NI NA KI RI KI' HOFFMAN
HAUNTED HUMANS
ONE

Dorot hy jean demain, presently known as Dorothy Jean Hand, somnetines called
Dot

by peopl e who didn't know her and al nost always D.J. by those who did, gripped
t he phone handset between her ear and shoul der. Her right hand held a pen

poi sed

over a carbonl ess nessage pad; her left hand sorted the Mental Healing
Center's

mail. The four office hours follow ng Friday's |lunch break stretched ahead,
aggravated by dealing with the operator who had picked up when D.J. rang the
answering service.

"Sandy, have you checked account 551 for nme yet?" D.J. said as patiently as
she
could, breaking in on two nminutes of inane chatter

She listened to Sandy splutter through a message for Dr. Arlene Bollings,
D.J."s

boss, managing to extract relevant information with great difficulty. She was
just about to demand t he phone nunber of the person |eaving the nessage when
Sandy broke in with, "Uh, but-- hey, Dot, there's a nmessage here for you,
too."

"Let's finish with the first one, please." D.J. could hear her voice

ti ght eni ng.

She wanted to grab Sandy and shake the information out of her like salt. But
she

was in secretary node right now, level, efficient, no nmatter what the

ci rcunmst ances. She hunched her shoul ders, then took a cal mi ng breath.

"But the one for you is creepy." Sandy's voice was high, her words slow D.J.
wonder ed what she | ooked like; all she could tell was that Sandy chewed gum

| oudly and snappi ngly, and occasionally snoked; the small sucked intakes of
breath were a gi veaway.

"I still need the phone nunber on this one, Sandy." Sandy had purged vita
information fromthe files w thout conmmunicating it before. D.J. had | earned
t he

hard way to persist with her

After three tries, Sandy managed to tell her the phone nunber. D.J. wote,
sighed, and said, "Is that it for this nessage?"

"Yeah, | guess. There's one fromthat psycho nutcase Dr. Kabukin's seeing--"

D.J. resisted an urge to ask just which psycho nutcase. Dr. Kabukin handl ed

t herapy cases, while Dr. Bollings did divorce, custody, and crimna

eval uati ons

for the courts. D.J. generally liked Dr. Kabukin's patients better. Mst of

t hem

were interested in changing. Mdst of Dr. Bollings' patients were interested in
fooling the doctor.



-- a couple real boring nmessages for the other doctors, and then this one for
you. It's pretty weird, Dot."

"Why don't you read it to ne? And get it over with? D.J. poised her pen at the
top of the next message bl ank, wondering if Sandy woul d communi cate any of the
information in order.

"To, uh, Dorothy Jean, from Chase. Do you suppose that's a first or a |ast
name?"

To stop her hand from shaking, D.J. pressed the pen down on the nmessage form
SO
hard it punched through several sheets. "Go on."

"There's, like, no nunmber. It just says, 'You know what | need and |'m com ng
to
get it.' Don't you think that's weird?"

D.J. sai d nothing.

"Well, | do. Kind of creepy. Did you get that? ' You know what | need and I'm
coming to get it.' Dot, you still there? Darn, | bet she hung up. Wy do
peopl e

al ways hang up on nme?"

Deciding to take this as a suggestion, D.J. quietly | owered the phone's
handset

until it clicked into the cradle. Chase? It couldn't be Chase. She stared over
t he four-foot-high divider that separated her desk and conputer hutch fromthe
office waiting room her gaze finally settling on the crystal vase of Double
Del i ght roses Dr. Kabukin had brought in that norning and set ampng the

magazi nes and sel f-hel p books on the gl ass-topped tabl e between the two

bl ue- and-white striped couches. Look how pink and white the roses are, D.J.

t hought, just |ike a baby, perhaps, or the hopes of a young girl on her
weddi ng

ni ght .

Fromthe white walls, colorful abstract pictures glowed in the sun slanting
t hrough the picture wi ndow. Leftover Oregon raindrops glistened on the [ awn
out

front. Everything in D.J.'s view | ooked cool and clean and cal m Untouched
tranquility, like her life before Chase.

She shuddered and lifted the phone again. For a nmonent she cl osed her eyes
tight, concentrating on crashing all the thoughts she didn't want to
entertain.

She pressed autodial for the answering service, and snmiled down at the nessage
pad when Poppy picked up

"Account 551, please,"” D.J. said, and took the rest of the messages without a
hi t ch.

Morgan Hesch sat on one of the puffy striped couches in the Mental Healing
Center waiting roomand stared at the bits of dirt he'd tracked on the white
speckl ed rug. Way did they have a |l awn out front if they wanted to keep the
rug

clean? Well, yeah, there was a brick wal k that wound across the | awn, but what
if you were coming fromthe other direction? And the | awn was green and
heal t hy,

but there were those fl ower beds. Sonmebody nust rake the edges all the tinme to



make the dirt |1ook so -- so clean. Like nothing had ever stepped on it since

t he

dawn of tinme. Mdrgan hated that kind of clean. If blackboards were bare in his
col l ege cl asses when he got there, he always chal ked sonet hing on t hem before
he

sat down. If the dirt were blank he just had to put a footprint init. If

t hi ngs

were wi de open, any force, good or evil, could enter and control them

So the floor was no | onger blank, either, not peppered with those chunks of
earth that had fallen out of the waffle-stonmper soles of his hiking boots.
Morgan | ooked at the bits of squared dirt and slid his left hand in between

t he

third and fourth buttons on his shirt, hiding it against his chest. One of his
i nsi ders, Shadow, always wanted to hi de Morgan's hands.

"M ss Deej?" Morgan said, his knees knocki ng agai nst each other, not because
he
was cold, just to be doing something.

He could only see the top of her head over the wall that hid the desk from him
and everybody el se. She had nessy frizzy brown hair that she parted in the

m ddl e. He watched the part |ean back until he could see Deej's eyes, green

li ke

the devil's, over the divider as she | ooked at him

"Yes, Morgan," she said. One of her better voices. Not the first-time-&hone
voi ce which said, |'mhere-to-help,-don't bother-to-knowI|'mhuman. Definitely
not the I-can't-have-a-relationship-wth-you-because-it-wouldn't-be-prof
essional voice. She'd given up on that one after he'd been seeing Dr. Dara
Kabukin for two nonths. Not the don't-bother-me-I'min-the-m ddl e-of - sonet hi ng
voi ce, and not the okay, - okay-yes-1|-guess-1|-can-|ook-up voice. Mre of a

| -don't-know what-1'mdoing-but-I'"mglad-for-a-distraction voice. Actually he
didn't think he'd ever heard her use this one before.

Morgan figured Deej must have insiders since she had lots of voices |ike he
di d.

Al so, she was one of the few people who could recognize his insiders just by
t he

way they tal ked. Even Dr. Dara got confused sonetimes, but Deej always knew
who

was talking if it was anybody she'd ever talked to before. Timy liked to play
tricks on Deej, but even he was happy when the tricks didn't work. Morgan
wondered if Deej had ever thought about being a doctor. Even though her hair
was

messy and she had the devil's eyes, he might go see her if she was a doctor

"I"'mthirsty," he said.

"Wuld you |like sonme water?"

"Yes, please. And paper? Pencil?" The voice that asked the |last part bel onged
to

t he newest insider, who wasn't used to using Mdrrgan's vocal cords and wasn't
supposed to talk until Mrgan had gotten to know him anyway. The new
insider's

voi ce hadn't sorted itself out yet; it sounded a lot |ike Morgan.

Deej stood up so he could see about a third of her, the top third. She was
wearing a blue and white shirt, and sone little bits of color on her lips,



j ust
t he outside edges. Mstly if she had any color on her lips it was all over
t hem

Today was not |ike other days.

She hel d out sone white paper and a pencil with a blunt tip. After he took the
things fromher, she headed into the other room the one with the sink and the
little baby fridge and the tabl e where you took tests.

The new insider was clamoring to get its hands on the paper and pencil.

Mor gan' s

appointnent with Dr. Dara wouldn't start for another fifteen m nutes. Mbrgan
asked this anxious new insider if fifteen m nutes would be enough, and the

i nsider said he'd do what he could, if it was okay with Mdrgan. Sure, said
Morgan. He sat back and |l et go of his hands. The insider used the left hand to
draw a picture real fast of a man's face. The man had dark thick eyebrows and
shadowy eyes and his nmouth was wide but it sure wasn't smling. Wat

i nterested

Morgan as he watched the picture formin front of himwas that it |ooked Iike
a

phot ograph, with gray places under the nose and eyebrows, |ike parts of the
face

stuck right out of the paper and had shadows. He had never drawn anything |ike
this before.

He finished. Deej brought hima cup with water in it, then | ooked at his

pi cture

wi t hout asking and dropped the water. The water splashed on Deej's sandal s.
Sone

hit Mrgan's hiking boots, but nmost of it hit the rug.

"M ss Deej," said Mrgan.

"Ah, ah, ah, oh, I'msorry, Mrgan," she said, breathing like a dog on a hot
day. "I'll get you another."

"M ss Deej, you having a seizure?" he asked.
"Well, maybe, yes, maybe," she said, and ran into the sink-fridge-test room

Today was definitely not |ike other days. Mrgan had never seen Deej upset
bef ore.

When she cane back, she handed himthe water w thout spilling any and said,
"Morgan, who is that a picture of ?"

"l don't know. One of the insiders did it."
"Whi ch i nsider?"

"Now, Mss Deej," said dift, "you know it would be unprofessional of us to
di scuss our case with the secretary."

"Ch, cone on, dift," said Deej. "I'mnot asking you for a diagnosis or even
intimte personal details. | was just wondering which one of you did it."

dift thought that over, and said, "Well, the truth is, Mss Deej, we can't
tell
you whi ch insider. Somebody newis all we know. "



"Do you know who the man in the picture is?"

"Do you?" asked M shka in her little baby girl voice. She thought it was a
gane.
She was three and t hought nost things were ganes.

"Do you?" Deej repeated
"I asked you first," said M shka.
"I asked you second, and two is bigger than one."

"Well, | don't know," M shka said, but at the same time the |eft hand was
writing something on the piece of paper. Mrgan | ooked down. "Chase Kennedy, "
t he words said.

Deej put her hands over her mouth. Her eyes got wide.

"Somebody you know?" Saul asked, with an ugly edge to his tone. Saul was mean
to

everybody. Mirgan didn't like it when Saul took the voice because he nade
peopl e

not |ike Morgan.

"Somebody you know?" Deej said, right back. She'd net Saul before and she
still
i ked Morgan. One of the few

"No," said Saul .

"How coul d you draw a picture of sonmebody you don't know? Did you see his
picture in a nagazi ne or sonethi ng?"

"There are some things nmanki nd was not neant to know, " said the Shadow in his
creepy echoey voi ce.

"How about woman ki nd?" asked Deej, but just then the phone rang and she

di sappeared back behind her desk. Her voice turned into the polite-to-conmpany
voi ce she al ways used on the phone as she said, "Good afternoon, Mental
Heal i ng

Center, may | help you?"

Dr. Dara cane out of the door to the back hallway, smling and | eading a young
fat wonman toward the door to outside. "All right, Elena, sanme time next week?"
she said, her voice faintly accented. Only two of the insiders had accents

t hat

Morgan coul d hear, and they were Valerie, the Southern one, and Saul, who was
from New Jersey. The rest of his insiders sounded pretty nuch |ike people on
TV.

Dr. Dara was from somewhere el se. Engl and? Engl and, even though she had narrow
bl ack eyes and totally black hair |ike people from Japan

The fat woman stared at the floor, nunbl ed sonething, glanced up quickly at
Dr.

Dara and then away agai n. Morgan renenbered being like that when he first
started seeing the doctor, not being able to | ook anybody in the eye, not
bei ng

able to talk clearly, not wanting anybody to | ook at him Wen the insiders
had



first come, they nade himdo things and he was in trouble all the tinme because
of them and he couldn't get themto cooperate. Even though it was his body,

t hey

didn't listen to him Not till dift cane, and started getting everybody to
wor k

as a team Morgan studied the patient. She wore a big ugly navy-blue dress,
and

a belt that cut into her mddle, and her hair was heavy and tangl ed, her face
greasy, with little sores on it.

M shka felt sorry for her and said, "Bye bye. Bye bye."

The fat woman | ooked at himlike she was scared, which probably wasn't what

M shka meant to happen. M shka wasn't very good at figuring out how people
woul d

feel about what she did. The others tried to talk her out of taking contro

wi t hout asking, but she had these inpulses all the time and you couldn't watch
out for themtwenty-six hours a day. Morgan shrugged. "Sorry," he said. Then
he

gave speech nunber six, one Dr. Dara had drilled himon for several weeks:
"Didn't mean anything by it. Have a nice day."

"Thanks," said the fat woman, trying to smle and frowning instead.

"Take care, Elena," Dr. Dara said, escorting her out the door. She sighed as
she

shut the door behind the woman, then turned. Every hair was in place -- dift
sonmetines called Dr. Dara "Hel net-head" -- and her lipstick was bright and
even.

She smled. "Mrrgan," she said
"She's a new one, right?"

"Absol utely new. You were very good, Myrgan. Cone on back to the office. What
have you drawn today? Wo did it?"

"It's a picture for Mss Deej," Mrgan said. "A guy named Canpbell did it."
Deej stared at him
"He just told nme, Deej. | didn't know before, honest. Gary Canpbell."

"Gary?" said Deej, her voice high and little Iike Mshka's. Definitely Mrgan
and Deej had sonething in comobn. Mrgan wondered what she would say if he
asked

her for a date. He had the inpression that people in the office weren't
supposed

to date patients.

The new insider, Gary, was trying to get a word out. Morgan thought that was
pretty pushy for somebody who'd just come to him so he and dift squashed the
guy down. "Wait your turn, Gary," Mrgan said, but he handed the picture to
Deej .

"Thanks," she said, still in that little high voice.
"I like you, Mss Deej," Mirgan said, figuring that would be sonething she'd

renenber he had said until he finished talking to Dr. Dara, and then he m ght
ask Deej about the date idea.



"Come on, Morgan," said Dr. Dara.

As Morgan followed Dr. Dara back into her office, dift came out. "Let's not
di scuss integration today, Doctor, all right? You know we're not a true
multiple, and | think integration would be bad for Mdrgan. If anything, he
needs

to build hinself up at the expense of the rest of us. He's still too w de
open.
| magi ne us picking up another one. | can't seemto convince himto close the

door. You get himstarted thinking he can work us in here with himand he'l
start accepting any damm Tom Dick, or Mary that comes al ong and knocks."

"What topic would you suggest, dift?" asked Dr. Dara

"We definitely, definitely, need nore work on socialization. That speech

wor ked

-- wasn't that great? W've said that about six tines in the correct context
since | ast week, and Mdrgan's finally starting to believe it works. | tell him
things and tell himthings and he just doesn't pay attention, but when you

tel

him he actually listens.”

