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			ONE

			Like a heart attack. That’s the best way to describe it. I’ve never had one of those, that I know of, but I’m pretty sure it feels just like that. Dr. Carpenter even agreed with my description. But I hadn’t seen her in a few months.

			Maybe that was a mistake.

			“You’re late, Pelly,” David said to me as soon as I walked in the door of the Hole in the Wall Café.

			I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. When the attacks come, I can’t really speak. Or if I can, all that comes out is muttering, stuttering stupidity.

			The Hole was a safe zone for me. A place I could trust. It took a while to attain that lofty status. And there aren’t many such places. But I couldn’t stay inside. I dumped my bag behind the counter before pivoting right back around and rushing outside, panting.

			It helped that the sun was out. Nighttime tended to be worse, although I didn’t know why. I guess because it’s harder to see. I pulled a soft pack of Camel Lights and a cheap blue disposable lighter out of my hip pocket and lit up. Most people start when they’re twelve or thirteen. I waited till last year. Because I’m that dumb.

			I paced along the sidewalk in front of the Hole, taking long, purposeful strides. Like a soldier on guard duty. Stop, pivot, walk back the way I came. Deep drag, hold, blow out. Stop, pivot, repeat.

			It’s almost like OCD at this point. Everything has to be just so. If I can keep walking and be outside, the panic will pass. Usually. Eventually.

			After a few minutes David poked his head out the front entrance. “Pel?” he said as I stalked past.

			I blew out a harsh breath of smoke. Kept walking. My heart wasn’t beating fast anymore. Instead it beat hard, and that was almost worse. Like my heart wasn’t pumping so much as knocking from the inside, bam! bam! bam! Let me out!

			“You okay?” David said as I walked past in the other direction.

			My free hand clenched and unclenched of its own accord. The muttering and stuttering began.

			“It was a guy, this guy, he was staring, he was just staring, this guy . . .”

			I watched the gray concrete beneath my feet as I chanted. A little voice whispered to me that David had never seen me like this. I’d never wanted him to. I never wanted anyone to. Reason number 3,854 I didn’t go to a real school anymore. I’d meant working here to be the first step toward going to school again someday, but—

			“Someone hassled you on the bus?” David asked, stepping out into the sunlight. He jerked his head to one side to get his long, splintery bangs out of his eyes.

			I almost snarled a laugh at him. The bus? Right. One isolated girl among crowds of people I didn’t know, in a vehicle I could not control? Not happening. I walked everywhere—which wasn’t many places—or got rides from Mom. I should’ve had a license by now, and instead I got carted around like a pathetic loser.

			“Seven-Eleven,” I said to David, and stopped walking. Stayed a few feet away from him. I hadn’t gotten control of my breathing yet. The exercise and adrenaline and nicotine were making me nauseated. I’d all but run here from the store. “I was buying a pack and there was this guy, he just kept staring, and I thought . . . I mean, he just . . .”

			I took a drag. Blew it out. Took another. Held it.

			“So, are you okay?” David asked again. Like he didn’t know what else to say.

			I took my last puff and pitched the butt into the dirt parking lot.

			“Doesn’t matter,” I said. “Forget it.”

			“Okay, well, that was bitchy, in case you were wondering.”

			“I dunno, I dunno, okay, I just, he was looking and he wouldn’t stop looking and I can’t deal with that . . .”

			David took one step toward me. Slow. Like I might cut him. My fingers dug into the coin pocket of my jeans, made sure my pillbox was there. I knew it was. Never used the blade inside it while at work. But maybe today. I wondered if David knew about it somehow.

			“Did he say anything?” David asked. “Did he do something to you? You want me to call the cops?”

			Cops.

			The word acted like a switch thrown at the base of my neck. My hands froze into fists. I stared into David’s hazel eyes, which he shaded from the early afternoon sun while he looked at me.

