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  A DIABOLICAL NAZI SCIENTIFIC EXPERIMENT FROM THE PAST RETURNS TO THREATEN THE FUTURE—UNLESS TWO UNLIKELY HEROES CAN STOP IT.




  When Jake Logan—Ph.D. candidate in philosophy and stringer for a small newspaper—is assigned to cover the suicide of his former ethics professor and mentor, Max Steiner, a Dachau survivor, he begins an odyssey into the events of the past and present that will have profound implications for the future.




  As Jake explores the reasons behind the suicide, he discovers that Max has left him a series of clues in the form of philosophical references—from Plato, Heidegger, Aristotle and others. The clues reveal that Max chose to commit what philosophers refer to as dutiful suicide —death at one’s own hand done in the belief that it will secure a greater good. The reason has its roots in the Nazi science experiments Max was forced to clean up after as a boy in Dachau, experiments attempting to use electricity to expand cognition in the human brain.




  Jake teams up with Max’s beautiful, appealingly eccentric granddaughter, Allie, a twenty year-old science prodigy whose Goth affectation and bizarre language usage mask a brilliant mind. Their partnership soon grows into something bigger, with significantly bigger consequences.




  Following Max’s clues, Jake and Allie discover the existence of the Future Society – a clandestine organization comprising offspring of former Nazi and SS medical personnel admitted into the United States via the infamous post-WWII CIA initiative known as Operation Paperclip. The Society’s intent is to use neural implants to create die Sonneleute, the cognitively enhanced Sun People, who will bring a new day to humanity—but only to a chosen few.
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  For Paul and Stephen—and always, always for Karen




  




   




  There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy




  —Hamlet, Act 1, scene 5
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  Prologue




  Bavaria, 16 km north of Munich




  March 12, 1945




   




  The medical facilities in the Konzentrationslager were diagonally across the compound from the prisoners’ barracks and the crematorium. Inside, the young doctor and the SS sergeant watched as the boy splashed the powerful disinfectant on the operating table then used a wire brush to scrape away the lingering remnants of blood, flesh, and brain.




  The doctor said, “You see how hard he works, Oberscharfuhrer Koenig? As if his life depends on it. And it does!” The doctor turned to the boy, “Be thorough, be thorough! Get every little bit.” Then he recited a little aphorism, of which he was quite fond. “Es is die kleinem Sachen, die am meisten ausmachen. It is the little things that matter most.”




  The boy, who was ten, showed no emotion; he simply, silently went about his business. It was disconcerting. And the doctor was not easily disconcerted.




  “I think you are smarter than you let on, Max. That may be prudent. After all, a smart Jew is very quickly a dead Jew.” The doctor laughed and added, “But then here, every Jew is a dead Jew. Is that not so, Oberscharfuhrer? They even have a rhyme – ‘Dear God make me dumb/that I may not to Dachau come.’”




  The boy said nothing. The doctor, more curious than annoyed, asked, “Tell me, Max, when you come from your miserable, squalid barracks to clean for me, do you think of my experiments? Do you have any idea of how important they are, how the world will one day stand in awe of my brilliance? When you see the faces of my patients as they realize this will be their last day, do you wonder if it will be your last day, too? Well, one of these days, it will. But not today. So, what else do you wonder, my smart young Jew?”




  The boy stopped cleaning, looked up and said, “I wonder that you are a doctor.” Then he went back to work.




  




  Chapter One




  Great Barrington, Massachusetts




   




  Jacob Montgomery Logan sat at a desk in the newsroom of the Berkshire County Courier (Circulation: 21,000 Daily; 26,000 Sunday) doing what he loved, writing obituaries.




  The Courier was headquartered in the historic town of Great Barrington, Massachusetts (population: 7,104) and occupied the top two floors of an old brick building on Main Street, right in the center of town, a location Jake considered both convenient and symbolic, for that’s how he saw the paper and its role in the community, right at the heart of things.




  As a stringer Jake mostly covered stories no one on the full-time staff of the Courier wanted to bother with. Obituaries were on the top of that list. The full-timers thought obits were beneath their skills, unlikely to add to a reputation, and certainly not likely to get you noticed by one of the state’s more influential papers, like the Springfield Republican, Worcester Telegram or, God willing, the Boston Globe. And that was perfectly fine with Jake.




  Part of Jake’s love of obituary writing had to do with his fundamental disagreement with Henry David Thoreau that “the mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.” And with Thomas Hobbes’s assertion that left to their own devices, men were doomed to lead lives that were “solitary, poor, nasty, brutish and short.”




  Jake believed that in each life, even the most seemingly inconsequential, there were moments that illuminated the mystery and irony, the tragedy and nobility of being human. But you had to look. You had to ask. It was the very nature of his job, Jake felt, to discover those moments and share them with his community of readers.




  For this current obituary, that of a 93-year-old farmer and longtime Great Barrington resident who’d had a fatal heart attack while driving his tractor through his corn field (“It was the way Pop always wanted to go,” said his 64 year-old daughter), Jake had needed access to old Courier files that had not yet made it into the paper’s electronic database. Since he had no assigned desk of his own, on those occasions when he actually showed up at the paper and did not simply email his work directly to Art DiMarco, the Courier’s perpetually harried managing editor, he had to plop himself down at whatever space was available.




  As he was finishing up the obit, Jake heard Art’s raspy baritone call out from his office, “Jake, hey Jake! Get in here pronto.”




  Jake hustled the length of the newsroom and stood outside Art’s office. Art, phone to his ear, waved him in. “Got it, thanks. I’ll get someone right over there.” Then he turned to Jake. “Jake, do you know a Max Steiner, Professor Emeritus, philosophy department at Barrington U?”




  “Yeah, sure. He’s a brilliant guy, an ethicist. He’s also a Holocaust survivor—Dachau. He was going to be my doctoral dissertation advisor until his wife’s illness and death. Then he took a lengthy leave of absence. We have coffee or a couple of beers together now and then. Why? What’s up, boss?”




  Not one to mince words, Art said, “Jake, that leave of absence just became permanent—he’s dead. My source in the Great Barrington PD says they’re at his place as we speak and it looks very much like suicide. I want you to get over there right away.”




