

    

     [image: ]

    








Cities That Eat Islands


Book 3


M.E. Purfield




  

    

    

      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.


    

    


    

      CITIES THAT EAT ISLANDS (BOOK 3)


    


    

      First edition. August 23, 2019.


      Copyright © 2019 M.E. Purfield.


    


    

    

      ISBN: 978-1393663454


    


    

    

      Written by M.E. Purfield.


    


   

      E-Book Distribution: XinXii


 www.xinxii.com


 [image: ]


    


  




  	

	    

	      Also by M.E. Purfield


	    


      

	    

          

	      Blunt Force Kharma


          

        

          

	          Blunt Force Kharma: Section 2


          

        

          

	          Blunt Force Kharma: Section 3


          

        

          

	          Blunt Force Kharma: Section 4


          

        

          

	          Blunt Force Kharma: Section 5


          

        

          

	          Blunt Force Kharma


          

        

      


      

	    

          

	      Cities That Eat Islands


          

        

          

	          Cities That Eat Islands (Book 1)


          

        

          

	          Cities That Eat Islands (Book 2)


          

        

          

	          Cities That Eat Islands (Book 3)


          

        

          

	          Fish Hunt


          

        

          

	          Cities That Hide Bodies


          

        

      


      

	    

          

	      Miki Radicci


          

        

          

	          A Black Deeper Than Death


          

        

          

	          In a Blackened Sky Where Dreams Collide


          

        

          

	          Blood Like Cherry Ice


          

        

          

	          Surly Girly


          

        

          

	          Bawling Sugar Soul


          

        

          

	          A Girl Close to Death


          

        

          

	          Heart on the Devil's Sleeve


          

        

          

	          Sinking Stones in the Sky


          

        

          

	          The Ghost and the Stream


          

        

          

	          Expressway Thru the Skull


          

        

          

	          Hacker's Moon


          

        

          

	          Miki Radicci Series (Books 8, 9, & 10)


          

        

          

	          Miki Radicci Series (Books 2,3, & 4)


          

        

          

	          Miki Radicci Series (Books 5, 6, & 7)


          

        

          

	          Miki Radicci Shorts


          

        

      


      

	    

          

	      Miranda Crowe


          

        

          

	          Bagged


          

        

      


      

	    

          

	      Munki Moo Moo


          

        

          

	          Munki Moo Moo


          

        

      


      

	    

          

	      Radicci Sisters Mystery


          

        

          

	          Psychic Sisters


          

        

          

	          My Dead Body


          

        

          

	          Saints


          

        

          

	          Squeezed


          

        

          

	          Broken Psychic Hearts


          

        

          

	          The Emptiness Above


          

        

          

	          The Sludge Below


          

        

          

	          Favors


          

        

          

	          Bumper


          

        

          

	          Rats In The Cage


          

        

      


      

	    

          

	      Tenebrous Chronicles


          

        

          

	          Party Girl Crashes the Rapture


          

        

          

	          Angel Spits


          

        

          

	          Six Feet


          

        

      


      

	    

          

	      Standalone


          

        

          

	          Breaking Fellini


          

        

          

	          Delicate Cutters


          

        

          

	          Jesus Freakz + Buddha Punx


          

        

          

	          Buddha Punx + Ghetto Girlz


          

        

          

	          Natural Born Killer


          

        

          

	          Peanut Shells: A Short Story


          

        

          

	          A Sandwich Can't Stop A Bullet


          

        

          

	          Bagged


          

        

          

	          Geek With The Numbers


          

        

          

	          His Alibi, Her Smile


          

        

          

	          Klepto Pyro Mojo


          

        

          

	          Limits of Stupidity


          

        

          

	          MiLK


          

        

          

	          Whaz My 'Ame


          

        

          

	          Orange Flecks (Short Story)


          

        

          

	          Through Tangled Nerves


          

        

          

	          The Creative


          

        

          

	          The Morrows


          

        

          

	          Defective Brain Club (Short Story)


          

        

          

	          Line (Short Story)


          

        

          

	          The Van Outside (Short Story)


          

        

          

	          Doorway Down (a short story)


          

        

          

	          Just (A Short Story)


          

        

          

	          Short of a Long Holiday (A Short Story)


          

        

      


      

    

	    

	      

	      Watch for more at M.E. Purfield’s site.


	      

	    


	  

    




Table of Contents


Title Page


Copyright Page


Also By M.E. Purfield


Dedication


Part 12 | 1966


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Part 13 | 1966


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Part 14 | 1966


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Part 5 | 1921


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Part 15 | 1966


Chapter 1


Chapter 2


Chapter 3


Chapter 4


Chapter 5


Chapter 6


Chapter 7


Chapter 8


Chapter 9


Chapter 10


Chapter 11


Chapter 12


Chapter 13


Chapter 14


Chapter 15


Chapter 16


Tenebrous Chronicles


Sign up for M.E. Purfield's Mailing List


Further Reading: Cities That Hide Bodies


About the Author




  	

  	

			 


			

		

    Many thanks to Neen, Darren, and Moira for their time and patience.




Much thanks to Allen Richards.


      


    







	
[image: ]




	 

	
[image: ]














[image: ]





Part 12


1966







[image: ]













	
[image: ]




	 

	
[image: ]














[image: ]





Chapter 1
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The fist plows into my nose...flashing light...pain whiplashes through my head...eyes water...I stumble back...the woman who hit me jolts back and screams...I land on the hardwood floor...through blurry eyes I watch the woman move to the kitchen...grabs the handle, the sides, of the drawer and yanks...I sob into my hands...blood rushes down over and into my mouth...the drawer is stuck...the woman yanks hard...moves it out barely an inch...she slips her fingers around the edges and pulls and shakes and screams...the drawer flies out of her hands...out of the counter...into the air...silverware scatters and the woman falls to the floor...I focus on the apartment door...scramble to my feet...run...I grab the knob and the locks...a sharp metallic feeling in my kidney...I gasp and shiver...the woman presses me to the wall...the metal twists... “I hate you. I fucking hate you,” the woman screams in my ear...the metal slides out of my side...spastic explosion...my knees give out...I’m still gripping the doorknob...the knife tip breaks through the skin at the side of my neck...blood floods my throat...I swallow metal...a horrified gaggle escapes my mouth...the knife pulls out...I fall to the floor...the lights dim...my body numbs...the woman’s enraged face in front of mine...metal stabbing over and over into my body...I jolt, press to the floor and wall...the woman screams, “I hate you, I hate you,”...as the light dims and her voice fades...and it all goes black...