			“No.” My breath shuddered as I sucked in fresh air. “No. He didn’t. Nothing happened. He just, he freaked me out. Is all. I’ll be okay.”

			“Nothing for nothing, but you don’t look okay.”

			I tried to ease my panting down to a slower rhythm. Force more air into my lungs.

			“What’s that even mean?” I said.

			“What, ‘nothing for nothing’? I don’t know. It’s probably just a corruption of ‘not for nothing,’ but come to think of it, I don’t know what that means either.”

			“Splendid,” I said.

			David looked like he didn’t know whether to laugh or be pissed. I didn’t know which I wanted him to be. God, my brains were like scrambled eggs.

			“Just need a minute,” I said before he could respond. My knees shook, urging me to keep walking. Walk off the fear. Walk off the panic.

			“I’m not punching you in,” David warned.

			“Fine.”

			David kept his eyes on me for another second. “But I guess I could cover for you. We’re not exactly slammed.”

			“Yeah, sure,” I said, and began pacing again. I couldn’t stop myself. I could pace, or I could scream. One or the other.

			“Or ‘Thank you, David’ is another option,” he said, and went back inside the café.

			“Thank—” I started, but the door closed.

			Again: splendid.

			And David is the coworker who is nicest to me.

			I rested my hands on my hips as I paced again. My heart finally eased up, stopped throwing its elbows against my rib cage. I wanted another cigarette but forced myself not to. Maybe I hadn’t been doing it long enough to really be addicted. I hoped so. I wanted to stop. But nicotine was my only medication. At least I could think when I smoked.

			Maybe I shouldn’t have flushed my pills. I couldn’t get another scrip without Dr. Carpenter’s permission. Five years with her—you’d think she’d make it so I could get a refill or two without her, but no.

			I went ahead and smoked another cigarette but snuffed it out halfway. By then I felt like I could go inside. Not a single customer had come and parked in the dirt lot during that time.

			I found David reading a book at the service counter as the door closed behind me. That’s how not-busy we were on a Wednesday afternoon.

			David let his paperback book whisk to a close. The cover read Tai Chi Classics.

			“That seemed pretty epic out there,” he said. He narrowed his eyes cautiously, trying to figure where my mood was. I knew the look. He did it several times per shift. God. I belong back in the hospital. Or a zoo.

			I came around the counter, passed him, and grabbed my blue apron from a peg on the wall. “Don’t worry about it.”

			“Well, it’s just—”

			I held up my hands. “Just don’t, okay? Please? Please.”

			David raised his hands back at me. “Fine, okay,” he said. “Sorry.” He turned to his book.

			I started pulling at the brown rubber band on my left wrist. Snapped it against my skin. Once, twice, three. Once, twice, three. Stop intrusive thoughts, chanted Dr. Carpenter in my head. Stop intrusive thoughts.

			By finishing the tying of my apron, I’d officially completed every job there was for me to do at that moment. I crossed my arms and leaned against the side wall, watching David read. If he noticed I was watching, it didn’t bother him.

			“I texted you to give you a heads-up that you were running late, in case you forgot or something,” David said. Maybe he’d sensed me watching him after all.

			“You did?” I pulled my phone out. The screen stared back blankly, like a shark’s eye.

			“I forgot to charge it,” I said. That was stupid. So stupid. What if there was an emergency?

			“You forgot to charge it—again,” David corrected, and smiled.

			I swear I tried to smile back, I really did. I guess I needed to learn how to do that. Smile, I mean. I know I’m not a bowl full of sunshine. When I smile, I’m afraid I look like I’ve got gas cramps or something.

			I think somewhere in here is a real smile, hidden behind too many zits and hair that needs cutting or at least styling. My last haircut was a year ago. I’m one-less-shampoo a week from dreads. I hope people think it’s this tangled on purpose.

			“Yes, again,” I agreed. No smile.

