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CHAPTER ONE
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He was living in a two-man cell in medium security, he had been dropped from high two weeks ago. I would not have been allowed to see him there, not in his cell. It would have been in the visitor’s room, with guards and security cameras. He would not have talked freely there. I was his attorney, and nothing was going to be easy, or satisfying about his case. He was a strange man who had done a bad thing. He was a doctor, for god’s sake, he should have known better, that he was not going to pull it off; the brain does not facilitate that kind of dysfunction easily. Good thing he was still around, his life needed to be studied, while he was alive.

We had gone to Wake Forrest together; law was his second advanced degree. He already had his MD. We stayed in touch, until the first newspaper article came out, and he disappeared for six years. I was a disbeliever until he told me the full story. I wish he had not.

*
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“I wrote poetry for those six years, trying to divest myself of the demons I’d lived with since childhood; there were a few, however, I picked up as I got older. It helped, but they came and got me too soon, I needed at least another year to write and think. But here we are. Thanks for the twenty for my roommate, that’ll keep him away for two hours, until count. He went to the recreation room.”

“Should we really do this now?” I asked.

“Yes. I won’t be around too long,” he said.

*
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The entrance was down a long winding road past a collection of upscale townhomes. There were trees, thick and full, standing to guard the amount of money peculiar to this area. It was Summerhill, professional, traditional, and secure. The houses were brick, four sided, two stories, three-thousand square feet, built after Vietnam by Baker homes. Jim started out as a plumber, and with his brother Norman, from money left by their father, built the first unit in 1976. They bought more land, built more homes for the businesspeople who moved from the city, then for the doctors who came when the hospital expanded. When they finished there were sixty townhomes. Maureen and I moved here in 1985 after my residency at Penn.
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