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Chapter 1/ A SUMMER STORM   
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August had been behaving like a capricious mistress, her Southern winds whipping branches off unsuspecting trees, her rains flooding basements without mercy, her thunder storms wreaking havoc with electricity. A cruel August was often followed by a kind September, and Dottie hoped that would happen this autumn. 

She had spent the day with Clara, shopping downtown (Clara doing the shopping and she tagging along), eating hamburgers and watching “Tootsie” at the aging movie theater before Clara left for Toronto. At her small college, a Bachelor of Arts was a three year program, instead of four as in most universities, and Clara was now returning for her one year Bachelor of Education degree. They parted company at the corner of Aberdeen and Westmorland Streets, and Clara continued up the hill. Believing it would save time, Dottie made the decision to follow Aberdeen as far as it stretched, to turn left on Church Street and to follow it to Waterloo Row. Storm clouds were gathering overhead, and she prayed the rain would hold out until she made it home. Soon, however, she became aware of the error in her decision along the isolated, unlit patch of Aberdeen between York and Carleton Streets, with vacant lots, construction trailers, ramshackle sheds, abandoned businesses, overgrown shrubbery, and a long stretch of fields extending to the railroad tracks. Under an ominous sky, she ran swiftly in her scuffed sneakers. She realized hers were not the only set of footsteps on the pavement. She sped up as the footsteps behind her drew closer, however, the stranger had a wider stance and was able to catch up to her effortlessly. She opened her mouth to scream, but a hand closed over it. She groaned and attempted to kick him, but felt a sharp blade against her back.  

“Don’t make a sound.” a gruff voice commanded, “Listen, Junior Detective: Stop meddling in things that don’t concern you. You dig?” 

“Hmm.” she nodded.  

“If you don’t do as you’re told, you’ll be next.”  

Before she could finally breathe, his thin dark figure in denim was swiftly swallowed up by the dark landscape of the open fields. She ran, breathless and numb, back to the corner of York Street and knocked firmly on the side door of the aging grey building, where she had, during one of her long treks with Clara, observed a thin, middle-aged woman performing crossing-guard duties. The door was promptly opened and the familiar face greeted her with a smile. 

“I’m sorry to trouble you, but could you please call me a cab?” she blurted out.  

“What’s wrong, honey? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” the woman motioned her to enter the dim, narrow foyer, “I’ll get you some water.” 

“I don’t want to be any trouble.” she took a tentative step inside; the aroma of fried fish made her realize how hungry she was, “A man tried to attack me half a block from here and I don’t want to walk home by any other route after that. I hope you don’t mind calling me a cab.” 

“Come in. Sit down, honey.” the woman called out toward the living room on her left, “Len, can you get this young lady a glass of water?...You poor thing. I’ll call the police, dear, so you can give them details. They might be able to catch him.” 

“Thank you. You’re very kind.” 

A grey-haired, bespectacled man joined them with a glass of water and handed it to Dottie. The woman disappeared into the living room and dialed the phone. 

“Yes...I’m at the corner of York and Aberdeen, and a young lady’s been assaulted on the stretch of Aberdeen between York and Carleton...Yes, just a minute...Honey, can you come in and talk to the 911 operator?” 

Dottie wiped her feet on the black doormat and entered the living room with well-worn furniture covered in earth-toned crocheted afghans. 

“Hello.” she took the phone, “Yes, I’m the one who was assaulted...He came up behind me and covered my mouth. He held a knife to my back and threatened me...Then, he ran off toward the railroad tracks. He was thin, dressed in jeans and a denim jacket...Fairly young. Yes, the address is...” She turned to the woman. 

“326 York Street.” 

“326 York Street.” she repeated, “It’s right on the corner of Aberdeen, toward Carleton. My name? Dorothy Horncastle. Okay, sure. Thank you. Bye.” She handed the phone back to the woman, “I’m sorry to be so much trouble. They want me to wait here.” 

