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NO ONE DOES IT BETTER THAN CHRISTOPHER PIKE



BURY ME DEEP

They buried Mike. But not deep enough….

MONSTER

They were no longer human….

DIE SOFTLY

He took a picture of death….

ROAD TO NOWHERE

Death came along for the ride….

REMEMBER ME

They killed her…but she came back.








A VISION

Before Julia could figure out how she was supposed to get back inside her body, her vision strayed to the moonlight on the surface of the pond. In fact, her vision moved in that direction quite deliberately, in spite of the memory of her mother’s warning—or maybe because of it. She had always been curious as to what she would see in the cool white light.

Now she was trapped.

The trap was similar to when she’d accidentally stumbled upon the execution of the Chinese students. She could probably have broken it with a supreme exercise of will. Yet something about the scene held her fascinated, in a sick sort of way. It was not a typical viewing. It was as if the pond had filled with gray smoke, or as if the place she had stumbled onto was cloaked in thick fog. The images were jumbled. There was a liquor store. There was a young man in a jacket. There was a girl. There was another guy. He was holding something black and hard.

It was a gun.
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Chapter One

JULIA Florence didn’t think of herself as a witch. She didn’t ride a broom. She didn’t cast spells. She didn’t even own a cat. But she had abilities few seventeen-year-old girls had. She could heal those who were sick. She could also see what was happening in distant places. There was even a time she saw the future.

It happened at the beginning of her senior year in high school. It was a Friday. The first week of school had just ended, and the first football game was only a couple of hours from starting. Julia was at home, wondering if she should go. The entire summer she had stayed close to home, except when she hiked alone in the quiet woods that stretched for miles beyond her back door. The lush forests were interrupted only by sparkling streams and fields. Julia lived in northern Idaho, two miles outside a modest-size town named Indian Pole. The area had been home to her for her entire life.

Indian Pole High was her alma mater. It had an imposing totem pole in its courtyard, of course—and a dismal football team. Deciding whether to attend the game, Julia asked herself if she needed to see her school lose once again. She knew they would lose, and not because she was a witch. They had lost every game the year before. They weren’t a big school and didn’t have a large pool of football talent. Word was that this would be their weakest team ever.

But Julia loved football. She loved all sports. The reason she was hesitating to attend the game, she realized with a start, had nothing to do with the team’s win-lose record. She was feeling sorry for herself again. She didn’t want to go to the game because her mother couldn’t accompany her as she had before. Her mom had died three months earlier, the same day school had let out for the summer.

Julia still wasn’t over it. She knew she never would be. Her mom had been the most wonderful person in the world. She had also been a powerful witch. She was one of the few people on earth who understood Julia’s gifts. But those gifts, Julia thought bitterly, had been of no use to save her mom.

Julia felt terribly lonely. Yet she chose to be alone. She was afraid to see other people, to let the hurt go. She was afraid that if she did, the memories of her mother would also go. They would fade and become like the ash of her mother’s remains, to be lost on the wind.

The phone rang. It rang and rang. Julia waited a full minute before answering it, deciding if she wanted to. It was her best friend, Amy Belle. Julia had seen Amy at the most twice all summer.

“How are you?” Amy asked.

“Great,” Julia said. “How are you? What’s up?”

“Are you going to the game?”

“I don’t know.”

“Julia!”

“We’re just going to lose.”

“You said you’d go,” Amy said.

“I didn’t say that.”

“Liar! Scott is standing right here. Did Julia say she was going to the game? Scott says you swore you’d be there. What kind of person are you? You lie to your friends. Scott is crying now. He says he’s going to slit his wrists if you don’t come. He’s picking up a knife. God, he’s sharpening it! You’ve got to come. We’re playing Saddleback tonight. You’ll get to meet Jim.”

Scott Hague was a long-time buddy of both Julia and Amy. Jim Kovic was Amy’s new boyfriend. Julia had heard only good things about Jim. He played fullback for Saddleback High. Julia was glad that Amy had finally met someone she could really care about. Amy deserved to be happy, Julia thought.

“Where’s Jim now?” Julia asked. “Is he there?”

“No.” Amy laughed. “Is he with you?”

It was an old joke that Julia always stole Amy’s boyfriends. At least Julia thought it was a joke. Several of Amy’s boyfriends had called Julia up and asked her out. It wouldn’t have been so bad, except they were still going with Amy at the time. Julia had told them all no. She didn’t understand why so many guys wanted her.

