passed a piece of paper
to me, with Cezanne's name, her temp company's name, and its address.

"How'd you get that?"

"Y ou told me her name when | woke you up, remember? It wasn't that hard to track down therest of it,"
Dugan replied.

| nodded. | remembered. | looked again at the paper. "Yeah, it'sal correct.” | looked at my watch—it
was afew minutes before nine. "No guarantee shelll be a Hot Temps now, though—she may aready be
a her assgnment. Hell, she may be home."

"Understood,” Dugan said. He called in atwo-person protection unit, and directed them to Cezanne's
office. "They should be therein ten minutes. They'll find out where sheis, if shé's not on the premises, and
they'll get to her, don't worry."

"Thanks" | said genuindly, and tried to rlax abit. | couldn't.

| stood up. "I'm going over to Hot Temps myself,” | said and walked toward the door.
"Phil," Dugan cdled after me.

| turned around.

"Phil, you're going to run yoursdlf ragged on this. Y ou've got to take it easy, a least alittle”
"l don't recall how to do that anymore." The truth was, | never did.

TRAFFIC LOOKED THICK, so | took the subway to Hot Temps headquarters on Eighth Avenue and
Fifteenth Street. | wanted to make sure that Cezanne's superiors were crystal-clear about not revealing
anything about her to anyone—including other cops—except the protection unit.

The areawas alittle seedy, but the building had an art-deco eegance. | thought | saw someone familiar
standing near a bunch of peoplein the middle of the lobby, but the group dissolved as | approached,
leaving just adelivery man, an elderly woman dressed like it was Easter Sunday, and a younger woman
in blue-jean shorts who looked good but not familiar at al. My nerves and imagination both were going
from bad to worse,

| took agold-leafed elevator to the Hot Temps offices on the ninth floor. A tal, well-built manina
reasonably priced suit was Stting in the reception area. | didn't know him, but figured him immediately to
be half of our protection unit.



| showed him my identification and extended my hand. "Phil D'’Amato,” | said.

Helooked surprised. "DennisMoalloy," he said, and showed his badge. "Is everything okay with Ms.
Beck?Wejust got here. My partner'singde, talking to her boss."

"Asfar as| know," | said, and sat down next to Malloy. "I just wanted to come by and give you and
your partner alittle more background on this."

"Sure," Molloy said genidly. "The more we know, the better we can do our job and protect her.”

A redhead in asharp, pinstriped business suit came out of the inner office and smiled first at Molloy, then
me

Molloy got to hisfeet. "Allison Barnes, my partner—Dr. Phil D'’Amato, Forensics," Molloy made the
introductions.

She extended her hand and crisply shook mine. If looks and demeanor were any indication, Dugan had
assigned atop unit to thisjob.

"| briefed the supervisor and three of her colleagues,” Barnes said. "They're certain they hadn't talked to
anyone before me about Ms. Beck. | think we can count on them not to talk to anyone else. Meanwhile,
Ms. Beck istemping today at an insurance brokerage firm on Sixth Avenue—across the street from
Rockefdller Center. | spoketo her briefly on the phone. She's not too happy with our involvement—she's
understandably concerned that her bosses, where she's temping, might not like uslooking over their
shoulders—but | think she understands the danger. | told her we could be up there in about twenty
minutes, and she said she thought she could take alittle break then and talk to us.”

Now | wasimpressed with the job Barnes was doing, aswell.

"Dr. D'’Amato wantsto give us alittle background briefing on this" Molloy said. "How about | takethe
briefing and you go up to see Ms. Beck?"

Wewalked out the front doors of Hot Temps. Barnes pressed the elevator button.
"I'd be happy to ride with you to Rockefeller Center, and brief you on theway,” | said.

Molloy and Barneslooked at each other. "Sure," Barnes said. "That way we both get to hear what you're
saying directly.”

| nodded. Right, that. And | aso wanted to tag along on the very remote possibility that Barnes, Malloy,
or both were in league with Claudia. My good impressions of these two went only so far. Fileswerefull
of murdererswho were eegant, inteligent, and efficient.

WE ARRVIED AT the offices of Welch and Clendon, Incorporated, about twenty minutes later, just as
Allison Barnes had estimated. The decor was 1970s stucco-fluorescent—a maze of open, partitioned
offices, with walsthat didn't reach the celling, relieved by the occasiond cactusin abig clay pot and
glimpses of the city through distant picture windows on the outsde walls. Presumably, the executives had
private offices with floor-to-celling views made entirely of those picture windows. But semipublic
cubbyholeswere dl that we, and very likely Cezanne, got to see.

Barnes announced our presence to the outer receptionist, and Cezanne came out to see us about five
minutes later. She seemed younger than | had expected—not much more than her late teens—but |
wasn't sure on what | had based my assumption of her agein the first place. Maybe her name. She
looked upset. That, | thoroughly expected—and felt very bad about.



Barnesintroduced us.

"Wetaked on the phone, right?' Cezanne asked me.

"Yes" | sad. "And your information was very hepful.”

"And that'swhy I'm in danger now?"

"Wdl—"

"Isit okay for you if wetdk here," Barnesinterjected, "or would you prefer someplace more private?'

Cezannelooked around. We were in the open reception area—a very big room—uwith the receptionist
onthefar sde and well out of earshot. "Here'sfing" Cezanne said. "I don't have too long for my break
now, so I'd rather not use up time looking for someplace ese.

"Good." Barnes said, and gave Cezanne afriendly smile. "Thetruthis, you may not redly bein any
danger at al now. Wewant you to live your life as you dways have. But we just want to be safe. The
important thing is, Detective Molloy and I—and sometimes other detectiveswe will introduce to
you—will dways be close by. Wewon't get in your way, | promise. Most of the time, you won't even
know where we are. But well be there for you. After wefinish this conversation, you'l just go back to
work. I'll talk to your boss here, and smooth everything out.”

"Okay," she said, without much conviction. "Thank you. Buit... | wish I'd never gotten involved in thisin
thefirg place.” Shelaughed nervoudy. "I don't even know what it isthat I'm involved in." Shelooked at
me

Barnes answered before | could. "It's better that you don't know. Honestly, we're not even sure
oursalves. We'rejust being careful .

Cezanne nodded.

"One other thing," Molloy added. "Don't assume that just anyone who shows you abadge or hasa
uniform isyour friend. Only the people that Detective Barnes and | introduce to you."

"Okay," Cezanne sad.

Shelooked even more upset than before, but Molloy was completely right to emphasize this point. It
couldn't be repeated enough, given my suspicions about Claudia having some sort of accomplice.

"Isthissomekind of police-corruption thing?' Cezanne asked.

"Maybe, inaway," Barnes answered. "But we're not redlly sure.”

"All right,” Cezanne said, and looked at her watch. "I guess | better get back to work."
"Good idea," Barnessaid.

Cezanne amiled quickly at al three of us, and left.

"Y ou two seem right on top of this" | said.

"Thank you," Barnes said. "We better go talk to her boss now. Y ou want to come aong?"

| thought about it for asecond. "Thanks—but you seem to have thiswell in hand.”



The two turned to walk towards the receptioni<t.
"One other thing, though,” | said.
The pair turned around.

"If you have the names of the detectives on your night team, I'd appreciate getting that,” | said. "Just 0|
know who I'm talking to, in casel cdl.”

Molloy looked at Barnes, who nodded.

Hewrote on asmall piece of paper, and gave it me. "Four names," he said. "Two other teams of two, in
addition to Detective Barnesand me."

"Thanks," | said. In addition to knowing everyone's names for the purposes of conversation, it wouldn't
hurt for me to check them al out.

"Off to see the boss here, then,” Barnes said, and the two turned back towards the receptionist.

Thiswill probably wind up getting Cezanne fired, | thought unhappily, as good as Barnes and
Molloy seemto be.

But better to lose your job than your life.

| WALKED OUT into the rich September sunshine. It seemed to coat the city with afragrant hest. |
didn't fed very warmed by it right now, though. | felt hungry. Likely because a cup of teaand aswig of
orange juice had been all 1'd consumed today, hours earlier.

| treated myself to ahot dog from acart. | knew it wasn't the best thing for my stomach. Not the best for
any part of my body, with dl its nitrates and nitrites. But the resonance with ball gamesat Y ankee
Stadium was more important to me at this point than good nutrition. Victories were aways so much
easer there, so clear-cut. A crack of the bat, aball out of the park. It had been too long since I'd heard
that. | hadn't been to the stadium all season. These days | measured success in how many innocent lives|
managed not to lose....

| hoisted myself up to St on one of the stone ledges on the perimeter of a plazawith fountains on Sixth
Avenue. The sound of falling water was acomfort. | tapped out some beat with my heels againgt the
ledge, and looked out at the passersby—

Damnit. | caught aglimpsein the distance of aface that looked familiar. | couldn't rlax even herelikea
norma human being and enjoy my frankfurter without my mind acting up on me.

| looked again....

He approached me dowly, with asmile.

| returned it and got off the ledge.

"Phil D’Amato!" he said, and shook my hand. "L et meintroduce mysdlf properly to you thistime.”
It was the toenail man from my trip to Chicago on the Lake Shore Limited.

WE DECIDED TO go to anearby Japanese ramen place for noodles and green tea. | was still pretty
hungry. | figured the noodles and hot dog were not likely to fight too much in my stomach. And green tea
was agood mediator.



"l don't recal telling you my nameon thetrain,” | said, aswe reached the restaurant.

"You didn't," the toe-man replied. "I learned your name from another source—my superiorsin the
Department. I'm Jerry Divone." He pulled out his badge—NY PD detective. "I've been investigating you."

Themaitred' seated us.

| wasn't redlly shocked. That's how the damn Department worked: Trust no one. Y ou're working for
Jack Dugan?' | asked.

Divone shook his head no. "Higher. I'm reporting straight to the commissioner. In fact, Dugan isabit
under acloud himsdf."

"I'm happy to hear that," | said, and smiled thinly. "Not that Dugan's under suspicion, but at least he's not
the goddamn one who's knifing mein the back.”

A waiter who had approached to take our order looked alittle concerned at the word "knifing," which |
had said pretty loudly. "We were just talking about hibachi cooking,” | said. "It's nice the way they cut up
your food for you right at your table.”

"Yes," thewaliter replied, and bowed dightly. "Hibachi chefs are good with knives!”
We gave him our order and hel€ft.

"The commissioner thinks Dugan's mind may be going— he's concerned about Dugan's | apses of
memory,” Divone sad.

| laughed without mirth. "And the commissioner's sure, of course, that his own memory has been fine?'
Divone didn't answer.

"Why areyou telling medl of this?" | asked. "Isthisthe culmination of your investigation?' Meaning the
next step would be | was off the case for sure—maybe even out of ajob?

"Inaway, itistheend of theinvestigation, but not theway you think," Divonereplied, "Oh?"
"l very much enjoyed our conversation on thetrain,” he said.
"Sodidl," | sad.

"And, frankly, | found nothing wrong with you then, nothing the Department should be worried about.”
He rubbed the stubble on his chin. He still had alittle of the derdlict about him. That part of his costume
was gpparently redl. But he aso seemed more substantial, more focused, than on thetrain.

"But you've changed your mind about me since?" | prodded.

"Actudly, the opposite,” Divone said. "I've done alot of research into your history, your past cases. And
into this case. And something €l se happened that made me see what you're trying to do in adifferent

light"
Our food arrived.
"Y ouwere saying?' | coaxed, and dug into my green buckwhest noodles. They were delicious.

"My daughter had the flu last spring. She took Omnin. She's twenty-four—avery bright young lady.



Much brighter than her old man. She'sfinishing up adoctoral program at Hofstra"
"Y ou must be very proud of her."

"Thanks. | am. Y ou have any kids?'

"No. Not yet."

"Widl, | highly recommend them," Divone said. "They're miracles. Not that they don't drive you nuts.
They do. But it'sworth it. Thewife and | have just two—the twenty-four-year-old, Gabrielle, and her kid
sdter, Jocelyn, eighteen.”

| nodded.

"Gabrieles completing her Ph.D. at Hofstra, like | said," Divone continued. "And as part of that process,
she hasto go through something called afinal oral defense. She told me that five professorswould grill
her on what shewrote in her doctord dissertation, and sheld be lucky if any one of themread it inits
entirety—if any two of them read thedamn thing at dll."

"l know the process well—something like it happenswith alot of thereports| hand in to the
Department,” | said.

Divonelaughed, briefly. "Y eah. Anyway, the day of Gabridl€sfina ora defensewaslast Thursday. The
date was set six weeksin advance—"

| could see exactly what was coming—

"—and she blowsit! Five professors sitting like stooges around the conference table, picking their noses,
looking at Gabby's empty seat! And she can't even say shewas sick—she'shaving abitetoeatina
coffee shop, right on campus. Some other old-fart professor spotted her there!”

"It waan't her fault," | said.
"l know it."

"One of the first memory losses | heard about in this case was someone's daughter—Amy
Berman's—totdly forgetting she got an A on an important exam.”

Divone nodded. "That'swhy I'm here—I read that in one of your reports. See, I'm better than the
brass—at least | read those things.”

| smiled.

" till don't understand it, though. What kind of amnesia comes on months after the trauma—if Omnin
was the cause— and makes someone go blank on an appointment she's had for weeks?' Divone asked.
"Gabridlesaseriousgirl. She's broken up about this.”

| shook my head sympathetically. "I don't understand al of it yet, either. She probably had some memory
losses earlier, but didn't pay them much attention, because they didn't take out anything crucid. Likely
she woke up on the day of her oral exam—knew that she had an exam coming up, because she'd been
thinking about it for weeks—but the memory scythe camein and lopped off her specific knowledge that
the oral exam wasthat very day. She probably aso suddenly recdled something then that she had
forgotten previoudy—I think of this asthe 'memory swap' or ‘carousdl’. It can make you crazy."

"l believeyou,” Divone said intently, and leaned over the table towards me. | talked to the wife about



thislast night. From this moment on, | want to work with you on this case. | want to be on theinsde with
you, hot spy on you from the outside. | want to help you figure out whatever the hell's going on here. My
girl comesfird. | choose her and you over the commissioner any day."

| put down the noodles | had wrapped around my chopsticks. "Y ou know, of course, that that's precisely
what you would be saying to meif you were actualy continuing the investigation on the commissioner's
behdf, and wanted to get closer to me, on theinside. Y ou lied to me on thetrain. Everything you just told
me could be the same."

"l didn't lieto you so much onthetrain,” Divone said. "I am acarpenter, in my sparetime.”
"You didn't tell me you were adetective,” | countered. "That's sill abig lie of omission.”
"I'm not lying to you about my daughter,” Divone maintained vehemently.

| don't even know that you have a daughter, | thought. But | guess that could be checked. | sghed.
Once again | wasin astuation in which abig splash of evidence—Divone coming over and talking to me
like this—could support two riva hypotheses about him: He was gill investigating me; or he redly wanted
to hep mewith thismess, from theindde, like he said.

"So your plan would be to keep feeding the commissioner whatever line of bullshit about meto keep him
satisfied that you were till working for him, but you actually would do whatever | asked that might help
with this case?'

"Whatever you wanted—I would do whatever you asked," Divone said. "I'd be your de facto partner.”

| consdered. If | said no to Divone, and hewasredly still working for the commissioner, someone else
would be assigned to take over hisinvestigation of me. | would be no better off than | was now, except
for the confirmation that the commissoner was after me, which | dready knew anyway, more or less,
from Dugan. But if | took Divonein with me, and he was working for the commissioner, | could be
careful about what information | gave Divone. Hadn't Vito or Michael Corleone talked about the
advantage of keeping your possible enemies closeto you? Grest, | was o far gone | was taking advice
from amafioso, and a character in amovie at that.

Of course, the best outcome would beif | let Divonein, and he wastelling the truth about his daughter
and hiswanting to be apartner. God, | could use apartner. | felt constantly on the verge of going out of
control, doing so much of thisalone.

| extended my hand acrossthe table. "Okay, let's give it a shot and see what happens.”

| needed the help. It might not be help | could thoroughly trust, but | wasin no position to shop around.

SEVENTEEN

Three voice-mailswere waiting for mein my office after lunch—from Ed Monti, Andy Weinberg, and
Jack Dugan. | should stay away from my office more often, | thought. | seemed to get better results
on the phone that way.

The voice-mails contained no detailed messages, just requests to return the calls.

Andy'swasthefirst | returned. | didn't specifically decideto do that. My fingersjust did thewalking, as
they used to say in that old ad about the Y ellow Pages, though fingers these days tended to leap across
keys rather than meander around rotary dias.



"Phil, I've got some great news.”
"I'min short supply—tell me" | said.

Andy laughed. "Weve got a hearing with three FDA staff in two weeks. Someone there was impressed
enough with Morton'sletter to ask if he could come down and talk to them about his germ theory of
consciousness, and how Omnin might endanger that."

"Spectacular!" | said, delighted. "How'd you do it?"

"One of their top people missed a congressiona meeting— not because he was sick—he just missediit.
Hewas spping bourbon in abar a the time. And he claims he had no recollection whatsoever of the
appointment. Apparently some secretary messed up as well—she sent just one notice about the mesting,
with no follow-up. The guy who missed the meeting is very well respected. He's been one of their big
gunsfor years. And hisfriends at the FDA areinclined to believe what he's saying about his memory loss.
My package with Morton's |etter arrived at the right time. We got lucky. Were not home free by along
shot, but at least we've got agame now.”

Unbdievable, | thought. Thiswas the second time today that these damn memory outages were beginning
towork in our favor. Then something else occurred to me. "Two weeksis pretty tight,” | said.

"What?'
"Not much time before Morton's appearance,” | replied.

"l don't get you—I thought you wanted to get moving on this as quickly as possible, before Omnin was
out en masse on the market again.”

"l do," | said. "But we don't know how to get in touch with Morton."

"What are you talking about?" Andy asked, incredulous. "Wasn't there areturn address on his|letter? Just
contact him there.”

"Takealook atit," | said. "No return address. | doubt there was one on the envelope, either. He was
very clear to mein Chicago that he never gives out hishome address."

"Didn't you tell me he's professor emeritusa New Y ork University?*

"Y eah, but it sometimes takes weeks for the secretary there to hear from him or get through to him. |
went through that this summer.”

"Phil, you've got to reach him, somehow, and get him down herefor this meeting. Everything depends on
that. We won't get a second chance.”