			David made as if to smack my shoulder. I sidestepped out of the way. There followed that awful, awkward moment where he knew I had dodged and he ended up looking dumb. I hate that I do that. It happens at home, too. With hugs or incidental contact.

			“Sorry,” I said quickly.

			David shook his head and made some kind of noise that was probably three or four phrases all jumbled together.

			“Has it been busy?” I asked, to get us moving in another direction. Any direction.

			“Not really,” David said. “I hope you didn’t rush.”

			“Not exactly.”

			“Good,” he said. “So how do you buy cigarettes? You’re not eighteen.”

			“I got a guy.”

			I didn’t want to give away anything more. Like, it wasn’t a guy. Alecia, nineteen and ultra bipolar, bought me up every week. Three packs. We met last year, which is when I started smoking. Maybe she had access to some pam, too, that I could bum or buy off her. That’s what she called her Klonopin prescription, “pam.” Maybe that’s what all the cool kids called it. I wasn’t one of those, how could I know?

			No. I didn’t need—I didn’t want any meds. I could stop. I had stopped. I had everything I needed to get over this. I could get better without them. Without anyone.

			“But you said you were buying a pack at Seven-Eleven,” David said.

			“That’s where I meet the person who gets them for me. I was buying water.”

			David said, “Oh. Okay.” Then he added, “Do I freak you out?”

			It came out like he was just checking the time. “No,” I said.

			“It’s okay if I do,” David said. “I mean, it’s okay if you feel like I do. Sometimes people just rub other people the wrong way. At my last job I had this supervisor, Brenda? And man, even at the interview she looked at me like I reeked or something. Everyone else was cool, and she was never an outright bitch or anything, but man, as far as I was concerned, she was not having it. Maybe it was pheromones or something. My hair was longer then, though, so maybe that was it.”

			“It’s not you,” I said.

			“Okay. Just checking.”

			“Do I freak you out?”

			“Oh, absolutely,” he said over his shoulder.

			“Splendid.”

			David turned to face me. “You’re surprised? Everyone knows something’s up. It might help if we knew what it was.”

			“Help what?”

			David face tightened, and I could see him trying not to say something extraordinarily rude. “Help make shifts with you not so damn tense? I don’t know.”

			I couldn’t think of a response to that. I’d only been working here a few months, but I knew David was right. People didn’t enjoy working with me.

			So to escape, I said, “Is there anyone in the purple room?”

			David gazed at me for a moment in silence, like he wanted to ask me something else. Then instead he just said, “No, huh-uh.”

			“I’m gonna mop it.”

			“Now?”

			“Yeah.”

			He pressed his lips together and turned back to his tai chi book. I wanted to ask him what it was about. Instead, feeling both awful and grateful for the break, I walked to the back room where we kept the big yellow mop bucket. I wasn’t really supposed to do this now. Mopping was more of an end-of-shift thing. But it was something to do. Eli wasn’t the best at scheduling. We wouldn’t get the next rush until about 7 p.m., right before our weekly poetry open mic. I’d be home before then. I didn’t work nights.

			The Hole in the Wall sits in an old residential neighborhood in downtown Phoenix, about a mile from my condo. Most of the houses around here have been torn down, but a few—like the Hole—were renovated into businesses. Eli kept many of the rooms in the little one-story building, and designed each one with its own sort of personality. One was painted purple with glow-in-the-dark stars stuck all over it. Another one, he painted red and hung old ’50s monster movie posters all over. That sort of thing. Quirky indie snarky pop-culture coffee.

			I’d been a little surprised Eli had hired me, since I was only sixteen, but then I found out David was seventeen, and he’d been there more than a year. A record for an indie coffee shop, as far as I knew. Eli couldn’t pay a lot. It was the kind of place you worked at just to say you worked there. Quirky indie snarky street cred, I guess.

			I mopped the purple room slowly, thinking about David. I did like him, actually. He was a good guy. Of all the baristas, I got along with him best. Still, he was right—I’d been pretty bitchy to him when I got here. Probably I should talk to him about that. Apologize. The other baristas wouldn’t have responded quite so kindly.