“I’m in the kitchen,” Julia said. “He might be in my bedroom.”

“Then tell him to get out,” Amy said. “He’s half Saddleback’s offense. Seriously, you have to come. Scott and I insist. He’s still sharpening his knife. He misses you. We’ll pick you up. We’re on our way. Bye!”

“Wait! The game doesn’t start for a couple of hours.”

“Then we’ll have good seats,” Amy said. “Come on, say yes.”

Julia sighed to herself. “Yes.”

“Great! We’re on our way.”

“No,” Julia said firmly. “I’ll meet you there.”

“Why don’t you come with us?” Amy asked.

“I have some things to do first. Don’t worry about me.”

Amy lowered her voice. “I do worry about you, Julia. You know that.”

Julia was touched. “I know. But don’t. Please? I’m OK. I’ll see you soon. I promise. Tell Scott I swear it in blood.”

Amy believed her. They exchanged goodbyes. Julia set down the phone and looked out the back window. There was plenty of daylight left. She decided to go for a walk. She thought she might visit the pond.

There was a chill in the air, but Julia didn’t bring a sweater or coat to cover her bare arms. She always walked briskly, so she knew she’d be warm in a couple of minutes. Besides, she loved to feel the air on her skin. She loved all of nature. As she strode away from her back porch, beneath the tall pines, she immediately felt more at ease. It was ironic, in a way. Walking in the woods and open countryside brought back the strongest memories of her mother. The two of them had spent hours searching out-of-doors for medicinal herbs. Her mother had had a wonderful knowledge of healing plants. She’d worked as a nurse in the local hospital, and the hospital patients were often treated to herb teas that Mrs. Florence brewed for their individual conditions. The doctors at the hospital knew what her mom did and didn’t seem to mind. Several of them swore her teas worked better than any medicine.

But what the doctors didn’t know was that it was her mom’s touch that was the real healer. Julia’s gift in this area was nothing compared to her mom’s. Her mom could take away a fever simply by putting her hand on someone’s forehead. Yet it wasn’t all that simple. There was a price to be paid. Julia knew her mom “took on” part of the sickness from those she cured. Usually it was only a small portion. Once when her mom helped a baby with a life-threatening lung infection, she immediately developed a mild cough, which lasted a couple of days. A cough was a small price to pay for a life, Julia realized, but she always worried that her mom was taking on too much. That all the small prices would one day add up to something serious.

It was that girl who killed her. The one from the motorcycle accident.

Julia’s mother had died of a sudden cerebral hemorrhage. It said so on her death certificate. She died on Friday, June fourteenth, at six thirty-five in the evening. But Julia knew her mom had filled out her own death certificate a week earlier when she’d tried to heal a severely injured teenage girl. The girl had been brought to the hospital with massive head injuries. A five-hour operation by the best neurosurgeon in the county had failed to stop the buildup of innercranial pressure. Her mother had sat with the girl for three days, and when she’d finally gone home, Julia remembered, she had been white as a bedsheet and drained of all energy. She’d gone straight to bed for two days and hadn’t even been awake when the hospital called to say the girl was dead. And then, two days after that, her mother had joined the girl.

It had all been for nothing, Julia thought.

It had also been a mistake. Hadn’t her mother warned her against such extraordinary intervention? Why had she gone against her own advice?

“We’re not gods, Julia. We’re helpers. That’s all. People have called us terrible things in the past. But that was only because they didn’t understand us. That understanding is for the future, a time not long from now. You may live to see it. Then perhaps you can work openly, but for now, keep your gifts to yourself. Serve in what way you can, without attracting attention to yourself. Never flaunt your abilities. Never think you hold the power of life and death. Only God has that power. When it’s a person’s time, nothing can save them.”

Yet her mom had tried to save a girl whom the doctors said had no chance. Why? Julia didn’t know. She considered calling her aunt to ask her opinion, but Julia didn’t really trust the woman. When her mom had died, Julia’s aunt had shown no sign of grief, and Mrs. Florence was her own sister. Julia wondered if her aunt had foreseen her mom’s death. Her mother had hinted that the woman could see the future.

Now there was a witch.

The last words her aunt had said to Julia three months earlier were “You watch yourself, girl.” Her aunt hadn’t been concerned about Julia’s welfare. She was telling Julia not to abuse her powers, or else she would come after her to stop her. That was how Julia had taken the remark, at least.

