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  And thus the whirligig of time brings in his revenges.




  —Shakespeare, Twelfth Night




  Tick.




  In the banquet hall of a sprawling castle of a house, the woman looks up, startled. The dishes of the night’s dinner still litter the long table before her. At the evening’s outset, the table had been so clean, its settings so precise. She tries to recall each step in its journey from order to chaos but fails.




  Tick.




  She jumps again at the sound. A man’s wristwatch lies at the table’s far end. He has left it, forgotten or unwanted. Or for another reason. The watch is old with a broken strap; the woman young with a broken heart. The watch lies face down, but she knows it is the old-fashioned kind with hands. A date will show in a little window. A date from a time long ago. Two lives ago. It will be today’s date. She wonders how she knows that.




  Tick.




  Rising, she moves toward the watch…




  ~*~*~*~*~




  “My God, James. Look at this place,” Caroline exclaimed.




  James Mackaby put down the book he was reading to their young son, David, and looked out the window of their limousine. Their driver was negotiating a street filled with refuse and the abandoned corpses of burnt-out cars. Under a late afternoon sun, men in ragged clothing slept or sprawled on steps before low-rise apartments. The nearest group of men shouted something at the car as they passed around a bottle.




  The limousine pulled up to the curb in front of a dirty-gray, three-storied building. Crumbling steps led to a door with a crisscross of planks covering its broken glass. Mackaby surveyed the scene and looked back to his wife. “Looks like Dr. Harnish has fallen lower than I thought.”




  “Are you sure it’s wise to go?” Caroline asked. “He was very uncivil to you when the University dismissed him.”




  Mackaby felt uneasy at the memory. But for her sake, he forced a smile. “He was treating everyone that way by then.”




  “Still…”




  “And he’s asking for my help now. Besides, I can’t cancel a dinner this late, though I know better ways to spend an evening.” He grinned, and she smiled, rubbing her foot against his. He gave David a hug. “Bye-bye, my big man. Be good.”




  David hugged him back. “Can we read my story later, Daddy?”




  “Daddy won’t be back until past bedtime, dear. We’ll read it tomorrow.” He pulled Caroline to him in a long kiss, then stepped from the car into cool fall air, her perfume swirling in his head. He spoke to their driver. “Pick me up at ten o’clock sharp. Apartment 202. If you need to, call me on my cell.”




  The driver nodded.




  Caroline leaned out the back window. “Wait. I have your watch. They fixed it but won’t have a strap till next week.” She took a man’s wristwatch from her purse. Gold hands, black face, broken leather strap. The inscription on the back read, “To James, forever your Caroline.”




  Caroline stared at the building. “James, do you…”




  Mackaby kissed her again. “I’ll see you before midnight.” He put the watch in his pocket and climbed the steps. At the door he stopped to wave to them, but the big Lincoln was already gone. He lowered his hand, his feeling of unease returning.




  ~*~*~*~*~




  Tick.




  The sound no longer startles her. She walks the length of the table, then stops. She stares down at the watch.




  ~*~*~*~*~




  The door to the building squealed open with rusty protests at his tugging. Mackaby stepped into a small vestibule, catching his breath on the stink of urine and sweat. A filthy blanket lay on the floor. Mackaby scanned a row of room buttons, half of which showed neither names nor numbers. Finding one for 210, he counted back to what he hoped was 202. Response was immediate.




  “Is that you, Mackaby?”




  “Yes, Doctor.” He wondered if Harnish had been watching.




  A harsh buzz sounded, and the inner door admitted Mackaby to a lobby of stained wallpaper and couches sprouting foam rubber and springs. The elevator was out of order, so he climbed sagging steps to a musty second-floor hall lit by random dim bulbs. He walked along, peering at room numbers. A door opened as he passed but closed quickly when he turned.

OEBPS/Images/LBB_copyrightsmall.jpg





OEBPS/Images/st.jpg
“Masterful.”
IDEOMANCER | MAWAIE

QLG

AN
W






OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.png
X1n X11