"Well, yes, that is ny function, dift. Let ne just check with Morgan, see if
he's got an agenda for this afternoon, all right?"

"Ckay," said dift grumpily and subsi ded.

"Did you find the tape in the dictaphone?" Dr. Bollings asked D.J. as D.J.
handed her a stack of message slips and opened and sorted mail .

"Ch," D.J. said. Wth the picture Morgan had drawn in front of her, she had
troubl e concentrating on work at all. She turned the picture face down and
forced all her thoughts about Chase away. She had a | ot of practice ditching
t hought s of Chase, but she knew she woul d have to think hard about him soon
This was just too weird. Something rmust have happened. She needed to find and
read sone recent newspapers, though she had been avoiding news in the three
years since the trial. "It's been such a madhouse | haven't gone into your
office since lunchtine. Is the tape long? I'll stay till | finish typing it."

"Just a few letters, but they should go out today."
"Il get right onit." She got the tape out of Dr. Bollings' dictaphone
plugged it into her own, rewound it, started the conputer, nmacro'd up the
letter

format, and began typing, putting her brain on auto.

Dear Dr. Kennedy:

*

| was pleased to receive your recent inquiry regarding office space.
Regrettably, | rnust tell you that our |ast vacancy was filled a nmonth ago. If
I

can be of any help to you in recomendi ng other |ocal office facilities,

pl ease

do not hesitate to contact ne.

Si ncerely,

Arlene Bollings, Ph.D.



The tape went on: "Ch, D.J., would you | ook up that address? It's on the
envel ope in the out basket."

Dam, thought D.J., | was in such a hurry to get the tape | forgot to check
t he

out basket. Just then Dr. Bollings came out of her office with a handful of
papers and gave themto D.J.

"Thanks, Boss," D.J. said and sighed.

"You're in some kind of nmood today, aren't you?" asked Dr. Bollings. "Wat was
your first clue?"

The doctor just smiled. "Lucky the schedule's |light today. Rest up over the

weekend. 1've got five reports to dictate, and I plan to spend a | ot of
Sat ur day
over a hot mike, so you'll have plenty to do on Mnday."

"Prom ses, promises," said D.J. She sorted through the stack of papers, found
the letter and envel ope fromDr. Kennedy on the bottom of the pile

D.J. put the letter on the copystand next to her keyboard and positioned the
cursor a line below the date so she could type in the address. Dr. Chase
Kennedy, Ph. D

"Arlene!" D.J. cried.
™D

D.J.'S LANDLADY AFRA was watering the dwarf dahlias in the front planter at

t he

Coat of Arnms Apartnents buil ding when D.J. parked her six-year-old silver

Ter cel

in the car port. D.J. groaned before she clinbed out of the car and | ocked the
door. Afra always wanted to talk, and D.J. was definitely not in the nood

t oday.

"You got plans for the weekend, hon, or you going to spend it holed up with
t he

TV again |like the last six weeks? Have you thought about getting some sun?
You're so pasty!" Afra said as D.J. trudged up the concrete wal k toward the
front door.

"Have you heard about Wv?" D.J. said, then really wondered. Afra was who knew
how ol d; her face was |l eathery and worn |ike any skin tanned by years of
sunlight.

"W? Is that short for some new kind of perversion or drug? | have trouble
keeping up with the kinds of m schief you youngsters get into anynore."

"Uh, no, it's ultra-violet rays fromthe sun. They cause cancer."
"Doesn't everything" Afra said.

Bef ore she could get started on another topic, D.J. said, "I've got to get
i nside and make dinner. I'mtired."

"' Course you are, not enough fresh air, too nuch television, and inproper
nutrition." Afra waved her hand in a shooing notion. D.J. escaped. She checked
her mail box, afraid. She'd signed up here as D.J. Hand, and had paid to keep



her

nunber unlisted. But if Chase could track her to her job, he could track her
to

her hone.

The only thing in her mail box was the fall catal og for Community Education
She

carried it upstairs to her second floor apartment, feeling relieved when she
had

fastened the chain fromthe inside

Then she turned around to face her studio apartnment and saw the witing on the
wal | . Red spraypaint, right across her Van Gogh and Renbrandt art prints.
"Only

you can purify me. Only through your blood will | be saved.

She woul d never forget his handwiting.

She had seen it in the love notes he'd left with fl owers when he had courted
her, four years ago. Later, she had seen his handwiting on the anonynous
not es

that the police found next to the corpses. She had seen it in the letters
Chase

wrote her from Death Row.

Those letters had finally driven her to give up a paral egal position with a
future in it at one of the big law firnms in San Franci sco and nmove north, to
Spores Ferry, Oregon, a town of a hundred thousand, as small a place as she
could live in and not go crazy, she figured. Gary Canpbell, the first
detective

who had seriously listened to her when she nentioned her suspicions about her
boyfriend to the task force, the one she had kept in contact with after the
sentenci ng hearing, had told her she didn't even have to open the letters.
Chase

couldn't get her, he said. But she opened the letters. She had to. Finally she
had run anyway. She hadn't left any forwardi ng address anywhere, not even with
her not her.

And maybe she had been right, and Gary had been wong. Maybe Chase had been
playing with her, through the trial, the sentencing hearing, even his going to
jail for three years, just so he could come back and find her now, hidden as
she

was, ferreting out her job and her apartnent and everything she had to cling
to

in her new exi stence.

A knock sounded on her door. She jerked and gasped, dropping her mail and her
purse. Her heart speeded. She | ooked around for anything she could use as a
weapon, grabbed an antique unbrella she had picked up at a yard sale, and went
to the door.

Through the peep she saw Morgan's gaunt young face, his w spy bl ack nustache.
He

had done something to his hair; instead of hanging | ank and half over his
face,

it had height to it. Musse? Gel? Morgan with fashion sense? A frightening

t hought. And he was standing up straight. Usually she saw hi m sl ouched on a
couch. He was taller than she had thought.

"You al one?" she asked through the door



"Deej, you know me better than that."

She slipped the chain off and turned the locks. "I just got home," she said.
"l
wasn't expecting you for another hour."

"Wuld you like me to go away for a while?" asked his fruitiest and nost
refined
Voi ce.

"No, ddift; |I was just explaining why | haven't had time to change. Actually,
I'd like you to cone in."

Morgan blinked and stared.

"Actually, I'mkind of scared right now " Her voi ce wobbl ed. She reached out
and

took his narrow hand, pulled himinto the apartnent. "Look." She pointed to
t he

graffiti.

"Messy," said Morgan in an approving voice

She | ooked sideways at him this gawky college boy with his nmany voices, and

t hought, what a thin reed I'mleaning on. | should send himhome and talk to
t he
police. Tell themny history, ask themto find out whether Chase is still in

jail or not. "Mdrrgan, did you really ask Dr. Kabukin if it was all right for
us
to see each other?"

"No, " he said.
"What ? But you said--"

"Sure," said Saul. "She would have told me to forget it, so | decided not to
ask

her. What do you think, lady, it's productive for a psycho to date his
doctor's

secretary? Jeeze, take a minute to think."

"Wait a second. |I'mnot the doctor around here. How would | know? Besides, you
lied to nme."

"Li ke no one's ever done that before?" Saul said, sneering.
"Morgan never did before," said D. J.
"How woul d you know?" Saul said.

"Shut up, Saul," said dift. "D.J."s right. Mrrgan never lied to her before.

o

course, this particular lie was hopel essly transparent. Wiy did you believe
it?

You coul d have checked with Dr. Dara before you said yes to us. Usually you're
so efficient.”



"I doubt it's the body," dift continued, holding out his arms and | ooki ng
down

at Morgan's slender frane. "I've been trying to get himinterested in

SWi nmmi ng,

but one of the others died by drowning and won't go near water. Or is this a
body type that appeals to you?"

“No, | --"
"Wait a minute," dift said. "Wait. A Mnute. It's Gary, isn't it?"
D.J. sighed and cl osed her eyes.

"That prick?" Saul yelled. "You know he's a cop? W got a dammed cop in here
with us. Pushy rude bastard!"

"D.J., is that the story? It's Gary you want to see?" Cift asked. "WAs the
picture that inportant?"

"I"'msorry, dift. Sorry, Morgan. | think I know. . . . " She couldn't
bel i eve

what she was about to say. D.J. had never known quite what to nake of Mrgan
and

his many voices. Dr. Kabukin was not a slave to the Diagnostic and Statistica
Manual of Mental Disorders the way Dr. Bollings was; she didn't diagnose her
patients with nunber codes you could |ook up to identify their particular
disorder. So D.J. didn't have a convenient |abel for Mrgan. She just thought
he

was funny, and found several of his voices willing to play ganes with her
even

t hough they al so enjoyed irritating her

But Gary -- that was a different story. If Gary were Gary Campbell, the cop
she

had known in San Francisco . . . . How could she deny it? How coul d Morgan
possi bly know enough about her to draw a picture of Chase Kennedy out of the
bl ue? The expl anati on she came up with was too silly to think about. But she
had

to think about it anyway. Maybe all the voices in Mrgan were indeed different
peopl e. Maybe he was psychic and tuned in to all these other people, or naybe

"dift, are you a ghost?"

"Way, D.J., you're the first person besides Mdrgan to conme up with that
explanation. I'mflattered."

"Yes, but would you answer?"

"And |'ve told Dr. Kabukin about that, too, but she continues to nurse her own
pet theories. We do make progress, when she gives us ideas about how to handl e
society in a way that won't scare it, but when she tries to get us to consider
getting together, one has to shudder."

D.J. tried a different tack. "How did you die, dift?"

"I'n a ridiculously mundane fashion. A car crash. | had always hoped that |
woul d

irritate some rival intellectual into commtting a fiendishly clever nurder
but



| didn't live long enough to achieve maximumirritati on and my dream deat h.
N)l

instead | was out driving to the university library one night when a drank in
a

bi g Anerican car crossed the center line and plowed right into the side of ny
smal | Japanese car, crushing it and nme between his grill and the wall of a
bank.

A savings and loan, if | recall correctly. At |east there was a metaphor
there."”

"What year was this?"
"Two years ago."
"Wher e?"

"East Lansing. They're very into big American cars there. Did you know that a
nunber of car makers have factories there?"

"No," said D.J. "So how did you find Mrgan?"

"Well, | was frustrated about suffering such a neaningless death, so | didn't
feel ready to shuffle off this nortal coil. On the other hand, haunting a
sidewal k or an auto junkyard didn't fulfill ny need for sonme kind of
recognition

either. I was drifting around aimessly, trying to figure out what | could do
in

my powerless state when | felt this peculiar pull fromthe west, and thought
what the hell. | gave in and found nyself sucked right into Mdrgan's body. He

was playing with a Quija board at the tine. Since | arrived |I've tried to
di scourage himfromengaging in this gane, but he's not always anmenable to
direction. Wrse, he doesn't seemto need the board anynore; randomspirits
j ust

show up here and crowd in with the rest of us."

D.J. bit her lower lip. She had found dift the nost reasonable of Mrgan's
voi ces, but just now she didn't know what to believe.

"But, to bring us up to speed, we were tal king about Gary, weren't we?" Cdift
sai d.

She swal | owed, and said, "I think I know Gary from when he was alive."

"Real ly? | thought that was just an attention-getting device on his part,
claimng he had sonething to tell you. Wen we get sonebody new we usually try
to gentle themdown for a while before we let themplay with the body. They
can

get us in a lot of trouble if we let them out unsupervised. Wen Saul first
canme, Mdrgan woke up in a bordello across a state line, and went into shock
He's never quite recovered fromthe nortification. He's awfully young,
sonet hi ng

Saul refuses to take into consideration. But if Gary was telling the truth

May we sit down?"
"What ? Ch, sure, sure," said D.J., clearing a stack of books off a chair for
him She cl osed and | ocked the door, then said, "Wuld you |ike sonething to

drink? I've got instant coffee or tea or |enpnade."

"No, thanks," said dift. "We need a little quiet to thrash this out anongst



oursel ves. Excuse ne, please.”

"Sure," said D.J. She went into the kitchen and poured herself a nip of

br andy,

swal l owed it w thout tasting. She coughed as the warnth bit into her, then
decided to put some water in the kettle for tea anyway.

She was | eaning on the counter, staring at the kettle and wondering if it
woul d

boil as she watched, when a new voice called to her fromthe |iving room bed
rooni di ni ng room " Doro?"

She strai ghtened, gripping her el bows so hard she could feel her fingertips
drilling in to her skin. After a monment and a coupl e of deep breaths she
wal ked

out into the living roomand | ooked at Mbrgan

H s eyes, usually a pale blue, |ooked darker, and his nputh wore a crooked
smle
she had never seen there before, but she had seen it. She had seen it.

"Ain't this a bitch?" he said, and | aughed, deep and | ow.
"Gary," she whispered, chilled.

"Poor bastard, lonely kid, just wants to make some friends, doesn't know how
to

talk to girls, invites in the wide world of spirits. Christ, Doro, never

t hought

I'd see you again this way."

"Gary," she said, clutching her el bows, her shoul ders bunchi ng hi gher

"Yes, well," he said, and tilted his head in a certain way, so that he was
| ooki ng up at her fromunder his brows, "the world being as it is--Christ,
Dor o,

what a world! -- | think we should tal k about the case again."

"Gary, how did you die?"

"That's the point, isn't it? Chase has escaped."

D.J. let out a screamjust for the hell of it, releasing tension, then said,
"Well, | kind of thought--" and pointed to the witing on the wall. "And he
nggages for me at the office.”

Gary | ooked up and his eyes went wide. "God, Doro! Get out of here!" "Wthout
gane plan? Let's think this through first."

"He knows where you live! Go sonewhere else inmmediately."

"Ch, cone on. | don't want to run around |like a headl ess chicken. Let me pack
?ew thi ngs, and get ny credit card and ny bank nunbers and like that."

"Al'l those things can be traced. Ditch them"

"That doesn't make any sense. How could Chase trace ny credit card and ny



bank?"

"You asked how | died. He cane for nme as soon as he escaped, and --" He cl osed
his eyes, nmasked his face with his hands, and said in a | ow voi ce, very
qui ckly,

"tortured ne to find out where you were, and killed ne."

D.J. hesitated. She | ooked away. "You knew where | was?"

He sighed. He | ooked at her. "I shouldn't have, but | wanted to keep track of
you. Followed the transfer of ownership on your car through the DW. | knew
your

new name and your p.o. box nunber, the town." He paused, grabbed breath,
| ooked

away fromher. "He -- Doro -- he -- | didn't want to tell." He pressed his
nout h

shut, then | ooked up at her fromunder his brows. "I couldn't stop nyself from
saying it. | couldn't stop nyself." He closed his eyes tight and thunked fists

on hi s head.

She let go of herself and gripped his fists. Tears spill ed down her face.
“1''m
sorry," she whi spered

"Yes, well, there's no going back, and time is running past us. Pack what you
need and let's get out of here.”

"Ckay." She got her big duffel out of the closet and began throw ng cl othes
into
it.

