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“We do not have to visit a madhouse to find disordered minds; our planet is the mental institution of the universe.”

―Johann Wolfgang von Goethe
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​​Chapter 1
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As soon as the last parent picked-up his child, Henry Stevens locked the door to his afterschool gym. It was six-fifteen and the evening traffic was steady and filled with the most common modes of transportation: buses and cabs. A few personal autos and an even greater number of bicycles could also be seen hurrying on their way, glad to be going home. 

Shrugging into his coat, Henry pulled the collar up to shield against the unusually cold wind. Then, he briskly began the long walk to Serena McKay’s apartment. He zigzagged through the area, getting off the main thoroughfare, and taking the shortest and least traveled route. It would take him through some of the worst areas in August City, but he considered the risk worth the time saved.

*
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Unnoticed, an ancient blue Cadillac sat idling at the curb a few blocks away from the gym. When Henry began his daily walk, the driver watched and waited.

“Go on, dammit, follow him!” the front-seat passenger yelled as he slammed his fist on the Cadillac’s supple leather dashboard.

The driver’s lightning quick arm struck his passenger in the shoulder. It burned. The man looked up in shock. “What the hell!” he shouted, rubbing at the sore spot left from the abuse.

“Don’t mistreat my lady! She may be old, but she’s in fine condition. I won’t have you roughing her up.”

“It’s just a fucking old car!” The passenger yelled in defense.

“No, it’s not. She’s a fond memory. My father and I restored this old girl when I was in high school... you damn-well better mind how you treat her. Do that again, and I’ll do more than punch you, I’ll take off your goddamn hand! Besides, it’s not like the old man’s going to get away... He’s on foot for fucksakes! We know exactly where he’s going so shut the fuck up. I’ve got this.”

*
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Now a widower, Henry still grieved over the loss of his wife, Marta. It was that loss that made him anxious to see his daughter – the only family he had left. His face, set sternly against the task ahead, appeared to be chiseled from stone. 

Henry was determined that he wouldn’t let Serena slip away from him or her responsibilities to the city. She had a tendency to fall into the abyss, but not on his watch. Even though it had been weeks without any word from her, come hell or high water, Henry planned to change that fact today. 

His thoughts returned to the afterschool gym. It only provided him with a meager living. Meager, meaning just enough. Enough to pay his bills, but not much left over. Still, it was his business and livelihood. Working with kids was a job he loved. 

At the gym, from three to six each evening, he trained the bratty, undisciplined children of wealthy parents about responsibility and accountability. Something they didn’t learn at home. Through hard work and regular accomplishments, each child gained self-respect and self-control. 

It was where he had trained Serena all those years ago too. Henry was very proud of the woman she had become.

In his late fifties, the sheer upkeep of the gym, handling all public relations, and being its primary instructor was difficult work. Sometimes, he wished he could retire. If Marta was still alive, they had a plan for retirement, for their golden years. She’d had a plan for everything. 

Now, he only had his work and Serena. 

Still, as he noticed those huddled beneath deserted, bombed out storefronts, Henry suddenly felt very grateful for what he had. At least he had a business of his own that provided a roof over his head. Some of these men and women were broken by hopelessness. Downcast, they kept their eyes averted and were only trying to hang-on. Others were damaged by anger. Antagonistic, they stared straight ahead with hate-filled eyes for anyone who had it better than they did. 

Regardless of their frame of mind, they were all beggars and homeless, filling every street corner and any abandoned shelter in-between. They were starving and so were their families. And, it didn’t seem like anyone cared.

To Henry’s way of thinking, the worst fate a man could suffer – whether husband, father, or on his own – was the inability to provide for those he loved. Even wealth lost its appeal and became nothing if a man didn’t have anyone with whom to share it 

Absentmindedly, Henry read the cardboard signs and noticed that most of the tin-cups were empty. Being a compassionate soul, he wished he could offer something to each of the beggars. However, he knew he couldn’t give to one without giving to all of them – and there were far too many. Too many desperate, hungry souls. Henry sighed. He didn’t have money for cab fare much less this destitute horde. 

Tucking his chin further down into his collar, Henry kept his eyes on the broken, uneven sidewalk. If even one of the down-and-out crowds thought he might consider helping, they’d swarm him. 

There, but for the grace of God go I, Henry muttered a phrase his mother had often quoted when he was only a small boy. 

