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“Hey, Dev, how about a Sunday drive in the country?  We could have a picnic.  I’ll make some sandwiches.  We’ll put a blanket on the grass.  It’s such a beautiful day.  It seems a shame to waste it.”

“A picnic, Mill?  Really?  That’s so cliché.  Besides, I think it’s supposed to rain.”

“It’s not supposed to rain.  It’s supposed to be a beautiful day.”

“I’m pretty sure I heard rain in the forecast, Mill.”

“No rain.  Just sun.”

“Rain.”

“Sun.”

“Rain.”

“Good golly, Dev.  You sound like a five-year-old.”

“Do not!”

“Do, too!”

“Do not!

“Oh my gosh!”

It was a Sunday afternoon on April 12th at the office on 179th and Lexington.  Devlin Macky, Private Eye, was stenciled on the frosted door.  The city of Innsport was bright and cool under the afternoon sun.  It was just after one o’clock.  The Vector radio V2, art deco style, sat on a small cherry wood table by the wall playing Count Basie’s “One o’clock Jump.”  It was just a coincidence.  

Macky wore high-waisted trousers, a white shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, no tie, and black suspenders.  He was wearing his Cognac Capstone Dancing Shoes.  Macky moved, bobbed, and strutted around the office while rolling a cigarette, looking like a robotic chicken with a rubber neck.

Millie von Clydesburgh was here on her day off and slightly resentful because of it, which was why she was trying to get Macky out of the office.  She wore a green and white checkered shirt and white slacks.  Green and white checkered sandals with little bows on each adorned her feet.  Her dark red hair was in an updo with a green band and a white bow on top.

“Are you gonna smoke in here, too?” she asked.

Macky looked at her and nodded in perfect rhythm to the music.  He stuck the cigarette in his mouth and lit it with a silver Evans Trig-a-light.  “Come on, Mill, let’s dance,” he said.

“No,” she said.  “I just did my hair.  And my nails.  Don’t they look pretty?”

“Green nails to match the shirt and shoes.  You know how it’s done, Mill.  You’ve got style.”  Macky inhaled, blew out smoke, and grabbed Millie’s hand.  “Dance with me.”

“Ugh!  You blew smoke in my face!”

He gave her a twirl, but she played along.  First, she twirled out; then she twirled in.

“You stink,” she said.

“It’s an acquired scent,” he told her.  “You have to let the smoke move through you.”

The music continued to play—horns, piano, and percussion, a jaunty, upbeat tune.  Macky was in a particularly good mood because of the spring sun.

“Dev, this is making me sick,” Millie said.

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Spoilsport.”

He let go but continued to dance with the cigarette dangling from his lips, smoke curling around his head.

“So, do you wanna go on a picnic or not?” Millie asked.

“I told you, sweetheart.  It’s gonna rain.”

“Dev, there’s not a cloud in the sky.  Look at all that blue.  You can see for miles.”

“I-can-see-for-miiiiillesss,” Macky sang.  “I-can-see-forever-in-your-eyeeees.”  He paused and looked at her again.  “That’s quite the ensemble, Mill.  No woman makes the color green look so good.”  He kept one eye closed against the cigarette smoke but continued to bob and move, enjoying the music.

“Did you go to church today?” he asked.

“No.  You called me into the office, remember?  And by the looks of things, I’m guessing I’m not getting paid for this.”

“I was lonely and wanted some company.  I didn’t think you’d mind.”

“So, I’m missing church to watch you smoke and dance?  I thought you had some special case you were working on.”

“I don’t.  Business is slow.  It was either sit at home by myself or sit in the office by myself.  Then I started to think about how lonely I was getting, and I thought, ‘You know who would love to keep me company?  Millie von Clydesburgh.  What a gal!”

“You poor baby,” Millie said.

He inhaled, blew out smoke again, and held out one arm while touching his pelvis with the other.  He balanced on one foot, bent, kicked, and shook his pelvis again.

“Where did you learn that move?” Millie asked.

“I made it up.”

“It looks like it.”

Macky smiled and inhaled the cigarette.

“Dev, it’s my day off,” Millie said.  “I wanted to show off my new outfit at church.  Besides, it’s spring, and I don’t want to stay inside a smoke-filled office all day.  I want to go outside and do something fun.  All the flowers are blooming.”

“We’ll do anything you want,” he said.  “Just say the word.”

“I want to go on a picnic, Dev.  I want a Sunday drive in the country.”