"Can | hel p?" asked Mbrgan, the Gary look in his face gone, his voice scared.

"Sure," she said. She | ooked around, then grabbed one of her spare purses, a
bi g

one nmade of turquoise rip-stop nylon. "Way don't you go in the bathroom and
put

the stuff fromthe nmedicine cabinet in here? Thanks, Morgan. Thanks for
everything."

"Some date," he said, but he didn't sound unhappy.

She smled, then frowned as he di sappeared. "Can you ask Gary if | should cal
t he police about this?" she yelled.

"Wait until you find a safe place to call from" dift called back

D.J. did a swift job of packing all her favorite clothes and tucking inportant
papers in her purse.

"Here," said Morgan, conming out of the bathroomw th a bul gi ng purse. Wt hout
pausing for breath, Gary's voice canme out: "He's probably watching the

bui I di ng

right now, and for sure he'll follow your car, especially if he sees you
carrying luggage. | bet he's out there waiting to find out how you've reacted
to

the note. What does he know so far? No police have showed up, not nuch of an
outcry. Maybe he thinks you' re too spooked to do anything about it. Maybe he's
coming in to get you right now "



"He doesn't know about you, though."

"We can't know that for sure. | mean, he can't know about ne, Gary, but he

m ght

know about Morgan; he knows where you work. Can we stash your stuff away from
t he apartnent? That way someone could pick it up later without tipping him by
going into your apartnent."

"I have storage space in the basement.

"After that we can drive to a public place and catch other transportation,”
Gary
said. "We should be able to evade himlong enough to get you sone protection."”

Wth Mrgan acting as scout, D.J. carried her things down to the basenent,

whi ch

had an in-buil di ng access stairway, and put themin her storage space,
ponderi ng

whet her to padlock themin or not. She had never had anything disturbed in the
basenent. On the other hand, if Chase were here-- he had made a sci ence out of
sneaking into places where people lived and studying them while people were
present and asleep. Wanting to study people's lifestyles was one curiosity he
hadn't bothered to hide fromD.J. when their relationship was npost intense.
Hs

favorite novie was Alfred Hitchcock's Rear Wndow. "Just the little bits of
life

he sees, don't you love it? Al those stories lying there unveiled. You can

| earn so much by wal ki ng around at night and | ooking in through w ndows."

She stared at her storage space and shuddered. Nothing could keep himfrom
pawi ng t hrough the skins of her new life. She closed the door and fastened the
padl ock.

Li ke a padl ock would stop him any nore than her | ocked apartment door had.

"So where should we go?" she asked, turning toward Mrgan, who was standing a
few feet away.

At the top of the basenent stairs, a man stood backlit by daylight.
THREE

D.J. gripped Mrgan's arm and drew himquietly back toward her. Though there
was

alight on in the basenent, it was dimconpared with the daylight coming in

t hrough the building' s back door. There was a chance Chase hadn't seen that

Morgan was down here.

"Yes," said that thrilling rich voice, Chase's voice, that once had fuel ed her
fantasies and | ater haunted her nightmares, "where should we go?"

D.J. | ooked around for anything that would serve as a weapon. There was sone
conmunity property scattered around the conmon area between the storage

cl oset s,

t hi ngs nobody really wanted but had neglected to throw out. She found a
dead- headed nop and gripped it with both hands.

H s voice sank to a near whisper, curling its way down the stairs. "If you had
a
choi ce, where would you go? | want you on ny altar, Dorothy Jean. | need you



to
be my sacrament this time. Only you can give nme last rites.”

"Young man!" Afra's voice cane from sonmewhere beyond Chase. "Do you have
legitimate business in ny building? If not, I'll have to ask you to | eave."

The shadowed head | ooked up, away; and then he was gone, his footsteps
poundi ng
down the hallway toward the back door of the buil ding.

Finally D.J. let the trenbling take her, now that the i medi ate danger was
gone.

Her shoul ders shook, but her hands were | ocked around the nop-stick. Breathing
fast, she glanced at Mdrgan, saw that he had noved into the shadow of one of

t he

storage cabinets and was hol ding a splintery baseball bat over his shoul der
Sonet hi ng about his expression told her Gary was the one behind the eyes.

"D.J.? You down there? What was that all about? Sone young hooligan naking an
obscene phone call in person?”

At last D.J. drewin a deep breath and |l owered the nop. "Afra. Afra. Oh,
Afra,"

she said, her voice quavering. She wal ked toward the steps and | ooked up
"Thanks, Afra."

"For what? | did wonder if it was exactly an appropriate nmoment to bring out
ny
hand- gun, but the way things are these days, | thought it better to be safe.”

"Much better,"” D.J. said, clinmbing the stairs. Mrgan followed her. They both

hel d onto their makeshift weapons. "I have to tell you about him" She gl anced
down the hall toward the back door, which was still open. She and Morgan ran
to

| ook out, heard a car engine growling around a corner, gone beyond sight.
"Sounds |like a beetle," said Saul
"You know cars?" D.J. asked.

"Any amateur can tell a beetle," Saul said, "but as a matter of fact, yes, |
know cars. One of the few things that kept my interest before | junped off

t hat

bridge in Jersey."

"What's all the fuss about? Who's your young nman, D.J?" Afra said. She was,
i ndeed, holding a | arge revol ver, barrel pointed floorward. "I never heard him
cone in. And | was keeping an ear out."

"Afra, this is Morgan, a friend fromwork. Mrgan, this is Afra, ny |andl ady.
Can we go to your apartnent? |'ve got to tell you about that nman."

"You vouch for this rude young man?"
D.J. glanced at Mbrgan. "Oh, yes, Afra. He has rough edges, but he's really
very

sweet . "

Morgan's eyes w dened. She knew it was Mdirgan inside, and that relieved her.
She



didn't want Saul talking to Afra.

"Al'l right," said Afra. She still |ooked suspicious. "Come on in." They
fol I oned

her into her apartnent. Inside, every flat surface that wasn't designed for
people to sit or walk on bore treasures fromthe sea: tw sted driftwood,
sand-scoured gl ass, a crab carapace, bows of water with shining rocks |ining
the bottom fragments of sand dollars and shells, gull feathers. The air
smel | ed

salty.

"Have a seat. |'ll bring you sone tea," said Afra, disappearing into the
ki t chen.

D.J. sat on the couch and tried to figure out how to frane an expl anation
Morgan fl opped down beside her, turned on his side so he could watch her.
"M ss

Deej ?" he sai d.

"Morgan," she said. She smiled at him

"You really think I'm sweet ?"

"You are sweet."

"Not just because of dift and Gary and M shka and Shadow and El ai ne and Saul
and Ti my and Val eri e?"

El ai ne? Val erie? thought D.J., but al oud, she said, "Just because of you."
"Ww, " he said. "Nobody ever said anything |ike that about me. No girl ever
sai d

anyt hi ng ni ce about me before.™

"Real | y? Not even the ones inside you?"

"Well," he said, and frowned. "But that's different. It's not |like they have a
choi ce. "

"Ch, Sweetie," said a new voice from Mrgan that D.J. hadn't heard before, a
rich husky fenmal e voice, "we've got a choice, all right. W could be insulting
you all the tine; but Deej is right. You are sweet."

"Ww, " said Mbrgan. He |lay back and stared at the ceiling.

"Who were you talking to?" Afra asked, coming in with a tea tray, a Japanese
Lg? and three small handl e-1ess cups.

"Morgan does inpressions,” D.J. said

"Real | y? Who was that supposed to be? Lauren Bacal |l ?"

"They're not fanous people,"” Mrgan said, "just people | know. "

"Qdd, " said Afra. "How could you take an act |ike that on the road?"

"Dr. Dara says it's nore like they're different parts of nme, or, like, |
choose



a different voice to express different things."
"D.J. Bubbe," said Afra. "A friend from work?"

"That's not inmportant right now," D.J. said. "What's inportant is that | have
to

| eave the buil ding, because that guy you chased off knows | live here. He's

| ooking for me. He wants to kill me. He's already killed four other people,
Afra. You've been trying to find out about ny past, well, here it is. Hs
name' s

Chase Kennedy. Do you remenber the case? He was my boyfriend in my other life,
and whil e he was romanci ng nme, he was nurdering other women. | worked with the

police to catch and convict him He was on Death Row | ast | heard, but today,
:g_ot nmessages fromhimat work, and when | cane hone, | found a nessage from
??h?re, and Morgan was just hel ping ne nove out when he showed up and you got
:);dhi m |'ve got to find soneplace to hide."

"Are you serious?" Afra asked.
D.J. stared at her.
Afra said, "He scared off awfully easy."

"He |ikes being alone with his victins. It's one of his things. Besides, that
was a pretty big gun you had."

Afra poured tea. Morgan sat up and accepted a cup. D.J. accepted a cup too,
and

wat ched her hostess. After they had sipped in silence for alittle while, Afra
said, "You're thinking about this wong. Better if you fort up here, get your
protection, keep a vigil; call the police. They could watch outside, catch him
trying to get in. There you are. No running and hiding. A running target's a

| ot

nore vul nerabl e than somebody who chooses her own ground."

D.J. | ooked at Mdrgan, wondering if Gary had two cents he'd like to toss in at
this point.

"I'f you'll sit there with that gun in your lap, I'll watch out the front
wi ndow
while Doro calls the police," said Gary. "CGood thing it's still light."

Afra's eyebrows |owered at this new voice from Mrgan, but she set down her
;lrjlz retrieved the gun froma drawer by the front door.

"Phone's over there," said Afra, pointing toward the Kkitchen.

"Gary, you know anyone up here?" D.J. asked, heading for the phone.

"l don't think so."

Afra said, "How come you introduced this boy as Mbrgan and now you're calling
him Gary?"

"Morgan has a different nane for each voice, Afra. | know it sounds weird, but



"There was no way D.J. could explain this sensibly. Frowning, she paged
t hrough Afra's phone book until she found a non-energency nunber for the
police
and di al ed.

A woman answered. D.J. pulled herself together. "H . | was wondering if you
could help nme. | think someone's trying to kill ne."

The wonman listened while D.J. ran the story past her. The wonan sai d soneone
woul d be over to check the handwiting on the wall soon

D.J. hung up and felt despair. How could anybody take her seriously? "Did that
sound convi nci ng?" she asked Mdrgan, wondering if Gary was still in the
forefront.

He was. "Don't worry. They should check everything, no matter how strange it
sounds. Especially in a community like this one, where there probably isn't a
ot going on. You won't have to talk theminto it. The evidence will."

D.J. replaced the phone book on the | ower shelf of the phone stand. "I sure
hope
so." She tried to conpare herself with people she had observed when they cane

to

be evaluated by Dr. Bollings. No, she wasn't hysterical or tangential; her
orientation as to tine and place were good; she didn't sound irrational. O
course, sone of the nobst coherent-sounding people turned out to be the really
di sturbed ones. Maybe her affect was too flat. Maybe she shoul d have tal ked
faster.

But really, the situation was absurd.

She renenbered the stab of terror she had felt when Chase's voice cane from

t he

shadow at the top of the stairs, and she sank down slowy and snoothly unti
she

was sprawl ed on Afra's rug. He was here. He was conming for her. He had killed
before. Even Gary hadn't been able to stop him Nobody knew where he was.

She lay immbilized for a while, her gaze fixed on a water stain on the
ceiling

that | ooked Iike a skull. Her hands and feet felt as if they were niles away,
and she couldn't seemto nove them

Sounds cane through the cotton over her ears, but for a tine she didn't sort
them out. A hand touched her shoul der and she jerked, then lay still. A head
interrupted her focus on the ceiling. Young face, Fu Manchu mustache, w de
worried blue eyes. "Deej? Mss Deej?" the nouth said.

She blinked and noticed that she was breat hing.

Afra's face appeared beside Morgan's. "Child? Child, are you all right?"

D.J. brought a hand up, rubbed it over her face. "Wat happened?" she said.
"You kind of fainted," said Mdrgan, his brows pinched together above the

bri dge

of his nose. "I never seen a girl do that before."

D.J. closed her eyes and tried to reconcile this with her own i mage of
hersel f.



It was hard. "Sorry," she said.
"Good Lord," said Afra, "if anyone ever had an excuse to faint, you do."

"I thought people only fainted because of bad corsets,” D.J. said, and tried
to

sit up. Mdrgan put a hand under her el bow and hel ped her. "Thanks," she said,
| ooking at him Saul's sneer lifted the coner of his nouth, but his eyes

| ooked

ki nd.

A knock sounded on the door, and Afra went over to let a uniformed policenman
in.

Wth Saul's help, D.J. struggled to her feet. She | ooked at himand snmiled. He
sm rked back and pinched her rear

"You' re such a shrmuck,"” she whi spered

"So they say," he whispered back, and slid an arm around her waist. "Put your
arm around ny shoulders and I'Il help you over to the couch."

Furious, she obeyed him As he let her down on the couch, his hand strayed up
;Zel her breast so quickly no one could have noticed it except the two of
nggb it," she whispered through clenched teeth as he sat down besi de her
2;;LLing. "Thi nk what you're teaching Mrgan."

"Exactly," he whispered. "Kid's way too passive."

Afra brought the policeman over. "This is Oficer Vance," she said. "Can you
talk to him D.J.?"

D.J. rubbed her eyes, licked her lips. "I guess," she said. Wen she | owered
her

hands to her |ap, Mrgan took one and squeezed it just a little. @ ancing at
hi s

profile, she couldn't tell who he was. His grip was warmand firm so probably
not Morgan. Even if it was that asshole Saul, she decided, it felt better to
have soneone hol d her hand than to be alone with this. She suspected that Saul
was supportive under his abrasive behavior

O course, she'd been wong about a man before.

Still, she held onto his hand and | ooked at the officer

O ficer Vance was young and sandy-haired, and had a sad | ong face that made
hi m

|l ook as if he belonged in a British comedy: wi de blue eyes, |ong nose, |ong
chin. He took out a notebook

She told himabout the nessages at the office, the letter Dr. Bollings had
recei ved, the spray-paint upstairs. "I'll never forget his handwiting. And
t hen

we saw him"

"What ?" Hi s wide eyes went wi der.

"He was here in the building. He cornered ne and Morgan in the basenment, but



Afra drove himout with a gun. Then we canme in here and called you."

"You didn't tell the dispatcher you' d nmade visual contact with the subject,”
said O ficer Vance.

"Didn"t 1?1 . . . was having kind of a del ayed reaction, | guess."
"She fainted after she hung up the phone,"” Mrgan said.
"Ms. Giffin, did you see this man?"

"I certainly did," said Afra. "Saw and heard him Talking trash to D.J. down
t he
stairwell, nasty stuff, like religion only twi sted."

"Can you describe hinP"

"Atall fella with a good pair of shoulders on him at |east six feet high
maybe nmore. He had short dark hair, thick black eyebrows, kind of a narrow
face

wi th hol |l ows under the cheekbones. Big hands. He was wearing a green coat that
covered up his other clothes, but he had | eather shoes, not tennis shoes or
what ever they call those things that conme in those lurid shades. And he ran
away

ri ght quick when he saw ny gun.”