“No problem, honey. Have a seat. We were watching “I Love Lucy”.” 

“You missed it because of me.” 

“We’ve seen this episode a dozen times. Sit down.” 

“Would you like some cookies?” Len offered. 

“No, thank you. Please don’t miss any more of your show.” 

The minutes were like hours. Then, there was a knock on the door, and a clearly audible “This is the police.”. Dottie sprang up and opened the door. 

“Are you Dorothy Horncastle?” the middle-aged officer asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Come in, Officer.” the woman turned off the television and joined them. 

“It’s all right, Ma’am. I’ll take down the information here.” he produced his pen and notepad, “This guy came up from behind you?” 

“Yes. I heard footsteps behind me, tried to outrun him, but he was too quick. He put a hand over my mouth and held a knife to my back.” 

“What did he say to you?” 

“To stop meddling in things that didn’t concern me, or I’d be next.” 

“Did he demand money?” 

“No.” 

“Would you recognize his voice if you heard it again?” 

“Definitely.” 

“We’ve caught a guy by the old train station. We’d like you to come to the station and see if you can recognize his voice.” 

“That was pretty quick.” the woman piped up, “You boys are real heroes.” 

“Thank you, Ma’am.” 

“Phyllis, please.” 

“We’re only three blocks from here, so the bozo didn’t stand a chance. Now, Miss, I’ll take you to the police station to see if you can recognize his voice.” 

“Of course.” she turned to Phyllis, “Thank you so much, Phyllis, for everything.” 

“You’re welcome, honey. You come back any time for a proper visit.” 

“I’d like that. Bye.” she waved on her way out to the police cruiser. 

The officer opened the front passenger’s side door for her. 

“I’m glad I don’t have to sit in the back where the crooks sit.” she said. 

*   *   *
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“It’s #4. I have no doubt.” she stated matter-of-factly after listening to seven men utter: “Don’t make a sound. Listen, Junior Detective: Stop meddling in things that don’t concern you. You dig? If you don’t do as you’re told, you’ll be next.”  

“You have an amazing memory.” a younger officer remarked, “Even under great stress, you recalled every word he spoke.” 

“Thank you. God was looking out for me.” 

“I think so, too. I’ll take you home now, Miss Horncastle.” he led her outside to the police cruiser and opened the door for her, “If you think of anything else you think we need to know, feel free to call.”  

“Thank you.” 

“I’m Constable Jack Callaghan.” 

“Wait!” she exclaimed in sudden realization. 

“Did you remember something?” 

“Yes! Your name just made me realize something. I don’t know why it didn’t register before.” 

“My name?” 

“Yes. This has to do with my cousin Jack. Of course, it all makes sense now.” 

“Sounds intriguing. Can you enlighten me?” 

“My cousin Jack was in a bad fire at his club last winter.” 

“Yes – the Willow Place fire...Your cousin was Jack Chandler. I’m sorry for your loss.” 

“He was declared dead, but my uncle and my other cousin believed Jack’s stepmother, my aunt, did something to fake his death in order to come between him and his new bride, who, by the way, is also my cousin from the other side of the family.” 

“Fascinating. Go on.” 

“So, my uncle, my cousin, his girlfriend, my best friend and I started investigating on our own. In the spring, I came across some crucial information: A homeless man who bore an uncanny physical resemblance to my cousin Jack had gone missing just before Jack’s death was announced. I brought our suspicions to some of your colleagues’ attention at the time. This guy’s got to be connected to that. I think we got too close to the truth and they are panicking. My uncle believes my aunt is getting help from very influential people in this cover-up. This thug’s one of their flunkies – just a minor player in the whole scheme.” 

“You’re pretty knowledgeable, Miss Horncastle. You’d make an excellent member of our team.” 

“Thank you. I watch a lot of police dramas.” she realized they were in front of her house and the car had stopped, “How did you know where I lived?” 