			By the time I was done mopping, everything inside me was back to normal, for whatever that was worth. I emptied and returned the bucket, washed my hands, and went back to the counter. Sunlight filtered through the picture window by the front door, turning the red-and-white checked curtains into fire.

			“So, um . . . sorry about . . . earlier,” I said as I joined him.

			David’s face registered interest, but he didn’t look up from his book. “It’s okay,” he said. “Feeling better?”

			“Yeah. Thanks.” I paused. “You don’t freak me out.”

			David snorted a laugh. “I’m touched. Deeply. So you want to talk about it? And if not, can you just politely say ‘No, thanks, not right now’ and we’ll move on?”

			David might’ve been best at putting up with me, but he wasn’t a doormat. I didn’t mean to be a bitch, and I didn’t even think I was one most of the time. I just didn’t know how to explain what went on in my head, my chest, my stomach, when I panicked. And how often and absurd it all felt.

			“I get scared,” I said. Just to see how it sounded. And it sounded weak. As in, pathetic. Not nearly accurate enough.

			David looked up from his book. “Of what?”

			“Oh, you know,” I said, grabbing a rag and rinsing it out in the sink to give me something to do. “Everything.”

			David inhaled. About to ask more. Stupid, stupid, stupid, why did I ever open my stupid mouth?

			Thankfully, I heard a car pulling into the dirt lot right then.

			“You want this one?” I asked David to cut him off.

			“Actually, I’m going to take my break now that you’re here,” David said. “You’re on your own, Maverick.”

			I scanned what we could see of the café. The few customers we did have were in other rooms. From here behind the counter, the café appeared empty.

			“Splendid,” I said.

			David chuckled, like my mood amused him, then headed for the back room.

			An older guy and young girl came into the shop as David disappeared. I tried to twist my face into a customer-service smile.

			“Hi,” I said as my cheeks cramped. “What can I get for you?”

			The old man—old to me, anyway—smiled. I didn’t like it. Maybe “smile” is the wrong word.

			Leer. That’s it. He leered at me. I think. It reminded me of the guy in the store today who’d been looking at me, glancing over and over again—

			I snapped my rubber band against my wrist. I didn’t need another attack while waiting on a customer. Where would I go? How could I escape? I couldn’t leave the register, just bolt outside again, what if—

			Snap, snap, snap. Once, twice, three. The band stung my wrist, and I winced.

			“Are you all right?” the old man asked me.

			The leer disappeared. I’d imagined it. He only looked concerned now. His voice was warm, his expression grandfatherly.

			Pelly, I told myself, shut up. Focus.

			“Yes,” I said. “Fine. I’m sorry. You caught me napping.”

			I managed a weak laugh. The old man smiled and gave me an understanding nod.

			“I’d like a small decaf,” he said, perusing our pastry case. “And she’ll have a large hot cocoa.”

			I studied them both as I started making the cocoa. I figured the guy to be in his fifties, maybe. Balding, starting to whistle now while jingling his keys in the pocket of his nondescript khakis. Jang, jang, jang. Whereas the dad carried a belly over the waist of his khakis, his daughter was one skipped meal away from being a skeleton. Her skin nearly glowed in the low light of the café. I wanted to wash her hair for her. Which I guess was ironic. It ran in long brown strings down her shoulders, with flakes of dry skin along the center part. It almost bugged me the way he ordered for his daughter, but she didn’t look capable of ordering for herself.

			I suppose I had no room to judge.

			“Do you want any flavoring?” I asked her over the counter while I steamed the milk. Flavoring cost extra, but I wouldn’t charge her for it. I just felt like doing something, anything, to brighten her day. I felt like she looked, a lot of the time. Insubstantial, skeletal, broken. It was too much like gazing into a psychic mirror. I wondered if that’s how my parents or Dr. Carpenter—or David—saw me.