I gasped and stepped away from the coroner’s exam table. Constance Burroughs grabbed my arm, keeping me steady, keeping me from falling. The disorientation of moving back into the present dissolved. Detectives Fleet and St. Paul of the Liberty Police Department stared at me as if I were a nun who stripped for them: a mix of fascination and perverse curiosity. An expression I was used to since I’ve been doing this for law enforcement for the last three years.


“Do you want to sit?” Constance asked.


The exam room had a desk with a chair. It used to be that handling the visions knocked me out so hard that my legs gave out. Not so much anymore. Most of the deaths I experienced for Elite I learned to handle. Maybe my body grew used to it. It was only the most traumatizing ones that messed me up. Multiple gunshots to the body or a gunshot to the skull. They always left me with excruciating headaches. Today’s death here in Liberty left me with aches in my body and neck where the knife stabbed.


“No,” I said. “I’m fine.”


“Did you see anything?” Fleet asked.


He was the open-minded of the two detectives and the least attractive. His brown eyes were too far apart and his short brown hair always appeared greasy. St. Paul, although silent most of the time and more manicured with cropped brown hair, a clean-shaven face, and clear blue eyes, gave off a vibe that he didn’t want me there, didn’t believe in what I could do. I understood. His captain or lieutenant probably called Elite when the two detectives couldn’t find any leads on the murder after a week. I never doubted that the detectives I helped were incompetent. I was sure they tried hard. Having an outsider, a psychic, come in and tell them what they missed couldn’t be easy for them. Probably downright insulting. 


“Yeah,” I said. “I saw her.”


“Her?” St. Paul asked. 


I nodded.


The two detectives exchanged confused glances.


“Detective Fleet or St. Paul,” Constance said. “Can you show Carmella to that private room now so she can finish her work?”


**
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Melanie Ware was thirty-three years old when her roommate, Laura Knapp, found her one morning dead on the floor of their apartment. Laura had returned home from spending the night at a male friend’s apartment. He wasn’t exactly her boyfriend. They went out together and had intimate relations but there was no exclusiveness or commitment to the relationship; something I knew a lot about the last few years.


When Laura entered the apartment, she nearly tripped on Melanie’s body. After throwing up in the toilet and sobbing her intense grief out, she called the police. Based on the files that the Liberty PD sent Elite, the Detective’s were thorough. Melanie worked as a bartender at the Oak Grove Tavern, a watering hole a mile away from her apartment building. A friendly girl, she got along with many of the patrons and never had an altercation in the five years she worked there. She had no current boyfriend. The last few ended amicably and the current break up was not much of a break-up. The boyfriend moved to California to accept a job. 


The coroner placed Melanie’s time of death at around 1:34 AM that Sunday morning. None of the neighbors heard screams. The apartment next to hers was empty. No one was around at the time to see if anyone came in and out of the apartment building. Because Liberty was such a safe and orderly town, the building had no cameras but it did have mirrors in the top corners so one could see if someone was behind them.


Although many of her wounds were life-threatening and the knife penetrated many of the major organs, Melanie died from a loss of blood due to the cutting of the major artery in the neck.


No foreign prints were found in the apartment. No fibers. A few pieces of short blonde hair were found near the body. Melanie and Laura had black and brown hair. 


Because there were no prints that didn’t belong, especially on the drawer where the knife came from, they believed Melanie knew her killer. There was no forced entry at the doors or windows. She had to have let them into the apartment. This caused much confusion in the investigation. All the people that Melanie associated with had solid alibis, could all be placed at least a mile from the murder. Would she allow a stranger into her apartment so late at night, early in the morning?


Due to the viciousness of the attack, the detectives concluded they were looking for a blonde-haired man. Hence why they were shocked to hear me say I saw a woman in my vision. 


After a week of investigating and the funeral a few days away, Elite was called in to assist. So here I was in a small interrogation room. My back to the  mirror, my pad and graphite pencils on the table, the one window close to the ceiling sealed, and the central air conditioning barely pushing out cool air to ease the summer heat outside. I sweated immediately and checked the vent to see if the cool air was actually on. I heard once from a cop that they sometimes increased the heat in these rooms to draw out a confession from a suspect. Nope. Cool air trickled out. To survive, I pulled my hair back into a tail, cooling my neck, and opened the two buttons on my blouse. I regretted not wearing a skirt to this. But all I had were mini skirts, which wouldn’t help to promote my seriousness of the situation. Like Constance, I felt wearing pants gave off a professional image and helped my cause in working with cops who came off as sexist. 


Pencil in my hand, I closed my eyes, breathed deep, and cleared my mind. The lead scratched across the high-grade white paper and copied the visions in my head. By the time I finished two hours later, ten sketches were ready for the detectives.


**



[image: ]





Detectives Fleet and St. Paul sat on the other side of the table in the interrogation room. Their jackets off, ties loosened, and collar opened, they patted the sweat off their heads with their handkerchiefs. Maybe they would learn what it feels like to be on the other side, the one being interrogated.


Constance at my side, she opened a cold can of orange soda and handed it to me. I kept it on my lap so the condensation didn’t drip on the table and the sketches. The soda’s sweetness soured my empty stomach. I wished that I took up Constance’s earlier offer for take-out while I was drawing.


“Here is the woman I saw stab Melanie Ware,” I said.