“Anything but that.”

“Dev!”

“Cliché, Mill.  Soooo cliché.  How about a movie?”

“No.  I don’t want to sit in a dark, cold theater.  I don’t want to sit in a musty, smelly office, either.  I want some sun.  You could use some yourself.  You look pale.”

“I freckle.  And so do you.  We both have fair skin, Mill.”

Millie rolled her eyes.  Macky walked over and turned the radio down.

“What time do you want to leave?” he asked.

“As soon as possible.  I can make some sandwiches, and we can get some strawberries.  Maybe even some wine.  Or some whiskey, if you’re a good boy.”

“I’m losing interest in . . . wait!  Did you say whiskey?”

“I did.”

“I’ll get my keys.”

—
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They got in the coupe and stopped at Innsport Grocery.  They bought ham, turkey, Swiss cheese, lettuce, pickles, tomatoes, strawberries, peaches, mayonnaise and mustard.  They went to the liquor store afterwards and bought a bottle of white zinfandel for Millie and a pint of bourbon for Macky.  They drove to Millie’s new apartment on 181st and Chestnut, The Spade Manor, and prepared everything in the kitchen.  Mr. Kalabraise, Millie’s cocker spaniel, yelped, barked, and wagged her tail.  Millie set out a bowl of food for her, patted her head, and Macky made sarcastic remarks about a female dog having a male name.  Millie ignored him.  

They put everything in the picnic basket and walked down to the coupe.  Millie carried her purse, blanket, and wine glasses.

“This basket is pretty heavy, Mill,” Macky said.  “Are we going on a one- or a three-day picnic?”

“Quit griping.  You’re such a baby sometimes, Dev.  I swear.”

“I’m a man at all the other times, and that’s good enough for me.”

Millie gave him a look, and Macky smiled.  He put the picnic basket in the trunk, and they both got into the coupe.

“Did we remember the whiskey?” he asked.

“Yes, Dev.”

“By golly, I think we’re ready to go!”

Millie hopped up and down in her seat.  “Yaayy!”  She started clapping.  “Dev, this is so exciting!”

“You know, you’re right.  I think I’m excited, too,” Macky said.  “Where’s the booze?”

“Not till we park.”

“Just a belt to get me going.  Quit being a sour puss.”

“No, Dev.  I’m not gonna be responsible for you drinking and driving.”

“What’s the point of driving if I can’t have a belt to enjoy it?”

“It’ll taste better when we get to our destination.”

Macky sighed.  “You’re killing me, Mill.  You know that?”

“There’s that baby I mentioned.”

Macky put the car in drive and pulled away from the curb.

—
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There was plenty of daylight still, but Millie was right.  It was the perfect day for a picnic.  Macky was glad she’d talked him into it.

The windows were rolled down; it was warm, and the breeze was cool against his face.  Once they were out of the city and on the highway, the country unfolded with farmlands and vast green pastures.  Hills and forests of pine were in the distance.

“Dev,” Millie said.  She had dressed for the occasion with a thin, white scarf around her neck and big, bug-eyed sunglasses. “This is so beautiful.  Wasn’t this a good idea?  Aren’t you glad I talked you into it?”

He shrugged.  “It’s okay, I guess.”

“You can’t give me any credit for anything, can you?”

“You didn’t chip in for gas,” he said.

The radio was on.  Zarah Leander was singing a sultry tune from the speakers.  Macky bobbed his head to it.

“See, I told you, Mill,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“Clouds.”  He indicated the western horizon where a rolling stretch of clouds was forming.

“I’m not worried,” she said.  “It’s going to be a good day.  I can feel it.”

They drove for another hour before finding a turnoff, a dirt road leading north through more open country and closer to the forest.  The small hills were turning green.  A creek meandered through it all, and a large oak tree provided plenty of shade—the perfect spot for a picnic.

Macky parked the car.  They pulled out the blanket, got the picnic basket, and walked up to the oak, setting everything on a large blanket.  The trees were in full bloom, blowing in the breeze.  Leaves rustled; the air was rich and clean.  Macky took a deep breath and looked around, smiling.

“I have to say, Mill,” he said. “This was a good idea.”

“Told you,” she said.

Macky sat on the blanket.  Millie sat beside him and started pulling things out of the picnic basket.

“It’s beautiful here, Dev,” she said.  “We picked a good spot.”

