Zachary's d ass Shoppe
a short story by Yvonne Navarro

For ewor d
"Zachary's d ass Shoppe" was witten based on the idea of giving a piece of
yourself to soneone el se, like a |lock of your hair. The "what if" question

popped up imredi ately: What if the person you gave it to then had contro
over

whet her you lived or died? There wasn't any plan other than to have soneone
buy

an object like this, and the rest of the story grew fromthere. Wen Mark
Rai ney

of Deat hreal m bought the story, it was the first time |I'd ever sold a story
to

the first editor who read it.

Zachary's d ass Shoppe

He found the place in a | ousy nei ghborhood on the south side, a place Mranda
woul d never go on her own. That's what he wanted -- if she returned one nore
gift he thought he might strangle her outright and fuck the consequences.
Zachary's d ass Shoppe

The store | ooked seedy, but peering through the criss-cross of netal bars
over

the dirty wi ndows gave Channing a glinpse of colors and crystal that hinted
at

uni que treasures. He glanced at the Mercedes; even parking directly in front
was

no confort. Dark, sullen faces watched himsilently from doorways and front
steps along a street gone unnaturally quiet. Like stepping late into a ful
class in grade school -- he was surrounded by the feeling of eyes. His

st omach

twisted just a bit.

The t hought of another returned present made himgrind his teeth and he

st epped

to the door, running a nervous hand through his thick hair. A tall,

heavil y-built teenager wal ked by and nade a ki ssing sound; Channing ignored
it.

"Hey, man,
party down."

Channi ng turned and glared at himw th the door half open and the teenager

gl anced up at the sign as if in sudden realization. Before Channing could
reply,

the man was gone; twenty feet down the sidewal k he slipped into an alley and
di sappear ed.

It doesn't matter, Channing told hinself. Let himthink he was gay; he knew
better and that's what counted. The ebony mass of curls that spilled down to
hi s

shoul der bl ades had been the initial bait that had | anded hi m marri age three
years ago to Mranda Cuyler, one of the richest wonen in the state.

A woman who had everyt hi ng.

Inside, the small shop gave hi mused bookstore nmenories fromhis college
days:

the aged snells of mildew and dust swirled lazily on the currents pushed from
an

old ceiling fan. Channing stood uncertainly for a nonent, taking in the

shel ves

of colored glass and crystal, all of the woul d-be sparkle covered with a thin

the guy said, "that's some hair you got. Let me touch it. We can



coating of fine, white powder. Apparently the owner didn't believe in
housekeepi ng.

There wasn't rmuch to see and he covered it all in about thirty seconds: a few
vases and some period glass to his left with a standard run of statuettes in
t he

wi ndow, not much else -- certainly nothing special. There was a griny display
case supporting an ancient-1ooking cash register, but Channing had no
intention

of trying to clean it so he could see inside.

He' d hoped for better. Wandering around unsupervi sed for another two or three
mnutes did little to stall his disappointment and he turned to go, not
under st andi ng how the owner didn't get robbed. There was a rustling behind
hi m

as he reached for the doorknob and he | ooked back to see a tall, thin man
with

wi de shoul ders step from behind a curtai ned doorway that Channing hadn't

noti ced

in back of the display case. O all things that m ght be extraordinary,
Channing's eyes fell on the nman's hair -- thick, dark waves nuch |ike his own
fell froma side part to well past the man's ears, partially obscuring al npst
col orl ess eyes.

"How may | hel p you?"

Channing started at the sound; in the short time he'd been inside, the

sil ence

had becone... confortable. Al though the shopkeeper's voice was | ow and
careful ly

nmodul ated, it seemed to intrude on the atnosphere.

"Uh -- no, | suppose not." Channing thrust his hands into his pockets. The

proprietor said nothing, but raised a questioning eyebrow addly, Channing
felt

obliged to explain. "I was |ooking for something different for ny wife. It's
our
third anniversary." He gave the man a small apologetic smle. "lI'"mafraid

don't see anything."