  “Suicide? Max? That’s crazy! He’s an ethicist, for Christ sake. He was in the middle of writing a book. He’d never—”




  Art held up his hand. “Jake, stop. I don’t need you to stand there and write a damn editorial. You’re a reporter—sort of. I don’t care about your relationship. The guy was an important figure in the college community. Plus, that Holocaust-Dachau stuff sells. Cover it. It’ll help you do the obit. You know the address? You got your Courier ID? ” Jake nodded. Art said, “Okay, now get your ass out of here. Call me.”




  Jake grabbed his laptop and backpack and hit the door running.




  ***




  Max Steiner’s home was an older Victorian set back from a side road off Route 7 in the village of Housatonic, about halfway between Great Barrington and Stockbridge. It had a wrap-around porch and occupied about an acre of well-tended lawn and gardens. When Jake pulled up to the house, several Great Barrington PD patrol cars were there, along with an EMS van and a silver BMW with MD plates. A gurney was set up in the driveway, with a green plastic body bag folded on top, ready to retrieve the remains. Two uniformed police officers, a male and a female, were talking to the two EMS guys. Jake slipped his laminated Courier ID around his neck and went up to them.




  Jake recognized the woman, Officer Marge Nichols, a dark haired, dark eyed young woman Jake’s age, twenty-five. She’d been a classmate when he was an undergrad at Barrington U. She watched his approach expressionless. Given the circumstances, Jake was formal in his greeting. “Good morning, Officer Nichols, what can you tell me?”




  Margie had been a Criminal Justice major, but had had to take three credits of philosophy to meet her distribution requirements. She’d ended up in an Introduction to Logic course and despite being bright and hardworking, all that modus ponens and modus tollens stuff was killing her. Seeing how easily Jake navigated his way through the material, she started showing up in the same room of the university library where Jake would study. They began to study together, struck up a friendship, had a brief romance and remained friends. Margie had aced the course.




  Now, despite their history together, Margie was oddly formal in her reply. “Mr. Logan, you’ll need to talk to Chief Comiskey. He’s inside with Dr. Scoles. I’ll ask him to step outside.” She spoke into her hand-set. “Chief, Margie. You’ll want to come out here, sir. Jacob Logan from the Courier is here.”




  Ten seconds later, Chief Walter Comiskey came hurrying out the front door of the house. He was in his late forties, tall and powerfully built with alert eyes and a no-nonsense manner. A former Army MP, he’d been chief of the 12-officer Great Barrington Police Department for four years and was very well regarded.




  The Chief spoke first. “Jacob Logan? As a formality I need to see some ID.”




  “Chief, what’s—”




  “ID, Mr. Logan, with a photo and an address.”




  Jake handed over his Massachusetts driver’s license.




  The Chief pointed to Jake’s laminated Courier ID. “Is being a reporter for the Courier your principal occupation?”




  Jake always felt awkward explaining his circumstances. “Well, actually, Chief, I’m a stringer at the Courier, a kind of freelancer. I’m also a doctoral candidate at Barrington University.”




  “You attend the medical school?”




  “No, no. I’m in the philosophy department, I’m ABD—“




  “ABD?”




  “All But Dissertation. It means I’ve completed all my class work, my qualifying exams and my oral comprehensives. To be awarded my doctorate I just have to finish my dissertation and successfully defend it.”




  Chief Comiskey, obviously in unfamiliar waters, looked at Jake and said, “You’re telling me you’re a philosopher? Well…let’s move on here. Mr. Logan, what exactly is the nature of your relationship to the deceased, Professor Max Steiner?”




  “’Nature of my relationship’? Chief, I’m a little confused as to what the hell is going on here. My editor really expects me to be asking the questions. Can I—“




  The Chief interrupted again. “Mr. Logan, I am asking you about your relationship with the deceased because it might throw some light on why you are mentioned in his suicide note. Can you answer that for me?”




  A stunned Jake Logan said, “No sir. No I can’t”




  ***




  Jake met Margie Nichols later that afternoon in Duke’s Blue Note Café, a jazz-themed luncheonette and coffee house just up the block from the paper. Dwayne “Duke” McGarrity, the owner-proprietor, was a gregarious, gray-bearded, fifty year-old African-American man who had played tenor saxophone in some of the great old jazz clubs up and down the east coast before being widowed, leaving him a single parent. He’d immediately quit the road and with his daughter Lynette had settled down in Great Barrington. He bought and renovated an old luncheonette and turned it into a roaring success. He still played occasional gigs when the mood suited him or when a couple of musician buddies passed through the Berkshires. Duke greeted Jake warmly. Jake had helped Lynette with her application to Barrington U. and provided her with a letter of recommendation. Her acceptance letter was in a frame behind the cash register.




  “Jake, how’s my boy? Officer Margie’s already here. I’ll have Lynette bring over an ice tea. Looks like you two here on business.”




  Now off duty after having worked the 6:00 a.m. to 3:00 p.m. shift, Margie gave Jake a hug when he reached her table.




  “Jesus, Margie, what the hell happened?”




  “Okay, Jake, here’s the story. I couldn’t say anything at Steiner’s, but the Chief is putting out an official statement momentarily, so I’ll give you what I can.”




  She pulled out her notebook. “The body of Professor Max Steiner, Ph.D., was discovered this morning about 8:40 a.m. by Steiner’s daughter and granddaughter. Evidently, the family is close and they drop by daily to see how he’s doing, especially after his wife’s death. They got no response to the doorbell and used their own key to enter. The granddaughter spotted him first. It had to be rough on her, but she looks like she’s got some grit—though there’s no question she’s a little weird.




  “Anyway, Professor Steiner was in his study, slumped in a recliner, unconscious. He was fully dressed. Actually, he was quite well dressed, pressed slacks, smoking jacket, white shirt, ascot, and bedroom slippers. On the table next to him were a half-empty bottle of Courvoisier cognac and an empty bottle of sleeping pills. The prescription was dated three days ago and was for a month’s supply. He had apparently taken all that remained. The family called 911, Lou Rotelli and the EMS guys got there just as we did. They went through their routine, but it was apparent upon entry that he’d been dead for a while.”




  Jake shook his head. “Margie, this suicide thing makes no sense. Max loved his family, he was writing a book. He survived Dachau, for God’s sake! This is bullshit.”




  “Look, Jake, I’m sorry about Steiner. I know you really liked him. And I know that your frequently overactive sense of right and wrong is bent out of shape by this whole thing. But you just have to accept the facts as they are. We did a thorough, by-the-book examination of the scene and there’s no doubt it was suicide. The Chief is sure of it, Dr. Scoles is sure of it and I’m sure of it. There was no sign of forced entry, no sign of a struggle, nothing out of place or unusual. This is a small town. We all know he’d been depressed after his wife’s death. And then there was the note. We faxed a copy to an expert in Boston, and he verified it as Professor Steiner’s signature. What more do you want?”