Julia didn’t know how old the tradition of Helpers was. Her mother said it probably went back to the beginning of mankind. The gifts followed certain bloodlines and were only passed on to females. Often the gifts didn’t follow unbroken from one generation to the next. Her mother said that the gifts could disappear for centuries and resurface depending on the needs of a given time. It made Julia wonder about the needs of this time and how she would help.

The only other Helpers Julia knew were friends of her aunt’s. They were a severe lot, and she and her mother had kept away from them.

“They are so busy, Julia, trying to help the world that they’ve forgotten how to help themselves. They’ve forgotten how to be happy, and it is a happy man or woman who helps the world most.”

Julia took a deep breath. She could taste the approaching autumn and was glad. The change of seasons always inspired her. She would shake off her gloom, she promised herself. She promised it to her mother as well. She knew her mom was near. When Julia walked in the woods, she could feel her mother stirring inside her.

The pond she was moving toward was located a mile from her house, at the base of a granite hill that thrust so precipitously out of the earth it could have been a pillar raised by ancient gods. Julia had climbed the hill once, and only once. The sides were steep, and it had taken her the better part of a day to creep back down—and she was no coward when it came to risks. The climb had been worth it though. She had reached the top just when the sun was directly overhead. Looking straight down on the sun reflecting in the perfectly circular pond, she had found it easy to imagine that down was up, and vice versa—the reflection was that clear. For some reason the perception had filled her with extraordinary joy. For a few seconds she felt as if she could step off the granite tower and not fall. She would only be stepping into the sky, she thought. Into the sun.

Fortunately for her mortal bones, she remembered that her gifts did not include the ability to fly.

It was when she sat beside the pond and stared into the water that she saw things that were happening far off. The water had to be perfectly still, and there had to be sunlight shining on it. Julia had no idea how her gift worked. It was just there, a part of her, like her long red hair. She remembered the first time she had seen. She was ten. She had been hiking with her mother, looking for plants and flowers, and had gotten tired, so she sat down to rest beside the pond. Her mother continued to explore around the base of the granite pillar. She thought she had dozed off and was dreaming, because suddenly she could see her mother pulling roots from the ground, but she knew that her mother was not in sight. She looked up and scanned the area. Yes, she thought, it was definitely a dream. She was alone.

But it was a strange dream. She did not have to awaken from it. Plus, it took only a moment to slip back into. She gazed into the water again, and again saw her mother. Only now, her mother was hiking around the granite hill. Julia followed her the whole way, her eyes focused down into the pond. When her mom came into view—real view—Julia was pleased to see that she was carrying the same plants she had watched her pluck from the other side of the hill. Julia told her mom what had happened, and her mother wasn’t surprised. She gave Julia only two rules concerning the gift: she wasn’t allowed to spy on other people, and she couldn’t look in the pond when the moonlight was shining on it.

Julia asked what was so special about the moonlight, but her mom never explained. Yet she spoke the rule so sternly that Julia never considered violating it.

Her mother called her gift “viewing.”

It was fun. Whenever Julia felt the need to get away, she could sit by the pond and roam across the globe. Distance didn’t seem to matter. The images were always clear. Sometimes she asked herself if she actually saw the pictures in her head and not on the surface of the water. It didn’t matter. She could direct the vision at will. If she wanted to go to Africa, she was in Africa. She saw baby lions playing with one another, grown lions chasing zebras across parched plains. She visited Rome to see the pope say mass. She went to India and watched as pilgrims hiked up icy mountains to holy temples.

Not everything she viewed, however, was beautiful. Sometimes she got trapped in places she didn’t want to be. Trapped was probably the wrong word. She could always stop the visions, but sometimes she was held by a morbid curiosity that she was unwilling to break. For example, once she found herself in a Chinese prison in which young men and women were being executed. The firing squad was lined up, and one by one the victims—they looked like college students—were trooped out and blown away. It was horrible. The students screamed for mercy, and then they were lifeless corpses. Julia prayed to leave, to be back beside her pond in Idaho, but something kept her there. Later, when she asked her mother about it, her mother’s answer surprised her.

“The greater the gift, the greater the responsibility. You have to learn how to use it, and you won’t learn unless you see both the bad and the good—the humane and inhumane. If you find yourself stuck someplace—don’t resist. You are right: it was you who brought you there. It is that part of you that is separate from this world that is trying to teach you about this world.”