At the next intersection, Henry turned right onto the street that was a direct shot to Serena’s apartment. The blue Cadillac, following at a snail’s pace, turned left, made the block, and then caught up with Henry again. 

Its passengers were annoyed.

“This is fucking crazy. We need to get this over! I’m sick of spending every shitty minute off the job watching this fucker! I haven’t gotten laid in weeks now! Just grab him already!”

“Shut the fuck up! You’re a bunch of retards!” the driver yelled. “We can’t nab him until he gets Serena sorted out. He’s the only one she’ll listen to. We’re sticking to the plan. Until that bitch is back at work, we only observe her old man. You got it?” Grumbles followed, but that was all right. The driver could deal with their complaints. “Now, who am I?” He drilled.

“You’re Red,” The three grouchers answered in unison.

“And who are you?”

“I’m Blue,” the front passenger mumbled.

“I’m Green and he’s Yellow,” a voice from the rear-seat replied.

“Why do I have to be Yellow? That just stinks. I’m not a damn coward.”

Blue and green chuckled good-naturedly at the comment.

“Because I said so!” the leader, aggravated by the laughter, yelled. “And, we stick to the fucking plan. We never ever use our real names when this goes down. I swear! You all sound like a bunch of whiny, bitching crunts!” 

*
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Henry’s shoulders sagged a little as he thought about the past, a family long gone, and all the changes the world had seen over the last fifty years. Those changes had made every life on the planet more hopeless, more difficult. Sometimes, he thought he’d lived too long and seen too much. At times, he thought that he couldn’t take any more despair and heartache. Those feelings crept up his spine now, but that avenue of thinking also made him feel guilty. He immediately banished the ideas. 

Besides, Serena needs me. 

Thinking about her made him feel better. He wouldn’t abandon her. She’d already had enough of that in her still young life. He’d stay strong for her. He knew that as bad as the world’s current conditions were, Serena faced even more difficult challenges. She met daily relentless dangers head-on. 

She’s a brave one, he silently acknowledged, brave enough to put her life on the line in this dark, scary world. 

Henry, proud of his daughter and her reputation, knew Serena could take care of herself, but he still worried about her. She was a helluva fighter, an excellent marksman, and she thought outside the box. All valuable qualities in her line of work. Still, he worried about her job and often wished she had never gone through the Academy or worked for The Department. He wished that she would’ve become a lawyer as she had once dreamed.

The Fucking Department! Henry mentally scorned.

‘The Department’ was the new politically correct term for what was once August City’s Police Department. After far too many police brutality charges, riots, and public outcries, overhauling and renaming the system was the only way to bring law and order back to the city. 

The Department consists of three divisions: Brass, Officers, and Foot Patrol. The Foot Patrol, previously known as police officers and still called ‘Cops’ with a capital ‘C’, work in partnership with their assigned communities.

As a private investigator and consultant for The Department,  Serena was in the thick of it every day. Now, neither a Cop nor Detective, she continually put her life on the line for others.

At least, that’s what she does when she’s working. 

Right now, she was hiding-out, slipping down a rabbit hole, and Henry wanted to help her break the pattern and get back to living. That desire had made him take this long walk every day for the last several weeks...ever since Vega Moon’s funeral. 

He didn’t own a car, most folks didn’t, and such a frequent trip by cab or bus wasn’t in his budget. Regardless of the effort or expense required, he had to check on Serena. He had to make sure she was still alive. That bastard, Malanchik, aka The Cellophane Killer, could’ve abducted her again. 

Serena had stumbled across the horrific case ten years earlier when she was a new Detective for The Department. She’d finally caught the bastard and locked him up, but not before he’d left both physical and emotional scars on her. Now, Malanchik had escaped... and as bad as Henry hated to admit it, The Department needed her to catch him again.

Henry shivered at the thought. The constant worry about Serena’s safety ate away at his peace of mind. He had to see her face-to-face or it would cost him. He’d spend another sleepless night worrying and wondering about her.

The funeral, Henry’s thoughts returned to the root of Serena’s current hibernation. Her best friend, Vega Moon was another casualty of The Cellophane Killer. As one of his most recent kills, Serena blamed herself for Vega’s tragic death. 