  At that moment, a young, attractive black woman delivered Jake’s iced tea. She placed it in front of him and gave his shoulder a squeeze. “Here you go, Jake.” She nodded at Margie and said, “I know you and Officer Margie got some talking to do, but I want to tell you to be sure to look me up in the fall—on campus. I’ll buy you a coffee.”




  Jake stood and hugged her. “You bet I will, Lynette. I want to be there when you shake up that old fart music department. Wait ‘til they hear you blow through Chopin, Fats Waller and Brubeck like you’re taking a morning stroll.”




  Lynette stood back and looked Jake up and down. “Officer Margie, this boy looks a mite grim.”




  “Rough story, Lynette. Sometimes our Jake gets a little too close to his work.”Lynette nodded. “Got you, Officer Margie. We need to watch over this boy. Later, Jake.”




  After another hug for Jake and a fist tap for Margie, Lynette left. Jake said, “Tell me more about the note.”




  “I can only give you the gist. Now that the investigation is closed, the note belongs to the family. It’s up to them to share the full contents or not. I will tell you that it was addressed to his family. It told them not to mourn, that he’d had a full life, was going to a better place and was sure of his choice. The only odd part was where it told the granddaughter to have a chicken dinner with you, to repay a debt. That seems like an awfully frivolous thing to include in a suicide note, doesn’t it?”




  Jake looked at Margie, his pale blue eyes like chips of ice. “Margie, trust me. Max Steiner was not a frivolous man. But dinner with the granddaughter? Chicken? To repay what debt? I have no idea what all that means.”




  “Did you and Steiner have dinner together a lot? What about the granddaughter? Are you…friendly with her or something?”




  “Max and I never had dinner together. We’d either meet for coffee here at Duke’s or have a few beers on campus at the Barrington Pub. And I’ve never even met his granddaughter, though he always spoke lovingly of her and how smart and beautiful she was. But is that all you have for me, Margie? Is there anything else?”




  “Sorry, Jake, that’s the best I can do. Look, you’re going to write the obituary, right? Maybe you can get more from the family.”




  After Margie left, Jake stayed at Duke’s and filed the suicide story through his laptop. The Courier usually gave only perfunctory coverage to suicide stories in the belief that such an event was private and not a cause for exploitation. Still, Max Steiner was a significant figure at Barrington U. and a respected member of the community. Telling the community’s story wasn’t always pleasant, but it was essential—no matter how heartbreaking. That’s the way a free society works and that’s what Jake believed.




  Jake filed the story and headed home thinking about Max having mentioned him in his suicide note. And what the hell was that stuff about a chicken dinner with the granddaughter? Something was very wrong here. Max Steiner was not a frivolous man.




  

  Chapter Two




  The Berkshires are a range of low lying mountains and rolling hills that form the western border of Massachusetts, from Connecticut in the south to Vermont in the north, with New York State running along the state’s entire western length. They are beautiful, rural, and provide an amazing array of outdoor activities and cultural offerings—from various parks, trails and nature preserves to museums, galleries and theatres featuring art, music, dance, and festivals of every sort. They were also home to the prestigious and highly selective Barrington University.




  Founded in 1802, Barrington U. occupied a 325-acre campus between the village of South Egremont and the town of Great Barrington. The university boasts some 6,300 undergraduates, 1,250 graduate students, and a highly regarded medical school of 625; the total number of faculty is 380. Barrington was considered on a par with the best Ivy League colleges and had an equally lofty reputation, based upon the quality of its faculty, its distinguished alumni, and the extent of its impressive endowment—until recently.




  The endowment had become an issue bordering on crisis. Its rapid fall, 20% over the previous nine months, had thrown the Board of Trustees into clear and total panic.




  Barrington’s board was made up of twenty-three members, sixteen of whom were successful and very wealthy personages in the professions, industry, government, or the arts. The rest were faculty representatives or administrators from the university itself. Typically, a Board meeting began promptly at 4 p.m. and consisted of several reports and presentations of a reassuring and self-congratulatory nature, followed by cocktails and hors d’oeuvres. The previous several meetings had been distressingly different, however.




  The board had taken up the subject of how to avoid disaster in the face of an economy that had collapsed, shrinking the Barrington University endowment from $1.3 billion to $854 million in a matter of six months, and a mountain of debt arising from an overly ambitious capital construction program and expanded academic offerings. Despite the near heroic efforts of the board president, Myron Ralston, the future looked grim.




  It was in preparation for the next board meeting, three weeks hence, that the six people in whose hands rested the fate of Barrington U. gathered in the office of Barrington president Elliott Lawton-Rice, a historian and Civil War scholar who’d held the post for the past five years. He was seated at his ornate, highly polished teak desk.




  Seated in the chair in front of him was Alan Mortimer, Dean of the Barrington Medical School. Mortimer was a fidgety, fastidious man who was by turns defensive or passive aggressive, depending on the circumstances. In another chair sat Weldon Burke, the college’s florid, perpetually jolly legal counsel. Across the room on one end of the leather sofa was Dr. Vincent Meissner, Director of the Meissner Neurological Institute, which was affiliated with the medical school. He was a Viennese émigré, tall, elegant, sophisticated and unimpressed with most things American, though he had attained a significant measure of wealth and prestige in his adopted country.




  On the other end of the sofa was Dr. Anna Stern, professor of neurophysiology and neurosurgery at Barrington University Medical School and Director of Neurological Services at the Meissner Institute. Born in America, she had grown up and been educated in Switzerland, and had joined the board two years earlier, following a notable career at the Huber Neurology Clinic in Zurich. At fifty, she was still striking—tall and slender, white-blonde hair cut short, sharp, almost haughty features, slate gray eyes, and an unmistakable aura of innately assumed authority.




  Finally, there was Karl Taggart, a former Army non-commissioned officer and Iraq veteran who had left the Boston PD several years earlier. He’d gone on to form Talon Security Consultants, the private firm that handled security for both the university and the Meissner Institute. He liked to be referred to as ‘Captain’ Taggart. He’d been recommended for the position by his former commanding officer in Iraq, Massachusetts Senator Alexander Sullivan. At six feet four and two-twenty, he was an imposing figure. He was licensed to carry a concealed firearm and took his security role very seriously. He was the paid muscle and he relished the job.