St. Paul took the sketch from me and looked down at it through reading glasses. Fleet peeked over. A woman possibly in her late twenties or early thirties. Short blond hair that could match the ones they found in the apartment. Her face could be pretty if it wasn’t so twisted up. In my written report I noted hate and rage I felt from the woman, how it felt personal. Maybe Melanie knew her killer, even in passing. But from what I experienced I would say that the killer knew Melanie well. Maybe she didn’t actually know her but definitely built Melanie up in her mind, giving the whole possible history that drove her to such a vicious attack.


“I have more detail in the report,” I said. “Eye color, hair color, smells.”


“Smells?” Fleet asked.


“Yes, I noticed a pungent odor coming from the killer. Maybe she didn’t wash for a long time.”


“Her shirt looks dirty here,” he said, pointing to the picture.


“Could be blood,” St. Paul said.


“No,” I said. “It’s a yellow t-shirt. The stains are blackish brown. Not the shade of brown blood turns into on clothes after a long period of time. I believe it’s dirt, maybe even grease.”


Fleet and St. Paul looked over my notes and the picture. Perhaps I was sparking something in their head. 


“What else do you have?” Fleet asked.


Constance nodded, encouraging me to continue.


“This stuck out for me.” I handed them a series of sketches. The first one showed the woman pulling at the silverware drawer, her hand around the metal handle. The second one, the woman’s frustration increased, showed her grabbing the drawer’s sides and pulling. The last one was a close-up of her hands on the drawer side, the wood pulled out more and just about to be released from the counter. “I believe she might have left fingerprints.”


“On the drawer handle?” Fleet asked. “No. It’s one of those steel handles. If she were to slip her hand around the bar her fingerprints would have touched her palm, if anything. Besides, we dusted the handle. There was only partials from the victim and her roommate.”


“No, not the handle,” I said. “The inner sides. See how she grabs them in this picture. Her fingers bend and her tips press the inner sides. Is it possible to leave prints on wood?”


“It’s difficult but not impossible,” Fleet said. “It depends on the surface, how porous it is or if it’s treated.”


St. Paul creased his brow in thought and said:


“I remember checking that drawer out. There was metal reinforcing the inside of it. Our killer could have touched it.”


I strained my cheeks, trying not to smile.


“Is that all?” Fleet asked. I sensed a bit of impatience in his voice. Probably due to the fact that he wanted to dust that drawer.


“Aside from details in the report, that was my primary impressions,” I said.


For the first time, both detectives smiled as they gathered my sketches and report. They left the room, promising to call us if anything came up. 


“Good job,” Constance said as she rose from her chair.


“Do I deserve a cookie?” I asked.


“You deserve a box of cookies.”
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The radio waves weaved through my head. Each one a string. I brought one forward and listen to it for a while, keeping the others back. I never used to do that, not before I came to the Facility. In the last few years, Dr. Tanner helped me control the waves, at least to the to point of not overwhelming me during the day and keeping me up at night. 


My eyes closed, I sat in a padded chair. Across from me, a specially made radio on a metal cart. From what Dr. Leger told me it was a modified short wave radio. The wave string I picked out in the ether played through the radio’s speaker. A talk show with a woman complaining about the assassination of President Kennedy, how the country went to shit. 


Wired sensors were attached to my head and body, monitoring my brain and vitals. Dr. Tanner and Dr. Randal Leger were on the other side of the large window in the control room.


“Very good, Enzo,” Tanner said through the intercom. “Now I want you to reach out and try to find the waves we talked about.”


I grunted, hoping he heard it as ‘Okay.’ 


Usually, my mind remained in one position in reference to the wave strings. If the one I wanted came close enough (like a fish swimming to the surface of the water) I pulled it closer. Most of the time I picked up music from FM/AM, police and fire bands, and the few private conversations between CBs from truckers or short wave enthusiasts. Today, Tanner wanted me to move from my perspective, to go across the waves, to move deeper into the ether. 


“And when you’re there,” he told me before the experiment, “I want you to listen for those languages you have been studying the last few weeks.”


During that time I was stuck in my private room where I watched newsreels and films in two different languages: Vietnamese and Russian. Although Tanner didn’t expect me to learn the language, he hoped that I would recognize it when I heard it.


I had no idea how to do it, move deeper into the ocean of radio waves, and neither did he but he had confidence in me. I breathed deeper and molded my body into the chair. I loved this chair. The legs propped up and the back moved into my muscles like a massage. Eventually, thoughts of my old life, images of my sister Carmella, Britney, and my parents dissolved. I felt light, blank. The waves moved closer. No. They moved under and over me, past my perspective. Ever so slowly. I tried not to mentally shift, to keep in one place.


But then the waves stopped. Did I stop them? As far as I knew I wasn’t doing anything. Or was I? Times like these I wished I had an instruction manual. But from what Tanner said, I was the first person to have this ability. At least in his experience of research and education. Possibly there were others before me but if the radio wasn’t discovered then they wouldn’t know they had the ability.


A pain brewed in the back and front of my head. Static filled my ears. My body felt tired and worn. I expected this. Only during experiments my body turned this way. Tanner said it was because, even though I was in one place, my brain was working hard as if stretching and lifting weights. I was doing mental exercises in the chair. And like with any exercises, I became tired.


I opened my eyes and grunted my discomfort.


“Are you okay, Enzo?” Tanner asked through the intercom.


I pointed to my head and shook it.


“Okay,” he said. “Let’s wrap up for the day. You did well.”


**
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The next day Dr. Roger Tanner called me into his office. In one way I was glad to take a break from the Russian newsreels, but in another, I hoped he didn’t talk too long with me since it was close to lunch. Glenevia, the lady that carted my food every day, told me that the chef was making bacon cheeseburgers for lunch. I loved bacon cheeseburgers but what excited me more was the fries that came with it. The Facility made the best fries I ever ate.