"I know." | congratulated Andy again and hung up the phone and considered. He was one hundred
percent right that the FDA interview in two weeks would be our best chance, very likely our only chance,
to get the FDA to put a stop to Omnin. And without Morton there, we were dead. The bourbon drinker
and hisloss of memory wouldn't be enough—when push came to shove, his missing the congressiona
meeting would be ascribed to bourbon before Omnin. That's the way the world worked—and thought.

| pushed back my chair and grabbed my jacket. | needed to get over to NY U and Morton's secretary as
quickly aspossible.

But Ed Monti's and Jack Dugan's names were gill sitting on my desk, on my list of unreturned cdls.



| sat back down and pulled acard out of my pocket.
| picked up my phone and called my new partner, Jerry Divone.

| heard the subway running in the background through his cell phone. "Phil D'’Amato here. Where are
you?' | asked.

"Ah, Phil," Jerry replied, over the clackety-clack of the subway. "On my way down to Fourteenth
Street, and then over to Beth |srael Hospital to seewhat | can pick up about Officer Gonzales, aswe
discussed.”

"Wdll, seeif you can take that train down to West Fourth Street, and NY U, instead,” | said, and
explained our urgent need to obtain Morton's address or phone or some contact information from his
department's secretary—if she had it.

"Extracting information from secretariesis one of my specidties,” Divone replied. "Comeswith my
working-class solidarity.”

"I bdieveit," | sad.

"But you sure you want to take me off the Gonzales best for this>—seeing how it concerns the ongoing
series of homicidesand all," Divone asked. "I thought you said you wanted her behind bars before you
could devotefull attention to—"

"I'm not sure,” | replied. "But in thelong run, more lives could be hurt or even lost if thismemory drain
getsworse."

"No argument from methere," Divone said. "I'll get back to you as soon as | have something on Morton."

| got off the phone. | felt good about having someone | could work with in thisway.... Assuming that he
was being honest with me.

Of course, there were worse things Divone could be than an undercover cop who waslying to me about
his didoydty to the commissioner, just to get me off guard. For al | knew, Divone could be Claudias
accomplice—whom no one €l se gpparently believed existed anyway. But that thought had occurred to
me. And if it weretrue, | had just pointed akiller in Darius Morton's direction....

| shook my head. | had to trust someonein this, or | was bound to fail. Divone made the cut, shaky asit
was.

| picked up the phone again and thought about my next return call.
| dided.

Dugan answered. "Phil, we uncovered a connection between Officer Gonzales and the fourth murder
victim," hesaid. "'l wanted you to know. Y ou may beright about her after dl.”

"My lucky day," | said, only partidly sarcagticdly. "And the fourth victim was..."

"Eileen Sheflin," Dugan supplied. "The Cooper Union grad student visiting her friends up a Columbia. |
know—after awhilethey al blur together. That'sthe way it iswith these damn serid murders.”

| suspected my problem ran alittle deeper than that blurring effect—I had no recollection at al of an
Eileen being strangled in the past few months—but there was no need to get into that right now. "What
did you find out about her connection to Gonzales?' | asked.



"They both went to the same high school. According to other people we were able to track down and
interview who werein the school at that time, Gonzales and Eileen both had the same boyfriend—at the
sametime”

"Who got to keep the boyfriend?'

"Eileen—she went on to marry him, though they later got divorced.”
"Pretty thin motive for murder—what would it be, ten yearslater?'
"Fourteen,” Dugan replied.

"But even if Claudiakilled Eileen for persona reasons, how would that explain her motive for the other
killings? Surely the victims didn't all steal her boyfriends. So that leaves us ... with what—Claudia
strangled the others, before and after Eileen, as a smoke screen? To make usthink we had a serid killer
on our hands, when in fact we had a clever lady who was still stewing about her teenageriva?”

"It's been known to happen,” Dugan said.
"l suppose ... but it's got to be more complicated than that.”

"Atleast it's progress,” Dugan said. "It'sthe first sense that we've been able to make of thisat al. You
should be happy. It gets you maybe alittle off the hook for your wild theorizing. It tells me perhaps you
weren't sowild."

"Oh, I'm happier,” | said, truly. "Just not satisfied. Do you redlly think Claudiaisthe seria strangler now,
on the basis of the high-school connection to Eileen?!

"I don't know," Dugan conceded. "I'm saying maybeit'salittle morelikely than it was before.”

"What are you doing about Claudiain light of this? Will you put her under arrest now—at |east take away
her badge and gun?"

"| just sent survelllance back to her hospita,” Dugan said.
"I didn't know they'd left.”

"Shewas in the hospital, for God's sake. Found nude in the park. Under adoctor's care. | can't have
survelllance everywhere," Dugan retorted.

| stopped myself from saying, Well, she'sin the hospital right now, presumably still under a doctor's
care, and yet you're sending in surveillance. "1 don't mean to be giving you ahard time, Jack. I'm just
tired. | owe Ed Monti acall, and then let's talk some more about Claudia.”

| DIDN'T CALL Ed Monti right away. Something € se demanded my attention—something that been
bothering me below the surface dmost dl day.

This memory loss—mine, everyone's—was getting worse. Or, it had been getting worse dl along, but |
hadn't fully noticed it. In the past few hours aone, | had heard about Divone's daughter's memory lapse,
the FDA bureaucrat's memory lapse, and the commissioner's concern about Dugan's memory
lapses—which may or may not have been the same asthe Dugan lapses | knew about. Plus, now there
was my own latest memory loss, about the Eileen Sheflin murder. For dl | knew, maybe there were other
lapses I'd heard about or even experienced mysdlf today, but they, too, were gonein yet another
blackout in my brain....



Thevery fact that | could even serioudy entertain that— and | was—showed how bad the situation had
become. If it kept up much longer, | didn't see how we could bring Claudia Gonzales to justice even if
we had al the goods on her.

What jury would convict anyone on the testimony of witnesses who were demonstrably forgetful ? If the
tria took any length of time, some members of the jury themselves might start forgetting testimony. The
effect that Omnin gpparently had on the bacteriain our brain—if that in fact waswhat was going
on—wasingdious.

Andy wasright about the time pressure. We had to stop Omnin now. We—everyone—might not be
mentally competent enough next year to do the job.

Morton, McNair, Briskman—jeez, | couldn't remember who now—had said something to me about
declines and fals of empires. Had the Incas, the Carthaginians, who knew who e se, succumbed not to
plagues of bacteria, but natura antibiotic agents—like mold spores—that silenced the bacteria voices
that helped make us human? If that was even remotely the case, what wasin store for us?

| tried to think about who had said that to me. | really couldn't recall. But maybe | shouldn't be so hard
on myself— didn't people, hadn't people, dways had little problems with memory from timeto time,
especidly in high-gtress conditions? Or maybe | couldn't remember who had told me about the decline of
the Incas because it was my ideain thefirgt place....

| thought again about calling Ed Monti. | picked up the phone. Our conversation would have to be easier
than this sdlf-interrogati on—anything would be.

He answered. My "luck" today was still holding out.

"Phil, sorry | took so long on that second look at the Berman case. My best assistant liked San Francisco
so much on her vacation that she decided to get ajob there and stay, and I've been buried in bodiesthe
past two weeks."

"l wouldn't mind afew weeks off in San Francisco mysdlf,” | said. "Cometo think of it, | wouldn't mind a
few weeks off anywhere." Had | even taken avacation this summer? That working trip to Cape Cod was
the closest.

"Tel meabout it," Ed commiserated. "Anyway, | had acareful look again at the results of the Berman
autopsy—we had just completed it when | got your voice-mail—and | so examined the body again.
And | compared dl of that with our findings from three of the other Riverside stranglings—I figured that
would be the fastest way of uncovering any differences. And | found two interesting differences. I'm not
surewhat they'll meantoyou...."

"Y ou've got my rapt attention.”

"W, firgt, the strangul ation print—the damage to the neck—is positioned a adightly different angle on
Amy Berman. More upward-to-downward, asif the killer were reaching from higher above than on the
other victims."

"A man strangled her—in contrast to awoman who strangled the others?' | asked.

"Wel, it certainly suggeststhat Berman's strangler wastdler than the hypothetica other killer—that
would account for the difference in angle. But Amy was dso afew inches shorter than the other victims,
who weretdl, leggy blondes. That complicates any possible conclusion about the height of her killer."

| considered. "Y eah, Amy isthe odd one out in severd ways. But you don't like the mae-versus-femae



asher grangler?”

"l don't necessarily seeit,” Ed answered. "At least, not on the basis of the neck damage. It's not
substantially worse than for the others—no wider area of damage, no deeper damage, nothing that
suggests greeter strength in the strangler.”

"All right, fair enough,” | said. "And the second digtinction between Amy and the others?'
"Also not much to go on. | found some different pollens on Berman's clothes.”

"Amy waskilled at the foot of Central Park, and the othersin Riverside Park—that could account for
that difference, right?"

"Probably," Ed replied. "But I'm seeing if | can get amore precise ideaof just where the pollen on Amy
might have comefrom.”

"It would be niceif it came from some plant that only pollinatesin the dead of summer in the middle of
Alaska, and we had a suspect who'd been to Alaskajust last month, wouldn't it?"

Ed laughed. "Yesh."

"Okay," | said. "Thanks. Oh, one more question: The three other autopsies you looked at again—other
than Berman's— was one of them Eileen Sheflin?’

"The Cooper Union girl ?*
"Right."
"No. Y ou want meto take a second look at her file, too?"

"Could you? And while you're at it, the woman who was strangled when Claudia Gonzaleswasin
Philadd phia—"

"Chloe Josephson? She wasn't one of the three | looked at again, either.”

"Could you go over again what you have on her, too?" | asked. "Héll, | know you're swamped, but if you
could check them al, one more time, that would be the best thing."

"Sure ... and what exactly am | looking for? Just differences?’ Ed inquired.
"Y eah, differences” | replied.

| PUT THE phone back inits cradle, and walked down the hal to get abottle of iced teafrom the
glittering new dispensing machine. This onetook my money just fine. | drank down the cool, sweet tea
and thought things over as| made my way back to my office.

Actudly, what | wanted from Ed were not only differences but smilarities. If the Josephson and Berman
murders—the ones committed when Claudia seemed to have strong dibis— were not only different from
the rest but similar to each other, then that would suggest both were the work of the same person. It was
of course possible that this person was not Claudia's accomplice—these two stranglings, if they werethe
handiwork of one person, could have been copycat killings. That was Dugan's suggestion about the
Berman murder. If Josephson proved out to have been dispatched by the same hands, well, a copycat
could just as eadily copy twice as once. Jeez, any number of times—a goddamn xerox killer.

But | didn't think so. | didn't buy copies—twice or once— for thekillingsin thiscase. | put my money on



someonein leegue with Claudia

But who? In league for murder was serious business. It went beyond friendship, partnership, even family
mogt of the time. Who would be willing to take one, two lives on behdf of another? Claudias partner
Ron Greave had occurred to me. I'd been on such atreadmill the last couple of daysthat | hadn't had a
chance to ask Dugan to check him out. | suppose it was possible that Greave and Claudiawere lovers,
that Greave had no dibisfor the Josephson and Berman murders. But my gut said otherwise. And Ed's
findings suggested that Berman's strangler was not aman.

But asmart mal e accomplice who wanted to throw us off— wanted usto think that the murderswere all
done by the same person, awoman who was not Claudia—could have ddliberately strangled Josephson
and Berman with tender hands, in away that inflicted damage sufficient to kill but not announceitsdlf asa
man's job. | suppose some sicko copycat mae killer could have done the same. But stranglings so
precise would require detailed anatomical knowledge, not just any smarts....

| plopped back into the chair in my office, and swigged thelast of my iced tea. No ... | still thought the
accomplice was awoman. But | would ask Dugan to look into Greave anyway, just to be sure.

Dugan thought that, if there was an accomplice, we might not know her—or him—at al. That wasthe
worst scenario, for it would mean that we were still missng avery substantid part of what was going on.

So who, then, was this damn phantom accomplice? What was | missng? Therewasatimewhen | at
least could have relied on my memory as| tried to untangle events....

| shook my head in salf-disgust, looked at my empty iced-tea bottle, and tossed it halfway across my
office to the waste-paper basket.

It made a smooth, dead-center landing.
The phone rang at the sametime.

"Phil." It was Dugan. "Don't worry, I'm not calling you about another homicide." But he ill didn't sound
too happy.

"Of coursenat,” | replied. "It's not five-thirty in the morning.”

Hebarely laughed. "1, uh, | wanted you to know that Officer Gonzaes seemsto be no longer in the
hospitd."

"What do you mean? | thought you had surveillance on her again. God damn—"

"l did. | mean, | wanted to..." Dugan sounded upset, confused. Christ, was his memory just from an hour
ago going now too?

"Surveillance got to the hospitd," he said. "The nurses, the doctors, the physicians aidsthere dl thought
that Claudiawasin her room. And then when she wasn't there, they thought maybe in the bathroom, or
maybe she walked downgtairs to the cafeteria. But she wasn't anywhere—she was gone.”

| cursed some more.

"She wasn't under arrest, Phil! She was entitled to leave whenever she wanted. Hospitals aren't lockups.
But we ... | just didn't expect this."

"Shélll go after Cezanne Beck," | said.



"Weve got her very well protected,” Dugan said. ™Y ou saw some of the people we have on that—they're
the best. Beck is safe. And Claudiawould be crazy to go after her now, anyway."

"I think she'scrazy."

"Sofar, thekiller's acted pretty damn carefully,” Dugan ingsted. "'If Claudiasthe one, she'slikely lying
low until she can figure out away to get out of New Y ork. But | sent out the usual advisoriesto the
arports, trains, buses, and bridge and tunndl authorities anyway."

"All right, that'sgood,” | dlowed. "But let's a least focus on who ese might bein her sghts now, right
herein town—assuming sheressistheimpulseto kill the temp.”

Dugan cleared histhroat. "Well, if we want to be comprehensive about it, Phil, therésyou.”
IIMeI?I

"If she's guilty, and suspects you know she's guilty, and may be closeto proving it, then, sure, it'sa
possihility,” Dugan said.

| said nothing. Thiswasthe part of thejob | liked lesst.

"But sheld be even crazier to go after you than the temp woman, Phil."

EIGHTEEN
Dinner that evening with Jennawas no pleasure.

Two officers had driven me home and escorted me upstairs. Jenna had seen them at the door asthey
were saying good night; | had to explain their presence. | would have anyway—I didn't keep thingslike
that from her.

We maintained an uncomfortable silence through sdlad and dinner, which consisted of succulent
pan-seared tunaand rice. She let me haveit over dessert. It may not have been thoroughly just, but it
was deserved.

"What's going to happen when we have kids?' she demanded, taking the spoon of banana flambé she
hed lifted and damming it down on thetable.

"I'd go with ice cream instead at that point,” | said. "These kinds of desserts aretoo rich for kids.”

"I'm not in the mood for your stupid sense of humor now,” sheflared. "It won't protect our kidswhen
some maniac you gtir up comes after them!”

| put my hand over hers. It was quivering. Maybe mine was too.

She started crying. "It won't protect you."

"Claudias not some superwoman,” | responded softly. "Shelikely has no ideawhere welive.”
" She knows where you work," Jennaretorted. " She's a cop.

She hasagun.” The desperation in Jenna's face was undiminished.

"Itsmy job," | said.



"No. It'syour life. That'swhat's at risk here. That's the most important thing. It's our livestogether.”

"What do you want meto do? Walk away from the NYPD and get ajob somewhere as a professor?
L ecturing students and grading papers?”

"I don't know," Jennasaid. She wiped her eyes. "'l just don't know anymore.”
| looked at the dessert and pushed it away.

"Y ou know what's ironic about this?* Jenna continued. " The weird thing you're investigating—that
bacteriamay help us remember, and antibiotics that hurt those bacteriamay be causing usto
forget—wadll, that's not what's threatening our lives now. It may be dangerous, it's certainly fascinating,
but it certainly isn't strangling anybody in Riverside Park or pointing agun at you. No, you're the target
now of just another commonplace asshole murderer. She may be ingenious, she may have a badge, but
when it comes right down to it, human knowledge won't be furthered one damn bit when that bitchis
brought to justice!

| shook my head back and forth, dowly. "I can't investigate the fascinating stuff without the authority of
my office. The only reason I'm taken seriousdy—those timesthat | am—is because I'm aforensic scientist
in abig-city police department. It'sthe price | have to pay. And besides, I'm sure these two cases are
relaed—"

"Maybe you need to think of another way," Jennasaid, and walked out the room.

| WOKE UP in bed the next morning, and squinted at the alarm clock. The red numerals glowed 7:51....
Good. A day that | was able to wake up without a call from Dugan was afine day, regardless of what
elsewas going on.

Jennawalked into the bedroom, wearing just adark, short T-shirt that rode dightly above her waist.

"I'm sorry about last night,” | said. We had both gone to bed shortly after our dinner conversation, and
promptly fallen adeep.

She looked a me. She il didn't seem very happy.

"Y ou know, we talked about thisalittle on Cape Cod," | went on. "Y ou seemed to understand then.”
| sat up in bed. Jenna strode towards me. | felt like doing something other than talking—

"What do you mean we talked about this on Cape Cod?' she asked harshly.

"When you were saying that you knew | would never change about getting involved thisway in dl of
these cases, but that was okay?"

She snorted. "Here we go again. Either you're dreaming or I'm not remembering, or both. Didn't we have
thisdiscussion dready? Didn't | or you or someone say, 'Here we go again'? Maybe I'm dreaming that,
too, or not remembering, or who the hell knows anymorel” She turned and walked to her dresser. She
pulled out apair of panties and jeans and put them on.

Suddenly the day wasn't so fine anymore, even absent Dugan'svoice.

| had to face the possibility that even if Andy and Morton were able to stop the FDA from opening the
floodgates to Omnin, it aready might have done permanent damage to everyone who had consumed it.
That, in away, was part of Andy's point about memory lapses being hard to document— maybe they'd



been happening dready for centuries, for millennia, because of brief unknowing encounterswith
antibioticsthat beat the blood-brain barrier—

"I'm meseting afriend for bregkfast at Grand Centrd Station,”" Jennasaid. "Will | have the pleasure of an
NY PD escort?'

"There should be apatrol car acrossthe street,” | replied. "I assumeit's been there dl night. Tell them |
said they should drive you down to Grand Central, and keep an eye on you. They know how to be
discreet—you won't even know they're there. By the way, who's your friend?”’