			The girl hadn’t lifted her head since she and her dad walked in. Now, when I spoke to her directly, she did. Barely. Something about the way her thin shoulders sagged and cheeks sank in made my ribs ache.

			And when our eyes met, I felt all the breath in my lungs get vacuumed out like I’d been launched into outer space.

			Suffocating, I choked out one word:

			“Tara?”

			The girl’s dull blue eyes widened, ever so slightly, as if in shock. It couldn’t have been any less shock than I was experiencing. Shock, fear, goose bumps—

			I was looking at a ghost.

			I hadn’t seen Tara in six years.

			No one had.

		

	
		
			TWO

			The girl quickly dipped her head back down, letting her greasy hair fall across her face.

			“Beg pardon?” her dad said, moving to stand between the girl and the counter, blocking my view.

			Except it was not her dad.

			Tara’s father, Michael Jacobs, looked like a movie star, tall with a prominent chin and blazing brown eyes. This guy looked more like—like Santa Claus, if anyone.

			“Um . . . I’m . . . sorry,” I stuttered, almost spilling the hot cocoa all over myself. “I just—she looked really familiar . . .”

			“Well, her name’s Leslie,” the guy said, smiling. “You must’ve been mistaken, hmm?”

			I stared at the girl again, who stood with toes pointed in, arms forming a figure 4, gripping her left elbow with her right hand, shoulders hunched. I could only see her profile.

			I hurriedly poured his decaf, burning my hand with a spill. I shoved the cup across the counter toward him. My hands were starting to chill, my arms to tremble.

			Here we go. Here it comes.

			“That’s six, um, six-forty-one,” I babbled. I watched the girl as best I could, but the guy kept himself positioned between the counter and her so I couldn’t see her clearly.

			“You okay?” he asked me. “You look a little peaked. Should I call someone?”

			“Hmm-mm,” I said, shaking my head.

			“You don’t seem well,” the man said.

			“Fine,” I said. “I’m fine. It’s fine.”

			He shrugged his eyebrows and handed over a ten-dollar bill. “Keep it,” he said, like the extra tip would help me regain my breath.

			I couldn’t take the bill. Couldn’t reach toward him. Come to think of it: couldn’t breathe, either. My heart screamed, Let me out, let me OUT!

			The old man, still studying me, dropped the ten on the counter and pushed it toward me with his fingers. Then he handed the cocoa to his daughter, took her free hand, and walked to the door.

			“Have a nice day,” he said. “Hope you feel better.”

			I watched them go, not responding. Wanting to scream. Stop, let her go, that’s Tara, don’t do it again—

			Tara looked back at me. Just once. Glanced sideways as the old man dragged her along behind.

			Her lips moved silently, like a fish out of water. Then she was gone, out the door and into the dirt parking lot of the Hole in the Wall.

			Help me?

			Is that what she said? Help me . . . ?

			I had to get out.

			Go, get out of this space, but not outside, can’t go outside, that’s where he is, oh God, I’m trapped . . .

			Tara. That was Tara. Pelly, go, do something! Don’t let it happen again!

			I pulled myself along the counter, dragging my cast-iron feet to the window. Literally, I could not lift my feet, only slide them along the brown concrete floor. Yanking back the curtains, I watched the guy open the passenger door of a shiny white sedan and escort the girl into the passenger seat. After shutting the door, he hitched his pants and came around the back end, went to the driver’s seat, and got in.

			I squinted to study the white car while my lungs shrank and my mouth dried.

			Not again, not again, he’s taking her again . . .

			Arizona plate. Blue bumper sticker, white design—something like the Olympics logo. Four doors. Tinted windows.

			The car drove out of the lot and turned onto McDowell, the major street beside the café, and headed east.

			David arrived as I shoved my way back behind the counter again and wrote down all the information I’d just memorized.