Dr. Tanner was fifty years old. I knew because the staff had a cake for him a few months ago. The other projects and I got to eat some of the cake. He had slicked back brown hair, a rugged face like the Marlboro man, and kind eyes. He wore a wedding ring but never mentioned his wife or if he had kids. I was curious if he did. Once and I while I wrote and asked how his family and wife were doing. He said fine and continued on with our business.


Dr. Leger was also in the room when I arrived. He sat in the seat on the other side of Tanner’s desk. He was younger, maybe in his late twenties or early thirties. His hair light brown and feathered. He peered at me through round-framed glasses. The project considered him second in line, under Tanner. He didn’t say much to me except to ask if I was comfortable when he attached the sensors, if I had any trouble with the film projector. When I first arrived Tanner built Leger up as a smart and talented man. Graduated top in his class in college and med school. Had lots of experience treating people with my condition in sanitariums, mostly with children. Tanner said Leger had a strong passion for psychic research and the abilities of the brain. A passion he never shared with me at any time. Unless he was expressing it by ripping the sticky sensors off my head, which hurt like heck.


“Please, have a seat, Enzo,” Tanner said from behind his desk.


I smiled,nodded to both the doctors, and dropped in the only other empty seat in the room. Right away I noticed my slight rocking as I wrung my hands. 


“How are you feeling today?” Tanner asked, smiling.


Focusing on the front side of the desk, I held up my hand and pinched my thumb and index finger into a circle, the okay sign.


“Good,” he said. “The headache from yesterday’s experiment has gone?”


I nodded. With the drugs they had pain doesn’t last long.


“Good,” Tanner said again. “Dr. Leger and I would like to run something by you as pertaining to your ability. We’ve been talking about this for almost a month now and researching possible therapies.”


Leger cleared his throat.


“Dr. Leger has been doing most of the legwork,” Tanner said. “Anyway. For the last six months, you have not been able to change your perspective in the ether.”


Although they defined the ether as the stuff in the air that helps carry psychic energy and signals, he also referred to it as the space inside my head. At least until he could come up with a better term.


“Dr. Leger theorizes that it might have something to do with your autism.” Also when I arrived here the doctors put a name to what makes me so different from everyone else in the world. Why I moved so much, why I couldn’t talk, why I had severe moods. Although they didn’t know a lot about it, autism, they did their best to help me deal with it and not make me feel different for being born with the condition. That was another thing they weren’t sure about: how autism started in a child. “Previously, when we recorded the brain patterns in a psychic, all the activity happens on the right side of their brain, but with you we are always recording high activity in your complete brain.”


“This would explain why you grow so tired during testing,” Leger said.


“We theorize that the autism condition, which affects different parts of your brain, is affecting your psychic abilities,” Tanner said. “We would like to lessen that activity.”


“I believe the condition is hindering your psychic ability,” Leger said, inspecting his nails. “You might not be aware of this but your body moves consistently when you are tested. You rock in the chair, tap your fingers, swing your right knee, for example. All those symptoms stem for the autism. Now, what if we could silence that part of your brain?”


“You may be able to focus and give all your energy to the right side of your brain,” Tanner said. “Which could result in reaching your goals for the project.


“Do you understand what we’re telling you, Enzo?”


I nodded and pointed to the ceiling.


“You must have questions,” Tanner said.


I took out my notepad and pen.


WILL YOU CURE ME?


Leger, closer to reading my pad, repeated the question for Tanner.


“Although your condition was discovered in the 1920s, many doctors and institutions still have little knowledge of it,” Tanner said. “No one wants to put the money in research or even classify it as a separate condition from schizophrenia.


“No, Enzo. The therapy methods that we will attempt have not been proven to cure the condition but they have been proven to lessen the effects.”


WILL IT HURT?


“There will be some side effects and temporary pain, based on previously documented cases. All cases mention no death or long term damage to the patients.”


“I had assisted in two case studies,” Leger said. “All the children returned to their normal, for lack of a better word, state when the study completed. From what I understand, they grew up physically normal.”


CAN I THINK ABOUT IT?


“Of course,” Tanner said. “It’s your body and mind. We are here to help you succeed with your ability. We would never want you to do something you don’t want to do.”


Tanner smiled in reassurance. Leger yawned.
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Constance Burroughs stood outside of the West Side office building. She wore her traditional suit with a skirt and held the strap of her bag slung over her shoulder. The August heat was unbearable, making her break out in a sweat from standing under the sun. But she still desired a jacket, someplace to hide her flexing hands that worked off the turmoil in her head. The thoughts of all the people walking down the streets, driving in cars and trucks, and moving in and out of the building filled her head. Some thoughts were louder than others. All annoying and solidifying her annoyance with humanity.


“Connie?” a woman asked.


She glanced up at Laurel Donatello. She was a few years younger than Constance. Dressed less formally in a knee-length blue skirt and matching blouse. Her bag also on her shoulder, Laurel smiled at Constance. The two women instinctively moved in to kiss each other hello, then backed off, remembering that they were in public.


“Hi, Laurie,” Constance said, tapping the other woman’s arm. “Was starting to think you forgot about me.”


“No, just got held up,” the blonde woman whose hair was pulled back into a tail said. “I could never forget you.”


Constance knew that already for she snatched a quick peek into Laurel’s head. She then quickly pushed back, fulfilling her promise not to read it.


“You believe this heat?” Laurel asked. “Insane.”


Constance nodded, not one for small talk.


“Where did you want to go for lunch?” she asked.


They decided on a dim bar a few blocks away on 8th Avenue. Laurel heard the clientele were like her and Constance. She was right. The B. Bar was filled with female couples from all kinds of lives and jobs sitting at the white linen covered tables. Right away Constance noticed that none of them leaned into secret conversations. They didn’t have to hide who they were.


Taking a table that looked out to the street, Laurel and Constance reviewed their red leather menus as Jazz laced the air. 


“How has your day been going?” Laurel asked, over her menu.