"Your gun?"
Afra got her gun out of the drawer again. The officer nade a note.

"Have a sniff," Afra said. "Haven't fired it since nmy nephew t ook ne target
shooting six years ago."

O ficer Vance duly sniffed the barrel and handed the gun back to her. "Exactly
why did you bring the gun out in the first place?"

"Well, 1've got a responsibility to ny tenants. | keep track of npst things

t hat

go on here. | had a very bad feeling about that young fella. He waltzed right
in

here wi thout so nmuch as a by-your-|eave, clinbed the stairs, came clattering
back down, headed for the basement just |ike he knew where it was. | don't
know.

My alarms just went off."
"Do you pull your gun often?"

"First time since about three years ago. There was a squabble in one of the
apartments. A man was whaling on his wife, and she was screaming. | called the
police, but they didn't cone fast enough to suit nme, so | went up there and
showed himny gun and told himto git. Wich he did. And of course she got

ri ght

after him they left together the next week." She | ooked at the policeman.
"It's

not like I wave this thing around prom scuously. Just when | need to."

"I see," he said drily. "Al'l right, |I think I"'mready to go | ook at the
apartnment."

Morgan stood and tugged D.J. to her feet. "Ready for this?" he whispered. He



wore Saul's sneer again.

She felt angry. She wasn't sure Modrgan could control his ghosts, but she

t hought, fromwhat dift had said earlier, that Mrgan had some say in who was
acting. Wiy was he siccing Saul on her? dift, Gary, Mrgan, any of the rest
of

t hem woul d have been better, even M shka or Shadow.

Saul's smile w dened. "Yeah, give it to nme, baby," he whispered, his hand
squeezing hers with steady on-and-of f pressure, thunb pressing into her palm
a

stand-in for sex, his leer told her

"Not now " she nuttered, jerking her hand out of his and stal king around the
table to the door. She led the officer and Afra and Morgan upstairs, then
funmbl ed for her key, realized she had | eft her purse in the basenent, had
dropped it when she grabbed the nop. "Damm," she said.

Morgan reached past her and tried the doorknob. It turned and the door opened.

"Ckay. From now on, don't touch anything else, all right?" said Oficer Vance.

Maybe t here had been a perfect print on the doorknob, D.J. thought. Damm. She

I ed Vance in and pointed to the red spraypaint. The nmessage was still there.
For

a nonent she had been afraid that it had di sappeared and Vance woul d think the
whol e thing was sonme kind of nmoronic stunt. But it was still there: "Only you
can purify me. Only through your blood will | be saved." Chase's spraw ing
bol d

"O's and "1" pegged the phrases down.

"What does it mean to you, Ms. Hand?" Vance asked.

"I --" Chase had a magic chant that came out of himwhen the | overmaki ng was at
its nmost intense. D.J. had never had a traditional religious upbringing, so
she

wasn't sure exactly what the chant neant. \When he said it she was usually
pretty

far gone into her own sensations, but now she remenbered it: "You are ny
redenpti on, you are mny savior, you renew nme and cl eanse ne, through you I find
t he ki ngdom of heaven and | am born AGAIN, oh, oh, wash ny sins away. "

Later she had t hought about it even though she didn't want to. It remi nded her
of novi es about the Catholic church: confession, then penance and --
absol uti on,

was it? Chase had never confessed to anyone; but naybe he knew he'd done
somet hi ng wong. Maybe he thought of D.J. as a cure for his badness.

It had taken her nore than a year to get over the nauseated feeling she got
every time someone expressed even the slightest sexual interest in her

"I think it neans he wants to kill me," D.J. said in a thin voice. "He never
used to think about me as the-- the sacrifice, but | betrayed him. . . . |
hel ped t hem put hi m anay . "

Saul slipped his armaround her and pull ed her up against him She glared at
him her best melt-butter-at-five-paces sizzler, and he grinned and w nked at
her.

Dimy she realized that she was never nauseated by Saul or even scared of him



Only furious. She dug her elbow into his side, and he rel axed his grip but
didn't let go of her. "I helped them put himaway," she said in a stronger
voi ce, anger underlying it. "And he should have stayed there. How did he get
out ?"

"I can't go into detail,"
ar med

and extrenely dangerous. Since he's found you here, it mght be best if we
t ook

you into protective custody."

said Vance. "But he did escape. He's considered

"Yes," said Mdrgan, in Gary's voice.

"I'"'m packed and ready," said D.J. She frowned. "Does this nean | can't go to
wor k?"

"He knows where you work."
"Ch, yeah. Damm! ['Ill have to call my boss."

O ficer Vance said, "Is there anything el se you can tell me about his habits
that mght lead us to hin®"

"He drives a Vol kswagen bug," said Saul. "W heard it leaving after Afra
chased
himoff."

Vance's eyes narrowed. He studi ed Morgan for a nonent, then shrugged.
"Thanks. "
He turned to D.J. "Let's get your things."

"They're in the basenent."

They left the apartnment and headed downstairs again, Vance |eading the way,
followed by Afra, Morgan and D.J. in the rear

D.J. caught Morgan's armand slowed him letting the others get ahead of them
"How cone you guys have been letting Saul nmaul ne?" she whi spered.

"He nmakes you mad, and that's better than scared," muttered dift.
"Prick!" she whispered.

For a second, Cift |ooked wounded, but then Saul came back, with his nasty
grin. "Hey, baby," he murnmured, "I know this body ain't much to | ook at, but I
got techni ques that could keep you happy."

She felt heat in her cheeks.
"You | ook great in red," he whispered and laid his hand on her bl ush.

For a hot furious second she glared at hi mw thout noving away. Then sonet hi ng
i nside her crunmbled and she stepped closer, putting her arnms around him
pressing her face into his chest. He was crazy. He was haunted. He was

pr obabl y

very bad for her. Maybe she was really bad for him Mrgan was confused enough
as it was without sone kind of love life.

And yet. In the mdst of this crashing chaos, with whatever fragile recovery
she'd nade since | eaving Chase threatening to tear apart, here was wavery



Morgan, standing as stable as he could. Even Saul was conforting, in a
perverse

way. And al nbst exciting. Which made her want to tumin her enlightened
wonman' s

card and hide her face from anybody with self-respect.

"Hon," murnmured a wonman's voice, tinted with a slight Southern accent and
hi gher

than the femal e voice D.J. had heard from Morgan before, "we can do this
| ater.

Maybe we should try not to be too weird right now. "

She l et go of himand rubbed her eyes. "I -- | feel mxed up."

"No wonder. I'ma bit of a blender nyself, hon; can't inmagine howl'd fee
neeti ng sonebody |ike us, but having that piled on top of this other --"
Mor gan

pursed his lips and | ooked down toward the front hall, where Afra and Vance

stood | ooki ng up. "Come on. Sort it out later."
D.J. took his hand and headed down the stairs.
FOUR

They're nmonitoring everything. They said this call's okay, since I'mstill at
the police station. Oficer Vance says if you can bring a dictaphone and the
tapes and a conputer to the station, they can get themto me. | don't know.
You

m ght just want to hire a tenp." D.J. paused for breath.

Dr. Bollings said, "I think that woul d probably be best. How are you hol di ng
up?"
"Not too well," said D.J. She stared down at her lap. She was still wearing
her

of fice clothes, turquoise and silver shirt, black skin, dark stockings, black
flats. Usually the first thing she did when she got home from work was change
into jeans and a big | oose shirt. "And-- Doc, | did something really stupid."
She hesitated.

"Yes?" said Dr. Bollings.

"I made a date with one of Dr. Kabukin's patients. He said he checked it with
her, but he told ne later that was a lie."

"Ch, Dorothy Jean!"

"I realize it was stupid and probably a violation of office policy."
"Absolutely. But I don't know if we've ever articulated that policy. Tacit
understanding isn't the sane as sonething witten down." Silence. "Wich
patient ?"

D.J. squeezed her eyes shut. "Mdyrgan," she said in a small voice. O al
Dara Kabukin's patients, Mrgan was probably the npst obviously askew

A si gh.

D.J. | ooked up. Around her the business of the police station went on, people



wor ki ng at desks, some bringing people in, others answering phones, | eaving,
talking with each other. No one was paying any attention to her. She stared at
her skirt, at the black pleats. "Doc, | may be setting Mrgan's progress back
hundreds of years."

"I'"ll let Dara know," Dr. Bollings said in a dry voice

"The nmore | know him the nore | like him" D.J. said.
"For now, | think your seeing Mdrrgan is contraindicated, at |least until Dara
has

had a chance to neet with himand assess the effects of these devel opnents.™

"I don't think | get to see anybody anyway," said D.J. "I'll try to call you
again in a couple of days, if it's okay with the police."

"I's there anything else | can do for you?" Dr. Bollings asked

"Just --" D.J. picked at the pleats in her skirt, staring down, trying to

t hi nk.

She coul dn't think of anyone she wanted contacted, certainly not her nother
Afra knew, Gary knew, her other friends, people she had met at conmunity
choir,

she didn't even know nost of their |ast names or phone nunbers. She woul d have
to call the director and tell her she couldn't nake it to rehearsal. "Tell Dr.
Dara and Dr. Earl and Dr. Brad I won't be in?"

"Surely," said Dr. Bollings

The next day crawed by. D.J. and a fenale detective named Rae stayed in a
cheap

hotel, where the odor of cigarette snoke clung to the orange drapes and
bedspreads despite wi de open wi ndows, and all the |light bul bs were 40 watts.

"I hate waiting" D.J. said midway through the afternoon after nunberless ganes
of cards and Saturday norning cartoons. "Gving all ny power over to him
Reacting i nstead of acting. Are people out there |ooking for hin®"

"You better believe it," said Rac. "Us and the Feds."
"Have they found anything yet?"

"Not hi ng substantial. W're circulating pictures, asking questions, follow ng
| eads. "

Sonmewhat conforted, D.J. poured herself sone coffee fromthe thernos on the
dresser and sat down to play nore cards.

Too restless to sleep long, D.J. was watching the 6:30 a.m news Sunday
nor ni ng

with the sound down | ow when she heard about the attack on Afra. In a second
she

was shaki ng Rae awake, then turning up the sound. st abbed seven tines.
Ms. Giffin was hospitalized foll owi ng the m dnight assault and is reported
in

critical condition," the newswonan's voice was saying while the tel evision
showed a picture of the Coat of Arms Apartments building without identifying
its

| ocation. "The reason for the attack remains a nystery, but |ocal authorities
are warning residents to | ock and deadbolt their doors and to be extra



cauti ous
about strangers."

D.J. felt frozen. "Wy didn't you take the gun to bed with you?" she
whi sper ed.
"Why wasn't sonebody guardi ng you? Wiy didn't you cone with ne?"

Rae was on the phone, talking in a |ow voice, still rubbing the sleep out of
her

eyes. D.J. twi sted one hand inside the other. She wi shed Gary were there,

tal king sense to her, the way he had during the other bad tine, telling her
she

hadn't done anything to nake Chase the way he was, that there was nothing she
could have done to stop himeven if she had known what he was doi ng that she
wasn't a horrible person just because a nonster had chosen her to | ove. She
cl osed her eyes and clutched her nightgown in her hands and tugged. The fabric
was too strong to rip. Wiy hadn't she figured that he would go after Afra?
Wasn't Afra the one who had foiled his last attenpt at a kill? Didn't it make
| ogi cal sense?

Wul d he go after Dr. Bollings next?

"I have to call,"” said D.J., surging up off her bed and going to Rae. "I have
to

call my boss. Maybe he's already gone after her. What about Dara. \Wat about
Morgan. | don't think he knew Morgan was there. Wat if he drove a little

di stance away and saw all of us coming out of the building? | don't even know
Morgan' s phone nunber! But Chase knows everything he's been watching maybe he
can find Mdrgan. | don't know where Mdrgan lives. He killed Gary and Gary was
a

cop. Gary couldn't stop him He tortured Gary. He nmight torture Mdrgan. Then
Gary woul d have to go through that twi ce and everybody el se in Mrgan and

Mor gan

Rae shook her shoulders. "Get a grip, D.J."
D.J. blinked and said, "I have to call Dr. Bollings."

"They' ve di spatched sonmebody to the residences of all the doctors in the

of fice.

They're all fine. We've advised Dr. Bollings and Dr. Kabukin to either |eave
town or come in for protection -- "

"And Morgan?" How coul d she have gone with the police on Friday night and | eft
Morgan to fend for himsel f? Even though it had been Gary who sai d good ni ght
to

her. "CGood," he had said, "now that | know you're safe, nmaybe | can figure
somet hi ng out."

"Protect yourself," she had told him
"Ch, | wll," he said. He had retri eved the baseball bat.

Tears in her eyes, D.J. had ki ssed Mrgan/ Gary good-bye, the first time she'd
ever kissed Gary. During the case she had been too enotionally bruised to do
anyt hi ng besi des hang onto him and afterward she had left. Now his
desperation

mat ched hers. It had been hard to let go of him



Yes, if Chase had only driven a little ways away, and had turned back to see
t hat enbrace, he woul d be gunning for Morgan too.

"What if he's already killed Mrgan!" she cried, pulling on her hair.

"Shh," said Rae. "Round hi mup, okay, Rifkin?" She listened, then |ooked at
D. J.
"You have an address for hin®"

"No. Dr. Kabukin knows, but | don't. Yesterday was our first date."

"Boy," said Rae. "Sone fun."
with
Dr. Kabukin to get a twenty on Mdrgan Hesch, and hung up

She told the person on the other end to check

D.J. twisted her nightgown. "Is Afra still alive?"

"Not dead, but still critical. Still conmatose. One of the other tenants heard
a

shot and came down and interrupted the attack."

"A shot? Did they find the bullet?" |I hope she killed him D.J. thought.

"Yeah. Lodged in a wall. It may have nicked him the lab results aren't in on
all the blood yet."

"He didn't |l eave a trail, huh?"

"I'f he did, the paranedics nmessed it up getting in and getting her out of
there."”

"Ch, God." Still clutching at her nightgown, D.J. sat on her unnade bed.
A |l oud knock at the door nade her junp, her heart punping.

Rae picked up her gun and went to the door. Standing to one side, she said,
"Who's there?"

"Mtchell," said a woman's voi ce.

Rae opened the door and let in a short, older woman. "My relief,” she said to
D.J. "D.J., this is Detective Mtchell."

"You're leaving?" D.J. said, then hated herself for sounding so despairing.

"It's my day with the kid, and | have two weeks' worth of laundry to do," Rae

said. "Don't worry. Livvy will take care of you."

D.J. stood up. Business node, she thought, and held out her hand. "I'm sure
she

will. Nice to neet you, Detective."

Mtchell had a firm handshake and a no-nonsense face.