Jenna scowled at the intrusion of the question. Had she not been angry a me, shewould havetold mein
thefirg place. "Joel Ngpoli. He was a student with me at MIT. Helivesin Denver now with hiswife and
kids. Wetry to get together whenever he'sin town—once every year or two."

| smiled. | remembered his name. At least the Omnin didn't seem to affect long-term memory. "Have a
goodtime" | said Sincerely.

She nodded. Her face relaxed alittle. "What about you?'
"Oh, I'm pretty flexible. | have agood time with just about any breskfast companion, including mysdf.”

"Haha" Jennasaid. "l meant, who is going to be watching out for you if | take the patrol car
downtown?"

"Don't worry, I'll befine."
"I'm worried anyway," Jennaresponded. "How about we call another patrol car for you?'

"I doubt the Department can spareit,” | said truthfully. "Who knows what strings Dugan had to pull to
arrange for the one outside. Nobody's taken a shot a me, or even voiced a hogtile intention.”

Jennashook her head in frugtration. "All right, how about this, then: The patrol car drives us both
downtown. One of the officers gets off with me at Grand Central station, and does hisdiscreet act inthe
background. The other drives you down to your office. Do you think the NY PD can handle those
logigtics?"

JERRY DIVONE WASwaiting for meat my office.

"No luck with Dr. Morton so far,” hetold me. He declined the chair | offered him, and commenced
pacing in front of my desk. "The secretary's atough old bird. She seemsimmuneto cgoling aswell as
implied threats that she could get in trouble with the law if she doesn't help us."

"What do you suggest?'

He scratched his head. "If the need wasn't so urgent, 1'd recommend waiting until she takes aday off to
vidt the grand-kids. I'd likely have better luck with anyone dse.”

"The need'surgent,” | replied.
IIY@.H
"Who ditsat her desk during lunch break?"

"No one, gpparently. The religion department is very small—they don't even have astudent assstant. The
secretary just closes up shop for an hour.”



"There must be other lines of attack.”

"Nonethat are swift and legd," Divone replied. He stopped pacing. "L ook, | can break into her office at
night, and pull aWatergate. Or | can hack into the university's computer a night, and pull a
cyber-Watergate."

"Unbelievable—just to get a professor's goddamn phone number?!
"Now you know how the poor students fedl.” Divone chuckled at his own observation.
| pondered.

"Theresalot riding on that phone number," Divone coaxed. "All that you told me depends on it—getting
Morton to testify in Washington.”

"l know," | said. | thought some more. "All right. We've still got eleven days before the FDA meseting.
How long would it take you to make preparationsfor a... physica bresk-in?' Wonderful ... between
Divone's characterizations and the redlity of what we were discussing, | was beginning to fed likel was
Richard Nixon playing mein some third-rate made-for-TV movie about my life.

"I could hack the computer faster,” Divone said.

"Maybe. But from what I've heard, these universities have pretty powerful firewalls around faculty
persona information— they don't want those phone numbers scribbled on bathroom stdls.”

Divone popped a piece of candy into his mouth and considered. "1 could arrange an after-hours physical
inspection of the premisesin two, three days at most.”

"Good," | said. "That meanswe gill have alittletime. Let'sgive your friendly lega persuasions another
day or two. Seeif there's anyone other than the secretary down there who might know Morton's
whereabouts. Talk to sudents. Chat up the waitressesin the diner. Y ou know the routine better than |
do."

"| probably do," Divonereplied. "But youretalking the fine art of diciting information. Picasso cantakea
lot moretimethan crimein that line of work."

"Let'stry it the artistic way—for at least today, maybe tomorrow." | knew there was no way we could
get ajudge to move fast enough—if at al—to make a break-in legal with acourt order. And | didn't
want to risk Dugan'sfinding out about anillega bresk-in—and then suspending Divone and me, maybe
even placing us under arrest—unless | absolutely had no other choice.

Divone bowed. "Y ou're the boss. I'm on my way."

THE PHONE RANG about ten minutes | ater.

It was Dugan. "We've got more on the Sheflin-Gonzal es connection, Phil."
"y e

"Apparently Gonzales got pregnant in high school,” Dugan said. "And the father was the boyfriend who
dumped her for Sheflin. Gonzales had an abortion. Her friends say she was eaten up with guilt about it.
She became withdrawn, stopped dating, focused completely on her schoolwork. So, to the outside
world, she became amode student. She went on to college and the police academy. But inside ... who
knows, maybe she becomes a psycho.”



"But why go after Sheflin and not the boyfriend?" | asked, playing defense attorney.
"The boyfriend's been in Austraiasince the divorce from Sheflin.”

"Okay, makes sense.” | had the mixed sensation of feding good to befindly proven right about
something in this case, and upset that | hadn't uncovered this mysdlf, and much sooner. Maybe | would
have, if Eileen Sheflin hadn't dropped off my screen in some memory wipe. "And why now? Why go
after Sheflin adecade later?

"We're dtill working on that, Phil. Maybe it was just a chance encounter—Gonzal es passes Sheflin on the
dreet, they run into each other at Fairway—if Gonzalesis as unstable aswere theorizing, any smdl thing
could have st her off."

"Whereisshenow?' | asked. "Y ou taking her in?"

"Not quite yet," Dugan replied. "It'savery seriousthing to put an officer under arrest. Given the
conflicting evidence and dibisin this case, we need to be very sure. I'm only telling you about the
abortion motive because | wanted you to know we are making some progress—"

"And you don't know where Claudiais now, so you couldn't place her under arrest anyway, right?”

"We don't know where sheis," Dugan conceded. " She didn't go home, she didn't come into work. No
one's seen her since she left the hospital. 1've got people out looking for her, but | can't yet justify putting
out an dl-points bulletin on Officer Claudia Gonzales."

| sighed. "She's probably Iurking behind atree somewhere, waiting to strangle Cezanne Beck."

"Weve got that part covered, Phil. Beck's at hometoday. | just heard from Molloy. He says she's surfing
the Web or whatever they do on her computer.”

“All right."

"The worgt that can happen to you on the Web isyou catch a computer virus—it can kill your computer
but not you, right?' Dugan concluded, pleased with hiswit. Ordinarily, | might have enjoyed it too.

"Yesh"
"Phil, you don't seem very upbest.”

"I'll be upbesat when we have Gonzales behind bars and we've tied together afew more of these frazzled
ends" Not to mention we stop Omnin and figure out how far and deep went its damage to
memory.

| GOT OFF the phone and worried more about missing memories. How could we ever bring the
Riverside caseto a satisfactory resolution—which protected lives and brought the guilty to justice—if we
were gill losing bits and pieces of our recollection? How could we know what we no longer knew? God,
it fet likel had been wrestling with this painful paradox for centuries.

One of the keys was whether the losswas till continuing, unabated. My sense was that the recent lost
pieces were mogtly from awhile ago. | had redlized just yesterday that | had lost recollection of the
Sheflin murder, and that redlization was certainly aggravating me right now. But the actua memory was
lost months ago.

| logged on to the Internet with the computer on my desk. What was needed was some sort of national



Web site, where people could post about their memory losses. That would give everyone a better idea of
the proportion of the problem. But it wouldn't comein timefor Morton's meeting—if he could be
located—with the FDA in aweek and ahalf. And even if we had more time, posts on the Web weren't
exactly reliable sources of evidence. All kinds of nutcases had access to computers.

Well, maybe everyone should at least Sart getting into the habit of writing down asummary of their
experiences every day, and posting them in some private place online. The Web asdiary. | redly had
intended to start doing that mysealf, but had been too busy, and too tired at the end of the day.

| typed "memory loss' into my search engine—I did thisafew times aweek now—to seeif | could find
anything new. The samelong list of Web pages came up. | started reading them anyway. "The
hippocampus is the computer directory or card catalog of memory,” one page said. "Amnesia can result
when the directory is corrupted or the catalog is trashed, because that puts the memories beyond
retrieva. But the memories themsalves are not destroyed, as evidenced by memoriesthat can return,
when the amnesia abates, and the card catalog is operationd again...." W, nothing new there—that
page, of course, explained why some of Dugan's and Jenna's and my memories had returned. But there
was nothing anywhere about spirochetes turning the digital switches of the memory directory, or bacilli
delivering singing telegrams from the hippocampd catdog....

| noticed the time on the computer screen about forty-five minutes later. This no doubt had set some sort
of record for mefor the past few days, for time e apsed without ajolting phone call—

And the phone rang, asif it had been reading my mind.
"Phil!" It was Jerry.
"Y ou got some good news about Morton?' | asked hopefully.

"Sorry, not yet," hereplied. "But | just picked something up on the police band. | couldn't makeit out
completely. It sounded like another murder, of the Riverside persuasion.”

"In broad daylight?"

"Wl it wasn't clear when the murder took place. But it sounded like they just found abody,” Jerry said.
"Where?'

"Bryant Park—in back of the New Y ork Public Library,” Jerry said.

"That'sway off the usua track,” | contended, asif | could argue him out of just having heard about a
murder that rang Riversde.

"Well, yeah," Jerry responded, "but the murders did move south to Columbus Circle last time.”

"True," | agreed. "Y ou didn't make out the name of the victim?' Please don't say Cezanne Beck, |
thought—though any murder victim was atragedy.

"No, | don't think they know who sheisyet."
"But they know it'sawoman?" | asked.
"They referred to the victim as'she,' "Jarry said.

"Okay, thanks, I'll get right over there" | said.



"Need any help there?'
"No," | said. "Better you keep combing the NY U campusfor Morton's address.”

OFFICER PEREZ—WHO had driven me to work—had been sitting in the reception areaal morning,
watching over my office. | was glad to see him there, considering what | had just learned.

"You up for giving me alift to theNew Y ork Public Library?" | asked him.
"At your digposd, Doc. Which one?!

"Fifth Avenue and Forty-second Street,” | replied.

He nodded. "The onewith thelions.”

"Thevery same.”

We bypassed the elevator and ran down the stairs. Perez put on his siren and lights and cut as best he
could through late-morning treffic.

Dugan caled me on the cdll phone. He started telling me about the strangled body just found in back of
thelibrary, but our conversation rapidly dissolved into amush of getic. | heard nothing from him that |
hadn't just heard from Jerry.

Perez screeched into ablatantly illegal spot on Fortieth Street, between Fifth and Sixth Avenues. He
caled something in on the radio, smiled a me, and said, "Let'sgo."

"Good job," | said gratefully, and clapped him on the back.

We pushed our way through the crowd to the blue police barricade.

"Oh God," | said. | could see Dennis Molloy—one of Cezanne's " protectors'—on the other side.
Perez and | showed our badges and walked through the splintery wooden barricade.

| confronted Molloy. "How the hell did thishappen?’ | demanded. "Why'd you let her come here?’

"She got some e-mail from an old friend while she was on her computer,” Molloy answered, alot less
smoothly than the day before. "The friend wanted to meet her for lunch. We advised againgt it, but she's
not a prisoner. We figured we could protect her. But—"

| couldn't bear to hear anymore. | walked past Molloy, towards the knot of cops gathered by atree
about ten feet from the back of the library building. Dugan wasthere. So was Allison Barnes, the other
half of Cezanne's bodyguard team.

Allison had her arm around another woman, who was bending over something on the ground. Allison
looked like shewastrying to escort her away....

Thewoman turned towards me. Jeez ... It was Cezanne Beck!

"Phil!" Dugan called out. "Glad you made it—I wasn't sure how much got through on that lousy cell
phone.”

"Who'sthevictim?' | motioned to the body, now covered with a police blanket.

"Seefor yoursdlf," Dugan replied. Hisvoice had a very strange tone.



| approached. One of the medical examiner's assistants— Ed didn't seem to be here—pulled back the
blanket.

Totdly nude, mid-twenties, and | could see ingtantly that she wasn't play-acting thistime.

Claudia Gonzales was stretched out in front of me, dead.

NINETEEN
| spent the rest of the day huddled with Dugan in his office. Personnd, phone cals, faxes sped in and out.
The placefdt like acommand center—which it was.

Claudiaskilling had jolted the whole Department into a state of crisis. Any murder of acop will do that.
And Claudias was more.

"I'm gtill not clear why Cezanne went to the park,” | said to Molloy, shortly after we had set up shop in
Dugan's office. "Why was Claudia there? Did she and Cezanne both get the same e-mail invitation to
lunch?'

"Barnesis checking out Beck's computer right as we speak,” Molloy replied. His partner had taken
Cezanne home, after Dugan had quickly questioned her in the park. Cezanne was too shocked to say
much. "Barnesisawhiz with the Internet,” Molloy continued. "We should hear from her soon.”

Wedid. Molloy shook his head and relayed her findings. "' Cezanne has a Web page. Barnes says she
posts highlights there of her most interesting temp experiences. Her day in your officeisright up there, for
the whole wideworld to see”

| shook my head too, in disbdlief. "After all we did to try to keep her identity from prying eyes. After all
wetold her to be careful .

"Wdll, Barnes says Cezanne posted that before anyone told her to be careful,” Molloy responded. "She
must have forgotten about it in dl the excitement. But there it was, in dl it's glory— Barnes saysthe page
comes up anytime you do a search on ‘temp’ and 'NYPD." "

"Goddamn Internet,” Dugan joined in, and put down the phone from another call. "We were better off
with IBM Sdlectric typewriters, weren't we. At least people could write about themselves and have some
privacy then."

He had apoint. Though of course no one forced Cezanne to put her writing online. " So how did her Web
page wind up getting her to Bryant Park?' | prodded Molloy for more. "The 'friend who contacted her
was an onlineimpostor?"

Molly nodded. "Her friend's e-mail was bogus. Barnes checked out the sender. She'san old friend of
Cezanng's, dl right, and her name and e-mail are listed on Cezanne's Web page, but she swears she
hasn't sent Cezanne e-mail in weeks."

"So someone forges an e-mail to make it ook like amessage from an old friend, and lures the Beck
woman to lunch behind thelibrary,” Dugan said.

"Right. Trividly essy," | said.

Molloy agreed. "The friend'snameis Ledie Sullivan. Her email addressis L Sullivan@cymail.com—her
impostor set up an address under LESullivan@cymail.com—Cezanne didn't noticetheextra E. No



reason shewould."
" 'Death by ExtraE,' " Dugan muttered, and smiled tiredly. "Has an Agatha Chrigtie flavor.”
"Morelike Sue Grafton,” | replied. " So who was the ersatz Sullivan?'

"Y ou think it was Claudia, | know," Dugan said. "But that wouldn't explain who killed her." Hewasno
longer amiling.

"l don't think she wasjust an innocent victimin this, no." 1 sood my ground.
"Y ou're astubborn man,” Dugan told me.

"Y ou know her background better than | do at thispoint,” | said. There was no sense in kegping anything
from Molloy now.

"Y ou think she just happened to be strolling on afine September morning on Forty-second Street?”
"No, | don't think that," Dugan alowed.

"Good. I'll tell you what | think, then: Claudiaand her accomplice set the Bryant Park appointment in
motion to kill Cezanne. And then a some point the accomplice decided to get rid of Claudiainstead.
Maybe it was alast-minute reaction to something; maybe it wasthe plan al dong—"

Dugan's phone rang. His door opened. Ron Greave, Claudias partner, stormed in.
"Y ou goddamned son of abitch, you happy now?" he shouted, and lunged at me.
Molloy wason himin an ingant.

"You didn't believe her,” Greave was till shouting at me over Molloy's shoulder, though he was pretty
much permitting himself to be restrained. " She said you were ano-good prick, and shewasright. You
were out to get her. I'm gonna bring charges against you now." He turned to Dugan. "Bring him up on
charges." He pointed to me. "I'll be the firdt to testify. He was persecuting my partner. He wouldn't leave
her done. That'snot right.”

Dugan put down the phone and coolly regarded Greaves. "That was Sheila, my secretary, cdling to tell
me you had just arrived and you wanted to see me and would it be okay. It's okay. Y ou have my
permission. See how easy it is? There's no need to shout, Officer."

Greave started to reply, loudly, and my cell phone rang.

"Excuseme," | said, and took the call. "Uh-huh. Okay. Good work—that could be very hdpful. Grest.
All right. Thanks."

| turned to Dugan and interrupted whatever Greave was saying. "That was Ed Monti. He thinks whoever
killed Claudiakilled Berman and Josephson. He found the same out-of-state pollen on dl three.”

"Wheat kind of pollen?' Dugan asked.

"Dietes bicolor," | replied. "A kind of iris—native to South Africabut it'sgrown here. It can't survive
more than the lightest frogt, so it's mostly in Southern states where the temperaturés warm al year long.”

"l see," Dugan said, and took it in. "Not conclusive, but suggedtive...." Helooked at Greave. "Y ou been
to Horidarecently, Officer?'



"l..." Greave began.

"Y ou have family there, don't you?'

"What of it?'

"Why don't you have a seat, Officer—join usfor lunch," Dugan asked.
Greave started to refuse, but Malloy put a heavy hand on his shoulder.
"Pizzaokay?' Dugan inquired.

"Sure" | sad.

"Fineg" Molloy sad.

Greave glowered.

Dugan phoned out for pizza and Cokes, then made afew other calls—facing away from us, voice
muffled, so no one e'se could make out what he was saying. At least one call wasto get some detectives
positioned outside his office, | suspected, in case Greave declined his hospitality and tried to leave.
Another was no doubt to initiate a check on Greave's whereabouts this morning.

"Actudly, I'd prefer aginger de" | said, after the round of sotto voce calls was completed.
"Metoo,” Moalloy chimedin.
Dugan frowned and picked up the phone. "Anything different for you?' he asked Greave.

"l don't give ashit what you order," Greave replied, defiant from the seet he had taken in the corner.
Molloy continued to stand over him.

"Fair enough," Dugan said, and called back the pizza place to correct the order. "Y ou want meto cdl in
your PBA rep, or an attorney?' Dugan asked Greave.

"l don't need an attorney,” Greave spat back. "1 have nothing to hide.”
"Good," Dugan said. "Tdl usabout your tripsto Florida, then.”

"l go down therefive, Sx timesayear. My sgter livesthere. She hasabig family. Thekidslove me. |
lovethem. I'm their favoriteuncle.”

"Does she havelots of flowers planted around her home? Irises?’ | asked.

Greave shrugged. " Sure—about the flowers. Everyone does down there. | don't know about the irises.
Wheat do they look like?"

"Very pretty,” Dugan replied, very serioudy. "Just like those dead girls."
"Youreadl crazy," Greave said, agitated. He started to rise. Molloy got him to sit.
"Humor us, then," Dugan said. "Tdl us about your relationship with Officer Gonzales."