“Is this a work question or personal?” Constance asked, eyes still on the list of foods.


Laurel Donatello worked for die Auslese. She was the executive assistant to Marcello Perkins who was project supervisor. With that position, she had access to all the private documents within the organization. Laurel was committed to her job, often avoiding the subject in public conversations. When she and Constance first got together ten years ago she was a bit worried, if not skeptical, of having a personal relationship with one of the projects, let alone with a psychic who read minds. Constance understood and taught Laurel how to block her mind even though Constance promised never to listen to it.


“Personal,” Laurel said.


“It’s uneventful,” she said. “Until a new case comes up I’ve been catching up on paperwork and reviewing cases for recruitment.”


“Carson and the board are approving it?” she asked, surprised.


“Yes. I’m as shocked as you are,” Constance said. “They have been happy with my results the last few years and impressed with the reputation we’ve developed.”


“That’s great.” Laurel flashed a smile, then averted her eyes back to the menu.


After the flamboyant young waiter took their order, Laurel moved the bread dish and silverware to the side, pressed her elbows on the surface, and leaned in. Constance recognized the troubled expression on her face; the way Laurel rubbed her fingertips and bit her bottom lip.


“What’s wrong?” Constance asked. “Are the men in the office bothering you again?”


“No. It’s not that,” she said. “Yeah, they still call me a dyke for refusing their advances but I don’t think they really believe I am one. Just stuck up and pompous.”


Constance took her hand over the table and looked at her. A sense of freedom washed over her. Then joy as Laurel squeezed her hand.


“Can you come over tonight?” Laurel asked.


“If nothing comes up. Of course.”


“Good.”


“But what’s on your mind,” she asked. “And don’t tell me that you’ll tell me tonight. I don’t think I can worry the rest of the day.”


“What I found out today shouldn’t wait,” Laurel said. “I was typing up memos this morning and read that project Faith has advanced.”


Constance, disturbed, leaned back, breaking her connection to Laurel.


“But they projected completion in 1971,” she said.


“I know,” Laurel said. “I’m just as surprised as you.”


“Was there any mention to the reason of the acceleration?”


“The vessel has become suitable sooner than expected.”


“That must mean that they mastered the ceremony in the journal.”


“Probably figured it out years ago,” Laurel said.


Anger creased Constance’s face as she scanned the dining room. Laurel wrung her hands.


“I swear to you, Connie, I just found out about it this morning,” she said. “If there were any reports about comprehension of the ceremony then they didn’t come past my desk. I would have told you.”


Constance nodded and sighed.


“I know,” she said. “I’m not mad at you. Just mad at the news.”


“So what happens now? What are you and the others going to do?”


“I’ll have to talk to them,” Constance said. “But something will be done.”


The waiter brought their house salads and glasses of wine. 


“Enjoy, ladies,” he said. “The rest of your meal will be out shortly.”


Laurel thanked the waiter and confessed how hungry she was feeling. Constance, who lost her appetite, remained quiet.







	
[image: ]




	 

	
[image: ]














[image: ]





Chapter 4
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Mary Rogers finished dressing Mr. Reynolds for the morning. The elderly man with burn scars on ninety percent of his body sat in his stately chair facing the window that looked out three floors below to 70th Street. He wore a dark suit and short sleeve shirt underneath the jacket. As she did every summer, Mary left the collar open and the red tie loose. Even though three fans spun air onto the old man, the humidity was so intense it made anyone’s skin feel like slime. For the last three years, she tried to persuade Mr. Carson to buy an air conditioning unit for the window. 


“I do understand your plight and concern for Mr. Reynolds,” Carson always told her. “But it is just not in the budget. We would have to rewire the floor to accommodate a unit. And we already spend so much to handle the medical equipment.”


Mary flashed him a dirty look and left the subject dead until she grew sweaty and frustrated enough to resurrect it. She knew Carson was full of bull. Maybe he thought Mary wanted the air conditioning for herself. The other floors in the old house had no electricity. Except for the kitchen where Stephanie Rachon prepared Mr. Reynolds meals and stored the raw meat.


“Knock knock.”


Folding his pajamas that still smelled clean, Mary turned to Stephanie standing at the doorway. The woman in her late twenties with black hair tied back to reveal a pale cherubic face and two birthmarks on her cheeks. She held a tray with Mr. Reynolds’ breakfast. A bowl of raw meat and gravy, hash browns, a glass of orange juice, and a cup of coffee.


“Is my favorite man ready for breakfast?” she asked, beaming.


Mary shivered at the woman’s joyous demeanor. Since the day she replaced Singer, she had never gotten used to her. All day Mary would hear her singing as she cleaned the house and prepared the food. Mary didn’t recognize any of the songs, not that she listened to the radio much. But Rachon was better than Singer. Since she had gotten rid of the short man Mr. Reynolds never received a bruise or wound. 


“No,” Mary said with a steady voice. “I just need to give him his morning pills.”


“Oh, that’s fine.” Stephanie stepped in deeper and placed the tray on the dresser next to the short wave radio. “That sounds like it shouldn’t take long. I can wait.”


Placing the pajamas into the stand-out closet’s drawer, Mary rolled her eyes. She then stepped out into the hall to prepare Mr. Reynolds morning pills, a mix of vitamins and antibiotics.


Returning back into the room, she found Stephanie standing at Reynolds’ side. He stared out the open window as the other woman smiled and tried to engage in conversation with him. Mary lied to her before and said that Mr. Reynolds didn’t say much. If he did, it was usually unintelligible. The truth was that Reynolds and Mary exchanged words often, usually late at night or when the house was empty. The man never formed a fluid sentence, though, his lungs didn’t have the capacity. 


With the pills in her hand and a small paper cup of water, Mary stood close to Stephanie, hoping to make the woman move to the side. She didn’t.


“He looks wonderful today,” Stephanie said, beaming at Mary.


“Yes, I’d like to keep it that way,” she said. “Do you mind if I can fulfill my duties.”