The man gazed at Channing solemly, taking in the custom sewn | eather jacket
and

the four hundred dollar CGucci's; in the space of two pul ses Channing felt

t hor oughl y probed.

"I have sonething you may be interested in, Mster...?"

"Mandel | , Channi ng Mandel I . "
"M ster Mandell. | am Zachary.'
nonent

Channi ng thought the man had vani shed. Then there was a glimer of novenent
behind the filthy case and Zachary reappeared with a mrrored tray. Channing
saw

with surprise that not a speck of dust showed on the fragile objects d' art
resting on the mrror's surface.

He stared in fascination. Each was unique, a different color, a different
shape,

a different pose, if such a word could be used to describe abstract gl ass.
Fragile filaments of stretched glass twined and tw sted, curving over and
upon

itself, treating his amazed eyes to a constantly changing and glittering
surface. H's fingers itched to touch and he bent closer, then reached out a
tentative finger--

"Be very careful, M Mandell."

Channi ng gl anced up to see the nman watching himintently and stopped before
actual ly touching the small gol den shape that had caught his attention

I nst ead,

he ran a hand along his collar to free his hair and brushed a few | oose

He bent with such quick grace that for a



strands

fromhis jacket. They fell to the grubby countertop and before Channing coul d
bl i nk the shopkeeper had swept them away.

"What are they?" he asked.

Zachary smiled. He had full, womanly lips that seemed a trifle too red;
Channi ng

realized in enbarrassnent that he was staring at the nan's nmouth and forced
hi s

gaze back to the tray.

"I call them.. frames."

"Franes?" Channing asked in puzzlenent. "But that's such a -- a plain
description! It hardly describes them" Channing knew that any hope of price
bar gai ni ng was gone; gazing at the nmulti-colored pieces filled himwith a
sense

of childlike awe that he made no attenpt to disguise.

"Ah, but it does!" Zachary reached out, his overlong fingers going unerringly
to

the one that had attracted Channing the nost. He plucked it fromthe tray and
held it up daintily between his thunb and middle finger, turning it this way
and

that, like a jeweler testing a dianond for clarity. "Do you see?"

Zachary thrust the piece under Channing' s nose and he squinted to bring it
into

focus. It was even nore beautiful at close range -- not a crack or ragged
edge
showed anywhere anong the myriad strands of glass. But wait -- there was

something there, in the mddle, a flaw of sone type.

"What's that?" he asked, peering hard at the piece. It would be a shanme if it
weren't perfect, although Mranda' s myopic eyesi ght woul d never notice.
"What ' s

in there?"

Zachary gave hima guileless smle. It rem nded himof a docunmentary he'd
once

wat ched on jungle cats; a lioness had stretched in the sun with that sane
sense

of deadly unconcern. The nenory | eft himuneasy; perhaps it was tine to tel
t he

shopkeeper that the things were pretty but he wasn't interested.

"Alife, M Mndell." Zachary reached for Channing's palmand turned it up
t hen

dropped the golden frame onto it. The gl ass wobbl ed there and warnth seeped
into

his skin. "You are hol ding soneone's life in your hand."

Channing's fingers closed protectively around the warm gl ass.

"I think 1'd like to hear about this," he said.

The darkness outside nmade hi m nervous. Channing sensed the sly gazes of the
same

peopl e as when he'd arrived, as though they'd done nothing besides sit and
wat ch, waiting for himto come out. He'd been in the shop for al nost an hour
listening to the tale, half-believing it, all thoughts of the seventy

t housand

convertible forgotten. Yet nothing had happened, no m ssing wheels or stereo,
t hough he'd left the door unlocked. His father, a race car driver in his
yout h,

had al ways told him "Never |ock the door on a convertible, Channing. Wy

| ose

the stereo and have to replace the top?" But there were no rips in the top or



spray- pai nted obscenities across the hood. The odds of this autonobile
survi vi ng

for an hour in this section of the city were astrononical, but Channing
renenbered the man who had propositioned himand the way the guy had hoof ed
it

when he' d realized where he was.