"More specificdly, tell uswhat you know about Claudiaand Eileen Sheflin,” | said. ™Y ou know, just to
narrow thisdown abit." | looked at Dugan. It was presumptuous for meto refine a superior's
guestion—Iet done Dugan's—but | wanted to get to the nitty-gritty. Dugan dowly nodded his assent.



| looked back at Greave. He looked embarrassed.

"Y ou're concerned about Officer Gonzales privacy, | know," Dugan said. "And that's commendable. But
we've got some very explosiveissues here—issues that could destroy your career, Officer Greave.
Maybe worse. So take my advice, think of your future. It's got to be more important to you now than
any commitment you made to Officer Gonzales not to talk to us about her. There's nothing you can do to
help her now. Y ou've got to help yourself."

Greave turned from Dugan to me, and then to Molloy for good measure. He turned back and addressed
Dugaen.

"Y ou know what happened to her in high school 7" he asked hoarsdly. "To Officer Gonzales, my
partner?’

"Why don't you tdll us" Dugan said.

"Someforeign kid, some creep from Austrdia, got her pregnant,” Greave said. " Claudia—Officer
Gonza es—she wasn' like that. She comes from avery grict family. He probably got her drunk and took
advantage...."

Dugan tried to look sympathetic. "How doesthat tiein with Eileen Sheflin?' he coaxed.

Greave swalowed hard, shook his head. " She was deeping around with the same Audtraian kid—his
namewas Mark. Claudiajust dept with him once—one night. She refused to see him again. But Eileen
Sheflin, she was much more accommodating. So of course thisMark walked out on Claudia. She had
the abortion al on her own." Hisvoice was thick with emation.

"Y ou cared for her,” Dugan said, "l understand.”
"No, there was nothing between us," Greave inssted, in atone that proclaimed otherwise.
"That's okay," Dugan said. "Bring us up-to-date on the Sheflin girl."

"Claudianever got over that," Greave responded. "I used to wonder alot about what she was like before
those two destroyed her world. She carried everything around insde. Sheheld it in, but | could seeit.
She put on agood show, but | knew it was there, hurting her, dl thetime. And one day she cameinto
work, hopping mad. Sheld run into Sheflin on somelinein an A& P on the Upper West Side" He
snorted. "Lifesfull of coincidenceslikethat, ain't it? Claudias finishing up, helping out on someone else's
case, and she walks into a supermarket in a neighborhood she's never been in before. And sheturns
around, and standing right in back of her is Eileen Sheflin— who says, 'Hey, how're you doing? And
Claudiathinks, 'Not too bad, considering you fucked up my life." But Claudiadoesn't say that.”

"But she unloads on you the next day," Dugan prompted.
"Shewas furious! What'd you expect?' Greave replied. Dugan nodded.

Greave continued. "Eileen saysto Claudiaon the supermarket line, "Y ou remember Mark? Hewas
swest, but | got tired of him, so | sent him packing back to Oz. Hey, didn't you and Mark go out alittle,
too? We got alot in common! We should befriends! Let's get together for adrink sometime. Whaddaya
say? Just like that. Matter-of-fact. Claudiawas seething.”

Dugan nodded again. "And what did she say to Sheflin's offer?’ he asked. | had to admire his
interviewing technique.



"Claudiasaid yes," Greave said. "I didn't know what she wasthinking, and | told her. | said, 'Forget this
woman. What do you hope to gain by meeting with her? *

"But shedidn't take your advice?' Dugan asked.
"No."

"And were you concerned that, with al that anger that you've been describing, that maybe something
wrong might happen as aresult of those meetings?' Dugan prompted. "1 don't mean that you did anything
wrong in not blowing awhistle at that point. | mean, in retrospect, can you see now that maybe Claudia
meeting Sheflin, so furious and al, was going down a path that was not the best?'

Greave leaned forward in hisseat. "Y ou see, that'sthe thing of al this" he said earnestly. "' wasworried
at firgt. | wasn't sure what to do. Claudiamet with Sheflin three or four times. | didn't know whereit was
going, and | was concerned. But then one morning, al of asudden, Claudia came up to me and she said
she and Sheflin had worked it al out. She said she and Sheflin had had areally long heart-to-heart the
night before, and it had come to Claudiathat maybe Sheflin was ahuman being just like Claudia—they
both had been vulnerable girls—and both had been victimized in their own ways by this same Audtrdian
jerk. And Claudiaredly seemed at peace with hersdlf that morning. I've never seen her happier.”

"Do you think she wastelling you the truth?' Dugan asked.

"Yes" Greaveindgted. "That's what makesthisal so nuts"

Dugan looked alittle confused. | felt the same.

"So, Claudiaand Sheflin became ... friends after that?' Dugan asked.

"No, no," Greave said, and shook his head repeatedly. He looked alittle confused now aswell. "About
two weeks |l ater, Claudiastarts going on again about what a bitch Sheflin was, and how people like that
should not be alowed on this Earth—"

"Thetwo met again, then, and it didn't work out?' Dugan asked.
Greave shook his head no. "Claudia caught the flu then. Shewaslaid up.”

| had asick feding in the depths of my stomach that | knew the rest of this story. "What time of year was
this?' | asked quietly.

"Late February," Greave said. "Y eah, she came back to work right after Presidents Day—sometime that
week. And thefirgt thing she doesis she startsin again about Sheflin. She said just thinking about her,
and what she did, had made Claudia sicker, longer. | said to her, 'l thought the two of you worked it out,
had ameeting of the minds." And Claudiajust looked at melike | was crazy—Ilike | was making all of
that up. | figured, 'She's done some soul-searching while she was laid up, and changed her mind again
about Sheflin.' And she'slooking at me like I'm out of my head for trying to remind her that she ever felt
otherwise. She was so angry— | guess| should have confronted her oniit, but | didn't want to stir it up
evenmore.”

"Shedidn't change her mind, shelost it—or, at least, that part of her mind that contained her memory of
her rapprochement with Eileen Sheflin,” | said. And | thought, Goddamn Omnin again. Too bad we
can't bring that pill up on charges of homicide. It ruined bacteriaand—viathe memory lossit had
caused in Claudia—people. My ingtincts had been right about the antibiotic dl aong. It equaed anti-life
inthis caseindeed.



But Claudiawas no innocent, either. She was not only avictim of Omnin, but amanipulator of itsamnesa
for her own murderous purposes.

The pizza arrived—smé ling grest—with three cans of Coke. Dugan sighed and called Sheila. "Isthe
ddivery guy still there? | changed the order to one Coke and two ginger ales, but we got three Cokes
anyway.... All right. Never mind."

"Maybe they forgot the order.” Malloy offered his attempt a ajoke.

Thiswasthefirst one I'd heard from him, but I couldn't bring myself to laugh. Neither could Dugan or
Greave.

"| think we can chak the Coke up to perennid inefficiency,” | said. "'l can usethe caffeine anyway.”
Dugan handed a can to me, and looked at Moalloy.

"No thanks," he said.

"I'll haveit, if no one dsewantsit." Greave spoke up.

"Sure," Dugan said, and lobbed the can to him.

Greave caught it, opened it, took along drink. "How much do | owe you for this?' He put the can down
and reached for hiswallet.

"On the Department,” Dugan said. "But let's get back to the homicides. Tell me about the first one.”
"Jllian Murphy?'

"Y eah. Anything strike you as strange about that, or about how Claudia acted—you know, since shewas
acting alittle crazy about Sheflin?!

Greave took another drink and shook his head. "No—why should it? There was no connection. What
did Murphy have to do with Sheflin? 1 do remember thinking, "'Well, maybe Claudia should see adoctor,
because she seemsto be forgetting alot of thingslatdy.' She was stressed about Sheflin, maybe that
affected her memory and how she performed in the Murphy case, | don't know. | felt terrible for her after
that meeting in the DA's office. Y ou werethere," he said to me.

| nodded. "Did you ever actudly tell her to go see adoctor?’
"Y eah, more than once."

"And did she take your advice?'

"l don't think s0."

"But you believed her when she said sheld forgotten theinitial details of the Murphy murder Site?' Dugan
asked.

"We back to that again? Hdll, yeah, | believed her. | don't get you guys. Y ou've got the whole
Department running around in circles over thismemory shit—but for Claudia, you believe that shewas
lying about losing her memory in the Murphy investigation? Why would she do that? Oh yeah." Histone
turned from sincereto sarcadtic. "l get it. Claudiatold me. Y ou think she faked her amnesiato cover up
that she was the one who killed Murphy? And then the others? She was the cop, for crissakes, not some
sort of crimina geniud™



| had to admit that Claudia never struck me as a genius, either. But, who knows, that could have been
part of her genius. Contradictory conclusions from the same evidence, again....

"But surely you were concerned when Eileen Sheflin turned up strangled, Officer Greave—with dl that
you knew about her relationship with Officer Gonzales," Dugan pressed.

"Yeah, | was concerned. | was surprised. But | thought it was just alousy coincidence. Infact, | figured
that the other murders—the ones before Sheflin—pretty much let Claudia off the hook for the Sheflin. |
mean, we were dealing with aserid killer here, right, not agrudge homicide.

"Maybethat's just what she wanted everyoneto think," | said.

Greave shook hishead. "Y ou're out of your mind. Y ou're obvioudy suffering memory damage, too.
Claudiawas out of town with her mother for one of the murders before Eileen Sheflin. How do you
explanthat?'

"We think maybe she had an accomplice,” Dugan answered. "That's one of the reasonswe're talking to
you right now."

"Il say you're off your rocker, too, then," Greave said hotly. "I don't care what your rank is. | didn't kill
anyone. When was the exact date of that murder? I'll be glad to tell you what | was doing then.”

Dugan wiped his mouth and hands with anapkin and reached for afolder on his desk. He took out three
sheets, and passed one each to Greave, Malloy, and me. "Names and dates,” he said. "1 can get you the
timestoo, if you like."

| looked at the lis—arundown on the Riversde victims:
Jllian Murphy, March 21

Carol Michosky (assault, not homicide), April 5

Chloe Josephson, April 13

TaraCdig, April 26

Eileen Sheflin, April 29

Michelle Deets, May 2

Carol Michosky (homicide), August 28

Amy Berman, September 7

My first reaction was. Who were Calis and Deets? | knew that there had been seven stranglings, but the
two names were news to me. Which of course wasimpossible. | no doubt knew them last week aswell
as| knew Murphy and Berman. | felt mysalf swesting. | had to stop that. Their names weren't important
at this specific juncture. | had to stay calm. | looked at Dugan—fortunately, his eyeswere on Greave.

"Claudias name should be added to the list," Greave said.
"Yeah," Dugan agreed.

"So you'd like to know what | was doing on April thirteenth, when Josephson was strangled and Claudia
wasin Philly," Greave said.



"That'sright,” Dugan said. "And September seventh— Claudia had an dibi for Berman's murder, too.
And dso thismorning.”

"I took today off—I waslooking for Claudia.
"Anybody see you—anywhere awvay from Bryant Park?' Dugan asked.
"I don't know."

Dugan looked a him along time. "Officer Greave, I'm going to have to ask you to turn over your badge
and gun to Detective Molloy. And then I'm going to have to place you under arrest. Y ou have the right to
reman glent—"

"Y ou think | killed those two women and then | turned on Claudiaand killed her?' Greave ydlled, and
got to hisfeet. Malloy pushed him back in his sedt.

"Please, don't make thisany more difficult,” Dugan said. He pressed a button on his phone. The door
opened and two detectives walked into the office.

"You're arresting me for murder?' Greave said, unbelieving.
"Please, turn over your badge and gun to Detective Malloy, now."
Greave took adeep breath, and dowly did astold.

"Thank you," Dugan said. "At this point, the charges are accessory. | think you redlized, somewhere
aong theline, what Claudiawas up to, and either you helped her outright or said nothing—which, for
someonein your position, was acting as an accessory. Please do get legal representation as soon as
possible. | want your rightsto be fully respected. Well see about the murder charges when we know a
bit more."

Greave stood up, shaken. One of the detectives put handcuffs on him, and they took him away.
"Y ou don't serioudy think that Greaveisthe accomplice,” | said to Dugan, after the door had closed.

He leaned back in his chair and rubbed his eyes. My eyes could have used arubbing too, or whatever it
took to make them see more clearly. | was getting close, | knew that, but | still wasn't getting everything.

"He hasthe tripsto Floridawhich give him access to the pollen,” Dugan responded, "he hasno dibi for
this morning, and God only knows the relationship Greave had with Gonzales—but no, | don't think he's
the accomplice. He doesn't fed like amurderer. | took him out of circulation mainly to give usoneless
complication on theloose to worry about."

"So you agree that there's an accomplice?’ | asked. Our Stuation was il too grave for meto fedl

triumphant.
"Well, somebodly killed Claudia," Dugan replied.

"Y eah, but you've been holding out for onekiller for everyone, and that killer not being Claudia," | said.
"Not that | blame you."

Now Dugan closed his eyes and massaged histemples, for along while. "Don't worry," he said. "I'm not
suffering another memory loss. | remember being resistant to Claudiaasthekiller. But with that same
southern pollen on Josephson, Berman, and now Claudia... well, it certainly suggeststwo killers. And
what Greave said about Claudia certainly gives her enough motive to be one of them.”



"Ed didn't exactly say the pollen was southern,” | said, and tried to recall precisdly what he had said. "His
point wasthat the variety of iriswas modtly likely to be found in warm climates— like the South—that
have a most just light frost."

"I'm not sure | seethedistinction,” Dugan said. He opened his eyes and regarded me.

Molloy spoke up. "Maybe the killer isfrom the New Y ork area, and came into contact with theiris
growing in apot on awindowsi I with awarm southern exposure." He walked over to the pizzabox and
thelast dice. Helooked at Dugan and mefor our assent.

We gave it—for the dice.

"Certainly doesn't work that way for my outdoor gardens,” Dugan responded to Molloy about theiris.
"Anything that needs warm wesether dl year around won't bloom up here until late summer—if it blooms
a dl. My wifeisredly into that suff,” he said proudly.

"Chloe Josephson waskilled April thirteenth,” | said. "And the past winter was cold here.”

"So that rules out theiris outdoorsin New Y ork," Dugan said. "I supposeit could have been
forced—grown—in apot indoors.... | don't know, I'd have to check to see whether that variety of iris
can be grown that way."

| nodded ... and shifted into shaking my head no. "That's still not it—I don't think thisturnson the
accomplice brushing againgt aplant in aflowerpot in New Y ork."

"Where, then?' Dugan asked.
"I don't know." | fdt like the answer wasright in front of me. But | just couldn't seeit.
"So your memory isacting up again now?"' Dugan asked in dl seriousness.

| continued shaking my heed. "All | know isthat until we plug this memory drain—or at least understand
it better than we do now—we're banging our heads againgt the bottom of the snk—"

My cell phonerang.
It was Jerry.

"I've got Professor Morton here," Jerry said. "He wantsto talk to you."

TWENTY
"Darius How areyou?"
"I'm fine, Phil. I understand from your friend Mr. Divone that my |etter did some good?”

"Ohyes, itdid," | replied into my cell phone. "Can you join usin Washington next week? Did Jerry tdl
you about the specid hearing? | think your being there would do even more good.”

"Yes, yes," Morton replied. "In fact, | have some ideas about other people we could bring aong for this
meeting. Y ou know, nothing impresses the government like numbers, including numbers of experts. |
know severa folks who could be very helpful. One's abiologist from Fittsburgh. She'svery
charming—quite cute, too. And she has area head on her shoulders.”

"That's sound like agreat ideg,” | said. "Look ... where are you? Could we get together and talk about



this?'

| became aware of Dugan and Malloy looking a me, questioningly. “Isthis about the pollen?' Dugan half
mouthed and asked.

| shook my head no, and held up my hand to indicate | would explain to him inaminute.

"—right off Washington Square," Morton was saying. "Right around the corner from NY U. Sometimes
right under everyone's noseisthe best cover.”

| smiled. "Y ou would have made a great detective.”
"| dready am," Morton replied. "All higtorians are, if they're any good."
"Absolutdly true," | said. "So when can we get together?*

"How about right now—or as soon as you can get over here. The Waverly Tea Pot is quite good. It'son
the northwest corner—"

"Sounds perfect,” | said. "I know just whereit is. Could you put Jerry back on the phone for asecond?’

"Good work," | said to Jerry. "Y ou can tell melater how you found him. For now, don't let your eyes off
him"

| FILLED IN Dugan and Molloy.

"All right," Dugan acceded to my meeting with Morton. "But don't stray too far—we'refinaly getting to
the endgame here with the Riversde stranglings.”

" "'The memory stranglings would bejust as good anamefor thiscase," | replied as| left. "Omnin'sas
much an accomplice as the hands that strangled Chloe, Amy, and Claudia.”

Just to be safe, | had Officer Perez drive me to Waverly Tea. Claudias pollinated comrade was till at
large, and could conceivably sting not only me but Morton if | was followed.

Our car pulled up to Waverly Place. Perez got out, looked around, and signaled that it was okay for me
to follow.

A couple were kissing on the corner—alway's nice to see. Otherwise, people moved in various states of
speed, dress, and conversation on the sidewalk. M ost appeared to be students. Nothing out of the
ordinary. Like corpusclesin abloodstream, but with no knowledge that the body they traversed was
fighting acrippling infection.

Perez opened the door to the tea shop, and peered in. "Looks okay, Doc," he said. "I'll wait outside and
keep an eye on what's happening on the street.”

| nodded and entered. Jerry and Morton were seated at a nearby table. Both waved me over.

"Good to seeyou, Dariug" | shook his extended hand. 1t was much firmer than thefirst time| had
shaken it, at McNair'sfunera in Chicago. What a difference a desth made—or, in this case, Morton's
evident excitement about being able to do something to perhaps prevent rather than just mourn another
cdamity.

"S0, | see our ace bloodhound here was able to track you down,” | said to Morton, and smiled at Jerry.
| pulled out amahogany chair and sat. It was surprisingly comfortable.



"It dways paysto look at pictures,” Jerry said.
"Theiconic ismore fundamenta than the scriptic,” Morton agreed, in hisown way.

"NY U's bookstore isfortunately very well stocked with the professor's books," Jerry continued. "First
thing | did was scope out the photos on the inside covers—I had agood amalgam in my head of what he
looked like."

| recalled that old photo of Morton on the cover of Ahead of Columbus. It barely looked like the facein
front of me. Good thing Jerry had had other photosin the mix—or maybe he wasjust better than | was
with pictures.