Julia only looked into the pond once since her mother had died. She had tried to view beyond the world, into space, into the heavens. But she had run into an invisible wall and realized then that she could see no higher than the greatest birds could fly. Her viewing was bound to the world, for good or bad, and the realization filled her with profound sadness. She could see so much, but she couldn’t see the one person who mattered most to her. Sometimes Julia wondered if she would ever see her mother again, even in the next world.

She reached the pond twenty minutes after talking to Amy. By then the sun had dipped so that it reached the treetops, and the light on the water was a deep orange. Julia took a seat at the eastern edge of the pond, facing west. It was a small body of water, no more than forty feet across, but deep. Once she had tried to swim to the bottom, but she had been unsuccessful. She assumed the pond was fed by an underground stream—no surface water flowed into it, and even in the heat of summer, the water level remained constant.

At present the water was as glassy as the surface of a mirror. Staring at the reflection of the trees against the backdrop of the burning sunset, Julia imagined she was looking at a forest fire. Sitting there she didn’t know why she had decided to go to the pond. There was nothing in particular she wanted to see. She had just acted on the spur of the moment. But maybe she had come to the pond because she had not used her gift in three months; and like an old friend, she had missed it.

I may as well see what Amy’s wearing so that I don’t wear the same thing.

Julia and Amy were both five-five, both slender. They often exchanged clothes. Julia no longer knew which outfits in her closet were hers and which belonged to Amy.

Julia closed her eyes and took several slow, deep breaths. The air was rich and heavy with fragrance. A small meadow lay to the south of the pond and granite hill, and it was wild with flowers. The grass beneath her bottom was thick and comfortable. Immediately she began to relax. For several seconds she imagined that she was stepping into the pond and sinking deep into its waters. The technique had come as her viewing had—unbidden. Her mind had to be as calm as the water for her to view. The feeling of sinking always brought with it a strange euphoria and dissolved her day-to-day worries. When she felt herself mentally touch the bottom of the pond, she opened her eyes and looked.

She saw Amy’s kitchen. Amy and Scott were sitting at the table eating. Amy was having a small salad, and Scott was working on two huge hamburgers. Scott had never had a weight problem, but over the summer he had developed a respectable belly. The two of them were laughing, and Julia smiled to herself. But she couldn’t hear what they were laughing about. It was sight, and sight alone, that operated in her visions. Her mother had once spoken about that.

“In most people there is usually one sense that is keenest. Some people need strong glasses to watch TV or read a book, but they can hear a pin drop across the room. In other people it is the reverse. Your gift is an extension of eyesight. I know that your eyes aren’t that strong, but your gift is operating inside rather than outside. My gift is related to touch. You also have something of that, too, which is very unusual—to have two refined senses. The reason I can take away pain is that I can feel it when I touch it. It’s that simple. When you can really feel another’s burden, you can make it a part of yourself and take it away.”

Julia had asked her mother where she took the pain, and she said she gave it to God. Julia liked the answer at the time. Until God took her mother away.

Julia tried to read Scott’s lips. She wasn’t worried about spying. She suspected Scott was talking about her, and she thought it only fair that she should know what he was saying. Sometimes she wondered how Scott felt about her. They had been friends since the age of five and they loved each other, but occasionally Amy—who was even closer to Scott—hinted that Scott loved her in a romantic way. That bothered Julia. She really did want a boyfriend, but she didn’t want to lose one of her best friends to get one—and she knew it wouldn’t work out. They had known each other for too long, and Scott was too crazy. Look at him right now, she thought. He took a bite of one hamburger, put it down, then took a bite of the other. It was hard to read his lips when his mouth was full of food.

Besides, she wasn’t attracted to Scott. It wasn’t his fault that he wasn’t handsome in a classic way. He was definitely eye-catching, however. Even across the miles that separated them, Julia found herself leaning closer to get a better look at him. His face was perfectly round and his skin tone was ruddy—slightly orangish. She and Amy had nicknamed him the Great Pumpkin. The blue in his eyes was as bright as that of a Christmas tree light. Scott was one of those people who glowed, who was always friendly, always in a great mood. Julia watched as he reached for a bag of french fries and saw Amy poke his belly and mouth the word fat.

Does she know? Does she feel me?

Julia found it interesting how as soon as her attention went to Amy, her friend stopped whatever she was doing and stared into space. This was not the first time Julia had viewed Amy. Although Julia never abused her gift by viewing her friend when there was the least sign that Amy needed her privacy, Julia had checked up on her a number of times throughout the years. Each time Amy had appeared to sense her presence. Whatever Amy was doing, she would suddenly stop and stare off into space. Julia would have liked to talk to Amy about it, but that would have been paramount to confessing she was a witch.