She’d locked herself away after the funeral; no one could get a response from her. No one. Not Max Turner, another close friend, or Lieutenant Wally from the precinct. No one. Henry’s repeated attempts had also failed; he’d left her place disappointed each time. 

Today, he hoped his persistence would change that outcome. He’d beat on her door until she finally answered or he was hauled away for disturbing the peace. It had to end today.

Henry’s thoughts were interrupted when he neared Scotty’s Pub. The bar, across the street from Serena’s apartment, was her favorite place to drink away her troubles after a difficult day or case. 

But that wasn’t the reason for his distraction. 
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​​Chapter 2
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Henry noticed Max Turner heading inside the pub. When Serena had earned a Criminal Law degree at the August City University, Max had been her advisor first and then became a very close friend. 

It was only natural that Max and Vega met through Serena and found that they had a lot in common. They fell in love and planned to marry, to start a family – until that damn Malanchik put an end to their dreams. He’d killed Vega, and now, both Max and Serena were struggling to recover from her senseless murder. 

Needing to talk to Max, Henry hurried across the street and followed him inside.

*

[image: ]


The four stalkers in the blue Cadillac sat up straighter, taking note of Henry’s change of routine. Forgetting that the pub’s windows only allowed privacy for patrons inside the bar, they slowed and crept over to the curb directly outside, thinking they were safe from view because they couldn’t see inside. 

Like Henry, they knew Scotty’s was Serena’s favorite place to drink and that she went there several times a week after work.

“Think she’s in there?” Blue asked.

“It’s unlikely. She hasn’t returned to work yet,” Red thoughtfully replied.

“Maybe she’s there meeting Max Turner,” Green suggested. “That’s why the old man went inside. We could nab him as easily as her father. That would draw her out too. He’s her closest friend.”

“He was. After Vega’s murder, he might hate her as bad as we do,” Red grunted. “Nobody can stand that bitch.”

“Sergeant Mallace liked her a lot. The things he made her do!” Yellow quipped.

“Yeah, and look what it got him... murdered by the same damn serial killer we’re trying to avoid!” Red sarcastically scoffed.

“Want me to go inside and check it out?” Blue offered.

“Dammit! What did I just say? We stick to the goddamn plan,” Red commanded. 

*
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Before Henry could get his attention, Max had already joined Thomas Lang, the man Serena called Tom-the-driver. On her last case involving a child abduction, the FBI had loaned car and driver to assist Serena in her investigation. Tom was still hanging around, hoping to become more to her.

Max and Tom sat at a small table near the back that overlooked the street. The after work traffic had already begun to die down. People in August City didn’t dawdle and they certainly didn’t waste gas driving around town without a good reason. Soon, the streets would be nearly deserted. 

Jimmy, the owner and bartender, hurried over to the two men with a pitcher of cold beer and two frosty mugs. When Jimmy headed back behind the polished bar, he held up a mug to Serena’s father, but Henry waved it away.

Henry knew he’d be welcome, but he didn’t join Max and Tom right away. Unobserved by the pair in the dim lighting, he held back and sat at a table behind the two men. He was within earshot of their conversation.

“Have you seen Serena?” Max eagerly asked.

“No, I stop by every couple of days, but she still hasn’t answered the door.”

“Well, did you get anything out of her neighbor? The old bat that lives next door? Surely she’s seen or heard some activity,” Max, hoping for something new, sounded discouraged and disheartened.

“Oh, Ms. Crump is more than eager to gossip about anything and everyone, but I’ve had to pry any real information from her about Serena,” Tom replied, shaking his head.

“Did you get anything new?”

“No, not really. Same old, same old. Ms. Crump says, and I quote, ‘Serena has a liquor delivery every few days. She sure likes grape vodka. Once in a while a grocery delivery arrives but never as often as the vodka. The grocery box only contains the basics’ end quote.” Tom chuckled softly. “It’s like pulling teeth.”

“What basics?”

“Bread, peanut butter, chocolate, coffee, small carton of milk,” Tom answered.

“It’s frustrating, for sure. I feel like a pervert just asking what the grocer delivers!”

“Yeah, me too,” Tom softly agreed. “Look, Max, I know I don’t have longevity with Serena the way you do... I mean, you’ve known each other for years. Serena and I only met a few weeks before Vega’s death. I’m just the driver the FBI loaned her during that horrible child kidnapping case.”