  Lawton-Rice, referring to a file on his lap, spoke first. “There’s only one way forward. We know the risks, we know the rewards.” He tapped the file. “This damn shortfall can kill us. Eight million dollars, in addition to a collapsed endowment—it’s a goddamn debacle. Absent an immediate influx of funding, we’d have to eliminate programs, sell some of the resources of the Stoddard art collection, and cut faculty. The American Association of University Professors would scream bloody murder, picket the damn campus, and there’d be hell to pay. We’d face a public relations nightmare and enrollment would plummet. The Board of Trustees would present a vote of no confidence and Ralston would have no choice but to kick us all out on our ass.




  “However, thanks to the brilliant Dr. Stern and the cooperation of Dr. Meissner, there’s hope. Indeed, a damn once in a lifetime opportunity. If awarded, the research grant from New Horizons, LLC, the venture capital company, will bring in $20 million over three years. We can borrow against that in the short term and that will get us out of the hole. Plus, the boost to our reputation, especially the medical school, would be enormous. We could leverage it into all manner of new opportunities. Then, once we’re clear, things start to fall our way. Assuming Dr. Stern’s implant works as promised.”




  Each man turned his eyes to the lone woman. “It works,” she said in a matter of fact tone.




  Dean Mortimer asked, “The presentation to New Horizons—is Mr. Fitzpatrick ready? Our advisor insists there be no errors.”




  “He will be a star,” Dr. Meissner answered.




  Mortimer frowned, “I still have a bit of trepidation. This whole thing is very risky, very risky. Medically, we’re in a whole new realm. And ethically, my God.…”




  Dr. Stern gave him a withering look. “Great advances, Alan, are not for the faint of heart. What we are doing is monumental. All you have to do is provide a few quotes for the media, kiss ass among the Board of Trustees, and take your share to the bank.”




  President Lawton-Rice, who also had no ethical qualms, raised one final issue. “Max Steiner’s death—will it attract attention? We can’t afford to have anyone snooping around Steiner’s research activities. And I’m still troubled as to what aroused his suspicions concerning the Institute’s experiments in the first place.”




  Stern and Meissner glanced surreptitiously at each other as Taggart said, “Steiner’s suicide was unforeseen, but it’s not an issue. He’d already been dissuaded, most convincingly, from continuing a certain line of research. The consequences to his family had been made clear. The potentially He Heawkward material has been destroyed. As for his suspicions and what triggered them, it’s irrelevant now. We know of no traceable links to us or our plans.” He smiled and said, “Frankly, Steiner’s death serves our purposes as if we’d arranged it ourselves. He simply saved us the trouble.”




  “Dear God, Taggart, this is nothing to make light of,” Mortimer said.




  Taggart replied, “There are two things I never make light of, Dean Mortimer, money and death.”




  ***




  Home for Jake was on a 12-acre estate in rural South Egremont. Set back from the road, the main house was a large, one-hundred-year-old, three-story red brick Georgian colonial structure with four white columns. Its sole occupant was Jake’s landlady. At the end of the long driveway, well beyond the main house was Jake’s place—a 600 square foot, two and a half room bungalow. It was a bit weathered and worn and only a graduate student would be likely to live there, but it did have a certain shabby charm. For Jake, it was a great set up.




  A narrow flagstone walk started at the driveway and led beneath a vine-covered arbor to a covered deck and the front door. Around back was another entrance off a shady yard with an old redwood picnic table and gas grill. Inside were Jake’s miniscule kitchen and a three-seat table, a sitting room with a wood stove and a large bay window looking out on the gardens, and a tiny bedroom that barely fit Jake’s bed, night table and dresser, plus a small skylit bath. The bungalow maintained privacy from the main house thanks to a stand of large fir trees. The grounds were wooded, mostly with birches and spruce, but there were about four acres of flower gardens and vegetable gardens in which were displayed assorted pieces of both modern and classical sculpture. There was also a clean, spring fed two-acre pond with a small gazebo cantilevered over the far end. It was a great spot from which to fish and swim. No other homes were in sight.




  Four years earlier, at the end of his junior year at Barrington U., Jake had tired of fraternity house living and went looking for a place of his own. On a bulletin board in the college’s housing office, he’d seen a notice: “Tiny cottage on large estate, totally private, eccentric landlady.” The estate’s owner, Helen Chamberlain, was a painter and sculptor who owned and operated a prosperous gallery in Great Barrington. Her family had made a fortune in the textile business in New England and Helen had had the luxury of traveling and studying in Europe for a number of years. She was also an alumna of Barrington University (Class of ’92) and an active member of its Board of Trustees. And she was, indeed, eccentric and something of an enigma.




  Other than her gallery, Barrington U., and her association with a small museum in nearby Monterey, Helen was very much a recluse. She rarely had visitors and never entertained. When she was at home, she remained alone, seeing no one and, as far as Jake could tell, needing no one. Sometimes she disappeared for anywhere from two days to two weeks, no mention of where she was going or when she’d be back. But at least once a week, any time day or night, she’d arrive at Jake’s front door carrying a pitcher of some exotic alcoholic beverage, iced glasses, and a basket of tortilla chips along with a bowl of nuclear powered salsa. They would sit, talk, and get just the tiniest bit wasted.




  At thirty-nine, Helen was a strikingly attractive woman—tall and lean with an all-over tan, a wild mane of red-gold hair, a good smile, and hazel eyes that looked straight into yours. She spent hours working in the gardens and frequently sunbathed or went swimming in the nude. On those occasions, she would run a Boston Red Sox 2007 World Champions banner up the backyard flagpole to give Jake a much-appreciated heads up. For so vital and attractive a woman, Jake was clueless as to what she did for a romantic life. Indeed, she gave no indication of even having one.




  As for Jake’s own romantic life, the current participant, Claire Parsons, was apparently waiting for him inside, for as he pulled into his driveway, there was Claire’s red Mini Cooper convertible parked next to the bungalow. The way things had been going with Claire recently, he was ambivalent about her presence. He pulled his car next to hers and headed inside.




  Later that evening, Claire Parsons slipped out of bed, quickly pulled on her bra and panties and headed into the bathroom. After several minutes of washing and splashing and carefully brushing her long auburn hair, she came out, sat on the foot of the bed and said, “Jake, I’m leaving.”