"So, | wasjust stlanding on the corner, drinking acup of coffee,” Jerry said, with a special whisper of
"coffeg," presumably because we were in atea shop, "and Professor Morton just strolls on by.
Sometimes you get lucky," he concluded with abig, toothy grin.

| agreed enthusiastically, and called over the waitress. "Do you have Monk'sblend?' | asked. It wasa
dark teawith vanillaand grenadine—a nice celebratory tea.

"Of course," shereplied.

"I'll have acup,” | said. | turned to Morton. "Let's talk about Washington. Y our presence at this meeting
could make dl the difference.”

"I'm ready," Morton said. "I've been working on thisever since | got back from Chicago. Y ou redly got
me thinking about this bacterial notion of consciousness, and what antibiotics could do to it. Y ou know,
there arelots of examplesin history that could apply. People esting moldy bread in the Middle Agesand
hallucinating about witches—well, what's attributed to hallucinogens could redlly be the work of
antibiotics causng memory loss, or maybe both at the same time. Someone dreams or hallucinates
someone eseisawitch. Then redizesthisisjust fantasy, not redlity. Then forgetsthisredization, and
truly believesthe other person isawitch. Y ou see, the two could work hand in hand.”

| nodded. "But I think well need more than witchesto convince the FDA," | said gently.

"Absolutdy,” Morton said. "That'swhy | wastdling you on the phone that we have to assemble ateam. |
aready have saverd peoplein mind. We go down there, to Washington, and wetouch al the
bases—hbiology, neurophysiology, psychology of mind, epidemiology, al of them—asateam. Much
morethan | could do done."

"Soundslike agood strategy,” | said. "And you think you can assemble this team by next week? Y ou
were telling me on the phone about the biologist from Pittsburgh?”

Morton nodded. But he looked distressed. "I wish we could have McNair with us," he said sadly.
"Brilliant man. | wastdling Rhondajust yesterday—"

Something went off in my head. "What did you say?'
Morton looked at me. "About McNair? Hewas brilliant, and | miss him."
| shook my head. "No. | meant hiswife."

Theteaarrived. My brain and ssomach seemed to merge. | felt like a computer looking for something on
adisk which wasn't in the drive—



"Y ou okay?" Jerry asked me through the buzz.
| nodded and sipped sometea. "Y eah.”
"Rhonda? Y ou mean Rhonda McNair?* Morton responded.

| nodded again. | had been on the verge of thinking something about her, afew days ago.... But with al
the focus on the Riverside case, on Claudiaskilling, that piece of thought about Rhonda had just gone
from my mind. Wasthat due, too, to the wounded bacteriain my brain?

But now it was beginning to come back. Much faster than any previous memory loss. Maybe my
bacteria colony, or whatever the hell it was, was hedling itsdlf, building its strength back up, making
music again. "Yeah," | said to Morton. "Rhonda” | sipped some moretes, like | hadn't consumed athing
in weeks.

"l just saw her yesterday," Morton said.

| DON'T THINK | said anything for along time. Several years ago, my ears had become very clogged
after abad cold. One day they opened up, like magic, and the clear sounds of the world began pouring
back in. That'stheway | felt now about what | had realized about Rhonda a day or two ago, and
forgotten, until thisminute....

"Do you think she should join usin Washington, be part of the team?' Morton was asking. "'I'm not sure
how much she knows about her husband'swork, but she'shighly intelligent, | can tell you that.”

"Shewas herein New Y ork, yesterday?' wasdl | could say.

"Yes, yes," Morton replied impatiently. "I'm cutting down on unnecessary travel—I got very tired this
ummer.”

"What's going on, Phil?" Jerry asked, concerned.

"Can you excuse usfor asecond?’ | asked Morton. "I just need to talk to Jerry about an urgent police
matter. Well be back in afew seconds.”

| got up from thetable, asdid Jerry.
"Is Rhondain danger?' Morton asked.
"No," | answered truthfully. At least, not from any killer, | thought.

Jerry and | walked out of Morton's earshot. | kept an eye on him—I didn't want him dipping out of the
restaurant and into the vast unknown again.

"I saw her in Chicago,” | hurriedly explained to Jerry, as quietly as possible. " She dropped a piece of
paper, with alist of three names—Gonzaes, Berman, and Michosky. There was aline drawn through
Michosky's name. She was the only one dead at thetime.”

"And now we have al three on their way to their Maker," Jerry said. "Y ou think this McNair woman
killed them? But you were looking at Gonzales, for at least Michosky and some of the others. Y ou think
Ms. McNair took care of Gonzaes?' Jerry scratched his head.

"Maybe Berman, too," | replied. "Claudiahad an dibi for Berman. | began to wonder about Rhonda
when someone told me that her husband—Robert McNair—didn't redly have cancer—"



"Whoal Y ou're going too fast for me," Jerry said. "What does Mr. McNair have to do with this?'

"I'm not sure,” | said. It was al coming back to me, but the "al" gill had some gaping holes. | told Jerry
about what Rhonda had told me about McNair's galloping cancer and her mercy killing, but how
McNair's close student Samantha had been certain that he had nothing of the sort.

"Okay," Jerry said. "Buit let'sfaceit, his student could be wrong. Why trust the student over the wife? Or,
maybe the wife did murder the husband, but that's fill along way from the stranglingsin New Y ork."

"There are other things," | said. | told him about the warm-climate pollen. "And therés till that damn list.
And now wefind out she's herein the city.”

Jarry scrunched hisface and considered. "Fair enough,” hefinaly said. "But what's the connection
between Rhonda and the Riversdes? What's her motive?"

| shook my head. "That, | don't know asyet."
Jerry nodded. "Okay. I'd say she'sworth our attention. What do you suggest we do?"
| looked over at Morton. He was fidgeting with histeacup, and looking irritated.

"Firg thing iswe make sure Morton and his people are in Washington next week," | replied. "Another
firgt thing iswe keep him away from Rhonda M cNair. And another firgt thing iswefind her.”

WE RETURNED TO thetable. | soothed Morton, and asked him what he could tell me about his
meeting the day before with Rhonda. McNair had been one of the few who had Morton's home
number—the two had been very close. Morton said he had received a call out of the blue from Rhonda.
They met for lunch. "Truthfully, | was surprised—she never gave methe time of day when Robert was
dive"

"What did you discuss?’ | asked.

"Mainly my memories of Robert,” Morton replied. " She wanted to know if | recalled the last thing Robert
and | had talked about—she's thinking of putting up aWeb page about him, and wants to have a section
caled 'Last Quotes.' | was very touched by that.”

| nodded. "And did you remember what you and Robert had talked about?"

"Unfortunately, no," Morton said. "And not because of thismemory seve. Thelast time Robert and |
talked—it was maybe more than ayear ago. We had that kind of relationship. Very close, very deep.
But sometimes years would go by between contact. Y et when we did talk, it wasared asit ever was...."
He sighed, softly. It was clear how much this relationship had meant to him—how much he missed it
now. "Theroots are ftill there, still deep,” he continued, "only now there can never be new flowers. He
had caled methe last few timeshewasin New Y ork—Ileft messages on my machine. But | wastoo
busy—uwith unimportant things." He waved hishand in disgust. "Most things we do are unimportant,
aent they?'

| put my hand over his. It felt frail now, withered skin and bones. Morton hadn't seemed so shaken by
McNair's death in Chicago. Some people were like that—put up agood show, for yoursdlf and
everyone, at the funera, and then you get home and the black pain poolsto the surface.

"So you didn't know about McNair's cancer?' | asked gently.

Morton shook hishead dowly. "No. Just what Rhondatold me."



| smiled asreassuringly as| could. "Okay." | encouraged Morton to cast hisnet asfar as he could for our
Washington pand of experts. "Jerry will be hereto help you, and let's keep in touch on adaily basis

IT WASPAST fivewhen | got back into the car with Perez.
"Let'shead home" | told him.
"Yougotit."

| redlized, as| had severd times aready, that | was putting alot of faith in Jerry. | would liketo have
been one hundred percent confident that Morton was in good hands. But | had learned that one hundred
percent confidence was unavailablein thislife—at leadt, not in my life and thisline of work.

Still... anything | could do to raise that percentage made sense.

| pondered.... | couldn't call Dugan and ask him to check up on Jerry, because that would likely blow his
cover. | didn't want the commissioner or Dugan figuring out that Jerry was working for me.

"Laurie? Glad | reached you." | called my Shalimar undercover friend on the cdll phone. "I need you to
do alast-minute, no-questions-asked computer intersection check on two people: Jerry Divone—D, 1,
V, O, N, E, and Jerry with a J—and Claudia Gonzaes. Both are on the job—or, in Claudias case, was.

| just need to know if they ever worked on a case together, that sort of thing."
"No problem,” Laurie said cheerfully. ™Y ou got time for a beer?'

"Not tonight,” | said. "Maybe later next week." If | made it through the FDA mesting, I'd have time for
lots of beers.

"Okay," Lauriesaid, regretfully. "I'll be back to you tomorrow morning with anything | find on Divone
and Gonzales™"

"Thanks" Of course, this meant that | was trusting Laurie Feldman. But shewas presumably lessina
position to do damage than Jerry....

Perez drove me up to my brownstone. "I'll stay out here until my replacement gets here—should be by
sx," hesad.

| thanked him and climbed the outside flight of stairs. There was no sign of Jennaor her police protection.

| picked up our mail—just afew phone bills, one for each of our cdll phones and home phone, and the
typica annoying assortment of junk advertising. | hiked up the additiona stairsto our gpartment. No Sign
of Jennathere, ether.

There was amessage from her on our voice-mail. She had tried to reach me a couple of times on the cell
phone, she said, to no avail. She was having dinner in the Village with afriend— at arestaurant just hdf a
block away from where | had left Morton and Jerry, | redlized. The best part of her message came at the
end: "I'm sorry for biting your head off thismorning—it'll be okay, don't worry,” she said. | felt that way,
too, at least about Jennaand me.

| sat down on the couch, and put my feet up on the coffee table. What aday.... RhondaMcNair popping
back into my mind and everything & se without warning.... | had to find out more about her, and her
possible connection to Claudia.



Who could tell me more about Rhonda?
It was dill afternoon in Caifornia—l ots of timeto track people down there....

No, that wasthe wrong direction. All of Morton'stalk about assembling ateam for our FDA hearing
gave me an idea about someone e se who might know something about Rhonda. Someone in Scotland.

It was nearly eleven in the evening there, but | tracked down my Rolodex of phone numbers, and looked
up Terry Briskman.

"Hullo?" agroggy voice answered.
"Terry? Phil D'’Amato here. Sorry to call so late—I hopel didn't wake you."
"l wasdegping.”

Grest, not only was he roused from his deep, he was the one person in theworld to admit it. "I'm sorry,”
| said. "It's about something really important. Would it be better if | called back tomorrow?

"No."

Jeez, hewas redly angry. Though ... | seemed to recall McNair saying something about Briskman being
terrible on the phone. | hoped it was that—

"I'm off to New Y ork at dawn," Briskman said.
"Gresat!" | wasthankful for the news, aswell asthelonger sentence.
"Morton'sinvitation," Briskman continued.

"He's asked you to be on his team—come down to Washington with us and testify about Omnin and
higory?'

"Right."
| debated about whether to press my luck any further and ask about Rhonda.

"Just one quick question,” | said. | couldn't afford to wait. "What was your impression of Rhondaand
Robert McNair— were they happy together?”

"Never liked her," Briskman replied.

"Why not?'

"Shedidn'tlikeme."

"And?' | prodded.

"Let'stalk in New Y ork—I'm at the Empire." The last word was garbled in feedback.
"I'm sorry—did you say 'Empire?"

More echoing garble.

“Tary?



| findly heerd him say, "Yegh."

"The Empire Hotel ? Near Lincoln Center?" | asked.

" egh”

"All right, thanks," | said. "I'll call you there tomorrow.”

| got off the phone. Theselong distance callswere sill prone to static and feedback sometimes....

| guess| could rely on Briskman's memory staying intact until tomorrow. The British Ides had been
gpared most of the flu and Omnin thisyear.

But could | rely on mine? What if | forgot this conversation?
| wrote mysalf anote and attached it with amagnet to the door of our refrigerator.

Actudly, my recollection seemed to be repairing ... at least Snce my meeting with Morton this afternoon.
| chuckled sadly—that had been among the first words McNair had ever said to me—"Shal we repair
somewherefor adrink?" ... My memory was getting better.... | could picture McNair saying that to me,
with Amy and Claudiaat hissde....

But the three were dead now—al| at the hands of the same killer? | could see scenarios in which Rhonda
killed dl three; dl revolved around her having some sort of relationship with Claudia, something which
perhaps McNair had uncovered and tried to stop, something which Amy had witnessed or otherwise
knew about, something which had |ater gone sour with Claudia... But what? And why?

| still needed more information to piece thistogether. Memory wasn't enough. | pictured chains of
dancing bacteriain my brain, joining to form bigger chains, fixing broken chains, parting to make new
chainsand links.... On the other hand, who knew if these regling packets of consciousness or memory or
whatever they were even looked like bacteria?

| rubbed my eyes. | wasredly tired. | wasaso hungry. Therewas|eftover tunaand ricein thefridge....
But | decided instead to walk over to my easy chair and take alittle nap.

As| dozed off, | recalled a case study | had come acrossin lots of my readings about memory |oss.
Some poor guy had sustained an injury to the brain when he was young. The effect had been fascinating,
horrible, devastating. He woke up every morning, as he lived hislife, ill thinking he was the age he had
been when his brain had been damaged. Thelonger he lived, the worse each new day became for him.
He would wake up some mornings and look at himsdlf in the mirror, before anyone had achanceto talk
to him, and he would cry, because he saw alined face with shocks of white hair. What the hell
happened to me? hewould demand of the mirror, of himself. | went to sleep a young man. Where has
my life gone?

| thought there were tearsin my own eyes, as| fell adeep, but | couldn't be sure because my eyeswere
closed....

The phone awoke me later.
Probably Jenna.

| looked at my reflection in the mirror as| walked quickly to the phone. Thank God. Same image, same
age....



| picked up the phone. "Hey..."

"Phil?" awoman'svoice said. It wasn't Jennas.
"y e

"RhondaMcNair!"

TWENTY-ONE
| awoke the next morning. " Jenna?"
| got out of bed, pulled on apair of jeans, and walked barefoot to the kitchen.

Jennawas prying out half of a poppyseed bagel from the toaster. She turned around and smiled at me.
"Why don't they make these wider?'

| sat down at the table. One toasted piece of poppyseed and two toasted pieces of sesame bagel were
aready on aplate. Jennajoined me with the pried-out piece and two glasses of orangejuice.

"So have you decided?" she asked.
"Yeah, I'll take the poppy."
Theteskettlewhistled. "I'll get it," she said, and kissed me.

But | hadn't yet finaly decided on what lay ahead thismorning, | thought. And everything depended on
it—or at least half of everything | had been grappling with for the past half-year.

All of that, and maybe more, would be decided today.

PEREZ WASWAITING for me downgtairs. Seeing him surprised me at fird. Y esterday fdlt likealong
time ago. | had him give me alift to the subway, and told him | would be in touch by phone. He wasn't
happy about leaving me, but | gave him no choice.

| took the train downtown, and switched at Forty-second Street for crosstown and then uptown trains, in
adirection away from my office. There was nothing my office could give metoday. | had my cedll phone
for cdls

| got off at Ninety-sixth Street and Broadway, and made my way to Riverside Drive. It was breezy,
clear, and in thelow sixties. Much like that night in which Jennaand | had strolled by theriver, hyacinths
in bloom. Except now the hyacinths had long since shriveled, and we knew that Jillian Murphy had been
murdered that spring evening before, about seven streets up ... and then seven other women including
Claudia...

Today was much like that hyacinth evening, except now | was contemplating adifferent kind of pollen,
and we were on the fall sde of the curve. | recalled that in some culturesthefal, not spring, was
celebrated as the confirmation of life, because you had the harvest in hand. | hoped that proved true
today.

| ran my hand over rusty, wrought-iron rails as | walked dowly up to 103rd Street, then down near the
river and the piece of the park where Jillian Murphy had been found. Y ou couldn't tell that she had lain
there, naked and insensate, dead to the universe yet crying out to tell her story, al those months ago.
Summer had smoothed al imprint of her body from the brush, just astime and Omnin had muffled her



cry. But perhaps not completely.

| sat on abench, not far from her fina bower, and looked out for awhile at the roiling Hudson.
A good place to die? No—no place was good to die. There were only good placesto live.

A good place to remember? Oh yes—forgetting was aform of death.

| took out my cell phone and made some cdlls.

"PHIL! YOU LOCK like you're contemplating the end of the world!"

| had been gazing northwest, towards the George Washington Bridge and the Palisades. Rhonda
approached me from the south. | stood up and smiled.

"Y ou picked out anice spot,” she said, and joined me on the bench. "Robbie awaysloved New York. |
can seewhy.”

| nodded. "But you haveit pretty nicein Cdifornia, too."
She sighed. "Alwaysin bloom, like aDisney movie. | don't know if | can ever go back there"
| regarded her.

"Likel was saying to you last night," she continued, "1 miss Robbie too much. Everything in L.A. reminds
me of him. But that's not what you want to talk to me about.”

"Wedll, actually, | do—alittle about Robert, anyway. Would that be okay?'
Shelooked a me. Her eyes were skies without clouds. No doubts at al. "Sure.”
"How well did you know Amy Berman?'

Her expression saddened. " She was one of Robbiesfavorites. I'll never forgive what Briskman did to
her." She shook her head. "And now she'sgone.”

"Briskman? Asin Professor Terry?"

Rhonda nodded. "I'm sorry—I didn't mean to just blurt that out. Robbie didn't like to talk about it. But
that man screwed her—pardon my French—both ways.”

"Meaning..."

"He seduced her—bedded her—on the promise that he would get her into his program in Scotland. And
then the committee turned her down.”

"Asagraduate student?'

"Y eah. Ph.D. She was crushed. Robbie was so upset. He took the well-being of his students very much
to heart."

"Y et Robert spoke highly of Briskman—he suggested that | see himin Scotland.”

"Oh, asascholar Briskman isbrilliant,” Rhonda said. "Robbie kept that separate from his opinion of
Briskman as ahuman being. Look ... let me be honest with you. One of the reasons | wanted to meet
with you now isI'm worried about Briskman. Darius Morton told me yesterday that Briskman was



coming to New Y ork—to attend that hearing dl of you are organizing in Washington.”
"Evenif Briskman is abastard, what's there to be worried about?'