Stephanie tilted her head in confusion and then realized what Mary meant.


“Oh, right,” she said, standing and moving to the side. “Of course.”


Mary kneeled in front of Reynolds and slipped the first pill into his mouth. The old man worked it around with his tongue and scarred pink lips. She then eased the water cup to his mouth and tilted his head back, dripping in the water.


“There you go,” Mary whispered. Her mouth opened to add Poppa, but the word never came out. No way she could reveal this secret to the clown at her side.


“The diet may be helping him,” Stephanie sighed. “I’ve been conscious of following the doctor’s instructions.”


“Mmm hmm,” Mary reacted, finishing the pills. “You know, Ms. Rachon, I can feed him. In fact, I insist. We wouldn’t want Mr. Reynolds to choke. And if he does, it’s better I’m here.”


“Been working here so long I still don’t understand why you don’t call me Stephanie, Mary,” she said. 


Crushing the empty cup and standing, Mary glared at the cook/housekeeper and said:


“Just keeping it professional.”


Stephanie raised her brows and nodded.


“Well, then,” she said. “I’ll leave you to your duties and get a jump on mine.”


A flash of a smile from Stephanie. Mary watched her leave the room and waited until the door latched.


“I hate that woman,” Mary whispered.


Reynolds jerked up and down and a long huhhhhh left his mouth; his version of a mild laugh.


Mary brought the tray of food to the small table on wheels and then over to Reynolds. Sitting on a chair from the desk, she tucked a napkin into the old man’s collar. She loved this time of the day, feeding her patient, her father. The last thing she wanted was that happy bitch looming over her shoulder and interrupting her quality time. The times where old memories resurfaced in her head. Happy memories.


Reynolds half smiled at Mary and his hand dropped down in the tray.


“Want to feed yourself today?” she asked.


“Essss,” Reynolds rasped.


“The silly bitch is right,” she said. “You are getting stronger. Then again, if you didn’t take that tranquilizer every day, you may be able to do more for yourself.”


Mary picked up the fork and stabbed a small piece of meat. Brownish red gravy dripped as she bounced it over the plate. No longer leaking, Mary fed the piece to Reynolds. The old man took it into his mouth and chewed slow and fast. He hummed in satisfaction.


“She does make you good food, doesn’t she, Poppa?” She dabbed his wet chin with a napkin. “But no one can take care of you better than your little girl. Isn’t that right.”


Mr. Reynolds swallowed his meat and stretched his mouth into a full smile. Their eyes locked.


“Truuuuuuuue,” he rasped.


**
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Later that afternoon, the doorbell rang while Mary was resting in her room. She lifted off the bed and stood by the cracked open door. Two familiar voices traveled up the stairs: Stephanie Rachon’s and Mr. Carson’s. The cook’s clog shoes went up a few steps.


“Mary,” she called out. “If you’re not busy, can you come down a moment. Mr. Carson would like to talk to us.”


Worry stiffened her. Mr. Carson last visited three months again, confident that the two women he hired were taking care of the patient beyond his expectations. Could have Rachon complained about Mary’s attitude towards her? The younger woman didn’t seem so sharp as to catch onto Mary’s condescending attitude. Dr. Calendar showed up to check on Mr. Reynolds every two weeks. Could he have mentioned the strained relationship to Carson?


Mary checked herself in the dresser mirror, making sure her nurse’s uniform and hair was straight, and took a few deep breaths. No, there was nothing to worry about. If Carson wanted to get rid of her, he would have done it when she killed Singer. He never would have covered it up.


“Good afternoon, Ms. Rogers.”


Carson and Rachon were in the foyer. The cook sat on the ancient couch that looked to be made in the early 1900s. Wearing pants today, she kept her legs closed and fanned herself with a small accordion fan she could have picked up in China Town. The hall was just as stifling as in the rest of the house. The windows were open but the curtains were down, blocking any kind of relief even if it was a warm wind. 


Mr. Carson, dressed in his dark suit and red power tie, crossed over and offered his hand for a shake. The man in his mid-thirties appeared calm and pleasant even with sweat forming on his receding brow.


Mary shook his hand and smiled back.


“How are you doing, Ms. Rogers?” Carson asked, taking his hand back.


“Fine, sir.”


“And I hear that Mr. Reynolds is still outstanding?”


“I do my best.”


“As do I, Mr. Carson,” peeped out Ms. Rachon.


“Oh, we are very proud of the both of you,” he said. “Why don’t you have a seat, Ms. Rogers. I assure you that I won’t take but a minute.”


Mary sat next to Rachon who was at the middle of the couch. Not wanting to smell or be near her, Mary planted herself at the end, creating a good three feet between them.


Carson clapped his hands and rubbed them together.


“Now, I have come here with excellent news,” he said. “Due to the doctor’s reports and after strong consideration with the board, the time has come to move Mr. Reynolds to a better place.”


Mary shivered her head. Did she hear right?


“That’s wonderful,” Rachon said. “I always thought he should be in a proper facility.”


“Oh, yes. This will be a great place for him.”


“W-where is he going?” Mary asked, barely raising her voice above a whisper.


“I’m afraid I can’t say,” he said. “The board would like discretion so the press doesn’t find out. Please don’t take it as a slur against you. You two have been very trusting in the last three years.”


Mary frowned. The press? The press never came to the house, not even parked across the street. Also, she never read about Reynolds in the papers. Carson was lying. Just like he was lying about the true identity of Mr. Reynolds. If he really knew.


“Now, I don’t want you to worry,” he said. “You will be employed until the date of transfer. Also, the company will relocate you to new jobs here in the city. You are not fired. Just reassigned.”


“Oh, thank you, Mr. Carson,” Rachon said. “I was worried about that.”


“No need to worry at all.” He focused on Mary. “I’m sorry, Mary. This must be the hardest for you?”


She glanced up at him, her heart skipped. Did he know that Mr. Reynolds was really her father?


