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Doctor Jensen shuffled across the hardwood floor to the front door of his home, relief washing over him when he saw the police cruiser idling at the curb. At last, someone had come.

“You could have answered the door, you know,” he said to his new assistant, Stella, as he reached for the knob. His tone was mock stern, affectionate in the way of a man who knew just how shy the girl was. She rarely spoke to anyone except him and now stood near the wall with her hands clasped tightly, eyes fixed on the floor.

The wind forced the door inward as soon as he opened it, nearly knocking him back on his heels.

“Come in, come in,” he said quickly to the two officers standing on the steps beneath the dim glow of incandescent bulbs that he stubbornly refused to replace. With some effort, he pushed the door closed against the wind and turned to face them.

“Thank you for coming officers. This is just terrible. Someone broke into my office and destroyed all my research.”
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