"| think he'sworse than abastard,” Rhondareplied, very quietly. "I think he murdered Amy."
That stopped me for afew seconds.

"All theway from Inverness?' | finally asked.

"So he hired someone in New Y ork to do the job—that happens al the time, doesn't it? Wouldn't be the
firg timefor Briskman.”

"Hewasinvolved in akilling before?!

Rhonda shook her head yes. "Why do you think he ran off to Scotland? How many New Y orkers do
you know who love the Highlands that much? 'Y ou would be bored out of your mind if you had to spend
more than ayear or two there."

"Tdl me about the murder,” | said.

"It wasat UCLA, years ago, right after Robbie got promoted to full professor. | wasjust akid in third
grade, in La Jolla, but Robbie told me about it. Briskman was vigting then, asjunior faculty. Hewas
deeping with any female student he could get hishands on, as per usud. One of them got upset,
threatened to make trouble. She was found dead in her dorm of a heroin overdose. Robbie was sure
sheld been off the stuff at least six months and—"

| heard the crunch of footsteps on the path leading to our bench. | stood up and shook the hand of the
man who had joined us.

"Y our earsmust be burning,” | said to Terry Briskman. "Rhondawas just filling mein on your
distinguished career.”

RHONDA RETAINED HER composure, mostly.
"Y ou two have been in touch," she obhsarved.

"I spoke to both of you in the past hour. | thought 1'd invite both of you here, and see whose story held
up best,” | replied.

Briskman was ahit out of breath, having just hiked up from the Hudson. He grunted. "Hercule Poirot
rides again, with Death on the Riverside.”

"Haveaseat." | pointed to where | had been ditting. Briskman sat with athud and another grunt. Rhonda
moved away from him, to the edge of the bench. | stood between and in front of them, like a conductor
leading an orchestra of two.

"So, Rhondatells me you had Amy Berman murdered,” | began, and looked at Briskman.
He snorted. "Only intellectualy. What kind of monster do you take me for?"
"So you admit that you undermined her admission to your graduate program in Scotland?' | asked.

Briskman shrugged. "Thetruth is she wasn't that good— her mouth worked best in the sack, not the
classroom. There were better candidates that year. | could have exerted some pressure to have her



admitted, sure, but | declined.” He shrugged again. "It's embarrassing having former lovers around as
your students.”

"Ameazing you have any women students at dl, then," Rhonda said.

Briskman smiled, and looked asif he took that as acompliment. ™Y ou had afar better reason to kill Amy
Berman than | did," he said to Rhonda

"What would that be?' | asked.

"Robert McNair and | had the same taste in students," Briskman replied. "We had afriendly rivalry going
onfor years."

"Y ou're saying he dept with Amy?" | cut to the chase.

"Ridiculous,” Rhondasaid. "Robbie wastoo sick to deep with anyone.”
"Maybe this year, maybe the last few months of hislife,” Briskman dlowed. "Maybe not."
"All right, then. Let'stalk about Claudia Gonzaes," | said.

"Never heard of her," Briskman said.

"Shewas Amy'sfriend, wasn't she?' Rhonda said.

"Yes shewas," | sad. "And wethink she murdered most of the Riversde victims, and we think we
know why. But not Amy."

"Didn't | read in the paper that she was a policewoman, and was just murdered herself?' Rhonda asked.
"Yes, I'm sureyou did—it's been dl over themedia,” | replied. "And you say you never met Claudia?"

"No, | didn't say that," Rhondareplied. "I think | may have met her once, ayear or so ago, when Robbie
and | cameto New Y ork. We went out to dinner with Amy and afew of her friends, and I'm pretty sure
Claudiawasthere. But who careswhether | ever met Claudia? Y ou yourself just said that she killed most
of thegirlsin your Riversde case. And I'm telling you he killed Amy Berman." Shegrimaced in
Briskman's direction, then looked back at me. "What more do you need?'

"An explanation of how | could have killed someonein New Y ork when | wasin Scotland?" Briskman
asked sarcadtically.

"Shethinksyou hired ahit man,” | said.
"What's your explanation?' Rhonda asked me. She was now more than alittle ruffled.

"I think whoever killed Amy aso killed Claudia" | replied. "And you've beenin New Y ork sinceright
after Robert'sfunerd in Chicago, right?”

"What of it?" Rhondaasked, indignant. "Y ou can't think | had anything to do with the deeths of those
two? Why on Earth would | want to hurt them?'

"If your husband was deegping with Amy, that would be motive enough for you to kill her," | replied. "As
for Claudia, how doesthistheory strike you: Y ou somehow found out, maybe through Amy, that Claudia
was strangling women in New Y ork. It dawned on you that if you could kill Amy in the same way, the
police would think she had falen victim to the samekiller. So you gpproached Claudiawith a



proposition—you would give her an dibi, murder some random victim yoursdlf, when Claudiawas away
in Philadel phia. That was back in April. In return, Claudia agreed to do nothing when you later killed
Amy, under cover of her Riverside stranglings. That was an easy decision for her, becauseit gave her the
benefit of an dibi for asecond strangling. Meanwhile, Robert found out what was going on, o you got
him into the hospital for his cough—which probably wasn't as serious asit seemed—and you
'mercy-killed’ him before the doctors redlized what was actudly happening. Autopsies when mercy
killings areinvolved rarely dig too degp. And with al the memory loss, you gambled that any nurse or
doctor who had seen that Robert was not in such bad shape might well forget that the next day. Or be
foggy about what they had seen.”

"You'rethe onewho'sasick man," she hissed a me.

"We can have Robert's body exhumed and prove that he wasn't that ill," | said. "Oh, and back to
Claudia Just to tie up any loose ends, you killed her, too."

"l wasin Cdiforniadl through March and April," Rhonda protested. "I can proveit.”

"Maybe you can," | conceded. "But whoever strangled Chloe Josephson in April had some pollen on her
hands—from an iris or some smilar bulb that usualy growsin warm climates, like southern Cdifornia. So
malybe you hired someone to do the job—maybe that's why you're so keen on the hired-killer ideafor
Professor Briskman here—and you sedled the dedl in your garden, with your irisesin bloom, shedding
pollen on your table linen and your hair and your hands. Nature's gift to the solving of this case.”

"Stupid old-lady flowers—they were Robert'sfavorite."

"Under the circumstances, | can well understand why you would didike them now," | said.
She got up from the bench.

"Dont," | said. "Theré's nowhereto go."

She pulled agun from her jacket. The drawback of meeting here in the park. But she never would have
agreed to cometo my office. | waswearing a bulletproof vest. But of course, that wouldn't protect my
head. It ran through my mind that no memories or life—mine or bacterid—would likely survive bulletsin
thebrain.

She pointed the wegpon at Briskman. | had arranged for him to be fitted with avest aswell. But |
couldn't be sure that he actually had his on. And there was a so his unprotected head—

"Tel him," she screamed a Briskman. "Tel him about al of your talk about 'you and me and the heather
forever.'" Sheturned to me. "Thiswasdl hisplan. 'Get rid of Amy, get rid of Robbie, come live with me
in Scotland'..." She turned back to Briskman, and shoved the gun in his stsomach. "Tdl him!—"

| couldn't wait any longer. | gavethesignd.

Perez and three other officers came out of the bushes.
"Dropit!" Perez shouted to Rhonda. "Dropit!"
Shewavered for a second.

"Please,” | pleaded. "Put the gun down.”

Her eyes darkened.



Her arm shook.
She put down the gun.
Perez cuffed her, read her rightsto her, and took her away.

BRISKMAN EXHALED LOUDLY, leaned back on the bench, and dapped his scomach. | could tell
from the sound that his vest was on. "Good ides, thisvest," he confirmed, and dapped his ssomach again.

"Yeah," | said, and patted my own midsection.

"Y ou took your time calling in the cavary, though—you told me they'd be just afew feet away for the
wholeinterview with Rhonda."

"They were," | replied. "But | wanted to |et the discussion go on aslong as possible. Lots of truth can
emergein those last high-tenson moments.”

Briskman looked a me. "Y ou put on a pretty good show. Almost had me convinced that you thought |
was asuspect.” He laughed.

"I'm convinced that if | had a daughter who was interested in Lindisfarne, the last place | would send her
to study would bewith you,” | said.

Briskman guffawed. Y oureredly something, Phil."

| smiled thinly. "Let'stak about your testimony in Washington next week. In the long run, what happens
then will be much more important than the Riversde stranglings.”

TWENTY-TWO

Weadll took the train down to Washington the following week for our hearing with the FDA. It was
Morton's preferred mode of travel. It was becoming mine. Jerry Divoneloved it, of course. Briskman
grumbled that our trains fill were not as comfortable as BritRail's, but he agreed that they beat planes
and cars, especidly when thetrip was New Y ork to Washington.

Laurie Feldman's quiet investigation had made me thoroughly comfortable with Jerry: Therewasno
record whatsoever of any connection between him and Claudia Meanwhile, our colleaguesin Cdifornia
had confirmed the worst about McNair; his mercy killing apparently had no mercy.

His exhumed body had shown no evidence of lung cancer on the verge of ending hislife. Rhonda had
now completely progressed from protesting her innocence to claiming Briskman had put her up to killing
McNairin L.A., and Chloe, Amy, and Claudiain New Y ork. She said she'd worked around Santucci,
McNair's physician, and had paid off some orderly to administer the fatal dose. LAPD waslooking for
the orderly. Santucci was out of town, and due for questioning when he returned.

But there were no phone records, e-mails, or any other kind of evidence that demonstrated arelationship
between Rhonda and Briskman during the past six months. Rhonda said Briskman had insisted that she
contact him only by plunking quartersinto public phones, so there would be no record of their
communications. We called the phone company in Cdifornia, but they said it could take weeks or longer
to track down those kinds of cals—if they could be tracked down at all.

Our train glided into Union Station in Washington about ten minutes early—a fleet two hours and twenty
minutes from New Y ork. Andy met us on the front steps, and ushered usinto awaiting cab. "Mayflower
Hotel," hetold the driver.



We had gone over the detailsin half a dozen recent conference calls. Jessica Samotin—the "cute,”
brilliant microbiologist from Pittsburgh—would be joining Andy and the four of usfrom New Y ork at the
mesting. In the end, shewasthe only outsider we—mainly Darius—had been ableto rally. Two others
had begged off at the last minute, pleading family emergencies and poor hedth. We understood these to
mean understandable fear of being publicly involvedin "flake' science.

"They often hold public meetingsin Washington hotels" Andy explained about the FDA's choice of
venue, "because their officesin Rockville are abit out of town." This recap was mostly for Jerry, who
had missed some of the conference calls.

"But our meeting's private," Jerry said.

"Right," Andy said. "And that worries me—alittle. They said they had no room in Rockvillefor such a
last-minute hearing.”

"But you don't believe them?" Jerry prompted.

Andy shook hishead. "I don't know. Maybe they want as few people as possible from the FDA to know
about our meeting, in case they want to minimize itsimportance—or pretend it never happened.”

"Canthey redly do that?' | asked.

"l don't think s0," Andy replied. "I've never heard of anything like that. But then again, if they ever pulled
that kind of thing, | wouldn't know about it, would |?"

Briskman chuckled. "This memory-lapse business has got us dl alittle jumpy, hasnt it?"

"It'snothing new to higtory," Darius advised. "We're dways struggling to find evidence of things of which
there are no surviving records. The slver lining, when you're dealing with deliberate attempts to conced
or obliterate, isthat there are usualy records of the obliteration, if you know whereto look."

Our cab arrived at the Mayflower.

"I gotit," | said, and reached for my wallet, though the Washington practice of charging extra per
passenger made the fare seem high even by New Y ork standards. Didn't matter— the NY PD was
paying for dl of this. Apprehending Rhonda had given me ahoneymoon with the Department and a
vacation from its usua penny-pinching. And Dugan still had an interest in getting to the bottom of the
memory loss—or at least doing something to prevent its resurgence and spread.

Jesscawaswaiting for usin thelobby. "Dariud™ she said joyfully, and flung her amsaround him.
Hetook in every hit of it, and then made introductions.

She was attractive indeed— ong dark hair, dightly dmond eyes, and a captivating smile. | hoped Darius
was a so right about her mastery of thefield and her persuasiveness as a scientist. Judging by Andy's
anxiety, we would need every drop of her talent and mind a our meeting. She had been good on the
phone, but Sitting across atable from atribuna of government doctors could be intimidating.

We were about forty minutes early for the hearing. We sat in acorner of the hotel cafe and ordered
coffees, teas, and sodas.

"WEéII be meeting right down the hdl," Andy said, "in aroom on the far left side of the corridor.”

"Do you know yet exactly who will bethere?" | asked.



"Cad Jenkins, for sure,” Andy replied. "He's the one who suffered the memory loss. He'satoxicologist,
Ph.D. That means at |east one of the others, maybe both, will be M.D.s. The FDA usually triesto
balance Ph.D.sand M.D.s at these kinds of hearings. At least one will aso be an epidemiologist.”

"| thought they usually field ten to fifteen of their people at these meetings,” Darius spoke up.

"My information istherell just be three—thisisn't their normd kind of meeting,” Andy replied. "It's... |
don't know, half fact-finding, haf emergency, hdf just courtesy to Jenkins, as|'ve explained to Phil. But |
think we have ared chance”

"Too bad about that third half," Jessica observed.

"Like three hands clgpping, eh?" Briskman said.

"That'salot better than nothing,” | said.

Jerry nodded. "And look at the bright Side. At least we won't be outnumbered by the fifteen.”

Andy agreed. "And the FDA has some good people— they're by no meansal likely to be hostile to our
agenda.”

The caffeinesand ginger de arrived.

"Milk?" Briskman asked Jesscaabout her tea.

"Y es please, thank you," shereplied.

He made a show of dowly pouring alarge drop in her cup.

Andy reached into his old-fashioned cowhide briefcase, and pulled out large sheaves for each of us. "The
FDA dready hasthese" he explained. "They're summaries of al the memory losses that seem bonafide,
and not just The dog ate my homework." "

"Has that been aproblem with this?" Darius asked. "People using Omnin as an excuse for not getting
things done?' He Spped hisginger de. "Too many stimulants at my age are no good,” he added,
confidentidly, to no onein particular.

"Human nature,”" Andy replied about the bogus reports. "People are dways forgetting to do things—easy
to blameit on an antibiotic that makes you lose your memory."

"l showed up for asigning of one of my books last week, and the bookstore had no books!" Jessica
said. "The store manager flat-out forgot to place the order!™

"Oh, you haveto call at least two weeksin advance, and aways check with these bookstores,” Darius
sad. "That kind of foolishness has been around since the invention of the bookstore, I'm surel™

"What's the name of your book?" Briskman asked.

"Common Colds and Destiny," Jessicareplied. "It'sin thetradition of Disease and History, Plagues
and Peoples, that sort of thing. Except rather than arguing how deadly epidemics crippled whole armies
and wiped out civilizations, | focus on how minor incapacities caused by colds—headaches, tiredness,
not being your best in interpersona encounters—can make adecisve differencein thelivesof individuds.
Y ou know, achild not doing well on an important exam, someone striking out a abig interview, evena
candidate for political officelooking bad in atelevised debate.”



"Fascinating,” Briskman and | both said at the sametime.
"Thank you."

"It'sgood you're here,” | said.

Shesmiled.

"Maybe the clerk at the bookstore had a cold, and that's why he—or she—forgot to place your order,”
Jarry sad, dso smiling.

"Proves both points,” Andy said. "Head colds likely do cause alittle forgetting. And they aso make great
excuses”

| leafed through the stapled pages. "It's an impressive collection, even limited to just the bona fide cases,"
| said.

"Yesand no," Andy replied. "Weve got some good examplesin there, dl right, but other than indirect
stuationsliketherole of memory lossin your Riverside stranglings, not enough deaths.”

The gtory of my life—or a least my professond life, | thought. Only in my line of work could " not
enough deaths' be a problem, not enough of the best kind of evidence....

Briskman stroked histeacup, then lifted it in atoast. "Here's to more desths, then—or whatever it takes
to lick thismemory bug." And he laughed.

WE TROOPED DOWN the corridor to the room on the far Ieft Side about thirty minutes | ater.

"They'll beinsde dready," Andy advised. Presumably, the three FDA staff had crept in on little cat's feet
through aback entrance somewhere. There certainly had been no sign of them in the Mayflower cafe.

Jerry opened the door.

The firgt thing we noticed was that five people, not three, were seated on one side of along wooden
table.

Then: "'l don't seeCd," Andy saidin my ear.
Jerry heard. "Maybe he forgot about the meeting,” he cracked.
Briskman heard, too. "Are you sure we're in the right room?”

"Andy Weinberg?' A man in the center of the five stood up, walked around the table, and ushered usto
seats opposite the four il seated. "I'm Jm Rush. Why don't we go around the table and briefly
introduce oursalves?’

"What happened to Cal Jenkins?' Andy asked.

"He'sbeenill the past few days," Rush replied. "Everyone agreed that he would do best to take the rest
of the week off. Bad timing for thismeseting, | know, but sometimesit happens.”

Andy nodded, not happily.

"S0," Rush continued. "I'm Jm Rush, as| said, I'm an M.D., with aspecialty in narcotics, and I'll be
chairing thismesting in Dr. Jenkins stead.”



"I'm Karen Quintano,” the woman to Rush'sleft said, "also an M.D., and Dr. Rush's assistant.” Shewas
about half hisage. Rush looked abouit fifty.

"Gregory Pelan,” the big, bearded man to Quintano's | eft offered, in abasso profundo voice. "I'm a
Ph.D.—late of Vanderbilt University and its psychology department. | was professor and chair of the
department there, but | decided to go wherethe actionis.” He smiled. "My specidty's memory. | was
known as'Dr. Memory' a Vanderbilt—wasn't there adegjay by that name?”’

"l think s0, yes," | said. | wasn't redlly sure of that, but | said yes anyway. Do what you can to get them
onyour side....

"Ralph Lefcourt,” the smaler man on Rush'sright said. "Ph.D. and M.D. Epidemiology.”

"Catherine Shaves," the woman to hisright said. She was the only person on the FDA side of thetablein
asuit. "I'm staff with the House Committee on Science, Space, and Technology.”

"We hopeit's okay with you that Dr. Shayesis here,” Rush said. "Wework closgly with quite afew
congressiona committees.”

"Sureit'sokay," Andy said. "Part of the reason for this meeting isto get the word out on Omnin."
"I'mjust here as an observer," Shayessaid. "'l won't be making any decisions.”