“What?” she asked.


“You are the closest to him,” he said. “You struggle to take care of him. No doubt a strong patient/nurse relationship, bond, came out of that.”


“Oh,” Mary said. “Yes. I will miss him.”


“Indeed.”


“When is the date of the transfer?” she asked.


“In two weeks. Labor Day weekend.”


Mary nodded and possibilities formed in her brain.
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Chapter 5
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Frankie Welker, still dressed in his work clothes and reeking of fish, sat at his desk in the Cavendish house. He leaned back in the chair and held the short wave microphone with two hands.


“Welk Key to E. Z. No and Merry Go Round. Come in,” he said.


Static broke out of the speaker but no voice responded. Frankie didn’t take it to heart. It was not yet midnight. Some nights Enzo and Carmella couldn’t make it. Either Enzo would be tired from the tests he performed and Carmella’s roommate was home and she couldn’t talk freely in front of her. 


He repeated the call every few minutes until...


“Merry Go Round to Welk Key, come in,” Carmella said through the airwaves.


Frankie smiled despite his weary eighteen-year-old body.


“Hey hey,” he said. “Welk Key here, Merry Go Round. All safe there?”


“Yes. Everyone’s out and I have the headset on.”


“Sweet. Maybe you can sneak a few sweet nothings into my ear.”


From what Carmella had been telling him, she was still seeing that Blaise Radicci guy but confessed that it was nothing serious. In some way that pleased Frankie. It made her still available when he should see her again. But in others, it also sounded like she was just playing around with the guy. Having fun. Frankie didn’t like to share.


“Ha ha,” Carmella said. “You’ve grown into such a pervert.”


“I have grown. I bet you wouldn’t recognize me if you saw me.”


Frankie was twelve years old since when she last saw him. A boy. Now, six years later since he moved to the Chatham Colony to hide out from the law, he was much taller, muscular from the work he did around the Colony, and, from what the other girls had been saying, handsome too.


“You’re probably right,” Carmella said. 


“Constance never showed you a picture of me?” he asked.


“Is there a picture of you? No. She only talks about you when I bring you up.”


“Figures,” Frankie said. “She probably wants to keep your mind on your work and not on me.”


“Oh, my God.”


“WELK KEY, WOULD YOU GIVE IT UP?” Enzo’s deep electrical voice broke in.


Frankie laughed with Carmella.


“Darn, I was hoping you wouldn’t show up tonight,” Frankie said. “I could have finally had a date with your sister.”


“LIKE SHE WOULD GIVE YOU THE LIGHT OF DAY.”


“Hey, I’m eighteen now,” Frankie said. “Nothing to stop me.”


“Then I guess it’s good you’re down there in South Carolina,” Carmella said.


“Oh, yeah,” Frankie said, not shy about hiding his misery. “I’m the luckiest man on Earth.”


“Awe, my poor little boy,” she cooed.


Frankie squirmed, the way her voice sounded awakened his nether region.


“ANYWAY,” Enzo said. 


“Anyway,” Carmella said. “How are you doing, my sweet brother?”


“I HAVE SOME NEWS,” he said. “THE DOCTORS WANT TO TRY A NEW THERAPY.”


“Therapy?” Carmella asked. “Is there something wrong with you.”


“EVERYTHING IS WRONG WITH ME.”


“Shut up,” Frankie said. “I hate when you talk like that.”


“You’re perfect, Enzo,” Carmella said.


“NO, FROM WHAT THE DOCTORS DISCOVERED THROUGH THE TESTS, THEY THINK MY CONDITIONS IS INTERFERING WITH MY ABILITY.”


“Your autism?” Carmella asked. “How did they figure that out?”


“THEY DO WHAT DOCTORS DO,” Enzo said. “ANYWAY, THEY HAVE A THERAPY SCHEDULE MAPPED OUT FOR ME. I’M STARTING IT TOMORROW. DEPENDING HOW I FEEL, I MIGHT NOT BE AROUND.”


“What are they going to do to you?” Frankie asked.


“I DON’T KNOW YET. I FIND OUT TOMORROW.”


“I don’t like this. From what I’ve been reading, your condition is genetic. It’s how you’re brain is made, how you were born. I could have been that way too,” Carmella said. “Do they think these therapies are going to cure you? And for what end? So they can further their experiments?”


“IT’S NOT JUST FOR THE EXPERIMENTS,” Enzo said. “IT’S TO STRENGTHEN MY ABILITY. BUT MAYBE I COULD BE NORMAL.”


Frankie sighed and shook his head. He imagined Carmella doing the same.


“You are normal, Enzo,” he said.


“YOU KNOW THAT’S NOT TRUE,” he said. “I’M A FREAK.”


“You would be a freak anyway with your ability, no?”


“YOU DON’T UNDERSTAND. YOU DON’T UNDERSTAND HOW I SEE AND LIVE THINGS. ONE DAY I MAY LEAVE THIS FACILITY AND RETURN TO THE OUTSIDE WORLD. I DON’T WANT TO BE LOOKED AT LIKE THEY USED TO DO. I DON’T WANT TO SEE THEM ROLL THEIR EYES OR SHAKE THEIR HEADS OR TISK. I DON’T WANT TO BE FELT SORRY FOR.”


“We never felt that way about you,” Carmella said. “Not me, Momma or Poppa, or Britney, or Frankie.”


“It’s true,” Frankie said.


“WELL.” A long bit of static. “I WANT TO TRY IT. TAKE A CHANCE AND SEE IF IT WORKS.”


A knock on the door behind Frankie’s back. He told the twins to hold on and turned off the volume to the CB. He crossed to the door and opened it as Ruby Stahl raised her hand to knock. The seventeen-year-old girl with short blonde hair and a pixie face smiled shyly at Frankie. He raised his brows in surprise and grinned back. Since his time at Chatham Colony, she had been the only other person close to his age. All others were either five or more years younger or older. But they weren’t exactly alike. Ruby was a PK,  able to move objects with her mind.