He got in and started the engine, letting it warmfor a few m nutes while he
held the small box and | ooked around at the interior, wondering where he
coul d

put it to be sure the contents would not be harnmed. The nost obvi ous pl ace
was

on the passenger seat, where the heavy uphol stery woul d absorb any roadshock
But what if he had a weck?

He shuddered deliciously. It was bullshit, but he couldn't help believing
Zachary's story and it sure as hell would make a gift Mranda coul d never say
was a duplicate. Zachary would tell himonly that the tiny gol den frane
contained the life -- in the formof sone mnute personal object -- of a
worran

with the initials WS. There was a pi ece of parchnent only an inch square in
t he

bottom of the box with those sane initials witten on it in a thick script.
If the frame were broken, he'd said, the wonman would die.

Channi ng had asked the obvious questions: Wat was the worman's name? And what
ki nd of personal object?

Zachary woul dn't say. The lives were chosen by the personal 'objects' -- he
woul d not be specific -- thenmsel ves obtained purely by chance. The sense of
unreal ity grew when Zachary clai med to know not hing but the person's nane,
and

that only by his so-called second sight.

What a tale! Channing smled wistfully. It was Mranda' s gift, sure, but the
person he | onged nost to share it with was his twin sister Adrienne. He

cl osed

his eyes and renenbered the way she'd | ooked earlier, when he'd left; the

sl eep-tousled hair fromtheir short nap, her swollen |ips and creany skin..
"Jesus! Get up, you filthy animal! Get out -- and you! Slut! Your own
brother..."

The voice was a vicious nmenory fromthe past and he pushed it fromhis nind
So

what, he thought bitterly. The parents hadn't understood the tw ns, the

cl oseness, the love. Wen two people shared so nuch -- even the wonb -- no
one

el se could ever truly substitute. He supposed it was a form of double

narci ssism himloving hinmself in female form her loving herself in male
form

But for the eyes -- hers gray, his green, they were mrror images.
Personalities

were different, of course, the result of being shipped to separate boardi ng
school s at sixteen. It nust have been the teen bitches that had nurtured the
streak of petty cruelty in Adrienne, and he freely adnmitted to being able to
out - conni ve al nost anyone to get what he wanted. But still, in every other
way

they fit together like the pieces of one of those silly-1ooking broken heart
neckl aces. Soneday it'd be just the two of them

Channi ng buckl ed his seatbelt and started the car, glancing at the box once
nor e

before pulling away. A small gilded sticker that said Zachary's d ass Shoppe
secured the top flap. There was no address and Zachary had told himhe didn't
bel i eve in tel ephones.

Maybe someday soon.



M randa was captivated by the gift. She played with it and poked at it and
at
one poi nt Channi ng thought she m ght pry the piece apart to see what was

i nsi de.

H s stomach knotted a little as he watched her fingernails picking at the
gl ass
filaments; it was enbarrassing to realize he worried about the well-being of
some unknown person, but there was a definite draining of tenseness when she
finally found a place of honor for the frame in one of the oak display
cabi net s.
Al t hough she'd listened with interest to its history, the parchment had gone
in
t he garbage along with the box. At |east, he thought as he watched one of the
mai ds enpty the trash, that meant she wasn't going to return it

Channi ng couldn't bear to be alone in the dark -- it was his phobia, a

si ckness

that hat been seeded the night in his sixteenth year when his father had
caught

hi m and Adri enne together in the poolside sauna. H's naked sister had been
dragged out and flung at his mother, who was already on her way to hysterics,
but he had been locked in. H s father had shut down the heat and the |ights
t horoughl y di sgusted, he still had no desire to bake his son alive -- and

| eft

himin the sauna for seventeen hours, a period of time he believed would be
| ong

enough to instill in Channing the proper anobunt of renorse. Ten years |later
however, the only thin Channing regretted was not being able to sleep al one
wi thout a light.