"Wdl, none of uswill redly be making any decisons”" Rush sad. "Thisisdrictly afact-finding meeting,
and our task will be advisory.”

| nodded. Andy had gone over this part of the process with mein detail. Rush was downplaying his
importance. Othersin the FDA might well be part of any decision, but the advice that came out of this
mesting would likely be the sngle most sgnificant factor.

"Okay," Rush said to us, and cleared histhroat. "Why don't you briefly introduce yourselves, for the
record, and we can get started.”

Andy began the bio briefs. | took it asagood thing that | wasthe least qudlified of our group to be here,
with the exception of Jerry. And he had come along for another reason.

"Thank you," Rush gracioudy said, when our side had concluded. "Wdll, we've looked through the case
histories you provided, and | must say they do look impressive." Copies of Andy's report were now on
top of everyone's pile of papers. "Anything more you would care to add?'

"Not much moreinterms of case histories," Andy replied, "but we do have some important
broader—societal—concernswed like to call to your attention.”

"Could we gtick with case histories for now?' Rush asked.
Andy nodded dowly. "Okay."

Rush continued: "As| said, they're impressive—one hundred seventeen people with odd memory |osses,
some leading to serious personad embarrassment, othersto significant business setbacks, dl apparently
happening in the aftermath of ingestion of Omnin. We dl take that very serioudy.”

Everyone on his Sde assented.

"And we think it not unreasonable to suspect, therefore, that Omnin was the cause.”



"That'sgood,” Andy said, warily.

"But we have to weigh the setbacks suffered by one hundred seventeen people against the enormous
benefits of Omninto millions" Rush said.

Ah, hereit was.

"But surely you recognize that if we have one hundred saventeen cases compiled &t this point, that means
there are many, many more out there," Andy objected.

"How many more?' Rush asked. "Ten times? A hundred times? Still doesn't compare to the millionswho
are helped by Omnin."

"Y ou're saying millions of people have aready taken Omnin?" Andy asked. "Our understanding was that
the numbers are much lower."

"I'm saying millions will benefit when Omnin is mass-marketed thisfal," Rush replied.
"That's exactly the problem—that's exactly what we want to stop,” | said.

"We undergtand that, Dr. D'Amato," Rush said. "But you can surdly understand that we must teke the
hedlth interests of dl Americansinto account. As Dr. Weinberg I'm surewill confirm, the numbers of
people who die of pneumoniaand other complications from influenzaare unfortunately far greater than
ten or even a hundred times one hundred seventeen— even in this day and age, they're fill knocking on a
hundred thousand ayear.”

"These are dlill early daysfor Omnin and itsill effects” | said.

"Cad Jenkins thought thiswas worth looking into,” Andy added. " Perhaps because he experienced the
effects of Omnin firsthand. Dr. D’Amato has, aswell. Sometimes you've got to go beyond statistics, and
look carefully at persond testimony on a case-by-case basis."”

"That'swhy we're here," Rush said. "And | aready explained about Dr. Jenkins.”

Something was odd about the way Rush reacted to the mention of Jenkins. | would have expected Rush
to bristle at Andy's caling him on Jenkins, but thiswas something e<e....

"Can wetdk alittle more about Dr. Jenkins absence?' | asked. "Forgive meif thisis private information,
but could you describe for us more specificaly the nature of Dr. Jenkins illness?’

"That's not redlly relevant and, yes, it is private—" Karen Quintano, Rush's assistant, began. He stopped
her with a gentle hand on her shoulder.

Rush looked around at his group, some of whom nodded.

"Ca—Dr. Jenkins—is suffering from Alzhemer's" Rush said quietly. "He apparently has been for dmost
ayear now. He would show up to ameeting aweek after it took place—a meeting which he had
chaired—and have no recollection that it took place thefirst time. We're not sure how long helll be able
to continue working. | apologize for not telling you the whole story upfront, but we wanted to protect his
privacy as much as possible. I'm sure you understand. It's atragedy for everyone. It's very sad."

"Yes, itis" | sad truthfully. It was sad indeed—not just for Jenkins, but for what it did to our bid to stop
Omnin.

"S0 you attribute his memory loss that indtigated this meeting, not to Omnin but Alzheimer's?" Andy



voiced what | had been thinking.
"Y es, that would be the reasonable conclusion,” Rush replied.

"But that doesn't mean Omnin wasn't reponsiblefor al of our other cases,” Andy said. | wasn't sureif
anyone else at the table noticed, but there was atone of pleading in hisvoice.

"No, of course not," Rush assured. "But it does show the aternative explanations we haveto look at in al
of these claims about Omnin. At least afew werelikdly dueto early Alzhemer's—it'saveritable
epidemicinthis country.”

Our sdegrew dlent.

Gregory Pelan—"Dr. Memory"—tried to break the freeze. "Would it be gppropriate now to talk about
some of the larger, societal concernsthat Dr. Weinberg aluded to before?”

"Yes, of courseit would,” Rush said encouragingly. "Please do.”
Andy looked to Morton and Briskman, who were sitting to hisleft. | and then Jessicawere on hisright.

Briskman began. "Shdl | offer alittle historical context?' His accent sounded twice as British asit had in
the cafe.

"Please" Rush said.

"My specidty's Lindisfarne, and Phoenicia, and afew other ancient and medieval relms, asyou know,"
Briskman said. "And my study of them convinces me that many civilizations and societies have been
plagued by memory loss—someto their eventud extinction.”

"Could you e aborate?' Rush requested.

"The discovery of America—the New World—was clearly the most sgnificant event in the history of
Europe until then. It changed Europe. It changed the world. And yet we know now that Columbus was
not the first European to get here. Certainly the Vikings were herein A.D. 1000—we have carbon-dated
Norse artifactsin Newfoundland to prove this. And were pretty sure other cultures got here aswell—the
Irish, very likely, and Professor Morton can tell you about the Phoenicians. And yet the world has no
record of these, no memory. For that matter, there may well have aso been contact from the other
sde—voyagesto Americafrom the Far East. But again, no records, no memory. In other words: We
have the greatest case of memory lossright here under our noses, but we're unaware of it, precisely
because no one from the affected times remembered or wrote it down.”

"Or maybeit just didn't happen,” Rush's assstant said.

"But we know it did happen—carbon-corroborated—uwith the Vikings and Leif Eriksson," Briskman
countered. "It's the same Atlantic Ocean—siretches the same distance from Europe—for aslong asthere
have been people living in Europe. And the seafaring prowess needed to make the trip was achieved by
more than one civilization. How many made the trip and forgot? That'swhat's a stake here. A smilar
amnesiacould happento us.”

"But what could Omnin possibly have had to do with ancient and medieva amnesias?’ Pelan asked.
"Assuming, just for the sake of this argument, that some did occur.”

"Not Omnin, but other antibiotics," Briskman replied. "The monks had them at Lindisfarne—we know
thisfor afact, from their manuscripts. The antibiotic property of decayed hyssop leaves—which



trandatesinto molds—was known in the ancient world. It'sin the Old Testament. And we have plenty
growing al over America—especidly on the East and West Coadts. Californias crazy with mushrooms
and molds and spores. Westchester County, especidly aong the Hudson, is one of the mold capitals of
the world. I'm saying these ancient voyagers breathed in those spores, which wiped cleaned their
memories. Or at the very least impaired them."

| had heard mogt of thisfrom Briskman before, but wasimpressed by the sweep and passion of his
argument.

Alas, | was among the dready converted.

"Yes, yes, but that's hardly proof, Professor Briskman," Pelan responded. "As Dr. Rush was saying,
surely we can't cal back an antibiotic that could save hundreds of thousands of lives, save millions more
from some of the discomforting complications of influenza, just on the basis of higtorica

specul ation—however exciting and even plausible.”

"Asl sad, | believe our whole civilization could be compromised, or worse." Briskman stood his ground.
"Y ou gentlemen—and ladies—redlly want to risk that?'

"Thetruth is, we're not empowered or even permitted to pesk for civilizations," Rush said, inapeculiarly
resigned tone of voice. "Civilization isabit beyond our mandate.”

"What isn't, then?" | couldn't help asking, with more derision than intended.

"People, Dr. D'’Amato," Rush answered. "Individua people, populations. Americansfirgt, others by
extenson. Our mandate istheir hedth; in away, just astheir safety iswith you, Dr. D'Amato—you work
to protect people, not civilization, am | right?"

| started to reply that it was more complicated than that— you can't draw aneat line between people and
civilization—but Ralph Lefcourt started to speak. His voice was thin, almost quavering. Something about
it made me want to hear what he had to say.

"Y ou know, one of my professors once told me that it's helpful sometimes to assume aposition or a
theory you're examining is correct—accept its premises—and try to understand it on that basis," he said.
"Could we do that with this?'

"Of course, finewith us," Andy said, without much enthusiasm.

Rush's side of the table looked with courteous attentiveness at Lefcourt. "Well, let's assume, then, that
Omninisredly having thiseffect,” he said. "1'd like to comprehend alittle more about what you think is
going on in the brain beforehand, that Omnin could have thisimpact upon it. Are you saying bacteriaare
the source of our consciousness—what religious people call 'souls—and Omnin going through the
blood-brain barrier iskilling them?'

Jessicaand | started responding. | deferred to Jessica.

"No, not redlly,” she said. "Our hypothesis differs from what you described on severd significant points.”
"Could you tdll uswhich ones?' Lefcourt invited.

"Wel, firgt, no oneredly thinksthat we're dedling with literal bacteriain the brain—"Jess ca began.

" 'Literd' bacteria?' Rush's assstant, Karen Quintano, asked.



"| think Dr. Samotin is saying that whatever her team hypothesizesis giving riseto our Consciousness, it's
some organismin the brain, but not necessarily bacteria, isthat right?* Lefcourt attempted to clarify.

"Right—I'm not even sure | would call it an organism, but certainly not abacterium,” Jessicareplied. "Or
not bacteriaas they are currently known."

"Not bacteria," Lefcourt repeated. "Because, if what you were talking about was a bacterium, we would
have spotted it in any number of autopsied brains areedy—such asthe unfortunate fellow'sbrainin
Augrdia, mentioned in Dr. Weinberg'sreport.”

"Correct," Jesscasaid.

"But then, doesn't this pose a problem for your Omnin hypothesis?' Lefcourt asked. "Asfar we know,
antibioticskill bacteria—not other organisms. Omnin was designed to short-circuit the communication of
awiderange of bacteria—as you know—not information that might be conveyed among other
microorganisms. Certainly not viruses."

"Y es, we know that antibiotics hurt bacteria, not viruses," Jess ca acknowledged. "But we don't know
anything about the effect of antibiotics on other possible forms—quasi-organisms, proto-organisms,
semiautonomous parts of organismsthat could bein our brain, and enable usto think. One of those could
be sending out streams of molecules, signalsto the hippocampus, that help us remember.”

"But why would Omnin, an antibacterid agent, have any effect on that?' Quintano interjected.

"Theres of lot of redundancy in nature,” | answered. "A submicrobid form might well usea
communications system smilar to the bacterid modes targeted by Omnin.”

Jessicanodded and looked at Lefcourt. ™Y ou yoursdlf just described Omnin as ‘wide-range in its attack.
All were suggesting you consder isthe possibility that the range includes some quasi-organism that
communicates on amolecular level in amanner smilar to conventiond bacteria”

Well, Dariuswas certainly right about her intelligence, too, | thought.

" 'Quasi-, 'proto-,' 'semiautonomous? Those are very interesting words, Dr. Samotin, with al kinds of
implications, and Dr. Quintano is now, no doubt, about to ask you what they mean,” Lefcourt said with a
gmile. "So let me begt her to it."

One side of the table laughed, not ours.

"The current thinking about mad-cow diseaseisthat it is caused by some kind of peculiar protein in the
brain," Jesscareplied. "It's not avirus—not even semidivein the sensethat viruses may be. But it seems
to disrupt the proper operation of other proteins, and it reproduces to the point whereit beginsto
outnumber hedlthy proteins.”

"Y ou'retaking about prions," Lefcourt said.

"Yes" Jesscasad. "They're definitely not bacteria. And they don't reproduce the way viruses do—they
don't co-opt the machinery of other cdlls. But they have someway of ... well, processing information,
maybe other than through genetic structures. And the result of this gpparently hurtsthe brain, in some
cases.”

"But we'veidentified prions, and they do seem to scramble, not help, brain activity in mad-cow disease,
asyou said,” Lefcourt observed. "Are you saying prions aso give us consciousness, and areimpaired in
ther function by Omnin?'



"No, I'm using prionsas an andogy," Jesscareplied. "I'm suggesting that just as prions were unknown
until just afew years ago, so could there also be other prionlike quasi-organisms—I think | like that word
best—in the brain, that we don't know about, which enable usto think. But let me be more clear about
that: I'm not saying these symbictic, beneficid prions are consciousin themsalves. I'm not saying some
guasi-organism colonized our brains eons ago, and what we take to be our thoughts, our saf-awareness,
isredly theirs. I'm suggesting, instead, that perhaps they transmit information back and forth, in some
way—just like quorum-sensing bacteria—and these transmissions form an underlying network—agrid,
even an Internet of the brain, within the brain, if you will—and our consciousness, including memoary,
exists on top of that matrix. In other words, the existence of this neural-molecular grid, crested by the
guasi-organisms, makes our consciousness possible.”

"Pretty tall order," Lefcourt observed, "but | suppose we couldn't ruleit out completely. Would
neuropsychol ogists agree with you?'

Darius spoke for thefirst time. "Neuropsychologists don't really understand the physical substrate of
thought. No one does—we dl know that. We understand something about the concentrations of neurons
in the brain, we can see how they're connected, but we don't know how we get from there to the sense
of salf we have—how those neurons add up, combine, augment one another, to make us human. What
we are proposing is that maybe thereé's some quasi-living other tiny thing running around our brain. A
'symbiont,’ to provide aword for what Jessicajust described. We helpit to live, or exist. And it runs
back and forth, to and fro, from neuron to neuron, carrying infinitesma packets of information, amillion
or abillion or whatever times aminute—and that's what enables usto think, to be who were are."

Lefcourt and his colleaguestook that in.

"If I may make asuggestion..." Dariustook advantage of the silence. "It ssemsto methat al weredly
need to do hereis prevent Omnin from getting through the blood-brain barrier. The problem isnot the
effect that this superpotent antibiotic has on the rest of the body, just the brain. So why not repackage
Omninwithout the..."

"Neurolax," Jessicasupplied.
"Without the Neurolax, thanks," Darius continued. "Without the component that getsit to the brain?’
"That would leave dl the people afflicted with bacteria meningitis out to dry," Rush observed.

"l understand,”" Darius said. "Buit isit too hard-hearted of me to nonetheless note that the number of
people afflicted with bacterid meningitis—let us expand that to include all Americanswith bacterid
illnesses of the brain—are surely far fewer than the millions you cited before as benefiting from Omnin,
and not as many as the numbers you cited as succumbing to pneumonia?”

"Bacteria meningitis has become extremely rarein this country,” Lefcourt agreed. "The vaccines are very
effective”

"That would betrue, yes," Rush conceded. "But—"

"But you're sill concerned about even one definite desth from bacteria meningitiswhich could be
prevented by Omnin with Neurolax, and rightly so," Darius interrupted. "But you have to admit that's not
the only congderation. Dr. D'Amato can tell you at great length about how amurder investigation was
impeded, dmost stymied, by theill effects of Omnin on the mind—that'samurder case, and surely the
livesinvolved in that sort of thing must count, too.”

| had intended to talk about this myself, but the words sounded better from Darius. Only someone his



age could have cut off and lectured Rush with no apparent offense.
"Well, that'swhat well need to carefully consider, Dr. Morton,” Rush said mildly.

"Y ou need to consider what the human brain givesriseto,” Darius pressed, "because that's what Omnin
endangers. All that we hold dear and crucid to our humanity comes from our brain. We can transplant a
heart, live without alung, survive viadiaysswith impaired kidneys. Y ou dl know that far better than |.
But the brain is unique—if it's tampered with, adjusted, compromised in the dightest, were in peril. We
can't befully human with anything different. What have the brains of chimps and grest apes givenriseto?
What works of art, literature, poetry, what discoveriesin physics? All that we are, dl that we will be,
gemsfrom hedthy human brains. Now, if theré's even asmall chance that Professor Samotin isright—if
thereissome kind of haf-living cluster of molecules running around our brain that makesit work, makes
us human—do you dare risk hobbling that with adose of Omnin?

"What he's saying," Briskman added, with barely atrace of aBritish accent, "isthat our brainisasacred
trust. Please don't imperil it, any more than you have."

BRISKMAN, MORTON, JERRY, and | were on the train back to New Y ork two hours later.
We got sandwiches and beer, and sat around one of the wide, comfortable tables in the cafe car.
"She'saknockout,” Briskman said, in between bites of turkey with mayonnaise.

Hewastaking, of course, of Jessica, not either of the other two women at the FDA mesting. | hadn't
heard the word "knockout” used like that in decades, and even then only in some movie from the forties.

"Y ou sure can pick ‘em," Briskman continued, and said to Darius. "Brains-wise, too. We were dead
ducksuntil she garted talking.”

"Where do you think we are now?" | asked.
"I don't know," Briskman said, and shook his head. "Maybe malardsin a coma? What do you think?"

| didn't know, either. Certainly Andy hadn't been very optimistic. But he was ill shaken by Ca Jenkins
Alzheimer's and absence. "I think we have a chance—the big arguments that Jessica, Darius, and you
made in the end may have put theright picturesin their minds."

"l hope s0," Dariussaid. "It al hinges on whether they can turn their backs on the picture we
painted—whether they'll turn around and look a second, athird time, until they find they just can't leaveit
behind. They've got us beaten on the details—the numbers—and the logic. Thereé's no denying that.
Moreliveswill be saved with Omnin fighting bacterid infections of the brain. Well prevail only if they're
willing to acknowledge what the brain does that cannot be seen under a microscope.”

| looked through the window of our speeding train. The picture outsde was ablur. | looked a second,
third, afourth time. It remained the same....

Darius and Briskman went back to their seatsto nap. Jerry ordered something harder than beer. |
declined, and went to a quieter place to make some phone cdlls.

WE WERE BACK in New Y ork's Penn Station two hours later. We hailed a cab, and dropped Darius
off a hisgpartment in the Village.

"Kennedy Airport,” | then told the cabbie. Jerry and | sat on either sSide of Briskman. No one said
anything. His luggage had been left in alocker near the Amirak windows during our trip to Washington,



and was now in the trunk of the cab.