  “Claire, you always leave. We’ve been sleeping—no, we’ve been ‘intimate’ for what, four months now? And you’ve never spent the night here, not once. And I’ve never spent the night at your place. Come to think of it, we’ve never even taken a nap together.”




  “I mean I’m leaving the Berkshires. In a couple of days.”




  Jake sat up and asked, “Why would you want to leave the Berkshires?”




  “Why? Jesus, Jake, this small town, small time life may be good for you, but it’s death for me.”




  “What, all of a sudden you discovered you’re unhappy here?”




  “Jake, listen to me. You’re not getting it. I have my whole life ahead of me. And I can’t waste it here.”




  “But it’s great here—lakes and mountains, art, music, culture. Everywhere you look there’s beauty. What more could you want?”




  She answered, “A lot. Look, Jake, I came from nowhere to get where I am and I want even more. But you—you’re content to languish here in nowhere land, when you could be back in Boston with a whole raft of wealthy Logans and wealthier Montgomerys, prospering in law or banking or politics and summering on Martha’s Vineyard. But instead you choose to be a perennial student, a philosophy major who spends his life contemplating his navel in some kind of academic womb you’ve created for yourself. You’ll get your doctorate and then do what? Teach at Barrington or Bard or some dumpy-ass state school like Westfield State? Oh, wow, there’s a life.”




  This was pretty grim stuff even for Claire. Since they’d been together, it had become obvious that Claire had a pretty mercenary view of the world. And as far as intimacy went, she was not one for cuddling and tenderness after sex. But this was different. Something else was going on. He said, “So where are you going?”




  “I’m moving to DC.” She hesitated just a bit then plunged ahead. “Alex has asked me to join the team in Washington. It’s big opportunity, and I’m jumping on it.”




  Now it made sense. Alex was Alexander Sullivan, the junior senator from Massachusetts and a hot political prospect with very obvious ambitions to higher office. Forty-one years old, Senator Sullivan was a straight arrow, God and country type who was also the senate’s most eligible bachelor. The adopted son of a well-respected career Army officer and a high school social studies teacher, he’d been an average child and typical teenager until his father’s battle with and death from cancer. At which time he did a remarkable about face and embarked on a career of near obsessive achievement and calculated advancement.




  After graduating from Williams College and Harvard law, he passed the bar exam on his first try, but then had enlisted in the Army. He went to Officer Candidate School and served a tour of duty in Iraq. Upon his return, he practiced law for a few years then ran for state Attorney General and finally for the senate, which he won handily, although without Jake’s vote. He was also an honorary member of Barrington U’s Board of Trustees. Claire was on Sullivan’s public relations staff and managed his Berkshire County outreach office in Pittsfield.




  She went on, “There’s inside the Beltway talk of his getting the vice presidential slot on the party’s ticket in the next general election. I’ll be part of the effort to make that happen. If he decides to make the run and he’s successful, he’s practically promised me the job of press secretary. Jake, this guy could end up as President. The sky’s the limit!”




  Jake was willing to bet that in addition to making a run at the VP nomination, goddamn Alex had also made a run at Claire—quite successfully, it appeared. He asked, “So what was this little interlude tonight? One for the road?”




  She avoided a direct answer. “Look, Jake, you’re a very appealing guy. You’re good-looking—in a disheveled, dark-haired, pale-eyed, brooding Celtic sort of way. And with all that swimming and running, there’s not an inch fat on you. You’re a wonderful, considerate lover. But you’re just so damned complacent! You live in a tiny bungalow in a bizarre situation with a crazy landlady, who can’t stand me by the way. You have no ambition. You just philosophically drift along with the tide. You work part-time for a respected newspaper, but you always get the dopey assignments and write dopey obituaries no one reads. Finally, you’re writing a whole doctoral dissertation on a topic no one gives a shit about. Jake, you’re nice, but you’re small time.




  “And that’s not me. I’m a player! You’re an observer! I love having sex with you, but I don’t want to spend my life with you or trust my career to you. We’re too different.”




  Three things became clear. First, leaping out of bed naked to protest would compromise any remaining shred of dignity. Second, there really wasn’t a future for her in the Berkshires or with him. Third, it was all just close enough to the truth to sting.




  “Claire I wish you all the best.”





  Chapter Three




  Background material for obituaries was usually obtained from telephone interviews with the family, the funeral home, the Internet, or information the Courier already had on file. Rarely did Jake make a personal visit to a family’s home. Given the circumstances, this was one of those rare occasions. On Saturday morning, following a phone call to Max’s daughter, Ruth Wagner, asking permission for the interview, Jake arrived at the Wagner residence, an impressive estate located just up the road from the Norman Rockwell Museum in Stockbridge. As Jake pulled into the long driveway, he stopped and checked the place out. It was a large Southern colonial with a wrap-around porch, gabled roof and several chimneys. It stood on an expanse of meticulously manicured lawn that, were it not for three very large, very beautiful beech trees, might have easily handled an NFL playoff game. To the left of the house, Jake saw what appeared to be a pool area and guest cottage twice the size of his bungalow. To the right was a large fenced in meadow in which two horses, a shaggy gray stallion and a spirited chestnut mare, grazed contentedly.




  Jake rang the doorbell and was immediately confronted by a tall, willowy, fierce-looking young woman who was barefoot, wearing black satin gym shorts and a black AC/DC tee shirt with no sleeves. Her large, expressive eyes were a brilliant blue, her nose delicate, her cheekbones high, her lips full but not overly so. The tee shirt clung to firm, rounded breasts, and her legs were long, graceful and elegant. Under other circumstances, she would have been stunningly beautiful—had her heavily made up but nonetheless extraordinary blue eyes not been red from crying; had her very short, naturally pale blond hair not been spiked to porcupine-like dimensions; and had she not had a variety of piercings and studdings about her nose, eyes, and ears. As it was, she was damn near breathtaking—and for some reason, she was thoroughly pissed off at Jake.




  “Who the fuck are you? And maybe after you quit staring at my tits, you’ll tell me what the fuck you want.”




  “I’m…I’m from the Berkshire County Courier, Miss, and I—“




  “Oh great. That’s just great. You think you’re gonna—“




  A voice from inside the house called out, “Who’s there, Allie?”




  The girl, looking Jake directly in the eye said, “Some fucking vulture from the Courier who wants to feed off our grief. Do you want me to—”




  A woman who was an older, almost equally attractive version of the girl came to the rescue. “Mr. Logan? I’m Ruth Wagner, Max Steiner’s daughter. You’ll have to forgive us. It’s been a very sad, distressing time for us. Allyson, my daughter, was particularly close to my father.”