But darkness could also be his friend.

"Channi ng, honey, hold ne," Mranda said. She snuggl ed agai nst himand ran
her

nails up the silk of his pajanma | eg. Blinking her |ashes, she pushed her face
close for a kiss; at her hairline he could see the faintest hint of gray.

Ti me

for a touch-up, he thought. All things considered, he'd known what he was
getting and for her age -- sonmewhere around fifty, she'd say vaguely -- she
was

actually in dam fine shape. H's body responded to her searching fingers and
he

cl osed his eyes and reached for her.

No good. The light was an intruder, prying at his lids and forcing them open
washi ng out his fantasy in the rai nbowcolored glow fromthe Tiffany |lanp on
t he

ni ghtstand. He rolled away and funbled for the switch

"Can't we leave it on?" Mranda pouted. "I do love to | ook at you."

Channi ng found the switch and darkness swal |l owed the bedroom broken only by
a

hi nt of nmpon through the heavy sheers at the wi ndow. "But the darkness is so
much nore... intimate, don't you think?" he whispered. H s hands cupped her
breasts and she si ghed.

"Yes," she breat hed.

In the bl ackness, Channing could make out only a shadow on the bed with him
Hs

m nd obligingly supplied the details as he noved closer to his wife:



shoul der -1 ength plati num hair became |ong and dark, the age-softened skin
becane

young and supple. He searched her body, renenbering another formtouched by
no

one but him

In his heart, Channing |lowered his lips to Adrienne's.

Br eakf ast, scal di ng Spani sh coffee and bacon croi ssants served on the patio,
woul d have been perfect if the wong woman hadn't sat across the table. Ah,
wel I, Channing thought and smiled as the butler brought himthe paper,
suppose
you take the good with the bad. The weat her was unseasonably warm and he
enj oyed
feeling the sun on his face.
"What are you sniling about, dear?" Mranda asked. She had on those damabl e
granny gl asses again, perched on the tip of her nose as she flipped through a
copy of Self. Someday he hoped to see themfall into her coffee. And he hated
it
when she cal |l ed hi m dear.
"Not hi ng, Mranda," he said, |osing some of his contentnent. "Just enjoying
t he
day." Channi ng opened the newspaper and scanned a coupl e of pages wi thout
interest; it was hard to concentrate with her sitting there staring at him
and
he felt his appetite wane. H s eyes stopped at a norbid photograph that showed
a
dar k bodybag next to the twi sted weck of a car. The paragraph acconpanyi ng
it
was sadly sinple.

First grade teacher and nother of four, Sandra Wheatley was killed on her

way to Bl aine Elementary School early this norning. According to police,

truck driver returning froman overnight run fell asleep and crossed the
center line, striking Ms Weatley's car in the left front. The truck
driver
was treated for minor injuries at Wellington Masoni c Hospital and
rel eased
with a citation for carel ess driving.
Channi ng couldn't help but notice the woman's initials -- S W Had they been
transposed, he m ght be worried; besides, he'd seen Mranda put the gl ass
franme
safely away. Ri ght now, he could still feel his wife's staring eyes and he
put
down the paper in exasperation
"Mranda," he said irritably, "you've been watching ne all norning. Wat's
t he

pr obl enP"
She dropped her gaze obediently and picked at the tablecloth. "I'msorry,
Channing. | didn't nmean to stare like that. It's just that, well..."

"What ?" he asked. "It's just what?"

"I did so like your anniversary present,'
this." She hesitated.

Channi ng | eaned back and folded his arms. Here it cones, he thought angrily.
She

wants to take it back.