Rae dressed. "Downtown |'Il keep you posted on Ms. Giffin's progress." Rae
pi cked up a paper sack of her things, shook hands with D.J., and ducked out
t he

door.

Sunday after Rae left was pure hell. By six p.m D.J. wanted to strangle



Mtchell, who was cl ose-nout hed and nmean and seened to resent |ooking after
D.J.D.J. said, "Come on. You can at least tell me if Mdrgan's alive or dead."

After fifteen mnutes of silence, Mtchell sighed. "They picked him up. He's
all right. They've got himin protective custody down at the jail."

"Coul dn't he cone here?"
"Jail's for his own protection. He's crazy as a bedbug."

Crazy? D.J. felt blank. Then she renmenbered how Tinmy |iked to sneak up behind
the divider at the office, then leap up with a | oud boo and revel in her
screans. How sometines M shka just sat and sobbed, not even know ng what to do
with the tissues D.J. offered her. How Shadow, sounding like an old radio
show,

was prone to making dark and esoteric pronouncenents that didn't nmake sense
once

you di ssected them How even Cift could get on her nerves if he watched her

t oo

cl osely and commented on her every nove, analyzing the way she bit a pencil or
scratched her nose.

That had been before she started talking to him though. Once they began
havi ng
conversations, her belief in his craziness had evaporat ed.

She si ghed. She guessed she shoul d just be happy that he was safe, and that
t he

police and the FBI were taking this seriously. After another bl ock of
television-filled, conversation-enpty tinme, D.J. said, "Could | go to jail?"

"There's no television in the cells, the beds aren't confortable, and the
food's

much worse, but hey, if that's your pleasure, | cantake you in."

"Il pack."

Fl VE

Morgan had stubble. He | ooked pale, sad, and confused. The door to his cel
was

| ocked.

"Ch, Morgan!" D.J. said. She turned on Mtchell. "How come he's | ocked up?
He's

not a suspect! . . . Is he?"

"No. Like I told you before, it's for his own protection. If you heard the way
he was tal king . "

"Doro, what are you doing here?" Gary said. "I thought they had you farned out
somepl ace. "
"Yeah, they did, but 1'd rather be with you. I was going nuts wondering if you

were all right."

"*Course I"'mall right. | don't think it's a good idea, your being here. Chase
is canny. He could get in here sonmehow and get you."

"Ch, yeah, Loon? Just how?" asked Mtchell.



"Pose as an informant, a delivery boy, even an officer; get pulled in for
somet hing sinple |like disturbing the peace; if he dyed his hair, accessorized
wi th a nmustache, eyebrows, teeth, changed his clothes, he could slip right
past

you peopl e. You' ve got other things on your mnds."

Mtchell's jaw dropped for a brief second before she closed her nouth. D.J.
felt

del i ght ed.

D.J. said, "I'mnot good at sitting around a roomw th nothing to do and no
one

to talk to. Oficer Mtchell was with ne as a guard, but she's not very
friendly. | thought you'd be nmuch nore entertaining.”

"Undoubtedly," said dift.
"I could come with you to wherever it was you were," Gary said.

"Officer Mtchell doesn't think so. She says she couldn't keep you under
control. How cone you convi nced everybody here you were crazy?"

"Morgan doesn't coordinate well when he's wakened froma sound sleep," said
one

of the wonen, the one with the Southern accent. "I had to do the initial

tal king, and for sone reason that spooked them" Mrgan's face smled. It was
anot her new expression, self-contained and narrow. It rem nded D.J. of a cat.

"Are you Valerie or Elaine?" D J. asked.
"Val erie, sugar."

Nh

"Hi, honey."

"dad to neet you," D.J. said, and Mdrgan got up and cane to the bars, staring
into her eyes. His own had a touch of green in them now. She studied them so
she

woul d know Val eri e agai n by sonething other than her voice. She held out her
hand. Morgan's |l ashes fluttered down, then opened again as he took her hand.
The

little cat smile widened into sonething friendly.

"Pl eased to nake your acquai ntance, hon," said Valerie. She kissed D.J.'s
hand,
t hen | ooked confused.

D.J. squeezed Morgan's hand. She thought about her talk with Dr. Bollings.
"Morgan, what if |I'mbad for you?"

"Deej, you're not the problem" said dift.
"What if |'m making you sicker?"
"Ch, please!" said Saul. "You know we're not sick! In fact, | think you're the

only one who knows it besides us. At least | thought you knew it. They
br ai nwashi ng you, babe?"



D.J. | ooked away, closed her eyes. It Was tinme to nmake a deci sion about this.
Dr. Kabukin and Dr. Bollings thought Mrgan had sone kind of nmental illness,
and

D.J. respected them as professionals. On the other hand, she knew Gary was
real,

and she felt that all the others had independent existences, too. Time to
believe in herself again instead of the experts, after these torturous years
of

doubti ng everything she had ever known. She opened her eyes and stared up at

Saul. "No," she said, baring her teeth in a nasty grin at himand pinching his
cheek. "1 know you're not crazy."

"What a |l oad of bullshit!" said Mtchell. "I ought to | ock you up for being
crazy too!"

"Hey, Morgan, you want to go to a hotel with ne?" D.J. said

Hs eyes Iit up. "Mss Deej!" he said, hinself at last. "You're teasing."
"No. All you have to do is prove to Oficer Mtchell that you'll, uh
cooper at e,

not wander off, obey orders. Not get us in danger."
"There's no way he can prove that to nmy satisfaction," said Mtchell

D.J. frowned, wondering if Mtchell had enough power to make deci si ons about
her

and Morgan. Business node, she thought. | put on ny persona, | know where
everything goes, | amunfailingly polite, organized, relaxed, | can follow the
chain of command, | know how to find out what | need to know. | get things
done.

Busi ness nmode. Even though, in her rel axed cl ot hes, Reeboks, jeans, and a big
bl ack T-shirt, she wasn't dressed for it. "Wo's your superior? Wo assigns

t he

duti es around here?"

Mtchell snorted. "On a Sunday eveni ng? Good | uck."

"Excuse me, Mrgan," D.J. said, and wandered out into the nmain room of the
station. "Sonmebody in charge here?" There were a |ot fewer people in the
station

than there had been Friday night. She headed for the front desk. "Sergeant?"

"Yes?"

"Hi. 1'mD.J. Demain. |'ve got sonebody assigned to protect ne while this guy,
Chase Kennedy, is trying to kill me. Mtchell, the wonan who's guardi ng ne,
isn'"t -- | just wondered if there was anybody el se you coul d assign?"

He smiled at her and said, "Pleasant isn't in the job description for guarding
Wi t nesses, M ss Denmin."

"You're right. Wat I'd really like is for me and ny friend Morgan to go
underground in a hotel, but Mtchell doesn't think she can handle him Is
sel f-confidence in the job description?"

"She scared of that skinny guy?" he said.

"Well, he talks in strange voices."



He | ooked at her for a while, then glanced around the room "Hey, Harley, you
doi ng anyt hi ng specific tonight?"

A man in plain clothes who had his feet up on a desk and a True Romance in his
hands gl anced up. "Waiting for anything that night develop,” he said. He was a
large man with thinning brown hair. He | ooked sl eepy.

"You want to watch a couple of w tnesses overnight?"

"They going to do anything interesting?"

The desk sergeant | ooked at D.J. and raised his eyebrows.

"I't's our second date," D.J. said to Harley. "I sonetinmes go all the way on a
second date."

"I"'mogane," Harley said, lowering his feet and rising. He was taller than D.J.
had t hought; his clothes were sloppy yet suitable-- a biscuit-brown suit, a
hal f -untucked white shirt, a nediumw dth red tie | oosened at the neck. He

fol ded his magazine, tucked it into his inside jacket pocket, and anbl ed over.
"Hello," he said.

"Hello," said D.J., holding out her hand. "D.J. Demain."

"Just call me Harley. | don't tell anybody ny, first nane." H s handshake was
envel opi ng but gentle.

"My friend Morgan is | ocked up. He's the other witness. Could somebody |et him
out ?"

The sergeant handed sone keys over to Harley, and D.J. and Harl ey headed for
}2?I cells. "You're with the kook?"

"Mm" said D.J., nodding.

"Thi s does sound entertaining."

Morgan was in a far coner of his cell, curled up nose to knees, and M tchel
was

standing close to the bars, glaring at him

D.J. said, "Hey, Morgan, |ook what | found! It's Harley. He's.taking us to a
hotel now. "

Morgan scrubbed a hand over his face and unfol ded.

"What ?" said Mtchell, outraged.

Harl ey unl ocked the door, and Mbrgan canme over, eyes w de.
"Hi, Morgan," said Harley, holding out his hand,;

"Hi, Harley." Gary was the one who answered. He grinned and shook hands. "You
got any shaving gear? |I'mstarting to irritate nyself."

"W could stop at a twenty-four-hour market on the way over, if you two wll
crouch down in the back seat while | go in and make the buy."

"No problem" said Gary.



"Ei ther of you have any noney?"

"I do," said D.J. She opened her purse and fished out thirty dollars. She
handed

himthe bills.

"Hot damm! We coul d pick up some doughnuts and hot coffee. Make a shopping
list,

kids. Let's go."

"Harl ey, you haven't seen what |'ve seen," Mtchell said.

"I"'msure that's true," said Harley. "Wiat are you tal ki ng about?" "He's
possessed. "

"Morgan?" Harley said. "Any truth to the runor?"
"Yeah," said Gary.

" Denmons?"

"No. Ghosts."

"None of themis the Devil?"

"Nope. Just normal people."

"Good. Because that Satanic cult stuff gets on ny nerves. If you started
chanting in tongues and spew ng pea soup | mght have to get rough."

"Nothing like that," said Gary.
"Good. Let's go."

Harl ey made themwait in the stairwell with their |uggage while he checked the
par ki ng garage. He made t hem duck down in the back seat before he drove out of
the parking garage into the street. "lIt's likely he saw you cone in, D.J.," he
said. "Or at least possible. Let's not take any stupid chances.”

"Fine with nme," said D.J., lying dowmn on the back seat with her head near
Morgan's. She was just glad that Harley drove a |large American car with lots
of

| eg room

Morgan peeked at her, and M shka began giggling.

"Who's that?" Harley said, driving. "That you, D.J.?" "Unh," said D.J.
" Peek- a- boo, "
bubbl y.
" Peek!"

M shka said at the sane time, her voice high and sweet and

Harl ey gl anced back over the seat. M shka hid her eyes with her hands, then
pul | ed her hands aside and said, "Peek!"

"Eerie," said Harley.

D.J. sighed. "That's M shka. She's three."



"A three-year-old ghost?"

"Eyoo," said D.J., who hadn't considered it like that.

"How d she di e?" Harley said.

"Morgan?" D.J. said

M shka's eyes clouded. Her nouth trembled. "Water," she nurnured. "Wah wah."
D.J. reached out and stroked her hair. "It's okay. It's okay. Look, now you
have

a big old body to play in."

M shka cal med, then di sappeared. Saul's sneer showed up in her place. "Don't
lhough?" he said, and | eered at her

"Not as big as Harley's," said DJ. "Low bl ow, babe."

She smirked at him

"So who's this one?" Harley asked.

"Saul . Sonme punk fromJersey." D.J. stuck her tongue out at him

"Gve it to me, baby," said Saul

"Shut up." She said it lazily, her previous instant fury with anything Saul

sai d

gone.

He shrugged and smi | ed.

"How many are there ?" Harl ey asked.

D.J. tried to count in her head. "Ei ght?" she asked Mrgan

"Think so," he said in his own voice. "Plus ne."

"So who's that?"

"That's really Mrgan," D.J. said

"Whomdid | nmeet in jail?"

"Listen carefully, Buford," said Gary. "Take a wild guess."

The car jerked. The wheel s squeal ed. The car continued driving, though; Harley
did not turn around. "No," he said in a | ow voice.

"Sorry to bring it up this way, Harley. Guess | should have waited till we got
to the hotel ."

"No," said Harley.
"All right. I'lIl shut up now. If you want, | don't have to talk to you

anynor e.
Just make sure they get the bastard for me, before he gets Doro."



Wt hout another word, Harley pulled into a parking lot. He turned the car off.
After a couple mnutes' silence, he said, "Stay down, you two. |'mlocking you
in. Don't you dare show yourselves." He got out of the car and slamed the
door

shut .

They lay in silence for a while. Qutside the car wi ndows, darkness lay, the
edge

taken off it by the big lighted sign of the supermarket. The car snelled |ike
vinyl. D.J. realized the night was cold, and wi shed she had taken a jacket out
of her duffel, which was safely |l ocked in the trunk. "Mrgan?" she whi spered
at

| ast.

"Yeah?"
"Gary knows Harley?"

Morgan sighed. "I forgot my speech, even though Dr. Dara taught ne and taught
me. 'l didn't nmean anything by it. Have a nice day.'"

"I don't think that would work on Harley, hon."

Morgan si ghed again. Then Gary said, "l consulted with himon a case when he
was

working up in Seattle. Never knew he was down here now, otherwi se |'d have
sai d

we should get in touch with him W' ve never nmet face to face, but we spent
hours on the phone. Just couldn't resist telling himthat way, and | guess |
shoul d have. It seenmed |like such a great joke."

They lay in silence. D.J. wondered what she would do if a face appeared at the
wi ndow staring down at them What if it were Chase? She hid her face in the
crook of her arm

A key rattled in the |ock, the door opened, and Harley tossed a | oaded brown
paper bag over the seat-back. Mdrgan caught it before it could land on D.J.'s
head. The car engine growed to life and they were traveling again.

Harl ey drove erratically for a while, turning corners quickly, slow ng,
starting, pulling over. They even hit the freeway briefly. No one spoke.

Finally they stopped sonewhere else. "Stay down," Harley said in a renote
Voi ce,

| eavi ng t hem agai n. When he came back after a little while, he dropped a key
with a plastic tag on D.J.'s head. She grabbed it.

"I"ve gotten us two connecting roons, just in case you kids want a little
privacy for your second date," Harley said.

"Thanks," D.J. said.

"The roons are around back where the entrances can't be seen fromthe road."
He

started the car again. After a short trip, he turned the engine off and said,
"The coast is clear, kids. Let's nake a break."

When D.J. tried to sit up, she discovered how stiff she was from an hour of
crouching. Harley hauled their things out of the trunk and took theminto a
room Morgan groaned and sat up, grabbing the grocery bag. "Do you think he



hates nme?" he asked.
"No," said D.J. "He's just upset."
"l don't want himto hate ne. | like him"

"So do |I." She peered out the wi ndow, saw that they were in a sheltered spot
and

she coul dn't see anybody el se around, just some quiet cars pulled up to
anonymous doors in the anonynous dark, lit only by orange outdoor |ights

pl aced

at intervals along the notel's back face.

"Come on," she said, clutching the key to room 156.
They got out and unl ocked the door

D.J. had to smle. One-fifty-six was a doubl e double. So naybe Harl ey hadn't
taken her absolutely seriously when she told himabout its being the second
date. She and Morgan had a choi ce.