“Where’s the whiskey?  All that driving has made me thirsty.”

“Putting on a shirt makes you thirsty, Dev.”

“I’ll settle for wine to show you I’m a good sport.”

“The resistance must be killing you.”

They pulled out the sandwiches, strawberries and peaches, and Millie poured some wine into the glasses.

“To Sunday picnics and green bows,” Macky said, holding up a glass.  

Millie smiled, and they clinked glasses.

They unwrapped their sandwiches, nibbled on the strawberries, sipped the wine, and chatted, enjoying the scenery while they ate.  Birds sang in the trees.  A rabbit appeared and stopped to study them.  It looked at them with liquid brown eyes.

“I feel like I’m in a fairytale, Mill.”

“You’re welcome.”

“I think it’s time for the whiskey, though.”

“You didn’t even sip your wine,” Millie said.

“I don’t have the palate for that.  It gives me a headache.”

“You don’t have the slightest hint of romance or sensitivity about you, you know that, Dev?”

“I just told you how pretty you looked,” Macky said.  “More than once, I think.”

“That was twenty minutes ago.”

“What have you done for me lately, right?”

“You know me all too well, Dev.”

“I did provide the wheels, you know?” he said.

Macky nibbled on a strawberry.  He looked at the lush grass.  Birds were flitting from tree to tree.

After the sandwiches, Macky laid back and closed his eyes.  “Time for the Sunday snooze, Mill.  Curl up and put your head on my chest, will you?”

“No.  I want to go exploring and have some fun.  Don’t you want to enjoy the day?”

“I am enjoying the day.  But I’ll enjoy it more after a nap.  Don’t you want to lie down and stare at the sky with me?”

“No.”

“Another glass of wine, perhaps?”

“That’s your answer to everything,” she said.

“Actually, I prefer the harder hooch.”

“Do you have a headache?”

“Yes.”

“From the wine?” Millie asked.

“No.  From you talking.  Lie down with me, Mill.”

“No.”

“Suit yourself.”

“Incorrigible and impossible,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“You forgot unromantic and unsentimental.”

“That goes without saying.”

“Good night, Mill,” Macky said, and closed his eyes.  “Wake me up when the storm comes.”

—
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The weather had noticeably cooled.  The wind was blowing slightly when Macky awoke.  The sky was overcast, and the first drops of rain plopped onto his face.  Macky stretched and looked around.  Millie was gone.

He looked at the sky.  The first low rumble of thunder sounded.  Millie was coming up from the creek before the forest.  She had a handful of daisies, fixing one behind her ear.

“Whattaya think, Dev?  Should I be on the cover of Vogue or what?”

“Vanity Fair, too,” he said.

“Gross.  I’m not that kind of girl.”

“Aren’t they both the same kind of rag?”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means you’re too classy for trash rags, Mill.”

“Is Vanity Fair a trash rag?”

“It could be if it wanted to be, I guess.”

The sprinkles were starting to fall more heavily.  Millie looked at the sky.  “Pooh.  Looks like the picnic is over.”

“We can always come back another day.”

They gathered up the supplies, putting everything in the picnic basket.  Millie grabbed the blanket.  They headed back to the coupe, put it all in the trunk, and got inside.  Macky turned the key and the car started.

Another rumble of thunder sounded.  The rain started to fall.  Macky put the wipers on.  He put the coupe in drive and pulled away from the oak tree.

“Where on earth are we, anyway?” he asked, peering through the windshield.

“You turn around and go back the way you came, silly.”

“I don’t think I was paying that much attention to the roads.”

“Enjoying the scenery too much?”

“Yeah.  Weren’t you?” he asked.

They drove for a ways on the dirt road.  The rain came down harder, making it difficult to see through the windshield.

“You didn’t tell me how pretty this daisy looked in my hair, Dev,” Millie said.

“Are you being serious?” he asked.

“In case you didn’t notice, I’m having a very insecure moment.  This is an opportunity for you to practice some chivalry.”

“I forgot my horse,” he said.

“You’re not going to accept my challenge?”

Macky turned and looked at her.  “You don’t look like you’re any danger at the moment, Mill.”

“My pride is in danger of being bruised by a man with no sensitivity.”

“Hey, I’m plenty sensitive.  And a gentleman.”

“Yeah.  About what?”

Macky sat and thought about it.  “Nothing’s coming to mind at the moment, but that doesn’t really mean anything.”