  The girl, flushing, said, “You’re Jake Logan? Oh… Listen, shit, I’m like really sorry. I mean, I didn’t know…Opi always talked about you and all, like you were some kind of prized pupil and his favorite. But why did he want me have dinner with you?”




  A thoroughly unsettled Jake said, “Trust me, Miss, I don’t have a clue.”




  Her mother took Jake’s arm. “Please come in, Mr. Logan. I have some material you’ll need for Dad’s obituary, and perhaps we can work this out.”




  The house was tastefully furnished in an Early American mode, elegant but not ostentatious. Ruth Wagner led Jake into the spacious dining room, where she had various papers, photographs and documents spread out on the table. The girl trailed behind. Jake took a seat at the table. Ruth said, “I’ll put on some coffee and then we can get started.” The girl sat opposite Jake and stared curiously at him. Not wanting to stare back, although the girl was certainly worth it, Jake picked up several photographs and thumbed through them.




  Jake was aware that Max Steiner had survived the concentration camp at Dachau as a young boy, but Max had not discussed the experience much. Jake was sure however, that it had influenced Max’s decision to become an ethicist and was responsible for his lifelong aversion to any kind of abuse of power or privilege.




  One of the photographs was of an obviously prosperous family—parents, a young teenage girl and a young boy, all of whom were well-dressed, happy, and unaware of the horrors to come.




  The girl said, “That’s Opi and his parents and sister. It was taken in Prague, a year or so before they were sent to the camp. Only Opi survived.”




  “Why do you refer to your granddad as ‘Opi’?”




  “ ‘Opa’ is German for grandpa. When I was little, I mispronounced it as ‘Opi’ and he loved it. So that’s what I called him. My grandmother became ‘Omi’.”




  “I thought Max was Czech.”




  “He was, but German was the language of commerce and scholarship, especially in Bohemia, from the time of the Emperor Franz Josef. Czech was considered the language of peasants, though Opi spoke that, too, of course, as well as French and English.”




  Jake noted that when she wasn’t spewing obscenities, the girl was well spoken and quite pleasant. He said, “Tell me more about Max’s life.”




  “Well, the family was very wealthy in Prague. Opi’s father was a big deal banker and his uncle was the leading surgeon in the city. When the Nazis occupied Prague in 1938, they at first left the family alone, despite their being Jewish, because of how prominent they were. But eventually, I think in 1944, the family was sent to the concentration camp at Terezin. Opi’s parents and sister died there and he was sent on to the extermination camp at Dachau in, when was it Mom? 1945?”




  Ruth re-joined them and took up the story. “February, 1945. Dad was ten years old at the time. He was forced to work in the medical facilities unit, cleaning up after the ‘experiments.’ It must have been horrible and terrifying. He never told my brother Peter and me the whole story. And, frankly, we were too afraid to ask. Peter, who’s now with the State Department, looked into it later on and learned that it involved some bizarre form of experimental brain research and the use of electricity. It sounds so gruesome.




  “Anyway, Dachau was liberated in April, 1945 by the American army and Dad was sent to a relocation camp in the Netherlands. He was there for a year before relatives here in the States were able to send for him. He lived with an uncle and his family in New York, in Forest Hills. From there he got a scholarship to Columbia then went on to get his doctorate at Princeton, where he taught for a while and met my mother.”




  Ruth smiled. “She was an undergrad and had him for a class. Mom was Irish Catholic and dating a Jew was shocking at the time. Dad was, as you know, dark-haired and dark-eyed, and Mom was this gorgeous blonde. It was all very scandalous.”




  Jake said, “I first met your dad when I was a freshman. I thought he was the finest scholar and the best teacher I ever had. I asked him to be my dissertation advisor, but then your mom became ill and I knew he had his hands full.”




  “He nursed her and stood by her until the very end,” Ruth explained. “She died with him at her side. I thought we were going to lose him, too. He was so depressed. But then he started the book, and he seemed to be doing fine. Until….”




  The girl pushed herself away from the table and ran sobbing out of the room.




  “Mrs. Wagner, I apologize for putting you and Allyson through all this. Maybe I should just go.”




  “It’s all right, Mr. Logan. May I call you Jake? It’s just that Allyson lost her father when she was eight and Dad was terribly important to her.”




  Jake said, “For purposes of the obituary, you mentioned a brother, Peter, in the State Department, can you tell me a bit more about him and about whomever else has survived Max?”




  “Certainly. Peter is forty-nine and an assistant undersecretary of state for European economic affairs, stationed in Brussels. He and his family, his wife Carol and their two boys, are on their way back to the States now. They’ll be here in time for Dad’s funeral on Monday. Then there’s me, I’m forty-seven, I own and operate the Book Barn, an antiquarian bookstore here in Stockbridge. Six years following the death of Allyson’s father, Gordon Hansen, who was a chemical engineer, I re-married. My husband, Derek Wagner, is in financial services. And finally, there’s Allyson, Allie. She’s nineteen—”




  A voice called out from the kitchen, “I’ll be twenty next Friday!”




  “She will be entering Dartmouth Medical School in September.”




  Jake was surprised. “Medical school? What about finishing college first?”




  Re-entering the room, the girl said, “Been there, done that.” She plopped down in a chair across from Jake.




  Jake looked confused. Ruth explained, “Jake, Allie is quite gifted—“




  “I’m a fucking prodigy.”




  “—she completed high school at sixteen and college, here at Barrington, in three years. With that giftedness, however, come a number of little quirks. As you can tell, Allie sometimes has a problem with impulse control as regards language.”




  “Christ, Mom, why don’t you say what it is. I’ve got a form of fucking Tourette’s syndrome.”




  Jesus, Jake thought, Margie was right; the girl is a little weird. Jake knew that Tourette’s syndrome is a disorder of the central nervous system that causes a person to make repeated, uncontrolled, involuntary movements, sounds, or vocalizations. This must be some bizarre manifestation.




  Jake switched conversational gears and asked, “About the…note. Can you share what it says? I don’t mean for publication, certainly, I’ll keep everything you tell me in the strictest confidence. It’s just in case there’s something I need for the obituary.”




  Ruth selected a document from the pile. “Here. You may read it for yourself.”