She went and opened the connecting door, already unl ocked on Harley's side.
Morgan cl osed the rooms curtains and turned on a few lanps. This notel was a
step up fromthe one D.J. had stayed in with Rae. There was stationery and a
G deon Bible in the desk drawer, and the light bul bs were at |east sixty
watt s.

From the other room cane the sound of television. She knocked on the open
connecting doorway and entered when Harl ey nodded to her

She said, "I was wondering about Afra's condition. My |landlady, Afra Giffin.
She was attacked |l ast night. Mtchell wouldn't tell ne nuch about her."

Harl ey grabbed the phone and dial ed, spoke quietly while D.J. |eaned agai nst

t he

wal | and | ooked at the television: a TV novie about an abusive husband and a
passive wife, with children thrown in for plot conplications. Mrgan wandered
in

carrying a Saran-w apped sheet of nixed doughnuts. "Want to take a shower," he
said. He put the doughnuts on the table at Harley's el bow and retrieved his
suitcase fromwhere Harley had left it after unpacking the car

"Harley's finding out about Afra,"” nurmured D.J.

Morgan gave her a |l ook then, his eyes dark and so wi de she could see the
whi t es

all the way around the irises, his nmouth hanging slightly open. A chill iced
her

spine: it was the first time he had really scared her. Then he blinked and

| ooked at her fromunder his eyebrows, a Gary | ook, put an arm around her
shoul ders, kissed her cheek, and di sappeared into their room She stood

| ooki ng

after him her hand to her cheek

"The news is not good," Harley said as he cradl ed the handset.
She stared at him

He got to his feet, wal ked over, and took her hands. "Cone on, sit down," he
said, leading her to the bed. She sat, and he sat in a chair across from her



still holding her hands. H's brown eyes |ooked tired. "She's gone," he said

gently. "Your friend is gone."

Shock stilled everything in her for a long mnute. Then all her connections
| et

| oose and she col | apsed backward onto the bed, her hands pulling out of his.
"No," she nuttered. "No."

It's all my fault. If | had never noved in to her apartnment, if | had never
gotten to be friends with her, if Chase had just killed me when he cane for ne
i nstead of Afra stopping him maybe she'd be alive today.

Surely death and destruction shall follow ne all the days of ny life, and
will
dwell in the house of chaos forever. Amen.

D.J. put her hands up around her neck and squeezed her throat.
Harl ey gripped her wists and pulled her hands away. D.J. coughed.

"You didn't do it," Harley said, holding her wists.
"It happened because of ne."
of

her eyes, streaking down the sides of her head. A noment |ater she was
swal | owi ng choked sobs and trying to twist away fromhim He rel eased her and
got up. She cuffed tight, burying her face under her forearmnms, crying. How
coul d

this be? Afra, watering the dahlias, whispering to her that the tenants in 2D
were probably going to have a baby, and wasn't it a pity, the way they fought?
Afra, sniffing at science. Afra offering her Dutch cocoa on a rainy w nter
night. D.J. remenbered a constellation of photographs in driftwood franes,

| aughi ng young nmen and woren, babies, children, that had sat anobng conch
shell's

on Afra's piano: relatives. Sons? Daughters? G andchildren? Al bereft now.
And

no chance for her, for any of them to say goodbye.

Her voice hurt coming out. Hot tears spilled out

"It should have been me," she whi spered. She didn't have anybody who'd
remenber

her, except a nother who didn't know whet her she was alive or dead anyway, and
a

ghost.

"I't shouldn't have been anybody!" Harley yelled. "Get it through your head! It
shoul dn't happen at all, but it is happening, and you can't control it! The
only

one who can control it is Kennedy, until we catch him and don't you think we
bl ame ourselves -- don't you think we know it's our fault that he got away in

the first place and that he's getting away with this now?" H s face was red
with
rage.

D.J. rubbed her eyes until she saw purple stars, then | ooked up at himand
detached herself fromwi thin. He's upset, she thought. Do | need to be upset
now? Maybe | should save it for later. She crushed her angui sh down and | et
control filter to the fore. "I'msorry,"” she said in a steady voice

"Yes, well,"
with

said Harley, his voice stabilizing too. He wi ped his forehead



a handkerchief. "Best | can do is watch you two carefully, stop it from
happeni ng here. "

"I"'mgoing to bed now," D.J. said in a small voice

"D.J . . . "He slunped in the chair. "I'msorry. That outburst. I'msorry. |
didn't think I would --"

"It's all right," she said.

"No," he said, "but it happened. |I'msorry you |lost your friend. |Is there
anything | can do?"

"I don't. . ." She pushed herself up, managed to get to her feet. "Can't think
of anything. I"'mreally tired."

"Yes. Leave the door open, kiddo. If you need anything in the night, give a
yell."

"Ckay," She stunbled into the other room He followed a mnute |later, carrying

her duffel, and put it on the dresser. The sound of the shower still cane
t hrough the bat hroom door. Harl ey anbl ed back into the other room w t hout
sayi ng

anything else, and D.J. dragged over to her duffel, pulling a nightgown and
her

toiletries purse out but then lying on the bed with them beside her, w thout
t he

energy to do anything el se.

An arm was around her. D.J. opened her eyes. The | ast she remenbered, she had
been lying on her back, but now she was cuffed up, her nightgown stil

cl utched

in her hands, the heat of a body at her back, the soap-clean scent of a
stranger

in her nose, and a strange armresting around her, its hand flat on her

st omach.

Li ght | eaked fromthe bathroom all the other lights in the roomwere out. She
gl anced down at the arm saw it was a man's, naked, thin but sinewy, with a
grom h of fine black hairs onit. She lay for a while staring straight ahead
at

t he wal | paper, which had a faint rick-rack pattern, brown on beige. It cane to
her that Afra was dead. A black knot tw sted her stomach, and hot tears seeped
fromher eyes. She let go of the ni ghtgown and put one hand on Mrgan's hand
on

her stomach. He murmured sonet hing and pressed up agai nst her back, digging
hi s

chin into her shoulder. Suddenly she wanted to be held nore than anything

el se.

She lifted his hand and rolled over to face him He had shaved. H s eyes were
cl osed, and his slow breath flickered the ends of his nustache.

"Val eri e?" she murnmured. "Val erie?"

After a noment his eyes opened. It was too dark for her to see their color
"Hon?" nurnured Valerie.

"Coul d you hold ne, please?"

Val erie stretched and yawned, patting her nmouth as she did. Myrgan was wearing
a



pair of jockey shorts, nothing else. He | ooked nore muscul ar naked than he
ever

had inside his clothes. Valerie put her arns around D.J., stroking her back in
soot hing circles.

D.J. closed her eyes and rel axed, curled against Mdrgan's front. After a long
nonent, she said, "Afra's dead."

"I know, sugar. | know " The massage was snooth, calmng. D.J. drifted back to
sl eep.

Dayl i ght was sifting through the curtains. D.J. woke up feeling sticky. Her
mouth tasted |ike noldy cheese. Morgan was asleep. D.J. slid out of his arns,
grabbed her purse, and went into the bathroom

She felt nmuch better after a shower, deodorant, baby powder, and teeth

br ushi ng.

She was ready to eat sonething, anything. She wondered if Harley had eaten al
dozen doughnuts in the night. After sliding into her sweaty T-shirt, she
sneaked

back out and ransacked her duffel for other clothes, then retreated to the
bat hroom agai n, gl ancing at Mrgan before she shut the door. She stopped when
she realized his eyes were open and he was | ooking at her

"Pasty," said a new voice coming fromhis nouth

"What ?" D.J. straightened. She cl apped a hand over her nouth, felt her eyes
goi ng wi de.

Morgan struggl ed up on his el bows. He squinched his face up, then relaxed it
into a frown.

"Too soon," said dift, runbling a little. "Way too soon." Evidently he wasn't
good at nornings. He waved a linp hand at D.J. "CGo get dressed.”

D.J. ducked into the bathroom and dressed slowy. The new voice. Famliar
Afra's.
Sl X

Mor gan?" She said when she came out of the bathroom She had picked one of her
dresses to wear today, a crush-proof confortable polyester nunber in burgundy.
Morgan had pulled on jeans and had his head bent forward, brushing his hair
down

over his face. "Wat?" asked the Lauren Bacall voice frombeneath the hair.

"El ai ne?" said D.J., sitting on the bed besi de Mdrgan. The voice wasn't
Valerie's; it sounded deeper, devoid of accent, and snokier

"Mmhmm " said the Lauren Bacall voice. "I'mthe hygiene nut." She tossed her
head back and brushed the hair out of her face. "You should have seen this boy
before | got here. Tal k about socially unacceptable!™

"Does he like it, that you -- take care of hinP"

"'Course! He's grateful. He's not stupid, you know, he realizes that this kind
of mai nt enance nakes peopl e accept himnore. Nobody el se ever taught himthese
things. Mostly his nother just left himin the basement and told himnot to
nmake



any noi se." She finished brushing. "Got a robber band, sis?"

D.J. searched through the purse Mirgan had filled with her bathroom suppli es,
found the pouch with hair things init. D.J. wore short permed hair at the
nmonent, but she had had her long hair days, too, until she got tired of having
to deal with it all the time. She handed El aine a brai ded elastic | oop, and

El aine twisted it around Morgan's |ong bl ack hair, naking a ponytail down the
back.

"Normal ly he likes the jungle | ook, so he can hide behind his hair if the
nonent

demands it. But | think we can do without that today," El aine said.

Harl ey stood on the threshold of their room and knocked on the door sill.
"Decent ?" he said.

Morgan's lip lifted in Saul's sneer, but he didn't say anything out | oud.
"Come on in," D.J. said. "I'mstarving."

Morgan | ooked t hrough his suitcase and pulled out a white shirt with billowy

sleeves, like the shirts pirates wore in Errol Flynn novies. "Eh?" Saul said,
as
he held the shirt up to his chest, lifting one of the sleeves, shaking the

| ace-edged ruffled cuff at her

"Who does your shoppi ng?" asked D.J.
"It's a constant battle,"
can

get a piece of clothing for each of us." He slipped the shirt on over his
head.

"I don't think our style makes us popul ar at parties. The bits don't go

t oget her . "

Saul said. "Mystly we shop in thrift stores, so we

"Does that voice trick work for you or against you?" Harley asked.
"What do you nean?"

"You could put it all together into some kind of act, if you had a witer
It's
uncanny how di fferent your voices are.”

"That's what | thought," Afra said. "Lots of potential."
D.J.'s face prickled and her fingers tingled.

"Shut up,"” said dift. "Not yet." He sat down on the bed next to D.J. "You're
pale. We're sorry, Deej. | knowit's a shock. It's a shock to us too, every
tinme

this happens. W haven't settled in yet."

D.J. gripped a fold of her dress, staring down at the material. "There's sone
ki nd of selection process, isn't there? |I nean, not every single person who
di es

cones and gets inside you, only special ones --otherw se you' d be |egion
right?

You have ghosts fromall over the states! How do you pick then®"

"I suspect a prerequisite for it is that we have to believe in ghosts, one way



or another, to beconme them" Cift said. "Another thing that distinguishes us
fromgarden variety ghosts is that we are inpregnated with sonme sense of
mssion, at least initially. Violent death seenms to have quite a bit to do
with

it. Then there's resonance. Mdrrgan isn't the only ghost nagnet in the world,
but

he emits a certain resonance that appeals to a select few, nanely those of us
here. In effect, there's quite a strict entrance exam"™

She twi sted her dress between her hands. "Does Myrgan have any say about
this?"

"I want her," Morgan said. He patted D.J.'s shoulder. "I like her. She's real
nice. You want her to go away, M ss Deej?"

"No, of course not,"
tears.

"I can't quite understand it yet, but I'mglad she's here. But | just worry
about you, Mrgan. It nmust be so crowded inside you"

she said, turning to | ook at himthrough a gl aze of

"I have all these friends to talk to," he said.

"But what if they all want to talk at once?"

"I tried to introduce us to Robert's Rules of Order, but the others say that's
silly,” dift said. "If we didn't |ike each other, this would be a nightmare.
However, | admire all of us."

"Even Saul ?"

"Ch, yes. He's a pain in the butt, but he doesn't nean anything by it. He has
certain strengths the rest of us don't."

Harl ey vani shed into his roomand returned with half a dozen doughnuts, which
E?fered to D.J. and Morgan. D.J. grabbed three cake doughnuts. Morgan took one
gl azed twi st.

"Aren't you, like, eating for twelve?" Harley asked Mrgan

"Most of us don't care for sweets,"” said dift. "This is for Gary."

"Ch, CGod," Harley said, sitting down at the table. "Gary." He nopped his
forehead with a handkerchief. "I think | better get this straight now D.J.
%3; thi s whol e ghost - possessi on thi ng?"

"Yes," munbled D.J. around a nout hful of doughnut.

"Even though it makes no sense."

"I don't think I can explain it any other way. Besides, Gary --" "Gary?"

"I knew Gary in San Francisco, Harley. He says he consulted with you on a case
while you were in Seattle. Wre you in Seattle before you came to Spores
Ferry?"

"Ch, CGod," said Harley.

"How coul d he know that if he wasn't Gary?"



"Maybe he's psychic.”

"You accept psychic but you don't believe in spooks?"

"I don't know what | believe." He stared at Mdyrgan. "Gary?"
" Buf or d?"

Harl ey cringed. "Don't call ne that!"

"Heh heh heh." Gary wol fed his doughnut. "COkay, Harley."

"You used to be a sensible guy,
hel

Harley said after a pause. "How . . . the

are you surviving this? Surviving. |Is that the word? If that is you in
there, isn't it driving you crazy?"

Gary frowned and stared at the rug. After a long silence, he said, "I woke
up. "
He gl anced at Harley. "You know how | died?"

"Heard," said Harley.

Gary | ooked at D.J., then shrugged. "I never wanted to feel anything again.
The

sleep was such a relief. | think | stayed in it for a while. Fact, dift tells
me | was gone, nowhere, null, a couple weeks, before | woke up

"Probably the last thing I was thinking about besides pain was Doro. | knew

t he

boyfriend was | ooking for her, and | had ainmed himright at her. | opened ny
eyes, and there she was. There you were," he said, |ooking at D.J., "at | east
the top of your head, over that wall. Hair color and style changed, but then
you

| ooked up, and there were those eyes. Never forget 'em

She stared at him a trenbling snmile surfacing.

"I couldn't figure out how that happened. \Wich was the dreanf? Death, or
waki ng

up? Then all these people started talking to ne, all these strangers, big
bl onde

worman, little baby girl, professor type, black kid, a whole bunch of them
saying 'Settle down! Settle down, brother, let us explain.""

He sat still for a while, staring toward the curtains, then frowned and

gl anced

down at his hands. "Well, it was one wild explanation. But you know. . ." He
| ooked up at Harley, smiled. "lIt's nice in here. Never been close to so nany
people. | was a loner before, and |I thought this was ny worst nightnmare, but
actually --"

Harl ey shuddered. "Mre power to you."