If you want me to look away, I will.

Amy suddenly smiled. She shook her head faintly. Scott put down his hamburger and asked what was wrong. Amy shook her head again. Nothing, she said. Julia also smiled. Maybe Amy was a Helper in the making. It would have been nice to have a friend her age to talk to about these things.

A cry far overhead distracted Julia. It sounded like a Cooper’s hawk. Without glancing up, Julia shifted her vision from Amy’s kitchen to a point directly above the pond. Julia followed the hawk as it floated effortlessly on invisible air currents, flying directly toward the setting sun. The view was glorious. The evening light caressed the treetops in shades of pink and orange.

Another day. Another night.

Actually the night seemed to be coming with unnatural speed. Like a movie set on fast forward, Julia watched the sun hurry beneath the horizon. This had happened to her before. Sometimes the viewing process compacted time, so that everything was greatly speeded up. Sometimes the reverse was true. Once she had observed a bolt of lightning strike a barn in the Midwest, and it had seemed to take half an hour. Time was another quality of the process that she had no control over.

Julia still had a sense of her body. She could feel the grass beneath her bottom and the cold air on her bare arms. She could even see the water of the pond. But she’d let herself get stuck in the nighttime sky. The better part of her was half a mile above the forest. She used the sunlight to see, and now that the sun was gone, it was hard to find her way back to where she really was. There was, however, no reason to panic. This had happened to her before. All she had to do was think of falling asleep, and the eyes in her head would close and she would awake next to the water and…



Julia woke up. She thought she was awake. She felt different, strangely light, as if she had lost most of her body weight. The feeling was not unpleasant. She opened her eyes.

It was night. The pond rested flat and serene before her. The rising moon shone on the water instead of the setting sun. Julia was immediately puzzled. Had she slept away the entire night? Like the sun, the moon rose in the east. But when she had begun viewing, she was facing west. If she hadn’t been unconscious all night, had she flown across the water?

Who is that?

A figure sat across from her. In the dark it was little more than a faint outline. Julia didn’t feel afraid. The figure appeared to be that of a girl her own age, with long wavy hair like hers. The girl was sitting exactly the same way she was, with crossed legs and folded hands resting in her lap. Julia wondered who she could be. She tried leaning closer for a better look. Then she noticed something else.

Oh, God, it attaches the two of us together!

A luminescent silver cord stretched across the water between them. It came out of the other figure’s solar plexus and—Julia couldn’t be positive, but she was pretty sure—it went into her own stomach, just below her ribcage. Now that was weird, she thought. Her mom had once spoken of a silver cord, how it connected the soul to the physical body, but Julia had never witnessed anything resembling it in all her hours of viewing. Was she seeing it now because she’d left her body? Was she dead?

Is that girl sitting over there me?

Of course it was. It looked just like her. And who else would be sitting in the forest at this time of night? Julia was pleased that she had solved the riddle. She was also happy that she had had a new experience. She thought it would be fun to explore—at a future time—this phenomenon of out-of-body travel. But she remembered her promise to meet Amy and Scott at the game. She figured she had better get back inside her body right away.

“Never look in the moonlight, Julia.”

“Why not, Mom?”

“It’s dangerous. Just do as I say.”

Before Julia could figure out how she was supposed to get back inside her body, her vision strayed to the moonlight on the surface of the pond. In fact, her vision moved in that direction quite deliberately, in spite of the memory of her mother’s warning—or maybe because of it. She had always been curious as to what she would see in the cool white light.

Now she was trapped.

The trap was similar to when she’d accidentally stumbled upon the execution of the Chinese students. She could probably have broken it with a supreme exercise of will. Yet something about the scene held her fascinated, in a sick sort of way. It was not a typical viewing. It was as if the pond had filled with gray smoke, or as if the place she had stumbled onto was cloaked in thick fog. The images were jumbled. There was a liquor store. There was a young man in a jacket. There was a girl. There was another guy. He was holding something black and hard.

It was a gun.

Was she observing a holdup? She tried to see clearer. Who were these people? The girl looked familiar. But the two guys weren’t people she knew. What was it about the first guy’s jacket? It meant something. It was red, completely red. The red jacket was important, the vision seemed to scream at her. The vision focused in tighter on it. The second guy pointed his gun at it. For a second, the red jacket was all Julia could see. Then there was a flash of fire, and the guy in the jacket was on the floor with the girl kneeling beside him. His face was covered with blood. Julia could hardly see him anymore. But now she could see the girl more clearly.