  It had been neatly typed on a computer, but contained Max’s signature, just as Margie had said. In the note, Max had asked the family not to mourn, he explained that he’d had a full life, was secure in his choice, and would be going on, he was quite certain, to a better place. Then, Jake got to the part about himself. That’s when he felt “the strangeness” come over him.




  On very rare and isolated occasions, for reasons unknown to him, Jake would experience a strange tingling along his scalp, followed by a kind of roaring in his ears. And then he’d feel as if he had become disassociated from his own body and was standing outside of himself, looking dispassionately on whatever he was doing or was involved in. This would be followed by a sudden flash of insight, almost a kind of illumination. He’d learned it was a bizarre remnant of his childhood epilepsy, of his absence seizures, an uncontrolled, spontaneous overflow of electrical energy that he had outgrown during puberty. He couldn’t predict it or control it; it just happened.




  And it had happened when he read, “My dear Allie, my joy and my delight, one last request. Allie, I owe a chicken dinner to Jake Logan. Please repay the debt.”




  The sudden insight revealed to Jake that Max Steiner was intentionally and purposefully sending him a message and using the girl to do it.




  “Jake? Mr. Logan? Are you all right?”




  Jake snapped out of it. “Oh, sure. I’m sorry. I was just lost in thought for a moment.” Allie stared at him intently. “Well, that’ll do it. Thank you. I’ll get right on this and email you a copy for your final approval. It will appear in the paper on Sunday.”




  He shook hands with Ruth and the girl and left. The girl followed him out the door and grabbed his arm when he was on the front steps.




  “Wait a minute! Something happened in there, it was about the note. Tell me.”




  “It’s nothing—“




  “Bullshit. You practically had a seizure in the middle of the dining room and it had to do with the note.” Her voice softened. “Look, Jake, maybe I can help. I think there’s something crazy about this suicide business, too. And if there is, I want in.”




  Jake thought about it. She was weird but she was smart and maybe she could help. The fact that she was a knockout didn’t hurt either. He said, “Okay. Let me work on the obit, but then let’s meet somewhere later this evening. What about if you come by my place? It’s private and we can talk. Is that okay with you?”




  “Your place? Oh, yeah, right. I’ve known you for like an hour and you want me to come to your apartment. I don’t think so.”




  Jake said, “Jesus, Allie, lighten up, will you? I’m not Jake the Ripper for God’s sake. Max is clearly trying to put us together for some reason. I don’t know exactly why, but we have to try to figure it out. If it makes you feel any safer, you can bring your mother, your stepfather, the front line of the Boston Bruins or whoever the hell else you want. I’m just saying that we should talk. And if this whole thing is as weird as I’m starting to think, it’s probably best if we try to be discreet about it.”




  Allie thought about it, looked Jake over a couple of times and said, “Okay. I’ll be there at six. Give me directions. And I’ll bring the chicken dinner.”




  



  Chapter Four




  Allie arrived at Jake’s place exactly on the stroke of six. Jake heard her approach and jumped up to greet her, feeling…he wasn’t sure what he was feeling. The girl was purposefully outrageous, more than a little weird, unselfconsciously beautiful, and smart as hell. It was also clear that spending any time at all with her would be exhausting. Still, weird as she was, he found himself surprisingly drawn to her.




  Allie parked her immaculately clean two year-old Honda Fit behind Jake’s ten year-old, battered Honda CRV. She got out, waved to Jake and started to unpack. She wore a black tank top over tight-fitting black jeans. Her blonde hair was still wildly spiked and her eyes were heavily made up but no longer red from crying. Several piercings and studdings were on display, though not to the extent he’d seen earlier. She looked exotic, provocative and, Jake was forced to admit, absolutely terrific.




  “For God’s sake, Jake,” she called out, “get over here and give me a hand with this stuff, will ya?”




  Her arms full of assorted paper and plastic bags, she began handing stuff off to Jake. There was a large bucket of extra crispy fried chicken, a bag of seasoned French fries, a bulging cardboard container of Cole slaw, and a bag of biscuits with little packages of butter and honey, plus tiny containers of assorted dips, toppings and sauces.




  “Allie, I’m not sure the 82nd Airborne Division can make it tonight. We may have a little left over.”




  “You can never have too much fried chicken. Quit bitching and help me out.”




  Jake grabbed an armful of stuff and led her around the back of the bungalow, where he’d arranged place settings on the picnic table and put some fresh cut flowers in a Mason jar. Several bottles of Sam Adams Summer Ale were on ice in the cooler. As they unpacked the food, Allie looked around the property for the first time and her eyes lit up.




  “God, Jake, this place is so cool! Your own lake! And all these flowers and gardens and stuff—it’s like a wonderland. Who did all those statues and carvings and all? They’re totally cool.”




  “Sculptures,” Jake said. “Most of them were done by Helen, my landlady.”




  “Wow, this is so neat. What’s the inside of the bungalow like?”




  Remembering Claire’s opinion of his living quarters, Jake was prepared for a bleak assessment. Allie, however, was delighted and made no bones about inspecting the place. She checked out the framed wall posters from Tanglewood, Shakespeare & Company, the Clark Art Museum, and the Berkshire Fishing Club, then stopped at the wall on which were displayed a dozen photographs. She carefully looked at each one.




  “Is this your family? That must be your brother, he looks like an older, bigger version of you. Your Mom and Dad look nice. Your Mom’s really pretty, so is your sister. Was that the house where you grew up? How often did you guys go fishing? Is that you on drums behind your brother on clarinet? Who’s the photographer, your brother? Derek, my stepfather, is forever taking pictures, too.”




  She went on to explore the bedroom, bathroom and tiny kitchen area, looking in drawers and cabinets, and even opened the refrigerator.




  “You’ll never be mistaken for a neat freak, Jake—and you may want to do something about those dust bunnies under your bed and the science experiment that’s growing on your Vermont Cheddar. Still, for a guy, this place is really cozy and homey. I’m impressed. It’s pretty obvious you don’t get many female visitors though, so—”




  Just then, Helen Chamberlain appeared around the corner of the bungalow carrying a tray on which were three glasses filled with ice, a pitcher of mojitos, a basket of tortilla chips, and a bowl of salsa. She called out, “Hello, Jacob and whoever you are. I come bearing gifts. You all had better come out here before this stuff decomposes.”




  Allie and Jake exited the bungalow and Helen immediately went up to Allie.




  “Hello, young woman. I don’t even know you, but you are clearly an improvement over Jacob’s usual caliber of female guests.” She set down the tray and extended her hand. Jake made the introductions.