“The purple kitty case,” Max acknowledged. “I tried to get Serena to see that crazy mother for what she was, but something about the woman hooked her in deep. She was a wreck after finding the body.”

“I remember.”

“So, you haven’t known Serena as long as I have... what’s your point?” Max sounded irritated. He didn’t want Tom to quit on him; Max didn’t think he could shoulder the burden alone.

“I’m not even sure she considers me a friend or even an acquaintance. Maybe you should be the one to persuade Serena to rejoin the world... I don’t actually know much about her.”

“No, you need to keep trying, Tom.”

“But... She could have a boyfriend locked away in there with her... It could get real uncomfortable real quick. What am I supposed to say to a man who answers the door? If it’s ever answered. You understand, don’t you?”

“I understand that you’re into her. I get it. I also understand that she leaned on you pretty heavily at the funeral. If she didn’t like or trust you, she’d have never gotten into a car with you the first time or each time since.”

“She needed a ride, Max,” Tom sounded forlorn.

“Even if it was convenient, you need to understand that Serena doesn’t operate that way. She’s too damn independent and cautious. Plus, she’s stubborn as a mule.”

“You’ve got that right!” Tom chuckled.

“I can also assure you that she doesn’t have anyone else in her apartment, especially a boyfriend.”

“How can you be sure?” Tom asked.

“I’d know. Serena’s an odd bird. I can’t name a single man she’s dated in all the years I’ve known her,” Max added, hoping to reassure his new friend.

“Never?” Tom’s brow furrowed in worry.

“Never,” Max guaranteed.” It’s not that Serena doesn’t have an appetite for the opposite sex. I know she’s had the occasional, very fleeting fling. And she’s certainly not lesbian – Vega would’ve told me. Serena’s been through a lot, and until she finds someone she truly trusts and is attracted to, she’ll remain alone.”

“If you’re sure,” Tom acquiesced, more relieved than he cared to admit about Serena’s dating status.

“I’m positive. Besides, I think I’ve been doing the heavy lifting, the bigger part. I call her every day, twice a day which means I have to worry twice as much about what to say when she finally answers the damn phone. You’re only knocking on her door a few times a week.”

“Yeah, I see what you mean.”

“With both of us trying, we have all avenues covered. And God only knows who else is trying to contact Serena. Probably new clients, Lieutenant Wally from The Department, and so on. Besides, I’m sure Henry has also been knocking on her door quite often too.”

“I have,” Henry confirmed as he finally stood up and made his presence known.

*
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Thomas Howard Lang, ever observant and always vigilant, had spotted the worried father the moment he entered the door. He also noticed the car following Henry. 

It was hard to miss. The eighty-plus-year-old automobile stood out like a sore thumb. It might’ve been restored to its original exterior condition, but the exhaust fumes left a tangible gray trail behind it. That was uncommon nowadays. Most of the heavy polluters were ticketed and denied licensing until the problem was fixed or the automobile was junked. Those regulations took the vehicles off the streets. Somehow, this one had managed to bypass that red tape. 

Its bright blue color didn’t help matters either.

If the occupants thought they were being covert while following Henry, they didn’t understand ‘conspicuous.’ The fact that the car was still on the streets might mean they had connections at The Department or a powerful family.

Tom’s first thought was Malanchik. He knew The Cellophane Killer was after Serena and that the bastard also wanted to hurt everyone she knew which included Henry. But as Tom critically considered the evidence, he knew Malanchik always worked alone. 

He wouldn’t dare align himself to the pack now stalking Henry. More than likely it was someone else who had a grudge against Serena. Tom made a mental note to find out whatever he could about the car and its occupants. He knew his FBI pals also took a keen interest in Serena McKay’s welfare.

*
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Tom held out his hand to Henry in greeting. “I wondered when you’d join us.” Tom grinned easily at Serena’s father.

Henry chuckled in response before adding, “I’m headed over to see her in just a few moments. And I’m not leaving today until she lets me in. Of course, if you see the Cops arrive, you’ll know I was so persistent that someone called in a disturbance report.” 

Even though laughter followed Henry’s remark, they all knew it was not only possible, but a serious matter.

“Just a heads-up,” Tom calmly said, pointing outside the bar’s privacy windows. “See that car idling at the curb?” 

Henry nodded and muttered, “Hell, I haven’t seen one of those since I was a kid and it was considered an antique even then. How is it still on the street?” 