The sky turned darker.  Macky continued to drive.  They were still on the dirt road.  The rain was loud on the roof of the car.

“How long was I napping for?” he asked.

“About an hour.”

“That long?”

“Big sandwich and lots of wine—or whiskey in this case.”

Millie pulled out her compact mirror and looked at herself.  She smoothed an eyebrow and put a lock of hair in place.

Thunder cracked again, and the rain fell heavier, louder on the roof.

“I told you it was going to rain,” he said.

“That daisy sure looks pretty in my hair, Dev,” Millie said, looking at herself.  “Don’t you think?”

“I can barely see through the windshield,” Macky said, peering again.  “And this road has turned into nothing but mud.  Wasn’t the turnoff around here somewhere?”

“Yes, sir,” Millie said, inspecting the daisy in the compact mirror. “Pretty daisy.  White petals, yellow center.  Smells nice, too.  Pretty daisy.  Yes.  You are a pretty daisy, aren’t you?”

Macky looked at Mille and frowned.  “How about getting the map out.  I can’t see anything.  I know we’re supposed to make a turn around here somewhere.”

“You weren’t paying attention, Dev.”

“I’m paying attention to the road, Mill.”

“I didn’t mean the road, you oaf!  I meant the daisy in my hair!”

Macky looked at her and looked at the daisy.  “Smashing, Mill.  Straight out of the Garden of Eden.  It really suits you.  Now, how about getting the map out of the glove-box before I drive us off a cliff.”

“You weren’t even looking at me when you said that.  Am I supposed to take that as a compliment?”

Macky sighed, put the car in park, and looked at her.  He opened his eyes wide for effect.  “You look beautiful, Mill.  Sincerely.”  He kept his eyes open wide until it spooked her.

“You’re a jerk,” she said.

Macky chuckled, put the car in drive, and started forward.  Millie looked in the glove compartment for the map, pulled it out, and unfolded it.

“You know, I was just trying to make a nice afternoon for the both of us,” she said.  “And now we’re in the middle of a rainstorm!”

Macky peered through the foggy mirror, the wipers going as fast as they could, but it was hard to see.  He put the headlights on.  It was getting darker.

“I think we passed the road we were supposed to turn on, Dev.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.”

“We weren’t that far from the highway,” he said.  “I figured we’d run right into it.”

Macky gripped the wheel, kept driving, and peered into the foggy rain.  It came barreling onto the car, making everything sound like a cheap drum-set.

“I think I could go for the whiskey now, Mill.  Be a sport, will ya?”

“Help yourself.  It’s in the trunk.”

“Why did you put the whiskey in the trunk?”

“You shouldn’t be driving under the influence anyway.”

“What influence?  I just want a belt.”

“No.”

“Then roll me a cigarette,” he said.

“No.  The smell gets in my clothes and in my hair.  It’s disgusting.”

“Millie?”

“Yes?”

“You’re making it very hard to enjoy this Sunday drive.”

“Yeah?  Just keep your eyes on the road, mister.  I don’t want you driving us off a cliff.”

Macky gripped the wheel harder and peered through the windshield.

“Dev?”  Millie said

“Yeah?”

“Do you really think this daisy looks pretty in my hair?”

—
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“I think it’s safe to say we’re lost,” Macky said, his hands on the wheel.  He looked out the driver’s side, then Millie’s. But it was just wet and misty rain.

The dark was coming on.  They’d been driving for over an hour.  The rain hadn’t let up.  If anything, it was getting worse.

“I didn’t expect this to happen,” Millie said, looking out the windows.  They could barely see the road.

“It’s all right,” Macky said.  “It’s just a little water.”

It was more than a little water.  It was a downpour.  The road was virtually invisible.  They’d taken several turns but hadn’t found the highway.

Millie turned the map one way, then the other, and frowned.

“Umm . . .” she said, biting her bottom lip.

Macky looked at her.  “That didn’t sound good.  What is it?”

“Uh . . . Dev, promise you won’t get mad, okay?”

Macky sighed.  “What is it, Mill?”

“I’m not gonna say anything until you promise not to get mad,” Millie said.

Macky sighed.  “Just spill it,” he said.  “I won’t get mad.”

Millie put the map down.  “Are you really promising, Dev?  Or are you just saying you’re promising, so I’ll say it?  You know how some people do that?”

“Millie, my patience is wearing thin at the moment.  My knuckles are turning white trying to navigate this storm, and I really could use a drink.  Just tell me.”