			“So, Pelly—” he started.

			“Shh!” I hissed at him. I began with the license plate: “J, F, A . . .”

			David fell silent, leaning against the counter again as I wrote. After I’d finished, I stared at the information. So paltry. Didn’t even get the make or model of the car.

			“So you’re doing what, exactly?” David asked when I’d stopped writing. The pencil fell out of my fingers and clattered on the concrete floor.

			“Not now, can’t, no, just, wait,” I said, picking up the café phone and dialing.

			“Pelly—”

			“Shh!” I said, and gripped the black phone with both hands. I felt if I let go, I’d fall to the floor.

			The line picked up. “911, what is your emergency?”

			“I need to, I need to report a, uh, a missing person,” I stuttered. “Um, I mean, a found person. A missing . . . um, I found someone who is missing?”

			“Ma’am, calm down,” the operator said. “Tell me what’s going on, are you in danger?”

			“No! No, I—”

			“Is someone there in danger?”

			“No, no, it’s not like that, please—”

			“I’m sending a unit to you now,” the operator cut in. “Tell me what is happening.”

			I shut my eyes and forced myself to take a breath. I wanted a smoke. Mostly I closed my eyes because I didn’t want to see whatever expression David might have had. I must’ve sounded like a lunatic.

			Which was only fair since I was crazy. We could ask my psychiatrist. Oh, wait.

			I snapped my rubber band against my wrist. Snap! Stop intrusive thought. Snap! Stop intrusive thought.

			“I saw my best friend Tara Jacobs,” I said slowly into the phone as my tongue seemed to double in size. “She was kidnapped—I mean, she was believed to be kidnapped six years ago. I just saw her at my work.”

			It wasn’t easy to ignore the look of shock on David’s face when I said that. My eyes must’ve opened after all. Did I have any control over anything?

			“Six years ago?” the operator said. I heard doubt in her voice.

			“I know, I know how it must sound,” I said, rubbing my forehead. My palm left a cold, moldy handprint. “But really, I recognized her and she said ‘Help me.’ She was with this old guy—”

			“She asked for help?”

			“Yes! Well—sort of.”

			“Ma’am,” the operator said, sounding like an exasperated first-grade teacher, “is there an emergency at your location?”

			“Well, they got into this car and drove off. I have the license plate. They can’t be far away.”

			“You saw someone forced into a car.”

			This wasn’t going to work.

			“No,” I whispered. “No one was forced into a car.”

			“Ma’am, when the officer gets there, you can give him a statement.”

			“Okay,” I said as embarrassment threatened to suffocate me. Just what I needed for my next performance review with Eli: randomly summons police to store.

			I hung up the phone and leaned against the sink, folding my arms over my belly and refusing to look at David. I didn’t need to be looking at him to know he was staring at me.

			“Well,” David said after about a minute of silence, “that was fun.”

			I didn’t respond. My panic started to ease, only to be replaced by helplessness. Uselessness.

			“You want to tell me what’s going on?” he asked.

			“Not especially.”

			“Cops are here,” David said a moment later.

			Great.

		

	
		
			THREE

			“We received a call about a missing person?” the patrolman said when he got to the counter. The tag on his shirt said “Collins.”

			“Yes, that was me,” I said while David pretended to clean the espresso machines. I hated having this conversation in front of him.

			“Tell me what happened,” Collins said.

			I took a breath. I felt in control, but the proximity of a uniformed cop completed the cycle spinning in my head. Tara, the mall, cops, her parents . . .

			“Six years ago, my best friend Tara and I were at Central Mall with her mom,” I said. “We were ten. She let us go off together to Macy’s, and we started chasing around, playing hide-and-seek. That kind of thing. Just being stupid. I mean, I know you don’t really play hide-and-seek when you’re ten, it wasn’t like that, we were just messing around—”

			“Mm-hmm?”

			I had told this story so many times six years ago, and I had relived it so often, it had become a soliloquy.