“Not sure, but you have a tail. Have you noticed it following you before?”

“No, and standing out like it does, I should’ve spotted it... I guess I’ve had my head up my ass, but I’ll keep my eyes open from now on. Thanks, Tom.”
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​​Chapter 3
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My name is Serena McKay and I’m a private eye. I’m paid to investigate. I look into things. 

I snoop. 

I find missing persons. 

I explore child abductions. 

I stalk the stalker. 

I shadow spouse and child abusers. 

I scrutinize tarnished reputations and ill-gotten gains. 

Overall, I find out ‘who’s doing who’ and the dark and dirty nitty-gritty. I dig into the lives of the secretive residents of this city, August City, to find the real trashy stuff.

At least, I used to.

Right now, I’ve lost my way. I can’t pull myself up by my bootstraps... someone cut those straps off while I was sleeping – while I was curled in fetal position licking my wounds. 

I can’t seem to dig myself out of the current hole. It’s filled with mire – the thick, filthy muck and sludge left in the wake of Vega Moon’s murder. 

Devastating guilt and remorse is a ball-and-chain weighted around my thirty-two year old feet and ankles, anchoring me to the past and the grief, the bottle, and my bed. 

I’m fucking paralyzed. 

I’m hoping for an end.

I’m wishing for death.

The worst part... I’m not sure I want to find a way out of here.

*
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Somewhere, relentless pounding pulls, tugs, and nags at my vodka induced unconsciousness. The grating noise won’t leave me alone. 

I’m in that in-between place, both mindful and oblivious, both aware and unaware. I don’t want to wake up. I don’t want to face another day of my own personal failures and miserable existence. 

I resist. I fight to avoid life and its weighty troubles. I turn on my side, away from the insistent racket. 

Surprisingly, as I turn over, Vega’s there. Part of me realizes I’m dreaming. Part of me is so happy to see her that I don’t care if it isn’t real. 

I’ll take what I can get. 

Just the sight of Vega’s smiling face gives me hope, but it’s a brief reprieve and quickly drains away. I choke on tears of joy that easily turns to a flood of sorrow. 

Why?

Because she’s lost to me forever and nothing can change that. Nothing can bring her back. I sob bitter tears that stem from an overpowering sadness and loss.

Here, in this place, Vega is beautiful, warm, and glowing. She’s so sweet... my best, best friend. I want her to know how I feel about her. 

“Vega, I’ve missed you so much. I love you. I wish I’d told you more often. I wish I’d spent more time with you.” 

Then, the harsh reality slaps me in the face again. She’s dead now because of me. I’ll never have that opportunity again. Worse still, she’ll never settle down with Max and have that little baby she wanted. Her life, hopes, and dreams are over. 

Done. 

Everything is over for her. 

“I’m so very sorry. I’m so sorry. This was all my fault. Please, forgive me,” I whimper.

“Don’t go there,” Vega whispers, with a forgiving smile. “It’s all right, all of it. Please, don’t blame yourself, Serena. I didn’t know it while Malanchik was killing me, but it was my time to go. We all have a time and we all have a purpose. This wasn’t your fault. It is what it is. Everything that happens, even death, is simply the way things are supposed to be. When you die, you can see the bigger picture.” 

I’d love to believe those words, but I can’t. 

If it is what it is, then we have no power, no control over anything. What’s the fucking point of that? 

Helplessness?

Hopelessness?

Whose fucked-up idea was that!

“You’ll see what I mean,” Vega knowingly smiled. “You’ll see soon enough. When Malanchik kills you, you’ll see exactly what I mean.”

Wait... when Malanchik kills me? 

In an instant, Vega was gone.

*
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Although Henry had tried to be quiet, he had attracted the attention of Ms. Crump, Serena’s neighbor in the next apartment. 

“How’s Serena doing?” Ms. Crump pleasantly crooned, but Henry suspected the old biddy was scoping out the latest gossip.

“I’d hoped you could tell me,” Henry confessed, keeping his distrust in-check. “I haven’t seen her since Vega Moon’s funeral. Have you caught a glimpse of her comings and goings?”

“Wasn’t she Serena’s best friend?”

“For over a decade,” Henry admitted, knowing in his heart that Vega was actually the only real friend Serena ever had. “So have you seen anything?”