Finally she continued. "Do you think you could get ne another little gl ass

t hi ng

-- frame or whatever you call it? | didn't want to tell you last night and

she said. "I don't know how to say



spoi |

your nood, but one of the maids dropped it when she was cl eaning the cabinet.
I't

shattered into about a hundred pieces."

Zachary's d ass Shoppe.

It hadn't changed -- the sane dusty, mldewed snell, the sane old gl ass vases
and unremar kabl e crystal statuettes adorning the shelves. Channing didn't
know

what he'd expected to find on his second visit -- perhaps, although it'd only
been a little over two weeks, that the place didn't even exist anynore. But
here

he was and this tinme he didn't wonder whether or not there was an owner; he
could feel Zachary's presence behind the curtain.

"Cood afternoon, M Mandell."

Channi ng started. He must have done a fade-out, because suddenly Zachary was
t here and Channing didn't renenber seeing himstep up to the register. "Onh,
hello." He didn't say anything else -- how does one ask to buy another |ife?
Zachary smiled at himserenely and waited. Five seconds passed, then ten
still

Channi ng remai ned nervously silent, never neeting the man's eyes. Finally
Zachary sighed know ngly and bent behind the case, bringing up the mrrored
tray

and its glittering contents.
"A pity about Sandra Weatl ey,
| ovel y

wonan. "

"Who?"

"The wonman who died this norning when the frame was broken,'
softly.

Channing felt his face drain -- this sixth sense of Zachary's seened |l ess the
i mpossibility he'd once thought. Then he frowned. "But | thought you said her
initials were WS, not S W"

Zachary said softly. "I'msure she was a

Zachary answered

The man shrugged. "A small -- shall we say, white lie? Sonetinmes | am
conpel | ed
i nexplicably to reverse the letters." H's face remai ned enotionl ess.

"Ch. Well, it wwas an accident,
the maids dropped it."
expl anati on;

after all, what difference did it nake? Even had he purposely crushed the

gol den

frame, which of themwas truly the nmore guilty? Hinmself, for its destruction?
O

Zachary, for its creation?

"Of course.”

Li stening to the velvety tone of Zachary's words, Channing again had that

| eoni ne i npression of deadliness. To nmask his unease he turned his attention
to

the tray. So many col ors and shapes! And each represented the life -- he now
fully believed -- of sonmeone in the city, a living, breathing man or wonan,
someone who | oved and hated, just like hinself. There were at least five or
si X

frames he didn't remenber fromthe last visit -- which one? H's conscience
was

playing hell on his ability to choose.

"This one," he said finally. He pointed to it and watched as Zachary lifted
it

fromthe mirror's surface and held it up for inspection. It was different

Channi ng said, stammering slightly. "One of
He chided hinself nentally for offering this



from
the others, darker and classier. Amid the crystalline tendrils of glass were
snoky swirls of black and gray.

Zachary's eyes found his. "A beautiful piece,’

he said evenly as he noved to

put

it in Channing's palm "The life it surrounds belongs to a--"

"No!" Channing interrupted and waved the glass away. "Please, | don't want to
know. Just ... wap it."

"Not even the initials?"

Channi ng shook his head firmy. If something happened to the frame -- if it
wer e

dropped -- it would be easier on his psyche if its... victimremined a
nystery

to him

"As you wish."

Channi ng wandered the snall area absently, listening to the small rustling

sounds the shopkeeper nade as he packaged the gift and letting his thoughts
float for awhile.

"WIl there be sonething else, M Mndell ?" Zachary asked softly.

Channi ng stopped with his back to the counter and his hands in his pockets.
He

breathed in for a |ong, nerve-gathering nonent before turning.

"Yes... Zachary," he said. "There is." He stepped to the counter and pulled a
fol ded handkerchief fromhis jacket. WIling his fingers not to trenble,
Channi ng opened the linen and held it out; in the centre of the white square
was

a single, platinumblonde hair.