“Everyone knows where the Horncastles live.” he smiled, “Thank you, Miss Horncastle, for coming to the station and identifying the suspect. I’ll definitely look into the file about the missing man.” 

“Thank you for everything, Officer.” 

“If you think of anything else, don’t hesitate to call me.” 

“I won’t have any trouble remembering your name.” 

“You take care, Miss, and stay safe.” 

“You, too, Officer. Thank you for the ride home.” 

“My pleasure. Have a good night.” 

“You have a good night, too.” 

He waited in the driveway until she opened the side door with her key and waved at him. 

Dottie called out “Hello” into the silent house. 

Maxine, Marge’s replacement, emerged from the basement in her jade paisley caftan and with her long, unruly dark curls tied back in a loose ponytail. 

“Miss Dottie, you’re back. Did you have a nice day?” 

“A very eventful one, Maxine. I’m just glad to be home.” 

“You look exhausted. I’ll put on some chamomile tea.” 

“Maxine, is Warren home?” 

“No, Miss. He’s closing a deal in New Maryland, but he should be back soon. If you like, I can leave a note under his door for him to see you when he gets in.”

“Thank you. That would be nice, Maxine.” 

“I’ve got some freshly baked carrot muffins. Would you like some?” 

“I’d love a couple. Is Peggy in, by any chance?” 

“She’s staying at her parents’ apartment for the night. Her mom’s taken ill, so she’s taking care of her. Tell you what, Miss: I’ll draw you a nice hot bath and bring up the tea and muffins to your room.” 

“That would be fantastic, Maxine.” 

Maxine placed a motherly arm around her and led her up to the third floor. 

Dottie’s room had morphed from the dreamy, ethereal sanctuary to a modern, bright spot. Gone were the cloud motif wallpaper, the white eyelet and white wicker. The sofa had been replaced with a second bed. The walls were painted a vibrant rose color; the bedspreads and curtains were a rose and mint floral; the furniture was blush oak. A rose and cream floral print rug concealed the old white shag carpeting. A compact television set was strategically placed on a shelf. Despite the fact that her parents were no longer the housekeeper and groundskeeper, Peggy had remained in the house as her roommate. She had free room and board in exchange for performing kitchen duties on the weekends as Aunt Mildred had stipulated. 

The warmth of the bath water soothed her aching muscles as she placed her head on the rubber tub pillow and closed her eyes. She could not wait to see the look on Peggy’s face tomorrow when she told her that a young, handsome officer with a special name had given her a ride home.  
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Chapter 2/ SUMMER CLOUDS 
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“Good morning.” Roberta entered the sun-filled room, “How are you doing, honey?” 

“Good morning, Roberta.” 

“Ribby, please. Lovely morning. Looks like your appetite’s improving.” she eyed the empty breakfast containers on his bedside table. 

“I feel stronger.”  

“You scared us for a while there. You were unconscious for so long.” she glanced at his chart, “Your vitals look strong.” 

“Yes. Cicely was here about fifteen minutes ago to take them.” 

“Changing of the guard.” she smiled, “I’m your day nurse.” 

“Ribby, may I ask you something?” 

“Sure, honey.” 

“Why am I here? I don’t remember anything and no one’ll tell me a single thing. My mom says I was in an accident.” 

“That’s what I heard, too. Before you came around, you were calling out a name...Cindy. Is she someone special? Can you remember anything about her?” 

“The name doesn’t mean anything. I don’t remember anything at all. I thought this only happened in the movies.” 

“It can happen. It’s usually short-term and only the events just before the injury are erased from memory. The only time I have witnessed patients experiencing complete memory loss like this, was due to psychological trauma. Be patient with yourself, dear. It’ll all come back when you’re ready.”  

“I hope so.” 

“It’ll happen in its own time. Don’t try to push yourself to remember.” she patted his shoulder, “There’s your mother, now. Morning, Ma’am.” she greeted the impeccably groomed, slender woman in the doorway. 