Millie paused for a second.  She twirled her thumbs in her lap and chewed on her bottom lip.  “I had the map upside down.”

Macky put his foot on the brake gently and put the car in park.  He turned toward her.  “Excuse me?” he asked.

“I had the map upside down,” she said, and chuckled.  “Which is really kinda funny if you think about it, considering . . . you know . . . we should probably be headed in the opposite direction as opposed to the way we’re actually going.  Boy!”  She shook her head theatrically.  “Don’t you think that’s funny, Dev?”

He stared at her for a long time and frowned.  “Are you being serious?”

“I’m afraid so.  Remember, you promised not to get mad.”

Millie chewed on a thumbnail, looked at the roof of the car, then drummed her fingers on her thigh.  She pursed her lips and tried to whistle nonchalantly, looking at Macky out of the corner of her eye.

“It was an honest mistake,” Macky said.

“I am so glad you see it that way, Dev.”

“We’re almost out of gas, though.”

“That wasn’t what I wanted to hear.”

“Do you have the map the right way now, navigator?”

“You bet your boots I do, sailor!”

“So which way do we go?”

“I’m not sure, considering . . . I have no idea where we are.”  She looked through the windows but couldn’t see anything.

“What’s that?” he said.  

Something was visible through the windshield they hadn’t noticed before.

“What’s what?” Millie asked.

A wooden sign was on the right side of the road. Faded white letters read, Welcome to Arkham.  A small symbol like a pine tree with two branches on one side and three on the other was in the lower right corner, as if someone had painted it there.

“I don’t remember seeing any Arkham on the map,” Millie said.

“It would be called Mahkra, since you had it upside down.”

“That’s backwards.  If it were upside down, it would be Wahkrv—or something like that.”

“Well, Mahkra, Wahkrv, or Arkham is where we are,” he said.  “Is there really no Arkham on the map, Millie?”

“I don’t see it anywhere, Dev,” Millie said looking at the map.

Macky put the car in gear and drove past the sign.  “I guess we’re staying here for the night then.  Maybe they have a nice bed and breakfast.”

It was full dark.  The headlights cut through the rainy night.  All they could see was the muddy road in front of them.

The coupe labored along.  Something bolted across the road and disappeared.  It was in the headlights for a second and gone.  

To Millie, it looked like a giant spider.  She screamed and threw the map into the air.

Macky veered the coupe to the left, hit a small ditch, and the car stalled.
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“Dev, so help me, if you tell me the car just broke down, I’m gonna go into hysterics.”

He turned the key.  The engine revved and revved but didn’t turn over.  “Do you want me to word it any special way, so you don’t go into hysterics?” he asked.

“That’s not funny, Dev.  Are we stranded or not?”

“It sure looks that way.”

Millie looked out the window.  “What was that thing, Dev?”

The rain continued to beat on the roof.  It sounded like thousands of golf balls.

“What thing?” he asked.

“The thing that ran across the road.  The reason I screamed.  You heard me scream, didn’t you?”

“I thought a hairpin came out of your updo.  I didn’t see anything.” Macky turned the key again, but the coupe just labored away without turning over.  “I hate to tell you this, Mill, but it looks like we’re stranded.”

Millie closed her eyes and started to cry.  “This isn’t happening!”

“That’s not gonna make the car start.”

“Okay,” Millie told herself, taking deep breaths.  “Just calm down.  Everything’s gonna be okay.”

Macky looked at her, concerned.  “Are you hyperventilating?” he asked.

“I don’t know.  Maybe.  Dev, what are we gonna do?”

“We got some wine in the trunk and some hooch.  I think, for starters, it’s pretty obvious.”

“Seriously, Dev.”

“I’m thinking, Mill.  I have to weigh all our options.  If I have a list of choices, I can pick the right one.”

“We’re stuck in the middle of some dark, nowhere town in the pouring rain, miles from Innsport, and I just saw a giant spider crossing the road.”

“You make it sound so hopeless.”

Millie looked at him and narrowed her eyes.

“Don’t worry, Mill.  At least there’s a town nearby.  We can hoof it through the rain or stay here and wait till morning.  Whattaya think?”

“We’re stuck!  We’re stuck, and it’s all my fault!”

“It is not,” he said.  “I’m sure if I’d been driving with any other woman, she’d have read the map wrong, too.”

Millie turned and gave him a cold, penetrating stare.