"Do you," he asked carefully, "ever custom make your franes?"

This is getting to be a habit, Channing thought as he clinbed in the
convertible. D& a vu crowded in and he knew he' d experience it once nore when
he

cane to pick up Mranda's repl acenment anni versary present. He opened the

gl ove

conpartnent and gingerly placed his purchase inside, packing the rest of the
contents -- maps, extra napkins, and the like, securely around it. That
shoul d

do it, he thought as he | ocked the conmpartnent. Besides, it hadn't really
been

that expensive. If life was cheap, the frame so safely packed in his car was
al nrost worthl ess conpared to the one he would pick up in three days.

As he drove away, Channi ng wondered how he woul d explain the drain on the
checki ng account to Mranda -- perhaps she would accept the truth: that he
had

ordered a customreplacement for her shattered anniversary gift. Mre likely
she

woul d think he'd spent the noney on Adrienne, although he hadn't seen his

si ster

since the morning of his first visit to Zachary's. Mranda's instinctive and
secretly justified jealousy of his twin was amazing, and finding time to
visit

Adrienne was like trying to escape a | eash of saltwater taffy: he'd pul

away,

his wife would just reel himin. Even today he had to rush back to the
est at e;

M randa had a huge dinner party planned and only pronmising to order her new
present had all owed hima few hours' freedom No doubt M randa was having
Adrienne's hone watched even now.



Nevert hel ess, the contentnment Channing had felt this nmorning returned; soon
very soon, his life would take on a new direction

"Channing, it's gorgeous!" Mranda squeal ed and hugged hi mquite hard,

cl ut chi ng

the fragile glass object in one hand. For one dreadful nonent, he fully
expect ed

the frame to be crushed in her careless hand. Wuld she then die in his arns?
She pranced to a chair and sat, cupping her hands around the frame a little
nor e

cautiously. Channing thought dryly that while she couldn't know she was
literally holding her life in her hands, she should at |east think of the
nonstrous amount of noney he'd paid for that tiny, peach-tinted bauble.
Channi ng wat ched i npassively. Wth her clunsiness, he figured two, three
weeks

at the outside before she broke it. It would be just Iike suicide when she

di d,

he reasoned, though he'd failed to informher that the personal object inside
the crystalline piece was a strand of her own hair. Zachary had obligingly
scripted the initials MMon the parchnent, another little white lie. They

st ood

for Mranda Mandell, the nmarried name that she scorned in favor of her famly
nane. Had she asked, Channing was prepared to claimthe initials were WW

It proved a groundl ess worry; twenty mnutes later the box and parchnment were
crushed in the wastebasket and the frame occupi ed the same, possibly |etha
spot

as had its predecessor. It was, Channing knew, only a matter of tine; when it
happened he could righteously attribute it to chance -- Lady Luck, bad odds.
He

pl anned not to lay a finger on it, but nothing that fragile ever survived
nor e

than a few weeks around Mranda. He smil ed.

The air spilling in the open w ndow of the Mercedes felt good, cold and
crisp,

like freedomin vapor form He checked his watch. Mranda's little tea party
woul d probably |ast another two hours, time enough for himto cruise over to
Adrienne's. Though they tal ked often, he hadn't seen her for al nbst a nonth,
nor

had he spoken about Mranda's unique gift yet -- the frane in the gl ovebox
was

for Adrienne. He knew she would | ove the sense of control she would feel from
it

-- the alnost god-like ability to end sonmeone's existence at will.

He chuckl ed as he turned into Adrienne's drive. Wen he'd left, Mranda and
her

croni es had been passing the peach-tinted gl ass anong thensel ves; with those
shaky ol d biddies, it was highly unlikely it would be in one piece upon his
return. He shut off the engine and sprinted up the wal kway. As he pounded the
knocker, he hid the gift behind him

"Channi ng!" Adrienne cried when she opened the door. "How I've m ssed you!"
She

grabbed his hand and pulled himinside. "How | ong can you stay?"