“Lordy no,” Ms. Crump laughingly trilled. “She doesn’t answer the door for anyone, even clients. They come here, looking for help, but she doesn’t do a thing. That can’t be good for business. If I catch them, I tell them to go to the precinct.”

“That’s very neighborly of you. Have you seen anyone else?”

*
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I drift again, but the irritating bombardment on wood won’t shut up. Once again, Vega’s beside me. We’re tightly pressed together in a strange, padded box. It’s very close-quarters, but she doesn’t see me anymore. She doesn’t know that I’m there. 

Frantically, Vega beats on the soft, tufted material that lines the door. Her fists keep rhythm with the external sounds. It draws me closer to consciousness. 

Jesus! We’re inside her fucking coffin! 

I jolted, now fully awake even though I didn’t want to be. I didn’t want to leave Vega even if I was buried alive with her.

“Please, answer the door, Serena,” Henry calls out as he bangs on the solid panel again. 

I grunted.

“Come on... let me in. We need to talk.” 

I didn’t respond. I pulled the covers up higher and buried my head in the pillow to block out his persistent care and concern. I wanted to find that mostly inert place again, to understand why I’d dreamed of Vega, but it wasn’t going to happen. 

Not now. 

I’d lost the thread. 

Henry’s voice pulled at me. “Come on, Serena. People are beginning to get nosy, coming out of their apartments to see what’s going on. Someone might call the Cops. Do you want me arrested because I’m worried about you?”

“Ugh!” I grumbled as I rolled out of the warm bed, “it’s cold as fuck in here!” Wearing only boxer shorts and a tee, I grabbed a sweater duster to cover my half-naked body. “Fucking guilt trip,” I angrily muttered in Henry’s direction, “As if I don’t already guilt myself enough.” 

Stumbling, I kicked over a nearly empty fifth of vodka. I’d left it on the floor next to the bed after nursing it most of the previous evening. 

“Dammit!” I cursed again as the cold alcohol splashed across my bare feet. The floor felt like a sheet of ice. 

It’s only November, but winter has come early to August City. Winter has also settled in my soul, freezing my heart. I’m not overjoyed that Henry is forcing me to answer the door.

“Serena, please,” Henry softly continued as he lightly rapped on the door. He’d consciously lowered his voice indicating his discomfort that others were listening to his pleas. “I’ve already lost Marta. I can’t lose you too. We’ve both lost so much. Please, just let me in. We really need to talk.”

It’s been nearly eight years since Marta died and neither of us had recovered. I’m not sure anyone ever gets over the death of a loved one. Their passing leaves emptiness, a hole in the heart where they used to live. Nothing can fill it. 

Nothing should fill it.

I know Henry’s worried about me. I hear it in his voice. I can tangibly feel the thick concern oozing out of him. He’s just that kind of dad. 

However, this is the first visit he’s made to my apartment where he refused to go away when I didn’t answer. That bothered me. 

Maybe something else was terribly wrong. 

Something other than me? 

That had to be the reason he refused to give up today and retreat as he had done in the recent past. Something horrible had happened again and he’s here to break the news.

Oh, shit. Who’s dead now?

Henry thought I was strong, but I didn’t think I could handle any more bad news. I couldn’t lose anyone else. 

Not now. 

Not ever. 

That’s probably why I want to die.

Better me than them. 

“I can’t believe she won’t even answer the door for you, Henry,” I overheard Ms. Crump say before I could make it to the door. The long, open-weave sweater caught on the corner of an end table, causing me to stumble again. Still hung-over and blinded by a much-deserved, splitting headache, I clumsily bumped into the table. A lamp crashed to the floor. 

Double fucking dammit! 

I hurried now because I’m worried, but I also can’t tolerate the idea of busy-body Ms. Crump talking to Henry. I didn’t want the ancient, nosy neighbor in apartment 6-E involved in anything to do with my family or my life. 

“The only activity I notice comes from the corner bodega,” Ms. Crump continued in her salty voice. “They deliver a few groceries and two fifths of vodka each week. That girl of yours certainly drinks a lot of that stuff. Anyway, before I can manage to stick my head out the door, she’s already received the delivery and back inside her apartment. She’s cagey and using some kind of Cop’s evasive tactics. She makes sure the delivery boy never comes on the same day or at the same time. Sorry, Henry. I know you’re very worried. I honestly wish I had more to report, but I don’t.”
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