It was the same girl who was sitting across the pond from her.

It was her.

Julia began to shake. This couldn’t be. She couldn’t be in two places at once. Never in all her viewing had she ever seen herself with other people. How could she when she was sitting all alone, deep in the woods beside a pond? It didn’t matter that she happened to be out of her body at the moment. She had only one body. Plus she didn’t know this boy. Why did she have to watch him die?

This vision is not natural.

Julia had seen enough. Summoning her will, she forced her vision away from the moonlight on the water. She was successful, but not before she saw a close-up of the guy with the gun. He was ugly. He had cold black eyes, a thin greasy mustache, and hatred radiated from him. Yet, like Amy, he seemed to sense her watching him. His eyes stared directly at her, his hate burning deep into her heart.

Please, God, stop this.

Suddenly Julia was free of him, and she woke up with a start, her shadow cast on the surface of the pond by the moon rising at her back. She was relieved it was over, but her relief was short-lived. As she watched her reflection in the water, it changed shape to become that of an old woman. Julia recognized the woman—it was her aunt. The woman was shaking her head. She, too, seemed angry with Julia. Then the image faded, and Julia was alone.

I’m not going to do that again. I’ll never do that again.

Julia stood up and hurried toward her house. She didn’t know the time. She hoped the game was still on and that her friends were still waiting for her. All of a sudden she felt as if she needed her friends.
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Chapter Two

SCOTT Hague was pretending he was twenty-five years old, and Amy Belle was amazed by his performance. Scott didn’t have a cent to his name, but he had great clothes and plenty of style. With his blue blazer and fake gold cufflinks, a cigar in his mouth and sweet words flowing off his lips, he had the thirty-year-old brown-haired woman he’d picked up fooled. Her name was Sally Hanlon and she was really a sad case. A waitress at a nearby coffee shop, she didn’t know she was spending her only night off with a kid who hadn’t graduated from high school.

“What TV station are you filming this game for?” Sally asked, a wad of gum in her mouth big enough to slur her already endangered vocabulary. She had a great wig, Amy thought. It was a shame it was on lopsided.

“It’s a documentary that I’m going to sell,” Scott said, his Panasonic camcorder in his lap. He had turned it on a couple of times during the first half, but only to film the cheerleaders when they did their look-how-cute-our-underwear-is routine. It was presently halftime, and the hard-working girls were feeding themselves now.

“What’s it about?” Sally asked.

“I haven’t decided,” Scott said, patting her bare knee and puffing on his cigar. Sally looked impatient.

“I feel like I’m back in high school,” she growled.

“I know the feeling,” Scott said wistfully.

“What do you do, dear?” Sally asked Amy.

“I go to high school,” she said. Scott had asked her to act older, too, but Amy wasn’t in the mood. Scott hadn’t warned her ahead of time that he was bringing Sally. Amy realized he probably hadn’t decided this until Julia refused to ride with them. Neither of them had much hope Julia would show.

“You mean, you go to school here?” Sally asked, astounded.

“Yeah,” Amy said, enjoying herself.

“How old are you?” Sally asked.

Amy glanced at Scott. “Twenty-two,” she said. “I just can’t pass math.”

Sally was sympathetic. “I can never keep track of my bills at the coffee shop. I think there’s just too many numbers.”

“Amen,” Amy said, trying not to laugh. She remembered what Scott had said in the car just before they had picked Sally up.

“She’s not the smartest woman in the world, but she has a deep appreciation of nature, of all natural activities. I think she may be the one, Amy. I think this is it.”

Amy took the statement to mean that Scott had finally found a woman who would go to bed with him. But he couldn’t have been that hot for Sally. She was nothing to look at with sober eyes. Scott said he had first met her in a bar, when he’d been drunk. Scott had no trouble getting into bars. He really did look older, even when he wasn’t dressed up. He liked to think it was because he was sophisticated. Amy thought his receding hairline had a lot to do with it.

“Do we have to watch the second half?” Sally asked Scott.

“If we want to know who wins,” he said.

“But Indian Pole is already losing twenty-eight to zero,” Sally complained.

“They’re known for their great second halves,” Amy said.

“Last year they were down by thirty-five points at halftime,” Scott said.
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