  “Helen Chamberlain, meet Allie Hansen. Allie, Helen.”




  Helen looked at Allie and squinted as if remembering something. “’Hansen’—are you the brilliant young woman who graduated recently magna cum laude, double major, biology and chemistry? How did we let you get away and go to Dartmouth?”




  “Helen’s a Barrington alumna,” Jake explained, “a Board of Trustees member and, obviously, a recruiter for the university. She’s also my landlady and the artist who created those pieces.”




  Allie gushed, “You did all this? Helen, they’re wonderful! I’d love to watch how you do that. Opi would always tease me about being all science and not getting involved enough in the arts. I’ve never actually seen how a real artist works.”




  Helen said, “I knew your grandfather and was very fond of him, Allie. My condolences.” She looked the girl up and down. “I’ll make you a deal. I’ll show you how it’s done if you let me draw or sculpt you, nude of course, like a wood nymph. I keep asking Jacob, but he’s chicken—and not at all the wood nymph type.”




  Jake, having immediately registered a mental image of Allie in the nude, quickly poured himself a drink and took a very large swallow.




  Allie blushed furiously, “Oh, God, I don’t know. I’m kind of gangly and all arms and legs.”




  Jake took another substantial gulp. Helen raised an eyebrow and said, “My dear, trust me. You have all the right equipment in all the right places, and in exactly the right proportions. Think about it. In the meantime, let’s have a drink.”




  Leaping at the chance to turn the subject away from Allie posing in the nude, Jake asked her, “Do you drink? I mean is it okay? You’re…”




  She gave him a look. “It’s okay, Jake. And I even know where babies come from.” She poured herself a mojito, took a healthy swallow, and followed it up with a tortilla chip loaded with a huge scoop of Helen’s atomic salsa. She never batted an eye.




  They spent the next half hour comfortably talking and laughing. Helen regaled them with tales of the numerous jealousies and rivalries among the Berkshire County artists’ colony and their ongoing feuds with gallery owners and exhibitors. Allie spoke of how weird it was to always be the youngest person in class and how “science shit” just naturally made sense to her, but that she was really looking forward to a summer internship at the Meissner Institute.




  Jake asked, “What will you be doing?”




  “I’m supposed to be a rehabilitation aide, working with the Occupational Therapists. They’re the ones who try to help restore people’s daily living skills after a stroke or an accident or disease or something. It sounds really cool. So far in my medical career, I’ve only learned the stuff in books. This will be my first chance to work with patients. I’m really excited.”




  Then, she said to Jake, “Here I am doing all this talking, and I never even asked you about your…what is it, a dissertation? What’s it about?”




  Jake said, “I’m writing about Mortimer Adler.”




  “Mortimer who?




  Jake laughed, “Yeah, I know. He’s not exactly in the pantheon of famous Western philosophers, despite being so prolific a writer. A lot of academics consider him a philosophical lightweight because he analyzed and explained the work of others but didn’t strike out into new areas of his own. He’s also considered politically incorrect, with his emphasis on the Great Books of the Western tradition. One critic even referred to him as the ‘Lawrence Welk of philosophy.’ But for me, he’s a very interesting guy.”




  Allie asked, “Interesting enough to bet a whole doctoral dissertation on?”




  Jake said, “He is to me. For starters, the guy had an interesting personal story. His father was a Jewish immigrant, his mother a teacher. He eventually converted to Catholicism. But the big thing is that he tried to make philosophy everybody’s business—to take it out of academia and bring it home to everyday people. One of his books was called Aristotle for Everybody. You can imagine how the arrogant, ivory tower types felt about that!




  “He once said that not everyone is called upon to be a lawyer, a physician, an accountant, or an engineer, but everyone—by virtue of being human—is called upon to philosophize, to be thinking about and evaluating the world we live in and our experience of it. Philosophy helps you figure out who you are and where you fit in the world. That makes sense to me. Adler simply wanted people to learn how to be more efficient at it.




  “He dropped out of high school and went to work for a newspaper in New York City, before going on to Columbia and getting his doctorate. Everyone else picks up his career after the doctorate. I’m trying to make the argument that his newspaper experience was where Adler discovered that philosophizing is inherent in all of us and good for all of us—regardless of wealth, status, or education. After all, newspapers aren’t just for the elite; they’re for everybody. Today, that also includes the Internet and all kinds of other social media, all of which are a huge democratizing influence.”




  Allie asked, “Is that why you work for the Courier?”




  “Partly,” Jake admitted. “But it’s also a lot of fun.”




  Allie said, a little wistfully, “I never seem to have a lot of time for fun. I’m always in school. Med school should at least be more interesting.”




  Helen chimed in, “Well, if it turns out not to be, you can become a professional artist’s model. I’ll be your agent and get you all the work you want, right here in the Berkshires. People will fight over you. You can become wealthy and self-indulgent, then settle down with Jacob and write your memoirs. In any event, my dears, I’m leaving.”




  Helen stood up to go. “Allie, please visit anytime and frequently—and not only to see this character.”




  She turned to Jake. “Jacob, this girl’s a keeper. You were due.” She gave Allie an exuberant hug, gathered up the remains of their drinks and snacks and left.




  Allie said, “She’s a piece of work! I really like her. But it seems so weird to be having a good time with Opi dead. I still can’t believe it really happened. Not suicide.”




  She helped herself to several pieces of chicken, a handful of fries and some slaw. After taking a bite of chicken, she said, “So tell me, Jake, how often do you experience absence seizures?”




  Jake looked at her, surprised and embarrassed. She said, “I was pre-med, remember? Don’t sweat it. But it was triggered by the note, wasn’t it?”




  “Jesus, Allie, you get right to it, don’t you.” Jake then told her about his childhood epilepsy and the occasional “moments of strangeness” which brought fleeting moments of great clarity.




  Allie said, “One of my professors explained epilepsy as a kind of ‘electrical storm in the brain.’ The brain has all kinds of electrical activity, all these billions of neurons firing together in certain sequences. In most people, the neuron firing is controlled. With you, the electrical impulses get out of control. Somehow, they must stimulate something in your cerebral cortex, the part of the brain in charge of awareness, perception, thought, language and memory. That extra stimulation may result in the ‘flash of insight’ you’re talking about. All kinds of stuff goes on in people’s brains that scientists don’t understand yet. And it sounds like there’s a whole bunch of weird shit going on in yours. I’d love to see a PET scan when this was happening.”
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