Gary burst out |aughing, |eaned against D.J. She sniled, finding his joy
i nfectious.

"Know what ?" Gary said when he had stopped | aughing. "I can't even buy a
beer."



Harl ey frowned. "Do you want one?"

"Not especially. It just strikes me as --" He shook his head, smling. "And
voting. Boy. Can't wait to see how we handle that. And registering for

sel ective

service?" He frowned. "We do that yet?" He listened to sonething D.J. and
Har | ey

couldn't hear. "Oh, of course, we'd qualify for an exenption." He shook his
head. "Kid's been in therapy for three years already and he's only nineteen
Nobody gets a nornmal adol escence.”

"Cut to the chase,” dift said.

"Sorry," said Gary. "Right. The point is to stop the boyfriend."
"Already a | ot of people working on that."

"W have certain resources they don't have."

"Li ke what ?"

Morgan drew in a deep breath, sat up straight, licked his lips. Afra said, her
voice tight with pain, "My nane is Afra Giffin. He cane to nmy apartnent."

Harl ey's eyes went wi de. He hunched his shoul ders.

"His hair was different. Blond. It was the middle of the night, and |I was
asleep. | had nmy gun on the bedside table, on a shelf you couldn't see without
being in the bed. He didn't know. He taped my nmouth. He tied ne . . . " She

gl anced at D.J., stopped. She |ooked at Harley. "Gary said it was his standard
M O. They probably told you all that. | got a hand free, but by that time he
well, | couldn't aimas well as | used to. Shot himin the arm Right forearm
Stopped him He had to go tie a bandage around it, and then noise cane from
upstairs. Shot woke up the Lutzes. So he scanpered out of there.”

Her eyes closed, and her face tightened, as if suddenly Mrgan were al
cheekbone and tenple. She opened her eyes. "He asked nme things at first. Were
D.J. was. He'd rip the tape up off ny nouth so | could answer, then put it
down

again. | told himyou went with the police. Then, when | didn't have any nore
answers, then, he just "

She shook herself. "Here's what | renenber. He was wearing gray pants, a white
shirt, red suspenders. He had bl eached his hair platinumblond since the day
before. By the time he left, his shirt was bl oody and his pants were too. So
he

woul d have had to change them either dunp themor clean them He had a big

ar ny

overcoat he took off before he started on nme, and he wapped up in it before
he

ran away. | heard that beetle noise, |ike Saul said. VWBug. So. You're
| ooki ng
for a blond who drives a VWand wears a full-length arny jacket, olive drab

He's got a gunshot wound in his right forearm"

"Il phone that in.

Gary said, "What are you going to tell themwhen they ask where you got the
i nformati on?"



"Awitness." Harley struggled to his feet. "Don't worry. | can nake this fly
somehow. "1l be right back."

D.J. turned to | ook at Morgan, took his hands.
"You told nme he did inpressions,” Afra said, and sniled.
"That sounds nore believable than the reality, doesn't it?"

Afra rolled her eyes, sonething D.J. had seen her do a dozen tinmes in her
previous incarnation. It nmeant what a world, what a world. She said, "You see,
|'ve been telling themHarley's right. W could put an act together, if we had
the right script. Did | ever tell you | used to be in the theater?"

"You never did," said D J.

"Morgan doesn't know what he wants to do when he grows up," Afra said. "From
what he tells me, he's just sanpling various classes in school. | think we
have

a future in stand-up, but | haven't convinced any of the others."

"A bit too public for ny palate, sugar," said Valerie, distaste in her voice.
"
woul d vastly prefer it if we just kept our little oddities to ourselves.”

"Yes, but we never do," said dift.

"That's because of Timmy and Saul ," Valerie said. She winkled her nose. "I
wi sh

t hose boys woul d observe a few civil niceties. And you, diffie, have the

| ecture habit."

"I don't think I could give it up if | tried, Val."

"Ch, | don't know, " Valerie said in a considering voice. "I just think we
haven't found the proper notivation yet."

Harl ey wandered back in. "Well, they took notes when | talked to them Seens
like they think insanity is contagious, and that | caught it fromyou, Mbrgan
Sonebody' || be al ong soon with some real breakfast, D.J."

"Good," she said, her stomach chiming in with a runble, even though she had
tried to quiet it with the doughnuts. "I forgot to get any dinner yesterday."

"McNamara will bring us sonething good. Wonder what's on TV." He went toward
t he

television and D.J. had a terrible sense of deja vu: watching the news Sunday
nor ni ng, hearing about the attack on Afra. What if the news this norning

br ought

nore evil? Whom had she forgotten to protect this tinme?

"Don't," she said in alittle swallowed voice. And not only that, but right
after the tel evision announcenment, Rae had di sappeared. "Harley!" she cried.
"Are you going to | eave us too?"

"What ?" he sai d.

"Li ke Rae. Yesterday. Suddenly someone canme along and relieved her. | know you
shoul dn't have to work twenty-four hour days or anything, but | just. "



"Ch, that? No, | told dowmntown I'd stick with you, at least for the next two

days. | may need a little tine off now and then. Couple hours to go feed the
cat, collect the mail. But | figured nobody else is going to make the

adj ust ment

| did."

"Meani ng me?" Gary asked.

"Yeah. | still don't quite believe in you, but I do give you credibility. |
t hi nk ot her people could easily make a ni stake about you."

"They do all the time," dift said.

Har |l ey nodded, frowning. He | ooked at the television, nowin reach, then
gl anced
at DI. "You don't want ne to turn it on?"

"l don't want to hear that there's been another attack."

"I"ve already tal ked to downtown today, and they would have told nme. Let's
j ust
check in with one of the nmorning prograns. | need a news fix."

"Ckay," said D.J. She | ooked at Morgan. "Any of you play cards?"
"I know one called Msery," said the Shadow s deep echoey voi ce.

"You'l ]| have to teach ne," D.J. said. She had never had an extended
conversation

with the Shadow. She wondered how he had di ed, who he had been. He coul dn't
really be an old radio play character, could he? Getting to know Mdrgan woul d
take a lot of tine and work.

"Wth great pleasure,” the Shadow said
"So which one's that ?" asked Harley, glancing away from Regis & Kathie Lee.

"Shadow," D.J. said, as the Shadow geared up and produced his | ong spooky
I augh
that started at a medium pitch and sank down into very |ow registers.

Harl ey made a face as if he had snelled sonet hing bad.

"Ch, cone on," said D.J. "He's just a kid. How old are you, Shadow?"
He glared at her. "Sixteen." It was the first time she had heard hi m say
something in a normal voice. He sounded sullen and young.

"You can sound scary if that's what you want," she said. "How do we play
M sery?" She retrieved Rae's cards from her |uggage and began shuffling.

"Deal thirteen to each," he said in his spookiest voice.

They were playing their second hand when a knock came on the door of Harley's
room Harley switched off the television, reached for his gun, and eased to

t he

connecting door. "Who's there?"

"Breakfast," said a voice through the door



Panic started in D.J.'s chest and spread through her like fire feeding on

l'i nes

of oil. She stared at Mdrgan. Mrgan laid his cards down and | ooked out from
under his brows.

"Don't open the door," D.J. whispered to Harley. Mdrgan was on his feet,
carrying his body with a focus and intensity foreign to him "It's him"

SEVEN

B.J. Crept across the bed and picked up the phone. She felt as if she had
swal  owed a stone, and it lay in her stomach, pinning her down. She could not
escape. Wiy even think of it?

Calm she was calm She had Things to Do. She dialed 911. Mrgan wal ked
silently

to the outside door of their room He gripped the knob

"Breakfast?" said Harley in a sleepy voice. "I didn't order any breakfast. You
sure you got the right roonf"

"Anbul ance, fire, or police?" said a voice in D.J.'s ear

"Police," she whispered. She realized that she didn't even know what hot el

t hey
were in, O the address, having come in blind the night before. She grabbed an
ashtray off the bedside table and fished the matchbook out of it. "I'mD.J

Dermai n, a protected witness, here with Mdirgan Hesch and Detective Harley." She
studi ed the matchbook. "W're at the Lamplighter Inn, 1342 Benj am n Boul evard,
and Chase Kennedy, the escaped nurderer, is trying to get into our room Room
154, around the back. Please send help." She cradl ed the phone silently.

Morgan was watching Harley for a cue. Chase's voice said, "Room 154, that was
ny

instruction from Detective MNanmara.'
11

| eave if you want me to."

Chase sounded honestly confused. "But

D.J. felt cold. Chase knew the detective's name. Had he killed hin? How el se
woul d he know where to conme? If he had done sonething to the detective, he
probably had the police car, the gun, the radio . . . he had found her job,
and

her apartnment. There was no escape. She cl osed her eyes and shivered. She
renmenbered this kind of cold frombefore, the Arctic place she had gone when
she

realized Chase was who he was and she had nade all these wong assunptions,
when

she had | earned she coul d never trust herself again. She had lived with this
cold for a long time before anger thawed her out. Maybe this brief tropical
peri od had been an ill usion.

"Wait a sec," said Harley, his voice still sleepy. "What kind of breakfast you
got ?"

Mor gan whi spered, "Doro, get in the bathroomand | ock the door."
She stared at him How could she | eave him al one out here with Harley and

Chase?
How coul d any of them be here? Wat if Chase did sonething awful, shot Morgan



and Harl ey? There was no escape.
She felt so cold

Maybe she coul d stop Chase sonmehow. It had happened before. She had to
remenber

that. Maybe if she wasn't out here Mdrgan and Harl ey woul d both die and Chase
woul d get away. Again. Mre deaths on her head. No, she couldn't stand that.
Not

agai n.

Anger sparked sonewhere inside. She could fight. She could go down fighting.
"Do it," Morgan/ Gary whi spered

She didn't have any special defense training, and she knew she wasn't as
strong

as Chase physically. Miuch as she hated to admt it, she could hel p Mrgan and
Harl ey best by being out of the way and as safe as possible. She scooted into
t he bat hroom and | ocked the door, then | ooked through her toiletries purse for
weapons. A perfune bottle. She could spritz that in Chase's eyes if he sonehow
got through the door. Baby powder. Throw it in his face. Cold cream squirt it
on the floor in front of the door and make it slippery? She did it, spreading
the pal e goop with her hands. She lined up the rest of her arsenal on the
counter, then worked the towel bar out of its hol ders. \Watever el se happened,
she wanted to take a big swipe at him break his nose at |east, his head at
best, his balls.

She sat on the closed toilet, the towl bar over one shoulder, and |istened.
Anger burned sl ow and st eady.

What happens if | die? Morgan wondered. Gary had the body; they all thought
t hat

was best; nobody was going to argue at a tine like this. Gary had faced
situations like this before. He was tense but rel axed.

If | die, Mrgan thought, we all die. He thought about each of his insiders,
al l

their differences, all their sanenesses; how M shka | oved ice cream and El ai ne
hated it, but put up with it for Mshka's sake; how Timy taught the rest of
themto play hopscotch, which a few could renmenber from grade school days but
nost had forgotten; how Valerie |oved wind and wanted to run out into the

m ddl e

of it any tine it was bl owi ng; how Afra knew t he names of every flower, and

t he

Shadow t he names of every com c book hero; how Saul was hot for anything
fenal e,

but usually wilted if any of them gave hima second | ook; how dift liked to
confuse peopl e who thought Mrgan was stupid by being smarter than they coul d
ever be; how Gary liked to laugh, so deep it felt Iike it cane fromhis toes.

He couldn't die. He barely even knew Afra and Gary yet. \Were would all the
insiders go if they |ost hinP

Gary clenched his jaw, feeling fire sear through his nuscles. He wanted to
ki |

Chase, stanp himout, crush him He wanted to whip welts into him smash his
head between two rocks and destroy that corrupted brain. He drew in |ong
draughts of breath, trying to calmhinself, but it was difficult: hadn't he
cone



back just to do this one thing? Wat else was there? Hi s goal was just the
ot her

side of a door. Al he had to do was open the door and grab

"Maybe, if it's a real good breakfast, I'll open the door,"
guess | am kind of hungry."

Harley said. "I

"Sorry. Just McDonald's, but there's a lot."

"Sounds great," said Harley. "Wat's the password?"

" Passwor d?"
"Yeah, you know, there's always a password."
"The password is --" The sound of a shot.

"CGo!" yelled Harley to Gary, backing into room 156 and sl anmi ng the connecting
door shut, locking it. Gary opened the outside door, glanced out, stood back
as

Harl ey took a | ook out. Then Harley, gun in hand, ran past Gary.

Peering around the doorsill into Room 154, gun ainmed in, Harley said, "Drop
it."

A shot answered him smashing into his car where it stood parked in front of
t he

door. Harley fired an answering shot and ducked back. Two nore wild shots
sounded from Room 154, with no provocation. "Lucky he favors knives," Harley
muttered to Gary. "No aim Get nme a pillow"

Gary opened and closed his fists, then, blow ng out breath, went to get a
pill ow.

A head poked out of room 152. Harley gestured the man away, hopi ng he woul d
t ake

the hint and hoof it out of range. He gl anced behind him saw sonmeone el se
peering out. He flashed his badge and the person ducked out of sight.

Gary handed hima pillow Harley held it out in front of 154's open door
attracting two nore shots.

Harl ey jerked the pillow back, whispered to Gary, "Sound |ike a service
revol ver ?"

" Uh- huh. "

"Six shots. Wth the one he used to shoot open the door, that should do it. |
think Mac carried a revolver. You think he knows how to rel oad?"

"He al ways used knives," Gary said, his voice flat and harsh. He noticed the
police cruiser pulled up behind Harley's. The heat inside himwas making him
i ght-headed. He was having trouble paying attention, finding it inpossible to
drop down into the cool, calculating mndset he had used when police work had
demanded it before.

"I"'mpretty sure | winged him" Harley nuttered. He edged cl ose to the door
and
yel l ed, "Throw the gun out or I'Il open fire."



Sounds of novenent, the skitter of a wheel on one of the beds as the furniture
shi fted.

"Come on," Harley said, "we have you trapped, and you're out of bullets. What
are you going to do? Mght as well give up."

The revol ver clattered out the door to I and on the concrete wal kway outsi de.

"Ckay. 1'lIl be coming in now," said Harley. "Don't do anything foolish." He
peeked around the edge of the door. The sound of a rifle cocking sent him
junpi ng back. The rifle blast smashed the grill of his car

Two nore cruisers pulled up, lights revolving, sirens silent. Car doors
opened,

cops hiding behind them "Got himtrapped in room 154," Harley yelled, "but
he's
got arifle. Stay out of the Iine of fire."

He turned to Gary. "Get D.J.. out of here," he said

Gary wanted to argue. He flexed his fists, w shing Mrgan had nore nuscl e,
Gary

wanted to get his hands around Chase's neck, watch as the life left his body.
How could he trust Harley to get Chaise, when Gary couldn't even trust

hi nmsel f ?