“Good morning. How’s Chad doing?” 

“Very well. Physically, he’s healing remarkably. Soon, he’ll be able to remember his life, as well.”

“I’m sure he will.” the woman coldly observed the rotund, soft-featured, motherly woman, “Can you give us a little time alone, please?” 

“Certainly, Mrs. Johnson.” she responded in her professional manner; the stark white of her uniform appeared exaggerated against her flawless black skin. 

“Chad, dear.” the woman said, once certain Ribby was out of earshot, “You need to give it time. Dr. Mazot said it can take several weeks for those pills to take effect.” 

“Mom, why can’t you tell me some things about my life?” 

“According to Dr. Mazot, it can be detrimental to rush the process, to receive information before you’re ready.” 

“How am I going to know when I’m ready? I’d like to know some basic facts like who I am, what I do for a living, where we’re from.” 

“All I can tell you is you’re Chad Johnson, an artist, and a high school art teacher, and we’re from Vancouver, B.C.” 

“Why are we here?” 

“Because Dr. Mazot is the best in North America. He’s worked extensively with patients suffering from amnesia, and has a phenomenal success rate. You’re in good hands, son.” 

“It just feels strange...Not remembering myself, not remembering you, or any aspect of my life...I find it odd that there’s no one else in our lives – no other family or friends.” 

“It’s just us, dear.” 

The pale young man’s lethargic green eyes looked away from her, past the pale yellow room, past the morning sky outside his window. 

“Dr. Mazot says you’re going to be discharged soon.” 

“And go where, Mom?” he spoke indignantly, “Where’s home? A hotel?” 

“The Hyatt-Regency is very comfortable. And close by. It’s very convenient since you need to continue seeing Dr. Mazot on an outpatient basis for several months.” 

“I don’t think he’s doing any good, Mom. Neither are his drugs. They just make me tired.” 

“He knows what he’s doing. You’re not in a position to determine the effectiveness of your therapy.” 

“I’m sick and tired of being in limbo. I need to move on and start building a new life if my old life is lost to me.” 

“Of course I want that, too, dear. You need to start over and build a new life. Just wait till Dr. Mazot gives the green light.” 

“I feel empty, Mom. Like a hollow shell. I want to be alive. I want to feel things again.” 

“Be patient, Chad, dear.” 

He crossed the room to the window and fixed his gaze on the clouds. Clouds...A fleeting image of a white, frothy room with cloud wallpaper flashed before his eyes...a young girl with a small frame, a dark ponytail, and laughing eyes...A wave of tenderness swept over him...She was someone he cared for deeply...someone he ached to protect from harm...Not a love interest...but family...A daughter? A sister? He shut his eyes. 

“Don’t get yourself all worked up, dear.” his mother said. 

Why had his mother insisted they had no other family? What was she concealing from him? Was there a scandalous family secret she believed he would be unable to deal with? He needed to be alone. He needed her to leave. In carefree oblivion, she rattled on behind him, her voice fading into the humming of an insect as he attempted to recapture that fleeting image...There was someone out there who was family, someone he loved, and who loved him back, and he needed to find her. 

*   *   *
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Mildred stood in the doorway, a plump sausage stuffed into a peach floral casing. Tony brushed past her and down the hallway. 

“She’s had plenty of time to grieve.” she said, “You can take off the kid gloves now, son.” 

“Enough, Mom. I’m late for work.” 

“What does she know about running a business? The place could go under in a month. Buy her out.” 

“I want to respect Jack’s wishes. He would never want Sydney to be treated that way. She owns fifty percent of “Jack’s Place”. Whether or not you like it, you have to accept it.” 

“What was that boy thinking? You should be the sole owner, now that he’s gone. If he were alive, he would’ve divorced her by now, anyway.” 