Traffic waslight, and we reached the British Airwaystermina in haf an hour. | paid the fare—"dlill on
New York," | said to Briskman. Jerry took his luggage.

We stopped at the security gate.

"S0, are you going to arrest me now?' Briskman asked. "That'swhy Jerry ishere, isn't it?'

| looked at Briskman along time. "We're not going to arrest you now,” | said. "We don't have evidence.”
"Well, thank you so much for the ringing endorsement,” he said, unamiling.

"Youreavery bright man,” | said. ™Y ou were great with the FDA, and very hel pful with Rhonda. | owe
you alot on both counts. Eveniif | didn't, your perverdties, your predilections, are your own business.
Weall havethem. Just aslong asthey don't include homicide.”

"Well, thank you again,” Briskman said. Hetook his luggage from Jerry and plopped it on the security
conveyor. Hetook keys and coins from his pockets and put them on the tray and walked through the
curtains. No alarm sounded.

He retrieved his change and keys and luggage on the other side. He turned and gave us a brief,
penetrating look. Then he smiled, and strode away.

"You sure?' Jarry asked. | had indeed brought him along because | hadn't yet decided, when wed | eft
for Washington, what to do about Briskman. Rhonda's story had aring of truth to it.

"No, I'm, not," | said. "But | checked with Dugan on the train, and there's nothing new in the way of
evidence or leads."

"Briskman did come through for usin Washington. | guess he deserves any break we can give him," Jerry
sad.

"Y eah, but we draw theline at strangulation,” | said. "Anyway, we've got Rhonda, she's not going
anywhere. Well look into everything she says about Briskman, and if anything pans out, well know
whereto find him."

Jerry nodded tiredly. We both knew that wasn't completely true, especialy with someone on the other
sde of the Atlantic.

| clapped his shoulder. "It'sbeen along day. Andy thinks he might get an inkling of the FDA'sdecison as
early astomorrow. Let'sget homeand degp onit.”

TWENTY-THREE
Andy reached me at my office the middle of the next day.
The newswas not good.

"Can we contest thisanywhere?" | asked, stunned by the news but not really surprised, sunned asby a
rock in the teeth that | saw coming amile away. "What about the courts?"

"Sure, we can take the FDA to court,” Andy answered. "But our chances would be nil. No judge or jury
would believe us over the FDA. The best chance we had of stopping Omnin was convincing at least
some of those people a the Mayflower."



"| thought we made some headway. Some of the faces|ooked at the end like they might be getting it.”
"Obvioudy not enough,” Andy said. "They wanted bacteriain the hand, quasi-organismsthey could see.”
"How long before they get back to us officidly with their decison?" | asked.

"At least aweek," Andy said. "They'll want to run it through superiors. But my sourcestell methat'sjust
pro forma—no superior islikely to overrule arecommendation not to siop Omnin, not in thisclimate.
People are worried about super-bugs that can stand up to antibiotics.”

| Sghed.
"Yeah," Andy agreed.
"S0o I've got aweek, at most, to come up with something ese” | said.

"Right," Andy said, "though | don't know what that could be, short of inventing some equivadent of a
Hubble microscope that might uncover these things.”

"Yeah. I'll be back to you."

| REALLY HAD noidea, either, what | could do to change the FDA's mind. But that had never stopped
me before.

| called Jenna, Jerry, Briskman, and Morton. Only Morton wasin. | wasglad | had his number now.
"So | guessthat irresistible picture was more in our heads than theirs, after dl," he said.
"Youdid afinejob painting it anyway," | said.

"I've got one other possible avenue to pursue—when you get to my age, you appreciate the value of a
backstreet or two in the city of noble ventures."

If only metaphors could carry the day, | thought.
ANDY CALLED AN hour later.

"Y ou're not gonnabdievethis" hesad.

| half laughed.

"l just had a pretty frank follow-up conversation with Rush on the phone,” Andy continued. "He said one
of our own team caled him thismorning, and advised him not to stop Omnin!™

"Yep. Rush, of course, ingststhat the call didn't have much influence—that the FDA hasits own
objective standards. But it had to have hurt whatever chance we had. And Rush wouldn't have
mentioned the call to meif it wasn't Sgnificant. He brought it up on his own—he wants us to know about
it, in case we're cong dering taking the FDA to court, or bringing thisto the media, or whatever other
authority.”

"Unbdievable" | sad.
"Likel said," Andy responded.



"Any indication who it was?" | asked.

"Rush didn't say," Andy replied. "He may tel melater, if it suitshisinterests. | haven't aclue, except |
know it wasn't me, and I'd jump off abridgeif it wasyou."

| thought | did have aclue.
"I'll be back to you soon—seeif you can find out anything more,” | told Andy.
| ASKED JERRY to drop by my office.

"It'seither Morton, Briskman, or Jessica," Jerry said. "Assuming we both agree it wasn't you or me, and
not your friend Andy playing some kind of weird double-agent game.”

"Agreed.”

"I know Morton the best of thethree," Jerry said. "1 spent alot of time with the gent. | suppose he could
have some vast reservoir of hatred in his belly—for the NYPD, the CDC in Atlanta, who knows—and
he was keeping it down until thismorning—Nah, | don't think so. I'd put my money on it not being
Morton, either."

"Agreed aswdl."

"So that leaves Jessicaand Briskman,” Jerry said. "Obvioudy we know Briskman better—and what we
know, we don't like. But he was grest a the meeting yesterday. His line about the brain being a sacred
trust was agem. He obvioudy fedlsvery strongly about stopping the dissemination of Omnin. He seems
to havealot of loyaty to Morton. Why would he suddenly turn on us—what's his motive?"

"I've been thinking about that," | said. "We may have given him amotive a the airport yesterday."
Jarry looked a me, questioningly.

"He dready knew that Rhondawas implicating him in some of the Riversde sranglings,” | said. "But he
had to have taken at least some comfort in the fact that we hadn't arrested him, and in fact had taken him
aong with usto Washington. But then we had our little talk at the airport. Clearly that had to puncture
whatever bubble of confidence Briskman may have had that | didn't take Rhonda serioudly. Sure, we let
him go— but my tone and what | said let Briskman know that we'd be keeping aclose eyeon him.” |
shook my head in salf-reproach. "I dwaystak too much. What | said made me fedl good. It had no
effect on Briskman except to make thingsworse."

"But Briskman did fed deeply about Omnin," Jerry countered. "There's no doubt in my mind that he
agrees with us that Omnin obliterates memories. So how does the airport scene equate to his suddenly
wanting the FDA not to pull Omnin off the market?| still don't see the motive.”

"I'd say hisagreeing with us about Omnin is exactly the source of hismotive," | replied, " (a) He believes
Omnin mutes organismsin our brains and blots out memories. That'swhy he comeswith usto
Washington and testifies so passionatdly. But (b) he believes, after we part company at the airport
yesterday, that we're serioudly on to him as a co-conspirator in some of the Riverside stranglings. So (¢)
he undermines our attempt to get the FDA to stop Omnin, because the damn drug on the loose can get in
the way of any future investigation of the stranglings, can jumble the minds and testimony of any future
witnesses we might uncover.”

"Jesus,” Jerry said. "Just like we were saying to the FDA yesterday. Too bad we can't present that to
those docs down there."



"It'ssupposition, fill not evidence,” | replied. "That's been the problem with our case againgt Omnin al
along. It's convincing to us, because from our persona experience we aready believeit. But to others....
We're not going to be able to get evidence enough to persuade any objective party, until theré'salot
more Omnin around, and then, of course, it will betoo late, because everyone will belosing memories
like pennies out of torn pockets.”

"Everyone's goddamn minds will be out-of-pocket—including the minds of people like the FDA doctors,
who could make adifference,” Jerry said hoarsaly. "Just like my daughter.”

IIY@:I
"Well can we at |east get the British to arrest the son of abitch now?" Jerry asked.

| dowly shook my head no. "I don't see how. We have no evidence of anything, like | said. And even on
theleve of logica argument: Briskman could just claim that after hearing what the FDA had to say at our
mesting, and thinking it over as any reasonable person should, he came to the conclusion he waswrong,
and that Omnin should be distributed asfar and wide as possible."

Jerry shuddered.

| GOT THROUGH to Jennaalittle later, and brought her up-to-speed on the day's depressing
developments.

"At least you and | won't take Omnin anymore,” she said. "At least well havethat.”

"Well bethe memoried ditein aseaof amnesiacs," | said. "Doesn't sound like al that much funin the
longrun.”

"WEell have each other," Jennasaid.

"I know. That's maybe the most important reason | was caling you. | was thinking we should have a
redly nice, quiet dinner tonight, just the two of us, soft candldight, fine wine, cell phones off, at atablein
the back of an out-of-the-way restaurant where no one can find us. How does that sound?'

"Soundswonderful," Jennasad.

| MADE SEVERAL morerounds of cals—to peoplein Cdiforniato seeif they had found out anything
more about Rhonda's aleged cdlsto Briskman; to Dugan to bring him up to date and seeif he had any
recent brilliant idesas, to Jessicafor the same— dl to no avail. | did confirm at Briskman's university that
he was back in Scotland, but | didn't get to speak to him. | decided to make another call to Jessica, and
told her to be careful.

"Why?" she asked.

| started to explain to her, without mentioning any names, that someone involved in the Riverside
stranglings might still be afoot—we had talked alittle in the Mayflower cafe about the murders—and
snce thekillings and the amnesaand ther investigations were to some extent dl intertwined, there was
an outside chance that she could be in danger.

"From whom?"' she asked.

| realized there was no point in telling her to watch out, unless| told her Briskman was the person to
watch out for, so | gave her hisname.



Silence, then laughter. "Y ou'rejoking!"
| assured her | was not, and tried to explain further—

"All right," sheinterrupted. "1'm going to Japan next week for a conference on bacteria biofilm
formation—which may be reated to quorum-sensing, cometo think of it—and | expect to stay there until
Christmas. I'm on sabbatica thisfall. So | promisenot to tell Terry I'm thereif you won't, either.”

"Of course, but—"
"No, serioudy, | promiseI'll be careful .

My only red phone satisfaction came in making areservation for Jennaand me at arestaurant in Kips
Bay, overlooking the East River.

| was packing up to leave, go home and shower, and meet Jenna at the restaurant, when the phone rang.
It was Andy.

"Y ou're not gonna believe this—and thistime you redly won't," he said.

Thistimel just laughed, vacantly.

"Our prospects have turned, again—thistimefor the better,” he said.

"Redly?"

"l just got off the phone with Rush, and then with Morton—that guy isredly something, isn't he?'

| hadn't thought much about Darius since our brief chat earlier. "Yesheis Was he able to pull something
out of ahat for us?'

"To say theleast," Andy replied. "He didn't want to say much to me on the phone—I hope he's not angry
that you gave me his number dong with Briskman's and Jessicas, before Washington. | think | surprised
him on the phone. He made it clear he doesn't want to talk about this. But what he told meisamazing.”

"He said something to me about using back streets when your main avenues are blocked,” | said.

"He used asewer,” Andy said. "But | guess the endsjustify the meansin this case. Y ou know that one of
his sudentsis amillionaire—in the diamond trade?'

"Yeah, | didn't know it was diamonds, but Dariustold mein Chicago about hiswealthy former
sudent—he flew himin a private plane to and from the funerd..”

"Well, Morton spoke to him earlier today about our problem with the FDA. And thisguy is apparently a
big contributor to congressiona campai gns—huge amounts of soft money, or whatever they cal it."

"Okay..."

"And apparently we lucked out, because one of his beneficiaries Sits on that very same House Science
Committee that Catherine Shayesworks for. So Morton's student puts him, Darius, in touch with this
congressman, and they got Shayes on the phone in aconference cal, and Dariustalked his heart out, as
he did at our meeting—except thistime, Shayes expressed herself as convinced and called Rush and
threatened amgjor congressiond investigation if the FDA didn't at least put atemporary halt on Omnin.
Which iswhat Rush just told me they're doing. And when | asked him why, dl he said was, 'Tak to



Shayes and Morton.”
| was practicaly speechless. " Shayes didn't say aword at our meeting.”

"W, she apparently said plenty today. Y ou understand, of course, that Morton's el oquence was far less
likely to be what convinced Shayes and the congressman than theimplicit threat that his student would
withdraw his millionsfrom the next campaign. That's the way lots of thingswork in Washington.”

"The FDA wouldn't have crumbled so quickly if they didn't think that our arguments had some
vaidity—some merit that acongressond investigation might uncover,” | said. "If Rush and company are
afraid of being embarrassed, it's because they think there might be something red for them to be
embarrassed about. They know the numbers on Alzheimer's—they know thereés no way al of our
memory-loss cases could be due to that."

"l guesss0," Andy said, only partly convinced.

| sighed. "It would be nice if these matters could be decided just by reason and evidence. But as| was
saying to Jerry earlier, we were redlly short on both in this case—or at least, short on any that the FDA
seemed willing to entertain, until now.”

"Thetruth isthat they're never completely immune from politics and persond factors anyway,” Andy said,
more supportively. "No person or agency is. It'sjust aquestion of which way those factors cut. Cal
Jenkins personad tragedy hurt our cause yesterday."

"That'sright."

"Andit'snot asif the FDA isbanning Omnin forever,” Andy continued. "All they're doing isrevamping
and repackaging, so Omnin can be distributed without the Neurolax—which will keep it out of the brain.
Rush said they'll be sending out a press rel ease about this early next week."

"Make sure we see acopy firs."

"Taken care of already,” Andy responded. "Rush said they'll want to keep this low-key—they don't to
sour the public on Omnin, just keep it away from the brain.”

"Itl probably be front-page news anyway," | said.
IIY@.II
"So that leaves us with just the fataities from bacterid meningitis on our conscience,” | said softly.

"I checked the figureson that,” Andy said. "They're around athousand ayear. Very smdl, satisticaly.
And they're diminishing anyway, with the vaccines. But, right, we can't fed good about those deaths.”

"No," | agreed. "But | think we can feel good, on balance, that we stopped the flood of Omnin to the
brain. Asfar as| cantdl, | seem to have my full suite of memories back now—I'vefet different,
revitalized mentdly, these past few days—asif the quasi-living colony of whatever it isin my head isnow
back up to strength. | spoke with Dugan earlier, and he said the same. Jennatoo. With our memories
intact, we can continue to combat destructive infections of the brain, we can work to improve the
vaccines. We can keep searching for the physical substrates of thought, memory. But with our memories
under siege, everything's at risk. Darius—and Briskman—were right. When Omnin plays with our minds,
it playswith our humanity."

THE SPAGHETTI PIRATA—another version of my favorite shellfish marinara—was superb. Jenna



enjoyed hers, too. We sipped pinot grigio, then cappuccino.

"Thiswasagreat idea," Jennasaid. Her gaze touched mine in the candlight.

"I thought of it thismorning,” | said. "It kept me going through the roller coagter.”
"At least that's settling down now," she said.

"More like we avoided derailing, or going over acliff. But there arelots of bumps ahead. Omnin with
Neurolax will be withdrawn and recalled. Well probably see public-service announcementson TV,
telling peopleto throw it out, or maybe keep it until the new verson isavailable, and tradeit in. But some
peoplewon't do that. They'll keep the old pills, if they have any left, in the medicine cabinet, just in case.
And who knows what danger other drugs now in development might hold. The FDA looks at antibiotics
as essential weaponsin the war against disease, and they're not wrong. Bacteriamake us sick, and their
toxinsinterferewith al kinds of communication in the body. But until the government and the
pharmaceutical s understand that cousinsto the things that cause disease can help us—do help us, inthe
case of digestion; maybe help make us human, in the case of what we have in our brains—we won't be
out of the woods on this." Jennatook my hand.

"I know," | said. "Thisisn't exactly scintillating dinner conversation, and I've been talking about it all
evening. Let'stalk about something else.”

"No, it'simportant,” Jenna said. "We should be talking about it. Maybe the FDA will at least be more
careful before they bundle every new antibiotic with Neurolax."

| nodded. "So ... do you remember what we amost forgot when we first ran into Neurolax and Omnin?”
Sheamiled. "You didn't forget. | did.”
"S0, do you want to do it now?"

"Of coursel do. Y ou were just so busy with this case—and the Riverside stuff. We till need to decide
how big to make the wedding, when in the soring—"

"No, | mean, do you want to do it now?"'

"Y ou mean, get married, now?"

| nodded.

Jennalaughed. “"Now?"

"Now."

"But wewon't have timeto invite anyone."

"We don't need anyone—other than you and me," | said.
"Youreserious," Jennasaid.

| nodded again.

She sipped somewine.

"Where would we do it? Who—"



"I know acouple of judgeswho oweme," | said. "I'm sure one of them would be happy to perform the

"What about our blood tests, marriage license—"

"I pulled some strings. | promised that we'd drop by tomorrow, to make this paper that says we passed
the blood teststoday legal. And I've got our marriage license right here.” | patted my vest pocket.

Jennagmiled. "Okay."

"Yesh?'

"Yeah," shesad. "But youre il forgetting something.”

"Vey funny."

Shelaughed. "No, | mean therings.”

"l didn't forget,” | said, and pulled alittle box out of my jacket pocket. | opened it.
"When—" Jennasaid.

"Thismorning. | told you I've been thinking about thisall day."

"How about your best man? My bridesmaid?"

"Well haveto make do with Mr. and Mrs. Dugan—if you want to go that way," | said.
Jenna considered. "No, you were right—Iet's go with just you and me.”

"Good."

| got the check, and pulled out my cedll phone. | got lucky. Thefirst judge | cdled wasin, willing, and just
twelve blocks away.

"So let's do this before we both forget,” | said, and shut the cell phone off. | |eft athirty-percent tip on the
credit-card receipt.

"If | never hear another joke about forgetting, it won't be too much,” Jenna said, and took my arm.

WE STAYED OUT—dancing, drinking, mostly walking along the East Side by the river—for most of
the night after we were married.

| was glad we were on the East Side. | wouldn't have enjoyed walking on the West Side as much, by
RiversdeDrive.

We were back in our brownstone at five in the morning, the D'’Amatos—I could still hear the judge wish
us well—though Jennawas going to keep her name.

| took off my jacket, and unzipped Jenna's dress.
Then the phonerang.
"Isthat adeath do parting us?' Jenna asked, and laughed, alittle.

| stroked her face. "The machine can get it. There are some things more important than murder, evento



rrell
There were some things more important than my work.

At least until morning.