He had known Chase was going to kill him but he had gi ven Chase the

i nformati on

he wanted anyway. He knew he woul d have done anyt hi ng Chase asked in the end,
just to get the pain to stop

He needed to destroy Chase. He never wanted to face that dark weak place in
hi nsel f agai n.

"CGet her out of here," Harley said again.

Gary closed his eyes. The rage was so hot inside himhe couldn't think
straight.

"Come on," whispered Valerie, "Consider Doro. Life's nmore inportant.” In the
dark stage that was Mdrgan's mnd, Valerie reached out and touched Gary's
forehead. Her fingertips were cool. The red rage ran out of his soles as coo
flowed from her hand. Gary took a deep breath, nodded to Harley, then went to
knock on the bathroom door. "Cone on, Doro, we have to run."

"Is it really you?"
"Who el se? Cone on!"

She opened the door a crack and | ooked out, towel rod at the ready. He grabbed
her wist and pulled her out the door. They ran away fromthe room where Chase
was trapped and around the side of the building.

"Where are we goi ng?" she denmanded, still gripping the towel rod. "Wat are we
doing? All we need is a tank. W could ramfight through the building and run

over him Turn himinto slinme." Her breath was com ng in ragged gasps and her

face was bright red

Gary said, "It's alnost over. He's trapped. He's got to surrender or he's
goi ng
to die." Hs voice was tight with residual rage. He still felt a terrible need

to go back, walk into the hail of fire, and take Chase out hinself.



"W can't |eave now" D.J. said.
"We can't help, Doro. Sonebody else will do it."

"What if they don't? What if he gets away agai n?" A tear streaked down her
face.
"What if it starts all over?"

He took a deep breath and let it out, then gathered her into his arns, w shing
he had Valerie's healing touch, wishing Doro's argunents didn't echo his own.
He

could feel how stiff and tight she was, but after a |l ong nmoment her shoul ders
eased, rel axed.

"I hope he dies," she whispered. "Can't trust prison to hold him | don't
t hi nk
| could stand it if this happened again. 1'd kill mnyself first."

"Sonetines that's not a final solution," Saul nuttered.
"Shut up,"” dift said. "Deej, we have to delegate this time. Lord knows we're
used to that. We have to trust somebody else to do the job for us."

After a silent nonment, she said, "l just want it to be over."

They stood quiet for alittle while, and then he sighed and rel eased her. He
said, "Let's go to the notel office, get the evacuation of the other rooms in
notion. "

D.J. sat in the waiting area of the motel office drinking instant Sanka and
trying to relax. Every tine she let her mnd go, she thought of Chase; | egions
of "what-ifs" rattled their spears, pricking her conmposure. Instead of

t hi nki ng

she stared at her hand, watched it shake as it held the coffee cup; watched

t he

tremoring of the dark |iquid.

Morgan sat down beside her on the fatty brown couch, staring at the police
officer at the notel desk. The officer had a hand-held radi o, and he was
tal ki ng

alternately into it and the phone. Tension radiated from him

D.J. handed Morgan her coffee cup. "Unl eaded,"” she said.

He took a sip, grinmaced.

Di stant pops sounded. The officer at the desk tensed.

Morgan jerked and dropped the paper cup. Coffee spilled on the brown rug.
"Morgan?" D.J. said

Morgan stared at her, his eyes so wide she could see the whites around the
irises, his mouth open slightly.

D.J. went cold, renenbering the last time he'd given her that |ook. She
coul dn't

| ook away. He seened frozen in position, one of his hands clutched tight on
t he



couch's arm the knuckles white with strain, the other hand biting into the
couch cushi on between himand D.J.

"Morgan," she whispered

A voice came fromthe police radio. The officer listened, his eyes closed in
concentration, shoulders hunched. Then he bl ew out breath and stood up. "It's
over."

D.J., staring into Morgan's unblinking wild eyes, knew the officer was w ong.
El GHT

Harl ey staggered into the office and headed straight for the coffee table. He
had |l ost his suit jacket sonmewhere, and sweat dripped from his forehead,

pat ched

his shirt under his arnms and suspenders. After he had m xed up a cup of

i nst ant

fromthe hot water in the big pot, he turned to D.J. and Mrgan.

Morgan was | eani ng back on the couch, his head lax, only white slits of eyes
showi ng. D.J. sat forward on the edge of the couch, her face chal ky, her eyes
dark, her hands cl enched on one anot her

"You don't | ook relieved," Harley said.

"The fight's here," she whispered, and gl anced toward Morgan w thout turning
her

head.

"Shee-it!" said Harley. dift's list of qualifications for ghost-possession
cane

back to him believe in ghosts; have a mission; violent death; resonate right.
"They wouldn't invite himin!" he said.

"He's never waited for an invitation."

Morgan's jaw worked, made a clicking nose. Hs mouth closed. His eyelids

f!uttered, then opened, their pale blue stained with brown. "Puny," he said,
Cgfce low and thrilling. He flexed his hands, then | ooked around. " Dorothy

1
ifa?ést! You don't know what |'ve gone through to get to you."
"Yes, | do," she said. "Get out! Die, Chase! Just -- die!"
"I already did that," he said. H's face darkened. "It hurt, and not in a good
way. "

"CGet out of Mrgan!" She pulled her hands apart, made fists, and began
pumel i ng
Morgan' s chest.

"Hey! Is this any way to treat the one who | oves you? Although it does fee

so good . . ." He smiled at her. Suddenly she renenbered one evening, before
she knew nuch about Chase. They were having a candl elight dinner at her
apartment. She had nmade a spectacul ar nmeal, because she was sure Chase was the
one she'd been looking for all her life, and the way he responded to her had
her



convinced he felt the same way about her. They had finished dessert and were
| ooki ng at each other. D.J.'s mind, at least, was in the bedroom where she
had

covered the | anpshade with a pink scarf and | eft some sandal wood- scent ed
candl es

bur ni ng.

Chase picked up one of the candles on the dinner table and tilted it so that
hot

wax poured onto his palm "My¥m" he said. "So good. So good." He slowy

dri pped

a circle on one palm then switched hands and dri pped nore wax on the other
Wondering if it was sone erotic turn-on she'd never heard of, D.J. had packed
up

the other candle and tried dripping a drop on her own palm At the stinging
pai n

of the burn her hand jerked. She set the candle upright and | ooked at Chase
with

horror; he was so absorbed in what he was doing that he never noticed. She
bl i nked. Maybe she was hypersensitive to pain. Maybe that was it.

Pretending she had to go to the bathroom she went to her room and bl ew out

t he

candl es there. People did have different ideas of pleasure, she told herself,
but she didn't want him practicing his brand on her.

Still, she had thought Chase was near enough to perfect not to worry about.

She st opped poundi ng on him He gripped her shoul ders, drew her against him
"The hair, you have to change that," he said. "It's ugly. Not like an angel's
anynore. But now you're a dirty one. | forgot. Now you're a dirty one." Then
he

ground his nmouth against hers, forced hers open and thrust his tongue in.
After

her first startled fury, she was going to bite down on his tongue, but Harley
grabbed her from behind and pulled her out of Chase's arns.

"Gary!" Harley said. "Can't you do sonet hi ng?"

Chase | aughed. "lInvoke your little police friend," he said. "I killed him
once,
and I'Il do it again."

"dift?" asked D.J.

"Detective?" said a strange voice frombehind them D.J. and Harley turned.

A uniforned officer stood there. "They need you for testing," he said.

"Somet hing's cone up,"” said Harley. He reached behind him then turned to
Mor gan

and handcuffed him "I need to question this witness before | wap it up. |
suggest we go somewhere nore private," Harley said to D.J. He turned back to
t he

other officer. "Okay if we borrow your cruiser, just to sit in?"

The man shrugged, then held out keys. "Right there," he said, pointing a thunb
over his shoul der.

"Thanks, Fletcher. This shouldn't take |long." He dragged Morgan up off the



Esefne handcuffs, then took himoutside and pushed himinto the back seat.
u?liront, D.J.," he said, clinbing into the car

She got in beside himand | ooked back through the divider at Mdirgan. "Can't
ﬁgusonething?" she asked, not knowi ng to whom she was appeal i ng.

"I"'mtrying Deej!" cried dift. He gul ped.

"The little professor,” Chase said. "I'll step on himlike a bug. The sluts I
shall slit fromcrotch to throat. | nissed nmy chance to do that to the old

| ady,

but now that | have another chance, I'll do it correctly. | haven't decided
what

to do to that pesky nine-year-old boy yet, but it's delicious to think about
ny

options. And the baby. | don't knowif she's dirty yet." He frowned. "But she
will be. Maybe not right away. But after | deal with the others."” He sat back
and smled. "The cop. The cop. He was so much fun the last tinme. I'Il make it
even better this tinme."

"Morgan!" D.J. said. "Kick himout. Kick himout."
Morgan blinked, then | ooked at her with his own pale blue eyes. "Kick him

out ?"
he said in a sl ow voi ce.

"You don't want to keep him do you?"

"No! | don't like himat all."

"Ki ck himout."

"l don't know how. "

"Ask the others."

"Ckay." Morgan closed his eyes.

D.J. sat back. Business node, she thought. Business npde. Everything has a
pl ace; how do | get rid of sonething that doesn't belong? Delete it on the

conputer. Shred the file. For a m nute she visualized Chase as a paper ghost,
going into the shredder whole and com ng out as narrow crinped strips of

paper .
See himget out of that one.

Dump the trash. Edit the bad phrases out of the report. But Myrgan wasn't a
conput er.

What woul d Dr. Kabukin do?

What was she always trying to get Morgan to do? Integrate. And Cift said nos
it

woul d make them all di sappear, and | eave Morgan confused. What if they each

grabbed a piece of Chase and woul dn't |et go, though? Maybe if they pulled him
to pieces, the pieces would be easier to get rid of.

Shr eddi ng.



"Morgan," said D.J.

"I"'mtrying to kick himout but he won't go! Even Gary can't hold him"
"Morgan, integrate him"

"\What ?" He sounded panic-stricken. "I don't want himin here!"

"Each of you take a different piece."

"No! | don't want anything he has!" "Is what you're doi ng worki ng?"

"No! We keep trying to beat himup, but he's stronger. He's awful, D.J. He

| ooks

around and everything he sees is ugly and he makes us look at it like that and
we can't find our own eyes. He | ooks at us and we're all ugly. And we get al
weak when he |l ooks at us like that! Al ny insiders had ugly places in their
vi sion, but we tal ked about them and they got better, but he won't let us
tal k,

he won't listen, he just hurts us and hurts us --

"1 know. "
"He's going to poison us!"
"Yes. But maybe if you all integrate him the doses will be small enough for

you
to survive. Cift said integration would destroy your insiders.”

"Destroy . " Morgan closed his eyes again.

After a long noment of restless silence, Mdrgan opened his nouth. "Dorothy
Jean!" cried Chase. "Never forget. | always |oved you, even after you betrayed
me. | |ove you now even though you' ve betrayed ne again. My |lanb, ny savior

ny

judas --"

"Shut up!" said D.J., fighting tears and anger

Morgan began coughi ng and choking. Harley clinmbed out of the car and opened
t he
back door, standing back a respectful distance, but watching Mrgan.

What have | done? D.J. thought. If they take the pleasure he had killing those
worren, if they take that he likes pain, if they find out why he did it, won't

that turn theminto hin? Wn't they do it thensel ves? Wat about little

M shka?

She's too young to understand. \Wat about Saul ? What if he turns really nasty

t he way Chase was? \What about Valerie, what if she takes that hate he had?

Morgan was coughi ng deep coughs that forced their way up fromthe bottom of
hi s
l ungs. He was holding his stomach with his hand-cuffed hands, curling up

After what seened like a long tine, when he was actually coughing up bl ood, he
st opped, and sl unped, exhausted, on the back seat.

"Now, " he said in a hoarse whisper. "Now we're going to close the door, okay?
Cl ose the door."



"Buddy?" Harley said, stooping to stare at him

Morgan | ooked at himwi th bl oodshot eyes, wiping his mouth on his pirate
sl eeve.

"You need a hospital or somnething?"
Morgan swal | owed. "d ass of water?" he managed.

Harl ey ran inside and cane out with a big paper cup of water. He clinbed in

t he

back seat with Mrgan, pushed hi mupright, and held the cup to his lips. D.J.
hugged hersel f, wondering if Chase woul d nmake a nove, strangle Harley with the
handcuffs, push the water in his face and nake a break. But Mbrgan sipped,
coughed, sipped, sagged agai nst the seat.

"Did you do it?" Harley asked.

"Yeah," said soneone. It was hard to tell who, Mrgan's voice was so strained.
It sounded like it mght be Gary. "You were right, Doro; couldn't take himin
a

fight, but when we went to -- pull himinside us, the way Morgan does with
ghosts, he cane apart.”

"Does this mean you're all -- polluted by hinP" she asked in a small voice.
"Ah, sugar," said Valerie, and took another sip of water. "Not |ike we didn't
have our dark sides before.”

"Are you going to kill people?" D.J. asked, her voice still high and tiny. She
put her feet up on the seat and hugged her knees to her chest, her back

agai nst

t he passenger door.

"As the oldest, | took that part," Afra said, her voice clear. "I can own it
wi t hout acting on it. Just as you could know about horrors and not becone

t hem

W have the power to say no."

"No nore ghosts,"” dift said.

"No nore ghosts," agreed El aine.

"You don't mind if | |eave these cuffs on you for now, though, do you?" Harley
asked.

"Cuffed me wong," said Gary. "Should have done it behind ny back, Buford."
"I know, " said Harley.

"I don't mnd," said Morgan. "Except 1'd like breakfast."

"So would I," Harley said. "W've got to hang around here until the crinme |ab
finishes, got to have our hands and guns tested -- you know the routine,
Gary- -

but I bet we could order sonmething in." He went into the hotel office.

Morgan | eaned forward, |ooking through the divider into D.J.'s eyes. She
stared



back, saw his eyes darken into Gary's. "Doro," he whispered. "I took the
| ove."

n \Mat ?u

"They let nme take what | could stand of him and | took the |ove he had for
you. "

She cl osed her eyes. "I don't want that back
"It's the cl eanest thing he owned."

"Put it away, Gary. "She stared into his eyes. "Watever happens now, |et that
be just between us. Al eleven of us, but --"

He took a deep breath, let it out. "All right," he said. "All right." He
| eaned
back and rel axed against the seat. "As long as there's a future at all."

Was that possible? Al the parts of Mdrgan she had begun to fall in [ove wth,
infected with pieces of what she nbst wanted to escape?

She | ooked at him H's eyes were closed and his breathing had slowed into
sl eep.

She was tired of running away. She coul dn't abandon hi m because he had
fol I oned

her advi ce.

By the time Harley was back with food, she was thinking of ways to cover up
spray-painted graffiti on apartnent walls.