“That’s enough, Mom.” Tony descended the stairs swiftly, “I don’t want to hear any more about it.” 

“That woman destroyed our family.” the sausage followed him, “Warren lost his job; Jack lost his life; you and Jack lost your businesses; Audrey had a nervous breakdown and disappeared.” 

“Have some respect, Mom. She’s been through hell. She loved Jack very deeply.” 

“She didn’t waste any time getting her hands on the business.” 

“Jack wanted her to be a business partner because he knew she wasn’t like the others. She loved him for himself. She didn’t want any part of the family fortune.” 

“She’s not even living here anymore.” 

“She’s in constant contact. Sydney’s very dedicated. This is very important for her. It’s a part of Jack she can hold on to. This discussion is over, Mom. I am not having any more conversations with you about Sydney. Jack was very fortunate to have found her. She made him very happy.” 

As though swept away by a gust of wind, he was gone, leaving Mildred on the landing, shaking her head in disbelief.  
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Chapter 3/ SUMMER’S END
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The white lamb’s tail hydrangeas were turning pale pink, signalling the end of warm days. They walked up the flagstone path to the veranda with their hands linked. 

“I’ll call you tomorrow.” he kissed her cheek. 

“Why don’t you come for dinner tomorrow night?” she said. 

“Me, have dinner with your folks?” he laughed. 

“Then, why don’t we arrange for you to have dinner when my parents, Uncle Willy and Aunt Mildred are out of town?” 

“Who’s going to be around to protect you from no-good bums like me when they’re away?” 

“Tony and Warren. They’re quite harmless.” 

“I’ve never had dinner at an upper class house before.” 

“Don’t worry. Tony and Warren don’t put on airs. They’re the rebels of the clan.” 

“Okay, then. Just for you, Miss Dorothy.” he touched the tip of her nose, “Have a good night.” 

“Be careful out there tonight. I worry about you when you’re at work, Jack.” 

“No need. I’ll be perfectly safe, daydreaming about you.” 

“You big stud.” she punched his arm jovially, “My big, strong protector.” she kissed his cheek. 

“What do you want to do tomorrow?” 

“Doesn’t matter. We’ll figure something out. We always do.” 

“I’ll call you when I wake up tomorrow.” he started back to his car, “Sweet dreams.” 

“Bye.” she blew him a kiss and watched him drive down the street until distance shrunk his car to the size of an insect. 

When she opened the front door with her key, she heard loud voices from Uncle Willy’s den down the hall. 

“Just remember: I have enough dirt on you to get you disbarred and sent away for the rest of your miserable life, you mother fucker!” 

This was Warren’s voice, followed by the slamming of a door. Warren’s heavy footsteps started up the stairs. Dottie cowered in the corner until she heard his bedroom door close upstairs. She tiptoed into the kitchen, where she found Peggy and Maxine sitting at the table, drinking peppermint tea and munching on minibites served on a blue stoneware plate. 

“Hi, Dots.” Peggy beamed. 

“Miss Dottie, I’ll pour you some tea.” Maxine rose. 

“Hi, guys. Thanks, Max. It smells delicious.” 

“How’s Jack?” Peggy winked. 

“He’s good. He agreed to come to dinner when Mom and Dad, Uncle Willy and Aunt Mildred are away.” she sat beside her. 

Maxine poured tea from the white ceramic teapot into a sky blue mug and returned to the table. 

“Yummy. Somebody’s been to Minnie’s.” Dottie stuffed a strawberry-filled bite-sized doughnut hole pastry into her mouth. 

“Danny and I were at Minnie’s before he brought me home. We bought a box of minibites for you guys.” Peggy said, “How serious is it with you and Jack?”  

“I know what you mean and the answer is no.” Dottie said.

“Same here. I guess we’ll always be ‘good girls’.” 

“Nothing wrong with that.” Maxine said. 

“I guess Clara’s in love.” Dottie picked up another miniature treat and looked at it pensively. 