“Hey, Ruby,” Frankie said. “What’s up?”


She never knocked on his door before even though she lived in the house too, down the hall from his room. All their encounters were always around other people, classroom, work, or hanging out in the front yard.


“Henry wants to see you,” Ruby said, crossing her arms over her sleep shirt. “He says you have a phone call.”


Frankie flinched.


“A phone call?”


“Yeah,” she said. “I had the same reaction.”


Who would be calling Frankie? Unless it was...


“Yeah, thanks,” he said. “I’ll be right down. Just need to sign off.”


He pointed his thumb over his shoulder at the CB. Ruby craned her neck and peeked in.


“Talking to your girlfriend again?” she asked, smirking.


Frankie felt his face tingle, probably turning red with embarrassment. He wanted to say, I wish, but instead said:


“I’m not talking to my girlfriend. Just my friends back home.”


Ruby winked with exaggeration, said, “Right,” and walked back to her room.


Frankie turned the speaker back on and told Enzo and Carmella he had to go. He gave no explanation and they didn’t ask for one. Sometimes that happened between them. Most of the time they would just sign off for no reason. Either they fell asleep or had a problem with the signal or were interrupted. He turned off the CB as Carmella and Enzo continued their conversation.


Downstairs, Frankie knocked on the open threshold of the study. Henry Cavendish, a slim man in his early seventies that wore a red bathrobe over his jeans and white t-shirt and a pair of glasses over his gentle face, turned to Frankie. He and his wife built the Colony many decades ago on Hilton Head Island for the purpose of sheltering men and women with abilities, people who had difficulty living in the regular world. From what Frankie learned, both Cavendishes were not doctors or had a higher education. But they were the smartest people in the world to Frankie. Even smarter than Constance Burroughs who, he learned, was also from the Colony and that the Cavendishes considered a daughter. They also didn’t have any psychic abilities; the closest to typical humanity Frankie had come to here.


“Oh, good,” Cavendish said. “You’re here. I thought I’d have to go up and get you myself.”


“No,” Frankie said, stepping deeper into the room lined with filled bookshelves. Books that Cavendish encouraged everyone on the Colony to read since there was no television. “Ruby told me and I came right down.”


“She must have taken the long way, that girl.” Cavendish smiled off his coffee-stained teeth and pointed to the one phone in the colony that rested on a small table next to a cushioned wooden chair. “I’ll leave you with privacy. I checked the line and found it secure. Speak free as a bird.”


The old man walked to the exit, past Frankie, and patted his shoulder. 


Frankie sat down in the chair and picked up the receiver to the rotary phone.


“Hello?” he asked.


“”Frankie? It’s Constance.”


He smiled and felt a rush of adrenalin.


**
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Ruby Stahl was five years old when she was brought to the Chatham Colony. She had no memory of arriving and memories of her life before were few. Flashes. Like a dream. When she turned thirteen, Mrs. Cavendish sat her down in the kitchen with a slice of her favored peach pie and a glass of warm milk and told her what she knew about Ruby’s past, what little there was.


“Everyone should have a clear picture of where they came from,” Mrs. Cavendish said, “so that they can get an almost clear picture of where to go.”


Based on records gathered by the state of Florida, Ruby was abandoned at the age of one on the steps of a McDonald’s. The morning shift employees found her wrapped in pink blankets and strapped to a car seat. Police believed that Ruby wasn’t left there for long since her diaper was dry. Since Ruby’s mother had the baby’s fingerprints taken at the hospital where she was born, investigators didn’t have to make up a name for her and knew who abandoned her. Marcia Stahl, a seventeen-year-old girl who lived with her parents until they kicked her out for getting pregnant, was never found. The best they could figure out was that Marcia and Ruby lived in a motel down the road from a gator farm since the birth. Marcia had no legal job, but other residents at the hotel theorized she earned her money the old fashioned way with men.


Ruby bounced around State-run orphanages. For some reason, strange things happened around her. Staff reported that objects moved around. Most of them never saw the objects, like toys or her food, go from one place to another, but one or two stated how they saw them float in the air. Those claims were not taken seriously by supervisors. But they did take seriously the fact that no one on staff wanted to be around Ruby. Besides making objects move, she was weird, distant, and comfortable with being alone. 


The Cavendishes heard about Ruby Stahl through one of their Feelers that roamed the country, other trusted humans that recognized psychic ability and reviewed to see if said psychic was in a good place. Obviously Ruby was not and preparations were made to unofficially remove her from the current orphanage she resided in. 


“And that’s how you came to live with us,” Mrs. Cavendish told her.


Ruby didn’t cry about the information. In some way, she was happy to hear it. It sounded terrible where she was, even though she didn’t remember it. She felt loved and safe in the Colony. The times she left it with the others to sell the fruits and vegetable they grew there, she experienced odd reactions from outside people. There was no way they could have known she was psychic or maybe they did. She had heard outsiders whisper rumors about the Chatham Colony. The people there were criminals in hiding, lepers, Communists, or living with life-ending diseases. It was a slice of inconvenience that could have been her life if she was not rescued by the Cavendishes. 


Although neuro normal people aggravated her with their ignorance, she didn’t find them all the same. Like Frankie Welker. When he arrived she instantly took a liking to him. He always smiled and kidded around with her like the other PKs or ESPs. At first, she kept her guard up. Wondered what made him so special that he had to live in a colony of mental freaks. She heard rumors that Frankie was in hiding for killing his parents and sister. Ruby laughed off that one. The boy came off as kind and helpful, compassionate to others. No way he was a killer. She eventually concluded that he was a child or relative to that Constance Burroughs who popped in from time to time for long stays. She and Frankie always had long, private conversations. Constance Burroughs hardly spoke a word to her, just good morning and good night or hello and goodbye. Yes, perhaps they were related and Frankie was the freak with no psychic ability like the Cavendishes.
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