He grinned. How |like her to be greedy right fromthe start! "An hour," he
answered, "two at the nost. But here, |'ve brought you sonething." He held
out



the box, then pulled it back teasingly. "But it's very different. And very
fragile."
Adrienne took it alnost reverently. "Damm, Channing. You know how she watches

your nmoney -- how will you explain this?"

He followed her into a sitting roomand sprawl ed | aughing into a chair.
"Pretty

soon | won't have to. She's bound to rid the world -- and nme -- of herself
for

good. Perhaps even by the tinme | get back!"

Adrienne frowned and sank to the carpeting, sitting Indian fashion. Except
for

the nodestly applied nmake-up, it was like viewing his reflection in a mrror
"l

don't understand.” She didn't wait for his explanation as she slipped a nai

t hrough the gilded sticker and pried open the flap. Her fingers gently closed
around the snoky-hued glass and lifted it up. She sucked in a small breath.
"It's beautiful! But... what is it?"

"It's alife," he said eagerly. Such a conplicated, profound idea -- yet he
managed to explain it in only a few m nutes.

"Sonmeone's life, huh?" she asked dreanmily. There was no question that she
believed him the word of her twin had al ways been indisputable. Her |ong
fingers opened and cl osed around the crystal filanents, opened and cl osed.
"How. .. enticing."

Channing could tell she was captivated and pointed to the box. "The initials
of

your... person are in the box. Wiy don't you see what they are?"

She picked the carton up with her other hand and tossed it to him "Here, you
tell ne."

He caught the box and funbled reluctantly for the parchment beneath the
cotton

paddi ng. "Here," he said, holding up the tiny paper. H's eyes focused on the
script and he froze.

"Wel | ?" Adrienne asked inpatiently. "Wat are they?"

"Uh," he said shakily and reached out, "can | see it? | haven't--"

"No way!" she said and scranbled out of his reach. "It's ny personal..
responsibility -- God, what a feeling of power!"

Channi ng wat ched her nunbly. Have to take it back, he thought, exchange it.
He

| ooked at the witing on the piece of parchnment and stifled the urge to crush
the paper in his fist.

M A

Sonetimes | am conpelled inexplicably to reverse the letters -- alittle
white

lie.

"So what are they?" Adrienne asked and gave a wicked giggle. "Who am | going
to

kill?"

"Pl ease," he said desperately, "let's take it back -- it's defective. W'l
get

anot her one, okay?"

"Wy, Channing," she crooned, "are we having a guilty consci ence? Hardly
fitting

since your dear Mranda may very well destroy herself even as we speak!" She
| aughed then and tossed the frame in her hand lightly, as if it were a tennis
ball. Channing felt a pulse junmp in his tenple.

Per sonal objects are obtained by pure chance, M Mandell.

He renenbered the last tinme he'd seen Adrienne, the nmorning of his first
visit

to Zachary's d ass Shoppe, how he'd held her close and ki ssed her good- bye,
her



head resting sleepily against his shoulder only a half hour before stepping
into

t he gl ass shop. A soft-focus menory streaked back: running his hand nervously
through his hair and over his jacket, a few strands floating to the

count ert op.

...pure chance, M Mandell.

Zachary, serenely sweeping them away.

He | ooked at his twin, the other half of his heart. Adrienne tossed the frane
up

again; it arched past her cheekbone as she raised her face to | ook at him and
he

saw how well the snmoky crystal tendrils matched her gray eyes. The fragile

gl ass

dr opped- -

Channi ng opened his nmouth to tell her, to stop her.

--into her palm Her fingers folded into a fist and she smled with cruel

pl easure as her knuckles went white with the killing stroke.

He wondered how M randa was doi ng.

God, how he hated to sl eep al one.

"Zachary's d ass Shoppe" first appeared in Deathreal m#10, Fall 1989.