“Again?” Peggy laughed. 

“This time, it’s real, I guess. They’re talking about moving in together.” 

“How long have they known each other? Two weeks?” 

“Maybe it’s Kismet.” Maxine said.

“I don’t feel ready for that type of commitment.” Dottie mused, “Doing someone’s laundry, cooking his meals, keeping an apartment reasonably clean, trying to look presentable at all times...It would feel like life on another planet. It’s one thing to care about someone and enjoy his company, but to live with him day in and day out, to be ready to put out when he’s in the mood...That’s a whole other ball game. I couldn’t give up these girl talk sessions in the kitchen with my two buds. I wouldn’t feel whole. This is warm, safe, and cozy. I would be lost without you guys.” 

“Likewise.” Peggy squeezed her hand.

“Yes, Miss. These nightly rituals are priceless for me.” Maxine said, “Glenn and I – we’ve been married so long, we each have our own hobbies and friends, but we rely on each other for moral support and companionship.” 

“You’re so lucky you met the right man, Max.” Dottie said, “The thought of ending up with the wrong man scares me. I don’t want to get hurt. The deeper you’re in, the more it hurts.” 

“You have to protect your heart.” Maxine patted her back. 

“Speaking of broken hearts, have you spoken with Sydney recently, Dots?” Peggy asked. 

“She called on Sunday. She’s not doing well at all.” 

“Is she still living in her uncle’s coach house and working at his antique shop?” 

“Yes. She’s become good friends with the man who rents the other half of the coach house – a gay man in his fifties. I’m glad she has a friend to talk to.” 

“I wish I could’ve met her.” Maxine said, “She sounds like such an intriguing lady.” 

“She’ll be here for the re-opening of Willow Place once it’s completed. I miss her terribly.” Dottie said, “But I understand that she needs a complete break from everything, so she can start healing.” 

Healing. She wondered if anyone had ever mastered that elusive skill, and if they would be willing to illuminate mere mortals like herself, who were absolutely inept at it. 

*   *   * 
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“Willy’s been cheating on me!” The overstuffed sausage was buzzing around in circles like a thwarted hornet in search of a sympathetic ear, waving a small envelope in her hand.  

“What’s wrong, Millie?” Annette descended the stairs in her red chenille robe. 

“Willy’s been cheating on me!” she held the envelope in her face. 

“What? How do you know?”

“Just look!” she pressed the envelope into her hand. 

“What is this?” Annette fumbled with it. 

“Read what it says.”

“Alice Johnson – no return address. It’s typed and addressed to Willy’s office. I don’t understand.” 

“Read what’s inside.” 

Annette removed a single typed sheet of paper and read it out loud: 

“’Dear Willard...We’re doing well. All problems have been taken care of for the time being. I’ll keep you posted. H.M. has been a great help. Thank you for everything you’ve done for us. Love, Alice.’...I don’t understand, Millie...Where did you get this?” 

“From his den. After he left for work, I went in there to borrow one of his Schaeffer pens to write a birthday card to my friend Elsie in Maine. I noticed this on his desk.” 

“If he were having a secret dalliance, he wouldn’t leave it lying around.” Annette said. 

“It might have been an oversight. It might have fallen out of a file he was putting in his briefcase.” 

“It’s an odd letter. There’s nothing flowery or romantic in it. It sounds like a colleague or an employee he might have helped with a problem. She says ‘we’. She might be referring to a husband.” 

“Or she could be referring to a love child the two of them have. Maybe she doesn’t sound romantic because they’ve been carrying on a clandestine relationship for decades and they’re like an old married couple.” 

“Millie, you’ve been reading too many romance novels. It’s probably a business associate he helped. There might have been a sick husband, a financial crisis, something perfectly innocent.” 

“Willard’s not that charitable.” 

“Maybe this person helped him cover up something that wasn’t up to snuff, and he was returning the favor.” 