“What I mean is . . .”

Something hit the back of the car, and Millie screamed again.

“What was that?” she asked, alarmed.

“I don’t know,” he said.  “I’ll go out and check.”

“No!  Are you sure you didn’t see that thing crossing the road?”

“I didn’t.  My focus was on the sign.”

“Why is it that men can never multi-task?”

“That’s a question that’s been plaguing philosophers for centuries, no doubt.”  He changed the subject.  “What did it look like?”

“Dev, I can’t . . . I won’t.  It was hideous.  Like a giant spider, only . . .”

“Only what?” he said.

“It had arms for legs.”

Macky looked at her and frowned.  “Arms for legs?”

“I know it sounds crazy.  But that’s what I saw.”

“Okay.  Okay.  It’s all right.  I believe you.”

“I’m scared, Dev.  I don’t like this.  Try the car again.  Please.”

Dev turned the key.  The same futile grinding sounded.  He turned the ignition off.

“All I wanted was a nice Sunday drive,” Millie said.  “That was it.  An afternoon picnic, you know?  This is all my fault!”

“You’re being too hard on yourself.”

“Mine-mine-mine!”  Millie said, and banged on the seat.

“Stop that.  You sound like Gollum.”

“Gollum!  Gollum!”

“That’s a different world altogether.  Let’s try staying in this one, huh?”

“Okay, Dev.  I’m calm.  I’m calming down.  I’m taking deep breaths.  See?  See how I’m calming down?  Aren’t you proud of me?”

“I’m very proud of you,” Macky said.

Something hit the car again, and Millie screamed a third time.

—
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“What was that?” Macky asked.

“Dev, this is terrible.  We don’t know where we are, and who knows what that thing is outside.”

“It’s been quiet for a while.  Maybe it went away.”

“Maybe it’s waiting for you to investigate so it can gnaw your face off.”

Macky raised his eyebrows.  “That’s the most morbid thing I’ve ever heard you say.”

“I’m not in a very good mood.”

“Mill?”

“Yes?”

“Someone has to get the hooch,” he said.

Millie raised her eyebrows.  “What are you looking at me for?”

“Because I have my Cognac Capstone Dancing Shoes on.”

“So?”

“So I don’t want to ruin them.”

“So take them off,” she said.

“But I have my cotton argyles on, too.”

“So go barefoot.”

“Come on, Mill, you can do it.  Your sandals are easily replaceable.”

“I’ll have you know I looked high and low for these, and they weren’t easy to find.  You want the hooch, you get the hooch.  Bring me the wine and strawberries while you’re at it.”

“All right,” Macky said.  “All right.  Do you think it’s safe enough to go out there?”

“I don’t know.  Maybe it’s just waiting for you to step outside . . .”

“. . . so it can gnaw my face off.  Right.  I’m taking my hunch into account, and it’s telling me the coast is clear.”

“Your dependence on alcohol is speaking louder than your hunch.”

“You might be right,” Macky said.  “Which makes this mission all the more important.”

“Fine.  Go.  Get your face gnawed off and leave me here all by myself.  See if I care!  It was a stupid Sunday picnic anyway.”

“That daisy sure does look nice in your hair, Mill,” Macky said.

“Now is not the time to sweet talk to me.”  She pouted and folded her arms.

Macky took a deep breath.  “Okay.  You wait here.  I’ll be right back.”

“Dev, don’t you dare leave me here all by myself!”

“Mill, I do my best thinking when I’m out on the roof.”

“When you’re . . . what?”

“Two seconds.  Oh, and I’m gonna need these.”  He took the keys from the ignition, opened the door, and stepped into the rain.

—
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Macky was drenched in seconds flat.  From the soles of his shoes to the top of his head, he was soaked to the skin.  He regretted it immediately.

He squelched through the mud to the trunk, the rain hitting him hard and loud.

He scanned the area as best he could, but it was hard to see.  Beyond the coupe, the town of Arkham was barely visible in the gloom.  Some windows were faint, illuminated smudges in the rain.

Something scampered in the mud behind him.  He whirled around and dropped the keys in the mud.

“Hello?” he called.  

There was no answer.

He knelt and fished for the keys.  He couldn’t find them.  The passenger side door opened, and the dome light came on inside the coupe.

“Dev, are you all right?” Millie shouted through the downpour.

“I lost the keys,” he said.

“You what?”

“I lost the keys!  Oh, wait, here they are!”
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