			“So, at one point, I was hiding near these sweaters. Argyle sweaters. And then . . .”

			Both Officer Collins and David stared at me, waiting for me to finish.

			“Then nothing,” I said. “She just never came looking for me. So I finally went looking for her mom, but she hadn’t seen Tara either. We looked everywhere. Then we really got worried, and got the mall security involved, and then finally the police, but by then it had been at least an hour since anyone had seen her. People were coming and going that whole time, so there weren’t really any witnesses. They checked the security tapes and found her going outside the store, waiting for a second, then jogging off into the parking lot. That’s all they had. That’s the last time anyone saw her.”

			David’s eyebrows wrinkled together. That sort of felt nice. Like he cared.

			“So today, this old guy showed up with this girl, and she just . . . it was her, it was Tara. I don’t know who the guy was, but it wasn’t her dad.”

			“How did you recognize her after six years?”

			I licked my lips. “A mole. She had—she has a mole on her neck. It was still there. Plus she said ‘Help me.’ As they were leaving. He was practically pulling her out of here, and she looked back at me and said ‘Help me.’ ”

			“You’re sure about that?” Collins said.

			“Pretty sure, yeah. I mean, she didn’t say it, say it. Just mouthed it. You know, so the guy wouldn’t hear her.”

			Officer Collins didn’t look impressed. And even David turned away for a second.

			“I’m not lying!” I shouted. “It was Tara.”

			“Did they order anything?” Collins asked me.

			“Yes! A decaf coffee and a hot chocolate.”

			“Did he use a credit card? Do you have the receipt?”

			“No . . . no, he paid cash.” I scanned the counter, trying to find the ten-dollar bill he’d passed to me. I didn’t see it anywhere.

			“He did, he paid with a ten. . . .” I started fishing through my own pockets.

			That’s where I found it. I must’ve shoved it in there when I grabbed the phone. I pulled the rumpled bill out of my hip pocket and showed it to the cop as if it were proof. As he eyeballed me, I realized what it must look like.

			Like I was making up the entire thing.

			“Listen,” I said. “I didn’t ring up the order right away, because I had to get the license plate. Look, here, see? I wrote it down. You can run the plates, can’t you? I watched them get into this car. A white car, and he practically shoved her inside.”

			“So she was struggling?” Collins asked.

			My chin tilted down. “No,” I whispered, because that was the truth. The guy had kept a hand on her the whole time, but had Tara actually struggled? Not really.

			Oh God, this was not looking good.

			“They can’t have gotten too far,” I said. “Can’t you put an APB out or something?” I wasn’t even sure what that meant exactly, other than “all persons bulletin” maybe, and it was something the cops always did on TV when they were looking for someone.

			Collins flipped his notebook shut and tucked his pen into his breast pocket. “I’ll call this in,” he said. “See what the sergeant wants to do about it. It’ll get sent to the detective in charge of the case.”

			“Larson,” I said. “Detective Larson. I remember him. Phoenix Police Department.”

			“So it’ll go to him, if he’s still working here,” Collins said. “And he’ll probably give you a call. All right?”

			“Uh-huh,” I said. I sounded like a nutjob.

			Collins turned to David. “Did you see anything?”

			David glanced at me. I read everything he wanted to say and couldn’t in that short moment: I wish I’d been here. I wish I could say yes, I saw the whole thing.

			“No,” David said. “No, I was in the back. It was all over by the time I got here.”

			Officer Collins nodded, then got my description of the car and the license plate, and took down all my contact information. He then walked outside talking into his radio. David slid over to me.

			“So, ah . . . you going to bring me up to speed?” he asked. “What happened in here?”

			“You heard me,” I grouched at him. “There’s nothing else to tell.”

			“Oh,” David said. “Okay. Well, cool. I’ll just tell Eli you made an emergency call and brought the police screaming down onto his business, and you can explain it all to him.”
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