“That’s more plausible.” 

“Come on. Don’t fret about stuff like this. We could speculate about this forever. The possibilities are endless with such a vague letter. Why don’t you ask him about it?” 

“No. He’d only lie.” 

“Do you want me to mention it to Donald?” 

“Would you, dear? Can you ask him to be discreet?” 

“Of course. He might be able to find out more about this Alice Johnson and where she actually lives. Willard’s most likely keeping their correspondence and anything related to her at the office.” 

“Thank you, Annette, dear. I’d like to know where she lives. Even the stamp was torn off the envelope, so there’s no clue.” 

“Don’t worry, Millie. It’ll all turn out to be nothing but a tempest in a teapot. You’ll see.” she placed an arm around her and led her toward the solarium at the back of the house, “Maxine!” she called out, “Can you get us some coffee and bring it out to the solarium?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” Maxine replied. 

“Come on, dear. Let’s go sit in the sun, read the morning paper, enjoy some coffee and gossip about the neighbors.”    
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Chapter 4/ THE LAST SUMMER ROSE 
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She cast one final glance at herself in the bathroom mirror before answering her door. He stood in the hallway with an impish grin, holding a bouquet of apricot roses. 

“They’re beautiful.” she motioned him to enter her apartment.   

“Not as beautiful as you.” he said. 

“I’ll bet you say that to all the girls.” she stuck her tongue out at him, “Have a seat. I’ll put these in water.” 

He glanced uncomfortably around the white-carpeted living room with wicker chairs, arched wicker shelves and luxuriously tall tropical house plants. He sat at the edge of the green and coral tropical print sofa. She returned from the kitchen with a crystal vase displaying the roses and placed it on the amber glass coffee table. 

“Would you like a soda before we leave?” she asked. 

“No thanks. I thought we’d get an early start to take advantage of the nice weather.” 

“I agree. We don’t know how many more warm days we have left. I’ll get my sweater and handbag.” she disappeared down the corridor and re-emerged with a lightweight white cardigan slung across her back and tied around her neck, and a small tan beaded shoulder bag, “The days are getting shorter at an alarming pace.” 

“I don’t remember beautiful autumn days like these.” 

“Are you kidding me?” she locked her apartment door, “I would’ve thought you had this warm weather all year around in Vancouver. Isn’t it just like California?” 

“I honestly don’t know, Cicely.” he frowned, “I don’t have any memories of living in Vancouver at all.”  

“I’m sorry.” she touched his elbow in reassurance as they descended the front stairs of her brownstone. 

“I do have one memory about Vancouver...but it doesn’t make any sense.” 

“Why doesn’t it make sense, Chad?” 

“Because I remember being in a hotel – and something about the name of the hotel was significant to me...But I can’t remember the name. Why would I be staying at a hotel if I lived in Vancouver?” 

“Very intriguing, indeed.” 

“I remember writing a postcard to someone because something about the hotel was significant for them, as well.” 

“You’re a real man of mystery, Chad Johnson. I’d love to see your artwork sometime. Your mother says you made your living as an artist. Portraits and landscapes.” 

“I’ve tried to paint, but I can’t remember how to do that, either. Everything I produce looks like a little kid did it.” 

“Ribby says, even when we lose our memory, the skills we had before remain with us. It’s got to be locked in there, somewhere. The right trigger will release it. You need to be patient with yourself, Chad.” 

“Mom keeps telling me Dr. Mazot is going to help me unlock my memories, but I’m not finding him very helpful at all.” 

“Ribby’s been concerned about all the high doses of drugs he’s been prescribing you. She says it’s a powerful cocktail of psychogenic drugs that can have devastating consequences. You’ve got Elavil, your antidepressant, Stelazine, your antipsychotic, and Serax, your sedative, all in very high doses. Even in cases of the most severe clinical depression, the doses aren’t customarily that high. She thinks there’s something fishy.” 
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